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In suburban Georgetown a killer's Reeboks whispethe front floor of a posh home...
In a seedy D.C. porno house a patron is swiftlyajad to death...

The next day America learns that two of its Supré&oart justices have been
assassinated. And in New Orleans, a young law stymtepares a legal brief...

To Darby Shaw it was no more than a legal shaténdark, a brilliant guess. To the
Washington establishment it was political dynanf@eddenly Darby is witness to a
murder—a murder intended for her. Going undergroshd finds there is only one
person she can trust—an ambitious reporter aftewssbreak hotter than Watergate—to
help her piece together the deadly puzzle. Somexbetiveen the bayous of Louisiana
and the White House’s inner sanctums, a violenecaon is being engineered. For
someone has read Darby’s brief. Someone who will at nothing to destroy the
evidence of an unthinkable crime.
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He seemed incapable of creating such chaos, but mfughat he saw below could be
blamed on him. And that was fine. He was ninety;@agalyzed, strapped in a
wheelchair and hooked to oxygen. His second stseken years ago had almost finished
him off, but Abraham Rosenberg was still alive awdn with tubes in his nose his legal
stick was bigger than the other eight. He was tiig legend remaining on the Court, and
the fact that he was still breathing irritated mafsthe mob below.

He sat in a small wheelchair in an office on themifl@or of the Supreme Court Building.
His feet touched the edge of the window, and rerstd forward as the noise increased.
He hated cops, but the sight of them standingioktmeat lines was somewhat
comforting. They stood straight and held grounthasmob of at least fifty thousand
screamed for blood.

“Biggest crowd ever!” Rosenberg yelled at the wwdéle was almost deaf. Jason Kline,
his senior law clerk, stood behind him. It wasfil& Monday in October, the opening
day of the new term, and this had become a trawditioelebration of the First



Amendment. A glorious celebration. Rosenberg walletl. To him, freedom of speech
meant freedom to riot.

“Are the Indians out there?” he asked loudly.
Jason Kline leaned closer to his right ear. “Yes!”
“With war paint?”

“Yes! In full battle dress.”

“Are they dancing?”

“Yes!”

The Indians, the blacks, whites, browns, womensgage lovers, Christians, abortion
activists, Aryans, Nazis, atheists, hunters, animadrs, white supremacists, black
supremacists, tax protestors, loggers, farmers-a#t as/massive sea of protest. And the
riot police gripped their black sticks.

“The Indians should love me!”

“I'm sure they do.” Kline nodded and smiled at theal little man with clenched fists.
His ideology was simple—government over busindssjridividual over government,
the environment over everything. And the Indiange ghem whatever they want.

The heckling, praying, singing, chanting, and sarieg grew louder, and the riot police
inched closer together. The crowd was larger andlier than in recent years. Things
were more tense.

Violence had become common. Abortion clinics hagifdeombed. Doctors had been
attacked and beaten. One was killed in Pensacatgegl and bound into the fetal
position and burned with acid.

Street fights were weekly events. Churches andsrigad been abused by militant gays.
White supremacists operated from a dozen knowrdasing paramilitary organizations,
and had become bolder in their attacks on blaclspatiics, and Asians. Hatred was now
America’s favorite pastime.

And the Court, of course, was an easy target. Threarious ones, against the justices
had increased tenfold since 1990. The Supreme @olice had tripled in size. At least
two FBI agents were assigned to guard each justiw another fifty were kept busy
investigating threats.

“They hate me, don’t they?” he said loudly, stanng the window.



“Yes, some of them do,” Kline answered with amusatme

Rosenberg liked to hear that. He smiled and inhdéssply. Eighty percent of the death
threats were aimed at him.

“See any of those signs?” he asked. He was neknly. b

“Quite a few.”

“What do they say?”

“The usual. Death to Rosenberg. Retire RosenbargO@ the Oxygen.”

“They’ve been waving those same damned signs farsy&Vhy don’t they get some new
ones?”

The clerk did not answer. Abe should’ve retiredrgesgo, but they would carry him out
one day on a stretcher. His three law clerks didtrobthe research, but Rosenberg
insisted on writing his own opinions. He did sowat heavy felt-tip marker and his
words were scrawled across a white legal pad, rikela first-grader learning to write.
Slow work, but with a lifetime appointment, who edrabout time? The clerks proofed
his opinions, and rarely found mistakes.

Rosenberg chuckled. “We oughta feed Runyan torttleuhs.” The Chief Justice was
John Runyan, a tough conservative appointed bypailitiean and hated by the Indians
and most other minorities. Seven of the nine hahtagpointed by Republican
Presidents. For fifteen years Rosenberg had beeimgvéor a Democrat in the White
House. He wanted to quit, needed to quit, but hiddcoot stomach the idea of a right-
wing Runyan type taking his beloved seat.

He could wait. He could sit here in his wheelclaaid breathe oxygen and protect the
Indians, the blacks, the women, the poor, the ltapied, and the environment until he
was a hundred and five. And not a single persdherworld could do a damned thing
about it, unless they killed him. And that wouldb& such a bad idea either.

The great man’s head nodded, then wobbled anddrestéis shoulder. He was asleep
again. Kline quietly stepped away, and returneldigaesearch in the library. He would
return in half an hour to check the oxygen and gile his pills.

The office of the Chief Justice is on the main flaand is larger and more ornate than the
other eight. The outer office is used for smallegmns and formal gatherings, and the
inner office is where the Chief works.



The door to the inner office was closed, and tlearavas filled with the Chief, his three
law clerks, the captain of the Supreme Court potizeee FBI agents, and K. O. Lewis,
deputy director, FBI. The mood was serious, aneri@gs effort was under way to ignore
the noise from the streets below. It was difficlilhe Chief and Lewis discussed the latest
series of death threats, and everyone else jushéd. The clerks took notes.

In the past sixty days, the Bureau had logged twerundred threats, a new record.
There was the usual assortment of “Bomb the CothitEats, but many came with
specificslike names, cases, and issues.

Runyan made no effort to hide his anxiety. Workirggn a confidential FBI summary,
he read the names of individuals and groups suspectthreats. The Klan, the Aryans,
the Nazis, the Palestinians, the black separatisgro-lifers, the homophobics. Even
the IRA. Everyone, it seemed, but the Rotariansthedoy Scouts. A Middle East
group backed by the Iranians had threatened bloodineerican soil in retaliation for the
deaths of two justice ministers in Tehran. Thers alasolutely no evidence the murders
were linked to the U.S. A new domestic terrorist ohrecent fame known as the
Underground Army had killed a federal trial judgeTiexas with a car bomb. No arrests
had been made, but the UA claimed responsibilityas also the prime suspect in a
dozen bombings of ACLU offices, but its work wasyelean.

“What about these Puerto Rican terrorists?” Rurasked without looking up.

“Lightweights. We're not worried,” K. O. Lewis answned casually. “They’ve been
threatening for twenty years.”

“Well, maybe it's time they did something. The céita is right, don’t you think?”

“Forget the Puerto Ricans, Chief.” Runyan liked#ocalled Chief. Not Chief Justice, nor
Mr. Chief Justice. Just Chief. “They’re just thre@ing because everyone else is.”

“Very funny,” the Chief said without smiling. “Verfjunny. I'd hate for some group to be
left out.” Runyan threw the summary on his desk arbed his temples. “Let’s talk
about security.” He closed his eyes.

K. O. Lewis laid his copy of the summary on the é@lsi desk.

“Well, the Director thinks we should place four atewith each Justice, at least for the
next ninety days. We'll use limousines with esctotand from work, and the Supreme
Court police will provide backup and secure thigding.”

“What about travel?”

“It's not a good idea, at least for now. The Dimgahinks the justices should remain in
the D.C. area until the end of the year.”



“Are you crazy? Is he crazy? If | asked my brethieefollow that request they would all
leave town tonight and travel for the next monthafls absurd.” Runyan frowned at his
law clerks, who shook their heads in disgust. Tabgurd.

Lewis was unmoved. This was expected. “As you wisist a suggestion.”
“A foolish suggestion.”

“The Director did not expect your cooperation oattbne. He would, however, expect to
be notified in advance of all travel plans so tlatcan arrange security.”

“You mean, you plan to escort each Justice each lienleaves the city?”
“Yes, Chief. That's our plan.”
“Won't work. These people are not accustomed tadpbaby-sat.”

“Yes, sir. And they’re not accustomed to beingksdleither. We're just trying to protect
you and your honorable brethren, sir. Of coursegm®says we have to do anything. |
think, sir, that you called us. We can leave, ifi yash.”

Runyan rocked forward in his chair and attackedep clip, prying the curves out of it
and trying to make it perfectly straight. “What abaround here?”

Lewis sighed and almost smiled. “We’re not worrambut this building, Chief. It's an
easy place to secure. We don’t expect trouble 'here.

“Then where?”

Lewis nodded at a window. The noise was loudert‘{®ere somewhere. The streets are
full of idiots and maniacs and zealots.”

“And they all hate us.”

“Evidently. Listen, Chief, we're very concerned abdustice Rosenberg. He still refuses
to allow our men inside his home—makes them st @ar in the street all night. He will
allow his favorite Supreme Court officer what's heme? Ferguson to sit by the back
door, outside, but only from 10 P.M. to 6 A.M. Noeogets in the house but Justice
Rosenberg and his male nurse. The place is notesécu

Runyan picked his fingernails with the paper cing @miled slightly to himself.
Rosenberg’s death, by any means or method, wouddrbkef. No, it would be a glorious
occasion. The Chief would have to wear black ané gieulogy, but behind locked
doors he would chuckle with his law clerks. Runjied this thought.



“What do you suggest?” he asked.

“Can you talk to him?”

“I've tried. I've explained to him that he is prdidg the most hated man in America, that
millions of people curse him every day, that mo#td would like to see him dead, that
he receives four times the hate mail as the regs @ombined, and that he would be a
perfect and easy target for assassination.”

Lewis waited. “And?”

“Told me to kiss his ass, then fell asleep.”

The law clerks giggled properly, then the FBI ageetlized humor was permitted and
joined in for a quick laugh.

“So what do we do?” asked Lewis, unamused.

“You protect him as best you can, put it in writiggnd don’t worry about it. He fears
nothing, including death, and if he’s not sweaiingvhy should you?”

“The Director is sweating, so I'm sweating, Chi¢s very simple. If one of you guys
gets hurt, the Bureau looks bad.”

The Chief rocked quickly in his chair. The racketh outside was unnerving. This
meeting had dragged on long enough. “Forget Rosgnbtaybe he’ll die in his sleep.
I’m more concerned over Jensen.”

“Jensen’s a problem,” Lewis said, flipping pages.

“I know he’s a problem,” Runyan said slowly. “Heda embarrassment. Now he thinks
he’s a liberal. Votes like Rosenberg half the tildext month, he’ll be a white
supremacist and support segregated schools. THefalhén love with the Indians and
want to give them Montana. It’'s like having a rdtd child.”

“He’s being treated for depression, you know.”

“I know, | know. He tells me about it. I'm his faghfigure. What drug?”

“Prozac.”

The Chief dug under his fingernails. “What abouit therobics instructor he was seeing?
She still around?”

“Not really, Chief. | don’t think he cares for womé Lewis was smug. He knew more.
He glanced at one of his agents and confirmedufug little tidbit.



Runyan ignored it, didn’t want to hear it. “Is h@operating?”

“Of course not. In many ways he’s worse than RosenlHe allows us to escort him to
his apartment building, then makes us sit in th&ipg lot all night. He’s seven floors up,
remember. We can’t even sit in the lobby. Mightetgss neighbors, he says. So we sit
in the car. There are ten ways in and out of thiglimg, and it's impossible to protect
him. He likes to play hide-and-seek with us. Heagsearound all the time, so we never
know if he’s in the building or not. At least wiRnsenberg we know where he is all
night. Jensen’s impossible.”

“Great. If you can’t follow him, how could an asse®”

Lewis hadn’t thought of this. He missed the hurfibhe Director is very concerned with
Justice Jensen’s safety.”

“He doesn't receive that many threats.”

“Number six on the list, just a few less than ygoyr honor.”

“Oh. So I'm in fifth place.”

“Yes. Just behind Justice Manning. He’s cooperatiyghe way. Fully.”

“He’s afraid of his shadow,” the Chief said, theshated. “| shouldn’t have said that.
I’'m sorry.”

Lewis ignored it. “In fact, the cooperation hasteeasonably good, except for
Rosenberg and Jensen. Justice Stone bitchesbaiidite listens to us.”

“He bitches at everyone, so don’t take it persgnaifhere do you suppose Jensen sneaks
off to?”

Lewis glanced at one of his agents. “We have na.id& large section of the mob
suddenly came together in one unrestrained changseveryone on the streets seemed to
join in. The Chief could not ignore it. The windowgrated. He stood and called an end
to this meeting.

Justice Glenn Jensen’s office was on the second, ffavay from the streets and the noise.
It was a spacious room, yet the smallest of the.nlensen was the youngest of the nine,
and he was lucky to have an office. When nominabegears earlier at the age of forty-
two, he was thought to be a strict constructiomigh deep conservative beliefs, much



like the man who nominated him. His Senate confitomehad been a slugfest. Before the
Judiciary Committee, Jensen performed poorly. Owsitige issues he straddled the fence,
and got kicked from both sides. The Republicansveenbarrassed. The Democrats
smelled blood. The President twisted arms untl thke, and Jensen was confirmed by
one very reluctant vote.

But he made it, for life. In his six years, he Imelased no one. Hurt deeply by his
confirmation hearings, he vowed to find compassind rule with it. This had angered
Republicans. They felt betrayed, especially whedikeovered a latent passion for the
rights of criminals. With scarce ideological strawe quickly left the right, moved to the
center, then to the left. Then, with legal schotamstching their little goatees, Jensen
would bolt back to the right and join Justice Slaanne of his obnoxious antiwomen
dissents. Jensen was not fond of women. He wasaheut prayer, skeptical of free
speech, sympathetic to tax protestors, indifferemdians, afraid of blacks, tough on
pornographers, soft on criminals, and fairly cotesisin his protection of the
environment. And, to the further dismay of the Ramans who shed blood to get him
confirmed, Jensen had shown a troubling sympaththforights of homosexuals.

At his request, a nasty case called Dumond had &&sgned to him. Ronald Dumond
had lived with his male lover for eight years. Thasgre a happy couple, totally devoted
to each other, and quite content to share lifefseernces. They wanted to marry, but
Ohio laws prohibited such a union. Then the lowarght AIDS, and died a horrible
death. Ronald knew exactly how to bury him, buhttie lover’s family intervened and
excluded Ronald from the funeral and burial. Distytat, Ronald sued the family,
claiming emotional and psychological damage. Trs® ¢&@d bounced around the lower
courts for six years, and now had suddenly fouselfisitting on Jensen’s desk.

At issue was the rights of spouses of gays. Dunimaatbecome a battle cry for gay
activists. The mere mention of Dumond had causeeéfstights.

And Jensen had the case. The door to his smaflee afas closed. Jensen and his three
clerks sat around the conference table. They hawt$wo hours on Dumond, and gone
nowhere. They were tired of arguing. One clerkbarhl from Cornell, wanted a broad
pronouncement granting sweeping rights to gay pestidensen wanted this too, but was
not ready to admit it. The other two clerks werepical. They knew, as did Jensen, that
a majority of five would be impossible.

Talk turned to other matters.

“The Chief’s ticked off at you, Glenn,” said theedt from Duke. They called him by his
first name in chambers. “Justice” was such an awdite.

Glenn rubbed his eyes. “What else is new?”



“One of his clerks wanted me to know that the Chied the FBI are worried about your
safety. Says you're not cooperating, and the Chiefther disturbed. He wanted me to
pass it along.” Everything was passed along thrdbglclerks’ network. Everything.

“He’s supposed to be worried. That'’s his job.”

“He wants to assign two more Fibbies as bodyguanad they want access to your
apartment. And the FBI wants to drive you to amaifiwork. And they want to restrict
your travel.”

“I've already heard this.”

“Yeah, we know. But the Chief's clerk said the Gviants us to prevail upon you to
cooperate with the FBI so that they can save yitaif' |

‘I see.”
“And so we’re just prevailing upon you.”

“Thanks. Go back to the network and tell the Clsieferk that you not only prevailed
upon me but you raised all sorts of hell with md #rat | appreciated all of your
prevailing and hell-raising, but it went in one aad out the other. Tell them Glenn
considers himself a big boy.”

“Sure, Glenn. You're not afraid, are you?”

“Not in the least.”

Homas Callahan was one of Tulane’s more populdepsors, primarily because he
refused to schedule classes before 11 A.M. He dadok as did most of his students,
and for him the first few hours of each morning eveeeded for sleep, then resuscitation.
Nine and ten o’clock classes were abominationswhke also popular because he was
wearing coolfaded jeans, tweed jackets with wellwelbow patches, no socks, no ties.
The liberal-chic-academic look. He was forty-fikeit with dark hair and horn-rimmed
glasses he could pass for thirty-five, not thaghee a damn how old he looked. He
shaved once a week, when it started itching; anehvthe weather was cool, which was
seldom in New Orleans, he would grow a beard. Hkehhistory of closeness with
female students.

He was also popular because he taught constitliiemwaa most unpopular course but a
required one. Due to his sheer brilliance and cessrhe actually made con law



interesting. No one else at Tulane could do thsoNe wanted to, really, so the students
fought to sit in con law under Callahan at elebree mornings a week.

Eighty of them sat behind six elevated rows andspéiied as Callahan stood in front of
his desk and cleaned his glasses. It was exaetyafiter eleven, still too early, he
thought.

“Who understands Rosenberg’s dissent in Nash v. dagey?” All heads lowered and
the room was silent. Must be a bad hangover. His eyere red. When he started with
Rosenberg it usually meant a rough lecture. Novahgnteered. Nash? Callahan looked
slowly, methodically around the room, and waitedaB silence.

The doorknob clicked loudly and broke the tensidme door opened quickly and an
attractive young female in tight washed jeans aodten sweater slid elegantly through
it and sort of glided along the wall to the thimdw;, where she deftly maneuvered
between the crowded seats until she came to hdrsaardown. The guys on the fourth
row watched in admiration. The guys on the fiftrstrained for a peek. For two brutal
years now, one of the few pleasures of law schadllbeen to watch as she graced the
halls and rooms with her long legs and baggy sweaidere was a fabulous body in
there somewhere, they could tell. But she was netto flaunt it. She was just one of the
gang, and adhered to the law school dress codmn$jand flannel shirts and old
sweaters and oversized khakis. What they wouldwé fpr a black leather miniskirt.

She flashed a quick smile at the guy seated nexitoand for a second Callahan and his
Nash question were forgotten. Her dark red halijdst to the shoulders. She was that
perfect little cheerleader with the perfect teetd perfect hair that every boy fell in love
with at least twice in high school. And maybe aisteonce in law school.

Callahan was ignoring this entry. Had she beers&year student, and afraid of him, he
might have ripped into her and screamed a few tift¥ésu're never late for court!” was
the old standby law professors had beaten to death.

But Callahan was not in a screaming mood, and D&Haw was not afraid of him, and
for a split second he wondered if anyone knew he sieeping with her. Probably not.
She had insisted on absolute secrecy.

“Has anyone read Rosenberg’s dissent in Nash v. Megey?” Suddenly, he had the
spotlight again, and there was dead silence. A&damand could mean constant grilling
for the next thirty minutes. No volunteers. The &B1s on the back row fired up their
cigarettes. Most of the eighty scribbled aimlessijlegal pads. All heads were bowed. It
would be too obvious and risky to flip through ttesebook and find Nash—too late for
that. Any movement might attract attention. Somewas about to be nailed.

Nash was not in the casebook. It was one of a douear cases Callahan had hurriedly
mentioned a week ago, and now he was anxious tid aegone had read it. He was
famous for this. His final exam covered twelve htcases, a thousand of which were



not in the casebook. The exam was a nightmardéutas really a sweetheart, a soft
grader, and it was a rare dumbass who flunkeddbese.

He did not appear to be a sweetheart at this marfentooked around the room. Time
for a victim. “How about it, Mr. Sallinger? Can yeuplain Rosenberg’s dissent?”

Instantly from the fourth row, Sallinger said: “Ns.”

“I see. Might that be because you haven't read Rosey’s dissent?”

“It might. Yes, sir.”

Callahan glared at him. The red eyes made the antegow! all the more menacing.
Only Sallinger saw it though—since everyone else glaed to their legal pads. “And
why not?”

“Because | try not to read dissents. EspeciallyeRbsrg’s.”

Stupid. Stupid. Stupid. Sallinger had opted toffighck, but he had no ammo.

“Something against Rosenberg, Mr. Sallinger?”

Callahan revered Rosenberg. Worshiped him. Reakisbalmout the man and his opinions.
Studied him. Even dined with him once.

Sallinger fidgeted nervously. “Oh no, sir. | justrdt like dissents.”

There was a bit of humor in Sallinger’s responbasnot a smile was cracked. Later,
over a beer, he and his buddies would roar witgHéer when it was told and retold
about Sallinger and his distaste for dissents,@alhe Rosenberg’s. But not now.

“| see. Do you read majority opinions?”

Hesitation. Sallinger’s feeble attempt at spars@s about to cause humiliation. “Yes,
sir. Lots of them.”

“Great. Explain, then, if you will, the majority mpon in Nash v. New Jersey.”

Sallinger had never heard of Nash, but he would remember it for the rest of his legal
career. “I don’t think I've read that one.”

“So you don’t read dissents, Mr. Sallinger, and mesviearn that you also neglect
majorities. What do you read, Mr. Sallinger, rom@anovels, tabloids?”



There was some extremely light laughter from beliedfourth row, and it came from
students who felt obligated to laugh but at theeséime did not wish to call attention to
themselves.

Sallinger, red-faced, just stared at Callahan.

“Why haven'’t you read the case, Mr. Sallinger?”l@ladn demanded.

“I don’t know. I, uh, just missed it, | guess.”

Callahan took it well. “I'm not surprised. | mentied it last week. Last Wednesday, to be
exact. It'll be on the final exam. | don’t undersiavhy you would ignore a case that
you’'ll see on the final.” Callahan was pacing nslewly, in front of his desk, staring at
the students. “Did anyone bother to read it?”

Silence. Callahan stared at the floor, and allothedsilence to sink in. All eyes were
down, all pens and pencils frozen. Smoke billowednfthe back row.

Finally, slowly, from the fourth seat on the thnav, Darby Shaw lifted her hand slightly,
and the class breathed a collective sigh of réae had saved them again. It was sort of
expected of her. Number two in their class andiwisitriking distance of number one,
she could recite the facts and holdings and coanugs and dissents and majority
opinions to virtually every case Callahan could spthem. She missed nothing. The
perfect little cheerleader had graduated magnalaude with a degree in biology, and
planned to graduate magna cum laude with a degreevi and then make a nice living
suing chemical companies for trashing the envirarme

Callahan stared at her in mock frustration. Sheléfidhis apartment three hours earlier
after a long night of wine and love. But he had mentioned Nash to her.

“Well, well, Ms. Shaw. Why is Rosenberg upset?”

“He thinks the New Jersey statute violates the B@@&mendment.” She did not look at
the professor.

“That’'s good. And for the benefit of the rest oéttlass, what does the statute do?”
“Outlaws semiautomatic machine guns, among otheg#h’

“Wonderful. And just for fun, what did Mr. Nash @ess at the time of his arrest?”
“An AK-47 assault rifle.”

“And what happened to him?”

“He was convicted, sentenced to three years, apdadg@d.” She knew the details.



“What was Mr. Nash’s occupation?”

“The opinion wasn'’t specific, but there was mentafran additional charge of drug
trafficking. He had no criminal record at the timfehis arrest.”

“So he was a dope pusher with an AK-47. But heahfieend in Rosenberg, doesn’t he?”

“Of course.” She was watching him now. The tengiad eased. Most eyes followed him
as he paced slowly, looking around the room, selg@@nother victim. More often than
not, Darby dominated these lectures, and Callalertied a broader participation.

“Why do you suppose Rosenberg is sympathetic?’skedathe class.

“He loves dope pushers.” It was Sallinger, wounbettrying to rally. Callahan placed a
premium on class discussion. He smiled at his @y to welcome him back to the
bloodletting.

“You think so, Mr. Sallinger?”

“Sure. Dope pushers, child fondlers, gunrunnersotists. Rosenberg greatly admires
these people. They are his weak and abused chilslbdme must protect them.” Sallinger
was trying to appear righteously indignant.

“And, in your learned opinion, Mr. Sallinger, whattould be done with these people?”

“Simple. They should have a fair trial with a gdadiyer, then a fair, speedy appeal, then
punished if they are guilty.”

Sallinger was perilously close to sounding likea-and-order right-winger, a cardinal
sin among Tulane law students.

Callahan folded his arms. “Please continue.”

Sallinger smelled a trap, but plowed ahead. Thexg nothing to lose. “I mean, we've
read case after case where Rosenberg has trieditiber the Constitution to create a new
loophole to exclude evidence to allow an obviougliity defendant to go free. It's
almost sickening. He thinks all prisons are crunel anusual places, so therefore, under
the Eighth Amendment, all prisoners should go figenkfully, he’s in the minority now,
a shrinking minority.”

“You like the direction of the Court, do you, Mralnger?” Callahan was at once
smiling and frowning.

“Damned right | do.”



“Are you one of those normal, red-blooded, patciotniddle-of-the-road Americans who
wish the old bastard would die in his sleep?”

There were a few chuckles around the room. It \aéer $0 laugh now. Sallinger knew
better than to answer truthfully. “I wouldn’t wishat on anyone,” he said, almost
embarrassed.

Callahan was pacing again. “Well, thank you, MdliBger. | always enjoy your
comments. You have, as usual, provided us witlayman’s view of the law.”

The laughter was much louder. Sallinger’s cheakshttd and he sank in his seat.

Callahan did not smile. “I would like to raise tiéellectual level of this discussion, okay?
Now, Ms. Shaw, why is Rosenberg sympathetic to Rash

“The Second Amendment grants the people the r@kéép and bear arms. To Justice
Rosenberg, it is literal and absolute. Nothing $thdwe banned. If Nash wants to possess
an AK-47, or a hand grenade, or a bazooka, the etdflew Jersey cannot pass a law
prohibiting it.”

“Do you agree with him?”

“No, and I'm not alone. It's an eight-to-one deoisi No one followed him.”

“What's the rationale of the other eight?”

“It's obvious, really. The states have compelliegsons to prohibit the sale and
possession of certain types of arms. The intecddtse state of New Jersey outweigh the
Second Amendment rights of Mr. Nash. Society caafiotv individuals to own
sophisticated weaponry.”

Callahan watched her carefully. Attractive female students were rare at Tulane, but
when he found one he moved in quickly. Over the paht years, he had been quite
successful. Easy work, for the most part. The woarened at law school liberated and
loose. Darby had been different. He first spottedih the library during the second
semester of her first year, and it took a montgeoher to dinner.

“Who wrote the majority opinion?” he asked her.

“‘Runyan.”

“And you agree with him?”

“Yes. It's an easy case, really.”

“Then what happened to Rosenberg?”



“l think he hates the rest of the Court.”
“So he dissents just for the hell of it.”

“Often, yes. His opinions are becoming more indsifele. Take Nash. For a liberal like
Rosenberg, the issue of gun control is easy. Heldh@ve written the majority opinion,
and ten years ago he would have. In Fordice v. @reg 1977 case, he took a much
narrower interpretation of the Second Amendmend.ikttonsistencies are almost
embarrassing.”

Callahan had forgotten Fordice. “Are you suggesilingtice Rosenberg is senile?”

Much like a punch-drunk fighter, Sallinger wadedanthe final round. “He’s crazy as
hell, and you know it. You can’t defend his opirsdh

“Not always, Mr. Sallinger, but at least he’s dtilere.”

“His body’s there, but he’s brain-dead.”

“He’s breathing, Mr. Sallinger.”

“Yeah, breathing with a machine. They have to puxygen up his nose.”

“But it counts, Mr. Sallinger. He’s the last of tgeeat judicial activists, and he’s still
breathing.”

“You'd better call and check,” Sallinger said as ords trailed off. He’d said enough.
No, he’d said too much. He lowered his head aptbfessor glared at him. He hunkered
down next to his notebook, and started wondering did said all that.

Callahan stared him down, then began pacing atiaias indeed a bad hangover.

At least he looked like an old farmer, with straat,ftlean bib overalls, neatly pressed
khaki workshirt, boots. He chewed tobacco and sptite black water beneath the pier.
He chewed like a farmer. His pickup, though of recaodel, was sufficiently weathered
and had a dusty-road look about it. North Caraotitses. It was a hundred yards away,
parked in the sand at the other end of the pier.

It was midnight Monday, the first Monday in Octopend for the next thirty minutes he
was to wait in the dark coolness of the deserted phewing pensively, resting on the
railing while staring intently at the sea. He wama, as he knew he would be. It was



planned that way. This pier at this hour was alwdgserted. The headlights of an
occasional car flickered along the shoreline, batheadlights never stopped at this hour.

He watched the red and blue channel lights far fsbore. He checked his watch without
moving his head. The clouds were low and thick, iameuld be difficult to see it until it
was almost to the pier. It was planned this way.

The pickup was not from North Carolina, and neitvas the farmer. The license plates
had been stolen from a wrecked truck at a scraghryaar Durham. The pickup had been
stolen in Baton Rouge. The farmer was not from drere, and performed none of the
thievery. He was a pro, and so someone else didittydlittle deeds.

Twenty minutes into the wait, a dark object floatethe direction of the pier. A quiet,
muffled engine hummed and grew louder. The objecame a small craft of some sort
with a camouflaged silhouette crouching low andkiay the motor. The farmer moved
not an inch in anticipation. The humming stopped te black rubber raft stalled in the
calm water thirty feet from the pier. There wereheadlights coming or going along the
shore.

The farmer carefully placed a cigarette betweenipss lit it, puffed twice, then thumped
it down, halfway to the raft.

“What kind of cigarette?” the man on the water askpward. He could see the outline of
the farmer on the railing, but not the face.

“Lucky Strike,” the farmer answered. These passwandde for such a silly game. How
many other black rubber rafts could be expectadtifoin from the Atlantic and pinpoint
this ancient pier at this precise hour? Silly, fwimportant.

“Luke?” came the voice from the boat.

“Sam,” replied the farmer. The name was Khamel,Samn, but Sam would do for the
next five minutes until Khamel parked his raft.

Khamel did not answer, was not required to, butkjyistarted the engine and guided the
raft along the edge of the pier to the beach. lfokewed from above. They met at the
pickup without a handshake. Khamel placed his bkatiklas gym bag between them on
the seat, and the truck started along the shoreline

Luke drove and Khamel smoked, and both did a pejdé&cof ignoring each other. Their
eyes did not dare meet. With Khamel’s heavy bedaitk glasses, and black turtleneck,
his face was ominous but impossible to identifyké.alid not want to see it. Part of his
assignment, in addition to receiving this strarfgem the sea, was to refrain from
looking at him. It was easy, really. The face wasted in nine countries.



Across the bridge at Manteo, Luke lit another LuSitsike and determined they had met
before. It had been a brief but precisely timed tmgeat the airport in Rome, five or six
years earlier, as best he could remember. Therédwa no introductions. It took place
in a restroom. Luke, then an impeccably tailoredefican executive, had placed an
eelskin attache case next to the wall next to taghlvasin where he slowly rinsed his
hands, and suddenly it was gone. He caught a giirapthe manthis Khamel, he was
now certain in the mirror. Thirty minutes lateretattache case exploded between the
legs of the British ambassador to Nigeria.

In the guarded whispers of his invisible brotherdhdauke had often heard of Khamel, a
man of many names and faces and languages, asiasshs struck quickly and left no
trail, a fastidious killer who roamed the world lmauld never be found. As they rode
north in the darkness, Luke settled low in his st brim of his hat almost on his nose,
limp wrist across the wheel, trying to rememberdtwies he’d heard about his
passenger. Amazing feats of terror. There was thisiBambassador. The ambush of
seventeen Israeli soldiers on the West Bank in 1@2@Dbeen credited to Khamel. He was
the only suspect in the 1985 car-bomb murdersvedathy German banker and his
family. His fee for that one was rumored to haverbthree million, cash. Most
intelligence experts believed he was the mastermwinde 1981 attempt to kill the Pope.
But then, Khamel was blamed for almost every urembherrorist attack and assassination.
He was easy to blame because no one was certaxidted.

This excited Luke. Khamel was about to perform anefican soil. The targets were
unknown to Luke, but important blood was aboutécshed.

At dawn, the stolen farm truck stopped at the coofd hirty-first and M streets in
Georgetown. Khamel grabbed his gym bag, said ngtfaind hit the sidewalk. He walked
east a few blocks to the Four Seasons Hotel, bau§tust in the lobby, and casually rode
the elevator to the seventh floor. At preciselyesefifteen, he knocked on a door at the
end of the hall. “Yes?” a nervous voice asked finside.

“Looking for Mr. Sneller,” Khamel said slowly in@erfect generic American tongue as
he stuck his thumb over the peephole.

“Mr. Sneller?”
“Yes. Edwin F. Sneller.”
The knob did not turn or click, and the door did open. A few seconds passed, and a

white envelope eased from under the door. Khanoglepi it up. “Okay,” he said loud
enough for Sneller or whoever he was to hear.



“It's next door,” Sneller said. “I'll await your ¢’ He sounded like an American. Unlike
Luke, he’d never seen Khamel, and had no desireatly. Luke had seen him twice
now, and was indeed lucky to be alive.

Khamel's room had two beds and a small table reawindow. The shades were drawn
tightly—no chance of sunlight. He placed his gyny ba one bed, next to two thick
briefcases. He walked to the window and peekedtbet to the phone.

“It's me,” he said to Sneller. “Tell me about ther ¢

“It's parked on the street. Plain white Ford witbr@@ecticut plates. The keys are on the
table.” Sneller spoke slowly.

“Stolen?”
“Of course, but sanitized. It's clean.”

“I'll leave it at Dulles shortly after midnight.want it destroyed, okay?” The English was
perfect.

“Those are my instructions. Yes.” Sneller was prapel efficient.
“It's very important, okay? | intend to leave thengin the car. Guns leave bullets and
people see cars, so it's important to completebtrdg the car and everything in it.

Understand?”

“Those are my instructions,” Sneller repeated. liendbt appreciate this lecture. He was
no novice at the killing game.

Khamel sat on the edge of the bed. “The four nrillieas received a week ago, a day late
| should add. I'm now in D.C., so | want the nextee.”

“It will be wired before noon. That was the agreetxie
“Yes, but I'm worried about the agreement. You wamday late, remember?”

This irritated Sneller, and since the killer wagha next room and not about to come out,
he could sound a bit irritated. “The bank’s faatit ours.”

This irritated Khamel. “Fine. | want you and youarii to wire the next three million to
the account in Zurich as soon as New York openat Wil be about two hours from
now. I'll be checking.”

“Okay.”



“Okay, and | want no problem when the job is fimdhl’ll be in Paris in twenty-four
hours, and from there I'll go straight to Zurichwant all the money waiting for me when
| arrive.”

“It will be there, if the job is finished.”

Khamel smiled to himself. “The job will be finisheldir. Sneller, by midnight. That is, if
your information is correct.”

“As of now it is correct. And no changes are expddbday. Our people are in the streets.
Everything is in the two briefcases—maps, diagrasobedules, the tools and articles
you requested.”

Khamel glanced at the briefcases behind him. Hbedlhis eyes with his right hand. “I
need a nap,” he mumbled into the phone. “I havaeipt in twenty hours.”

Sneller could think of no response. There was plehtime, and if Khamel wanted a nap,
then Khamel could have a nap. They were payingtammillion.

“Would you like something to eat?” Sneller askekawardly.

“No. Call me in three hours, at precisely ten-thirtHe placed the receiver on the phone,
and stretched across the bed.

The streets were clear and quiet for day two ofdlderm. The justices spent their day
on the bench listening to lawyer after lawyer argamplex and quite dull cases.
Rosenberg slept through most of it. He came tadblifefly when the attorney general
from Texas argued that a certain death row inmateld be given medication to make
him lucid before being lethally injected. If he’sntally ill, how can he be executed?
Rosenberg asked incredulously. Easy, said the A ffexas, his illness can be
controlled with medication. So just give him alditshot to make him sane, then give him
another shot to kill him. It could all be very niaed constitutional. Rosenberg harangued
and bitched for a brief spell, then lost steam. |iie wheelchair sat much lower than the
massive leather thrones of his brethren. He loo&#ter pitiful. In years past he was a
tiger, a ruthless intimidator who tied even thelgdist lawyers in knots. But no more. He
began to mumble, and then faded away. The AG sde¢t@m, and continued.

During the last oral argument of the day, a lifeldesegregation case from Virginia,
Rosenberg began snoring. Chief Runyan glared dberbénch, and Jason Kline,
Rosenberg’s senior clerk, took the hint. He sloptjled the wheelchair backward, away
from the bench, and out of the courtroom. He pushedickly through the back hallway.



The Justice regained consciousness in his offoad tis pills, and informed his clerks he
wanted to go home. Kline notified the FBI, and moisdater Rosenberg was wheeled
into the rear of his van, parked in the basement FBI agents watched. A male nurse,
Frederic, strapped the wheelchair in place, andeaat Ferguson of the Supreme Court
police slid behind the wheel of the van. The Jestitowed no FBI agents near him.
They could follow in their car, and they could watus townhouse from the street, and
they were lucky to get that close. He didn’t trogps, and he damned sure didn’t trust
FBI agents. He didn’t need protection.

On Volta Street in Georgetown, the van slowed aakéed into a short driveway.
Frederic the nurse and Ferguson the cop gentlgddlim inside. The agents watched
from the street in their black government-issue g@Aries. The lawn in front of the
townhome was tiny and their car was a few feet fthbenfront door. It was almost 4 P.M.

After a few minutes, Ferguson made his mandatoityaexl spoke to the agents. After
much debate, Rosenberg had acquiesced a week eadi@llowed Ferguson to quietly
inspect each room upstairs and down upon his &rvae afternoons. Then Ferguson
had to leave, but could return at exactly 10 P.Ml sit outside the rear door until exactly
6 A.M. No one but Ferguson could do it, and he tirasl of the overtime.

“Everything’s fine,” he said to the agents. “I gaddl be back at ten.”
“Is he still alive?” one of the agents asked. Staddjuestion.
“Afraid so.” Ferguson looked tired as he walkedHe van.

Frederic was chubby and weak, but strength waseeided to handle his patient. After
arranging the pillows just so, he lifted him frohetwheelchair and placed him carefully
on the sofa, where he would remain motionlessHemext two hours while dozing and
watching CNN. Frederic fixed himself a ham sandvaald a plate of cookies, and
scanned a National Enquirer at the kitchen tabtseRberg mumbled something loudly
and changed channels with the remote control.

At precisely seven, his dinner of chicken bouillbojled potatoes, and stewed onions
stroke food was placed neatly on the table, anddfierolled him up to it. He insisted
on feeding himself, and it was not pretty. Frederatched television. He would clean up
the mess later.

By nine, he was bathed, dressed in a gown, anetuitghtly under the covers. The bed
was a narrow, reclining, pale green army-hospatalyith a hard mattress, push-button
controls, and collapsible rails that Rosenbergstesi remain down. It was in a room
behind the kitchen that he had used as a smal studhirty years, before the first stroke.
The room was now clinical, and smelled of antiseatid looming death. Next to his bed
was a large table with a hospital lamp and at leeesnty bottles of pills. Thick, heavy

law books were stacked in neat piles around thearddext to the table, the nurse sat
close by in a worn recliner, and began reading fedonief. He would read until he heard



snoring—the nightly ritual. He read slowly, yellitige words at Rosenberg, who was
stiff, motionless, but listening. The brief wasrfra case in which he would write the
majority opinion. He absorbed every word, for alehi

After an hour of reading and yelling, Frederic wigsd and the Justice was drifting away.
He raised his hand slightly, then closed his eywéth a button on the bed, he lowered the
lights. The room was almost dark. Frederic jerkadkward, and the recliner unfolded.
He laid the brief on the floor, and closed his ey&ssenberg was snoring.

He would not snore for long.

Shortly after ten, with the house dark and quiet,door to a bedroom closet upstairs
opened slightly, and Khamel eased out. His wrislsanylon cap, and running shorts
were royal blue. His long-sleeved shirt, socks, Redboks were white with royal trim.
Perfect color coordination. Khamel the jogger. Heswlean shaven, and under the cap
his very short hair was now blond, almost white.

The bedroom was dark, as was the hall. The steeeked slightly under the Reeboks. He
was five-ten, and weighed less than a hundredi&ggbunds, with no fat. He kept
himself taut and light so the movements would bielgand soundless. The stairs landed
in a foyer not far from the front door. He knewrin&ere two agents in a car by the curb,
probably not watching the house. He knew Fergusahamrived seven minutes ago. He
could hear the snoring from the back room. Whiléiwg in the closet, he had thought of
striking earlier, before Ferguson arrived so heldwt have to kill him. The killing was

no problem, but it created another body to worrguabBut he guessed, wrongly, that
Ferguson probably checked in with the male nursermite came on duty. If so, then
Ferguson would find the carnage and Khamel wousd B few hours. So he waited until
now.

He slid through the foyer without a sound. In titehen, a small light from the
Ventahood illuminated the countertop and made thabit more dangerous. Khamel
cursed himself for not checking the bulb and unsure it. Those small mistakes were
inexcusable. He dipped under a window looking thewbackyard. He could not see
Ferguson, although he knew he was seventy-fouemtdl, sixty-one years old, had
cataracts, and couldn’t hit a barn with his .35gman.

Both of them were snoring. Khamel smiled to himssalhe crouched in the doorway and
quickly pulled the .22 automatic and silencer fribi Ace bandage wrapped around his
waist. He screwed the four-inch tube onto the Ihaared ducked into the room. The nurse
was sprawled deep in the recliner, feet in theh@nds dangling, mouth open. Khamel
placed the tip of the silencer an inch from hisitigemple and fired three times. The
hands flinched and the feet jerked, but the eyemieed closed. Khamel quickly reached



across to the wrinkled and pale head of Justical#dm Rosenberg, and pumped three
bullets into it.

The room had no windows. He watched the bodiedistathed for a full minute. The
nurse’s heels twitched a few times, then stoppéd.ldodies were still.

He wanted to kill Ferguson inside. It was elevenutes after ten, a good time for a
neighbor to be out with the dog for one last tireéobe bed. He crept through the
darkness to the rear door and spotted the copistydlenignly along the wooden fence
twenty feet away. Instinctively, Khamel opened laek door, turned on the patio light,
and said “Ferguson” loudly.

He left the door open and hid in a dark corner n@xhe refrigerator. Ferguson
obediently lumbered across the small patio andtimtditchen. This was not unusual.
Frederic often called him in after His Honor wakeap. They would drink instant coffee
and play gin rummy.

There was no coffee, and Frederic was not waifigamel fired three bullets into the
back of his head, and he fell loudly on the kitctednle.

He turned out the patio light and unscrewed thensir. He would not need it again. It
and the pistol were stuffed into the Ace bandaderKel peeked out the front window.
The dome light was on and the agents were reaHi@gtepped over Ferguson, locked
the back door, and disappeared into the darknetse &mall rear lawn. He jumped two
fences without a sound, and found the street. igaméotting. Khamel the jogger.

In the dark balcony of the Montrose Theatre, Gléamsen sat by himself and watched

the naked and quite active men on the screen bélevate popcorn from a large box and
noticed nothing but the bodies. He was dressedeceatvely enough—navy cardigan,
chinos, loafers. And wide sunglasses to hide hes eynd a suede fedora to cover his head.
He was blessed with a face that was easily forgptted once camouflaged it could

never be recognized. Especially in a deserted hgloba near-empty gay porno house at
midnight. No ear-rings, bandannas, gold chainseljguwnothing to indicate he was in the
market for a companion. He wanted to be ignored.

It had become a challenge, really, this cat-andse@ame with the FBI and the rest of
the world. On this night, they had dutifully statexl themselves in the parking lot outside
his building. Another pair parked by the exit nder veranda in the rear, and he allowed
them all to sit for four and a half hours beforedimguised himself and walked
nonchalantly to the garage in the basement ancecharay in a friend’s car. The building
had too many points of egress for the poor Fibtmesonitor him. He was sympathetic to
a point, but he had his life to live. If the Fibieouldn’t find him, how could a killer?



The balcony was divided into three small sectioith gix rows each. It was very dark,
the only light being the heavy blue stream fromghgector behind. Broken seats and
folded tables were piled along the outside aidlése. velvet drapes along the walls were
shredded and falling. It was a marvelous placade.h

He used to worry about getting caught. In the meatier his confirmation, he was
terrified. He couldn’t eat his popcorn, and damseck couldn’t enjoy the movies. He
told himself that if he was caught or recognizadnsome awful way exposed, he would
simply claim he was doing research for an obscearage pending. There was always one
on the docket, and maybe somehow this might bevesdi. This excuse could work, he
told himself repeatedly, and he grew bolder. Bug night in 1990, a theater caught fire,
and four people died. Their names were in the pdggrstory. Justice Glenn Jensen
happened to be in the rest room when he hearcttbaras and smelled the smoke. He
rushed into the street and disappeared. The deadalNdound in the balcony. He knew
one of them. He gave up movies for two monthsihen started back. He needed more
research, he told himself.

And what if he got caught? The appointment wadifier The voters couldn’t call him
home.

He liked the Montrose because on Tuesdays the moareall night, but there was never
a crowd. He liked the popcorn, and draft beer tiigtcents.

Two old men in the center section groped and fahdkch other. Jensen glanced at them
occasionally, but concentrated on the movie. Sadhbught, to be seventy years old,
staring at death and dodging AIDS, and banisheddioty balcony to find happiness.

A fourth person soon joined them on the balconygleced at Jensen and the two men
locked together, and he walked quietly with hisfidoaer and popcorn to the top row of
the center section. The projector room was dirdmtlyind him. To his right and down
three rows sat the Justice. In front of him, theeygand mature lovers kissed and
whispered and giggled, oblivious to the world.

He was dressed appropriately. Tight jeans, bldklkskirt, earring, horn-rimmed shades,
and the neatly trimmed hair and mustache of a eegay. Khamel the homosexual.

He waited a few minutes, then eased to his rigtitsat by the aisle. No one noticed.
Who would care where he sat?

At twelve-twenty, the old men lost steam. They dtarm in arm, and tiptoed away, still
whispering and snickering. Jensen did not lookent He was engrossed in the movie, a
massive orgy on a yacht in the middle of a hurgcaghamel moved like a cat across the
narrow aisle to a seat three rows behind the dudtie sipped the beer. They were alone.
He waited for one minute, and quickly moved downw. Jensen was eight feet away.



As the hurricane intensified, so did the orgy. Toer of the wind and the screams of the
partyers deafened the small theater. Khamel sdigbeand popcorn on the floor, and
pulled a three-foot strand of yellow nylon ski rdpem his waist. He quickly wrapped
the ends around both hands, and stepped overwhefrchairs in front of him. His prey
was breathing heavy. The popcorn box was shaking.

The attack was quick and brutal. Khamel loopeddpe just under the larynx, and
wrenched it violently. He yanked the rope downwarthpping the head over the back of
the seat. The neck broke cleanly. He twisted tpe and tied it behind the neck. He slid
a six-inch steel rod through a loop in the knot] aound the tourniquet until the flesh
tore and started to bleed. It was over in ten sg€on

Suddenly the hurricane was over and another orggrben celebration. Jensen slumped
in his seat. His popcorn was scattered aroundnniess Khamel was not one to admire
his handiwork. He left the balcony, walked casu#ilpugh the racks of magazines and
devices in the lobby, then disappeared onto thensitk.

He drove the generic white Ford with Connecticatgs to Dulles, changed clothes in a
rest room, and waited on his flight to Paris.

The first lady was on the West Coast attendingiasef five-thousand-dollars-a-plate
breakfasts where the rich and pretentious gladiglstd out the money for cold eggs and
cheap champagne, and the chance to be seen and ptagtographed with the Queen, as
she was known. So the President was sleeping alber the phone rang. In the great
tradition of American Presidents, he had in years thought of keeping a mistress. But
now it seemed so non-Republican. Besides, he vdaan tired. He often slept alone
when the Queen was at the White House.

He was a heavy sleeper. It rang twelve times bdferkeard it. He grabbed it and stared
at the clock. Four-thirty A.M. He listened to theiee, jJumped to his feet, and eight
minutes later was in the Oval Office. No showertiroHe stared at Fletcher Coal, his
chief of staff, and sat properly behind his desk.

Coal was smiling. His perfect teeth and bald heatevghining. Only thirty-seven, he
was the boy wonder who four years earlier had mxdeufailing campaign and placed his
boss in the White House. He was a guileful manipuland a nasty henchman who had
cut and clawed his way through the inner circlel in& was now second in command.
Many viewed him as the real boss. The mere metidris name terrified lowly staffers.

“What happened?” the President asked slowly.



Coal paced in front of the President’s desk. “Démdow much. They're both dead. Two
FBI agents found Rosenberg around 1 A.M. Dead ¢h biés nurse and a Supreme Court
policeman were also murdered. All three shot iniibad. A very clean job. While the

FBI and D.C. police were investigating, they gaiadl that Jensen had been found dead
in some queer club. They found him a couple of f@go. Voyles called me at four, and
| called you. He and Gminski should be here in autd.”

“Gminski?”

“The CIA should be included, at least for now.”

The President folded his hands behind his headg@etthed. “Rosenberg is dead.”
“Yes. Quite. | suggest you address the nationdauple of hours. Mabry is working on a
rough draft. I'll finish it. Let’s wait until daygiht, at least seven. If not, it'll be too early
and we’ll lose much of our audience.”

“The press—"

“Yes. It's out. They filmed the ambulance crew irajl Jensen into the morgue.”

“l didn’t know he was gay.”

“Not much doubt about it now. This is the perfedsis, Mr. President. Think of it. We
didn’t create it. It's not our fault. No one caratile us. And the nation will be shocked
into some degree of solidarity. It's rally arouineé teader time. It's just great. No

downside.”

The President sipped a cup of coffee and stardtegiapers on his desk. “And I'll get to
restructure the Court.”

“That’s the best part. It'll be your legacy. I'veeady called Duvall at Justice and
instructed him to contact Horton and begin a prielary list of nominees. Horton gave a
speech in Omaha last night, but he’s flying in nbsuggest we meet with him later this
morning.”

The President nodded with his customary approvélaal's suggestions. He allowed
Coal to sweat the details. He had never been & deia himself. “Any suspects?”

“Not yet. | don’t know, really. | told Voyles thgbu would expect a briefing when he
arrived.”

“I thought someone said the FBI was protectingShpreme Court.”

Coal smiled wider and chuckled. “Exactly. The eggm Voyles’ face. It's quite
embarrassing, really.”



“Great. | want Voyles to get his share of the blaiireke care of the press. | want him
humiliated. Then maybe we can run his ass off.”

Coal loved this thought. He stopped pacing andbbtzd a note on his legal pad. A
security guard knocked on the door, then opendairiéctors Voyles and Gminski
entered together. The mood was suddenly sombékfasiashook hands. The two sat
before the President’s desk as Coal took his custpposition standing near a window,
to the side of the President. He hated Voyles ameh&ki, and they hated him. Coal
thrived on hatred. He had the President’s eartlaaidwvas all that mattered. He would
become quiet for a few minutes. It was importardaltow the President to take charge
when others were present.

“I'm very sorry you're here, but thanks for comihthe President said. They nodded
grimly and acknowledged this obvious lie. “What paped?”

Voyles spoke quickly and to the point. He descrithexiscene at Rosenberg’s home when
the bodies were found. At 1 A.M. each night, Seng&arguson routinely checked in

with the agents sitting in the street. When he ‘tlislmow, they investigated. The killings
were very clean and professional. He described ib&new about Jensen. Broken neck.
Strangulation. Found by another character in theobg. No one saw anything, evidently.
Voyles was not as gruff and blunt as usual. It waark day for the Bureau, and he could
feel the heat coming. But he’d survived five Prestd, and he could certainly
outmaneuver this idiot.

“The two are obviously related,” the President saidring at Voyles.

“Maybe. Certainly looks that way, but—"

“Come on, Director. In two hundred and twenty years've assassinated four Presidents,
two or three candidates, a handful of civil rigletaders, couple of governors, but never a
Supreme Court Justice. And now, in one night, witiao hours, two are assassinated.
And you're not convinced they’re related?”

“I didn't say that. There must be a link somewhét’s.just that the methods were so
different. And so professional. You must remembex’yve had thousands of threats
against the Court.”

“Fine. Then who are your suspects?”

No one cross-examined F. Denton Voyles. He glar¢ldeaPresident. “It's too early for
suspects. We're still gathering evidence.”

“How’d the killer get into Rosenberg’s place?”



“No one knows. We didn’t watch him go in, you urstand? Evidently, he was there for
some time, hiding in a closet or an attic, maybgaiA, we weren'’t invited. Rosenberg
refused to allow us into his home. Ferguson roigimspected the place each afternoon
when the Justice arrived from work. It’s still tearly, but we’ve found no evidence of
the murderer. None, except three bodies. We’'ll Hmlkstics and autopsies by late this
afternoon.”

“I want to see them here as soon as you have them.”

“Yes, Mr. President.”

“l also want a short list of suspects by 5 P.Matpds that clear?”

“Certainly, Mr. President.”

“And | would like a report on your security and wlet broke down.”

“You’re assuming it broke down.”

“We have two dead judges, both of whom were benogegeted by the FBI. | think the
American people deserve to know what went wronge®or. Yes, it broke down.”

“Do | report to you, or the American people?”

“You report to me.”

“And then you call a press conference and repatiécAmerican people, right?”

“Are you afraid of the scrutiny, Director?”

“Not one bit. Rosenberg and Jensen are dead bettayseefused to cooperate with us.
They were very much aware of the danger, yet tloeyon't be bothered. The other
seven are cooperating, and they’re still alive.”

“For the moment. We’d better check. They’re drogplike flies.” The President smiled
at Coal, who snickered and almost sneered at Vo§lleal decided it was time to speak.

“Director, did you know Jensen was hanging arourchplaces?”

“He was a grown man with a lifetime appointmentéfchose to dance naked on tables
we couldn’t stop him.”

“Yes, sir,” Coal said politely. “But you didn’t angr my question.”
Voyles breathed deeply and looked away. “Yes. \\pascted he was a homosexual, and

we knew he liked certain movie houses. We havéeethe authority nor the desire, Mr.
Coal, to divulge such information.”



“I want those reports by this afternoon,” the Ritest said. Voyles was watching a
window, listening but not responding. The Presideoked at Robert Gminski, director
of the CIA. “Bob, | want a straight answer.”

Gminski tightened and frowned. “Yes, sir. Whatt®' i

“I want to know if these killings are in any waykied to any agency, operation, group,
whatever, of the United States Government.”

“Come on! Are you serious, Mr. President? That'suad.” Gminski appeared to be
shocked, but the President, Coal, even Voyles, lkamgything was possible these days at
the CIA.

“Dead serious, Bob.”

“I'm serious too. And | assure you we had nothiagld with it. I'm shocked you would
even think it. Ridiculous!”

“Check it out, Bob. | want to be damned certains®tberg did not believe in national
security. He made thousands of enemies in inteligeJust check it out, okay?”

“Okay, okay.”
“And | want a report by five today.”
“Sure. Okay. But it's a waste of time.”

Fletcher Coal moved to the desk next to the Pratidesuggest we meet here at five this
afternoon, gentlemen. Is that agreeable?”

They both nodded and stood. Coal escorted thetretdaor without a word. He closed it.

“You handled it real well,” he said to the PresidéNoyles knows he’s vulnerable. |
smell blood. We’'ll go to work on him with the préss

“Rosenberg is dead,” the President repeated togtinikjust can't believe it.”

“I've got an idea for television.” Coal was paciagain, very much in charge. “We need
to cash in on the shock of it all. You need to appred, as if you were up all night
handling the crisis. Right? The entire nation Wwél watching, waiting for you to give
details and to reassure. | think you should wearetbing warm and comforting. A coat
and tie at 7 A.M. may seem a bit rehearsed. Letaxra little.”

The President was listening intently. “A bathrobe?”



“Not quite. But how about a cardigan and slacksidloNhite button-down. Sort of the
grandfather image.”

“You want me to address the nation in this howerddis in a sweater?”
“Yes. | like it. A brown cardigan with a white shir
“I don’'t know.”

“The image is good. Look, Chief, the election igear from next month. This is our first
crisis in ninety days, and what a wonderful crisis. The people need to see you in
something different, especially at seven in thenmimay. You need to look casual, down-
home, but in control. It'll be worth five, maybentpoints in the ratings. Trust me, Chief.”

“l don’t like sweaters.”
“Just trust me.”

“l don’t know.”

Darby Shaw awoke in the early darkness with a tamf@hangover. After fifteen months
of law school, her mind refused to rest for mowtkix hours. She was often up before

daybreak, and for this reason she did not sleepwitl Callahan. The sex was great, but
sleep was often a tug-of-war with pillows and shertlled back and forth.

She watched the ceiling and listened to him snocasionally in his Scotch-induced
coma. The sheets were wrapped like ropes arourkhkiss. She had no cover, but she
was not cold. October in New Orleans is still mugggl warm. The heavy air rose from
Dauphine Street below, across the small balcongideithe bedroom and through the
open french doors. It brought with it the firstestm of morning light. She stood in the
doors and covered herself with his terry-cloth rolige sun was rising, but Dauphine was
dark. Daybreaks went unnoticed in the French Quater mouth was dry.

Downstairs in the kitchen, Darby brewed a pot atkhFrench Market chicory. The blue
numbers on the microwave said it was now ten mghefore six. For a light drinker,

life with Callahan was a constant struggle. Heitlwas three glasses of wine. She had
neither a law license nor a job, and she couldaffotd to get drunk every night and
sleep late. And she weighed a hundred and tweluagsand was determined to keep it
there. He had no limit.

She drank three glasses of ice water, then poutaltiraug full of chicory. She flipped
on lights as she climbed the stairs, and easedibaxke bed. She flicked the remote



controls, and suddenly, there was the Presidamgsltbehind his desk looking somehow
rather odd in a brown cardigan with no tie. It vaasNBC News special report.

“Thomas!” She slapped him on his shoulder. No maem=intThomas! Wake up!” She
pressed a button and the volume roared. The Présdel good morning.

“Thomas!” She leaned toward the television. Callekigked at the sheets and sat up,
rubbing his eyes and trying to focus. She handedthe coffee.

The President had tragic news. His eyes were éingldhe looked sad, but the rich
baritone exuded confidence. He had notes but dids@tthem. He looked deep into the
camera, and explained to the American people theksg events of last night.

“What the hell,” Callahan mumbled. After announcthg deaths, the President launched
into a flowery obituary for Abraham Rosenberg. &véoing legend, he called him. It was
a strain, but the President kept a straight facéeviduding the distinguished career of
one of the most hated men in America.

Callahan gaped at the television. Darby staret &hat’s very touching,” she said. She
was frozen on the end of the bed. He had beerelrigf the FBI and CIA, he explained,
and they were assuming the killings were relateslhbld ordered an immediate, thorough
investigation, and those responsible would be dnotmjustice.

Callahan sat upright and covered himself with theess. He blinked his eyes and
combed his wild hair with his fingers. “Rosenbel@rdered?” he mumbled, glaring at
the screen. His foggy head had cleared immediadely the pain was there but he
couldn't feel it.

“Check out the sweater,” Darby said, sipping thiemm staring at the orange face with
heavy makeup and the brilliant silver hair plasierarefully in place. He was a
wonderfully handsome man with a soothing voice—theisiad succeeded greatly in
politics. The wrinkles in his forehead squeezecttogr, and he was even sadder now as
he talked of his close friend Justice Glenn Jensen.

“The Montrose Theatre, at midnight,” Callahan reépda

“Where is it?” she asked. Callahan had finisheddatwool at Georgetown.

“Not sure. But | think it's in the gay section.”

“Was he gay?”

“I've heard rumors. Evidently.” They were both isitf on the end of the bed with the
sheets over their legs. The President was orderimgek of national mourning. Flags at

half-staff. Federal offices closed tomorrow. Fuharaangements were incomplete. He
rambled for a few more minutes, still deeply sagdigreven shocked, very human, but



nonetheless the President and clearly in chargsidted off with his patented
grandfather’'s smile of complete trust and wisdom s@assurance.

An NBC reporter on the White House lawn appearetiféied in the gaps. The police
were mute, but there appeared to be no suspettts atoment, and no leads. Yes, both
justices had been under the protection of the wBich had no comment. Yes, the
Montrose was a place frequented by homosexuals.tNe®e had been many threats
against both men, especially Rosenberg. And theuelde many suspects before it was
all over.

Callahan turned off the set and walked to the fneshmors, where the early air was
growing thicker. “No suspects,” he mumbled.

“I can think of at least twenty,” Darby said.

“Yeah, but why the combination? Rosenberg is easiywhy Jensen? Why not
McDowell or Yount, both of whom are consistentlymadiberal than Jensen? It doesn’t
make sense.” Callahan sat in a wicker chair bydtws and fluffed his hair.

“I'll get you some more coffee,” Darby said.

“No, no. I'm awake.”

“How’s your head?”

“Fine, if | could’ve slept for three more hourghink I'll cancel class. I'm not in the
mood.”

“Great.”

“Damn, | can't believe this. That fool has two nomiions. That means eight of the nine
will be Republican choices.”

“They have to be confirmed first.”

“We won’t recognize the Constitution in ten yedrhis is sick.”

“That’s why they were killed, Thomas. Someone ans@roup wants a different Court,
one with an absolute conservative majority. Thetaa is next year. Rosenberg is, or
was, ninety-one. Manning is eighty-four. Yount &lg eighties. They could die soon, or
live ten more years. A Democrat may be electeditkas Why take a chance? Kill them
now, a year before the election. Makes perfectesghene was so inclined.”

“But why Jensen?”

“He was an embarrassment. And, obviously, he wasaarer target.”



“Yes, but he was basically a moderate with an doocasleftward impulse. And he was
nominated by a Republican.”

“You want a Bloody Mary?”

“Good idea. In a minute. I'm trying to think.”

Darby reclined on the bed, sipped the coffee, aatthed the sunlight filter across the
balcony. “Think of it, Thomas. The timing is beduli Reelection, nominations, politics,
all that. But think of the violence and the rads;dhe zealots, the pro-lifers and gay
haters, the Aryans and Nazis, think of all the gsoapable of killing, and all the threats
against the Court, and the timing is perfect fouaknown, inconspicuous group to
knock them off. It's morbid, but the timing is gtéa

“And who is such a group?”

“Who knows?”

“The Underground Army?”

“They’re not exactly inconspicuous. They killed ged~ernandez in Texas.”

“Don’t they use bombs?”

“Yeah, experts with plastic explosives.”

“Scratch them.”

“I'm not scratching anybody right now.” Darby stoadd retied the robe. “Come on. I'll
fix you a Bloody Mary.”

“Only if you drink with me.”

“Thomas, you're a professor. You can cancel yoass#s if you want to. | am a student
and...”

“I understand the relationship.”

“I cannot cut any more classes.”

“I'll flunk you in con law if you don’t cut classesnd get drunk with me. I've got a book
of Rosenberg opinions. Let’s read them, sip Blobldyys, then wine, then whatever. |

miss him already.”

“I have Federal Procedure at nine, and | can'’t itiss



“l intend to call the dean and have all classeselka. Then will you drink with me?”

“No. Come on, Thomas.” He followed her down thersti the kitchen and the coffee
and the liquor.

Without removing the receiver from his shouldegtéher Coal punched another button
on the phone on the desk in the Oval Office. Thirees were blinking, holding. He
paced slowly in front of the desk and listened w/isitanning a two-page report from
Horton at Justice. He ignored the President, whe evauched in front of the windows,
gripping his putter with gloved hands, staringdedy first at the yellow ball, then slowly
across the blue carpet to the brass putting cufetgraway. Coal growled something into
the receiver. His words were unheard by the Prasiaéno lightly tapped the ball and
watched it roll precisely into the cup. The cugkdd, cleared itself, and the ball rolled
three feet to the side. The President inched fatwahis socks to the next ball, and
breathed downward at it. It was an orange oneagdpdd it just so, and it rolled straight
into the cup. Eight in a row. Twenty-seven outlofty.

“That was Chief Runyan,” Coal said, slamming theereer down. “He’s quite upset. He
wanted to meet with you this afternoon.”

“Tell him to take a number.”

“I told him to be here at ten tomorrow morning. Yioave the Cabinet at ten-thirty, and
National Security at eleven-thirty.”

Without looking up, the President gripped the pudired studied the next ball. “I can’t
wait. What about the polls?” He swung carefully &oltbwed the ball.

“I just talked to Nellson. He ran two, beginningnaion. The computer is digesting it now,
but he thinks the approval rating will be somewhsn@und fifty-two or fifty-three.”

The golfer looked up briefly and smiled, then ratd to his game. “What was it last
week?”

“Forty-four. It was the cardigan without the tiesflike | said.”

“I thought it was forty-five,” he said as he tappegiellow one and watched it roll
perfectly into the cup.

“You're right. Forty-five.”



“That’s the highest in—"

“Eleven months. We haven’t been above fifty sintght 402 in November of last year.
This is a wonderful crisis, Chief. The people drecked, yet many of them are happy
Rosenberg is gone. And you're the man in the midhlet wonderful.” Coal punched a
blinking button and picked up the receiver. He staad it down without a word. He
straightened his tie and buttoned his jacket.

“It's five-thirty, Chief. Voyles and Gminski are weng.”

He putted and watched the ball. It was an incéoright, and he grimaced. “Let them
wait. Let’s do a press conference at nine in thening. I'll take Voyles with me, but I'll
keep his mouth shut. Make him stand behind megiMé some more details and answer
a few questions. Networks’ll carry it live, don'oy think?”

“Of course. Good idea. I'll get it started.”

He picked off his gloves and threw them in a cart®how them in.” He carefully

leaned his putter against the wall and slid ineBally loafers. As usual, he had changed
clothes six times since breakfast, and now workea glaid double-breasted suit with a
red and navy polka-dot tie. Office attire. The jaichkung on a rack by the door. He sat at
his desk and scowled at some papers. He noddedy#&td/and Gminski, but neither
stood nor offered to shake hands. They sat adhesddsk, and Coal took his usual
standing position like a sentry who couldn’t waitfire. The President pinched the bridge
of his nose as if the stress of the day had ded/armigraine.

“It's been a long day, Mr. President,” Bob Gminskid to break the ice. Voyles looked
at the windows.

Coal nodded, and the President said: “Yes, Bobe long day. And | have a bunch of
Ethiopians invited for dinner tonight, so let’s lmgef. Let's start with you, Bob. Who
killed them?”

“I do not know, Mr. President. But | assure you lael nothing to do with it.”

“Do you promise me, Bob?” He was almost prayerful.

Gminski raised his right hand with the palm facihg desk. “I swear. On my mother’s
grave, | swear.”

Coal nodded smugly as if he believed him, and asipproval meant everything.
The President glared at Voyles, whose stocky fidillesl the chair and was still draped

with a bulky trench coat. The Director chewed hishgslowly and sneered at the
President.



“Ballistics? Autopsies?”
“Got ‘em,” Voyles said as he opened his briefcase.
“Just tell me. I'll read it later.”

“The gun was small-caliber, probably a .22. Poiaink range for Rosenberg and his
nurse, powder burns indicate. Hard to tell for leean, but the shots were fired from no
farther than twelve inches away. We didn’t seesti@oting, you understand? Three
bullets into each head. They picked two out of Rbseg—found another in his pillow.
Looks like he and the nurse were asleep. Samestygs, same gun, same gunman,
evidently. Complete autopsy summaries are beinggvesl, but there were no surprises.
Causes of deaths are quite obvious.”

“Fingerprints?”

“None. We're still looking, but it was a very clepb. Appears as if he left nothing but
the slugs and the bodies.”

“How’d he get into the house?”

“No apparent signs of entry. Ferguson searchegltiee® when Rosenberg arrived around
four. Routine procedure. He filed his written reg@ro hours later, and it says he
inspected two bedrooms, a bath, and three clopstsits, and each room downstairs,
and of course found nothing. Says he checked allews and doors. Pursuant to
Rosenberg’s instructions, our agents were outsicle they estimate Ferguson’s four
o’clock inspection took from three to four minutésuspect the killer was waiting and
hiding when the Justice returned and Ferguson walk®ugh.”

“Why?” Coal insisted.

Voyles’ red eyes watched the President and ignbietiatchet man. “This man is
obviously very talented. He killed a Supreme Cdudtice maybe two and left virtually
no trail. A professional assassin, | would guesdryEwould not be a problem for him.
Eluding a cursory inspection by Ferguson would d@rmblem for him. He’s probably
very patient. He wouldn't risk an entry when theib@ was occupied and cops around. |
think he entered sometime in the afternoon andIgimpited, probably in a closet
upstairs, or perhaps in the attic. We found twolsmeaces of attic insulation on the floor
under the retractable stairs—suggests they hadtigdeeen used.”

“Really doesn’t matter where he was hiding,” thedtdlent said. “He wasn’t discovered.”
“That’s correct. We were not allowed to inspect loeise, you understand?”

“l understand he’s dead. What about Jensen?”



“He’s dead too. Broken neck, strangled with a piecgellow nylon rope that can be
found in any hardware store. The medical examidetbt the broken neck killed him.
They’re reasonably confident the rope did. No fipgmts. No withesses. This is not the
sort of place where witnesses come rushing forward,don’t expect to find any. Time
of death was around twelve-thirty this morning. Kilkngs were two hours apart.”

The President scribbled notes. “When did Jensarelbs apartment?”

“Don’t know. We're relegated to the parking lotnrrember. We followed him home
around 6 P.M., then watched the building for seveurs until we found out he’d been
strangled in a queer joint. We were following hesrehnds, of course. He sneaked out of
the building in a friend’s car. Found it two blodkem the joint.”

Coal took two steps forward with his hands claspgidly behind him. “Director, do you
think one assassin did both jobs?”

“Who in hell knows? The bodies are still warm. Guga break. There’s precious little
evidence right now. With no witnesses, no printssarewups, it’ll take time to piece this
thing together. Could be the same man, | don’t kribe/too early.”

“Surely you have a gut feeling,” the President said

Voyles paused and glanced at the windows. “Coulthbesame guy, but he must be
superman. Probably two or three, but regardlesy, lad to have a lot of help. Someone
fed them a lot of information.”

“Such as?”

“Such as how often Jensen goes to the movies, vaoe® he sit, what time does he get
there, does he go by himself, does he meet a frlaf@mmation we didn’t have,

obviously. Take Rosenberg. Someone had to knowttiéshouse had no security system,
that our boys were kept outside, that Fergusomerat ten and left at six and had to sit
in the backyard, that—"

“You knew all this,” the President interrupted.

“Of course we did. But | assure you we didn’t shiakgith anyone.” The President shot a
quick conspiratorial glance at Coal, who was stiatr his chin, deep in thought.

Voyles shifted his rather wide rear and gave Gmiaskmile, as if to say, “Let’s play
along with them.”

“You're suggesting a conspiracy,” Coal said inggintly with deep eyebrows.

“I'm not suggesting a damned thing. | am proclaignia you, Mr. Coal, and to you, Mr.
President, that, yes, in fact, a large number opfgeconspired to kill them. There may



be only one or two killers, but they had a lot effh It was too quick and clean and well
organized.”

Coal seemed satisfied. He stood straight and ad@asped his hands behind him.
“Then who are the conspirators?” the Presidentcask®ho are your suspects?”

Voyles breathed deeply and seemed to settle iohais. He closed the briefcase and laid
it at his feet. “We don’t have a prime suspecthatmoment, just a few good possibilities.
And this must be kept very quiet.”

Coal sprang a step closer. “Of course it's confi@ddr he snapped. “You're in the Oval
Office.”

“And I've been here many times before. In fact,dsihere when you were running
around in dirty diapers, Mr. Coal. Things have whleaking out.”

“I think you’'ve had leaks yourself,” Coal said.

The President raised his hand. “It's confident@nton. You have my word.” Coal
retreated a step.

Voyles watched the President. “Court opened Mondayou know, and the maniacs
have been in town for a few days. For the pastweeks, we’'ve been monitoring various
movements. We know of at least eleven memberseof/tiderground Army who've been
in the D.C. area for a week. We questioned a caigplay, and released them. We know
the group has the capability, and the desireoltisstrongest possibility, for now. Could
change tomorrow.”

Coal was not impressed. The Underground Army wasvenyone’s list.

“I've heard of them,” the President said stupidly.

“Oh yes. They’re becoming quite popular. We belithey killed a trial judge in Texas.
Can't prove it, though. They're very proficient tviexplosives. We suspect them in at
least a hundred bombings of abortion clinics, AGiftices, porno houses, gay clubs, all
over the country. They're just the people who wcudtie Rosenberg and Jensen.”
“Other suspects?” Coal asked.

“There’s an Aryan group called White Resistancé Weive been watching for two years.
It operates out of Idaho and Oregon. The leadee gaspeech in West Virginia last week,
and has been in the area for a few days. He watedddonday in the demonstration

outside the Supreme Court. We’'ll try to talk to Himmorrow.”

“But are these people professional assassins?” &3baid.



“They don’t advertise, you understand. | doubtny group performed the actual killings.
They just hired the assassins and provided theddgiv

“So who're the assassins?” the President asked.
“We may never know, frankly.”

The President stood and stretched his legs. Anbirer day at the office. He smiled
down at Voyles across the desk. “You have a dilffitask.” It was the grandfather’s
voice, filled with warmth and understanding. “I doenvy you. If possible, | would like

a two-page typewritten double-spaced report byMb Bach day, seven days a week, on
the progress of the investigation. If somethingakisg | expect you to call me
immediately.”

Voyles nodded but did not speak.
“I'm having a press conference in the morning aeni would like for you to be here.”

Voyles nodded but did not speak. Seconds passedaade spoke. Voyles stood noisily
and tied the strap around the trench coat. “Oh,wdlll be going. You've got the
Ethiopians and all.” He handed the ballistics antbpsy reports to Coal, knowing the
President would never read them.

“Thanks for coming, gentlemen,” the President semly. Coal closed the door behind
them, and the President grabbed the putter. “I'tneating with the Ethiopians,” he said,
staring at the carpet and a yellow ball.

“I know it. I've already sent your apologies. Tlgsa great hour of crisis, Mr. President,
and you are expected to be here in this officeosumded by your advisers, hard at work.”

He putted, and the ball rolled perfectly into thg c’l want to talk to Horton. These
nominations must be perfect.”

“He’s sent a short list of ten. Looks pretty good.”

“I want young conservative white men opposed tatidim, pornography, queers, gun
control, racial quotas, all that crap.” He missquu#t, and kicked off his loafers. “I want
judges who hate dope and criminals and are ensticsabout the death penalty.
Understand?”

Coal was on the phone, punching numbers and noddihig boss. He would select the
nominees, then convince the President.



K. O. Lewis sat with the Director in the back oétfuiet limousine as it left the White
House and crawled through rush-hour traffic. Voylad nothing to say. So far, in the
early hours of the tragedy, the press had beealbiithe buzzards were circling. No less
than three congressional subcommittees had al@aayunced hearings and
investigations into the deaths. And the bodies \g&levarm. The politicians were giddy
and wrestling for the spotlight. One outrageoutestant fueled another. Senator Larkin
from Ohio hated Voyles, and Voyles hated Senatokihdrom Ohio, and the senator
had called a press conference three hours eanlitaanounced his subcommittee would
immediately begin investigating the FBI's proteatiof the two dead justices. But Larkin
had a girlfriend, a rather young one, and the Rl fome photographs, and Voyles was
confident the investigation could be delayed.

“How’s the President?” Lewis finally asked.

“Which one?”

“Not Coal. The other one.”

“Swell. Just swell. He’s awfully tore up about Robkerg, though.”

“| bet.”

They rode in silence in the direction of the HooBerlding. It would be a long night.
“We’'ve got a new suspect,” Lewis finally said.

“Do tell.”

“A man named Nelson Muncie.”

Voyles slowly shook his head. “Never heard of him.”

“Neither have I. It's a long story.”

“Gimme the short version.”

“Muncie is a very wealthy industrialist from FloadSixteen years ago his niece was
raped and murdered by an Afro-American named Bugkrie. The little girl was twelve.
Very, very brutal rape and murder. I'll spare yba tletails. Muncie has no children, and
idolized his niece. Tyrone was tried in Orlandag given the death penalty. He was
guarded heavily because there were a bunch oftthi@ame Jewish lawyers in a big
New York firm filed all sorts of appeals, and in8¥the case arrives at the Supreme

Court. You guessed it—Rosenberg falls in love Wiglhone and concocts this ridiculous
Fifth Amendment self-incrimination argument to exd#¢ a confession the punk gave a



week after he was arrested. An eight-page confeskat he, Tyrone, wrote himself. No
confession, no case. Rosenberg writes a convoliviedo-four opinion overturning the
conviction. An extremely controversial decisionrdiye goes free. Then, two years later
he disappears and has not been seen since. Rusibiviancie paid to have Tyrone
castrated, mutilated, and fed to the sharks. Jughar, say the Florida authorities. Then
in 1989, Tyrone’s main lawyer on the case, man mhiKaplan, is gunned down by an
apparent mugger outside his apartment in Manhattdrat a coincidence.”

“Who tipped you?”

“Florida called two hours ago. They’re convincedrMige paid a bunch of money to
eliminate both Tyrone and his lawyer. They just'tprove it. They’'ve got a reluctant,
unidentified informant who says he knows Muncie &aetls them a little info. He says
Muncie has been talking for years about eliminaRugenberg. They think he went a
little over the edge when his niece was murdered.”

“‘How much money has he got?”

“Enough. Millions. No one is sure. He’s very semet Florida is convinced he’s
capable.”

“Let’s check it out. Sounds interesting.”
“Ill get on it tonight. Are you sure you want tledaundred agents on this case?”

Voyles lit a cigar and cracked his window. “Yeahgyhe four hundred. We need to crack
this baby before the press eats us alive.”

“It won't be easy. Except for the slugs and theerdbese guys left nothing.”

Voyles blew smoke out the window. “I know. It's ast too clean.”

The Chief slouched behind his desk with a loosedigednd a haggard look. Around the
room, three of his brethren and a half-dozen clsdtsaand talked in subdued tones. The
shock and fatigue were evident. Jason Kline, Raseyd senior clerk, looked especially
hard-hit. He sat on a small sofa and stared blaaktize floor while Justice Archibald
Manning, now the senior Justice, talked of prot@ad funerals. Jensen’s mother wanted
a small, private Episcopal service Friday in Prewice. Rosenberg’s son, a lawyer, had
delivered to Runyan a list of instructions the ibeshad prepared after his second stroke
in which he wanted to be cremated after a non-amyliteremony and his ashes dropped
over the Sioux Indian Reservation in South Dakdteugh Rosenberg was Jewish, he
had abandoned the religion and claimed to be aignétd wanted to be buried with the



Indians. Runyan thought that was appropriate, lwuhdt say so. In the outer office, six
FBI agents sipped coffee and whispered nervousigrd had been more threats during
the day, several coming within hours of the Prasidesarly morning address. It was
dark now, almost time to escort the remaining gestihome. Each had four agents as
bodyguards.

Justice Andrew McDowell, at sixty-one now the yoesigmember of the Court, stood in
the window, smoking his pipe and watching trafficlensen had a friend on the Court, it
was McDowell. Fletcher Coal had informed Runyart tha President would not only
attend Jensen’s service but wanted to deliver@aguNo one in the inner office wanted
the President to say a word. The Chief had askeddvell to prepare a few words. A
shy man who avoided speeches, McDowell twirledbbis tie and tried to picture his
friend in the balcony with a rope around his ndtlkas too awful to think about. A
Justice of the Supreme Court, one of his distirgrdsbrethren, one of the nine, hiding in
such a place watching those movies and being egposich a ghastly manner. What a
tragic embarrassment. He thought of himself staptefore the crowd in the church and
looking at Jensen’s mother and family, and knowtivag every thought would be on the
Montrose Theatre. They would ask each other inpérid voices, “Did you know he
was gay?” McDowell, for one, did not know, nor the suspect. Nor did he want to say
anything at the funeral.

Justice Ben Thurow, age sixty-eight, was not aseored about burying the dead as he
was about catching the killers. He had been a &geosecutor in Minnesota, and his
theory grouped the suspects into two classes—thots®y out of hatred and revenge, and
those seeking to affect future decisions. He hattunted his clerks to begin the research.

Thurow was pacing around the room. “We have twesetyen clerks and seven justices,”
he said to the group but to no one in particuldis 6bvious we won't get much work
done for the next couple of weeks, and all closasitens must wait until we have a full
bench. That could take months. | suggest we putleuks to work trying to solve the
killings.”

“We’re not police,” Manning said patiently.

“Can we at least wait until after the burials befare start playing Dick Tracy?”
McDowell said without turning from the window.

Thurow ignored them, as usual. “I'll direct theeasch. Loan me your clerks for two
weeks, and | think we can put together a shorbfisolid suspects.”

“The FBI is very capable, Ben,” the Chief said. Ejthaven’t asked for our help.”

“I'd rather not discuss the FBI,” Thurow said. “Wdan mope around here in official
mourning for two weeks, or we can go to work amdl fihese bastards.”

“What makes you so sure you can solve this?” Mamasked.



“I'm not sure | can, but I think it's worth a trpur brethren were murdered for a reason,
and that reason is directly related to a case @ssare already decided or now pending
before this Court. If it's retribution, then ouskais almost impossible. Hell, everybody
hates us for one reason or another. But if it'sre@enge or hatred, then perhaps someone
wanted a different Court for a future decision. fifyavhat’s intriguing. Who would Kill

Abe and Glenn because of how they might vote ozsa this year, next year, or five

years from now? | want the clerks to pull up eveaige now pending in the eleven

circuits below.”

Justice McDowell shook his head. “Come on, Ben.t'Shaver five thousand cases, a
small fraction of which will eventually end up hetes a wild-goose chase.”

Manning was equally unimpressed. “Listen, fellaseived with Abe Rosenberg for
thirty-one years, and | often thought of shootimg imyself. But | loved him like a
brother. His liberal ideas were accepted in théesxand seventies, but grew old in the
eighties, and are now resented in the ninetiesddame a symbol for everything that's
wrong in this country. He has been killed, | bedielly one of these radical right-wing
hate groups, and we can research cases till keltés over and not find anything. It's
retribution, Ben. Pure and simple.”

“And Glenn?” Thurow asked.

“Evidently our friend had some strange proclivitiégord must have spread, and he was
an easy target for such groups. They hate homokse)&en.”

Ben was still pacing, still ignoring. “They haté @i us, and if they killed out of hatred
the cops’ll catch them. Maybe. But what if theyidd to manipulate this Court? What if
some group seized this moment of unrest and vielémeliminate two of us, and thus
realign the Court? | think it's very possible.”

The Chief cleared his throat. “And | think we’ll @@thing until after they are buried, or
scattered. I'm not saying no, Ben, just wait a tkays. Let the dust settle. The rest of us
are still in shock.”

Thurow excused himself and left the room. His badyds followed him down the hall.

Justice Manning stood with his cane and addresse@hief. “I will not make it to
Providence. | hate flying, and | hate funerald.d& having one myself before long, and |
do not enjoy the reminder. I'll send my sympathi@ghe family. When you see them,
please apologize for me. I'm a very old man.” He\ath a clerk.

“I think Justice Thurow has a point,” said Jasomg&l “We at least need to review the
pending cases and those likely to arrive here fiteeriower circuits. It's a long shot, but
we may stumble across something.”



“I agree,” said the Chief. “It's just a bit premeagudon’t you think?”
“Yes, but I'd like to get started anyway.”
“No. Wait till Monday, and I'll assign you to Thuno”

Kline shrugged and excused himself. Two clerkofeéd him to Rosenberg’s office,
where they sat in the darkness and sipped thefi#gdie’s brandy.

In a cluttered study Carrel on the fifth level bétlaw library, between the racks of thick,
seldom-used law books, Darby Shaw scanned a ptinfdbe Supreme Court’s docket.
She had been through it twice, and though it wadéd with controversy, she found
nothing that interested her. Dumond was causirg.rikhere was a child pornography
case from New Jersey, a sodomy case from Kentaclipzen death penalty appeals, a
dozen assorted civil rights cases, and the ustay af tax, zoning, Indian, and antitrust
cases. From the computer she had pulled summdresch, then reviewed them twice.
She compiled a neat list of possible suspectstheytwould be obvious to everyone. The
list was now in the garbage.

Callahan was certain it was the Aryans or the Nazibie Klan—some easily identifiable
collection of domestic terrorists—some radical bahdigilantes. It had to be right-
wingers—that much was obvious, he felt. Darby waisso sure. The hate groups were
too obvious. They had made too many threats, thtowmmany rocks, held too many
parades, made too many speeches. They needed Ragailite because he was such an
irresistible target for their hatred. Rosenbergtkbkpm in business. She thought it was
somebody much more sinister.

He was sitting in a bar on Canal Street, drunk dy,nwaiting on her though she had not
promised to join him. She had checked on him athyand found him on the balcony
upstairs, drunk and reading his book of Rosenbpngans. He had decided to cancel
con law for a week—said he might not be able toliegaanymore now that his hero was
dead. She told him to sober up, and she left.

A few minutes after ten, she walked to the comprdem on the fourth level of the

library and sat before a monitor. The room was gnphe pecked away at the keyboard,
found what she wanted, and soon the printer wasisgdorth page after page of appeals
pending in the eleven federal appellate courtsratdhe country. An hour later, the
printer stopped, and she now possessed a sixdmckgummary of the eleven dockets.
She hauled it back to her study carrel and placiedtihe center of the cluttered desk. It
was after eleven, and the fifth level was deseredarrow window gave an uninspiring
view of a parking lot and trees below.



She kicked off her shoes again and inspected thpamt on the toes. She sipped a warm
Fresca and stared blankly at the parking lot. Tis¢ dssumption was easy—the killings
were done by the same group for the same readond, then the search was hopeless.
The second assumption was difficult—the motive naishatred or revenge, but rather
manipulation. There was a case or an issue out threits way to the Supreme Court,

and someone wanted different justices. The thisdmaption was a bit easier—the case or
issue involved a great deal of money.

The answer would not be found in the printoutrsiftbefore her. She flipped through it
until midnight, and left when the library closed.

At noon Thursday a secretary carried a large sackrated with grease spots and filled
with deli sandwiches and onion rings into a hunodference room on the fifth floor of
the Hoover Building. In the center of the squa@mpa mahogany table with twenty
chairs along each side was surrounded with th&Bigpeople from across the country.
All ties were loosened and sleeves rolled up. A thoud of blue smoke hung around the
cheap government chandelier five feet above the.tab

Director Voyles was talking. Tired and angry, héf@d on his fourth cigar of the
morning and walked slowly in front of the screemigtend of the table. Half the men
were listening. The other half had pulled repamtsrf the pile in the center of the table
and read about the autopsies, the lab report onyiloa rope, Nelson Muncie, and a few
other quickly researched subjects. The reports weite thin.

Listening carefully and reading intently was Spkaigent Eric East, only a ten-year man
but a brilliant investigator. Six hours earlier \fes had picked him to lead the
investigation. The rest of the team had been salatiroughout the morning, and this
was the organizational meeting.

East was listening and hearing what he already kiiée investigation could take weeks,
probably months. Other than the slugs, nine of themrope, and the steel rod used in
the tourniquet, there was no evidence. The neighinoGeorgetown had seen nothing—
no exceptionally suspicious characters at the MaetrNo prints. No fibers. Nothing. It
takes remarkable talent to kill so cleanly, andkes a lot of money to hire such talent.
Voyles was pessimistic about finding the gunmereyTimust concentrate on whoever
hired them.

Voyles was talking and puffing. “There’s a memotba table regarding one Nelson
Muncie, a millionaire from Jacksonville, Floridahw/s allegedly made threats against
Rosenberg. The Florida authorities are convinceddwupaid a bunch of money to have
the rapist and his lawyer killed. The memo cover§wo of our men talked with
Muncie’s lawyer this morning, and were met withagreostility. Muncie is out of the



country, according to his lawyer, and of courséae no idea when he will return. I've
assigned twenty men to investigate him.”

Voyles relit his cigar and looked at a sheet ofgragn the table. “Number four is a group
called White Resistance, a small group of middleedagommandos we’ve been watching
for about three years. You've got a memo. Prettgknsuspect, really. They'd rather
throw firebombs and burn crosses. Not a lot ofds®e And, most importantly, not much
money. | doubt seriously if they could hire gunsksk as these. But I've assigned
twenty men anyway.”

East unwrapped a heavy sandwich, sniffed it, baiddel to leave it alone. The onion
rings were cold. His appetite had vanished. Heristl and made notes. Number six on
the list was a bit unusual. A psycho named Clintane had declared war on
homosexuals. His only son had moved from their figfarm in lowa to San Francisco to
enjoy the gay life, but had quickly died of AIDSarne cracked up, and burned the Gay
Coalition office in Des Moines. Caught and sentencefour years, he escaped in 1989
and had not been found. According to the memo ddkeslet up an extensive coke-
smuggling operation and made millions. And he ukednoney in his own little private
war against gays and lesbians. The FBI had beewtty catch him for five years, but it
was believed he operated out of Mexico. For yearsdd written hate mail to the
Congress, the Supreme Court, the President. Vaydssnot impressed with Lane as a
suspect. He was a nut who was way out in left field no stone would go unturned. He
assigned only six agents.

The list had ten names. Between six and twenthe@best special agents were assigned
to each suspect. A leader was chosen for eachTurat, were to report twice daily to
East, who would meet each morning and each aftarmdth the Director. A hundred or
so more agents would scour the streets and cougeri® clues.

Voyles talked of secrecy. The press would folloke Ibloodhounds, so the investigation
must be extremely confidential. Only he, the Dioectvould speak to the press, and he
would have precious little to say.

He sat down, and K. O. Lewis delivered a ramblirapologue about the funerals, and
security, and a request from Chief Runyan to agsite investigation.

Eric East sipped cold coffee, and stared at the lis

In thirty-four years, Abraham Rosenberg wrote nedethan twelve hundred opinions.
His production was a constant source of amazermegdristitutional scholars. He
occasionally ignored the dull antitrust cases adappeals, but if the issue showed the
barest hint of real controversy, he waded in witthldists. He wrote majority opinions,



concurrences to majorities, concurrences to dissantl many, many dissents. Often he
dissented alone. Every hot issue in thirty-fourrgdead received an opinion of some sort
from Rosenberg. The scholars and critics loved RAiney published books and essays
and critiques about him and his work. Darby founed Eeparate hardback compilations
of his opinions, with editorial notes and annotagioOne book contained nothing but his
great dissents.

She skipped class Thursday and secluded hergéi istudy carrel on the fifth level of
the library. The computer printouts were scattereatly on the floor. The Rosenberg
books were open and marked and stacked on topcbfather.

There was a reason for the killings. Revenge atreéthavould be acceptable for
Rosenberg alone. But add Jensen to the equatidireaange and hatred made less sense.
Sure he was hateable, but he had not aroused pas$i&® Yount or even Manning.

She found no books of critical thought on the wgs of Justice Glenn Jensen. In six
years, he had authored only twenty-eight majongyions, the lowest production on the
Court. He had written a few dissents, and joinéel\aconcurrences, but he was a
painfully slow worker. At times his writing was @eand lucid, at times disjointed and
pathetic.

She studied Jensen’s opinions. His ideology swadgally from year to year. He was
generally consistent in his protection of the rggbk criminal defendants, but there were
enough exceptions to astound any scholar. In sattempts, he had voted with the
Indians five times. He had written three majoripiroons strongly protective of the
environment. He was near perfect in support optaxestors.

But there were no clues. Jensen was too erratakseriously. Compared to the other
eight, he was harmless.

She finished another warm Fresca, and put awahémoment her notes on Jensen. Her
watch was hidden in a drawer. She had no idea twvhatit was. Callahan had sobered up
and wanted a late dinner at Mr. B’s in the Quai®ére needed to call him.

Dick Mabry, the current speechwriter and word wilzasat in a chair beside the
President’s desk and watched as Fletcher CoalrenBresident read the third draft of a
proposed eulogy for Justice Jensen. Coal had egj¢bt first two, and Mabry was still
uncertain about what they wanted. Coal would sugges thing. The President wanted
something else. Earlier in the day, Coal had cadledl said to forget the eulogy because
the President would not attend the funeral. TherPitesident had called, and asked him
to prepare a few words because Jensen was a &ighdven though he was a queer he
was still a friend.



Mabry knew Jensen was not a friend, but he wasshly assassinated justice who would
enjoy a highly visible funeral.

Then Coal had called and said they weren’t sutteeifPresident was going but work up
something just in case. Mabry’s office was in tHd Bxecutive Office Building next

door to the White House, and during the day sneth had been placed on whether the
President would attend the funeral of a known haxroal. The office odds were three to
one that he would not.

“Much better, Dick,” Coal said, folding the paper.

“I like it too,” the President said. Mabry had ro&d that the President usually waited for
Coal to express approval or displeasure over hrslsvo

“| can try again,” Mabry said, standing.

“No, no,” Coal insisted. “This has the right toustery poignant. I like it.”
He walked Mabry to the door and closed it behimd.hi

“What do you think?” the President asked.

“Let’s call it off. I'm getting bad vibes. Publigitwould be great, but you'd be speaking
these beautiful words over a body found in a gayppdouse. Too risky.”

“Yeah. | think you're—"

“This is our crisis, Chief. The ratings continuarntprove, and | just don’t want to take a
chance.”

“Should we send someone?”
“Of course. What about the Vice President?”
“Where is he?”

“Flying in from Guatemala. He’ll be in tonight.” @bsuddenly smiled to himself. “This
is great VP stuff, you know. A gay funeral.”

The President chuckled. “Perfect.”

Coal stopped smiling and began pacing in fronhefdesk. “Slight problem.
Rosenberg’s service is Saturday, only eight bldck® here.”

“I'd rather go to hell for a day.”



“I know. But your absence would be very conspicubus
“I could check into Walter Reed with back spasmsvdrked before.”
“No, Chief. Reelection is next year. You must stayay from hospitals.”

The President slapped both hands on his desk anod.sDammit, Fletcher! | can’t go to
his service because | can’t keep from smiling. He Wwated by ninety percent of the
American people. They'll love me if | don't go.”

“Protocol, Chief. Good taste. You'll be burned by fress if you don’t go. Look, it
won't hurt, okay? You don’t have to say a word.taase in and out, look real sad, and
allow the cameras to get a good look. Won't také@ur.”

The President was gripping his putter and croucbirey an orange ball. “Then I'll have
to go to Jensen’s.”

“Exactly. But forget the eulogy.”
He putted. “I met him only twice, you know.”
“I know. Let’s quietly attend both services, saymng, then disappear.”

He putted again. “I think you’re right.”

Thomas Callahan slept late and alone. He had gobed early, and sober, and alone.
For the third day in a row he had canceled clagsess Friday, and Rosenberg’s service
was tomorrow, and out of respect for his idol, heuld not teach con law until the man
was properly put to rest.

He fixed coffee and sat on the balcony in his rdibee temperature was in the sixties, the
first cold snap of the fall, and Dauphine StredbWebustled with brisk energy. He
nodded to the old woman without a name on the bgleaross the street. Bourbon was a
block away and the tourists were already out withrtlittle maps and cameras. Dawn
went unnoticed in the Quarter, but by ten the nvastreets were busy with delivery
trucks and cabs.

On these late mornings, and they were many in ngn@alahan cherished his freedom.
He was twenty years out of law school, and mostitontemporaries were strapped
into seventy-hour weeks in pressurized law facottite had lasted two years in private
practice. A behemoth in D.C. with two hundred lavgyleired him fresh out of



Georgetown and stuck him in a cubbyhole office inwgitbriefs for the first six months.
Then he was placed on an assembly line answeriagagatories about IUDs twelve
hours a day, and expected to bill sixteen. He wihakthat if he could cram the next
twenty years into the next ten, he just might madener at the weary age of thirty-five.

Callahan wanted to live past fifty, so he retireairi the boredom of private law. He
earned a master’s in law, and became a professosldft late, worked five hours a day,
wrote an occasional article, and for the most pajpyed himself immensely. With no
family to support, his salary of seventy thousaryg¢a was more than sufficient to pay
for his two-story bungalow, his Porsche, and lgadr. If death came early, it would be
from whiskey and not work.

He had sacrificed. Many of his pals from law schwele partners in the big firms with
fancy letterheads and half-million-dollar earningkey rubbed shoulders with CEOs
from IBM and Texaco and State Farm. They power-sared with senators. They had
offices in Tokyo and London. But he did not envgrth

One of his best friends from law school was Gavamhéek, another dropout from
private practice who had gone to work for the gowegnt. He first worked in the civil
rights division at Justice, then transferred toRBé. He was now special counsel to the
Director. Callahan was due in Washington Mondayafeonference of con law
professors. He and Verheek planned to eat andrgek dMonday night.

He needed to call and confirm their eating andkiinigp, and to pick his brain. He dialed
the number from memory. The call was routed theouted, and after five minutes of
asking for Gavin Verheek, the man was on the phone.

“Make it quick,” Verheek said.

“So nice to hear your voice,” Callahan said.

“How are you, Thomas?”

“It's ten-thirty. I'm not dressed. I'm sitting here the French Quarter sipping coffee and
watching pedestrians on Dauphine. What're you d&jing

“What a life. Here it's eleven-thirty, and | haveréft the office since they found the
bodies Wednesday morning.”

“I'm just sick, Gavin. He’ll nominate two Nazis.”

“Well, of course, in my position, | cannot commentsuch matters. But | suspect you're
correct.”



“Suspect my ass. You've already seen his shorbtisbminees, haven’t you, Gavin?
You guys are already doing back ground checks,tayen? Come on, Gavin, you can
tell me. Who's on the list? I'll never tell.”

“Neither will I, Thomas. But | promise this—yourma is not among the few.”

“I'm wounded.”

“How's the girl?”

“Which one?”

“Come on, Thomas. The girl?”

“She’s beautiful and brilliant and soft and gentie—

“Keep going.”

“Who killed them, Gavin? | have a right to knowml’a taxpayer and | have a right to
know who killed them.”

“What's her name again?”

“Darby. Who killed them, and why?”

“You could always pick names, Thomas. | remembeme you turned down because
you didn’t like the names. Gorgeous, hot womenMath flat names. Darby. Has a nice
erotic touch to it. What a name. When do | mee?her

“I don’t know.”

“Has she moved in?”

“None of your damned business. Gavin, listen to Wiko did it?”

“Don’t you read the papers? We have no suspectse Ngada.”

“Surely you have a motive.”

“Mucho motives. Lots of hatred out there, ThomagiM/ combination, wouldn’t you say?
Jensen’s hard to figure. The Director has ordesetb uesearch pending cases and recent

decisions and voting patterns and all that crap.”

“That’s great, Gavin. Every con law scholar in toeintry is now playing detective and
trying to solve the murders.”



“And you're not?”

“No. I threw a binge when | heard the news, but $ater now. The girl, however, has
buried herself in the same research you're doihg.sSignoring me.”

“Darby. What a name. Where’s she from?”
“Denver. Are we on for Monday?”

“Maybe. Voyles wants us to work around the clockluhe computers tell us who did it.
| plan to work you in, though.”

“Thanks. I'll expect a full report, Gavin. Not juite gossip.”

“Thomas, Thomas. Always fishing for information. d\h as usual, have none to give
you.”

“You'll get drunk and tell all, Gavin. You alway®d

“Why don’t you bring Darby? How old is she? Ninaiggé

“Twenty-four, and she’s not invited. Maybe later.”

“Maybe. Gotta run, pal. | meet with the Directottimrty minutes. The tension is so thick

around here you can smell it.” Callahan punchedtimaber for the law school library
and asked if Darby Shaw had been seen. She had not.

Darby parked in the near-empty lot of the fedetalding in Lafayette, and entered the
clerk’s office on the first floor. It was noon Fayg, court was not in session, and the
hallways were deserted. She stopped at the coantelooked through an open window,
and waited. A deputy clerk, late for lunch and véthattitude, walked to the window.
“Can | help you?” she asked in the tone of a logiyl servant who wanted to do
anything but help.

Darby slid a strip of paper through the windowwtuld like to see this file.” The clerk
took a quick glance at the name of the case, asicetbat Darby. “Why?” she asked.

“I don’t have to explain. It's public record, isnt®”

“Semipublic.”



Darby took the strip of paper and folded it. “Ar@uyfamiliar with the Freedom of
Information Act?”

“Are you a lawyer?”
“I don’t have to be a lawyer to look at this file.”

The clerk opened a drawer in the counter, and tatla key ring. She nodded, pointing
with her forehead. “Follow me.”

The sign on the door said JURY ROOM, but insidediveere no tables or chairs, only
file cabinets and boxes lining the walls. Darbyked around the room.

The clerk pointed to a wall. “That’s it, on this \v& he rest of the room is other junk.
This first file cabinet has all the pleadings andrespondence. The rest is discovery,
exhibits, and the trial.”

“When was the trial?”

“Last summer. It went on for two months.”

“Where’s the appeal?”

“Not perfected yet. | think the deadline is NovembeAre you a reporter or
something?”

“NO_”

“Good. As you obviously know, these are indeed jgutgicords. But the trial judge has
placed certain restrictions. First, | must haverymame and the precise hours you visited
this room. Second, nothing can be taken from thas. Third, nothing in this file can be
copied until the appeal is perfected. Fourth, angtlyou touch in here must be put back
exactly where you found it. Judge’s orders.”

Darby stared at the wall of file cabinets. “Why tdammake copies?”

“Ask His Honor, okay? Now, what’s your name?”

“Darby Shaw.”

The clerk scribbled the information on a clipboheshging near the door. “How long will
you be?”

“l don’t know. Three or four hours.”



“We close at five. Find me at the office when yeave.” She closed the door with a
smirk. Darby opened a drawer full of pleadings, badan flipping through files and
taking notes. The lawsuit was seven years old, onth plaintiff and thirty-eight wealthy
corporate defendants who had collectively hiredfaed no less than fifteen law firms
from all over the country. Big firms, many with hdreds of lawyers in dozens of offices.

Seven years of expensive legal warfare, and thmomé was far from certain. Bitter
litigation. The trial verdict was only a temporasigtory for the defendants. The verdict
had been purchased or in some other way illeghifgined, claimed the plaintiff in its
motions for a new trial. Boxes of motions. Accusas and counteraccusations. Requests
for sanctions and fines flowing rapidly to and frowth sides. Pages and pages of affi
davits detailing lies and abuses by the lawyersthenl clients. One lawyer was dead.

Another had tried suicide, according to a classrofigarby’s who had worked on the
fringes of the case during the trial. Her friendl tlheen employed in a summer clerkship
with a big firm in Houston, and was kept in theldiut heard a little.

Darby unfolded a chair and stared at the file caifsinlt would take five hours just to find
everything.

The publicity had not been good for the MontrosesMof its customers wore dark
sunglasses after dark, and tended to enter andag¢txér quickly. And now that a U.S.
Supreme Court Justice had been found in the bald¢bayplace was famous and the
curious drove by at all hours pointing and takingyres. Most of the regulars went
elsewhere. The bravest darted in when the traféis light.

He looked just like a regular when he darted in paid his money inside the door
without looking at the cashier. Baseball cap, blswkglasses, jeans, neat hair, leather
jacket. He was well disguised, but not because dgashomosexual and ashamed to be
hanging around such places.

It was midnight. He climbed the stairs to the baigesmiling at the thought of Jensen
wearing the tourniquet. The door was locked. H& #@geat in the center section on the
floor, away from anyone else.

He had never watched queer movies before, andthftenight he had no plans to watch
another one. This was his third such smut housigeipast ninety minutes. He kept the
sunglasses on and tried to avoid the screen. Buastdifficult, and this irritated him.

There were five other people in the theater. Fowsrup and to his right were two
lovebirds, kissing and playing. Oh, for a basebatland he could put them out of their
misery. Or a nice little piece of yellow ski rope.



He suffered for twenty minutes, and was about &hen his pocket when a hand
touched his shoulder. A gentle hand. He playedat.c

“Could I sit by you?” came the rather deep and manice from just over his shoulder.
“No, and you can remove your hand.”

The hand moved. Seconds passed, and it was oldhiereswould be no more requests.
Then he was gone.

This was torture for a man violently opposed tonpgraphy. He wanted to vomit. He
glanced behind him, then reached carefully intdela¢gher jacket and removed a black
box, six inches by five and three inches thick.l&lé it on the floor between his legs.
With a scalpel, he made a careful incision in thehoon of the seat next to him, then,
while glancing around, inserted the black box i cushion. There were springs in this
one, a real antique, and he delicately twistedthefrom one side to the other until it
was in place with the switch and the tube baredyble through the incision.

He took a deep breath. Although the device had beénby a true professional, a
legendary genius at miniature explosives, it waspheasant carrying the damned thing
around in a coat pocket, just centimeters fromhkeert and most other vital organs. And
he wasn't particularly comfortable sitting nexttaow.

This was his third plant of the night, and he had more, at another movie house where
they showed old-fashioned heterosexual pornogragbayvas almost looking forward to
it, and this irritated him.

He looked at the two lovers, who were obliviousht®e movie and growing more excited
by the minute, and wished they could be sittingtripere when the little black box
began silently spewing forth its gas, and therttseconds later when the fireball would
flash-fry every object between the screen and gpe@n machine. He would like that.

But his was a nonviolent group, opposed to theser@ninate killing of innocent and/or
insignificant people. They had killed a few necegséctims. Their specialty, however,
was the demolition of structures used by the endihgy picked easy targets—unarmed
abortion clinics, unprotected ACLU offices, unsuspey smut houses. They were having
a field day. Not one single arrest in eighteen rment

It was twelve-forty, time to leave and hurry fododks to his car for another black box,
then six blocks over to the Pussycat Cinema, wblicked at one-thirty. The Pussycat
was either eighteen or nineteen on the list, hédodiremember which, but he was
certain that in exactly three hours and twenty n@adhe dirty movie business in D.C.
would take a helluva blow. Twenty-two of thesddijpints were supposed to receive
black boxes tonight, and at 4 A.M. they were afigased to be closed and deserted, and



demolished. Three all-nighters were scratched fitwarlist, because his was a nonviolent
group.

He adjusted his sunglasses and took one last kathle @ushion next to him. Judging
from the cups and popcorn on the floor, the plaatesgiept once a week. No one would
notice the switch and tube barely visible betwédenragged threads. He cautiously
flipped the switch, and left the Montrose.

Eric East had never met the President, nor bet#reilVhite House. And he’d never met
Fletcher Coal, but he knew he wouldn’t like him.

He followed Director Voyles and K. O. Lewis inteetlOval Office at seven Saturday
morning. There were no smiles or handshakes. Easintroduced by Voyles. The
President nodded from behind the desk but did taoids Coal was reading something.

Twenty porno houses had been torched in the Dea, and many were still smoldering.
They had seen the smoke above the city from thie dlthe limo. At a dump called
Angels a janitor had been badly burned and wasxytcted to live.

An hour ago they had received word that an anongnealler to a radio station had
claimed responsibility for the Underground Armyddre promised more of the same in
celebration of the death of Rosenberg.

The President spoke first. He looked tired, Eastigiint. It was such an early hour for him.
“How many places got bombed?”

“Twenty here,” Voyles answered. “Seventeen in Badtie and around fifteen in Atlanta.
It appears as though the assault was carefullydowated because all the explosions
happened at precisely 4 A.M.”

Coal looked up from his memo. “Director, do youibet it's the Underground Army?”

“As of now they’re the only ones claiming respoiriléia It looks like some of their work.
Could be.” Voyles did not look at Coal when he spék him.

“So when do you start making arrests?” the Presidsked.

“At the precise moment we obtain probable cause ,Rviesident. That's the law, you
understand.”

“I understand this outfit is your top suspect ie #illings of Rosenberg and Jensen, and
that you're certain it killed a federal trial judgeTexas, and it most likely bombed at



least fifty-two smut houses last night. | don’t enstand why they’re bombing and killing
with immunity. Hell, Director, we're under siege.”

Voyles’ neck turned red, but he said nothing. He jooked away while the President
glared at him.

K. O. Lewis cleared his throat. “Mr. President, mhay, we are not convinced the
Underground Army was involved with the deaths o§&tberg and Jensen. In fact, we
have no evidence linking them. They are only ona dbzen suspects. As I've said
before, the killings were remarkably clean, wetiamized, and very professional.
Extremely professional.”

Coal stepped forward. “What you're trying to say, Mewis, is that you have no idea
who killed them, and you may never know.”

“No, that’s not what I'm saying. We’'ll find themubit will take time.”

“How much time?” asked the President. It was anals; sophomoric question with no
good answer. East immediately disliked the Presiftgrasking it.

“Months,” Lewis said.

“How many months?”

“Many months.”

The President rolled his eyes and shook his hbad, with great disgust stood and
walked to the window. He spoke to the window. “hitdelieve there’s no relation
between what happened last night and the deadgutden’t know. Maybe I'm just

paranoid.”

Voyles shot a quick smirk at Lewis. Paranoid, insecclueless, dumb, out of touch.
Voyles could think of many others.

The President continued, still pondering the windthjust get nervous when assassins
are loose around here and bombs are going off. tdhdlame me? We haven't killed a
President in over thirty years.”

“Oh, I think you're safe, Mr. President,” Voylesigavith a trace of amusement. “The
Secret Service has things under control.”

“Great. Then why do | feel as though I'm in BeirUkfe was almost mumbling into the
window.

Coal sensed the awkwardness and picked up a theckanfirom the desk. He held it and
spoke to Voyles, much like a professor lecturingitoclass.



This is the short list of potential nominees to 8uwreme Court. There are eight names,
each with a biography. It was prepared by Justiée started with twenty names, then
the President, Attorney General Horton, and mysdlit to eight, none of whom have
any idea they are being considered.”

Voyles still looked away. The President slowly reed to his desk, and picked up his
copy of the memo. Coal continued.

Some of these people are controversial, and if éneyltimately nominated we’ll have a
small war getting them approved by the Senate. \egter not to start fighting now.
This must be kept confidential.”

Voyles suddenly turned and glared at Coal. “Yoanadiot, Coal! We've done this
before, and | can assure you when we start chedkirthese people the cat’s out of the
bag. You want a thorough background investigatmrml yet you expect everyone
contacted to keep quiet. It doesn’t work that wson.”

Coal stepped closer to Voyles. His eyes were glgwiviou bust your ass to make sure
these names are kept out of the papers until theyminated. You make it work,
Director. You plug the leaks and keep it out of plagers, understand?”

Voyles was on his feet, pointing at Coal. “Listasshole, you want them checked out,
you do it yourself. Don’t start giving me a bundiboy scout orders.”

Lewis stood between them, and the President stebmhd his desk, and for a second or
two nothing was said. Coal placed his memo on #sk @nd retreated a few steps,
looking away. The President was now the peacem&Remown, Denton. Sit down.”

Voyles returned to his seat while staring at Cbhae President smiled at Lewis and
everyone took a seat. “We’'re all under a lot ofsgtee,” the President said warmly.

Lewis spoke calmly. “We’'ll perform the routine irstegations on your names, Mr.
President, and it will be done in the strictestaffidence. You know, however, that we
cannot control every person we talk to.”

“Yes, Mr. Lewis, | know that. But | want extra caut. These men are young and will
shape and reshape the Constitution long after Eadd They’re staunchly conservative,
and the press will eat them alive. They must be frem warts and skeletons in the closet.
No dope smokers, or illegitimate children, or DUWisyadical student activity, or

divorces. Understand? No surprises.”

“Yes, Mr. President. But we cannot guarantee &galecy in our investigations.”

“Just try, okay?”



“Yes, sir.” Lewis handed the memo to Eric East.

“Is that all?” Voyles asked.

The President glanced at Coal, who was ignorinmtak and standing before the
window. “Yes, Denton, that’s all. I'd like to haveese names checked out in ten days. |

want to move fast on this.”

Voyles was standing. “You'll have it in ten days.”

Callahan was irritated when he knocked on the tim@arby’s apartment. He was quite
perturbed and had a lot on his mind, a lot thawvaeted to say, but he knew better than

to start a fight because there was something héedanuch worse than to blow off a

little steam. She had avoided him for four days mdvile she played detective and
barricaded herself in the law library. She had g&gclasses and failed to return his calls,
and in general neglected him during his hour disriBut he knew when she opened the
door he would smile and forget about being negtecte

He held a liter of wine and a real pizza from MaRwsa’s. It was after ten, Saturday
night. He knocked again, and looked up and dowrstieet at the neat duplexes and
bungalows. The chain rattled from inside, and Is¢aintly smiled. The neglect vanished.
“Who is it?” she asked through the chain.

“Thomas Callahan, remember? I'm at your door beggiou to let me in so we can play
and be friends again.”

The door opened and Callahan stepped in. She beokine and pecked him on the
cheek. “Are we still buddies?” he asked.

“Yes, Thomas. I've been busy.” He followed her tigh the cluttered den to the kitchen.
A computer and an assortment of thick books covdredable.

“I called. Why didn’t you call me back?”
“I've been out,” she said, opening a drawer ando@ng a corkscrew.
“You've got a machine. I've been talking to it.”

“Are you trying to fight, Thomas?”



He looked at her bare legs. “No! | swear I'm notdmiapromise. Please forgive me if |
appear to be upset.”

“Stop it.”

“When can we go to bed?”

“Are you sleepy?”

“Anything but. Come on, Darby, it's been three ngyh

“Five. What kind of pizza?” She removed the corkl @oured two glasses. Callahan
watched every move.

“Oh, it's one of those Saturday night specials whéey throw on everything headed for
the garbage. Shrimp tails, eggs, crawfish headsagwine too. I'm a little low on cash,
and I'm leaving town tomorrow so | have to watchatvhspend, and since I'm leaving |

thought I'd just come on over and get laid tonightl wouldn’t be tempted by some
contagious woman in D.C. What do you think?”

Darby was opening the pizza box. “Looks like saesagd peppers.”

“Can | still get laid?”

“Maybe later. Drink your wine and let's chat. Wevba't had a long talk in a while.”
“I have. I've been talking to your machine all week

He took his wineglass and the bottle and followeddiosely to the den, where she
turned on the stereo. They relaxed on the sofa.

“Let’s get drunk,” he said.

“You're so romantic.”

“I've got some romance for you.”

“You've been drunk for a week.”

“No | haven't. Eighty percent of a week. It's ydault for avoiding me.”
“What's wrong with you, Thomas?”

“I've got the shakes. I'm all keyed up and | needpanionship to knock the edge off.
Whatta you say?”



“Let’s get half drunk.” She sipped her wine andpsd her legs across his lap. He held
his breath as if in pain.

“What time is your flight?” she asked.

He was gulping now. “One-thirty. Nonstop to Natibrian supposed to register at five,
and there’s a dinner at eight. After that | mayfdreed to roam the streets looking for
love.”

She smiled. “Okay, okay. We’'ll do it in a minuteutBet’s talk first.”

Callahan breathed a sigh of relief. “I can talktiem minutes, then I'll just collapse.”
“What's up for Monday?”

“The usual eight hours of airhead debate on theéubf the Fifth Amendment, then a
committee will draft a proposed conference refduat ho one will approve. More debate
Tuesday, another report, perhaps an altercatibmarthen we adjourn with nothing
accomplished and go home. I'll be in late Tuesdagneng, and I'd like a date at a very
nice restaurant, after which we can go back to fagefor an intellectual discussion and
animal sex. Where’s the pizza?”

“In there. I'll get it.”

He was stroking her legs. “Don’t move. I'm not {kast bit hungry.”

“Why do you go to these conferences?”

“I'm a member, and I'm a professor, and we're @it of expected to roam the country
attending meetings with other educated idiots alapting reports nobody reads. If |
didn’t go, the dean would think | was not contribgtto the academic environment.”
She refilled the wineglasses. “You're uptight, Thasni

“I know. It's been a rough week. | hate the though& bunch of Neanderthals rewriting
the Constitution. We'll live in a police state entyears. | can’t do anything about it, so

I'll probably resort to alcohol.”

Darby sipped slowly and watched him. The music sedsand the lights low. “I'm
getting a buzz,” she said.

“That’s about right for you. A glass and a half ammai’re history. If you were Irish you
could drink all night.”

“My father was half Scottish.”



“Not good enough.” Callahan crossed his feet orctifeee table and relaxed. He gently
rubbed her ankles. “Can | paint your toes?”

She said nothing. He had a fetish for her toes,msidted on doing the nails with bright
red polish at least twice a month. They'd seen Bull Durham, and though he wasn’t as
neat and sober as Kevin Costner, she had growmag the intimacy of it.

“No toes tonight?” he asked.

“Maybe later. You look tired.”

“I'm relaxing, but I'm filled with virile male eleticity, and you will not put me off by
telling me 1 look tired.”

“Have some more wine.”

Callahan had more wine, and sank deeper in the S®daMs. Shaw, who done it?”
“Professionals. Haven't you read the papers?”

“Of course. But who's behind the professionals?”

“I don’t know. After last night, the unanimous cbeiseems to be the Underground
Army.”

“But you're not convinced.”

“No. There have been no arrests. I'm not conviriced.

“And you've got some obscure suspect unknown taeiseof the country.”

“I had one, but now I’'m not so sure. | spent thadags tracking it down, even
summarized it all real nice and neat in my litttenputer, and printed out a thin rough

draft of a brief which | have now discarded.”

Callahan stared at her. “You're telling me you gldg classes for three days, ignored me,
worked around the clock playing Sherlock Holmeg] aow you're throwing it away.”

“It's over there on the table.”
“| can’t believe this. While | sulked around in Elimess all week, | knew it was for a
worthy cause. | knew my suffering was for the gobthe country because you would

peel away the onion and tell me tonight or pertiapsorrow who done it.”

“It can’'t be done, at least not with legal reseaifdtere’s no pattern, no common thread
in the murders. | almost burned up the computetisealaw school.”



“Ha! | told you so. You forget, dear, that | amengus at constitutional law, and | knew
immediately that Rosenberg and Jensen had nothiognnmon but black robes and
death threats. The Nazis or Aryans or Kluxers ofiélar some other group killed them
because Rosenberg was Rosenberg, and because Wasdeer easiest target and
somewhat of an embarrassment.”

“Well, why don’t you call the FBI and share yousights with them? I'm sure they’re
sitting by the phone.”

“Don’t be angry. I'm sorry. Please forgive me.”

“You're an ass, Thomas.”

“Yes, but you love me, don’t you?”

“I don’t know.”

“Can we still go to bed? You promised.”

“We'll see.”

Callahan placed his glass on the table, and atido&e “Look, baby. I'll read your brief,
okay? And then we’ll talk about it, okay? But I'mtrthinking clearly right now, and |
won’t be able to continue until you take my weakl &a®mbling hand and lead me to
your bed.”

“Forget my little brief.”

“Please, dammit, Darby, please.”

She grabbed his neck and pulled him to her. Theseki long and hard, a wet, almost
violent kiss.

The cop stuck his thumb on the button next to #meerof Gray Grantham, and held it
down for twenty seconds. Then a brief pause. Tihethar twenty seconds. Pause.
Twenty seconds. Pause. Twenty seconds. He tholightvas funny because Grantham
was a night owl and had probably slept less theaetbr four hours, and now all this
incessant buzzing echoing throughout his hallwaypHshed again and looked at his
patrol car parked illegally on the curb under ttreeglight. It was almost dawn, Sunday,
and the street was empty. Twenty seconds. Pausmtyweconds.



Maybe Grantham was dead. Or maybe he was comatoaebboze and a late night on
the town. Maybe he had someone’s woman up therdaado plans to answer the door.
Pause. Twenty seconds.

The mike crackled. “Who is it!”

“Police!” answered the cop, who was black and ersjzieal the po in police just for the
fun of it.

“What do you want?” Grantham demanded.

“Maybe | gotta warrant.” The cop was near laughter.

Grantham'’s voice softened, and he sounded wouritetthis Cleve?”
“It is.”

“What time is it, Cleve?”

“Almost five-thirty.”

“It must be good.”

“Don’t know. Sarge didn’t say, you know. He justdsto wake you up ‘cause he wanted
to talk.”

“Why does he always want to talk before the suneoop?”

“Stupid question, Grantham.”

A slight pause. “Yeah, | guess so. | presume hasvantalk right now.”
“No. You got thirty minutes. He said be there at”si

“Where?”

“There’s a little coffee shop on Fourteenth nearThinidad Playground. It's dark and
safe, and Sarge likes it.”

“Where does he find these places?”

“You know, for a reporter you can ask the dumbeststjons. The name of the place is
Glenda’s, and | suggest you get going or you'lldie.”

“Will you be there?”



“I'll drop in, just to make sure you're okay.”

“l thought you said it was safe.”

“It is safe, for that part of town. Can you fin@it
“Yeah. I'll be there as soon as | can.”

“Have a nice day, Grantham.”

Sarge was old, very black, with a head full ofltanit white hair that sprang out in all
directions. He wore thick sunglasses whenever leamake, and most of his coworkers
in the West Wing of the White House thought he hal§ blind. He held his head
sideways and smiled like Ray Charles. He sometlmesped into door facings and
desks as he unloaded trash cans and dusted ferriitarwalked slowly and gingerly as if
counting his steps. He worked patiently, alway$iwaitsmile, always with a kind word for
anyone willing to give him one. For the most patwas ignored and dismissed as just
another friendly, old, partially disabled blackijan.

Sarge could see around corners. His territory WwasNest Wing, where he had been
cleaning for thirty years now. Cleaning and listeniCleaning and seeing. He picked up
after some terribly important people who were ottmbusy to watch their words,
especially in the presence of poor old Sarge.

He knew which doors stayed open, and which wallewt&n, and which air vents
carried sound. He could disappear in an instaat) teappear in a shadow where the
terribly important people could not see him.

He kept most of it to himself. But from time to &rhe fell heir to a juicy bit of
information that could be pieced together with &eotone, and Sarge would make the
judgment call that it should be repeated. He wag vareful. He had three years until
retirement, and he took no chances.

No one ever suspected Sarge of leaking storidsetpriess. There were usually enough
big mouths within any White House to lay blame aoleother. It was hilarious, really.
Sarge would talk to Grantham at the Post, then exaditedly for the story, then listen to
the wailing in the basement when the heads rolled.

He was an impeccable source, and he talked orBraatham. His son Cleve, the cop,
arranged the meetings, always at odd hours atadatknconspicuous places. Sarge wore
his sunglasses. Grantham wore the same with ar lappaof some sort. Cleve usually sat
with them and watched the crowd.



Grantham arrived at Glenda’s a few minutes afterasid walked to a booth in the rear.
There were three other customers. Glenda hersslfmyimg eggs on a grill near the
register. Cleve sat on a stool watching her.

They shook hands. A cup of coffee had been pouwe&ifantham.

“Sorry I'm late,” he said.

“No problem, my friend. Good to see you.” Sarge hadspy voice that was difficult to
suppress with a whisper. No one was listening.

Grantham gulped coffee. “Busy week at the White $éou
“You could say that. Lot of excitement. Lot of hapgss.”

“You don'’t say.” Grantham could not take noteshese meetings. It would be too
obvious, Sarge said when he laid the ground rules.

“Yes. The President and his boys were elated wihnews of Justice Rosenberg. This
made them very happy.”

“What about Justice Jensen?”

“Well, as you noticed, the President attended teenorial service, but did not speak. He
had planned to give a eulogy, but backed out bechesvould have been saying nice
things about a gay fella.”

“Who wrote the eulogy?”

“The speechwriters. Mainly Mabry. Worked on itddly Thursday, then he backed out.”
“He also went to Rosenberg’s service.”

“Yes, he did. But he didn’t want to. Said he’'d extlgo to hell for a day. But in the end,
he chickened out and went anyway. He’s quite h&msenberg was murdered. There
was almost a festive mood around the place WedgeBd#e has dealt him a wonderful
hand. He now gets to restructure the Court, ansl Very excited about this.”

Grantham listened hard. Sarge continued.

“There’s a short list of nominees. The original ha@nty or so names, then it was cut to
eight.”

“Who did the cutting?”



“Who do you think? The President and Fletcher Cbagy’re terrified of leaks at this
point. Evidently the list is nothing but young censative judges, most of whom are
obscure.”

“Any names?”

“Just two. A certain man named Pryce from ldahal, @me named MacLawrence from
Vermont. That'’s all | know about names. | thinkyttege both federal judges. Nothing
more on this.”

“What about the investigation?”

“I haven’t heard much, but as usual I'll keep myseapen. There doesn’t appear to be
much going on.”

“Anything else?”

“No. When will you run it?”
“In the morning.”

“It'll be fun.”

“Thanks, Sarge.”

The sun was up now and the café was noisier. Gzoled over and sat next to his
father. “You guys about finished?”

“We are,” Sarge said.

Cleve glanced around. “I think we need to leavear@ram goes first, I'll follow, then
Pop here can stay as long as he wants.”

“Mighty nice of you,” Sarge said.

“Thanks, fellas,” Grantham said as he headed ®dtor.

Verheek was late as usual. In the twenty-three-gessaory of their friendship, he had
never been on time, and it was never a matteriofybanly a few minutes late. He had no
concept of time and wasn't bothered with it. He evarwatch but never looked at it. Late
for Verheek meant at least an hour, sometimesagecially when the person kept
waiting was a friend who expected him to be laté &would forgive him.



So Callahan sat for an hour in the bar, which duiien just fine. After eight hours of
scholarly debate, he despised the Constitutiortlaoske who taught it. He needed Chivas
in his veins, and after two doubles on the rockw/as feeling better. He watched himself
in the mirror behind the rows of liquor, and in thistance over his shoulder he watched
and waited for Gavin Verheek. Small wonder hismfdeouldn’t cut it in private practice,
where life depended upon the clock.

When the third double was served, an hour and elminutes after 7 P.M., Verheek
strolled to the bar and ordered a Moosehead.

“Sorry I'm late,” he said as they shook hands.rielw you'd appreciate the extra time
alone with your Chivas.”

“You look tired,” Callahan said as he inspected.hid and tired. Verheek was aging
badly and gaining weight. His forehead had growimah since their last visit, and his
pale skin highlighted the heavy circles under kisse “How much do you weigh?”
“None of your business,” he said, gulping the b&athere’s our table?”

“It's reserved for eight-thirty. | figured you walibe at least ninety minutes late.”
“Then I'm early.”

“You could say that. Did you come from work?”

“| live at work now. The Director wants no lessrhahundred hours a week until
something breaks. | told my wife I'd be home forriStmas.”

“How is she?”

“Fine. A very patient lady. We get along much betteen | live at the office.” She was
wife number three in seventeen years.

“I'd like to meet her.”

“No, you wouldn’t. I married the first two for send they enjoyed it so much they
shared it with others. | married this one for moaeg she’s not much to look at. You
wouldn’t be impressed.” He emptied the bottle. ubt if | can hang on until she dies.”
“How old is she?”

“Don’t ask. | really love her, you know. Honest.tBafter two years | now realize we

have nothing in common but an acute awarenessedtttk market.” He looked at the
bartender. “Another beer, please.”



Callahan chuckled and sipped his drink. “How mwgkhe worth?”

“Not nearly as much as | thought. I'm not sure Isegomewhere around five million, |
think. She cleaned out husbands one and two, Hnadld she was attracted to me for the
challenge of marrying just an average joe. Thal,tae sex is great, she said. They all
say that, you know.”

“You always picked losers, Gavin, even in law sdh¥ou're attracted to neurotic and
depressed women.”

“And they’re attracted to me.” He turned the botteand drained half of it. “Why do we
always eat in this place?”

“I don’t know. It’s sort of traditional. It bringback fond memories of law school.”
“We hated law school, Thomas. Everyone hates ldwwac Everyone hates lawyers.”
“You're in a fine mood.”

“Sorry. I've slept six hours since they found trealles. The Director screams at me at
least five times a day. | scream at everybody untrit's one big brawl over there.”

“Drink up, big boy. Our table’s ready. Let’s driakd eat and talk, and try to enjoy these
few hours together.”

“I love you more than my wife, Thomas. Do you knthat?”

“That’s not saying much.”

“You're right.”

They followed the maitre d’ to a small table in ttener, the same table they always
requested. Callahan ordered another round, andiergl they would be in no hurry to
eat.

“Did you see that damned thing in the Post?” Vekheesked.

“| saw it. Who leaked it?”

“Who knows. The Director got the short list Satyrdaorning, hand-delivered by the
President himself, with rather explicit demandsudtsecrecy. He showed the list to no
one over the weekend, then this morning the stinyith the names of Pryce and
MacLawrence. Voyles went berserk when he saw @,afew minutes later the President

called. He rushed to the White House and they Hauba cuss fight. Voyles tried to
attack Fletcher Coal, and had to be restrained.fy Kewis. Very nasty.”



Callahan hung on every word. “This is pretty good.”

“Yeah. I'm telling you this part because latergeafa few more drinks, you'll expect me
to tell you who else is on the list and | won’titld’m trying to be a friend, Thomas.”

“Keep going.”

“Anyway, there’s no way the leak came from us. Isgble. It had to come from the
White House. The place is full of people who hatalCand it's leaking like rusty pipes.”

“Coal probably leaked it.”

“Maybe so. He’s a sleazy bastard, and one the@yhhma leaking Pryce and
MacLawrence to scare everyone, then later annogreio nominees who appear more
moderate. It sounds like something he would do.”

“I've never heard of Pryce and MacLawrence.”

“Join the club. They’re both very young, early fest with precious little experience on
the bench. We haven’t checked them out, but thegapto be radically conservative.”

“And the rest of the list?”
“That was quick. Two beers down, and you've alrepdgped the question.”

The drinks arrived. “lI want some of those mushrositnffed with crabmeat,” Verheek
told the waiter. “Just to munch on. I'm starving.”

Callahan handed over his empty glass. “Bring merder t00.”

“Don’t ask again, Thomas. You may have to carryaueof here in three hours, but Ill
never tell. You know that. Let’s say that Pryce dMatcLawrence seem to be reflective of
the entire list.”

“All unknowns?”

“Basically, yes.”

Callahan sipped the Scotch slowly and shook hid.héarheek removed his jacket and
loosened his tie. “Let’s talk about women.”

“NO_"
“How old is she?”

“Twenty-four, but very mature.”



“You could be her father.”
“I may be. Who knows.”
“Where’s she from?”
“Denver. | told you that.”

“I love Western girls. They're so independent angretentious and they tend to wear
Levis and have long legs. | may marry one. Doeshsive money?”

“No. Her father was killed in a plane crash fouaggeago and her mother got a nice
settlement.”

“Then she has money.”

“She’s comfortable.”

“I'll bet she is. Do you have a photo?”

“No. She’s not a grandchild or a poodle.”

“Why didn’t you bring a picture?”

“I'll get her to send you one. Why is this so anmgsio you?”

“It's hilarious. The great Thomas Callahan, hehaf tlisposable women, has fallen hard.”
“I have not.”

“It must be a record. What, nine, ten months now®'VYe actually maintained a steady
relationship for almost a year, haven't you?”

“Eight months and three weeks, but don't tell argjaBavin. It's not easy for me.”
“Your secret’s safe. Just give me all the detadlsw tall is she?”

“Five-eight, hundred and twelve pounds, long leight Levis, independent,
unpretentious, your typical Western girl.”

“I must find one for myself. Are you gonna marrypie
“Of course not! Finish your drink.”

“Are you, like, monogamous now?”



“Are you?”

“Hell no. Never have been. But we’re not talkingpabme, Thomas, we’re talking about
Peter Pan here, Cool Hand Callahan, the man wétimibnthly version of the world’s
most gorgeous woman. Tell me, Thomas, and dontoliour best friend, just look me in
the eyes and tell me if you have succumbed tota efanonogamy.”

Verheek was leaning halfway across the table, viagcind grinning stupidly.

“Not so loud,” Callahan said, looking around.

“‘“Answer me.”

“Give me the other names on the list, and I'll tedl..”

Verheek withdrew. “Nice try. | think the answelyiss. | think you're in love with this gal,
but too cowardly to admit it. | think she’s got yaowmber, pal.”

“Okay, she does. Do you feel better?”
“Yeah, much better. When can | meet her?”
“When can | meet your wife?”

“You're confused, Thomas. There’s a basic diffeeehere. You don’t want to meet my
wife, but | do want to meet Darby. You see. | assuou they are very dissimilar.”

Callahan smiled and sipped. Verheek relaxed amnskerbhis legs in the aisle. He tilted
the green bottle to his lips.

“You're wired, buddy,” Callahan said.

“I’'m sorry. I'm drinking as fast as | can.”

The mushrooms were served in simmering skilletsh¥ek stuffed two in his mouth and
chewed furiously. Callahan watched. The Chivaskratked off the hunger pains, and

he would wait a few minutes. He preferred alcoh@rdood anyway.

Four Arabs noisily filled a table next to them, kalg and jabbering in their language.
All four ordered Jack Daniel’s.

“Who killed them, Gavin?”



He chewed for a minute, then swallowed hard. ®héw, | wouldn’t tell. But | swear |
do not know. It’s baffling. The killers vanishedttut a trace. It was meticulously
planned and perfectly executed. Not a clue.”

“Why the combination?”

He stuffed another in his mouth. “Quite simples Kb simple, it's easy to overlook. They
were such natural targets. Rosenberg had no sgeystem in his townhouse. Any
decent cat burglar could come and go. And poorefensas hanging around those places
at midnight. They were exposed. At the exact moreanh died, the other seven
Supremes had FBI agents in their homes. That'stivy were selected. They were
stupid.”

“Then who selected them?”

“Someone with a lot of money. The killers were pssionals, and they were probably
out of the country within hours. We figure thererevéhree, maybe more. The mess at
Rosenberg’s could have been done by just one. §uedfithere were at least two working
on Jensen. One or more looking out while the gui wie rope did his thing. Even
though it was a dirty little place, it was operthe public, and quite risky. But they were
good, very good.”

“I've read a lone assassin theory.”

“Forget it. It's impossible for one man to kill bodf them. Impossible.”

“How much would these killers charge?”

“Millions. And it took a bunch of money to planatl.”

“And you have no idea?”

“Look, Thomas, I'm not involved in the investigaticso you'll have to ask those guys.
I’'m sure they know a helluva lot more than | den fjust a lowly government lawyer.”

“Yeah, who just happens to be on a first-name hagisthe Chief Justice.”

“He calls occasionally. This is boring. Let’s geiclk to women. | hate lawyer talk.”
“Have you talked to him lately?”

“Picking, Thomas, always picking. Yes, we chatteéity this morning. He’s got all
twenty-seven law clerks scouring the federal dackéh and low looking for clues. It's
fruitless, and | told him so. Every case that readne Supreme Court has at least two

parties, and each party involved would certainlgddi if one or two or three justices
would disappear and be replaced by one or tworeetmore sympathetic to its cause.



There are thousands of appeals that could eveyntaiadl up here, and you can’t just pick
one and say ‘This is it! This is the one that gwh‘killed.” It's silly.”

“What did he say?”

“Of course he agreed with my brilliant analysithihk he called after he read the Post
story to see if he could squeeze something outeof@an you believe the nerve?”

The waiter hovered over them with a hurried look.

Verheek glanced at the menu, closed it, and handedim. “Grilled swordfish, blue
cheese, no vegetable.”

“I'll eat the mushrooms,” Callahan said. The wailesappeared.

Callahan reached into his coat pocket and removkitlaenvelope. He laid it on the
table next to the empty Moosehead. “Take a lodkiatwhen you get a chance.”

“What is it?”
“It's sort of a brief.”

“I hate briefs, Thomas. In fact, | hate the lawg &éme lawyers, and with the exception of
you, | hate law professors.”

“Darby wrote it.”
“I'll read it tonight. What's it about?”

“I think 1 told you. She is very bright and intgjént, and a very aggressive student. She
writes better than most. Her passion, other thamheeurse, is constitutional law.”

“Poor thing.”

“She took off four days last week, totally ignomaé and the rest of the world, and came
up with her own theory, which she has now discar8ed read it anyway. It's
fascinating.”

“Who's the suspect?”

The Arabs erupted in screaming laughter, slappawd @ther and spilling whiskey. They
watched them for a minute until they died down.

“Don’t you hate a bunch of drunks?” Verheek said.

“It's sickening.”



Verheek stuffed the envelope into his coat on #eklof his chair. “What’s her theory?”
“It's a bit unusual. But read it. | mean, it cahiirt, can it? You guys need the help.”
“I'll read it only because she wrote it. How is shebed?”

“How’s your wife in bed?”

“Rich. In the shower, in the kitchen, at the grgc&he’s rich in everything she does.”
“It can’t last.”

“She’ll file by the end of the year. Maybe I'll gite townhouse and some change.”
“No prenuptial agreement?”

“Yes, there is, but I'm a lawyer, remember. It's gmore loopholes than a tax reform act.
A buddy of mine prepared it. Don’t you love the &w

“Let’s talk about something else.”

“Women?”

“I've got an idea. You want to meet the girl, right

“We're talking about Darby?”

“Yes. Darby.”

“I'd love to meet her.”

“We’re going to St. Thomas during Thanksgiving. Wdon't you meet us there?”
“Do | have to bring my wife?”

“No. She’s not invited.”

“Will she run around in a little string job on tbeach? Sort of put on a show for us?”
“Probably.”

“Wow. | can't believe this.”

“You can get a condo next to us, and we’ll havala™



“Beautiful, beautiful. Just beautiful.”

The phone rang four times, the answering machicked on, the recorded voice echoed
through the apartment, the beep, then no mesdagegl again four times, same routine,
and no message. A minute later it rang again, aagf Grantham grabbed it from bed.
He sat on a pillow, trying to focus.

“Who is it?” he asked in pain. There was no lightning through the window.

The voice on the other end was low and timid. Kis Gray Grantham with the
Washington Post?”

“Itis. Who's calling?”
Slowly, “I can’t give you my name.”

The fog lifted and he focused on the clock. It Weas-forty. “Okay, forget the name.
Why are you calling?”

“I saw your story yesterday about the White House the nominees.”
“That’s good.” You and a million others. “Why arewycalling me at this obscene hour?”

“I'm sorry. I’'m on my way to work and stopped apay phone. | can’t call from home or
the office.”

The voice was clear, articulate, and appeared totbligent. “What kind of office?”
“I'm an attorney.”

Great. Washington was home for half a million laveyéPrivate or government?”
A slight hesitation. “Uh, I'd rather not say.”

“Okay. Look, I'd rather be sleeping. Why, exactiyd you call?”

“I may know something about Rosenberg and Jensen.”

Grantham sat on the edge of the bed. “Such as—uéhnlonger pause. “Are you
recording this?”

“No. Should 1?”



“I don’t know. I'm really very scared and confusédi;. Grantham. | prefer not to record
this. Maybe the next call, okay?”

“Whatever you want. I'm listening.”

“Can this call be traced?”

“Possibly, | guess. But you're at a pay phone,tfigivhat difference does it make?”
“I don’t know. I'm just scared.”

“It's okay. | swear I'm not recording and | sweawbn't trace it. Now, what’s on your
mind?”

“Well, | think I may know who killed them.”

Grantham was standing. “That's some pretty valukbtavliedge.”

“It could get me killed. Do you think they’re follang me?”

“Who? Who would be following you?”

“I don’t know.” The voice trailed off, as if he w&soking over his shoulder.

Grantham was pacing by the bed. “Relax. Why doatt tell me your name, okay? |
swear it's confidential.”

“Garcia.”

“That’s not a real name, is it?”

“Of course not, but it's the best | can do.”
“Okay, Garcia. Talk to me.”

“I'm not certain, okay? But | think | stumbled assosomething at the office that | was
not supposed to see.”

“Do you have a copy of it?”
“Maybe.”
“Look, Garcia. You called me, right. Do you wanttédk or not?”

“I'm not sure. What will you do if | tell you someing?”



“Check it out thoroughly. If we're gonna accuse some of the assassinations of two
Supreme Court Justices, believe me, the storybeilhandled delicately.” There was a
very long silence. Grantham froze by the rockerwaaded. “Garcia. Are you there?”

“Yeah. Can we talk later?”
“Of course. We can talk now.”

“I need to think about this. | haven't eaten oipsi@ a week, and I'm not thinking
rationally. | might call you later.”

“Okay, okay. That's fine. You can call me at wotk<

“No. I won't call you at work. Sorry | woke you.”¢&dhung up. Grantham looked at the
row of numbers on his phone and punched seversdig#ited, then six more, then four
more. He scribbled a number on a pad by the preorehung up. The pay phone was on
Fifteenth Street in Pentagon City.

Gavin Verheek slept four hours and woke up drunkeWhe arrived at the Hoover
Building an hour later, the alcohol was fading #mel pain was settling in. He cursed
himself and he cursed Callahan, who no doubt wsld@dp until noon and wake up fresh
and alive and ready for the flight to New OrleaRisey had left the restaurant when it
closed at midnight, then hit a few bars and joKeol& catching a skin flick or two, but
since their favorite movie house had been bombeyl ¢buldn’t. So they just drank until
three or four.

He had a meeting with Director Voyles at elevem &mvas imperative to appear sober
and alert. It would be impossible. He told his séamy to close the door, and explained to
her that he had caught a nasty virus, maybe tharid he was to be left alone at his desk
unless it was awfully damned important. She studiscyes and seemed to sniff more
than usual. The smell of beer does not always eadpwith sleep.

She left and closed the door behind her. He loakda make things equal, he called
Callahan’s room, but no one answered.

What a life. His best friend earned almost as maghe did, but worked thirty hours in a
busy week, and had his pick of pliant young thitvgsnty years his junior. Then he
remembered their grand plans for the week in Sonids, and the thought of Darby
strolling along the beach. He would go, even datised a divorce.



A wave of nausea rippled through his chest andisipsophagus, and he quickly lay still
on the floor. Cheap government carpet. He breatleegly, and the pounding started at
the top of his head. The plaster ceiling was notrspg, and this was encouraging. After
three minutes, it was evident he would not vontiteast not now.

His briefcase was within reach, and he carefully isinext to him. He found the
envelope inside with the morning paper. He opehashfolded the brief, and held it with
both hands six inches above his face.

It was thirteen letter-sized pages of computer pagledouble-spaced with wide margins.
He could handle it. Notes were scribbled in thegimar by hand and whole sections were
marked through. The words FIRST DRAFT were handemitvith a felt pen across the
top. Her name, address, and phone number were typdte cover sheet.

He would skim it for a few minutes while he wastba floor, then hopefully he would
feel like sitting at the desk and going throughni@ions of being an important
government lawyer. He thought of Voyles, and thergiing intensified.

She wrote well, in the standard, scholarly legahfan of long sentences filled with large
words. But she was clear. She avoided the douldextal legal lingo most students
strive so desperately for. She would never maks @n attorney employed by the United
States Government.

Gavin had never heard of her suspect, and wadrcért@as not on anyone’s list.
Technically, it was not a brief, but more of a gtabout a lawsuit in Louisiana. She told
the facts succinctly, and made them interestingciRating, really. He was not skimming.

The facts took four pages, then she filled the tiene with brief histories of the parties.
It dragged a bit here, but he kept reading. He vaadked. On page eight, the briefer
whatever it was summarized the trial. On nine,ehitioned the appeal, and the final
three pages laid an implausible trail to the rerhof&osenberg and Jensen from the
Court. Callahan said she had already discardedhé@y, and she appeared to lose
steam at the end.

But it was highly readable. For a moment he hagdtien his current state of pain, and
read thirteen pages of a law student’s brief wlyileg on the floor on dirty carpet with a
million things to do.

There was a soft knock at the door. He slowly pagingerly stood, and walked to the
door. “Yes.”

It was the secretary. “I hate to bother. But the=Blior wants you in his office in ten
minutes.”

Verheek opened the door. “What?”



“Yes, sir. Ten minutes.”

He rubbed his eyes and breathed rapidly. “What'for?

“I get demoted for asking those questions, sir.”

“Do you have any mouthwash?”

“Well, yes, | believe so. Do you want it?”

“I wouldn’t have asked if | didn’t want it. Brind to me. Do you have any gum?”
‘Gum?”

“Chewing gum.”

“Yes, sir. Do you want it too?”

“Just bring me the mouthwash and gum, and someima#pyou have it.” He walked to
his desk and sat down, holding his head in his $iamdl rubbing his temples. He heard
her banging drawers, and then she was before hiimtia¢ goods.

“Thanks. I'm sorry | snapped.” He pointed at theebin a chair by the door. “Send that
brief to Eric East, he’s on the fourth floor. Wraenote from me. Tell him to look it over
when he has a minute.”

She left with the brief.

Fletcher Coal opened the door to the Oval Offiog, spoke gravely to K. O. Lewis and
Eric East. The President was in Puerto Rico viewagicane damage, and Director
Voyles now refused to meet with Coal alone. He s&ntinderlings.

Coal waved them to a sofa, and he sat across ffeedable. His coat was buttoned and
his tie was perfect. He never relaxed. East hadditedes about his habits. He worked
twenty hours a day, seven days a week, drank rgpthubwater, and ate most meals from
a vending machine in the basement. He could r&adchlicomputer, and spent hours each
day reviewing memaos, reports, correspondence, anahtains of pending legislation. He
had perfect recall. For a week now they had brodghy reports of their investigation to
this office, and handed them to Coal, who devotnednaterial and memorized it for the
next meeting. If they misstated something, he woerdbrize them. He was hated, but it
was impossible not to respect him. He was smdrtar them, and he worked harder. And
he knew it.



He was smug in the emptiness of the Oval Offica. lbtiss was away performing for the
cameras, but the real power had stayed behinchttheucountry.

K. O. Lewis placed a four-inch stack of the lat@sthe table.

“Anything new?” Coal asked.

“Maybe. The French authorities were routinely rexreg footage taken by the security
cameras at the Paris airport, and they thoughtrbeygnized a face. They checked it
against two other cameras in the concourse, diftexegles, then reported to Interpol.
The face is disguised, but Interpol believes Klgmel, the terrorist. I'm sure you've
heard of—"

“I have.”

“They’ve studied the footage at length, and areoalncertain he exited a plane that
arrived nonstop from Dulles last Wednesday, abemtiours after Jensen was found.”

“The Concorde?”

“No, United. Based on the time and the locationthefcameras, they have ways of
determining the gates and flights.”

“And Interpol contacted the CIA?”

“Yes. They talked to Gminski around one this aftem.”

Coal’s face registered nothing. “How certain ameyt

“Eighty percent. He’s a master of disguise, angldtild be a bit unusual for him to travel
in such a manner. So there’s room for doubt. Wgatephotos and a summary for the
President’s review. Frankly, I've studied the prets} and | can’t tell anything. But
Interpol knows him.”

“He hasn’'t been willingly photographed in yearss ha?”

“Not that we know of. And rumor has it he goes uritie knife and gets a new face
every two or three years.”

Coal pondered this for a second. “Okay. What & Khamel, and what if he was
involved in the killings? What does it mean?”

“It means we’ll never find him. There are at leaste countries, including Israel, actively
stalking him right now. It means he was paid a husicmoney by someone to use his



talents here. We've said all along the killer dieks were professionals who were gone
before the bodies were cold.”

“So it means little.”

“You could say that.”

“Fine. What else do you have?”

Lewis glanced at Eric East. “Well, we have the lislady summary.”

“They’ve been rather dry as of late.”

“Yes, they have. We have three hundred and eigigytas working twelve hours a day.
Yesterday they interviewed one hundred and sixppfeein thirty states. We have—"
Coal held up his hand. “Save it. I'll read the suanyn It seems safe to say there is

nothing new.”

“Maybe a small new wrinkle.” Lewis looked at Eria&, who was holding a copy of the
brief.

“What is it?” Coal asked.

East shifted uncomfortably. The brief had beeng@sgpward all day until Voyles read it
and liked it. He viewed it as a long shot, unwortifigerious attention, but the brief
mentioned the President, and he loved the ideaasafirg Coal and his boss sweat. He
instructed Lewis and East to deliver the brief lCand to treat it as an important
theory the Bureau was taking seriously. For tre fime in a week, Voyles had smiled
when he talked of the idiots in the Oval Officedieg this little brief and running for
cover. Play it up, Voyles said. Tell them we inteéagbursue with twenty agents.

“It's a theory that has surfaced in the last twefotyr hours, and Director Voyles is quite
intrigued by it. He’s afraid it could be damagimgthe President.”

Coal was stone-faced, never flinching. “How’s that?

East placed the brief on the table. “It's all hegr¢his report.”

Coal glanced at it, then studied East. “Fine.réld it later. Is that all?”
Lewis stood and buttoned his jacket. “Yes, we’llgméng.”

Coal followed them to the door.



There was no fanfare when Air Force One landednalréws a few minutes after ten.
The Queen was off raising money, and no friendamily greeted the President as he
bounced off the plane and darted into his limoudGwal was waiting. The President
sunk low in the seat. “I didn’t expect you,” hedsai

“I'm sorry. We need to talk.” The limo sped awayvard the White House.

“It's late and I'm tired.”

“How was the hurricane?”

“Impressive. It blew away a million shacks and terard huts, and now we’ll rush down
with a couple of billion and build new homes andavpo plants. They need a good
hurricane every five years.”

“I've got the disaster declaration ready.”

“Okay. What's so important?”

Coal handed over a copy of what was now known epéhican brief.

“I don’t want to read,” said the President. “Jugl ine about it.”

“Voyles and his motley crew have stumbled acrosgspect that no one has mentioned
until now. A most obscure, unlikely suspect. Anexalgeaver law student at Tulane
wrote this damned thing, and it somehow made it twad/oyles, who read it and
decided it had merit. Keep in mind, they are desjedior suspects. The theory is so
farfetched it's incredible, and on its face it doésvorry me. But Voyles worries me.
He’s decided he must pursue with enthusiasm, am@bss is watching every move he
makes. There could be leaks.”

“We can’t control his investigation.”

“We can manipulate it. Gminski is waiting at the ¥éfHouse, and—"

“Gminski!”

“Relax, Chief. | personally handed him a copy o$ tihree hours ago, and swore him to
secrecy. He may be incompetent, but he can keepratsl trust him much more than

Voyles.”

“l don’t trust either one of them.”



Coal liked to hear this. He wanted the Presideiust no one but him. “I think you
should ask the CIA to immediately investigate thisould like to know everything
before Voyles starts digging. Neither will find dning, but if we know more than
Voyles, you can convince him to back off. It makesse, Chief.”

The President was frustrated. “It's domestic. CBS Imo business snooping around. It's
probably illegal.”

“Itis illegal, technically. But Gminski will do itor you, and he can do it quickly, secretly,
and more thoroughly than the FBI.”

“It's illegal.”
“It's been done before, Chief, many times.”

The President watched the traffic. His eyes wefgy@mnd red, but not from fatigue. He
had slept three hours on the plane. But he'd ghentlay looking sad and concerned for
the cameras, and it was hard to snap out of it.

He took the brief and tossed it on the empty seat to him. “Is it someone we know?”

“Yes.”

Because it is a city of the night, New Orleans veadlewly. It's quiet until well after

dawn, then shakes the cobwebs and eases into timenignorhere’s no early rush except
on the corridors to and from the suburbs, and tisy Istreets downtown. This is the same
for all cities. But in the French Quarter, the souNew Orleans, the smell of last night’'s
whiskey and jambalaya and blackened redfish lingetg$ar above the empty streets

until the sun can be seen. An hour or two latas, ieplaced with the aroma of French
Market coffee and beignets, and around this tireestlewalks reluctantly show signs of
life.

Darby curled herself in a chair on the small bajc@ipping coffee and waiting on the
sun. Callahan was a few feet away, through the @qeeich doors, still wrapped in sheets
and dead to the world. There was a trace of a brdee# the humidity would return by
noon. She pulled his robe closer around her neakjrehaled the richness of his cologne.
She thought of her father, and his baggy cottotohutiowns he allowed her to wear
when she was a teenager. She would roll the slgglely to her elbows and let the tails
hang to her knees, then walk the malls with henfits, secure in her belief that no one
was cooler. Her father was her friend. By the tghe finished high school, she had the
run of his closet, as long as things were washéddaatly pressed and put back on the
hangers. She could still smell the Grey Flannedgiashed on his face every day.



If he was living, he would be four years older tHdmomas Callahan. Her mother had
remarried and moved to Boise. Darby had a broth&armany. The three seldom talked.
Her father had been the glue in a fractious fanaihd his death had scattered them.

Twenty other people died in the plane crash, aforb¢he funeral arrangements were
complete the lawyers were calling. It was her fiestl exposure to the legal world, and it
was not pleasant. The family attorney was a rdatesype who knew nothing about
litigation. A slick ambulance chaser got next to bether, and he persuaded the family
to sue quickly. His name was Herschel, and foryears the family suffered as Herschel
stalled and lied and bungled the case. They sedtiedek before trial for half a million,
after Herschel’s cut, and Darby got a hundred tands

She decided to be a lawyer. If a clown like Herscbeld do it and make big bucks
while wreaking havoc on society, then she certamolyld do it for a nobler purpose. She
thought of Herschel often. When she passed thexXaan, her first lawsuit would be filed
against him for malpractice. She wanted to workaioenvironmental firm. Finding a job,
she knew, would not be a problem.

The hundred thousand was intact. Her mother’s nesbdind was a paper company
executive who was a little older and a lot wealtheend shortly after their marriage she
divided her portion of the settlement between Dag her brother. She said the money
reminded her of her deceased husband, and thegegis symbolic. Though she still
loved their father, she had a new life in a new witth a new husband who would retire
in five years with money to burn. Darby had beenfgsed by the symbolic gesture, but
appreciated it and took the money.

The hundred thousand had doubled. She placed rhibsh enutual funds, but only in
those without holdings in chemical and petroleunrmpanies. She drove an Accord and
lived modestly. Her wardrobe was basic law schpoichased from factory outlet stores.
She and Callahan enjoyed the better restauratsvim and never ate at the same place
twice. It was always Dutch treat.

He cared little for money, and never pressed heinformation. She had more than the
typical law student, but Tulane had its share di kids.

They dated for a month before they went to bed.|&kiehe ground rules, and he
anxiously agreed to them. There would be no otlfemen. They would be very discreet.
And he had to stop drinking so much.

He stuck to the first two, but the drinking conal His father, grandfather, and brothers
were heavy drinkers, and it was sort of expectdurmf But for the first time in his life,
Thomas Callahan was in love, madly in love, anéir@w the point at which the Scotch
was interfering with his woman. He was careful. Milie exception of last week and the
personal trauma of losing Rosenberg, he never drafdce 5 P.M. When they were



together, he abandoned the Chivas when he’d hasyarend thought it might affect his
performance.

It was amusing to watch a forty-five-year-old mat for the first time. He struggled to
maintain a level of coolness, but in their privitiée moments he was as silly as a
sophomore.

She kissed him on the cheek, and covered him waghila Her clothes were placed
neatly on a chair. She locked the front door gquiedhind her. The sun was up now,
peeking through the buildings across Dauphine.sitiewalk was empty.

She had a class in three hours, then Callahan@nthw at eleven. There was a mock
court appellate brief due in a week. Her casermtéafv review was gathering dust. She
was behind in classwork for two courses. It wa®ttmbe a student again. She had
wasted four days playing detective, and she cunsesklf for it.

The Accord was around the corner and down a hallbek.

They watched her, and it was enjoyable. Tight jebaggy sweater, long legs, sunglasses
to hide the eyes with no makeup. They watched losedhe door and walk quickly

along Royale, then disappear around the cornerh@hevas shoulder-length and
appeared to be dark red. It was her.

He carried his lunch in a little brown paper bagj ound an empty park bench with his
back to New Hampshire. He hated Dupont Circle, vighbums, druggies, perverts, aging
hippies, and black-leather punks with red spiked drad vicious tongues. Across the
fountain, a well-dressed man with a loudspeakeragasmbling his group of animal
rights activists for a march to the White Housee Tdather people jeered and cursed
them, but four mounted policemen were close enaaginevent trouble.

He looked at his watch and peeled a banana. Nowhhe preferred to eat elsewhere.
The meeting would be brief. He watched the cursing jeering, and saw his contact
emerge through the crowd.

Their eyes met, a nod, and he was sitting on thelbaext to him. His name was Booker,
from Langley. They met here occasionally, whenlithes of communication became
tangled or blurred and their bosses needed toreabwords that no one else would hear.



Booker had no lunch. He began shelling roasteduyieamd throwing the hulls under the
circular bench. “How’s Mr. Voyles?”

“Mean as hell. The usual.”

He threw peanuts in his mouth. “Gminski was in\tileite House until midnight last
night,” Booker said.

There was no response to this. Voyles knew it.

Booker continued. “They’ve panicked over there.sTlitle pelican thing has scared them.
We've read it too, you know, and we’re almost derieou guys are not impressed, but
for some reason Coal is terrified of it and he'sthe President upset. We sort of figure
you guys are just having a little fun with Coal dns boss, and since the brief mentions
the President and has that photo in it, we figtisesort of fun for you guys. Know what |
mean?”

He took an inch off the banana, and said nothing.

The animal lovers moved away in ragged formatiothadeather lovers hissed at them.
“Anyway, it's none of our business, and should baeeof our business except the
President now wants us to secretly investigatg@éiiean brief before you guys can get to
it. He’s convinced we’ll find nothing, and he watdsknow there’s nothing to it so he
can convince Voyles to back off.”

“There’s nothing to it.”

Booker watched a drunk urinate in the fountain. Tbes were riding off into the sun.
“Then Voyles is having a little fun, right?”

“We are pursuing all leads.”
“No real suspects, though?”

“No.” The banana was history. “Why are they so weatrabout us investigating this little
thing?”

Booker crunched on a small peanut still in the.H\llell, to them it's quite simple. They
are livid over the revelation of Pryce and MacLavae as nominees, and of course it's
all your fault. They distrust Voyles immensely. Aigou guys start digging into the
pelican brief, they’re terrified the press will iout and the President will take a beating.
Reelection is next year, blah, blah, blah.”

“What did Gminski tell the President?”



“That he had no desire to interfere with an FBlastigation, that we had better things to
do, and that it would be illegal as hell. But sitice President was begging so hard and
Coal was threatening so much, we’d do it anywayd Aeare | am talking to you.”
“Voyles appreciates it.”

“We’re gonna start digging today, but the wholethis absurd. We’ll go through the
motions, stay out of the way, and in a week orfidhe President the whole theory is a
shot in the dark.”

He folded down the top of his brown bag, and st6Ga.od. I'll report to Voyles.
Thanks.” He walked toward Connecticut, away from lather punks, and was gone.

The monitor was on a cluttered table in the ceoft¢he newsroom, and Gray Grantham
glared at it amid the hum and roar of the gatheaind reporting. The words were not
coming, and he sat and glared. The phone ranguHehed his button, and grabbed the
receiver without leaving the monitor. “Gray Grantha

“It's Garcia.”

He forgot the monitor. “Yeah, so what's up?”

“I have two questions. First, do you record theséscand second, can you trace them?”

“No and yes. We don't record until we ask permigsind we can trace but we don't. |
thought you said you would not call me at work.”

“Do you want me to hang up?”
“No. It's fine. I'd rather talk at 3 P.M. at thefafe than 6 A.M. in bed.”

“Sorry. I'm just scared, that’s all. I'll talk toou as long as | can trust you, but if you ever
lie to me, Mr. Grantham, I'll quit talking.”

“It's a deal. When do you start talking?”
“I can’'t talk now. I'm at a pay phone downtown, dfd in a hurry.”
“You said you had a copy of something.”

“No, | said | might have a copy of something. We#le.”



“Okay. So when might you call again?”
“Do I have to make an appointment?”
“No. But I'm in and out a lot.”

“I'll call during lunch tomorrow.”

“I'll be waiting right here.”

Garcia was gone. Grantham punched seven digits silkethen four. He wrote the
number, then flipped through the yellow pages urifound Pay Phones Inc. The
Vendor Location listed the number on PennsylvaniarAie near the Justice Department.

The argument started with dessert, a portion ohtbal Callahan preferred to drink. She
was nice enough when she clicked off the drinksl laready consumed with dinner—
two double Scotches while they waited on a tabte, more before they ordered, and
with the fish two bottles of wine, of which she’ddtwo glasses. He was drinking too
fast and getting sloppy, and by the time she fimistattling off this accounting he was
angry. He ordered Drambuie for dessert, becawgasthis favorite, and because it was
suddenly a matter of principle. He gulped it andeved another, and she was furious.

Darby spooned her coffee and ignored him. Moutaras packed, and she just wanted to
leave without a scene and get to her apartmengealon

The argument turned nasty on the sidewalk as tlakead away from the restaurant. He
pulled the keys to the Porsche from his pocket,siredsaid he was too drunk to drive.
Give her the keys. He gripped them and staggered thre direction of the parking lot,
three blocks away. She said she would walk. Haviee@one, he said. She followed a
few steps behind, embarrassed at the stumblingefigufront of her. She pleaded with
him. His blood level was at least point-two-zere. Was a law professor, dammit. He
would kill someone. He staggered faster, comingqesly close to the curb, then
weaving away. He yelled over his shoulder, somethimout driving better drunk than
she could sober. She fell behind. She’'d takenealby&fore when he was like this, and she
knew what a drunk could do in a Porsche.

He crossed the street blindly, hands stuck deépsipockets as if out for a casual stroll
in the late night. He misjudged the curb, hit ithwihe toes instead of the sole, and went
sprawling and bouncing and cursing along the sitlewse scrambled up quickly before
she could reach him. Leave me alone, dammit, loehit. Just give me the keys, she
begged, or I'm walking. He shoved her away. Haméca one, he said with a laugh.
She’d never seen him this drunk. He'd never toudiexdn anger, drunk or not.



Next to the parking lot was a greasy little diveéhaneon beer signs covering the
windows. She looked inside the open door for help thought, how stupid. It was filled
with drunks.

She yelled at him as he approached the Porschenfa$l Please! Let me drive!” She
was on the sidewalk and would go no farther.

He stumbled on, waving her off, mumbling to himskelé unlocked the door, squeezed
downward, and disappeared between the other caesefigine started and roared as he
gunned it.

Darby leaned on the side of the building a few fesh the parking lot’s exit. She looked
at the street, and almost hoped for a cop. Shedwatiher have him arrested than dead.

It was too far to walk. She would watch him driwveag, then call a cab, then ignore him
for a week. At least a week. Have a nice one, speated to herself. He gunned it again
and squealed tires.

The explosion knocked her to the sidewalk. Sheddrah all fours, face down, stunned
for a second, then immediately aware of the hedtla® tiny pieces of fiery debris falling
in the street. She gaped in horror at the parlohglhe Porsche flipped in a perfect
violent somersault and landed upside down. The &arel wheels and doors and fenders
slung free. The car was a brilliant fireball, rogriaway with flames instantly devouring
it.

Darby started toward it, screaming for him. Delfeglsaround her and the heat slowed
her. She stopped thirty feet away, screaming watidis over her mouth.

Then a second explosion flipped it again and diereaway. She tripped, and her head
fell hard on the bumper of another car. The pavémas hot to her face, and that was
the last she remembered for a moment.

The dive emptied and the drunks were everywherey Btood along the sidewalk and
stared. A couple tried to advance, but the heateeed their faces and kept them away.
Thick, heavy smoke billowed from the fireball, andhin seconds two other cars were
on fire. There were shouts and voices in panic.

“Whose car is it!”

“Call 911"

“Is anybody in it!”

“Call 911"



They dragged her by the elbows back to the sidevalthe center of the crowd. She was
repeating the name Thomas. A cold cloth came flwrdive and was placed on her
forehead.

The crowd thickened and the street was busy. Sigtresheard sirens as she came around.
There was a knot on the back of her head, anddmess$ on her face. Her mouth was dry.
“Thomas. Thomas,” she repeated.

“It's okay, it's okay,” said a black face just almkier. He was carefully holding her head
and patting her arm. Other faces stared downwadrey &ll nodded in agreement. “It's
okay.”

The sirens were screaming now. She gently remdwedloth, and her eyes focused.
There were red and blue lights flashing from tmeedt The sirens were deafening. She
sat up. They leaned her against the building bérteéatneon beer signs. They eased
away, watching her carefully.

“You all right, miss?” asked the black man.

She couldn’t answer. Didn’t try to. Her head wasken. “Where is Thomas?” she asked,
looking at the crack in the sidewalk.

They looked at each other. The first fire truckesened to a halt twenty feet away, and
the crowd parted. Firemen jumped and scrambled diractions.

“Where is Thomas?” she repeated.

“Miss, who is Thomas?” asked the black man.

“Thomas Callahan,” she said softly, as if everyknew him.
“Was he in that car?”

She nodded, then closed her eyes. The sirens vailkdied, and in between she heard
the shouts of anxious men, and the popping ofiteke$he could smell the burning.

The second and third fire trucks came blaring amfdifferent directions. A cop shoved
his way through the crowd. “Police. Outta the wRglice.” He pushed and shoved until
he found her. He fell to his knees and waved a danhgler her nose. “Ma’am, Sergeant
Rupert, NOPD.”

Darby heard this but thought nothing of it. He waker face, this Rupert with bushy
hair, a baseball cap, black and gold Saints ja&ded. stared blankly at him.

“Is that your car, ma’am? Someone said it was yaur”



She shook her head. “No.”

Rupert was grabbing her elbows and pulling up. lds talking to her, asking if she was
all right, and at the same time pulling her up @rdirt like hell. The head was fractured,
split, busted, and she was in shock but what dedrtforon care. She was on her feet. The
knees wouldn't lock, and she was limp. He keptragki she was all right. The black

man looked at Rupert as if he was crazy.

There, the legs worked now, and she and Rupert walleng through the crowd, behind
a fire truck, around another one to an unmarkedcempShe lowered her head and
refused to look at the parking lot. Rupert chatte@ssantly. Something about an
ambulance. He opened the front door and gingedgqa her in the passenger’s seat.
Another cop squatted in the door and started agkiregtions. He wore jeans and cowboy
boots with pointed toes. Darby leaned forward dadexd her head in her hands. “I think
| need help,” she said.

“Sure, lady. Help’s on the way. Just a coupla qaast What's your name?”

“Darby Shaw. I think I'm in shock. I'm very dizzgnd I think | need to throw up.”

“The ambulance is on the way. Is that your car dkere?”

“No.”

Another cop car, one with decals and words anddiglguealed to a stop in front of
Rupert’s. Rupert disappeared for a moment. The ogwlbp suddenly closed her door,
and she was all alone in the car. She leaned fdrasad vomited between her legs. She

started crying. She was cold. She slowly laid herchon the driver’s seat, and curled into
a knot. Silence. Then darkness.

Someone was knocking on the window above her. $arad her eyes, and the man
wore a uniform and a hat with a badge on it. Therdeas locked.

“Open the door, lady!” he yelled.
She sat up and opened the door. “Are you drunk?lad
The head was pounding. “No,” she said desperately.

He opened the door wider. “Is this your car?”



She rubbed her eyes. She had to think.
“Lady, is this your car?”

“No!” She glared at him. “No. It's Rupert’s.”
“Okay. Who the hell is Rupert?”

There was one fire truck left and most of the craves gone. This man in the door was
obviously a cop. “Sergeant Rupert. One of you dgusfse said.

This made him mad. “Get outta the car, lady.”

Gladly. Darby crawled out on the passenger’'s sidd,stood on the sidewalk. In the
distance, a solitary fireman hosed down the buamhé of the Porsche.

Another cop in a uniform joined him and they met tie the sidewalk.
The first cop asked, “What’s your name?”

“Darby Shaw.”

“Why were you passed out in the car?”

She looked at the car. “I don’t know. | got hurtddRupert put me in the car. Where’s
Rupert?”

The cops looked at each other. “Who the hell’'s Rij¢he first cop asked.

This made her mad and the anger cleared away bveetss.

“Rupert said he was a cop.”

The second cop asked, “How’d you get hurt?”

Darby glared at him. She pointed to the parkingobss the street. “| was supposed to
be in that car over there. But | wasn’t, so I'méhdistening to your stupid questions.
Where’s Rupert?”

They looked blankly at each other. The first copl sétay here,” and he walked across
the street to another cop car where a man in avaittalking to a small group. They
whispered, then the first cop and the man in thevwglked back to the sidewalk where
Darby waited. The man in the suit said, “I'm Liendéat Olson, New Orleans PD. Did
you know the man in the car?” He pointed to theiparlot.

The knees went weak, and she bit her lip. She rtbdde



“What'’s his name?”

“Thomas Callahan.”

Olson looked at the first cop. “That's what the garter said. Now, who's this Rupert?”
Darby screamed, “He said he was a cop!”

Olson looked sympathetic. “I'm sorry. There’s ngpeamed Rupert.”

She was sobbing loudly. Olson helped her to thelleddrupert’s car, and held her
shoulders while the crying subsided and she fotgyrggain control.

“Check the plates,” Olson told the second cop, whiakly scribbled down the tag
number from Rupert’s car and called it in.

Olson gently held both her shoulders with his haart$ looked at her eyes. “Were you
with Callahan?”

She nodded, still crying but much quieter. Olsangkd at the first cop.
“How did you get in this car?” Olson asked slowhdasoftly.

She wiped her eyes with her finger and stared so®©I“This guy Rupert, who said he
was a cop, came and got me from over there, andybtane over here. He put me in the
car, and this other cop with cowboy boots staréigking questions. Another cop car
pulled up, and they left. Then | guess | passedl@dn’t know. | would like to see a
doctor.”

“Get my car,” Olson said to the first cop.

The second cop was back with a puzzled look. “Tdraputer has no record of this tag
number. Must be fake tags.”

Olson took her arm and led her to his car. He sppiekly to the two cops. “I'm taking
her to Charity. Wrap this up and meet me there oimg the car. We’'ll check it later.”

She sat in Olson’s car listening to the radio sduamd staring at the parking lot. Four
cars had burned. The Porsche was upside down ietiter, nothing but a crumpled
frame. A handful of firemen and other emergencyesymilled about. A cop was
stringing yellow crime-scene tape around the lot.

She touched the knot on the back of her head. dladbITears dripped off her chin.



Olson slammed his door, and they eased througpahesd cars and headed for St.
Charles. He had the blue lights on, but no sirens.

“Do you feel like talking?” he asked.

They were on St. Charles. “I guess,” she said. S$Higad, isn’'t he?”

“Yes, Darby. I'm sorry. | take it he was the onlyeoin the car.”

“Yes.”

“How’d you get hurt?”

He gave her a handkerchief, and she wiped her 8yfedl. or something. There were two
explosions, and | think the second one knocked owend! don’t remember everything.

Please, tell me who Rupertis.”

“I have no idea. | don’t know a cop named Rupert there was no cop here with
cowboy boots.”

She thought about this for a block and a half.

“What did Callahan do for a living?”

“A law professor at Tulane. I'm a student there.”

“Who would want to kill him?”

She stared at the traffic lights and shook her h&&ali’'re certain it was intentional?”

“No doubt about it. It was a very powerful explasiWWe found a piece of a foot stuck in
a chain-link fence eighty feet away. I'm sorry, pRaHe was murdered.”

“Maybe someone got the wrong car.”

“That’s always possible. We'll check out everythihgake it you were supposed to be in
the car with him.”

She tried to speak, but could not hold the tedrs.&iried her face in the handkerchief.

He parked between two ambulances near the emergati@nce at Charity, and left the
blue lights on. He helped her quickly inside tardydoom where fifty people sat in
various degrees of pain and discomfort. She fouseba by the water fountain. Olson
talked to the lady behind the window, and he ralgsd/oice but Darby couldn’t
understand him. A small boy with a bloody towelward his foot cried in his mother’s



lap. A young black girl was about to give birth.efé was not a doctor or nurse in sight.
No one was in a hurry.

Olson crouched in front of her. “It'll be a few nuites. Sit tight. I'm gonna move the car,
and I'll be back in a minute. Do you feel like tizg?”

“Yeah, sure.”

He was gone. She checked again for blood, and faand. The double doors opened
wide, and two angry nurses came after the gidbot. They sort of dragged her away,
back through the doors and down the hall.

Darby waited, then followed. With the red eyes haddkerchief, she looked like some
child’s mother. The hall was a zoo with nurses arterlies and the wounded yelling and
moving about. She turned a corner and saw an EMIT. $hrough the door, into another
hall, much quieter, another door, and she wasloading dock. There were lights in the
alley. Don’t run. Be strong. It's okay. No one’stalaing. She was on the street, walking
briskly. The cool air cleared her eyes. She refusanty.

Olson would take his time, and when he returned/dndd figure they had called her
name and she was back there getting worked on.ddédvwait. And walit.

She turned corners, and saw Rampart. The Quartejustahead. She could get lost
there. There were people on Royal, tourist typeslisty along. She felt safer. She
entered the Holiday Inn, paid with plastic, and goebom on the fifth floor.

After the door was bolted and chained, she curfedruthe bed with all the lights on.

Mrs. Verheek rolled her plump but rich ass awayftbe center of the bed, and grabbed
the phone. “It's for you, Gavin!” she yelled intwet bathroom. Gavin emerged with
shaving cream on half his face, and took the recdirom his wife, who burrowed deep
into the bed. Like a hog rutting in mud, he thought

“Hello,” he snapped.

It was a female voice he’d never heard before. sToiDarby Shaw. Do you know who |
am?”

He smiled instantly, and for a second thought efdtring bikini on St. Thomas. “Well,
yes. | believe we have a mutual friend.”

“Did you read the little theory | wrote?”



“Ah, yes. The pelican brief, as we refer to it.”
“And who is we?”

Verheek sat in a chair by the night table. This masocial call. “Why are you calling,
Darby?”

“I need some answers, Mr. Verheek. I'm scared atldé

“It's Gavin, okay?”

“Gavin. Where is the brief now?”

“Here and there. What's wrong?”

“I'll tell you in a minute. Just tell me what youddwith the brief.”

“Well, | read it, then sent it to another divisi@and it was seen by some folks within the
Bureau, then shown to Director Voyles, who sottilad it.”

“Has it been seen outside the FBI?”
“I can’t answer that, Darby.”
“Then | won't tell you what's happened to Thomas.”

Verheek pondered this for a long minute. She watadkently. “Okay. Yes, it's been seen
outside the FBI. By whom and by how many, | domow.”

“He’s dead, Gavin. He was murdered around temligstt. Someone planted a car bomb
for both of us. | got lucky, but now they’re aftee.”

Verheek was hovering over the phone, scribbling@sdtAre you hurt?”
“Physically, I'm okay.”

“Where are you?”

“New Orleans.”

“Are you certain, Darby? | mean, | know you're eg@nt but, dammit, who would want to
kill him?”

“I met a couple of them.”



“How’d you—"

“It's a long story. Who saw the brief, Gavin? Thawave it to you Monday night. It's
been passed around, and forty-eight hours latesrdead. And I'm supposed to be dead
with him. It fell into the wrong hands, wouldn’t ysay?”

“Are you safe?”

“Who the hell knows?”

“Where are you staying? What's your phone number?”

“Not so fast, Gavin. I’'m moving real slow right nolim at a pay phone, so no cute
stuff.”

“Come on, Darby! Give me a break! Thomas Callahas my best friend. You've got to
come in.”

“And what might that mean?”

“Look, Darby, give me fifteen minutes, and we’lMeea dozen agents pick you up. I'll
catch a flight and be there before noon. You cstay on the streets.”

“Why, Gavin? Who's after me? Talk to me, Gavin.”
“I'll talk to you when | get there.”

“I don’t know. Thomas is dead because he talkegbto I'm not that anxious to meet
you right now.”

“Darby, look, I don’t know who or why, but | assuyeu you're in a very dangerous
situation. We can protect you.”

“Maybe later.”
He breathed deeply and sat on the edge of theé"bed.can trust me, Darby.”

“Okay, | trust you. But what about those other ge@@his is heavy, Gavin. My little
brief has someone awfully upset, wouldn’t you say?”

“Did he suffer?”
She hesitated. “I don't think so.” The voice wasaking.

“Will you call me in two hours? At the office. I'thive you an inside number.”



“Give me the number, and I'll think about it.”

“Please, Darby. I'll go straight to the Director erhl get there. Call me at eight, your
time.”

“Give me the number.”

The bomb exploded too late to make the Thursdaymgredition of the Times-
Picayune. Darby flipped through it hurriedly in thetel room. Nothing. She watched the
television, and there it was. A live shot of thermd-out Porsche, still sitting amid the
debris in the parking lot, secluded nicely withlge tape running everywhere. The
police were treating it as a homicide. No suspéétscomment. Then the name of
Thomas Callahan, age forty-five, a prominent prade®f law at Tulane. The dean was
suddenly there with a microphone in his face, tajkabout Professor Callahan and the
shock of it all. The shock of it all, the fatigube fear, the pain, and Darby buried her
head in the pillow. She hated crying, and this wdag the last of it for a while.

Mourning would only get her killed.

Even though it was a wonderful crisis, with themgs up and Rosenberg dead, with his
image clean and polished and America feeling gamiiitself because he was in
command, with the Democrats running for cover a®daction next year in the bag, he
was sick of this crisis and its relentless predaveetings. He was sick of F. Denton
Voyles and his smugness and arrogance, and higtdjttke figure sitting on the other
side of his desk in a wrinkled trench coat looking a window while he addressed the
President of the United States. He would be heegermnute for another meeting before
breakfast, another tense encounter in which Voylasld tell only a portion of what he
knew.

He was sick of being in the dark, and fed only whitt and crumbs Voyles chose to
throw his way. Gminski would throw him a few, araireehow in the midst of all this
crumb scattering and gathering he was supposeet terngpugh and be satisfied. He knew
nothing compared to them. At least he had Coaldw phrough their paper and
memorize it all, and keep them honest.

He was sick of Coal, too. Sick of his perfectnass sleeplessness. Sick of his brilliance.
Sick of his penchant for beginning each day whenstim was somewhere over the
Atlantic, and planning every damned minute of evaagnned hour until it was over the
Pacific. Then he, Coal, would load up a box ofdag’s junk, take it home, read it,



decipher it, store it, then come in a few hoursrléilazing away with all the painfully
boring mishmash he had just devoured. When Coalivests he slept five hours a night,
but normal was three or four. He left his officetie West Wing at eleven each night,
read all the way home in the back of his limo, thbout the time the limo cooled off
Coal was waiting on it for the return ride to théni¥& House. He considered it a sin to
arrive at his desk after 5 A.M. And if he could war hundred and twenty hours a week,
then everyone else should be able to do at legisteiHe demanded eighty. After three
years, no one in this Administration could remenddethe people fired by Fletcher Coal
for not working eighty hours a week. Happened asti¢hree times a month.

Coal was happiest on mornings when the tensiorthvels and a nasty meeting was
planned. In the past week this thing with Voyled kapt him smiling. He was standing
beside the desk, going through the mail while tresident scanned the Post and two
secretaries scurried about.

The President glanced at him. Perfect black suitteashirt, red silk tie, a bit too much
grease on the hair above the ears. He was sickpfout he’d get over it when the crisis
passed and he could get back to golf and Coal cwiégt the details. He told himself he
had that kind of energy and stamina when he wastbirty-seven, but he knew better.

Coal snapped his fingers, glared at the secretanmnesthey happily ran from the Oval
Office.

“And he said he wouldn’t come if | was here. Thdtisrious.” Coal was clearly amused.
“I don’t think he likes you,” the President said.

“He loves people he can run over.”

“I guess | need to be sweet to him.”

“Lay it on thick, Chief. He has to back off. Thisebry is so weak it's comical, but in his
hands it could be dangerous.”

“What about the law student?”
“We're checking. She appears harmless.”

The President stood and stretched. Coal shufflpdnsaA secretary on the intercom
announced the arrival of Voyles.

“I'll be going,” Coal said. He would listen and wehtfrom around the corner. At his
insistence, three closed-circuit cameras werelladtan the Oval Office. The monitors
were in a small, locked room in the West Wing. td€e the only key. Sarge knew of the
room, but had not bothered to enter. Yet. The cameere invisible and supposedly a
big secret.



The President felt better knowing Coal would attdse watching. He met Voyles at the
door with a warm handshake and guided him to tfee feo a warm, friendly little chat.
Voyles was not impressed. He knew Coal would kerisg. And watching.

But in the spirit of the moment, Voyles removedthéch coat and laid it properly on a
chair. He did not want coffee.

The President crossed his legs. He was wearingrtven cardigan. The grandfather.

“Denton,” he said gravely. “I want to apologize féletcher Coal. He doesn’t have much
finesse.”

Voyles nodded slightly. You stupid bastard. Theeenough wires in this office to
electrocute half the bureaucrats in D.C. Coal vemsewhere in the basement hearing
about his lack of finesse. “He can be an ass, ¢@?t Voyles grunted.

“Yes, he can. | have to really watch him. He’s veright and drives hard, but he tends to
overdo it at times.”

“He’s a son of a bitch, and I'll say it to his fat®¥oyles glanced at an air vent above the
portrait of Thomas Jefferson where a camera watihabbelow.

“Yes, well, I'll keep him out of your way until thithing is over.”
“You do that.”

The President slowly sipped from his coffee anddesad what to say next. Voyles was
not known for his conversation.

“I need a favor.”
Voyles stared with rigid and unblinking eyes. “YeBs,”

“I need the scoop on this pelican thing. It's adndea, but, hell, it mentions me, sort of.
How serious are you taking it?”

Oh, this was funny. Voyles fought off a smile. lswvorking. Mr. President and Mr.
Coal were sweating the pelican brief. They hadiveckit late Tuesday, worried with it
all day Wednesday, and now in the waking hourshafr$day were on their knees
begging about something one notch above a pragical

“We're investigating, Mr. President.” It was a Iyt how could he know? “We are
pursuing all leads, all suspects. | wouldn’t hagetst over if | wasn’t serious.” The
wrinkles squeezed together on the tanned forelaatly/ oyles wanted to laugh.



“What have you learned?”

“Not much, but we just started. We got it less thaty-eight hours ago, and | assigned
fourteen agents in New Orleans to start diggirig.dll routine.” The lies sounded so
good he could almost hear Coal choking.

Fourteen! It hit him in the gut so hard he satgight and placed the coffee on a table.
Fourteen Fibbies out there flashing badges, askiegtions, and it was just a matter of
time before this thing got out. “Fourteen, you sagunds like it's pretty serious.”

Voyles was unyielding. “We’re very serious, Mr. Bident. They've been dead a week,
and the trail's growing colder. We’'re tracking leaak fast as we can. My men are
working around the clock.”

“I understand all that, but how serious is thigqael theory?”

Damn, this was fun. The brief had yet to be seidw Orleans. In fact, New Orleans
had not been contacted. He had instructed ErictBastil a copy to that office with
orders to quietly ask a few questions. It was aldawal, just like a hundred others they
were chasing.

“I doubt if there’s anything to it, Mr. Presidebijt we’'ve got to check it out.”

The wrinkles relaxed and there was a touch of &esrtiidon’t have to tell you, Denton,
how much this nonsense could hurt if the pressdaut.”

“We don’t consult the press when we investigate.”

“I know. Let’s not get into that. | just wish youowld back off this thing. | mean, what
the hell, it's absurd, and | could really get butn€now what I'm saying?”

Voyles was brutal. “Are you asking me to ignoreuapect, Mr. President?”

Coal leaned toward the screen. No, I'm telling yotdorget this pelican briefl He almost
said it out loud. He could make it real plain fasyes. He could spell it out, then slap the
dumpy little wretch if he got smart. But he wasihglin a locked room, away from the
action. And, for the moment, he knew he was wherbdionged.

The President shifted and recrossed his legs &nbes. “Come on, Denton, you know
what I'm saying. There are bigger fish in the pohle press is watching this
investigation, just dying to find out who's a suspé’ou know how they are. | don'’t
have to tell you that | have no friends with thegs. Even my own press secretary
dislikes me. Ha, ha, ha. Forget about it for a tiack off and chase the real suspects.
This thing is a joke, but it could embarrass thi &g of me.”

Denton looked hard at him. Relentless.



The President shifted again. “What about this KHatiag? Sounds pretty good, huh?”
“Could be.”
“Yeah. Since we’re talking numbers, how many mevehgou assigned to Khamel?”

Voyles said, “Fifteen,” and almost laughed. ThesRtent’'s mouth fell open. The hottest
suspect in the game gets fifteen, and this damakcbp thing gets fourteen.

Coal smiled and shook his head. Voyles had beeghtaw his own lies. On the bottom
of page four of the Wednesday report, Eric Eastkand. Lewis gave the number at
thirty, not fifteen. Relax, Chief, Coal whisperedthe screen. He’s playing with you.

The President was anything but relaxed. “Good @ahton. Why only fifteen? | thought
this was a significant break.”

“Maybe a few more than that. I'm running this intigation, Mr. President.”

“I know. And you're doing a fine job. I'm not meddd. | just wish you’d consider
spending your time elsewhere. That's all. Wherabrthe pelican brief | almost vomited.
If the press saw it and started digging, I'd becdred.”

“So you're asking me to back off?”

The President leaned forward and stared fiercelogtes. “I'm not asking, Denton. I'm
telling you to leave it alone. Ignore it for a céeipf weeks. Spend your time elsewhere.
If it flares up again, take another look. I'm stile boss around here, remember?”
Voyles relented and managed a tiny smile. “I'll rmaglou a deal. Your hatchet man Coal
has done a number on me with the press. They\ameany lunch over the security we
provided to Rosenberg and Jensen.”

The President nodded solemnly.

“You get that pit bull off my ass, keep him awagrir me, and I'll forget the pelican
theory.”

“I don’t make deals.”
Voyles sneered but kept his cool. “Good. I'll sdifty agents to New Orleans tomorrow.
And fifty the next day. We’'ll be flashing badges@ter town and doing our damnedest

to attract attention.”

The President jumped to his feet and walked tavinelows overlooking the Rose
Garden. Voyles sat motionless and waited.



“All right, all right. It's a deal. | can controll€tcher Coal.”

Voyles stood and walked slowly to the desk. “I ddrust him, and if I smell him one
more time during this investigation, the deal’'safid we investigate the pelican brief
with all the weight | can muster.”

The President held up his hands and smiled waritly.a deal.”

Voyles was smiling and the President was smilimgl, ia the closet near the Cabinet
Room Fletcher Coal was smiling at a screen. Hatctaet, pit bull. He loved it. Those
were the words that created legends.

He turned off the screens and locked the door loethim. They would talk another ten
minutes about the background checks on the sistraind he would listen in his office
where he had audio but no video. He had a staftingeat nine. A firing at ten. And he
had some typing to do. With most memos, he simltated into the machine and
handed the tape to a secretary. But occasionatigl found it necessary to resort to the
phantom memo. These were always widely circulatatie West Wing, and always
controversial as hell, and usually dripped to tresp. Because they came from no one,
they could be found lying on almost every desk.|@aaild scream and accuse. He had
fired people for phantom memos, all of which canoa his typewriter.

It was four single-spaced paragraphs on one pagif aummarized what he knew about
Khamel and his recent flight out of Washington. Ahdre were vague links to the
Libyans and Palestinians. Coal admired it. How lbapre it would be in the Post or the
Times? He made little bets with himself about whieper would get it first.

The Director was at the White House, and from thesald fly to New York and return
tomorrow. Gavin camped outside the office of KL@&wis until there was a small
opening. He was in.

Lewis was irritated, but always the gentleman. “Yook scared.”

“I've just lost my best friend.”

Lewis waited for more.

“His name was Thomas Callahan. He’s the guy frotaf@ who brought me the pelican
brief, and it got passed around, then sent to theaMouse and who knows where else,

and now he’s dead. Blown to bits by a car bombragit in New Orleans. Murdered,
K.O.”



“I'm sorry.”

“It's not a matter of being sorry. Evidently therbb was intended for Callahan and the
student who wrote it, a girl by the name of Darlna®.”

“I saw her name on the brief.”

“That’s right. They've been dating, and were sugab® be in the car together when it
exploded. But she survived, and | get this cali thorning at five, and it's her. Scared to
death.”

Lewis listened, but was already dismissing it. “fewot certain it was a bomb.”

“She said it was a bomb, okay? It went BOOM! arelbthe hell out of everything, okay?
I’'m certain he’s dead.”

“And you think there’s a connection between histdeand the brief?”

Gavin was a lawyer, untrained in the art of in\geion, and he did not wish to appear
gullible. “There could be. I think so, yes. Donty?”

“Doesn’t matter, Gavin. | just got off the phonelwihe Director. Pelican’s off our list.
I’m not sure it was ever on, but we're spendingmare time on it.”

“But my friend’s been killed with a car bomb.”

“I'm sorry. I'm sure the authorities down there ameestigating.”

“Listen to me, K.O. I'm asking for a favor.”

“Listen to me, Gavin. | don’t have any favors. Wedhasing enough rabbits right now,
gnd if the Director says stop, then we stop. Yofree to talk to him. | wouldn’t advise
it.”

“Maybe I'm not handling this right. | thought youwld listen to me, and at least act
interested.”

Lewis was walking around the desk. “Gavin, you |dakl. Take the day off.”

“No. I'll go to my office, wait an hour, and comadk in here and do this again. Can we
try it again in an hour?”

“No. Voyles was explicit.”



“So was the girl, K.O. He was murdered, and nowsshigling somewhere in New
Orleans afraid of her shadow, calling us for halpd we’re too busy.”

“I'm sorry.”
“No, you're not. It's my fault. | should’ve throwthe damned thing in the garbage.”

“It served a valuable purpose, Gavin.” Lewis plabeslhand on his shoulder as if his
time was up and he was tired of this drivel. Gggmied away and headed for the door.

“Yeah, it gave you guys something to play withhosld’'ve burned it.”
“It's too good to burn, Gavin.”

“I'm not giving up. I'll be back in an hour, and Wedo this again. This didn’t go right.”
Verheek slammed the door behind him.

She entered Rubinstein Brothers from Canal Staeet got lost between the racks of
men’s shirts. No one followed her in. She quickisked out a navy parka, men’s small, a
genderless pair of aviator sunglasses, and a Bdtising cap that was also a men’s
small but fit. She paid for it with plastic. As thkerk ran the card through, she picked the
tags off, and put the parka on. It was baggy, $imething she would wear to class. She
stuffed her hair under the hooded collar. The cleskched discreetly. She exited on
Magazine Street, and got lost in the crowd.

Back on Canal. A busload of tourists swarmed iheo$heraton, and she joined them.
She went to the wall of phones, found the numbet,called Mrs. Chen, her neighbor in
the duplex next door. Had she seen or heard anyéas/?early, there was a knock on
the door. It was still dark, and woke them. Shenididee anyone, just heard the knock.
Her car was still on the street. Everything oka3 Yall's fine. Thanks.

She watched the tourists and punched the insidéaufar Gavin Verheek. Inside meant
a minor hassle only, and after three minutes afsiafj to give her name and repeating
his, she had him.

“Where are you?” he asked.

“Let me explain something. For the moment, | wak tell you or anyone else where | am.
So don'’t ask.”

“All right. | guess you’re making the rules.”



“Thank you. What did Mr. Voyles say?”
“Mr. Voyles was at the White House and unavailabletry to talk to him later today.”

“That’s pretty weak, Gavin. You've been at the odfifor almost four hours, and you
have nothing. | expected more.”

“Be patient, Darby.”

“Patience will get me killed. They're after me, aitehey, Gavin?”

“I don’t know.”

“What would you do if you knew you were supposetiéadead, and the people trying to
kill you have had assassinated two Supreme Costicés, and knocked off a simple law
professor, and they have billions of dollars whieky obviously don’t mind using to Kill
with? What would you do, Gavin?”

“Go to the FBI.”

“Thomas went to the FBI, and he’s dead.”

“Thanks, Darby. That’s not fair.”

“I'm not worried about fairness or feelings. I'm neoconcerned with staying alive until
noon.”

“Don’t go to your apartment.”

“I'm not stupid. They've already been there. Anohlsure they’re watching his
apartment.”

“Where’s his family?”

“His parents live in Naples, Florida. | guess timévarsity will contact them. | don’t
know. He has a brother in Mobile, and | thoughtaifing him and trying to explain all
this.”

She saw a face. He walked among the tourists attfistration desk. He held a folded
newspaper and tried to appear at home, just angtlest, but his walk was a bit hesitant
and his eyes were searching. The face was longhamaith round glasses and a shiny
forehead.

“Gavin, listen to me. Write this down. | see a ni@e seen before, not long ago. An
hour maybe. Six feet two or three, thin, thirty igeald, glasses, receding hair, dark in
color. He's gone. He's gone.”



“Who the hell is it?”

“We haven’t met, dammit!”

“Did he see you? Where the hell are you?”

“In a hotel lobby. | don’t know if he saw me. I'noge.”

“Darby! Listen to me. Whatever you do, keep in towdth me, okay?”
“I'll try.”

The rest room was around the corner. She wenettashi stall, locked the door behind
her, and stayed there for an hour.

The photographer’s name was Croft, and he’d wof&ethe Post for seven years until
his third drug conviction sent him away for ninentits. Upon parole, he declared
himself to be a free-lance artist, and advertisedglugh in the yellow pages. The phone
seldom rang. He did a little of this work—this lséting around shooting people who did
not know they were targets. Many of his clientsev@vorce lawyers who needed dirt for
trial. After two years of free-lancing, he had mdkup a few tricks and now considered
himself a halfass private investigator. He chargety bucks an hour when he could get
it.

Another client was Gray Grantham, an old friendrfriois newspaper days who called
when he needed dirt. Grantham was a serious, ethjgarter with just a touch of sleaze,
and when he needed a dirty trick, he called. Hedlilsrantham because he was honest
about his sleaziness. The rest were so pious.

He was in Grantham’s Volvo because it had a phibweas noon, and he was smoking
his lunch, wondering if the smell would linger wah the windows down. He did his
best work half-stoned. When you stare at motelsfiring, you need to be stoned.

There was a nice breeze coming in from the passargjde, blowing the smell onto
Pennsylvania. He was parked illegally, smoking depel not really concerned. He had
less than an ounce on him, and his probation afficeoked it too, so what the hell.

The phone booth was a block and a half ahead,esidewalk but away from the street.
With his telephoto lens, he could almost read thene book hanging from the rack.
Piece of cake. A large woman was inside, filling booth and talking with her hands.



Croft took a drag and watched the mirror for cAgss was a tow-away zone. Traffic
was heavy on Pennsylvania.

At twenty after twelve, the woman fought her way ofithe booth, and from nowhere a
young man with a nice suit appeared and closeddbe Croft got his Nikon and rested
the lens on the steering wheel. It was cool andiguand the sidewalk bustled with lunch
traffic. The shoulders and heads moved quicklyAgap. Click. A gap. Click. The
subject was punching numbers and glancing arouimid.Was their man.

He talked for thirty seconds, and the car phong three times and stopped. It was the
signal from Grantham at the Post. This was theim,raad he was talking. Croft fired
away. Get all you can get, Grantham had said. A Gapk. Click. Heads and shoulders.

A gap. Click. Click. His eyes darted around asdiked, but he kept his back to the street.
Full face. Click. Croft burned a roll of thirty-sir two minutes, then grabbed another
Nikon. He screwed on the lens, and waited for a togkass.

He took the last drag and thumped it into the &tfB@s was so easy. Oh sure, it took
talent to capture the image in a studio, but ttrese$ work was much more fun. There
was something felonious about stealing a face avitidden camera.

The subject was a man of few words. He hung ugkddaround, opened the door,
looked around, and started toward Croft. Clicklgliclick. Full face, full figure, walking
faster, getting closer, beautiful, beautiful. Cnofirked feverishly, then at the last
moment laid the Nikon in the seat and looked anBgwania as their man walked by and
disappeared in a group of secretaries.

What a fool. When you’re on the run, never usestiree pay phone twice.

Garcia was shadow boxing. He had a wife and chédsaid, and he was scared. There
was a career ahead with plenty of money, and gdié his dues and kept his mouth shut
he would be a wealthy man. But he wanted to tatkr&inbled on about how he wanted
to talk, had something to say and all, but justdott make the decision. He didn’t trust
anyone.

Grantham didn’t push. He let him ramble long enofmtCroft to do his number. Garcia
would eventually spill his guts. He wanted to sdlpaHe had called three times now,
and was growing comfortable with his new friend @ham, who'd played this game
many times and knew how it worked. The first stggsuo relax and build trust, to treat
them with warmth and respect, to talk about rigit &wrong and moralities. Then they
would talk.



The pictures were beautiful. Croft was not histfaisoice. He was usually so bombed
you could tell it in the photography. But Croft welsazy and discreet, with a working
knowledge of journalism, and he happened to bdablaion short notice. He had picked
twelve and blown them to five by seven, and theyevaitstanding. Right profile. Left
profile. Full face into the phone. Full face loofiat the camera. Full figure less than
twenty feet away. Piece of cake, Croft said.

Garcia was under thirty, a very nice-looking, cleam lawyer. Dark, short hair. Dark
eyes. Maybe Hispanic, but the skin was not darl. dlbthes were expensive. Navy suit,
probably wool. No stripes or patterns. Basic wkjieead collar with a silk tie. Basic
black or burgundy wing tips with a sparkling shifibe absence of a briefcase was
puzzling. But then, it was lunch, and he probahly from the office to make the call,
then back to the office. The Justice Departmentavialck away.

Grantham studied the pictures and kept an eyeeddbr. Sarge was never late. It was
dark and the club was filling up. Grantham’s wass dinly white face within three blocks.

Of the tens of thousands of government lawyers.@.he had seen a few who knew
how to dress, but not many. Especially the youngess. They started at forty a year and
clothes were not important. Clothes were importar@arcia, and he was too young and
well dressed to be a government lawyer.

So he was a private one, in a firm for about tlaeur years now and hitting
somewhere around eighty grand. Great. That narratemvn to fifty thousand lawyers
and no doubt expanding by the moment.

The door opened and a cop walked in. Through thakerand haze, he could tell it was
Cleve. This was a respectable joint with no dicevbores, so the presence of a cop was
not alarming. He sat in the booth across from Gramt

“Did you pick this place?” Grantham asked.

“Yeah. You like it?”

“Let’s put it like this. We're trying to be incongpious, right? I'm here picking up
secrets from a White House employee. Pretty hetaffy 8low tell me, Cleve, do | look
inconspicuous sitting here in all my whiteness?”

“I hate to tell you this, Grantham, but you’re metarly as famous as you think. You see
those dudes at the bar.” They looked at the bedlimith construction workers. “I'd give
you my paycheck if any dude there has ever reatMighington Post, heard of Gray
Grantham, or gives a damn what happens at the \Wibse.”

“Okay, okay. Where’s Sarge?”

“Sarge is not feeling well. He gave me a messaggdo.”



Wouldn't work. He could use Sarge as an unnamettspbut not Sarge’s son or anyone
else Sarge talked to. “What’s wrong with him?”

“Old age. He didn’t want to talk tonight, but itsgent, he says.”
Grantham listened and waited.

“I've got an envelope in my car, all licked and Isglareal tight. Sarge got real blunt when
he gave it to me, and told me not to open it. thlgt it to Mr. Grantham. | think it's
important.”

“Let’s go.”

They made their way through the crowd to the ddbe patrol car was parked illegally
at the curb. Cleve opened the passenger door, dledl phe envelope from the glove box.
“He got this in the West Wing.”

Grantham stuffed it in his pocket. Sarge was nettonift things, and in the course of
their relationship he had never produced a document

“Thanks, Cleve.”

“He wouldn’t tell me what it is, told me I'll judtave to wait and read it in the paper.”
“Tell Sarge | love him.”

“I'm sure that'll give him a thrill.”

The patrol car drove away, and Grantham hurriddgd/olvo, now filled with the stench
of burnt grass. He locked the door, turned on tireellight, and ripped open the
envelope. It was clearly an internal White Housenmgand it was about an assassin
named Khamel.

He was flying across town. Out of Brightwood, oSiateenth and south toward central
Washington. It was almost seven-thirty, and if bald put it together in an hour, it
would make the Late City edition, the largest df hadozen editions that began rolling
off the presses at ten-thirty. Thank god for tkteliyuppie car phone he had been
embarrassed to buy. He called Smith Keen, thetassismianaging editor/investigations,
who was still in the newsroom on the fifth floore idalled a friend at the foreign desk,
and asked him to pull everything on Khamel.



He was suspicious of the memo. The words wereedasitve to put on paper, then sling
around the office like the latest policy on cofteebottled water or vacations. Someone,
probably Fletcher Coal, wanted the world to knoat tihamel had emerged as a suspect,
and that he was an Arab of all things, and hadedies to Libya and Iran and Iraq,
countries led by fiery idiots who hated Americantwone in the White House of Fools
wanted the story on the front page.

But it was a helluva story and it was front-pagevsieHe and Smith Keen had it finished
by nine. They found two old pictures of a man wyde¢lieved to be Khamel, but so
dissimilar they appeared to be of different peolileen said run both of them. The file on
Khamel was thin. Much rumor and legend, but litheat. Grantham mentioned the Pope,
the British diplomat, the German banker, and thbwsh of the Israeli soldiers. And now,
according to a confidential source at the White $¢ég@ most reliable and trusted source,
Khamel was a suspect in the killings of JusticeseRberg and Jensen.

Twenty-four hours after hitting the street, she wstalive. If she could make it to
morning, she could start another day with new iggamit what to do and where to go.
For now, she was tired. She was in a room on fteefith floor of the Marriott, with the
door bolted, lights on, and the mighty can of Mbweg on the bedspread. Her thick,
dark red hair was now in a paper sack in the clddet last time she cut her hair she was
three years old, and her mother whipped her tail.

It took two painful hours with dull scissors to ¢ubff yet leave some semblance of style.
She would keep it under a cap or hat until who knewen. It took another two hours to
color it black. She could’'ve bleached it and golonbe, but that would be obvious. She
assumed she was dealing with professionals, angbfoe unfathomable reason she
determined at the drugstore that they might expercto do this and become a blonde.
And what the hell. The stuff came in a bottle, #rghe woke up tomorrow with a wild
hair she could go blonde. The chameleon stratelggn@e colors every day and drive
‘em crazy. Clairol had at least eighty-five shades.

She was dead tired but afraid of sleep. She hadawst her friend from the Sheraton
during the day, but the more she moved around thre thhe faces looked the same. He
was out there, she knew. And he had friends. If twaild assassinate Rosenberg and
Jensen, and knock off Thomas Callahan, she wouihbg.

She couldn’t go near her car, and she didn't wamnént one. Rentals leave records. And
they were probably watching. She could fly, buttiaere stalking the airports. Take a
bus, but she’d never bought a ticket or seen thidénof a Greyhound.

And after they realized she had disappeared, tfmydrexpect her to run. She was just
an amateur, a little college girl brokenheartedraftatching her man blown to bits and



fried. She would make a mad dash somewhere, getfdé city, and they would pick
her off.

She rather liked the city at this moment. It hadiion hotel rooms, almost as many
alleys and dives and bars, and it always had crafgsople strolling along Bourbon,
Chartres, Dauphine, and Royal. She knew it wefieemlly the Quarter, where life was
within walking distance. She would move from hdtehotel for a few days, until when?
She didn’'t know when. She didn’t know why. Moving§ seemed intelligent under the
circumstances. She would stay off the streetseamtbrnings, and try to sleep then. She
would change clothes and hats and sunglasses. @lid start smoking, and keep one in
her face. She would move until she got tired of mgythen she might leave. It was okay
to be scared. She had to keep thinking. She wauldve.

She thought of calling the cops, but not now. Ttomk names and kept records, and they
could be dangerous. She thought of calling Thorbesther in Mobile, but there wasn’t a
single thing the poor man could do to help hehit moment. She thought of calling the
dean, but how could she explain the brief, Gavinhéek, the FBI, the car bomb,
Rosenberg and Jensen, and her on the run and trekend believable. Forget the dean.
She didn’t like him anyway. She thought of callengouple of friends from law school,
but people talk, and people listen, and they cobeldut there listening to the people
talking about poor Callahan. She wanted to talklice Stark, her best friend. Alice was
worried, and Alice would go to the cops and tedirthher friend Darby Shaw was
missing. She would call Alice tomorrow.

She dialed room service, and ordered a Mexicaml sald a bottle of red wine. She
would drink all of it, then sit in a chair with tiMace and watch the door until she fell
asleep.

Gminski’s limo made a wild U-turn on Canal as ibwned the street, and came to a
sudden stop in front of the Sheraton. Both rearsiiew open. Gminski was out first,
followed quickly by three aides who scurried afien with bags and briefcases.

It was almost 2 A.M., and the Director was obvigusala hurry. He did not stop at the
front desk, but went straight for the elevatorse &ides ran behind him and held the
elevator door for him, and no one spoke as theg tgaisix floors.

Three of his agents were waiting in a corner roOme of them opened the door, and
Gminski barged through it without any sort of ginegt The aides threw the bags on one
bed. The Director yanked off his jacket and threim & chair.

“Where is she?” he snapped at an agent by the paiMeoten. The one named Swank
opened the curtains, and Gminski walked to the axind



Swank was pointing to the Marriott, across theeitemd down a block. “She’s on the
fifteenth floor, third room from the street, lighdase still on.”

Gminski stared at the Marriott. “You're certain?”
“Yes. We saw her go in, and she paid with a crealid.”

“Poor kid,” Gminski said as he walked away from Wiadow. “Where was she last
night?”

“Holiday Inn on Royal. Paid with a credit card.”
“Have you seen anyone following her?” the Dire@sked.
“No.”

“I need some water,” he said to an aide, who juntpadrd the ice bucket and rattled
cubes.

Gminski sat on the edge of the bed, laced his feggether, and cracked every possible
knuckle. “What do you think?” he asked Hooten, algest of the three agents.

“They’re chasing her. They're looking under roc&be’s using credit cards. She’ll be
dead in forty-eight hours.”

“She’s not completely stupid,” Swank inserted. “Sh¢ her hair and colored it black.
She’s moving around. It's apparent she has no ptalesave the city any time soon. I'll
give her seventy-two hours before they find her.”

Gminski sipped his water. “This means her littleebis directly on point. And it means
our friend is now a very desperate man. Where?S he

Hooten answered quickly. “We have no idea.”
“We have to find him.”
“He hasn’t been seen in three weeks.”

Gminski set the glass on the desk, and pickedropma key. “So what do you think?” he
asked Hooten.

“Do we bring her in?” Hooten asked.

“It won't be easy,” Swank said. “She may have a.dgadmmeone could get hurt.”



“She’s a scared kid,” Gminski said. “She’s alsawlian, not a member. We can’t go
around snatching civilians off the sidewalk.”

“Then she won't last long,” Swank said.
“How do you take her?” Gminski asked.

“There are ways,” Hooten answered. “Catch her ersthreet. Go to her room. | could be
inside her room in less than ten minutes if | tefht now. It's not that difficult. She’s not
a pro.”

Gminski paced slowly around the room and everyoateked him. He glanced at his
watch. “I'm not inclined to take her. Let’s sleequf hours, and meet here at six-thirty.
Sleep on it. If you can convince me to snatch tiem I'll say do it. Okay?” They nodded
obediently.

The wine worked. She dozed in the chair, then niatdethe bed and slept hard. The
phone was ringing. The bedspread was hanging tihabe and her feet were on the
pillows. The phone was ringing. The eyelids wereedltogether. The mind was numb
and lost in dreams, but somewhere in the deepseses®mething worked and told her
the phone was ringing.

The eyes opened but saw little. The sun was ugights were on, and she stared at the
phone. No, she did not ask for a wake-up call. tBbaght about this for a second, then
she was certain. No wake-up call. She sat on the efithe bed and listened to it ring.
Five times, ten, fifteen, twenty. It would not st@puld be a wrong number, but they
would stop after twenty rings.

It was not a wrong number. The cobwebs began tr,cdad she moved closer to the
phone. With the exception of the registration clanki maybe his boss, and perhaps room
service, not a single living soul knew she wasia toom. She had ordered food, but
made no other calls.

It stopped ringing. Good, wrong number. She walkethhe bathroom, and it was ringing
again. She counted. After the fourteenth ring,|éteal the receiver. “Hello.”

“Darby, it's Gavin Verheek. Are you okay?”
She sat on the bed. “How’d you get the number?”

“We have ways. Listen, have—"



“Wait, Gavin. Wait a minute. Let me think. The citechrd, right?”

“Yes. The credit card. The paper trail. It's thelFBarby. We have ways. It's not that
difficult.”

“Then they could do it too.”
“l suppose. Stay in the small joints and pay wakit”

There was a thick knot in her stomach, and shé&chted on the bed. Just like that. Not
difficult. The paper trail. She could be dead. &dllalong the paper trail.

“Darby, are you there?”

“Yes.” She looked at the door to make sure it wased. “Yes, I'm here.”

“Are you safe?”

“I thought so.”

“We’ve got some information. There will be a menabservice tomorrow at three on
campus, with burial afterward in the city. I'vekad! to his brother, and the family wants
me to serve as a pallbearer. I'll be there toniptitink we should meet.”

“Why should we meet?”

“You've got to trust me, Darby. Your life is in dger right now, and you need to listen to
me.”

“What're you guys up to?”

There was a pause. “What do you mean?”

“What did Director Voyles say?”

“I haven't talked to him.”

“I thought you were his attorney, so to speak. \Whisie matter, Gavin?”
“We’re taking no action at this time.”

“And what might that mean, Gavin? Talk to me.”

“That’s why we need to meet. | don't want to dcstbver the phone.”



“The phone is working fine, and it's all you're ggito get right now. So let’s have it,
Gavin.”

“Why won't you trust me?” He was wounded.

“I'm hanging up, okay? | don't like this. If you g& know where | am, then someone
could be out there in the hallway waiting.”

“Nonsense, Darby. You've got to use your head. Had your room number for an hour,
and done nothing but call. We’re on your side, éaw”’

She thought about this. It made sense, but theydwaml her so easily. “I'm listening.
You haven't talked to the Director, but the FBE&ing no action. Why not?”

“I'm not sure. He made the decision yesterday kludf the pelican brief, and gave
instructions to leave it alone. That's all | cahhyeu.”

“That’s not very much. Does he know about Thomas@dhe know that I'm supposed
to be dead because | wrote it and forty-eight haftesr Thomas gave it to you, his old
buddy from law school, they, whoever in hell theg,dried to kill both of us? Does he
know all this, Gavin?”

“I don’t think so.”

“That means no, doesn'’t it?”

“Yes. It means no.”

“Okay, listen to me. Do you think he was killed base of the brief?”

“Probably.”

“That means yes, doesn't it?”

“YeS_”

“Thanks. If Thomas was murdered because of thé, thien we know who killed him.
And if we know who killed Thomas, then we know whkibed Rosenberg and Jensen.
Right?”

Verheek hesitated.

“Just say yes, dammit!” Darby snapped.

“I'll say probably.”



“Fine. Probably means yes for a lawyer. | know kie best you can do. It's a very strong
probability, yet you're telling me the FBI is bangi off my little suspect.”

“Settle down, Darby. Let’'s meet tonight and talloabit. | could save your life.”

She carefully laid the receiver under a pillow, avalked to the bathroom. She brushed
her teeth and what was left of her hair, then thitestoiletries and change of clothes into
a new canvas bag. She put on the parka, cap, agthsses, and quietly closed the door
behind her. The hall was empty. She walked up tigbtt to the seventeenth, then took
the elevator to the tenth, then casually walkedrdtam flights to the lobby. The door
from the stairway opened near the rest rooms, hadvais quickly inside the women'’s.

The lobby appeared to be deserted. She went &l aletked the door, and waited for a
while.

Friday morning in the Quarter. The air was cool aleén without the lingering smell of
food and sin. Eight A.M. too early for people. Steked a few blocks to clear her head
and plan the day. On Dumaine near Jackson Squar®shd a coffee shop she’'d seen
before. It was nearly empty and had a pay photieeack. She poured her own thick
coffee, and set it on a table near the phone. 8hlel talk here.

Verheek was on the phone in less than a minute listening,” he said.

“Where will you stay tonight?” she asked, watchihg front door.

“Hilton, by the river.”

“I know where it is. I'll call late tonight or earlin the morning. Don’t track me again.
I’'m into cash now. No plastic.”

“That’'s smart, Darby. Keep moving.”

“I may be dead by the time you get here.”

“No, you won’t. Can you find a Washington Post daivare?”
“Maybe. Why?”

“Get one quick. This morning’s. Nice little storp@ut Rosenberg and Jensen and
perhaps who done it.”

“| can’t wait. I'll call later.”



The first newsstand did not have the Post. Sheagiged toward Canal, covering her
tracks, watching her rear, down St. Ann, alongahique shops on Royal, through the
seedy bars on both sides of Bienville, and fintlyhe French Market along Decatur and
North Peters. She was quick but nonchalant. Shkeedakith an air of business, her eyes
darting in all directions behind the shades. Iithere back there somewhere in the
shadows watching and keeping up, they were good.

She bought a Post and a Times-Picayune from a aldew@ndor, and found a table in a
deserted corner of Café du Monde.

Front page. Citing a confidential source, the stwglt on the legend of Khamel and his
sudden involvement in the killings. In his youngays, it said, he had killed for his
beliefs, but now he just did it for money. Lotsnebney, speculated a retired intelligence
expert who allowed himself to be quoted but celyanot identified. The photos were
blurred and indistinct, but ominous beside eaclkmthhey could not be of the same
person. But then, said the expert, he was unidablif and had not been photographed in
over a decade.

A waiter finally made it by, and she ordered coffeel a plain bagel. The expert said
many thought he was dead. Interpol believed hekhigdl as recently as six months ago.
The expert doubted he would travel by commercialTdie FBI had him at the top of
their list.

She opened the New Orleans paper slowly. Thomasalichake page one, but his
picture was on page two with a long story. The cepee treating it as a homicide, but
there wasn’t much to go on. A white female had ksssn in the area shortly before the
explosion. The law school was in shock, accordinthé dean. The cops said little.
Services were tomorrow on campus. A horrible mistakd been made, the dean said. If
it was murder, then someone had obviously killedtinong person.

Her eyes were wet, and suddenly she was afraich agfaybe it was simply a mistake. It
was a violent city with crazy people, and maybe sone got their wires crossed and the
wrong car was chosen. Maybe there was no one et #talking her.

She put the sunglasses on and looked at his phiogy. had pulled it from the law school
annual, and there was that smirk he habitually wdren he was the professor. He was
clean shaven, and so handsome.

Grantham’s Khamel story electrified Washington Ryianorning. It mentioned neither
the memo nor the White House, so the hottest gart@nin was speculating about the
source.



The game was especially hot in the Hoover Buildinghe office of the Director, Eric
East and K. O. Lewis paced nervously about whilgl¥®talked to the President for the
third time in two hours. Voyles was cussing, noedily at the President, but all around
him. He cussed Coal, and when the President cilesgdd Voyles suggested they set up
the polygraph, strap in everyone on his staff, iveigig with Coal, and just see where the
damned leaks were coming from. Yes, hell yes, log)&s, would take the test, and so
would everyone who worked in the Hoover Buildingndihey cussed back and forth.
Voyles was red and sweating, and the fact thatdeyelling into the telephone and the
President was on the other end receiving all ttatened not a bit. He knew Coal was
listening somewhere.

Evidently, the President gained control of the @osation and launched into a long-
winded sermon of some sort. Voyles wiped his foaehaith a handkerchief, sat in his
ancient leather swivel, and began controlled bregtto lower the pressure and pulse. He
had survived one heart attack and was due for anadhd had told K. O. Lewis many
times that Fletcher Coal and his idiot boss wouwdeheually kill him. But he’d said that
about the last three Presidents. He pinched therfakles on his forehead and sunk
lower into the chair. “We can do that, Mr. PresideHe was almost pleasant now. He
was a man of swift and radical mood swings, andienly before their eyes he was
courteous. A real charmer. “Thank you, Mr. PresidElhbe there tomorrow.”

He hung up gently, and spoke with his eyes clo%¢el wants us to place that Post
reporter under surveillance. Says we've done ibigefso will we do it again? | told him
we would.”

“What type of surveillance?” asked K.O.

“Let’s just follow him in the city. Around the cl&owith two men. See where he goes at
night, who he sleeps with. He’s single, isn’'t he?”

“Divorced seven years ago,” Lewis answered.

“Make damned sure we don’t get caught. Do it witkinpclothes, and switch ‘em up
every three days.”

“Does he really believe the leaks are coming fr@®"u

“No, | don’t think so. If we were leaking, why walihe want us to trail the reporter? |
think he knows it's his own people. And he wantsdtch them.”

“It's a small favor,” Lewis added helpfully.

“Yeah. Just don't get caught, okay?”



The office of L. Matthew Barr was tucked away oa third floor of a tacky and

decaying office building on M Street in Georgetowhere were no signs on the doors.
An armed guard in a coat and tie turned people aw#lye elevator. The carpet was worn
and the furniture was old. Dust covered it, anglas apparent the Unit spent no money
on housekeeping. Barr ran the Unit, which was asffigmal, hidden, little division of the
Committee to Reelect the President. CRP had asu#tst of plush offices across the river
in Rosslyn. It had windows that opened and sedestarho smiled and maids that
cleaned every night. But not this dump.

Fletcher Coal stepped off the elevator and nodd#ueasecurity guard, who nodded back
without making another move. They were old acqaaioés. He made his way through
the small maze of dingy offices in the directiorBafrr’'s. Coal took pride in being honest
with himself, and he honestly did not fear any nmawashington, maybe with the
possible exception of Matthew Barr. Sometimes laecfe him, sometimes not, but he
always admired him.

Barr was an ex-Marine, ex-CIA, ex-spy with two f@joconvictions for security scams
from which he earned millions and buried the moméy had served a few months in one
of the country clubs, but no real time. Coal hagspeally recruited Barr to head the Unit,
which officially did not exist.

It had an annual budget of four million, all casbni various slush funds, and Barr
supervised a small band of highly trained thugs aietly did the work of the Unit.

Barr's door was always locked. He opened it and €ontered. The meeting would be
brief, as usual.

“Let me guess,” Barr started. “You want to find teak.”

“In a way, yes. | want you to follow this report&@rantham, around the clock and see
who he’s talking to. He’s getting some awfully gagidff, and I'm afraid it's coming
from us.”

“You're leaking like cardboard.”

“We’ve got some problems, but the Khamel story wadant. Did it myself.”

Barr smiled at this. “I thought so. It seemed ttean and pat.”

“Did you ever run across Khamel?”

“No. Ten years ago we were sure he was dead. lds likhat way. He has no ego, so
he’ll never get caught. He can live in a paper kha&Gao Paulo for six months, eating



roots and rats, then fly off to Rome to murder@ainat, then off to Singapore for a few
months. He doesn’t read his press clippings.”

“How old is he?”

“Why are you interested?”

“I'm fascinated. | think | know who hired him tolkRosenberg and Jensen.”

“Oh, really. Can you share this bit of gossip?”

“No. Not yet.”

“He’s between forty and forty-five, which is notathold, but he killed a Lebanese general
when he was fifteen. So he’s had a long carees ihall legend, you understand. He can
kill with either hand, either foot, a car key, anp#, whatever. He’s an expert marksman
with all weapons. Speaks twelve languages. Youaardh all this, haven’'t you?”

“Yeah, but it's fun.”

“Okay. He’s believed to be the most proficient axgensive assassin in the world. In his
early years he was just another terrorist, but &g mwuch too talented for simple bomb
throwing. So he became an assassin for hire. Heitsader now, and kills just for
money.”

“How much money?”

“Good question. He’s probably in the ten-to-twentifion-a-job range, and there’s not
but one other guy | know of in that league. Onethdelieves he shares it with other
terrorist groups. No one knows, really. Let me gugsu want me to find Khamel and
bring him back alive.”

“You leave Khamel alone. | sort of like the work die here.”

“He’s very talented.”

“I want you to follow Gray Grantham and find out avhe’s talking to.”

“Any ideas?”

“A couple. There’s a man by the name of Milton Havweho works as a janitor in the
West Wing.” Coal threw an envelope on the desk.’sHbeen around for a long time,
appears to be half blind, but I think he sees aatda lot. Follow him for a week or two.

Everyone calls him Sarge. Make plans to take hitrf ou

“This is great, Coal. We're spending all this moneyrack blind Negroes.”



“Just do as | say. Make it three weeks.” Coal stamod headed for the door.
“So you know who hired the killer?” Barr said.

“We're getting close.”

“The Unit is more than anxious to help.”

“I'm sure.”

Mrs. Chen owned the duplex, and had been rentmgtier half to female law students
for fifteen years. She was picky but private, aadd and let live as long as all was quiet.
It was six blocks from campus.

It was dark when she answered the door. The pensdine porch was an attractive young
lady with short dark hair and a nervous smile. \ieeyous.

Mrs. Chen frowned at her until she spoke.

“I'm Alice Stark, a friend of Darby’s. May | com@&?” She glanced over her shoulder.
The street was quiet and still. Mrs. Chen livedchalaith the doors and windows locked
tightly, but she was a pretty girl with an innocentile, and if she was a friend of
Darby’s, then she could be trusted. She openeddbe and Alice was inside.
“Something’s wrong,” Mrs. Chen said.

“Yes. Darby is in a bit of trouble, but we can’lik@about it. Did she call this afternoon?”
“Yes. She said a young woman would look throughapeartment.”

Alice breathed deeply and tried to appear calnil jiist take a minute. She said there
was a door through a wall somewhere. | prefer moise the front or rear doors.” Mrs.

Chen frowned and her eyes asked, Why not? butastiensthing.

“Has anyone been in the apartment in the last ays®’ Alice asked. She followed Mrs.
Chen down a narrow hallway.

“I've seen no one. There was a knock early yestebadore the sun, but | didn’t look.”
She moved a table away from a door, pushed a keyndr and opened it.



Alice stepped in front of her. “She wanted me targalone, okay?” Mrs. Chen wanted
to check it out, but she nodded and closed the beloind Alice. It opened into a tiny
hallway that was suddenly dark. To the left wasdbe, and a light switch that couldn’t
be used. Alice froze in the darkness. The apartmastblack and hot with a thick smell
of old garbage. She’d expected to be alone, butvsisea second-year law student,
dammit!, not some hotshot private detective.

Get a grip. She fumbled through a large purse andd a pencil-thin flashlight. There
were three of them in there. Just in case. In oasdat? She didn't know. Darby had
been quite specific. No lights could be seen thinaig windows. They could be
watching.

Who in hell are they? Alice wanted to know. Darlgrnck know, said she would explain
it later but first the apartment had to be examined

Alice had been in the apartment a dozen timesdrp#st year, but she’d been allowed to
enter through the front door with a full array igfits and other conveniences. She had
been in all the rooms, and felt confident she cdedd around in the darkness. The
confidence was gone. Vanished. Replaced with triexgliéar.

Get a grip. You're all alone. They wouldn’t camg bere with a nosy woman next door.
If they had indeed been here, it was only for afbisit.

After staring at the end of it, she determined thatflashlight worked. It glowed with all
the energy of a fading match. She pointed it aflteg, and saw a faint round circle the
size of a small orange. The circle was shaking.

She tiptoed around a corner in the direction ofdée. Darby said there was a small lamp
on the bookshelves next to the television, andttiatight was always on. She used it as
a nightlight, and it was supposed to cast a fdmwgcross the den to the kitchen. Either
Darby lied, or the bulb was gone, or someone hadnewed it. It didn’t matter, really, at
this point, because the den and kitchen were [ttabk.

She was on the rug in the center of the den, igctuward the kitchen table where there
was supposed to be a computer. She kicked theadhbe coffee table, and the flashlight
quit. She shook it. Nothing. She found number twithe purse.

The odor was heavier in the kitchen. The computes @n the table along with an
assortment of empty files and casebooks. She exahtite mainframe with her dinky

little light. The power switch was on the front.éSbushed it, and the monochrome screen
slowly warmed up. It emitted a greenish light tbatered the table but did not escape the
kitchen.

Alice sat down in front of the keyboard and begaoking. She found Menu, then List,
then Files. The Directory covered the screen. 8ldies] it closely. There were supposed
to be somewhere around forty entries, but she samoare than ten. Most of the hard-



drive memory was gone. She turned on the lasetgpriand within seconds the Directory
was on paper. She tore it off and stuffed it inghese.

She stood with her flashlight and inspected théedaround the computer. Darby
estimated the number of floppy disks at twenty,thay were all gone. Not a single
floppy. The casebooks were for con law and civilgedure, and so dull and generic no
one would want them. The red expandable files wtxeked neatly together, but empty.

It was a clean, patient job. He or they had speaugle of hours erasing and gathering,
then left with no more than one briefcase or bagaouafds.

In the den by the television, Alice peeked outdite window. The red Accord was still
there, not four feet from the window. It lookeddin

She twisted the bulb in the nightlight, and quickigked the switch on, then off. Worked
perfectly. She unscrewed it just as he or theyléthdt.

Her eyes had focused—she could see the outlingsaré and furniture. She turned the
computer off, and eased through the den to the hall

Mrs. Chen was waiting exactly where she’d left H@kay?” she asked.

“Everything’s fine,” Alice said. “Just watch it reelose. I'll call you in a day or two to
see if anyone has been by. And please, don'tngiae | was here.”

Mrs. Chen listened intently as she moved the tableont of the door. “What about her
car?”

“It’ll be fine. Just watch it.”
“Is she all right?”

They were in the den, almost to the front door.€’'Slgonna be fine. | think she’ll be
back in a few days. Thank you, Mrs. Chen.”

Mrs. Chen closed the door, bolted it, and watchechfthe small window. The lady was
on the sidewalk, then gone in the darkness.

Alice walked three blocks to her car.

Friday night in the Quarter! Tulane played in theni® tomorrow, then the Saints on
Sunday, and the rowdies were out by the thousgraaking everywhere, blocking streets,



roaming in noisy mobs, drinking from go cups, cravgdbars, just having a delightful
time raising hell and enjoying themselves. The tr@earter was gridlocked by nine.

Alice parked on Poydras, far away from where shetadto park, and was an hour late
when she arrived at the crowded oyster bar oneéd¢rPdeep in the Quarter. There were
no tables. They were packed three deep at the&Sharretreated to a corner with a
cigarette machine, and surveyed the people. Most stedents in town for the game.

A waiter walked directly to her. “Are you lookingrfanother female?” he asked.

She hesitated. “Well, yes.”

He pointed beyond the bar. “Around the cornert fio®m on the right, there’s some
small tables. | think your friend is there.”

Darby was in a tiny booth, crouched over a beeidavith sunglasses and a hat. Alice
squeezed her hand. “It's good to see you.” Shaedutie hairdo, and was amused by it.
Darby removed the sunglasses. The eyes were retiratd

“l didn’t know who else to call.”

Alice listened with a blank face, unable to thifflsomething appropriate and unable to
take her eyes off the hair. “Who did the hair?” akked.

“Nice, huh? It's sort of the punk look, which | i is making a comeback and will
certainly impress folks when | start interviewiray & job.”

“Why?”

“Someone tried to kill me, Alice. My name’s on stlihat some very nasty people are
holding. | think they’re following me.”

“Kill? Did you say ‘kill"? Who would want to kill yu, Darby?”

“I'm not sure. What about my apartment?”

Alice stopped looking at the hair, and handed hemtrintout of the Directory. Darby
studied it. It was real. This was not a dream omiistake. The bomb had found the right
car. Rupert and the cowboy had had their handsaonThe face she had seen was
looking for her. They had gone to her apartmentemaded what they wanted to erase.
They were out there.

“What about floppies?”

“None. Not a single one. The expandable files @nkikchen table were placed together
real neat and are real empty. Everything else appgede in order. They unscrewed the



bulb in the nightlight, so there’s total darkndsshecked it. Works fine. These are very
patient people.”

“What about Mrs. Chen?”
“She’s seen nothing.”

Darby stuffed the printout into a pocket. “Look,dd, suddenly I'm very scared. You
don’t need to be seen with me. Maybe this was muical idea.”

“Who are these people?”

“I don’t know. They killed Thomas, and they triemkill me. | got lucky, and now
they’re after me.”

“But why, Darby?”

“You don’'t want to know, and I'm not going to telthe more you know, the more
danger you're in. Trust me, Alice. | can'’t tell yadnat | know.”

“But | won't tell. | swear.”

“What if they make you tell?”

Alice glanced around as if all was fine. She stddier friend. They had been close since
freshman orientation. They had studied hours tage#hared notes, sweated exams,
teamed up for mock trials, gossiped about men.eAlias hopefully the only student who
knew about Darby and Callahan. “I want to help,liyai’'m not afraid.”

Darby had not touched the beer. She slowly spubatite. “Well, I'm terrified. | was
there when he died, Alice. The ground shook. He blasn to pieces and | was
supposed to be with him. It was intended for me.”

“Then go to the cops.”

“Not yet. Maybe later. I'm afraid to. Thomas weatthe FBI, and two days later we were
supposed to be dead.”

“So the FBI is after you?”

“I don’t think so. They started talking, and someavas listening very closely, and it
found the wrong ears.”

“Talked about what? Come on, Darby. It's me. Yoestfriend. Stop playing games.”



Darby took the first tiny swallow from the bottEEeye contact was avoided. She stared at
the table. “Please, Alice. Allow me to wait. They@o sense telling you something that
could get you killed.” A long pause. “If you warmt lhelp, go to the memorial service
tomorrow. Watch everything. Spread the word thalled you from Denver where I'm
staying with an aunt with a name you don’t knowd #mat I've dropped out this semester
but I'll be back in the spring. Make sure that rurgets started. | think some people will
be listening carefully.”

“Okay. The paper mentioned a white female neastieme when he was killed, as if she
might be a suspect or something.”

“Or something. | was there and | was supposed @ \detim. I'm reading the papers
with a magnifying glass. The cops are clueless.”

“Okay, Darby. You're smarter than | am. You're steathan every person I've ever met.
So what now?”

“First, go out the back door. There’s a white dabthe end of the hall where the rest
rooms are. It goes into a storage room, then t&itbben, then out the back door. Don’t
stop. The alley leads to Royal. Catch a cab aredbétk to your car. Watch your rear.”
“Are you serious?”

“Look at this hair, Alice. Would | mutilate mysdike this if | was playing games?”
“Okay, okay. Then what?”

“Go to the service tomorrow, start the rumor, aticcéll you within two days.”

“Where are you staying?”

“Here and there. | move around a lot.”

Alice stood and pecked her on the cheek. Then sisegane.

For two hours, Verheek stomped the floor, pickipgnagazines, tossing them around,
ordering room service, unpacking, stomping. Thertiie next two hours, he sat on the
bed, sipping a hot beer and staring at the phoaevéuld do this until midnight, he told
himself, and then, well, then what?

She said she would call.



He could save her life if she would only call.

At midnight, he threw another magazine and leftrthean. An agent in the New Orleans
office had helped a little, and given him a cougfiéaw school hangouts close to campus.
He would go there and mix and mingle, drink a bard listen. The students were in
town for the game. She wouldn’t be there, and o't matter because he’d never seen
her. But maybe he would hear something, and hedainalp a name, leave a card, make a
friend who knew her or maybe knew someone who KmemwA long shot, but a helluva
lot more productive than staring at the phone.

He found a seat at the bar in a joint called Btaris, three blocks from campus. It had a
nice little varsity look to it with football schebs and pinups on the walls. The crowd
was rowdy and under thirty.

The bartender looked like a student. After two betire crowd thinned and the bar was
half empty. There would be another wave in a moment

Verheek ordered number three. It was one-thirtye“pou a law student?” he asked the
bartender.

“Afraid so.”
“It's not that bad, is it?”
He was wiping around the peanuts. “I've had more”fu

Verheek longed for the bartenders who served hes indaw school. Those guys knew
the art of conversation. Never met a stranger. &btkut anything.

“I'm a lawyer,” Verheek said in desperation.

Oh, hey, wow, this guy’s a lawyer. How rare. Sonmeespecial. The kid walked off.

Little son of a bitch. | hope you flunk out. Verlkegrabbed his bottle and turned to face
the tables. He felt like a grandfather amid thédcbn. Though he hated law school and
the memories of it, there had been some long Fmmilglyts in the bars of Georgetown
with his pal Callahan. Those were good memories.

“So what kind of law?” The bartender was back. @durned to the bar, and smiled.

“Special counsel, FBI.”

He was still wiping. “So you're in Washington?”



“Yeah, in town for the game Sunday. I'm a Redskieak.” He hated the Redskins and
every other organized football team. Don’t getkltestarted on football. “Where do you
go to school?”

“Here. Tulane. I'll finish in May.”

“Then where?”

“Probably Cincinnati for a clerkship for a yearteo.”

“You must be a good student.”

He shrugged it off. “You need a beer?”

“No. Did you have Thomas Callahan?”

“Sure. You know him?”

“I was in law school with him at Georgetown.” Vegkepulled a card from his pocket
and handed it to the kid. “I'm Gavin Verheek.” Tkid looked at it, then politely laid it
next to the ice. The bar was quiet and the kid tivad of chitchat.

“Do you know a student by the name of Darby Shaw?”

The kid glanced at the tables. “No. | haven’t met, fbut | know who she is. | think she’s
second year.” A long, rather suspicious pause. “¥Why

“We need to talk to her.” We, as in FBI. Not simplg, as in Gavin Verheek. The “we”
part sounded much graver. “Does she hang out efher

“I've seen her a few times. She’s hard to miss.”
“I've heard.” Gavin looked at the tables. “Do ydunk these guys might know her?”

“Doubt it. They're all first year. Can't you tellPhey’re over there arguing property
rights and search and seizure.”

“Yeah, those were the days.” Gavin pulled a doasdsfrom his pocket and laid them
on the bar. “I'll be at the Hilton for a few daybyou see her, or hear anything, drop one
of these.”

“Sure. There was a cop in last night asking quasti®you don’t think she was involved
in his death?”

“No, not at all. We just need to talk to her.”



“I'll keep my eyes open.”

Verheek paid for the beer, thanked the kid agaid,waas on the sidewalk. He walked
three blocks to the Half Shell. It was almost tiWe. was dead tired, half drunk, and a
band cranked up the second he walked through the d@be place was dark, packed, and
fifty fraternity joes with their sorority sues weramediately dancing on tables. He
weaved through the uprising and found safety irbéek near the bar. They were three
deep, shoulder to shoulder, and no one moved. &eed his way forward, got a beer to
be cool, and realized again he was by far the blles there. He retreated to a dark but
crowded corner. It was hopeless. He couldn’t h@asélf think, let alone carry on a
conversation.

He watched the bartenders—all young, all studdrts.oldest looked late twenties, and
he rang up check after check as if he was closiigHis moves were hurried, as if it was
time to go. Gavin studied every move.

He quickly untied his apron, flung it in a cornducked under the bar, and was gone.
Gavin elbowed through the mob, and caught him astdmped through the kitchen door.
He had an FBI business card ready. “I'm sorry. \fath the FBI.” He stuck the card in

his face. “Your name is?”

The kid froze, and looked wildly at Verheek. “Ulguntain. Jeff Fountain.”

“Fine, Jeff. Look, nothing’s wrong, okay? Just aigle of questions.” The kitchen had
shut down hours ago, and they were alone. “Justaadecond.”

“Well, okay. What's up?”

“You're a law student, right?” Please say yes. fdend said most of the bartenders here
were law students.

“Yes. At Loyola.”

“Loyola! Where the hell! Yeah, well, that's whathought. You've heard about Professor
Callahan at Tulane. Funeral's tomorrow.”

“Sure. It's all over the papers. Most of my friergtsto Tulane.”

“Do you know a second-year student there by theenaharby Shaw? Very attractive
female.”

Fountain smiled. “Yeah, she dated a friend of ni@s¢ year. She’s in here occasionally.”
“How long ago?”

“It's been a month or two. What's wrong?”



“We need to talk to her.” He handed Fountain akstdcards. “Hang on to these. I'll be
at the Hilton for a few days. If you see her arqundf you hear anything, drop one of
these.”

“What might | hear?”

“Something about Callahan. We need to see hebexhlokay?”

“Sure.” He stuck the cards in a pocket.

Verheek thanked him and returned to the revelryindeed through the mob, listening to
the attempts at conversation. A fresh mob was ieigteand he wrestled his way out the
door. He was too old for this.

Six blocks away, he parked illegally in front ofraternity house next to the campus. His
last stop for the night would be a dark little pball, which, at the moment, was not
crowded. He paid for beer at the bar, and survélyeglace. There were four pool tables
and the action was light. A young man in a T-shatked to the bar and ordered another
beer. The shirt was green and gray with the wotdsANE LAW SCHOOL stamped
across the front with what appeared to be an inndatgification number under the
words.

Verheek spoke without hesitating. “You a law stu@én

The young man glanced at him while pulling moneyfrhis jeans. “Afraid so.”

“Did you know Thomas Callahan?”

“Who are you?”

“FBI. Callahan was a friend of mine.”

The student sipped the beer and was suspiciougaslin his con law class.”

Bingo! So was Darby. Verheek tried to appear ungsted. “Do you know Darby
Shaw?”

“Why do you want to know?”
“We need to talk to her. That's all.”

“Who is we?” The student was even more suspiciblestook a step closer to Gavin as if
he wanted some hard answers.

“FBI,” Verheek said nonchalantly.



“You got a badge or something?”

“Sure,” he said as he pulled a card from his packie¢ student read it carefully, then
handed it back. “You're a lawyer, not an agent.”

This was a very valid point, and the lawyer knewnwild lose his job if his boss knew
he was asking questions and in general impersanatiragent. “Yes, I'm a lawyer.
Callahan and | were in law school together.”

“Then why do you want to see Darby Shaw?”

The bartender had eased closer and was eavesdyoppin

“Do you know her?”

“l don’t know,” the student said, and it was obwddwe did in fact know her but was not
about to talk. “Is she in trouble?”

“No. You know her, don’t you?”

“Maybe. Maybe not.”

“Look, what’s your name?”

“Show me a badge, and I'll tell you my name.”

Gavin took a long drink from the bottle and smi&dhe bartender. “I need to see her,

okay? It's very important. I'll be at the Hiltonrfa few days. If you see her, ask her to
call.” He offered the card to the student, who ledlat it and walked away.

At three, he unlocked the door to his room, anctkée the phone. No messages.
Wherever Darby was, she still had not called. Asagnof course, she was still alive.

Garcia called for the last time. Grantham tookdak before dawn Saturday, less than
two hours before they were to meet for the firsteti He was backing out, he said. The
time was not right. If the story broke, then soreeypowerful lawyers and their very
rich clients would fall hard, and these people wetaccustomed to falling, and they



would take people with them. And Garcia might gaetthHe had a wife and little
daughter. He had a job that he could endure be¢hasaoney was great. Why take
chances? He had done nothing wrong. His conscieaseclear.

“Then why do you keep calling me?” Grantham asked.

“I think I know why they were killed. I'm not cerita but I've got a good idea. | saw
something, okay?”

“We’ve had this conversation for a week now, Gar¥iau saw something, or you have
something. And it's all useless unless you shaw he.” Grantham opened a file and
took out the five by sevens of the man on the phtreu’re driven by a sense of
morality, Garcia. That's why you want to talk.”

“Yeah, but there’s a chance they know that | kndhey’ve been treating me funny, as if
they want to ask if | saw it. But they can’t askcéease they’re not sure.”

“These are the guys in your firm?”
“Yeah. No. Wait. How’d you know | was in a firmhaven't told you that.”

“It's easy. You go to work too early to be a gowesnt lawyer. You're in one of those
two-hundred-lawyer firms where they expect the eisées and junior partners to work a
hundred hours a week. The first time you calledyme said you were on the way to the
office, and it was something like 5 A.M.”

“Well, well, what else do you know?”

“Not much. We're playing games, Garcia. If you'rat milling to talk, then hang up and
leave me alone. I'm losing sleep.”

“Sweet dreams.” Garcia hung up. Grantham staréukeateceiver.

Three times in the past eight years he had unltsgeghone number. He lived by the
phone, and his biggest stories came out of nowdnvgethe phone. But after or during
each big one, there had been a thousand insigmifosges from sources who felt
compelled to call at all hours of the night witleithhot little morsels. He was known as a
reporter who would face a firing squad before réugaa source, so they called and
called and called. He'd get sick of it, and geeavnunlisted number. Then hit a dry spell.
Then rush to get back in the D.C. directory.



He was there now. Gray S. Grantham. The only otledrbook. They could get him at
work twelve hours a day, but it was so much mooeeteve and private to call him at
home, especially at odd hours when he was tryirgetep.

He fumed over Garcia for thirty minutes, then tdleep. He was in a rhythm and dead to
the world when it rang again. He found it in thekshess. “Hello.”

It was not Garcia. It was a female. “Is this Gray@ham with the Washington Post?”
“Itis. And who are you?”
“Are you still on the story about Rosenberg andsdef?”

He sat in the darkness and stared at the clock-tRivty. “It's a big story. We've got a
lot of people on it, but, yes, I'm investigating.”

“Have you heard of the pelican brief?”

He breathed deeply and tried to think. “The pelibaef. No. What is it?”

“It's a harmless little theory about who killed thelt was taken to Washington last
Sunday by a man named Thomas Callahan, a profeskw at Tulane. He gave it to a
friend with the FBI, and it was passed around. §kisnowballed, and Callahan was
killed in a car bombing Wednesday night in New @nig.”

The lamp was on and he was scribbling. “Where atecalling from?”

“New Orleans. A pay phone, so don’t bother.”

“How do you know all this?”

“| wrote the brief.”

He was wide awake now, wild-eyed and breathingdtgpiOkay. If you wrote it, tell me
about it.”

“I don’t want to do it that way, because even itiytad a copy you couldn’t run the
story.”

“Try me.”
“You couldn’t. It'll take some thorough verificatic’

“Okay. We've got the Klan, the terrorist Khameletdnderground Army, the Aryans,
the—"



“Nope. None of the above. They’re a bit obviouse Thief is about an obscure suspect.”

He was pacing at the foot of the bed, holding theng. “Why can’t you tell me who it
is?”

“Maybe later. You seem to have these magical sgutcst’s see what you find.”
“Callahan will be easy to check out. That's onengoall. Give me twenty-four hours.”

“I'll try to call Monday morning. If we’re gonna dbusiness, Mr. Grantham, you must
show me something. The next time | call, tell mmsthing | don’t know.”

She was at a pay phone in the dark. “Are you irgdei’ he asked.
“I think so. But I'm okay for now.”

She sounded young, mid-twenties, maybe. She wrbtef She knew the law professor.
“Are you a lawyer?”

“No, and don’t spend your time digging after meu¥e got work to do, Mr. Grantham,
or I'll go elsewhere.”

“Fine. You need a name.”

“I've got one.”

“I mean a code name.”

“You mean like spies and all. Gee, this could befu
“Either that or give me your real name.”

“Nice try. Just call me Pelican.”

His parents were good Irish Catholics, but he lataf quit many years ago. They were
a handsome couple, dignified in mourning, well &shand dressed. He had seldom
mentioned them. They walked hand-in-hand with #st of the family into Rogers
Chapel. His brother from Mobile was shorter anckkexbmuch older. Thomas said he had
a drinking problem.

For half an hour, students and faculty had streamtedhe small chapel. The game was
tonight and there was a nice crowd on campus. &vigbn van was parked in the street.



A cameraman kept a respectable distance and shétfit of the chapel. A campus
policeman watched him carefully and kept him incpla

It was odd seeing these law students with dresstfieels and coats and ties. In a dark
room on the third floor of Newcomb Hall, the Pehcsat with her face to the window and
watched the students mill about and speak softlyfiaaish their cigarettes. Under her
chair were four newspapers, already read and disdaShe’d been there for two hours,
reading by sunlight and waiting on the service.réhgas no other place to be. She was
certain the bad guys were lurking in the bushearaddhe chapel, but she was learning
patience. She had come early, would stay latepanck in the shadows. If they found
her, maybe they would do it quick and it would ber

She gripped a wadded paper towel and dried her #ygas okay to cry now, but this
was the last one. The people were all inside, haeddlevision van left. The paper said it
was a memorial service with private burial latdnefile was no casket inside.

She had selected this moment to run, to rent argddrive to Baton Rouge, then jump
on the first plane headed to any place except Ndea@s. She would get out of the
country, perhaps Montreal or Calgary. She woule hicere for a year and hope the
crime would be solved and the bad guys put away.

But it was a dream. The quickest route to justasesmack through her. She knew more
than anyone. The Fibbies had circled close, thekdzhoff, and were now chasing who
knows who. Verheek had gotten nowhere, and he {eas to the Director. She would
have to piece it together. Her little brief hadddl Thomas, and now they were after her.
She knew the identity of the man behind the murdéRosenberg and Jensen and
Callahan, and this knowledge made her rather unique

Suddenly, she leaned forward. The tears dried ochexeks. There he was! The thin man
with the narrow face! He was wearing a coat ananié looked properly mournful as he
walked quickly to the chapel. It was him! The mae’d last seen in the lobby of the
Sheraton on, when was it, Thursday morning. She&hlialking to Verheek when he
strolled suspiciously through.

He stopped at the door, jerked his head nervouslyra—he was a klutz, really, a
giveaway. He stared for a second at three caregankocently on the street, less than
fifty yards away. He opened the door, and was énctiiapel. Beautiful. The bastards
killed him, and now they joined his family and figts for last respects.

Her nose touched the window. The cars were toavay, but she was certain there was
a man in one watching for her. Surely they knewwas not so dumb and so heartbroken
as to show up and mourn her lover. They knew Bila¢. had eluded them for two and a
half days. The tears were gone.

Ten minutes later, the thin man came out by himéeH cigarette, and strolled with
hands stuck deep in his pockets toward the three ke was sad. What a guy.



He walked in front of the cars but did not stop.affihe was out of sight, a door opened
and a man in a green Tulane sweatshirt emergedtirermiddle car. He walked down
the street after the thin one. He was not thinwde short, thick, and powerful. A regular
stump.

He disappeared down the sidewalk behind the thim, tn@hind the chapel. Darby poised
on the edge of the folding chair. Within a minutesy emerged on the sidewalk from
behind the building. They were together now, whispg but for only a moment because
the thin man peeled off and disappeared down teetstStump walked quickly to his car
and got in. He just sat there, waiting for the smr¥o break up and get one last look at
the crowd on the off chance that she was in fagtidtenough to show up.

It had taken less than ten minutes for the thin toaneak inside, scan the crowd of, say,
two hundred people, and determine she was not.tRerbaps he was looking for the red

hair. Or bleached blond. No, it made more senséham to have people already in there,
sitting around prayerfully and looking sad, lookiiog her or anyone who might resemble
her. They could nod or shake or wink at the thimma

This place was crawling with them.

Havana was a perfect sanctuary. It mattered nehibr a hundred countries had bounties
on his throat. Fidel was an admirer and occasioieit. They drank together, shared
women, and smoked cigars. He had the run of theepta nice little apartment on Calle
de Torre in the old section, a car with a drivebaaker who was a wizard at blitzing
money around the world, any size boat he wantedl|igary plane if needed, and plenty

of young women. He spoke the language and hisvg&snot pale. He loved the place.

He had once agreed to kill Fidel, but couldn’t idHie was in place and two hours away
from the murder, but just wouldn’t pull it off. Theewas too much admiration. It was
back in the days when he did not always kill fomap. He pulled a double cross, and
confessed to Fidel. They faked an ambush, and smnehd that the great Khamel had
been gunned down in the streets of Havana.

Never again would he travel by commercial air. phetographs in Paris were
embarrassing for such a professional. He was Idgmgpuch—qgetting careless in the
twilight of his career. Got his picture on the ftgages in America. How shameful. His
client was not pleased.

The boat was a forty-foot schooner with two crewmhers and a young woman, all
Cubans. She was below in the cabin. He had finight#dher a few minutes before they



saw the lights of Biloxi. He was all business nawgpecting his raft, packing his bag,
saying nothing. The crew members crouched on thk ded stayed away from him.

At exactly nine, they lowered the raft onto the@vate dropped his bag into it, and was
gone. They heard the trolling motor as he disagukmto the blackness of the Sound.
They were to remain anchored until dawn, then itdadck to Havana. They held perfect
papers declaring them to be Americans, in the etmyt were discovered and someone
began asking questions.

He eased patiently through the still water, doddingy lights and the sight of an
occasional small craft. He held perfect papersaad,three weapons in the bag.

It had been years since he struck twice in one mdkfter he was allegedly gunned
down in Cuba, there had been a five-year drougitteRce was his forte. He averaged
one a year.

And this little victim would go unnoticed. No oneuld suspect him. It was such a small
job, but his client was adamant and he happenbd to the neighborhood, and the
money was right, so here he was in another six+idaber raft cruising toward a beach,
hoping like hell his pal Luke would be there drekeet as a farmer, but a fisherman this
time.

This would be the last for a long time, maybe fere¥He had more money than he could
ever spend or give away. And he had started madamgl mistakes.

He saw the pier in the distance, and moved away ftoHe had thirty minutes to waste.
He followed the shoreline for a quarter of a mileen headed for it. Two hundred yards
out, he turned off the trolling motor, unhitchegdaihd dropped it into the water. He lay
low in the raft, worked a plastic oar when neceggsand gently guided himself to a dark
spot behind a row of cheap brick buildings thietfashore. He stood in two feet of
water and ripped holes in the raft with a smallkstcknife. It sank and disappeared. The
beach was deserted.

Luke was alone at the end of the pier. It was déxadeven, and he was in place with a
rod and reel. He wore a white cap, and the bill eadbsiowly back and forth as he
scanned the water in search of the raft. He chebisadatch.

Suddenly a man was beside him, appearing from ne@nhe an angel. “Luke?” the man
said.

This was not the code. Luke was startled. He hguhain the tackle box at his feet, but
there was no way. “Sam?” he asked. Maybe he haskchisomething. Maybe Khamel
couldn’t find the pier from the raft.

“Yes, Luke, it's me. Sorry about the deviation. Uiote with the raft.”



Luke’s heart settled and he breathed relief.
“Where's the vehicle?” Khamel asked.

Luke glanced at him ever so quickly. Yes, it wasKiel, and he was staring at the ocean
behind dark glasses.

Luke nodded at a building. “Red Pontiac next tolitpgor store.”

“How far to New Orleans?”

“Half an hour,” Luke said as he reeled in nothing.

Khamel stepped back, and hit him twice at the lod$kee neck. Once with each hand.
The vertebrae burst and snapped the spinal cota tall hard and moaned once.

Khamel watched him die, then found the keys in eékpt He kicked the corpse off into
the water.

Edwin Sneller or whatever his name was did not dperdoor, but quietly slid the key
under it. Khamel picked it up, and opened the dodhe next room. He walked in, and
moved quickly to the bed where he placed his ba to the window where the curtains
were open and the river was in the distance. Hegtihe curtains together, and studied
the lights of the French Quarter below.

He walked to the phone and punched Sneller's number

“Tell me about her,” Khamel said softly to the ffoo

“There are two photos in the briefcase.”

Khamel opened it and removed the photos. “I'vetbem.”

“They’re numbered, one and two. One we got fromlalmeschool yearbook. It's about a
year old, and the most current we have. It's a bjoyvom a tiny picture, so we lost a lot
of detail. The other photo is two years old. Weelifit from a yearbook at Arizona
State.”

Khamel held both pictures. “A beautiful woman.”

“Yes. Quite beautiful. All that lovely hair is gonmough. Thursday night she paid for a
hotel room with a credit card. We barely missedfr@tay morning. We found long



strands of hair on the floor and a small samplgonfiething we now know to be black
hair color. Very black.”

“What a shame.”

“We haven't seen her since Wednesday night. She\sen to be elusive—credit card for
a room Wednesday, credit card at another hotelstay; then nothing from last night.
She withdrew five thousand in cash from her chegldocount Friday afternoon, so the
trail has become cold.”

“Maybe she’s gone.”

“Could be, but I don’t think so. Someone was in &gartment last night. We’ve got the
place wired, and we were late by two minutes.”

“Moving sort of slow, aren’t you?”

“It's a big town. We’'ve camped out at the airpantlarain station. We’re watching her
mother’s house in Idaho. No sign. | think she’l Bere.”

“Where would she be?”

“Moving around, changing hotels, using pay phos&sying away from the usual places.
The New Orleans police are looking for her. Thealdd to her after the bomb
Wednesday, then lost her. We’'re looking, they’'rakiag, she’ll turn up.”

“What happened with the bomb?”

“Very simple. She didn’t get in the car.”

“Who made the bomb?”

Sneller hesitated. “Can’t say.”

Khamel smiled slightly as he took some street nfiapa the briefcase. “Tell me about
the maps.”

“Oh, just a few points of interest around town. lg&ce, his place, the law school, the
hotels she’s been to, the bomb site, a few litesIshe enjoys as a student.”

“She’s stayed in the Quarter so far.”

“She’s smart. There are a million places to hide.”



Khamel picked up the most recent photo, and séh@wther bed. He liked this face.
Even with short dark hair, it would be an intriggiface. He could kill it, but it would not
be pleasant.

“It's a shame, isn't it?” he said, almost to hinisel

“Yes. It's a shame.”

Gavin Verheek had been a tired old man when heeatin New Orleans, and after two
nights of bar-hopping he was drained and weakddedhad hit the first bar not long

after the burial, and for seven hours had sipped Wwéh the young and restless while
talking of torts and contracts and Wall Street §ramd other things he despised. He knew
he shouldn’t tell strangers he was FBI. He wasBlt Fhere was no badge.

He prowled five or six bars Saturday night. Tuléost again, and after the game the bars
filled with rowdies. Things got hopeless, and h& gumidnight.

He was sleeping hard with his shoes on when theghang. He lunged for it. “Hello!
Hello!”

“Gavin?” she asked.

“Darby! Is this you?”

“Who else?”

“Why haven'’t you called before now?”

“Please, don'’t start asking a bunch of stupid qaest I'm at a pay phone, so no funny
stuff.”

“Come on, Darby. | swear you can trust me.”
“Okay, | trust you. Now what?”

He looked at his watch, and began untying his stoesl. “Well, you tell me. What's next?
How long do you plan to hide in New Orleans?”

“How do you know I'm in New Orleans?”

He paused for a second.



“I'm in New Orleans,” she said. “And | assume yoarwme to meet with you, and
become close friends, then come in, as you saytrastlyou guys to protect me forever.”

“That’s correct. You'll be dead in a matter of dafygou don't.”

“Get right to the point, don’t you?”

“Yes. You're playing games and you don’t know whati're doing.”

“Who’s after me, Gavin?”

“Could be a number of people.”

“Who are they?”

“I don’t know.”

“Now you're playing games, Gavin. How can | trusuyif you won't talk to me?”
“Okay. | think it's safe to say your little briefttsomeone in the gut. You guessed right,
the wrong people learned of the brief, and now Ta®m dead. And they’ll kill you the
instant they find you.”

“We know who killed Rosenberg and Jensen, don't@ayin?”

“I think we do.”

“Then why doesn’t the FBI do something?”

“We may be in the midst of a cover-up.”

“Bless you for saying that. Bless you.”

“I could lose my job.”

“Who would I tell, Gavin? Who's covering up what?”

“I’'m not sure. We were very interested in the buefil the White House pressed hard,
now we’ve dismissed it.”

“I can understand that. Why do they think they kilrme and it will be kept quiet?”
“I can’'t answer that. Maybe they think you know mdr

“Can | tell you something? Moments after the bombile Thomas was in the car
burning and | was semiconscious, a cop named Rtgukime to his car and put me



inside. Another cop with cowboy boots and jeandetizasking me questions. | was sick
and in shock. They disappeared, Rupert and his cpwand they never returned. They
were not cops, Gavin. They watched the bomb, and teeplan B when | wasn’t in the
car. | didn’t know it, but | was probably a minuietwo away from a bullet in the head.”
Verheek listened with his eyes closed. “What hapden them?”

“Not sure. | think they got scared when the regdscewarmed on the scene. They
vanished. | was in their car, Gavin. They had me.”

“You have to come in, Darby. Listen to me.”

“Do you remember our phone chat Thursday morningmihsuddenly saw a face that
looked familiar and | described it to you?”

“Of course.”
“That face was at the memorial service yesterdaygawith some friends.”
“Where were you?”

“Watching. He walked in a few minutes late, stayea minutes, then sneaked out and
met with Stump.”

“Stump?”

“Yes, he’s one of the gang. Stump, Rupert, Cowlnyg, the Thin Man. Great characters.
I’'m sure there are others, but | haven’t met them’y

“The next meeting will be the last, Darby. You hamut forty-eight hours to live.”
“We’ll see. How long will you be in town?”

“A few days. I'd planned to stay until | found y6u.

“Here | am. | may call you tomorrow.”

Verheek breathed deeply. “Okay, Darby. Whateversepu Just be careful.”

She hung up. He threw the phone across the roagunsed it.



Two blocks away and fifteen floors up, Khamel stiaaéthe television and mumbled
rapidly to himself. It was a movie about peopleaihig city. They spoke English, his
third language, and he repeated every word inéss$ @peneric American tongue. He did
this for hours. He had absorbed the language widieg in Belfast, and in the past
twenty years had watched thousands of American @so¥is favorite was Three Days
of the Condor. He watched it four times beforeigared out who was killing whom and
why. He could have killed Redford.

He repeated every word out loud. He had been fsl&hglish could pass for that of an
American, but one slip, one tiny mistake, and sbeld/be gone.

The Volvo was parked in a lot a block and a halffrits owner, who paid one hundred
dollars a month for the space and for what he thbugs security. They eased through
the gate that was supposed to be locked.

It was a 1986 GL without a security system, andhwwiseconds the driver’s door was
open. One sat on the trunk and lit a cigarett@alt almost 4 A.M. Sunday.

The other one opened a small tool case he keps ipdtket, and went to work on the
yuppie car phone that Grantham had been embarrasbey. The dome light was
enough, and he worked quickly. Easy work. Withrgeeiver open, he installed a tiny
transmitter and glued it in place. A minute latex,eased out of the car and squatted at
the rear bumper. The one with the cigarette hah@tadca small black cube, which he
stuck under the car to a grille and behind thetgals. It was a magnetized transmitter,
and it would send signals for six days beforeeddand needed replacing.

They were gone in less than seven minutes. Moratagpon as he was spotted entering
the Post building on Fifteenth, they would enterdpartment and fix his phones.

Her second night in the bed and breakfast wasriiétie the first. She slept until mid-
morning. Maybe she was used to it now. She stardteaurtains over the tiny window
and determined that there had been no nightmaosesowvements in the dark with guns
and knives emerging and attacking. It was a thielavy sleep, and she studied the
curtains for a long time while the brain woke up.

She tried to be disciplined about her thinking.sTwas her fourth day as the Pelican, and
to see number five she would have to think likastiflious killer. It was day number four
of the rest of her life. She was supposed to bd.dea



But after the eyes opened, and she realized shendesd alive and safe, and the door
wasn’t squeaking and the floor wasn't cracking, #rete was no gunman lurking in the
closet, her first thought was always of Thomas. 3tneck of his death was fading, and
she found it easier to put aside the sound of xp&sion and the roar of the fire. She
knew he had been blown to pieces and killed ingtaBhe knew he did not suffer.

So she thought of other things, like the feel of Imext to her, and his whispering and
snickering when they were in bed and the sex was avd he wanted to cuddle. He was
a cuddler, and he wanted to play and kiss and €afésr the love-making. And giggle.
He loved her madly, had fallen hard, and for th&t time in his life could be silly with a
woman. Many times in the middle of his lecture® bhd thought of his cooing and
snickering, and bit her lip to keep from smiling.

She loved him too. And it hurt so badly. She wantestay in bed and cry for a week.
The day after her father’s funeral, a psychiatvead explained that the soul needs a brief,
very intense period of grieving, then it moveshe hext phase. But it must have the
pain—it must suffer without restraint before it gamoperly move on. She took his advice,
and grieved without courage for two weeks, thentiget of it and moved to the next
stage. It worked.

But it wasn’t working with Thomas. She couldn’team and throw things the way she
wanted. Rupert and Thin Man and the rest of theslvagre denying her a healthy
mourning.

After a few minutes of Thomas, she thought of thremt. Where would they be today?
Where could she go without being seen? After tvghtsi in this place, should she find
another room? Yes, she would do that. After dahlke ®Would call and reserve a room at
another tiny guest house. Where were they staywigrf® they patrolling the streets
hoping to simply bump into her? Did they know whehe was at this moment? No. She
would be dead. Did they know she was now a blonde?

The hair got her out of bed. She walked to theaniover the desk, and looked at herself.
It was even shorter now, and very white. Not ajoad She had worked on it for three
hours last night. If she lived another two day® wlould cut some more and go back to
black. If she lived another week, she might be bald

A hunger pain hit, and for a second she thoughtiatomd. She was not eating, and this
would have to change. It was almost ten. Oddl, tieid and breakfast didn’t cook on
Sunday mornings. She would venture out to find fand a Sunday Post, and to see if
they could catch her now that she was a butch lelond

She showered quickly, and the hair took less thaamate. No makeup. She put on a
new pair of Army fatigues and a new flight jackatd she was ready for battle. The eyes
were covered with aviator shades.



Although she had made a few entrances, she hagkitetl a building through the front
door in four days. She crept through the dark kitghunlocked the rear door, and stepped
into the alley behind the little inn. It was coaoloaigh to wear the flight jacket without
being suspicious. Silly, she thought. In the Fre@clarter, she could wear the hide and
head of a polar bear and not appear suspiciousw8lked briskly through the alley with
her hands deep in the fatigues and her eyes démtinipd the shades.

He saw her when she stepped onto the sidewalko@drgundy Street. The hair under
the cap was different, but she was still five-eightl she couldn’t change that. The legs
were still long and she walked a certain way, dtet #our days he could pick her out of
a crowd regardless of the face and hair. The covdoays snakeskin with pointed toes hit
the sidewalk and started following.

She was a smart girl, turning every corner, changtreets every block, walking quickly
but not too fast. He figured she was headed fdtstacSquare, where there was a crowd
on Sundays and she thought she could disappeacoblstroll about with the tourists
and the locals, maybe eat a bite, enjoy the seR,yp a paper.

Darby casually lit a cigarette and puffed as shik&eh She could not inhale. She tried
three days ago, and got dizzy. Such a nasty Hawt. ironic it would be if she lived
through all this only to die from lung cancer. Blealet her die of cancer.

He was sitting at a table in a crowded sidewalk edfthe corner of St. Peter and
Chartres, and he was less than ten feet away wieesasv him. A split second later, he
saw her, and she probably would have made it ihsiul't hesitated for a step and
swallowed hard when she saw him. He saw her, aviohpty would have been only
suspicious, but the slight hesitation and the asriook gave her away. She kept walking,
but faster now.

It was Stump. He was on his feet and weaving thndhg tables when she lost sight of
him. At ground level, he was anything but chubbg.d4é¢emed quick and muscular. She
lost him for a second on Chartres as she duckeuskeetthe arches of St. Louis
Cathedral. The church was open, and she thoughberstye should get inside, as if it
would be a sanctuary and he would not kill hereh&tes, he would kill her there, or on
the street, or in a crowd. Anywhere he caught Herwas back there, and Darby wanted
to know how fast he was coming. Was he just walkesg fast and trying to play it cool?
Was he sort of jogging? Or was he barreling dovensidewalk preparing to make a
flying tackle as soon as he caught sight of hee l&ipt moving.

She hung a left on St. Ann, crossed the streetyasoalmost to Royal when she took a
quick glance behind her. He was coming. He waderother side of the street, but very
much in pursuit.

The nervous look over the shoulder nailed her.a$ & dead giveaway, and he was into a
jog now.



Get to Bourbon Street, she decided. Kickoff wag faaurs away, and the Saints fans
were out in force celebrating before the game bex#here would be little to celebrate
afterward. She turned on Royal and ran hard femadteps, then slowed to a fast walk.
He turned on Royal and was trotting. He was poisdateak and run hard at any second.
Darby moved to the center of the street where agod football rowdies were moving
around, killing time. She turned left on Dumaineg atarted running. Bourbon was
ahead and there were people everywhere.

She could hear him now. No sense looking anymoeewhis back there, running and
gaining. When she turned onto Bourbon, Mr. Stump fifey feet behind her, and the
race was over. She saw her angels as they madsyaexd from a bar. Three large,
overweight young men dressed in a wild assortmeblagk and gold Saints garb
stepped into the middle of the street just as Daabyto them.

“Help!” she screamed wildly and pointed at Stunigelp me! That man is after me!
He’s trying to rape me!”

Well, hell, now, sex in the streets of New Orleansot at all uncommon, but they’d be
damned if this girl was going to be abused.

“Please help me!” she screamed pitifully. Suddethig, street was silent. Everyone froze,
including Stump, who stopped for a step or twontheshed forward. The three Saints
stepped in front of him with folded arms and glogveyes. It was over in seconds. Stump
used both hands at once—a right to the throateofitht one, and a vicious blow to the
mouth of the second. They squealed and fell hanehidér three was not about to run.

His two buddies were hurt and this upset him. Heldidave been a piece of cake for
Stump, but number one fell on Stump’s right foad &ims threw him off. As he yanked

his foot away, Mr. Benjamin Chop of Thibodaux, Leiana, number three, kicked him
squarely in the crotch, and Stump was history. Asol eased back into the crowd, she
heard him cry in pain.

While he was falling, Mr. Chop kicked him in thési Number two, with blood all over
his face, charged wild-eyed into Stump, and thesa@® was on. He curled around his
hands, which were curled around his severely dachtegticles, and they kicked him and
cursed him without mercy until someone yelled, “€8@nd this saved his life. Mr.

Chop and number two helped number one to his &eltthe Saints were last seen
darting into a bar. Stump made it to his feet, aradvled away like a dog hit by a Mack
truck but still alive and determined to die at home

She hid in a dark corner of a pub on Decatur, dnmkoffee then a beer, coffee then a
beer. Her hands shook and her stomach flippedp®hmys smelled delicious, but she
could not eat. After three beers in three hours,slered a plate of boiled shrimp and
switched to spring water.

The alcohol had calmed her, and the shrimp setgedShe was safe in here, she thought,
so why not watch the game and just sit here, maytd,it closed.



The pub was packed at kickoff. They watched theevgickeen above the bar, and got
drunk. She was a Saints fan now. She hoped her buddies were okay and enjoying
the game. The crowd yelled and cursed the Redskins.

Darby stayed in her little corner until the gameswang over, then slid into the darkness.

At some point in the fourth quarter, with the Saidown by four field goals, Edwin

Sneller hung up the phone and turned off the tsleni He stretched his legs, then

returned to the phone and called Khamel next door.

“Listen to my English,” the assassin said. “Tell ihgou hear a trace of an accent.”

“Okay. She’s here,” Sneller said. “One of our maw $ier this morning at Jackson
Square. He followed her for three blocks, then hest”

“How did he lose her?”

“Doesn’t matter, does it? She got away, but shefe hHer hair is very short and almost
white.”

“White?”
Sneller hated to repeat himself, especially to itsigrel.

“He said it was not blond but white, and she waanmg green Army pants and a brown
bomber jacket. Somehow she recognized him, anddtidk

“How would she recognize him? Has she seen himrb@fo

These idiot questions. It was hard to believe hg ezasidered Superman. “I can’t
answer that.”

“How’s my English?”
“Perfect. There’s a small card under your door. Yieed to see it.”

Khamel laid the phone on a pillow and walked todber. In a second he was back on
the phone. “Who is this?”

“The name is Verheek. Dutch, but he’s an Amerid&orks for the FBI in Washington.
Evidently, he and Callahan were friends. They fiei$ law school together at



Georgetown, and Verheek was an honorary pallbeatée memorial service yesterday.
Last night he was hanging out in a bar not far ftbencampus, and was asking questions
about the girl. Two hours ago, one of our men wafé same bar posing as an FBI agent,
and he struck up a conversation with the bartewdeo, turns out to be a law student who
knows the girl. They watched football and talkeddavhile, then the kid produced the
card. Look on the back. He’s in room 1909 at thikoHi”

“That’s a five-minute walk.” The street maps wecatsered on one bed.

“Yes. We've made a few phone calls to Washingtogishhot an agent, just a lawyer. He
knew Callahan, and he might know the girl. It's mws he’s trying to find her.”

“She would talk to him, wouldn’t she?”
“Probably.”
“How’s my English?”

“Perfect.”

Khamel waited an hour and left the hotel. With ¢cbat and tie, he was just an average
joe strolling along Canal at dusk headed for thierriHe carried a large gym bag and
smoked a cigarette, and five minutes later enttredobby of the Hilton. He worked his
way through the crowd of fans returning from theni#o The elevator stopped on the
twentieth floor, and he walked one flight down he nhineteenth.

There was no answer at 1909. If the door had opesitedhe chain locked, he would
have apologized and explained he had the wrong.rddahe door had opened without
the chain and with a fate in the crack, he woublehkicked it sharply and been inside.
But it did not open.

His new pal Verheek was probably hanging aroundragmassing out cards, begging kids
to talk to him about Darby Shaw. What a nut.

He knocked again, and while he waited he slid darsik plastic ruler between the door
and the facing, and worked it gently until the mbitked. Locks were minor nuisances
for Khamel. Without a key, he could open a lockadand start the engine in less than
thirty seconds.

Inside, he locked the door behind him, and plagedbag on the bed. Like a surgeon, he
picked the gloves from a pocket and pulled thettlygover his fingers. He laid a .22
and silencer on the table.



The phone was quick work. He plugged the recomterthe jack under the bed, where it
could sit for weeks before it was noticed. He chilee weather station twice to test the
recorder. Perfect.

His new pal Verheek was a slob. Most of the clothébe room were dirty and simply
thrown in the direction of the suit case sittingaotable. He had not unpacked. A cheap
garment bag hung in the closet with one solitargt.sh

Khamel covered his tracks and settled low in tleset. He was a patient man, and he

could wait for hours. He held the .22 just in cdss clown happened to barge into the
closet and he had to kill him with bullets. If nbg would just listen.

Gavin quit the bars Sunday. He was getting nowltne.had called him, and she was
not hanging around those places, so what the Hell®as drinking too much and eating
too much, and he was tired of New Orleans. He diréad a flight booked for late
Monday afternoon, and if she didn’t call again resvinished playing detective.

He couldn’t find her, and it wasn't his fault. Cailvers got lost in this city. Voyles would
be screaming by noon. He had done his best.

He was stretched on the bed in nothing but boxertshflipping through a magazine and
ignoring the television. It was almost eleven. Hauld wait on her until twelve, then try
to sleep.

It rang at exactly eleven. He pushed a button anbtely killed the television. “Hello.”
It was her. “It's me, Gavin.”

“So you're alive.”

“Barely.”

He sat on the edge of the bed. “What’s happened?”

“They saw me today, and one of their goons, mynfti8tump, chased me through the
Quarter. You haven’'t met Stump, but he’s the one whtched you and everyone else
walk into the chapel.”

“But you got away.”

“Yeah. A small miracle, but | got away.”



“What happened to Stump?”

“He was mortally wounded. He’s probably lying ilmed somewhere wearing an ice pack
in his shorts. He was just a few steps from me wieepicked a fight with the wrong

guys. I'm scared, Gavin.”

“Did he follow you from somewhere?”

“No. We just sort of met on the street.”

Verheek paused a second. Her voice was shakinginolgr control. She was losing her
cool. “Look, Darby. I've got a flight out of hererhorrow afternoon. | have this little job
and my boss expects me to be at the office. Sa’'t hang around New Orleans for the
next month hoping you don't get killed and hopirayiy}come to your senses and trust me.
I’'m leaving tomorrow, and | think you need to gahvine.”

“Go where?”

“To Washington. To my house. To someplace other thiaere you are.”

“What happens then?”

“Well, you get to live, for one thing. I'll pleaditt the Director, and | promise you'll be
safe. We'll do something, dammit. Anything beais.th

“What makes you think we can just fly out of here?”

“Because we’ll have three FBI agents surrounding Y8ecause I’'m not a complete
dumbass. Look, Darby, tell me where you want totmgat now, and within fifteen
minutes I'll come get you with three agents. Thgggs have guns, and they’re not afraid
of your little Stump and his pals. We’ll get yout@i the city tonight, and take you to
Washington tomorrow. | promise you'll personallyeheny boss, the Honorable F.
Denton Voyles, tomorrow, and we’ll go from there.”

“I thought the FBI was not involved.”

“It's not involved, but it may be.”

“Then where do the three agents come from?”

“I've got friends.”

She thought for a moment, and her voice was sugdgrdnger. “Behind your hotel is a
place called Riverwalk. It's a shopping area wéhktaurants and—"



“I spent two hours there this afternoon.”
“Good. On the second level is a clothing storeechffrenchmen’s Bend.”
“| saw it.”

“At precisely noon tomorrow, | want you to standthg entrance, and wait for five
minutes.”

“Come on, Darby. You won't be alive at noon tomavrd&nough of this cat and mouse.”

“Just do as | say, Gavin. We've never met, so khaw idea what you look like. Wear a
black shirt of some type and a red baseball cap.”

“Where might I find such articles?”
“Just get them.”

“Okay, okay, I'll have them. | guess you want meick my nose with a shovel or
something. This is silly.”

“I'm not in a silly mood, and if you don’t shut wee’ll call it off.”

“It's your neck.”

“Please, Gavin.”

“I'm sorry. I'll do whatever you say. That's a vebyisy spot to be.”

“Yes, it is. | just feel safer in a crowd. Standthg door for five minutes or so, and hold
a folded newspaper. I'll be watching. After fivemates, walk inside the store, and go to
the right rear corner where there’s a rack of sgakets. Browse around a bit, and I'll
find you.”

“And what might you be wearing?”

“Don’t worry about me.”

“Fine. Then what do we do?”

“You and |, and only you and I, will leave the citydon’t want anyone else to know of
this. Do you understand?”

“No, | don’t understand. | can arrange security.”

“No, Gavin. I'm the boss, okay? No one else. Foygeir three agent friends. Agreed?”



“Agreed. How do you propose we leave the city?”

“I've got a plan for that too.”

“I don’t like any of your plans, Darby. These thuage breathing down your neck, and
now you're getting me in the middle of it. Thisnet what | wanted. It's much safer to do
it my way. Safer for you, safer for me.”

“But you'll be there at noon, won't you?”

He stood by the bed and spoke with his eyes clo¥e&d. I'll be there. | just hope you
make it.”

“How tall are you?”

“Five-ten.”

“How much do you weigh?”

“I was afraid of this. | usually lie, you know. Twaundred, but | plan to lose it. | swear.”
“I'll see you tomorrow, Gavin.”

“I hope | see you, dear.”

She was gone. He hung up. “Son of a bitch!” heegetb the walls. “Son of a bitch!” He
walked along the end of the bed a few times, tbehe bathroom, where he closed the
door and turned on the shower.

He cussed her in the shower for ten minutes, ttepped out, and dried himself. It was
more like two hundred and fifteen pounds, and fall was situated badly on the five-
nine frame. It was painful to look at. Here he wasut to meet this gorgeous woman

who suddenly trusted him with her life, and whata@b he was.

He opened the door. The room was dark. Dark? Hedfiadn the lights. What the hell?
He headed for the switch next to the dresser.

The first blow crushed his larynx. It was a perfelcw that came from the side,
somewhere near the wall. He grunted painfully aidd one knee, which made the
second blow so easy, like an ax on a fat log.tllike a rock at the base of the skull, and
Gavin was dead.

Khamel flipped on a light, and looked at the pitifude figure frozen on the floor. He
was not one to admire his work. He didn’t want eafpurns, so he lifted the pudgy
corpse onto his shoulders and laid it across thdeWerking quickly without any wasted



motion, Khamel turned on the television and raisé¢al full volume, unzipped his bag,
removed a cheap .25 caliber automatic, and pldaqaedcisely on the right temple of the
late Gavin Verheek. He covered the gun and the h&hdwo pillows, and pulled the
trigger. Now the critical part—he took one pillowdaplaced it under the head, threw the
other one on the floor, and carefully curled timgérs of the right hand around the pistol,
leaving it twelve inches from the head.

He took the recorder from under the bed, and raridlephone wire directly into the wall.
He punched a button, listened, and there she watuided off the television.

Every job was different. He had once stalked hey/dor three weeks in Mexico City,
then caught him in bed with two prostitutes. It vaadumb mistake, and during his career
he had been assisted by numerous dumb mistakée lmpposition. This guy was a
dumb mistake, a stupid lawyer pilfering around fiagrhis mouth, passing out cards with
his room number on the back. He had stuck his mtee¢he world of big-league killing,
and look at him now.

With a little luck, the cops would look around tle®m for a few minutes and declare it

to be another suicide. They would go through théaene and ask themselves a couple of
guestions they could not answer, but there weraygvwgome of those. Because he was an
important FBI lawyer, an autopsy would be done @ag or so, and probably by Tuesday
an examiner would suddenly discover it was notieideL

By Tuesday, the girl would be dead and he woulthiddanagua.

His usual, official sources at the White House ddrany knowledge of the pelican brief.
Sarge had never heard of it. Long-shot phone trallse FBI produced nothing. A friend
at Justice denied ever hearing about it. He dugedlkend, and had nothing to show for
it. The story about Callahan was verified whendwnfl a copy of the New Orleans paper.
When her call came in at the newsroom Monday, ldenloghing fresh to tell her. But at
least she called.

The Pelican said she was at a pay phone, so datiiéb

“I'm still digging,” he said. “If there’s such aief in town, it's being closely protected.”
“l assure you it's there, and | understand whyligsng protected.”

“I'm sure you can tell me more.”

“Lots more. The brief almost got me killed yestgrdso | may be ready to talk sooner
than | thought. | need to spill my guts while I'tillsalive.”



“Who's trying to kill you?”
“Same people who killed Rosenberg and Jensen, hachds Callahan.”
“Do you know their names?”

“No, but I've seen at least four of them since Westtay. They’re here in New Orleans,
snooping around, hoping I'll do something stupid #mey can kill me.”

“How many people know about the pelican brief?”

“Good guestion. Callahan took it to the FBI, artdihk from there it went to the White
House where it evidently caused quite a fuss, eord there who knows. Two days after
he handed it to the FBI, Callahan was dead. lpafge, was supposed to have been
killed with him.”

“Were you with him?”

“I was close, but not close enough.”

“So you're the unidentified female on the scene?”

“That’s how the paper described me.”

“Then the police have your name?”

“My name is Darby Shaw. | am a second-year lawesttidt Tulane. Thomas Callahan
was my professor and lover. | wrote the brief, giave him, and you know the rest. Are
you getting all this?”

Grantham scribbled furiously. “Yes. I'm listening.”

“I'm rather tired of the French Quarter, and | ptarleave today. I'll call you from
somewhere tomorrow. Do you have access to presidleampaign disclosure forms?”

“It's public record.”

“I know that. But how quickly can you get the infioation?”
“What information?”

“A list of all major contributors to the Presidesitast election.”

“That’s not difficult. | can have it by this aftesan.”



“Do that, and I'll call you in the morning.”

“Okay. Do you have a copy of the brief?”

She hesitated. “No, but it's memorized.”

“And you know who’s doing the killing?”

“Yes, and as soon as | tell you, they’ll put yoanre on the hit list.”

“Tell me now.”

“Let’s take it slow. I'll call you tomorrow.”

Grantham listened hard, then hung up. He took diispad and zigzagged through the
maze of desks and people to the glass office aéditer, Smith Keen. Keen was a hale
and hearty type with an open-door policy that eedwhaos in his office. He was
finishing a phone chat when Grantham barged incéoskd the door.

“That door stays open,” Keen said sharply.

“We have to talk, Smith.”

“We'll talk with the door open. Open the damned dbo

“I'll open it in just a second.” Grantham spoke lwiioth palms facing the editor. Yes, it
was serious. “Let’s talk.”

“Okay. What is it?”
“It's big, Smith.”
“I know it's big. You shut the damned door, so bknit’s big.”

“I just finished my second phone conversation witjoung lady by the name of Darby
Shaw, and she knows who killed Rosenberg and Jénsen

Keen sat slowly and glared at Grantham. “Yes, dwat;s big. But how do you know?
How does she know? What can you prove?”

“I don’t have a story yet, Smith, but she’s talkiogme. Read this.” Grantham handed
over a copy of the newspaper account of Callahdeéth. Keen read it slowly.

“Okay. Who's Callahan?”



“One week ago today, he handed a little paper knasviine pelican brief to the FBI here
in town. Evidently, the brief implicates an obscpegson in the killings. The brief gets
passed around, then sent to the White House, ngmbd that no one knows. Two days
later, Callahan cranks his Porsche for the last.tibarby Shaw claims to be the
unidentified female mentioned there. She was wahaban, and was supposed to die
with him.”

“Why was she supposed to die?”

“She wrote the brief, Smith. Or she claims she”did.

Keen sank deeper into his seat and placed hi®fettte desk. He studied the photo of
Callahan. “Where’s the brief?”

“l don’'t know.”

“What's in it?”

“Don’t know that either.”

“Then we don’t have anything, do we?”

“Not yet. But what if she tells me everything tlsain it?”

“And when will she do this?”

Grantham hesitated. “Soon, | think. Real soon.”

Keen shook his head and threw the copy on the déske had the brief, we'd have a
helluva story, Gray, but we couldn’t run it. Theyg/otta be some heavy, painful, flawless,
and accurate verification before we can run it.”

“But I've got the green light?”

“Yeah, but you keep me posted every hour. Don’tevai word until we talk.”

Grantham smiled and opened the door.

This was not forty-bucks-an-hour work. Not evemtthior twenty. Croft knew he’d be
lucky to squeeze fifteen out of Grantham for thegdie-in-the-haystack Mickey Mouse
crap. If he’d had other work, he’d have told Gramthto find someone else, or better yet,
do it himself.



But things had been slow, and he could do a lose/tian fifteen bucks an hour. He
finished a joint in the last stall, flushed it, ampened the door. He stuck the dark
sunglasses over his ears, and entered the halhatjed to the atrium where four
escalators carried a thousand lawyers up to titidr looms, where they would spend the
day bitching and threatening by the hour. He hati@s face memorized. He was even
dreaming of this kid with the bright face and gdooks, the slim physique draped with
an expensive suit. He would know him if he saw him.

He stood by a pillar, holding a newspaper and ¢ryommwatch everyone from behind the
dark shades. Lawyers everywhere, scurrying upwattdtheir smug little faces and
carrying their smug little attache cases. Man, hevhated lawyers. Why did they all
dress alike? Dark suits. Dark shoes. Dark facendsasional nonconformist with a
daring little bow tie. Where did they all come frai8hortly after his arrest with the drugs,
the first lawyers had been a group of angry moeitgs hired by the Post. Then he hired
his own, an overpriced moron who couldn’t find twairtroom. Then, the prosecutor was
of course a lawyer. Lawyers, lawyers.

Two hours in the morning, two hours at lunch, tveaits during the evening, and then
Grantham would have another building for him taglaiNinety bucks a day was cheap,
and he would give this up as soon as he got arlokttd. He told Grantham this was
hopeless, just shooting in the dark. Grantham aigiag said to keep shooting. It’s all
they could do. He said Garcia was scared and wtwddh anymore. They had to find
him.

In his pocket he had two photos just in case, amah the directory he had made a list of
the firms in the building. It was a long list. Theilding had twelve floors filled mainly
with firms filled with nothing but these fancy lgtesquires. He was in a den of snakes.

By nine-thirty the rush was over, and some of #ee§ looked familiar coming back
down the escalators, headed no doubt for the @murts and agencies and commissions.
Croft eased through the revolving doors, and wipedeet on the sidewalk.

Four blocks away, Fletcher Coal paced in frontefPresident’'s desk and listened
intently to the phone in his ear. He frowned, thkrsed his eyes, then glared at the
President as if to say, “Bad news, Chief. Really baws.” The President held a letter
and peered at Coal over his reading glasses. Quating back and forth like Der Fuhrer
really irritated him, and he made a mental notealp something about it.

Coal slammed the phone down.

“Don’t slam the damned phones!” the President said.



Coal was unfazed. “Sorry. That was Zikman. Grayn@ram called thirty minutes ago,
and asked if he had any knowledge of the pelicaet.br

“Wonderful. Fabulous. How'd he get a copy of it?”
Coal was still pacing. “Zikman knows nothing abduso his ignorance was genuine.”

“His ignorance is always genuine. He’s the dumhbsston my staff, Fletcher, and | want
him gone.”

“Whatever.” Coal sat in a chair across the deskfaltibd his hands in a little steeple in
front of his chin. He was very deep in thought, #melPresident tried to ignore him.
They thought for a moment.

“Voyles leaked it?” the President finally said.

“Maybe, if it was leaked. Grantham is known forffihg. We can’t be certain he’s seen
the brief. Maybe he heard about it, and he’s fighin

“Maybe, my ass. What if they run some crazy stdrgut that damned thing? What
then?” The President slapped his desk and boltadtieet. “What then, Fletcher? That
paper hates me!” He moped to the windows.

“They can't run it without another source, and thean’t be another source because
there’s no truth to it. It's a wild idea that’s gomuch further than it deserves.”

The President sulked for a while and stared thrdbgtglass. “How did Grantham find
out about it?”

Coal stood and began pacing, but much slower n@mvéas still painfully in thought.
“Who knows. No one here knows about it but you karithey brought one copy, and it's
locked away in my office. | personally Xeroxed itae, and gave it to Gminski. | swore
him to secrecy.”

The President sneered at the windows.

Coal continued. “Okay, you're right. There couldébthousand copies out there by now.
But it's harmless, unless of course our friend altyudid these dirty deeds, then—"

“Then my ass is cooked.”
“Yes, | would say our asses are cooked.”

“How much money did we take?”



“Millions, directly and indirectly.” And legally ashillegally, but the President knew little
of these transactions and Coal chose to stay quiet.

The President walked slowly to the sofa. “Why do@ti call Grantham? Pick his brain.
See what he knows. If he’s bluffing, it'll be obum What do you think?”

“I don’t know.”
“You've talked to him before, haven't you? Everyda®ws Grantham.”

Coal was now pacing behind the sofa. “Yeah, I'lketd to him. But if | suddenly call
out of nowhere, he’ll be suspicious.”

“Yeah, | guess you're right.” The President pacednpe end of the sofa, and Coal on the
other.

“What's the downside?” the President finally asked.

“Our friend could be involved. You asked Voyleshiack off our friend. Our friend could
be exposed by the press. Voyles covers his taisagd you told him to chase other
suspects and ignore our friend. The Post goesrensi another cover-up smear. And
we can forget reelection.”

“Anything else?”

Coal thought for a second. “Yeah, this is all coetgly off the wall. The brief is fantasy.
Grantham will find nothing, and I’'m late for a dtaieeting.” He walked to the door.
“I've got a squash game for lunch. Be back at one.”

The President watched the door close, and breathsdr. He had eighteen holes planned
for the afternoon, so forget the pelican thingCdéfal wasn’t worried, neither was he.

He punched numbers on his phone, waited patiesmig finally had Bob Gminski on the
line. The director of the CIA was a terrible golfene of the few the President could
humiliate, and he invited him to play this afterno@ertainly, said Gminski, a man with
a thousand things to do but, well, it was the Plersi so he would be delighted to join
him.

“By the way, Bob, what about this pelican thinghaw Orleans?”
Gminski cleared his throat and tried to sound mdaxWell, Chief, | told Fletcher Coal
Friday that it was very imaginative and a fine wofKiction. I think its author should

forget about law school and pursue a career aselisb Ha, ha, ha.”

“Great, Bob. Nothing to it then.”



“We're digging.”

“See you at three.” The President hung up, and steaight for his putter.

Riverwalk runs for a quarter of a mile along theevaand is always crowded. It is
packed with two hundred shops and cafés and resttsuon several levels, most under
the same roof, and several with doors leading ariioardwalk next to the river. It's at
the foot of Poydras Street, a stone’s throw froem@uarter.

She arrived at eleven, and sipped espresso ire#nef a tiny bistro while trying to read
the paper and appear calm. Frenchmen’s Bend walewgledown and around a corner.
She was nervous, and the espresso didn’t help.

She had a list in her pocket of things to do, desieps at specific moments, even
words and sentences she had memorized in the #wegs went terribly wrong and
Verheek got out of control. She had slept two hoamnsl spent the rest of the time with a
legal pad diagraming and charting. If she diedjatild not be from a lack of preparation.

She could not trust Gavin Verheek. He was empldyyed law enforcement agency that
at times operated by its own rules. He took orfter® a man with a history of paranoia
and dirty tricks. His boss reported to a Presidecharge of an Administration run by
fools. The President had rich, sleazy friends wéreechim lots of money.

But at this moment, dear, there was no one elseist After five days and two near
misses, she was throwing in the towel.

New Orleans had lost its allure. She needed halpjfsshe had to trust cops, the Fibbies
were as clean as any.

Eleven forty-five. She paid for the espresso, vagite a crowd of shoppers, and fell in
behind them. There were a dozen people browsikgenchmen’s Bend as she walked
past the entrance where her friend should be intalea minutes. She eased into a
bookstore two doors down. There were at least thi@es in the vicinity from which she
could shop and hide and watch the front door ohé€menen’s Bend. She chose the
bookstore because the clerks weren't pushy anddilime was expected of the
customers. She looked at the magazines first, whitnthree minutes to go she stepped
between two rows of cookbooks and watched for Gavin

Thomas said he was never on time. An hour lateeady for him, but she would give
him fifteen minutes and she’d be gone.



She expected him at precisely noon, and there keBlack sweatshirt, red baseball cap,
folded newspaper. He was a bit thinner than sheaed, but he could lose a few pounds.
Her heart pounded away. Be cool, she said. Jusbdle dammit.

She held a cookbook to her eyes and peered owée had gray hair and dark skin. The
eyes were hidden behind sunglasses. He fidgetetbaked irritated, the way he
sounded on the phone. He passed the newspapeh#&odito hand, shifted his weight
from foot to foot, and glanced around nervously.

He was okay. She liked the way he looked. He hadrserable, nonprofessional manner
about him that said he was scared too.

After five minutes, he walked through the door asaas told, and went to the right rear
of the store.

Khamel had been trained to welcome death. He had blese to it many times, but
never afraid of it. And after thirty years of expeg it, nothing, absolutely nothing, made
him tense. He got somewhat excited about sexhatittas it. The fidgeting was an act.
The jittery little movements were contrived. Helthaved face-offs with men almost as
talented as he, and he could certainly handlditiesrendezvous with a desperate child.
He picked through the safari jackets and triedojgear nervous.

He had a handkerchief in his pocket, because hdesilylhad caught a cold so his voice
was a bit thick and scratchy. He had listened éaréitording a hundred times, and he was
confident he had the inflection and rhythm andrgligpper Midwest accent. But Verheek
was a bit more nasal—thus, the handkerchief foctie.

It was difficult to allow anyone to approach frohetrear, but he knew he must. He did
not see her. She was behind him but very close whersaid, “Gavin.”

He jerked quickly around. She was holding a whaedma hat and speaking to it.
“Darby,” he said, pulling the handkerchief out #éofake sneeze. Her hair was a gold
color and shorter than his. He sneezed and cougbeiss get out of here,” he said. “I
don't like this idea.”

Darby didn't like it either. It was Monday and hetassmates were going about their
business of clawing through law school, and heesvedis camouflaged to the max and
playing cloak and dagger with this man who coultrge killed. “Just do as | say, okay?
Where’d you get the cold?”

He sneezed into the handkerchief and talked astopossible. It sounded painful. “Last
night. I left the air on too low. Let’s get out loére.”



“Follow me.” They left the store. Darby took hisrtth and they walked quickly down a
flight of stairs leading to the boardwalk.

“Have you seen them?” he asked.
“No. Not yet. But I'm sure they’re around.”
“Where the hell are we going?” The voice was stratc

They were on the boardwalk, almost jogging, talkivmthout looking at each other. “Just
come with me.”

“You're going too fast, Darby. We look suspicio@&ow down. Look, this is crazy. Let
me make a phone call, and we’ll be safe and setuen have three agents here in ten
minutes.” He was sounding good. This was workintgeyTwere holding hands, running
for their lives.

“Nope.” She slowed. The boardwalk was crowded, afide had formed beside the
Bayou Queen, a paddle wheeler. They stopped a&nti®f the line.

“What the hell is this?” he asked.

“Do you bitch about everything?” she almost whiggkr

“Yes. Especially stupid things, and this is venypstl. Are we getting on this boat?”
“Yes.”

“Why?” he sneezed again, then coughed out of cbrii®could take her out now with
one hand, but there were people everywhere. P@ofrient, people behind. He took
great pride in his cleanliness, and this would ld&tg place to do it. Get on the boat,
play along for a few more minutes, see what hapgdesvould get her on the upper
deck, kill her, dump her in the river, then staglijng. Another terrible drowning accident.
That might work. If not, he’d be patient. She’dd®ad in an hour. Gavin was a bitch, so
keep bitching.

“Because I've got a car a mile upriver at a parlerehwe’ll stop in thirty minutes,” she
explained in a low voice. “We get off the boatpitihe car, and we haul ass.”

The line was moving now. “I don’t like boats. Theyke me seasick. This is dangerous,
Darby.” He coughed and looked around like a marsyoenl.

“Relax, Gavin. It's gonna work.”



Khamel tugged at his pants. They were thirty-sohes in the waist and covered eight
layers of briefs and gym shorts. The sweatshirtevdsa large, and instead of weighing
one-fifty, he could pass for one-ninety. WhateVteseemed to be working.

They were almost to the steps of the Bayou Qudeadort’t like this,” he mumbled loud
enough for her to hear.

“Just shut up,” she said.

The man with the gun ran to the end of the line@bdwed his way through the people
with their bags and cameras. The tourists weregahtightly together as if a ride on the
river-boat was the greatest trip in the world. tde killed before, but never in such a
public place as this. The back of her head wablishrough the crowd. He shoved his
way desperately through the line. A few cursed Hiat,he couldn’t care less. The gun
was in a pocket, but as he neared the girl he yhitleit and kept it by his right leg. She
was almost to the steps, almost on the boat. Heeshisarder and knocked people out of
the way. They protested angrily until they sawdhbae, then they began yelling. She was
holding hands with the man, who was talking nons&e was about to step up onto the
boat when he knocked the last person out of theamalyquickly stuck the gun into the
base of the skull just below the red baseball El#pfired once, and people screamed and
fell to the ground.

Gavin fell hard into the steps. Darby screamedlzutked away in horror. Her ears were
ringing from the shot, and voices were yelling aedple were pointing. The man with
the gun was running hard toward a row of shopsaaciwd of people. A heavy man
with a camera was yelling at him, and Darby watcloed second as he disappeared.
Maybe she’d seen him before, but she couldn’t thiow. She was yelling and couldn’t
stop.

“He’s got a gun!” a woman near the boat yelled, tiecrowd backed away from Gavin,
who was on all fours with a small pistol in hishidiand. He rocked pitifully back and
forth like an infant trying to crawl. Blood streadhom his chin and puddled under his
face. His head hung almost to the boards. His eyes closed. He moved forward just a
few inches, his knees now in the dark red puddle.

The crowd backed farther away, horrified at théas@f this wounded man fighting death.
He teetered and wobbled forward again, headed rmewhe wanting to move, to live.
He started yelling—Iloud painful moans in a languBgeby did not recognize.

The blood was pouring, gushing from the nose amal ¢ke was wailing in that unknown
tongue. Two crew members from the boat hoveredhersteps, watching but afraid to
move. The pistol concerned them.

A woman was crying, then another. Darby inchechtarback. “He’s Egyptian,” a small,
dark woman said. That news meant nothing to thedroow mesmerized.



He rocked forward and lunged to the edge of thedwalk. The gun dropped into the
water. He collapsed on his stomach with his heagjing over and dripping into the river.
Shouts came from the rear, and two policemen rughban.

A hundred people now inched forward to see the desal Darby shuffled backward,
then left the scene. The cops would have questatssince she had no answers, she
preferred not to talk. She was weak and needed fiar & while, and think. There was an
oyster bar inside Riverwalk. It was crowded fordopand she found the rest rooms in
the back. She locked the door and sat on a toilet.

Shortly after dark, she left Riverwalk. The Wediatel is two blocks away, and she
hoped maybe she could make it there without beimmngd down on the sidewalk. Her
clothes were different and hidden under a new bileesich coat. The sunglasses and hat
were also new. She was tired of spending good monalisposable clothes. She was
tired of a lot of things.

She made it to the Westin in one piece. There wen®oms, and she sat in the well-lit
lounge for an hour drinking coffee. It was timeadm, but she couldn’t get careless. She
had to think.

Maybe she was thinking too damned much. Maybe tiogy thought of her as a thinker,
and planned accordingly.

She left the Westin, and walked to Poydras, whieesflagged a cab. An elderly black
man sat low behind the wheel.

“I need to go to Baton Rouge,” she said.
“Lord, honey, that’s a heckuva ride.”

“How much?” she asked quickly.

He thought a second. “A hundred and fifty.”

She crawled in the backseat and threw two bills dve seat. “There’s two hundred. Get
there as fast as you can, and watch your rear. #eb®a followed.”

He turned off the meter and stuffed the money snshirt pocket. Darby lay down in the
backseat and closed her eyes. This was not atigetgl move, but playing the
percentages was getting nowhere. The old man viast driver, and within minutes they
were on the expressway.



The ringing in her ears had stopped, but shelstdrd the gunshot and saw him on all
fours, rocking back and forth, trying to live justnoment longer. Thomas had once
referred to him as Dutch Verheek, but said themacke was dropped after law school
when they became serious about their careers. Ddgdieek was not an Egyptian.

She had caught just a glimpse of his killer as he manning away. There was something
familiar about him. He had glanced to his right joisce as he was running, and
something clicked. But she was screaming and hgateand it was a blur.

Everything blurred. Halfway to Baton Rouge, shéifégb a deep sleep.

Director Voyles stood behind his executive swivigic. His jacket was off, and most of
the buttons on his tired and wrinkled shirt weréastened. It was 9 P.M., and judging
from the shirt he had been at the office at leiftsiein hours. And he hadn’t thought of
leaving.

He listened to the receiver, mumbled a few insionst, and hung it up. K. O. Lewis sat
across the desk. The door was open; the lights arereno one had left. The mood was
somber with small huddles of soft whispers.

“That was Eric East,” Voyles said, sitting gentiya the chair. “He’s been there about
two hours, and they just finished the autopsy. l&ched it, his first. Single bullet to the
right temple, but death came sooner from a sinlgie lat C-2 and -3. The vertebrae were
shattered into tiny chips and pieces. No powden$on his hand. Another blow severely
bruised his larynx, but did not cause death. Henuae. Estimate of between ten and
eleven last night.”

“Who found him?” Lewis asked.

“Maids checked in around eleven this morning. W@l deliver the news to his wife?”
“Yes, sure,” K.O. said. “When'’s the body coming k2t

“East said they’ll release it in a couple of howsd it should be here by 2 A.M. Tell her
we’ll do whatever she wants. Tell her I'm sendiniguadred agents in tomorrow to
blanket the city. Tell her we’ll find the killerie, etc.”

“Any evidence?”

“Probably not. East said they’ve had the hotel r@imee 3 P.M., and it appears to be a

clean job. No forced entry. No signs of resistai@hing that would be of any help, but
it's a bit early.” Voyles rubbed his red eyes, @anaught for a while.



“How could he go down for a simple funeral, and epdlead?” Lewis asked.

“He was snooping around on this pelican thing. @heur agents, guy named Carlton,
told East that Gavin was trying to find the gimdathat the girl had called him, and that
he might need some help bringing her in. Carltétkethto him a few times, and gave him
the names of a few student hangouts in the citgt Was all, so he says. Carlton says that
he, Carlton, was a bit worried about Gavin throwligy FBI weight around. Said he
thought he was sort of a klutz.”

“Has anyone seen the girl?”
“She’s probably dead. I've instructed New Orleam$irid her, if possible.”
“Her little brief is getting folks killed right antkft. When do we take it seriously?”

Voyles nodded at the door, and Lewis got up ansgetlat. The Director was standing
again, cracking his knuckles and thinking aloudeWave to cover our asses. | think we
should assign at least two hundred agents to pelma try like hell to keep it quiet.
There’s something there, K.O., something reallyynd3ut at the same time, | promised
the President we would back off. He personally dske to back off the pelican brief,
remember, and | said we would, in part becausenaeght it was a joke.” Voyles
managed a tight smile. “Well, | taped our littlengersation when he asked me to back
off. | figure he and Coal tape everything withihaf mile of the White House, so why
can’t I? | had my best body mike, and I've listetedhe tape. Clear as a bell.”

“I'm not following.”

“Simple. We go in and investigate like mad. If thgst, we crack the case, get the
indictments, and everyone’s happy. But it'll beilbto do in a hurry. Meanwhile, idiot
and Coal over there know nothing about the invasitg. If the press gets wind of it, and
if the pelican brief is on target, then I'll makardned sure the country knows the
President asked us to back off because it's omésgfals.”

Lewis was smiling. “It'll kill him.”

“Yes! Coal will hemorrhage, and the President wdlver recover. The election is next
year, K.O.”

“I like it, Denton, but we have to solve this thihg

Denton walked slowly behind his chair, and slid oulis shoes. He was even shorter
now. “We’ll look under every stone, K.O., but it wobe easy. If it's Mattiece, then
we’ve got a very wealthy man in a very elaboratd [ use very talented killers to take
out two justices. These people don't talk, and tihey't leave trails. Look at our friend



Gavin. We'll spend two thousand hours digging acbtivat hotel, and I'll bet you there
won't be a shred of useful evidence. Just like Rbseg and Jensen.”

“And Callahan.”
“And Callahan. And probably the girl, if we evendi her body.”

“I'm somewhat responsible, Denton. Gavin came toTlimersday morning after he
learned of Callahan, and | didn't listen. | knewvin@s going down there, but | just didn’t
listen.”

“Look, I'm sorry he’s dead. He was a fine lawyeddre was loyal to me. | value that. |
trusted Gavin. But he got himself killed becausetepped out of bounds. He had no
business playing cop and trying to find the girl.”

Lewis stood and stretched. “I'd better go see Mexheek. How much do | tell her?”

“Let’s say it looks like a burglary, cops ain’'t sudown there, still investigating, we’'ll
know more tomorrow, etc. Tell her I'm devastataa &ve’ll do whatever she wants.”

Coal’'s HMO stopped abruptly at the curb so an aare could scream by. The limo
was wandering aimlessly through the city, a ritu@l unusual when Coal and Matthew
Barr met to talk about really dirty business. Tkaydeep in the back of it, sipping drinks.
Coal was indulging in a spring water. Barr hadxéegin-ounce Bud purchased from a
convenience store.

They ignored the ambulance.

“I must know what Grantham knows,” Coal was sayifigpday he called Zikman,
Zikman'’s aide Trandell, Nelson DeVan, one of my gnormer assistants who's now
with the Committee to Reelect. And these are justanes | know of. All in one day.
He’s hot on this pelican brief.”

“You think he’s seen it?” The limo was moving again

“No. Not at all. If he knew what was in it, he wdalt be fishing for it. But dammit, he
knows about it.”

“He’s good. I've watched him for years. He seemmtuve in the shadows and keeps in
touch with an odd network of sources. He’'s writteme crazy stuff, but it's usually
accurate as hell.”



“That’s what worries me. He's tenacious, and hellsnibood with this story.”

Barr sipped from the can. “Of course, it would B&iag too much if | wanted to know
what was in the brief.”

“Don’t ask. It's so damned confidential it's frigdring.”
“Then how does Grantham know about it?”

“Perfect question. And that’s what | want to knd¥aw’d he find out, and how much
does he know? Where are his sources?”

“We got his car phone, but we haven’'t been inddedpartment yet.”

“Why not?”

“We almost got caught this morning by his cleariedy. We’'ll try again tomorrow.”
“Don’t get caught, Barr. Remember Watergate.”

“They were morons, Fletcher. We, on the other hanelquite talented.”

“That’s right. So tell me, can you and your qudkehted associates bug Grantham’s
phone at the Post?”

Barr turned and frowned at Coal. “Have you lostrymind? Impossible. That place is
busy at all hours. They have security guards. Tokksv’

“It could be done.”
“Then do it, Coal. If you know so damned much, youit.”
“Start thinking about ways to do it, okay? Justegitvsome thought.”

“Okay. I've thought about it. It's impossible.” Clogas amused by this thought, and his
amusement irritated Barr. The limo eased into downt

“Tap his apartment,” Coal instructed. “I want agggwice a day on all his calls.” The
limo stopped, and Barr climbed out.

Breakfast at Dupont Circle. It was quite chilly tlat least the addicts and transvestites
were still unconscious somewhere in their sickelitorlds. A few winos lay about like



driftwood. But the sun was up and he felt safe, @amglvay he was still an FBI agent with
a shoulder harness and a piece under his arm. Vibdwe/to fear? He hadn’t used it in
fifteen years, and he seldom left the office, eitiHove to yank it out and blast away.

His name was Trope, a very special assistant to/idlyles. He was so special that no
one except he and Mr. Voyles knew about these sktieechats with Booker from
Langley. He sat on a circular bench with his backiéw Hampshire, and unpacked a
store-bought breakfast of banana and muffin. Helax his watch. Booker was never
late. Trope always arrived first, then Booker fiaeutes later, and they always talked
quickly and Trope left first, then Booker. They wdyoth office boys now, far into their
twilights but very close to their bosses, who friome to time grew weary of trying to
figure out what the hell the other was doing, ahpes just needed to know something
quick.

His real name was Trope, and he wondered if Boolera real name. Probably not.
Booker was from Langley, and they were so paraaeah the pencil pushers probably
had fakes.

He took an inch off the banana. Hell, the secresaover there probably had three or four
names.

Booker strolled near the fountain with a tall whstgp of coffee. He glanced around, then
sat down next to his friend. Voyles wanted this timgg so Trope would speak first.

“We lost a man in New Orleans,” he said.
Booker cuddled the hot cup and sipped. “He got &lfrglled.”
“Yeah, but he’s still dead. Were you there?”

“Yes, but we didn’t know he was there. We were €Jdsut watching others. What was he
doing?”

Trope unwrapped the cold muffin. “We don’t know. W¥eown for the funeral, tried to
find the girl, found someone else, and here we afe took a long bite and the banana
was finished. Now to the muffin. “It was a cleab jovasn’t it?”

Booker shrugged. What did the FBI know about kijlpeople? “It was okay. Pretty
weak effort at suicide, from what we hear.” He sigphe hot coffee.

“Where’s the girl?” Trope asked.

“We lost her at O’Hare. Maybe she’s in Manhattaut, we’re not certain. We're
looking.”

“And they're looking.” Trope sipped cold coffee.



“I'm sure they are.”

They watched a wino stagger from his bench andHadl head hit first with a thud, but
he probably felt nothing. He rolled over and higefeead was bleeding.

Booker checked his watch. These meetings wereragtyebrief. “What are Mr. Voyles’
plans?”

“Oh, he’s going in. He sent fifty troops last nighith more today. He doesn't like losing
people, especially someone he knows.”

“What about the White House?”

“Not going to tell them, and maybe they won't fiadt. What do they know?”

“They know Mattiece.”

Trope managed a slight smile at this thought. “VEéhsemMr. Mattiece?”

“Who knows? In the past three years, he’s been l#dlerin this country. He owns at
least a half-dozen homes in as many countrieshaisdgot jets and boats, so who

knows?”

Trope finished the muffin and stuffed the wrappethe sack. “The brief nailed him,
didn’t it?”

“It's beautiful. And if he’d played it cool, the ief would have been ignored. But he goes
berserk, starts killing people, and the more hig Kile more credibility the brief has.”

Trope glanced at his watch. Too long already, bistwas good stuff. “Voyles says we
may need your help.”

Booker nodded. “Done. But this will be a very difilt matter. First, the probable
gunman is dead. Second, the probable bagman islsive. There was an elaborate
conspiracy, but the conspirators are gone. We/'ltdrfind Mattiece.”

“And the girl?”

“Yes. We'll try.”

“What's she thinking?”

“How to stay alive.”

“Can’t you bring her in?” Trope asked.



“No. We don’'t know where she is, and we can’t grsatch innocent civilians off the
streets. She doesn’t trust anyone right now.”

Trope stood with his coffee and sack. “I can’t béaher.” He was gone.

Grantham held a cloudy fax photo sent to him frdmodhix. She was a junior at Arizona
State, a very attractive twenty-year-old coed. Bas listed as a biology major from
Denver. He had called twenty Shaws in Denver bdierstopped. The second fax was
sent by an AP stringer in New Orleans. It was ayafher freshman photo at Tulane.
The hair was longer. Somewhere in the middle ofytrerbook, the stringer had found a
photo of Darby Shaw drinking a Diet Coke at a lalval picnic. She wore a baggy
sweater with faded jeans that fit just right, aind@as obvious the photo was placed in the
yearbook by a great admirer of Darby’s. It lookie lsomething out of Vogue. She was
laughing at something or someone at the picnic.tébth were perfect and the face was
warm. He had tacked this one onto the small conkbbaside his news desk.

There was a fourth fax, a photo of Thomas Callahest for the record.

He placed his feet on the desk. It was almost thirgy, Tuesday. The newsroom
hummed and rocked like a well-organized riot. H&ade eighty phone calls in the last
twenty-four hours, and had nothing to show butfthe photos and a stack of campaign
finance forms. He was getting nowhere, and, really bother? She was about to tell all.

He skimmed the Post, and saw the strange storyt aneuGavin Verheek and his demise.
The phone rang. It was Darby.

“Seen the Post?” she asked.
“ write the Post, remember?”

She was not in the mood for small talk. “The stalpput the FBI lawyer murdered in
New Orleans, have you seen it?”

“I'm just reading it. Does it mean something to 9du

“You could say that. Listen carefully, Granthamll&aan gave the brief to Verheek, who
was his best friend. Friday, Verheek came to Neleas for the funeral. | talked to him
by phone over the weekend. He wanted to help ntd,was scared. We agreed to meet
yesterday at noon. Verheek was murdered in his ma@und eleven Sunday night. Got
all that?”



“Yeah, | got it.”

“Verheek didn’'t show for our meeting. He was, oticse, dead by then. | got scared, and
left the city. I'm in New York.”

“Okay.” Grantham wrote furiously. “Who killed Verbk?”

“I do not know. There’s a lot more to the storywd’read the Post and the New York
Times from front to back, and I've seen nothingwttemother killing in New Orleans. It
happened to a man | was talking to and | thougtst Merheek. It's a long story.”

“Sounds like it. When do | get this long story?”
“When can you come to New York?”
“I can be there by noon.”

“That’s a little quick. Let’s plan on tomorrow. lI'tall you at this time tomorrow with
instructions. You must be careful, Grantham.”

He admired the jeans and the smile on the corkbOkisiGray, okay? Not Grantham.”

“Whatever. There are some powerful people afraidiwdt | know. If | tell you, it could

kill you. I've seen the bodies, okay, Gray? I'vateebombs and gunshots. | saw a man’s
brains yesterday, and | have no idea who he wasgihe was killed, except that he
knew about the pelican brief. | thought he was ngnfl. | trusted him with my life, and
he was shot in the head in front of fifty peopls. lAvatched him die, it occurred to me
that perhaps he was not my friend. | read the pég&emorning, and | realize he was
definitely not my friend.”

“Who killed him?”

“We'll talk about it when you get here.”

“Okay, Darby.”

“There’s one small point to cover. I'll tell you esything | know, but you can never use
my name. I've already written enough to get attléa®e people killed, and I'm quite
confident I'll be next. But | don’t want to ask farore trouble. | shall always be
unidentified, okay, Gray?”

“It's a deal.”

“I'm putting a lot of trust in you, and I'm not seiwhy. If | ever doubt you, I'll
disappear.”



“You have my word, Darby. | swear.”

“I think you're making a mistake. This is not yaawerage investigative job. This one
could get you killed.”

“By the same people who killed Rosenberg and Jé&isen
“Yes.”
“Do you know who killed Rosenberg and Jensen?”

“I know who paid for the killings. | know his namieknow his business. | know his
politics.”

“And you'll tell me tomorrow?”

“If I'm still alive.” There was a long pause as bhdahought of something appropriate.
“Perhaps we should talk immediately,” he said.

“Perhaps. But I'll call you in the morning.”

Grantham hung up, and for a moment admired thatstiplurred photo of this very
beautiful law student who was convinced she wasiatoodie. For a second he
succumbed to thoughts of chivalry and gallantry sstue. She was in her early
twenties, liked older men, according to the phdt@allahan, and suddenly she trusted
him to the exclusion of all others. He would matkeark. And he would protect her.

The motorcade moved quietly out of downtown. He diaes for a speech at College Park
in an hour, and he relaxed in his limo with hisgiooff, reading the words Mabry had
put together. He shook his head and wrote in thgima On a normal day, this would be
a pleasant drive out of the city to a beautiful pamfor a light little speech, but it wasn’t
working out. Coal was seated next to him in theolim

The Chief of Staff routinely avoided these tripe treasured the moments the President
was out of the White House and he had the runeoptace. But they needed to talk.

“I'm tired of Mabry’s speeches,” the President saidrustration. “They’re all sounding
the same. | swear | gave this one last week aRttary convention.”



“He’s the best we’ve got, but I'm exploring,” Casdid without looking up from his
memo. He’d read the speech, and it wasn’t that BatiMabry had been writing for six
months, and the ideas were stale and Coal wanti@e teim anyway.

The President glanced at Coal’'s memo. “What’s that?

“The short list.”

“Who's left?”

“Siler-Spence, Watson, and Calderon.” Coal flippguage.

“That’s just great, Fletcher. A woman, a black, anduban. Whatever happened to white
men? | thought | said | wanted young white men. nfpuough, conservative judges with
impeccable credentials and years to live. Didisay that?”

Coal kept reading. “They have to be confirmed, €Chie

“We’ll get ‘em confirmed. I'll twist arms until thebreak, but they’ll be confirmed. Do
you realize that nine of every ten white men iis ¢tountry voted for me?”

“Eighty-four percent.”

“Right. So what's wrong with white men?”

“This is not exactly patronage.”

“The hell it's not. It's patronage pure and simpleeward my friends, and | punish my
enemies. That's how you survive in politics. Younda with the ones that brought you. |

can’t believe you want a female and a black. Yoge#ing soft, Fletcher.”

Coal flipped another page. He'd heard this befdh@ more concerned with reelection,”
he said quietly.

“And I'm not? I've appointed so many Asians andpéisics and women and blacks
you'd think | was a Democrat. Hell, Fletcher, wisatirong with white people? Look,
there must be a hundred good, qualified, conseev@tidges out there, right? Why can’t
you find just two, only two, who look and think &K do?”

“You got ninety percent of the Cuban vote.”

The President tossed the speech in a seat andipipkihe morning’s Post. “Okay, let’s
go with Calderon. How old is he?”



“Fifty-one. Married, eight kids, Catholic, poor k@eound, worked his way through Yale,
very solid. Very conservative. No warts or skelstagxcept he was treated for
alcoholism twenty years ago. He’s been sober siideetotaller.”

“Has he ever smoked dope?”

“He denies it.”

“I like him.” The President was reading the froage.

“So do I. Justice and FBI have checked his underveza he’s very clean. Now, do you
want Siler-Spence or Watson?”

“What kind of name is Siler-Spence? | mean, whatsng with these women who use
hyphens? What if her name was Skowinski, and shidedaa guy named Levondowski?
Would her little liberated soul insist she go thghdife as F. Gwendolyn Skowinski-
Levondowski? Give me a break. I'll never appoint@man with a hyphen.”

“You already have.”

“Who?”

“Kay Jones-Roddy, ambassador to Brazil.”

“Then call her home and fire her.”

Coal managed a slight grin and placed the membesdat. He watched the traffic
through his window. They would decide on number tater. Calderon was in the bag,
and he wanted Linda Siler-Spence, so he would gashing the black and force the
President to the woman. Basic manipulation.

“I think we should wait another two weeks befor@@mcing them,” he said.
“Whatever,” the President mumbled as he read & stopage one. He would announce
them when he got ready, regardless of Coal’s tibletdde was not yet convinced they

should be announced together.

“Judge Watson is a very conservative black judgé wireputation for toughness. He
would be ideal.”

“l don’t know,” the President mumbled as he readutlisavin Verheek.

Coal had seen the story on page two. Verheek wagifdead in a room at the Hilton in

New Orleans under strange circumstances. Accotditige story, official FBI was in the
dark and had nothing to say about why Verheek waew Orleans. Voyles was deeply
saddened. Fine, loyal employee, etc.



The President flipped through the paper. “Our fli&@rantham has been quiet.”

“He’s digging. | think he’s heard of the brief, Qust can’t get a handle on it. He’s called
everyone in town, but doesn’t know what to ask.dH#iasing rabbits.”

“Well, | played golf with Gminski yesterday,” thedzident said smugly. “And he assures
me everything’s under control. We had a real hemheart talk over eighteen holes. He’s
a horrible golfer, couldn’t stay out of the sand avater. It was funny, really.”

Coal had never touched a golf club, and hateddleechatter about handicaps and such.
“Do you think Voyles is investigating down there?”

“No. He gave me his word he would not. Not thatkt him, but Gminski didn’t mention
Voyles.”

“How much do you trust Gminski?” Coal asked witfuack glance and frown at the
President.

“None. But if he knew something about the pelicaefbl think he would tell me—" The
President’s words trailed off, and he knew he sednahive.

Coal grunted his disbelief.

They crossed the Anacostia River and were in Pi@eerges County. The President
picked up the speech and looked out his window. Weeks after the killings, and the
ratings were still above fifty percent. The Demasit@ad no visible candidate out there
making noise. He was strong and getting strongerericans were tired of dope and
crime, and noisy minorities getting all the attentiand liberal idiots interpreting the
Constitution in favor of criminals and radicals.iwas his moment. Two nominations
to the Supreme Court at the same time. It woullibéegacy.

He smiled to himself. What a wonderful tragedy.

The taxi stopped abruptly at the corner of Fiftd &ifty-second, and Gray, doing exactly
what he was told, paid quickly and jumped out wiithbag. The car behind was honking
and flipping birds, and he thought how nice it w@be back in New York City.

It was almost 5 P.M., and the pedestrians werd tricFifth, and he figured that was
precisely what she wanted. She had been speciie this flight from National to La
Guardia. Take a cab to the Vista Hotel in the Wandde Center. Go to the bar, have a
drink, maybe two, watch your rear, then after anrtwatch a cab to the corner of Fifth



and Fifty-second. Move quickly, wear sunglassed,vaatch for everything because if he
was being followed he could get them killed.

She made him write it all down. It was a bit sillybit of overkill, but she had a voice he
couldn’t argue with. Didn’t want to, really. She svaicky to be alive, she said, and she
would take no more chances. And if he wanted tottaher, then he would do exactly as
he was told.

He wrote it down. He fought the crowd and walkedicess as possible up Fifth to Fifty-
ninth to the Plaza, up the steps and through liisyipthen out onto Central Park South.
No one could follow him. And if she was this causpno one could follow her.

The sidewalk was packed along Central Park Souathaa he neared Sixth Avenue he
walked even faster. He was keyed up, and regardfdssw restrained he tried to be, he
was terribly excited about meeting her. On the ehgime had been cool and methodical,
but with a trace of fear and uncertainty. She wasa law student, she said, and she
didn’t know what she was doing, and she would pobbbe dead in a week if not sooner,
but anyway this was the way the game would be plaf&vays assume you're being
followed, she said. She had survived seven dapeiofy chased by bloodhounds, so
please do as she said.

She said to duck into the St. Moritz at the cowfeBixth, and he did. She had reserved a
room for him under the name of Warren Clark. Helgash for the room, and rode the
elevator to the ninth floor. He was to wait. Jusaed wait, she’d said.

He stood in the window for an hour and watched 2¢ark grow dark. The phone rang.
“Mr. Clark?” a female asked.

“Uh, yes.”

“It's me. Did you arrive alone?”

“Yes. Where are you?”

“Six floors up. Take the elevator to the eighteeifiten walk down to the fifteenth. Room
1520."

“Okay. Now?”
“Yes. I'm waiting.”
He brushed his teeth again, checked his hair,@mdhinutes later was standing before

room 1520. He felt like a sophomore on his firded&le hadn’'t had butterflies this bad
since high school football.



But he was Gray Grantham of the Washington Positilais was just another story and
she was just another woman, so grab the reinsybudd

He knocked, and waited. “Who is it?”
“Grantham,” he said to the door.

The bolt clicked, and she opened the door slowe fair was gone, but she smiled, and
there was the cover girl. She shook his hand firfidypme in.”

She closed and bolted the door behind him. “Wowold gare for a drink?” she asked.
“Sure, what do you have?”

“Water, with ice.”

“Sounds great.”

She walked into a small sitting room where thevislen was on with no sound. “In
here,” she said. He set his bag on the table,@sida seat on the sofa. She was standing
at the bar, and for a quick second he admiredetfues, No shoes. Extra-large sweatshirt
with the collar to one side where a bra strap pe¢fkmugh.

She handed him the water, and sat in a chair bgidbe

“Thanks,” he said.

“Have you eaten?” she asked.

“You didn’t tell me to.”

She chuckled at this. “Forgive me. I've been thioadot. Let's order room service.”

He nodded and smiled at her. “Sure. Anything yoatisfine with me.”

“I'd love a greasy cheeseburger with fries and ld beer.”

“Perfect.”

She picked up the phone and ordered the food. aentvalked to the window and
watched the lights crawling along Fifth Avenue.

“I'm twenty-four. How old are you?” She was on @@fa now, sipping ice water.

He took the chair nearest to her. “Thirty-eight.r\ted once. Divorced seven years and
three months ago. No children. Live alone with &a ééhy'd you pick the St. Moritz?”



“Rooms were available, and | convinced them it wasortant to pay with cash and
present no identification. Do you like it?”

“It's fine. Sort of past its prime.”

“This is not exactly a vacation.”

“It's fine. How long do you think we might be hete?

She watched him carefully. He’'d published a boakysiars earlier on HUD scandals,
and though it didn’t sell she’d found a copy inublic library in New Orleans. He looked
six years older than the photo on the dust jadkdthe was aging nicely with a touch of

gray over the ears.

“I don’t know how long you'll stay,” she said. “Mpglans are subject to change by the
minute. | may see a face on the street and flyew Mealand.”

“When did you leave New Orleans?”

“Monday night. | took a cab to Baton Rouge, and thauld have been easy to follow. |
flew to Chicago, where | bought four tickets tofalifferent cities, including Boise,
where my mother lives. | jumped on the plane tdduardia at the last moment. | don’t
think anyone followed.”

“You're safe.”

“Maybe for the moment. We'll both be hunted wheis ttory is published. Assuming
it's published.”

Gray rattled his ice and studied her. “Depends batwou tell me. And it depends on
how much can be verified from other sources.”

“The verification is up to you. I'll tell you whdtknow, and from there you're on your
own.”

“Okay. When do we start talking?”

“After dinner. I'd rather do it on a full stomac¥ou’re in no hurry, are you?”

“Of course not. I've got all night, and all day tomow, and the next day and the next. |
mean, you're talking about the biggest story inrtyeyears, so I'll hang around as long

as you'll talk to me.”

Darby smiled and looked away. Exactly a week afgje,ad Thomas were waiting for
dinner in the bar at Mouton’s. He was wearing Zlkilk blazer, denim shirt, red



paisley tie and heavily starched khakis. Shoeshbigocks. The shirt was unbuttoned
and the tie was loose. They had talked about thgirvislands and Thanksgiving and
Gavin Verheek while they waited on a table. He disking fast, and that was not
unusual. He got drunk later, and it saved her life.

She had lived a year in the past seven days, and/af having a real conversation with a
live person who did not wish her dead. She crobsedeet on the coffee table. It was not
uncomfortable having him here in her room. ShexedlaHis face said, “Trust me.” And
why not? Whom else could she trust?

“What are you thinking about?” he asked.

“It's been a long week. Seven days ago | was jostleer law student busting my tail to
get to the top. Now look at me.”

He was looking at her. Trying to be cool, not l&kgawking sophomore, but he was
looking. The hair was dark and very short, andegsiylish, but he liked the long version
in yesterday’s fax.

“Tell me about Thomas Callahan,” he said.

“Why?”

“I don’t know. He’s part of the story, isn’t he?”

“Yeah. I'll get to it later.”

“Fine. Your mother lives in Boise?”

“Yes, but she knows nothing. Where’s your mother?”

“Short Hills, New Jersey,” he answered with a snile crunched on an ice cube and
waited for her. She was thinking.

“What do you like about New York?” she asked.

“The airport. It's the quickest way out.”

“Thomas and | were here in the summer. It's hdtian New Orleans.”

Suddenly, Grantham realized she was not just #ttletcoed, but a widow in mourning.
The poor lady was suffering. She had not been ¢hgaut his hair or his clothes or his

eyes. She was in pain. Dammit!

“I'm very sorry about Thomas,” he said. “| won'tkagbout him again.”



She smiled but said nothing.

There was a loud knock. Darby jerked her feetludftable, and glared at the door. Then
she breathed deeply. It was the food.

“I'll get it,” Gray said. “Just relax.”

For centuries, a quiet but mammoth battle of nataged without interference along the
coastline of what would become Louisiana. It wémtle for territory. No humans were
involved until recent years. From the south, theaocpushed inland with its tides and
winds and floods. From the north, the MississipweRhauled down an inexhaustible
supply of freshwater and sediment, and fed the Imearavith the soil they needed to
vegetate and thrive. The saltwater from the Gutled the coastline and burned the
freshwater marshes by killing the grasses that theloh together. The river responded by
draining half the continent and depositing its soilower Louisiana. It slowly built a
long succession of sedimentary deltas, each oftwihiturn eventually blocked the
river’s path and forced it to change course yetragahe lush wetlands were built by the
deltas.

It was an epic struggle of give-and-take, withfibrees of nature firmly in control. With
the constant replenishment from the mighty riviee, deltas not only held their own
against the Gulf, but expanded.

The marshlands were a marvel of natural evolutiising the rich sediment as food, they
grew into a green paradise of cypress and oak ensedpatches of pickerelweed and
bulrush and cattails. The water was filled withvdiiah, shrimp, oysters, red snappers,
flounder, pompano, bream, crabs, and alligators.

The coastal plain was a sanctuary for wildlife. Hugts of species of migratory birds
came to roost.

The wetlands were vast and limitless, rich and dbah
Then oil was discovered there in 1930, and the vegmeon. The oil companies dredged
ten thousand miles of canals to get to the richkey crisscrossed the fragile delta with a

slashing array of neat little ditches. They sliteel marshes to ribbons.

They drilled, found oil, then dredged like mani&@get to it. Their canals were perfect
conduits for the Gulf and its saltwater, which aeay at the marshes.



Since oil was found, tens of thousands of acregetiands have been devoured by the
ocean. Sixty square miles of Louisiana vanishesyeyear. Every fourteen minutes,
another acre disappears under water.

In 1979, an oil company punched a hole deep inebemne Parish and hit oil. It was a
routine day on just another rig, but it was notatine hit. There was a lot of oil. They
drilled again an eighth of a mile away, and hittaeo big one. They backed off a mile,
drilled, and hit an even bigger one. Three mileaygwhey struck gold again.

The oil company capped the wells and ponderedithat®n, which had all the markings
of a major new field.

The oil company was owned by Victor Mattiece, auddyom Lafayette who'd made
and lost several fortunes drilling for oil in souwtbuisiana. In 1979, he happened to be
wealthy, and more importantly, he had access terqibople’s money. He was quickly
convinced he had just tapped a major reserve. garbkuying land around the capped
wells.

Secrets are crucial but hard to keep in the cilieAnd Mattiece knew if he threw
around too much money, there would soon be a nm&tdaotidrilling around his new gold
mine. A man of infinite patience and planning, belkled at the big picture and said no to
the quick buck. He decided he would have it all.ndddled with his lawyers and other
advisers, and devised a plan to methodically beystirrounding land under a myriad of
corporate names. They formed new companies, used ebhis old ones, purchased all
or portions of struggling firms, and went about thesiness of acquiring acreage.

Those in the business knew Mattiece, and knew Heriamey and could get more.
Mattiece knew they knew, so he quietly unleashexldazen faceless entities upon the
landowners of Terrebonne Parish. It worked witheuatajor hitch.

The plan was to consolidate territory, then dregifeanother channel through the hapless
and beleaguered marshlands so that the men ame:th@pment could get to the rigs and
the oil could be brought out with haste. The cavalld be thirty-five miles long and

twice as wide as the others. There would be afloadic.

Because Mattiece had money, he was a popular ntartive politicians and bureaucrats.
He played their game skillfully. He sprinkled moreapund where needed. He loved
politics, but hated publicity. He was paranoid aaclusive.

As the land acquisition sailed smoothly along, Mat suddenly found himself short of
cash. The industry turned downward in the earlytég, and his other rigs stopped
pumping. He needed big money, and he wanted paradapt at putting it up and



remaining silent about it. So he stayed away fra@xrak. He went overseas and found
some Arabs who studied his maps and believed timae of a mammoth reserve of
crude and natural gas. They bought a piece ofdhera and Mattiece had plenty of cash
again.

He did the sprinkling act, and obtained officiatrpéssion to gouge his way through the
delicate marshes and cypress swamps. The piecedallarg majestically into place,
and Victor Mattiece could smell a billion dollaMaybe two or three.

Then an odd thing happened. A lawsuit was filesttp the dredging and drilling. The
plaintiff was an obscure environmental outfit knogimply as Green Fund.

The lawsuit was unexpected because for fifty yearssiana had allowed itself to be
devoured and polluted by oil companies and pedkdeMictor Mattiece. It had been a
trade-off. The oil business employed many and paalll. The oil and gas taxes collected
in Baton Rouge paid the salaries of state employees

The small bayou villages had been turned into boams. The politicians from the
governors down took the oil money and played aléiigwas well, and so what if some
of the marshlands suffered.

Green Fund filed the lawsuit in the U.S. Districdutt in Lafayette. A federal judge
halted the project pending a trial on all issues.

Mattiece went over the edge. He spent weeks wihawyers plotting and scheming. He
would spare no expense to win. Do whatever it thekinstructed them. Break any rule,
violate any ethic, hire any expert, commission siogly, cut any throat, spend any
amount of money. Just win the damned lawsuit.

Never one to be seen, he assumed an even lowde pk¢ moved to the Bahamas and
operated from an armed fortress at Lyford Cay. |ed fo New Orleans once a week to
meet with the lawyers, then returned to the island.

Though invisible now, he made certain his politicahtributions increased. His jackpot
was still safe beneath Terrebonne Parish, and lnddveme day extract it, but one never
knows when one will be forced to call in favors.

By the time the Green Fund lawyers, both of thead, Wwaded in ankle deep, they had
identified over thirty separate defendants. Someemiland. Some did exploring. Others
laid pipe. Others drilled. The joint ventures amdited partnerships and corporate
associations were an impenetrable maze.



The defendants and their legions of high-pricedylre answered with a vengeance.
They filed a thick motion asking the judge to dissihe lawsuit as frivolous. Denied.
They asked him to allow the drilling to continueilgtlthey waited on a trial. Denied.
They squealed with pain and explained in anothavyenotion how much money was
already tied up in exploration, drilling, etc. Dediagain. They filed motions by the
truckload, and when they were all denied and it @adent there would one day be a
trial by jury, the oil lawyers dug in and playedti

Luckily for Green Fund’s lawsuit, the heart of thew oil reserve was near a ring of
marshes that had been for years a natural refugedi@rfowl. Ospreys, egrets, pelicans,
ducks, cranes, geese, and many others migratéditoough Louisiana has not always
been kind to its land, it has shown a bit more syttmp for its animals. Since the verdict
would one day be rendered by a jury of averagehapefully ordinary people, the Green
Fund lawyers played heavy on the birds.

The pelican became the hero. After thirty yearmsidious contamination by DDT and
other pesticides, the Louisiana brown pelican pegtadn the brink of extinction. Almost
too late, it was classified as an endangered spemnel afforded a higher class of
protection. Green Fund seized the majestic bird,anlisted a half-dozen experts from
around the country to testify on its behalf.

With a hundred lawyers involved, the lawsuit mosgémvly. At times it went nowhere,
which suited Green Fund just fine. The rigs wete.id

Seven years after Mattiece first buzzed over Temab Bay in his jet helicopter and
followed the swamplands along the route his precmanal would take, the pelican suit
went to trial in Lake Charles. It was a bitter lttlzat lasted ten weeks. Green Fund sought
money damages for the havoc already inflicted,iemdnted a permanent injunction
against further drilling.

The oil companies brought in a fancy litigator frétauston to talk to the jury. He wore
elephant-skin boots and a Stetson, and coulditakal Cajun when necessary. He was
stout medicine, especially when compared to theFund lawyers, both of whom had
beards and very intense faces.

Green Fund lost the trial, and it was not altogetimexpected. The oil companies spent
millions, and it’s difficult to whip a bear withswitch. David pulled it off, but the best
bet is always on Goliath. The jurors were not inspesl with the dire warnings about
pollution and the frailness of wetland ecology. @#ant money, and folks needed jobs.

The judge kept the injunction in place for two @as First, he thought Green Fund had
proven its point about the pelican, a federallytg¢eted species. And it was apparent to
all that Green Fund would appeal, so the matterfarasom over.

The dust settled for a while, and Mattiece had allswictory. But he knew there would
be other days in other courtrooms. He was a manmfiafte patience and planning.



The tape recorder was in the center of the smalkk taith four empty beer bottles around.
He made notes as he talked. “Who told you aboulativeuit?”

“A guy named John Del Greco. He’s a law studeritudéine, a year ahead of me. He
clerked last summer for a big firm in Houston, éimel firm was on the periphery of the
hostilities. He was not close to the trial, but thmors and gossip were heavy.”

“And all the firms were from New Orleans and Hounstb

“Yes, the principal litigation firms. But these cpanies are from a dozen different cities,
so of course they brought their local counsel whm. There were lawyers from Dallas,
Chicago, and several other cities. It was a cifcus.

“What's the status of the lawsuit?”

“From the trial level, it will be appealed to thétk Circuit Court of Appeals. That
appeal has not been perfected, but should be iordhnhor so.”

“Where's the Fifth Circuit?”

“New Orleans. About twenty-four months after itiaes there, a three-judge panel will
hear and decide. The losing party will undoubtedtyuest a rehearing by the full panel,
and this will take another three or four monthsefehare enough defects in the verdict to
insure either a reversal or a remand.”

“What's a remand?”
“The appellate court can do any of three thingdirdfthe verdict, reverse the verdict, or

find enough error to send the whole thing backafoew trial. If it goes back, it's been
remanded. They can also affirm part, reverse pariand part, sort of scramble things

up.”

Gray shook his head in frustration as he scribbiedy. “Why would anyone want to be
a lawyer?”

“I've asked myself that a few times in the past kvée

“Any idea what the Fifth Circuit might do?”



“None. They haven't even seen it yet. The plaistdfe alleging a multitude of
procedural sins by the defendants, and given theaaf the conspiracy, a lot of it's
probably true. It could be reversed.”

“Then what happens?”

“The fun starts. If either side is unhappy with &i&h Circuit, they can appeal to the
Supreme Court.”

“Surprise, surprise.”

“Each year the Supreme Court receives thousandppsals, but is very selective about
what it takes. Because of the money and pressurésanes involved, this one has a
decent chance of being heard.”

“From today, how long would it take for the casd&decided by the Supreme Court?”
“Anywhere from three to five years.”
“Rosenberg would have died from natural causes.”

“Yes, but there could be a Democrat in the Whitaistowhen he died from natural
causes. So take him out now when you can sorteafigrhis replacement.”

“Makes sense.”

“Oh, it's beautiful. If you're Victor Mattiece, angbu’ve only got fifty million or so, and
you want to be a billionaire, and you don’t mindikg a couple of Supremes, then now
is the time.”

“But what if the Supreme Court refused to heardhse?”

“He’s in good shape if the Fifth Circuit affirmsethrial verdict. But if it reverses, and the
Supreme Court denies cert, he’s got problems. Mysgs that he would go back to
square one, stir up some new litigation, and tafliagain. There’s too much money
involved to lick his wounds and go home. When lekicare of Rosenberg and Jensen,
one has to assume he committed himself to a cause.”

“Where was he during the trial?”

“Completely invisible. Keep in mind, it is not piubknowledge that he’s the ringleader
of the litigation. By the time the trial startetiete were thirty-eight corporate defendants.
No individuals were named, just corporations. @ftthirty-eight, seven are traded
publicly, and he owns no more than twenty percéang one. These are just small firms
traded over the counter. The other thirty-one aineately held, and | couldn’t get much



information. But | did learn that many of thesevate companies are owned by each
other, and some are even owned by the public catipos. It's almost impenetrable.”

“But he’s in control.”

“Yes. | suspect he owns or controls eighty percémihe project. | checked out four of
the private companies, and three are charteredaffs Two in the Bahamas, and one in
the Caymans. Del Greco heard that Mattiece opefatesbehind offshore banks and
companies.”

“Do you remember the seven public companies?”

“Most of them. They, of course, were footnotedha brief, a copy of which | do not
have. But I've rewritten most of it in longhand.”

“Can | see it?”
“You can have it. But it's lethal.”
“I'll read it later. Tell me about the photograph.”

“Mattiece is from a small town near Lafayette, amtlis younger years was a big money
man for politicians in south Louisiana. He was adsdwy type back then, always in the
background giving money. He spent big bucks on Dzats locally and Republicans
nationally, and over the years he was wined andddby big shots from Washington. He
has never sought publicity, but his kind of monehard to hide, especially when it's
being handed out to politicians. Seven years agenvthe President was the Vice
President, he was in New Orleans for a Republioadraiser. All the heavy hitters were
there, including Mattiece. It was ten thousandatslia plate, so the press tried to get in.
Somehow a photographer snapped a picture of Mattibaking hands with the VP. The
New Orleans paper ran it the next day. It's a wohdi@icture. They’re grinning at each
other like best friends.”

“IUll be easy to get.”
“I stuck it on the last page of the brief, just the fun of it. This is fun, isn't it?”
“I'm having a ball.”

“Mattiece dropped out of sight a few years ago, iantbw believed to live in several
places. He’s very eccentric. Del Greco said mospleebelieve he’s demented.”

The recorder beeped, and Gray changed tapes. Berby and stretched her long legs.
He watched her as he fumbled with the recorder. dther tapes were already used and
marked.



“Are you tired?” he asked.

“I haven't been sleeping well. How many more quesPR”

“How much more do you know?”

“We’ve covered the basics. There are some gapsawdiltin the morning.”

Gray turned off the recorder and stood. She wéseatvindow, stretching and yawning.
He relaxed on the sofa.

“What happened to the hair?” he asked.

Darby sat in a chair and pulled her feet underRed toe-nails. Her chin rested on her
knees. “I left it in a hotel in New Orleans. Howddiou know about it?”

“I saw a photograph.”

“From where?”

“Three photos, actually. Two from the Tulane yeatyand one from Arizona State.”
“Who sent them to you?”

“I have contacts. They were faxed to me, so thesemethat good. But there was this
gorgeous hair.”

“I wish you hadn’t done that.”

“Why?”

“Every phone call leaves a trail.”

“Come on, Darby. Give me a little credit.”
“You were snooping around on me.”
“Just a little background. That's all.”

“No more, okay? If you want something from me, jask. If | say no, then leave it
alone.”

Grantham shrugged and agreed. Forget the hairo @&s3$ sensitive matters. “So who
selected Rosenberg and Jensen? Mattiece is noyarla



“Rosenberg is easy. Jensen wrote little on enviertal issues, but he was consistent in
voting against all types of development. If thegrgld common ground with any
consistency, it was protecting the environment.”

“And you think Mattiece figured this out by hims#if

“Of course not. A pretty wicked legal mind presehbtem with the two names. He has a
thousand lawyers.”

“And none in D.C.?"

Darby raised her chin and frowned at him. “What ybd say?”
“None of his lawyers are in D.C.”

“l didn’t say that.”

“I thought you said the law firms were primarilypm New Orleans and Houston and
other cities. You didn’t mention D.C.”

Darby shook her head. “You're assuming too mudan think of at least two D.C. firms
that | ran across. One is White and Blazevich,rg v, powerful, rich Republican firm
with four hundred lawyers.”

Gray moved to the edge of the sofa.

“What's the matter?” she asked. He was suddenlgdviHe was on his feet walking to
the door, then back to the sofa.

“This may fit. This may be it, Darby.”

“I'm listening.”

“Are you listening?”

“I swear I'm listening.”

He was at the window. “Okay, last week | got thpeene calls from a lawyer in D.C.
named Garcia, but that's not his name. He saicheavksomething and saw something
about Rosenberg and Jensen, and he wanted sotbaelyme what he knew. But he got

scared and disappeared.”

“There are a million lawyers in D.C.”



“Two million. But I know he works in a private firniHe sort of admitted it. He was
sincere and very frightened, thought they werefuithg. | asked who they were, and he
of course wouldn't say.”

“What happened to him?”

“We had a meeting planned for last Saturday morrang he called early and said forget
it. Said he was married and had a good job, andnghyit? He never admitted it, but |
think he has a copy of something that he was aloostiow me.”

“He could be your verification.”

“What if he works for White and Blazevich? We'vedsienly narrowed it to four hundred
lawyers.”

“The haystack is much smaller.”

Grantham darted to his bag, flipped through sonpersa and presto! pulled out a five-
by-seven black and white. He dropped it in her t&pis is Mr. Garcia.”

Darby studied the picture. It was a man on a bidswsalk. The face was clear. “I take it
he didn’t pose for this.”

“Not exactly.” Grantham was pacing.
“Then how’d you get it?”
“I cannot reveal my sources.”

She slid it onto the coffee table, and rubbed kese*You're scaring me, Grantham.
This has a sleazy feel to it. Tell me it's not ghea

“It's just a little sleazy, okay? The kid was usitng same pay phone, and that’s a
mistake.”

“Yes, | know. That's a mistake.”

“And | wanted to know what he looked like.”
“Did you ask if you could take his photograph?”
“No.”

“Then it's sleazy as hell.”



“Okay. It's sleazy as hell. But | did it, and thetés, and it could be our link to
Mattiece.”

“Our link?”

“Yes, our link. | thought you wanted to nail Mattee”

“Did | say that? | want him to pay, but I'd ratHeave him alone. He’s made a believer
out of me, Gray. I've seen enough blood to lasanh@ng time. You take this ball and run

with it.”

He didn’t hear this. He walked behind her to thadww, then back to the bar. “You
mentioned two firms. What's the other?”

“Brim, Stearns, and somebody. | didn’t get a chaonogheck them out. It's sort of odd
because neither firm is listed as counsel of reémrdny of the defendants, but both
firms, especially White and Blazevich, kept poppumas | went through the file.”
“How big is Brim, Stearns, and somebody?”

“I can find out tomorrow.”

“As big as White and Blazevich?”

“I doubt it.”

“Just guess. How big?”

“Two hundred lawyers.”

“Okay. Now we're up to six hundred lawyers in twiarfs. You're the lawyer, Darby.
How can we find Garcia?”

“I'm not a lawyer, and I’'m not a private detectivéou’re the investigative reporter.” She
didn’t like this “we” business.

“Yeah, but I've never been in a law office, exctptthe divorce.”

“Then you're very fortunate.”

“How can we find him?”

She was yawning again. They had been talking fopat three hours, and she was

exhausted. This could resume in the morning. “I'dkmow how to find him, and | really
haven't given it much thought. I'll sleep on it,caexplain it to you in the morning.”



Grantham was suddenly calm. She stood and walk#eetbar for a glass of water.

“I'll get my things,” he said, picking up the tapes

“Would you do me a favor?” she asked.

“Maybe.”

She paused and looked at the sofa. “Would you mieebing on the sofa tonight? |
mean, | haven’t slept well in a long time, and édé¢he rest. It would, well, it would be

nice if | knew you were in here.”

He swallowed hard, and looked at the sofa. Thel muiked at the sofa. It was a five-
footer at most, and did not appear to be the leasbmfortable.

“Sure,” he said, smiling at her. “I understand.”

“I'm spooked, okay?”

“l understand.”

“It's nice to have someone like you around.” Shéetndemurely, and Gray melted.
“I don’t mind,” he said. “No problem.”

“Thanks.”

“Lock the door, get in the bed, and sleep well.d8 right here, and everything’s all
right.”

“Thanks.” She nodded and smiled again, then cltisedioor to her bedroom. He
listened, and she did not lock it.

He sat on the sofa in the darkness, watching her. &ome time after midnight, he
dozed and slept with his knees not far from hisichi

Her boss was Jackson Feldman, and he was the exeeditor, and this was her turf,
and she didn’'t take any crap off anyone but MrdRen. Especially an insolent brat like
Gray Grantham, who was standing in front of Mr.drehn’s door, guarding it like a
Doberman. She glared at him, and he sneered amethis had been going on for ten
minutes, ever since they huddled in there and ditse door. Why Grantham was
waiting outside, she did not know. But this was toef.



Her phone rang, and Grantham yelled at her. “Nis'¢al

Her face was instantly red, and her mouth flew ofs#e picked up the receiver, listened
for a second, then said, “I'm sorry, but Mr. Feldmsiin a meeting.” She glared at
Grantham, who was shaking his head as if to dare'Yies, I'll have him call you back
as soon as possible.” She hung up.

“Thanks!” Grantham said, and this threw her off g&he was about to say something
nasty, but with the “Thanks” her mind went blanke shiled at her. And it made her
even madder.

It was five-thirty, time for her to leave, but Mfeldman asked her to stay. He was still
smirking at her over there by the door, not ten é&eay. She had never liked Gray
Grantham. But then, there weren’t too many peopteeaPost she did like. A news aide
approached and appeared headed for the door wadothberman stepped in front of him.
“Sorry, you can’t go in right now,” Grantham said.

“And why not?”

“They’re in a meeting. Leave it with her.” He padtat the secretary, who despised
being pointed at and despised being referred tplgias “her.” She had been here for
twenty-one years.

The news aide was not easily intimidated. “Thatie fBut Mr. Feldman instructed me to
have these papers here at precisely five-thirgy pitecisely five-thirty, here | am, and
here are the papers.”

“Look, we’re real proud of you. But you can’t gq imderstand? Now just leave the
papers with that nice lady over there, and thevgiiitome up tomorrow.” Grantham
moved squarely in front of the door, and appeagedy for combat if the kid insisted.
“Ill take those,” the secretary said. She tooknth@nd the news aide left.

“Thanks!” Grantham said loudly again.

“I find you to be very rude,” she snapped.

“| said ‘Thanks.™ He tried to look hurt.

“You're a real smartass.”

“Thanks!”

The door suddenly opened, and a voice called @raritham.”



He smiled at her, and stepped inside. Jackson Feldvmas standing behind his desk. The
tie was down to the second button and the sleeees mwlled to the elbows. He was six-
six, with no fat. At fifty-eight, he ran two maraths a year and worked fifteen hours a
day.

Smith Keen was also standing, and holding the fmge outline of a story along with a
copy of Darby’s handwritten reproduction of theigah brief. Feldman’s copy was lying
on the desk. They appeared dazed.

“Close the door,” Feldman said to Grantham.

Gray closed the door and sat on the edge of a. tablene spoke.

Feldman rubbed his eyes roughly, then looked ahK&&ow,” he finally said.

Gray smiled. “You mean that’s it. | hand you thgd®st story in twenty years, and you
are so moved you say ‘Wow.”

“Where’s Darby Shaw?” Keen asked.

“I can't tell you. It's part of the deal.”
“What deal?” Keen asked.

“I can't tell you that either.”

“When did you talk to her?”

“Last night, and again this morning.”
“And this was in New York?” Keen asked.

“What difference does it make where we talked? e, okay? She talked. | listened.
| flew home. | wrote the outline. So what do yoink?”

Feldman slowly folded his thin frame and sat deepis chair. “How much does the
White House know?”

“Not sure. Verheek told Darby that it was delivetedhe White House one day last
week, and at the time the FBI thought it shoulghbesued. Then for some reason, after
the White House had it, the FBI backed off. Thatld know.”

“How much did Mattiece give the President threergeayo?”



“Millions. Virtually all of it through a myriad oPACs that he controls. This guy is very
smart. He’s got all kinds of lawyers, and they fgout ways to funnel money here and
there. It's probably legal.”

The editors were thinking slowly. They were stunrelif they’'d just survived a bomb
blast. Grantham was quite proud, and swung hisuiegér the table like a kid on a pier.

Feldman slowly picked up the papers clipped togedhe flipped through until he found
the photograph of Mattiece and the President. ldelshis head.

“It's dynamite, Gray,” Keen said. “We just can’trwithout a bunch of corroboration.
Hell, you're talking about the world’s greatest jobwverifying. This is powerful stuff,
son.”

“How can you do it?” Feldman asked.

“I've got some ideas.”

“I'd like to hear them. You could get yourself ket with this.”

Grantham jumped to his feet, and stuck his hantissipockets. “First, we’ll try to find
Garcia.”

“We? Who's we?” Keen asked.

“Me, okay? Me. I'll try to find Garcia.”

“Is the girl in on this?” Keen asked.

“I can’t answer that. It's part of the deal.”

“Answer the question,” Feldman said. “Look at whese are if she gets killed helping
you with the story. It's much too risky. Now whaseshe and what have you guys got

planned?”

“I'm not telling where she is. She’s a source, aatlvays protect my sources. No, she’s
not helping with the investigation. She’s just aree, okay?”

They stared at him in disbelief. They looked atheaither, and finally Keen shrugged.
“Do you want some help?” Feldman asked.
“No. She insists on me doing it alone. She’s veared, and you can’t blame her.”

“I got scared just reading the damned thing,” Keaidl.



Feldman kicked back in his chair and crossed lesda the desk. Size fourteens. He
smiled for the first time. “You've got to start WwiGarcia. If he can’t be found, then you
could dig for months on Mattiece and not put itetbger. And before you start digging on
Mattiece, let’'s have a long talk. | sort of likewdsrantham, and this is not worth getting
killed over.”

“| see every word you write, okay?” Keen said.

“And | want a daily report, okay?” Feldman said.

“No problem.”

Keen walked to the glass wall and watched the meslimethe newsroom. In the course
of each day, the chaos came and went a half a dowes. Things got crazy at five-thirty.
The news was being written, and the second starfecence was at six-thirty.

Feldman watched from his desk. “This could be the & the slump,” he said to Gray
without looking at him. “What'’s it been, five, spears?”

“Try seven,” Keen said.
“I've written some good stories,” Gray said defemady.

“Sure,” Feldman said, still watching the newsro6But you’ve been hitting doubles and
triples. The last grand slam was a long time ago.”

“There have been a lot of strikeouts too,” Keeneatldelpfully.

“Happens to all of us,” Gray said. “But this grasidm will be in the seventh game of the
World Series.” He opened the door.

Feldman glared at him. “Don’t get hurt, and dotivwa her to get hurt. Understand?”

Gray smiled and left the office.

He was almost to Thomas Circle when he saw thellgbts behind him. The cop did not
pass, but stayed on his bumper. He was obliviob®to the speed limit and his
speedometer. It would be his third ticket in sixt@eonths.

He parked in a small lot next to an apartment holiseas dark, and the blue lights
flashed in his mirrors. He rubbed his temples.



“Step out,” the cop demanded from the bumper.

Gray opened the door and did what he was told.cbpewvas black, and was suddenly
smiling. It was Cleve. He pointed to the patrol. ¢&et in.”

They sat in the car under the blue lights and dtatehe Volvo. “Why do you do this to
me?” Gray asked.

“We have quotas, Grantham. We have to stop so maitg people and harass them.
Chief wants to even things out. The white cops picknnocent poor black folks, so us
black cops have to pick on innocent rich white $3lk

“l suppose you’re gonna handcuff me and beat thleobheof me.”

“Only if you ask me to. Sarge can’t talk anymore.”

“I'm listening.”

“He smells something around the place. He’s caadbtv strange looks, and he’s heard
a thing or two.”

“Such as?”

“Such as they’re talking about you, and how muaytheed to know what you know. He
thinks they might be listening.”

“Come on, Cleve. Is he serious?”

“He’s heard them talk about you and how you’re aglquestions about the pelican
something or other. You've got ‘em shook up.”

“What has he heard about this pelican thing?”

“Just that you’re hot on it, and they’re seriouswht. These are mean and paranoid
people, Gray. Sarge says to be careful where yandavho you talk to.”

“And we can’t meet anymore?”

“Not for a while. He wants to lay low, and run tgsithrough me.”

“We'll do that. | need his help, but tell him to bareful. This is very touchy.”
“What is this pelican business?”

“I can’'t say. But tell Sarge it could get him kil&



“Not Sarge. He's smarter than all of them over ¢lier
Gray opened the door and got out. “Thanks, Cleve.”

He turned off the blue lights. “I'll be around. I'morking nights for the next six months,
so I'll try and keep an eye on you.”

“Thanks.”

Rupert paid for his cinnamon roll and sat on agbaol overlooking the sidewalk. It was
midnight, exactly midnight, and Georgetown was wigddown. A few cars sped along
M Street, and the remaining pedestrians headelbime. The coffee shop was busy, but
not crowded. He sipped black coffee.

He recognized the face on the sidewalk, and monmat&isthe man was sitting on the
next bar stool. He was a flunkie of some sort. Tiag met a few days ago in New
Orleans.

“So what'’s the score?” Rupert asked.

“We can't find her. And that worries us becausegeesome bad news today.”
“And?ll

“Well, we heard voices, unconfirmed, that the bagigghave freaked out, and that the
number one bad guy wants to start killing everybddgney is no object, and these
voices tell us he’ll spend whatever it takes toffstius thing out. He’s sending in big
boys with big guns. Of course, they say he’s dezdngut he’s mean as hell and money
can kill a lot of people.”

This killing talk did not faze Rupert. “Who’s ongHist?”

“The girl. And | guess anyone else on the outsitie Wappens to know about that little
paper.”

“So what's my plan?”

“Hang around. We’ll meet here tomorrow night, samee. If we find the girl, it'll be
your show.”

“How do you plan to find her?”



“We think she’s in New York. We have ways.”

Rupert pulled off a piece of cinnamon roll and &dfit in his mouth. “Where would you
be?”

The messenger thought of a dozen places he miglugodammit, they were like Paris
and Rome and Monte Carlo, places he’'d seen andpkaceryone went to. He couldn’t
think of that one exotic spot where he would go hilg for the rest of his life. “I don’t
know. Where would you be?”

“New York City. You can live there for years andveebe seen. You speak the language
and know the rules. It's the perfect hiding plagedn American.”

“Yeah, | guess you're right. You think she’s there?
“I don’t know. At times she’s clever. Then she basl moments.”
The messenger was on his feet. “Tomorrow night,Sdud.

Rupert waved him off. What a goofy little twerp, theught. Running around whispering
important messages in coffee shops and beer jdihen running back to his boss and
reliving it all in vivid detalil.

He threw the coffee cup in the trash and was omsithewvalk.

Brim, Stearns, and Kidlow had a hundred and nifetyers, according to the latest
edition of the Martindale-Hubbell Legal DirectoAnd White and Blazevich had four
hundred and twelve, so hopefully Garcia was onky oha possible six hundred and two.
But if Mattiece used other D.C. firms, the numbeuwd be higher and they didn’t have a
chance.

As expected, White and Blazevich had no one nansdi& Darby searched for another
Hispanic name, but found none. It was one of thibs&vhite silk-stocking outfits filled
with Ivy Leaguers with long names that ended in erats. There were a few female
names sprinkled about, but only two were partidst of the women had joined after
1980. If she lived long enough to finish law sch@ble would not consider working for a
factory like White and Blazevich.

Grantham had suggested she check for Hispanicsibe€zarcia was a bit unusual for an
alias. Maybe the guy was Hispanic, and since Gaaammon for them, then maybe he
just said it real quick. It didn’t work. There weame Hispanics in this firm.



According to the directory, their clients were ligd rich. Banks, Fortune 5005, and lots
of oil companies. They listed four of the defendantthe lawsuit as clients, but not Mr.
Mattiece. There were chemical companies and shgppies, and White and Blazevich
also represented the governments of South Korégal.and Syria. Silly, she thought.
Some of our enemies hire our lawyers to lobby @mwegnment. But then, you can hire
lawyers to do anything.

Brim, Stearns, and Kidlow was a smaller versiolbiite and Blazevich, but, gosh, there
were four Hispanic names listed. She wrote themmddwo men and two women. She
figured this firm must have been sued for racesmmddiscrimination. In the past ten
years they had hired all kinds of people. The tlishwas predictable—oil and gas,
insurance, banks, government relations. Prettysiuff.

She sat in a corner of the Fordham law libraryaiohour. It was Friday morning, ten in
New York and nine in New Orleans, and instead dintg in a library she’d never seen
before, she was supposed to be sitting in FedeoakEure under Alleck, a professor she
never liked but now missed sorely. Alice Stark vebloé sitting next to her. One of her
favorite law nerds, D. Ronald Petrie, would bdarsitbehind her asking for a date and
making lewd comments. She missed him too. She thibsequiet mornings on Thomas’
balcony, sipping coffee and waiting for the FreQuarter to shake its cobwebs and
come to life. She missed the smell of cologne srblathrobe.

She thanked the librarian, and left the building. &xty-second, she headed east toward
the park. It was a brilliant October morning witperfect sky and cool wind. A pleasant
change from New Orleans, but difficult to appreeiahder the circumstances. She wore
new Ray-Bans and a muffler up to her chin. The Wwas still dark, but she would cut no
more. She was determined to walk without lookingrdwver shoulder. They probably
weren’t back there, but she knew it would be y&éafere she could stroll along a street
without a doubt.

The trees in the park were a magnificent displayedtow and orange and red. The
leaves fell gently in the breeze. She turned sont@entral Park West. She would leave
tomorrow, and spend a few days in Washington. éfslrvived, she would then leave the
country, go maybe to the Caribbean. She’d beer thnace, and there were a thousand
little islands where most people spoke some foraraflish.

Now was the time to leave the country. They'd lusst trail, and she’d already checked
on flights to Nassau and Jamaica. She could be thedark.

She found a pay phone in the rear of a bagel shd&ixdh, and punched Gray’s number
at the Post. “It's me,” she said.

“Well, well. | was afraid you had skipped the cayrit

“Thinking about it.”



“Can you wait a week?”
“Probably. I'll be there tomorrow. What do you kn@iv

“I'm just gathering junk. I've got copies of theraral statements for the seven public
corporations involved in the suit.”

“It's lawsuit, not suit. A suit is something you are”’
“How can you ever forgive me? Mattiece is neitheio#ficer nor director of any.”
“What else?”

“Just the thousand phone calls routine. | speseetiiours yesterday hanging around
courthouses looking for Garcia.”

“You won't find him at a courthouse, Gray. He’s rloat kind of lawyer. He’s in a
corporate firm.”

“| take it you have a better idea.”

“I've got several ideas.”

“Well, then, I'm just sitting here waiting on you.”
“I'll call you when | get there.”

“Don’t call me at home.”

She paused for a second. “May | ask why not?”

“There’s a chance someone is listening, and magh@ing. One of my best sources
thinks I've ruffled enough feathers to get mysdifged under surveillance.”

“Fabulous. And you want me to rush down there @aantup with you?”

“We'll be safe, Darby. We just have to be careful.”

She gripped the phone and clenched her teeth. ‘tiore you talk to me about being
careful! I've been dodging bombs and bullets for days now, and you're smug enough

to tell me to be careful. Kiss my ass, Granthamybal should stay away from you.”

There was a pause as she looked around the tiay tab men at the nearest table
looked at her. She was much too loud. She turney and breathed deeply.

Grantham spoke slowly. “I'm sorry. 1—"



“Forget it. Just forget it.”

He waited a moment. “Are you okay?”
“I'm terrific. Never felt better.”

“Are you coming to D.C.?”

“I don’t know. I'm safe here, and I'll be much safghen | get on a plane and leave the
country.”

“Sure, but | thought you had this wonderful ideauwatifinding Garcia, then hopefully
nailing Mattiece. | thought you were outraged arataily indignant and motivated by
revenge. What's happened to you?”

“Well, for one, | have this burning desire to seg tmenty-fifth birthday. I'm not selfish,
but perhaps I'd like to see my thirtieth too. Thatuld be nice.”

“l understand.”

“I'm not sure you understand. | think you're moncerned with Pulitzers and glory
than my pretty little neck.”

“l assure you that’s not true. Trust me, Darby. Yidae safe. You've told me the story of
your life. You must trust me.”

“I'll think about it.”

“That’s not definite.”

“No, it's not. Give me some time.”
“Okay.”

She hung up, and ordered a bagel. A dozen languatilesi around her as the café was
suddenly packed. Run, baby, run, her good senddésl Take a cab to the airport. Pay
cash for a ticket to Miami. Find the nearest flightith, and get on the plane. Let
Grantham dig and wish him the best. He was verylgand he’d find a way to break the
story. And she would read about it one day whilegyon a sun-drenched beach sipping
a pina colada and watching the windsurfers.

Stump limped by on the sidewalk. She caught a glengf him through the crowd and
through the window. Her mouth was suddenly dry stmelwas dizzy. He didn’t look
inside. He just ambled by, looking rather lost. &rethrough the tables and watched
him through the door. He limped slightly to therwar of Sixth and Fifty-eighth and



waited for the light. He started to cross Sixtlgrtithanged his mind and crossed Fifty-
eighth. A taxi almost smeared him.

He was going nowhere, just strolling along witHighd limp.

Croft saw the kid as he stepped from an elevatorthre atrium. He was with another
young lawyer, and they didn’t have their briefcase$ was obvious they were headed
for a late lunch. After five days of watching lawgeCroft had learned their habits.

The building was on Pennsylvania, and Brim, Steaand Kidlow covered floors three
through eleven. Garcia left the building with higddy, and they laughed their way down
the sidewalk. Something was very funny. Croft foléml as closely as possible. They
walked and laughed for five blocks, then, just adiured, they ducked into a yuppie
corporate fern bar for a quick bite.

Croft called Grantham three times before he got hinvas almost two, and the lunch
was winding down by now, and if Grantham wantedatzh the guy, then stay close to
the damned phone. Gray slammed it down. They waddt back at the building.

Garcia and his friend walked a bit slower on theane It was a beautiful day, and it was
Friday, and they enjoyed this brief respite from ¢ind of suing people or whatever
they did for two hundred bucks an hour. Croft hédhind his sunshades and kept his
distance.

Gray was waiting in the lobby near the elevatorefiGvas close behind them as they
spun through the revolving door. He pointed quidklyheir man. Gray caught the signal
and punched the elevator button. It opened andepped in just before Garcia and his
friend. Croft stayed behind.

Garcia punched number six a split second beforg @uached it too. Gray read the
paper and listened as the two lawyers talked fdlofbiae kid was no more than twenty-
seven or twenty-eight. The voice maybe had a végudiarity to it, but it had been on
the phone and there was nothing distinctive aliotihie face was close, but he couldn’t
study it. The odds said go for it. He looked varyikr to the man in the photograph, and
he worked for Brim, Stearns, and Kidlow, and oné&otountless clients was Mr.
Mattiece. He would give it a shot, but be cautidds.was a reporter. It was his job to go
barging in with questions.

They left the elevator on six still yakking abol¢ tRedskins, and Gray loitered behind
them, casually reading the paper. The firm’s loblag rich and opulent, with chandeliers
and Oriental rugs, and on one wall thick gold Istigith the firm’s name. The lawyers



stopped at the front desk and picked up their pimegsages. Gray strolled purposefully
in front of the receptionist, who eyed him carefull

“May | help you, sir?” she asked in the tone thatimt, “What the hell do you want?”
Gray did not miss a step. “I'm in a meeting withgeo Martin.” He’d found the name in
the phone book, and he’d called from the lobby auta earlier to make sure lawyer
Martin was in today. The building directory listdgk firm on floors three through eleven,
but did not list all one hundred and ninety lawyé&ising the yellow pages listing, he
made a dozen quick calls to find a lawyer on e&mir f Roger Martin was the man on
the sixth floor.

He frowned at the receptionist. “I've been meetinth him for two hours.”

This puzzled her, and she could think of nothingdg. Gray was around the corner and
into a hallway. He caught a glimpse of Garcia entehis office four doors down.

The name beside the door was David M. Underwoody @id not knock on it. He
wanted to strike quickly, and perhaps exit quickly. Underwood was hanging his
jacket on a rack.

“Hi. I'm Gray Grantham with the Washington Posmllooking for a man named
Garcia.”

Underwood froze and looked puzzled. “How’d you igelhere?” he asked.
The voice was suddenly familiar. “I walked. You &arcia, aren’t you?”

He pointed to a desk plate with his name in gattis,

David M. Underwood.

“There’s no one on this floor named Garcia. | ddmow of a Garcia in this firm.”
Gray smiled as if to play along. Underwood was edaOr irritated.
“How'’s your daughter?” Gray asked.

Underwood was coming around the desk, staring attthg very perturbed. “Which
one?”



This didn't fit. Garcia had been quite concernedulhis daughter, a baby, and if there
had been more than one, he would have mentioned it.

“The youngest. And your wife?”

Underwood was now within striking distance, anching closer. It was obvious he was a
man unafraid of physical contact.

“I don’t have a wife. I'm divorced.” He held up Hisft fist, and for a split second Gray
thought he’d gone wild. Then he saw the four risgléngers. No wife. No ring. Garcia
adored his wife, and there would be a ring. It waw time to leave.

“What do you want?” Underwood demanded.

“I thought Garcia was on this floor,” he said, egsaway.

“Is your pal Garcia a lawyer?”

“YeS_”

Underwood relaxed a bit. “Not in this firm. We haav®erez and a Hernandez, and
maybe one other. But | don’t know a Garcia.”

Well, it's a big firm,” Gray said by the door. “Sgrto bother.”

Underwood was following. “Look, Mr. Grantham, wemet accustomed to reporters
barging in around here. I'll call security, and rbaythey can help you.”

“Won't be necessary. Thanks.” Grantham was in tieédnd gone. Underwood reported
to security.

Grantham cursed himself in the elevator. It wastgragcept for him, and he cursed out
loud. Then he thought of Croft, and was cursing hinen the elevator landed and
opened, and there was Croft in the lobby near &yeghones. Cool it, he told himself.
They left the building together. “Didn’t work,” Gyasaid.

“Did you talk to him?”

“Yep. Wrong man.”

Dammit. | knew it was him. It was the kid in thegbbs, wasn't it?”

“No. Close but no cigar. Keep trying.”

“I'm really tired of this, Grantham. I've—"



“You're getting paid, aren’t you? Do it for one neoweek, okay? | can think of harder
work.”

Croft stopped on the sidewalk, and Gray kept walki®ne more week, and I'm
through,” Croft yelled to him. Grantham waved hiff 0

He unlocked the illegally parked Volvo and spedkdacthe Post. It was not a smart

move. It was quite stupid, and he was much too mempeed for such a mistake. He
would omit it from his daily chat with Jackson Felan and Smith Keen.

Feldman was looking for him, another reporter said| he walked quickly to his office.
He smiled sweetly to the secretary, who was pdisedtack. Keen and Howard
Krauthammer, the managing editor, were waiting Wifidman. Keen closed the door
and handed Gray a newspaper. “Have you seen this?”

It was the New Orleans paper, the Times-Picayume tlze front-page story was about
the deaths of Verheek and Callahan, along wittphigtos. He read it quickly while they
watched him. It talked about their friendship, dneir strange deaths just six days apart.
And it mentioned Darby Shaw, who had disappearetinB link to the brief.

“I guess the cat’s out of the bag,” Feldman said.

“It's nothing but the basics,” Gray said. “We coutlelrun this three days ago.”

“Why didn’'t we?” asked Krauthammer.

“There’s nothing here. It's two dead bodies, theaaf the girl, and a thousand
guestions, none of which they answered. They'vadoa cop who'll talk, but he knows
nothing beyond the blood and gore.”

“But they're digging, Gray,” Keen said.

“You want me to stop them?”

“The Times has picked it up,” Feldman said. “Theyunning something tomorrow or
Sunday. How much can they know?”

“Why ask me? Look, it's possible they have a copthe brief. Very unlikely, but
possible. But they haven't talked to the girl. Weeigot the girl, okay? She’s ours.”

“We hope,” said Krauthammer.



Feldman rubbed his eyes and stared at the ceilietjs say they have a copy of the brief,
and that they know she wrote it, and now she’sstad. They can't verify it right now,
but they’re not afraid to mention the brief withaaming Mattiece. Let’s say they know
Callahan was her professor, among other thingstreatche brought the brief here and
gave it to his good friend Verheek. And now theydead and she’s on the run. That's a
pretty damned good story, wouldn’t you say, Gray?”

“It's a big story,” Krauthammer said.

“It's peanuts compared to what's coming,” Gray séidlon’t want to run it because it's
the tip of the iceberg, and it'll attract every pam the country. We don’t need a
thousand reporters bumping into each other.”

“I say we run it,” Krauthammer said. “If not, thenfes will beat our ass with it.”

“We can't run the story,” Gray said.

“Why not?” asked Krauthammer.

“Because I'm not going to write it, and if it's iten by someone else here, then we lose
the girl. It's that simple. She’s debating rightsnabout whether to jump on a plane and
leave the country, and one mistake by us and gjoeis.”

“But she’s already spilled her guts,” Keen said.

“I gave her my word, okay? | will not write the sgauntil it's pieced together and
Mattiece can be named. It's very simple.”

“You're using her, aren’t you?” Keen asked.

“She’s a source. But she’s not in the city.”

“If the Times has the brief, then they know abowttiéce,” Feldman said. “And if they

know about Mattiece, you can bet they’ie diggirkg Ihell to verify it. What if they beat

us?”

Krauthammer grunted in disgust. “We’re going toositour asses and lose the biggest
story I've seen in twenty years. | say we run whalve got. It's just the surface, but it's
a helluva story right now.”

“No,” Gray said. “l won’'t write it until | have albf it.”

“And how long might that take?” Feldman asked.

“A week, maybe.”



“We don’t have a week,” Krauthammer said.

Gray was desperate. “I can find out how much thees knows. Give me forty-eight
hours.”

“They’re running something tomorrow or Sunday,”dfabn said again.

“Let ‘em run it. I'll bet money it'll be the sameay with probably the same mug shots.
You guys are assuming a hell of a lot. You're agegrthey’ve got a copy of the brief,
but its author doesn’t have a copy of it. We ddwive a copy of it. Let’s wait, and read
their little story, then go from there.”

The editors studied each other. Krauthammer wasrited. Keen was anxious. But the
boss was Feldman, and he said, “Okay. If they aimeghing in the morning, we’ll meet
here at noon and look at it.”

“Fine,” Gray said quickly and reached for the door.

“You'd better move fast, Grantham,” Feldman saW€’can’t sit on this much longer.”

Grantham was gone.

The limousine moved patiently in the Beltway rustuh It was dark, and Matthew Barr
read with the aid of a reading light in the ceili@pal sipped Perrier and watched the
traffic. He had the brief memorized, and could haweply explained it to Barr, but he
wanted to watch his reaction.

Barr had no reaction until he got to the photograipén slowly shook his head. He laid it
on the seat, and thought about it for a momentry\asty,” he said.

Coal grunted.

“How true is it?” Barr asked.

“I'd love to know.”

“When did you first see it?”

“Tuesday of last week. It came over from the FBbne of their daily reports.”

“What'd the President say?”



“He was not that happy with it, but there was noseafor alarm. It's just another wild
shot in the dark, we thought. He talked to Voylesu it, and Voyles agreed to leave it
alone for a while. Now I'm not so sure.”

“Did the President ask Voyles to back off?” Barkex the question slowly.
“Yes.”

“That’s awfully close to obstruction of justice sasning of course the brief turns out to
be true.”

“And what if it's true?”

“Then the President has problems. I've got one mtiown for obstruction, so I've been

there. It's like mail fraud. It's broad and widedafairly easy to prove. Were you in on
it?”

“What do you think?”
“Then I think you’'ve got problems too.”

They rode in silence and watched the traffic. G@al thought through the obstruction
angle, but he wanted Barr’s opinion. He wasn’t waafrabout criminal charges. The
President had one brief little chat with Voylekeashim to look elsewhere for the time
being, and that was it. Hardly the work of feloBat Coal was terribly concerned with
reelection, and a scandal involving a major contob like Mattiece would be
devastating. The thought was sickening-a man thsiékent knew and took millions from
paid money to have two Supreme Court Justices latboK so his pal the President
could appoint more reasonable men to the benchaddtte oil could be harvested. The
Democrats would fall in the streets howling witlkegl Every subcommittee in Congress
would hold hearings. Every newspaper would ruivérg day for a year. The Justice
Department would be forced to investigate. Coalldidne forced to take the blame and
resign. Hell, everyone in the White House, exckptRresident, would have to go.

It was a nightmare of horrific proportions.
“We've got to find out if the brief is true,” Coahid to the window.

“If people are dying, then it's true. Give me atbeteason for killing Callahan and
Verheek.”

There was no other reason, and Coal knew it. “Itwan to do something.”

“Find the girl.”



“No. She’s either dead or hiding in a cave somewhlewant you to talk to Mattiece.”
“I'm sure he’s in the yellow pages.”

“You can find him. We need to establish a link ttre President knows nothing about.
We need to first determine how much of this is frue

“And you think Victor will take me into his configee and tell me his secrets.”

“Yes, eventually. You're not a cop, remember. Assltis true, and he thinks he’s about
to be exposed. He’s desperate and he’s killing leedghat if you told him the press had
the story and the end was near, and if he is iadlio disappear, then now’s the time?
You're coming to him from Washington, remember?rkithe inside. From the President,
or so he thinks. He'll listen to you.”

“Okay. What if he tells me it's true? What's irfatr us?”

“I've got some ideas, all in the category of damegetrol. The first thing we’ll do is
immediately appoint two nature lovers to the Columean, wild-eyed radical bird
watchers. It would show that down deep we’re gatié lenvironmentalists. And it
would kill Mattiece and his oll field, etc. We calutlo this in a matter of hours. Almost
simultaneously, the President will call in Voyleglahe Attorney General and Justice
and demand an immediate investigation into Matti¥¢e’ll leak copies of the brief to
every reporter in town, then hunker down and ridetbe storm.”

Barr was smiling with admiration.

Coal continued. “It won't be pretty, but it's faetber than sitting back and hoping the
brief is a work of fiction.”

“How do you explain that photograph?”

“You can't. It'll hurt for a while, but it was seweyears ago, and people go crazy. We'll
portray Mattiece as a good citizen back then, out he’s a madman.”

“He is a madman.”

“Yes, he is. And right now he’s like a wounded diagked in a corner. You must
convince him to throw in the towel, and haul agkink he’ll listen to you. And | think
we’ll find out from him if it's true.”

“So how do | find him?”

“I've got a man working on that. I'll pull some stgs, and make a contact. Be ready to
go on Sunday.”



Barr smiled to the window. He would like to meettiee.
The traffic slowed. Coal slowly sipped his wateéknything on Grantham?”

“Not really. We're listening and watching, but niotty exciting. He talks to his mother
and a couple of gals, but nothing worth reportidg.works a lot. He left town
Wednesday and returned Thursday.”

“Where did he go?”

“New York. Probably working on some story.”

Cleve was supposed to be at the corner of Rhodedsind Sixth at exactly 10 P.M., but
he wasn't. Gray was supposed to race down Rhodedsintil Cleve caught him, so that
if anyone was indeed following him they would thimk was simply a dangerous driver.
He raced down Rhode Island, through Sixth at fifiles per hour, and watched for blue
lights. There were none. He looped around, ané@eiiftminutes later barreled down
Rhode Island again. There! He saw blue lights anlgg to the curb.

It was not Cleve. It was a white cop who was veagiyaded. He jerked Gray’s license,
examined it, and asked if he’d been drinking. Nig,le said. The cop wrote the ticket,
and proudly handed it to Gray, who sat behind theetd/staring at the ticket until he
heard voices coming from the rear bumper.

Another cop was on the scene, and they were argliingis Cleve, and he wanted the
white cop to forget the ticket, but the white cogplained it had already been written and
besides the idiot was doing fifty-six miles an hthuough the intersection. He’s a friend,
Cleve said. Then teach him how to drive beforeili® $omebody, the white cop said as
he got in his patrol car and drove away.

Cleve was snickering as he looked in Gray’s windt®&arry about that,” he said with a
smile.

“It's all your fault.”
“Slow it down next time.”

Gray threw the ticket on the floorboard. “Let’sktgjuick. You said Sarge said the boys in
the West Wing are talking about me. Right?”

“Right.”



“Okay, | need to know from Sarge if they're talkiagout any other reporters, especially
from the New York Times. | need to know if theyrtkianybody else is hot on the story.”

“Is that all?”
“Yes. | need it quick.”

“Slow it down,” Cleve said loudly and walked to lzigr.

Darby paid for the room for the next seven daygart because she wanted a familiar
place to return to if necessary, and in part bezahs wanted to leave some new clothes
she had purchased. It was sinful, this runninglaading everything behind. The clothes
were nothing fancy, sort of upscale safari law sthout they cost even more in New
York, and it would be nice to keep them. She wawdtitake risks over clothes, but she
liked the room and she liked the city and she watite clothes.

It was time to run again, and she would traveltli@he carried a small canvas bag when
she darted from the St. Moritz into a waiting clbvas almost 11 P.M., Friday, and
Central Park South was busy. Across the stre@igaof horses and carriages waited for
customers and brief excursions through the park.

The cab took ten minutes to get to Seventy-secaddBaoadway, which was the wrong
direction, but this entire journey should be hardoilow. She walked thirty feet, and
disappeared into the subway. She had studied anhp book of the system, and she
hoped it would be easy. The subway was not apgebkeause she’'d never used it and
she’d heard the stories. But this was the Broadmay the most commonly used train in
Manhattan, and it was rumored to be safe, at tilked.things weren’t so swell above
the ground. The subway could hardly be worse.

She waited in the correct spot with a group of @roat well-dressed teenagers, and the
train arrived in a couple of minutes. It wasn’twrded, and she took a seat near the center
doors. Stare at the floor and hold the bag, shetk#img herself. She looked at the floor,
but from behind the dark shades, she studied thpl@elt was her lucky night. No street
punks with knives. No beggars. No perverts, attlrase she could spot. But for a novice,
it was nerve-racking anyway.

The drunk kids exited at Times Square, and sheffjouickly at the next stop. She had
never seen Penn Station, but this was not thetbrsghtsee. Maybe one day she could
return and spend a month and admire the city with@tching for Stump and Thin Man
and who knows who else who was out there. But oot n



She had five minutes, and found her train as itbaesding. Again, she sat in the rear
and watched every passenger. There were no farfatias. Surely, please, surely, they
had not stuck to her on this jagged escape. Oraia,dwer mistake had been credit cards.
She had bought four tickets at O’Hare with Ameri€xpress, and somehow they knew
she was in New York. She was certain Stump hadeant her, but he was in the city, and
of course he had friends. There could be twenth@m. But then, she was not certain of
anything.

The train left six minutes late. It was half em@e pulled a paperback from the bag
and pretended to read it.

Fifteen minutes later, they stopped in Newark, simel got off. She was a lucky girl.
There were cabs lined up outside the station, eamaninutes later she was at the airport.

It was Saturday morning, and the Queen was inddaiaking money from the rich, and
it was clear and cool outside. He wanted to slagg then play golf whenever he woke
up. But it was seven, and he was sitting at hik de=aring a tie, listening to Fletcher
Coal suggest what they ought to do about this &edtathat. Richard Horton, the
Attorney General, had talked to Coal, and now Qs alarmed.

Someone opened the door and Horton entered altweg. Shook hands and Horton sat
across the desk. Coal stood nearby, and this rieatbted the President.

Horton was dull but sincere. He was not dumb owslte just thought carefully about
everything before he acted. He thought about eawrk Wwefore he said it. He was loyal to
the President, and could be trusted for sound j@shgm

“We are seriously considering a formal grand juryestigation into the deaths of
Rosenberg and Jensen,” he announced gravely ghhdf what's happened in New
Orleans, we think this should be pursued immedjdtel

“The FBI is investigating,” the President said. €fve got three hundred agents on the
case. Why should we get involved?”

“Are they investigating the pelican brief?” Hortasked. He knew the answer. He knew
Voyles was in New Orleans at this moment with heddrof agents. He knew they had
talked to hundreds of people, collected a piles#leiss evidence. He knew the President
had asked Voyles to back off, and he knew Voyles mat telling the President
everything.



Horton had never mentioned the pelican brief toRresident, and the fact that he even
knew about the damned thing was exasperating. Hamymmore knew about it?
Probably thousands.

“They are pursuing all leads,” Coal said. “They gars a copy of it almost two weeks
ago, so we assume they’re pursuing it.”

Exactly what Horton expected out of Coal. “I fegbagly that the Administration should
investigate this matter at once.” He spoke as thdb was all memorized, and this
irritated the President.

“Why?” asked the President.

“What if the brief is on target? If we do nothirapd the truth eventually surfaces, the
damage will be irreparable.”

“Do you honestly believe there’s any truth to itR& President asked.

“It's awfully suspicious. The first two men who satvare dead, and the person who
wrote it has disappeared. It is perfectly logidabne is so inclined to kill Supreme Court
Justices. There are no other compelling suspeaim Wwhat | hear, the FBI is baffled.
Yes, it needs to be pursued.”

Horton’s investigations leaked worse than the WHiteise basement, and Coal was
terrified of this clown impaneling a grand jury acalling witnesses. Horton was an
honorable man, but the Justice Department wasl filleh lawyers who talked too much.
“Don’t you think it's a bit premature?” Coal asked.

“I don’t think so.”

“Have you seen the papers this morning?” Coal asked

Horton had glanced at the front page of the Post,raad the sports section. It was
Saturday, after all. He had heard that Coal reglt@iewspapers before dawn, so he
didn’t like this question.

“I've read a couple of them,” he said.

“I've looked at several,” Coal said modestly. “Atitere’s not a word anywhere about
those two dead lawyers or the girl or Mattiecermything related to the brief. If you start
a formal investigation at this point, it'll be fropage news for a month.”

“Do you think it will simply go away?” Horton askecbal.

“It might. For obvious reasons, we hope so.”



“I think you're optimistic, Mr. Coal. We don’t noratly sit back and wait for the press to
do our investigating.”

Coal grinned and almost laughed at this one. Héednait the President, who shot him a
quick look, and Horton started a slow burn.

“What's wrong with waiting a week?” asked the Pdesit.
“Nothing,” shot Coal.

Just that quick the decision was made to wait ekyeeed Horton knew it. “Things could
blow up in a week,” he said without conviction.

“Wait a week,” the President ordered. “We’ll meeténext Friday, and go from there.
I’m not saying no, Richard, just wait seven days.”

Horton shrugged. This was more than he expected. ¢beered his rear. He would go
straight to his office and dictate a lengthy mematading everything he could remember
about this meeting, and his neck would be protected

Coal stepped forward and handed him a sheet of pape

“What's this?”

“More names. Do you know them?”

It was the bird-watcher list—four judges who weream too liberal for comfort, but Plan
B called for radical environmentalists on the Court

Horton blinked several times and studied it hakbu must be kidding.”

“Check ‘em out,” said the President.

“These guys are off-the-wall liberals,” Horton muleh

“Yes, but they worship the sun and moon, and taeesbirds,” Coal explained helpfully.
Horton caught on, and suddenly smiled. “I see.c@aliovers.”

“They’re almost extinct, you know,” the Presideaids

Coal headed for the door. “I wish they'd been wipedten years ago.”



She hadn’t called by nine when Gray arrived adeisk in the newsroom. He’'d read the
Times and there was nothing in it. He spread the Neeans paper over the clutter and
skimmed it. Nothing. They had reported all theywn€allahan, Verheek, Darby, and a
thousand unanswered questions. He had to assuni@nke and maybe the Times-
Picayune in New Orleans had seen the brief or halaodt it, and thus knew of Mattiece.
And he had to assume they were clawing like cat®etiy it. But he had Darby, and they
would find Garcia, and if Mattiece could be verifjghey would do it.

At the moment, there was no alternative plan. lfaizawas gone or refused to help, they
would be forced to explore the dark and murky waorld/ictor Mattiece. Darby would
not last long at that, and he didn’t blame herwsas uncertain how long he would last.

Smith Keen appeared with a cup of coffee and sathemesk. “If the Times had it,
would they hold off until tomorrow?”

Gray shook his head. “No. If they had more thanTimees-Picayune, it would’ve run
today.”

“Krauthammer wants to run what we’ve got. He thimlsscan name Mattiece.”
“I don’t follow.”

“He’s leaning on Feldman. His angle is that we manthe whole story about Callahan
and Verheek getting killed over this brief, whicipipens to name Mattiece who happens
to be a friend of the President’s, without dire@bcusing Mattiece. He says we can be
extremely cautious and make sure the story saysddatis named in the brief, but not
named by us. And since the brief is causing adl tldath, then it has been verified to
some extent.”

“He wants to hide behind the brief.”

“Exactly.”

“But it’s all speculation until it's confirmed. Krtethammer’s losing it. Assume for a
second that Mr. Mattiece is in no way involved witis. Completely innocent. We run
the story with his name in it, and then what? Waklbke fools, and we get sued for the
next ten years. I’'m not writing the story.”

“He wants someone else to write it.”

“If this paper runs a pelican story not writtenrbg, the girl is gone, okay? | thought |
explained that yesterday.”



“You did. And Feldman heard you. He’s on your si@eay, and | am too. But if this
thing’s true, it'll blow up in a matter of days. Vé#l believe that. You know how
Krauthammer hates the Times, and he’s afraid thastards’ll run it.”

“They can’t run it, Smith. They may have a few mtaets than the Times-Picayune, but
they can’t name Mattiece. Look, we’ll verify befaaayone. And when it's nailed down,
I'll write the story with everyone’s name along wihat cute little picture of Mattiece
and his friend in the White House, and the fat adysing.”

“We? You said it again. You said, ‘We’ll verifyit.

“My source and |, okay?” Gray opened a drawer anch@l the photo of Darby and the
Diet Coke. He handed it to Keen, who admired it.

“Where is she?” he asked.
“I'm not sure. | think she’s on her way here fromWYork.”
“Don’t get her killed.”

“We’re being very cautious.” Gray looked over betioulders and leaned closer. “In fact,
Smith, I think I'm being followed. | just wanted ydo know.”

“Who might they be?”

“It came from a source at the White House. I'm nsihg my phones.”
“I'd better tell Feldman.”

“Okay. | don't think it's dangerous, yet.”

“He needs to know.” Keen jumped to his feet andjpireared.

She called within minutes. “I'm here,” she saidddn’t know how many I've brought
with me, but I'm here, and alive, for the moment.”

“Where are you?”

“Tabard Inn on N Street. | saw an old friend ontlsi&kvenue yesterday. Remember
Stump, who was grievously wounded on Bourbon S2rBed | tell you that story?”

“YeS_”

“Well, he’s walking again. A slight limp, but he wavandering around Manhattan
yesterday. | don’t think he saw me.”



“Are you serious! That's scary, Darby.”

“It's worse than scary. | left six trails when Fiéast night, and if | see him in this city,
limping along a sidewalk somewhere, | intend toender. I'll walk up to him and turn
myself in.”

“I don’t know what to say.”

“Say as little as possible, because these peopkedaaar. I'll play private eye for three
days, and I’'m out of here. If | live to see Wedrasthorning, I'm on a plane to Aruba or
Trinidad or some place with a beach. When | digeait to be on a beach.”

“When do we meet?”

“I'm thinking about that. | want you to do two tlgs.”

“I'm listening.”

“Where do you park your car?”

“Close to my apartment.”

“Leave it there, and go rent another one. Nothargy, just a generic Ford or something.
Pretend someone’s watching you through a rifle ec@w to the Marbury Hotel in
Georgetown and get a room for three nights. Thégke cash—I've already checked. Do
it under another name.”

Grantham took notes and shook his head.

“Can you sneak out of your apartment after dark®' asked.

“I think so.”

“Do it, and take a cab to the Marbury. Have thetivdethe rental car to you there. Take
two cabs to the Tabard Inn, and walk into the restat at exactly nine tonight.”

“Okay. Anything else?”

“Bring clothes. Plan to be away from your apartmfentat least three days. And plan to
stay away from the office.”

“Really, Darby, I think the office is safe.”

“I'm not in the mood to argue. If you're going te klifficult, Gray, I'll simply disappear.
I’m convinced I'll live longer the sooner | get coftthe country.”



“Yes, ma’am.”

“That’s a good boy.”

“I assume there’s a master plan rattling aroundeswinere in your brain.”
“Maybe. We'll talk about it over dinner.”

“Is this sort of like a date?”

“Let’s eat a bite and call it business.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“I'm hanging up now. Be cautious, Gray. They're aldahg.” She was gone.

She was sitting at table thirty-seven, in a dankeoof the tiny restaurant when he found
her at exactly nine. The first thing he noticed Waesdress, and as he walked to the table
he knew the legs were under it but he couldn’tteeen. Maybe later when she stood. He
wore a coat and tie, and they were an attractiupleo

He sat close to her in the darkness so they catlidwatch the small crowd. The Tabard
Inn appeared old enough to have served food to akalefferson. A rowdy crowd of
Germans laughed and talked on the patio outsideestaurant. The windows were open
and the air was cool, and for one brief momenta$ wasy to forget why they were hiding.
“Where’d you get the dress?”

“You like it?”

“It's very nice.”

“I shopped a little this afternoon. Like most of mgcent wardrobe, it's disposable. I'll
probably leave it in the room the next time | ffleemy life.”

The waiter was before them with menus. They orddrexks. The restaurant was quiet
and harmless.

“How’d you get here?” he asked.

“Around the world.”



“I'd like to know.”

“l took a train to Newark, a plane to Boston, angldo Detroit, and a plane to Dulles. |
was up all night, and twice | forgot where | was.”

“How could they follow that?”

“They couldn’t. | paid with cash, something I’'m ning out of.”

“How much do you need?”

“I'd like to wire some from my bank in New Orleahs.

“We’ll do it Monday. | think you're safe, Darby.”

“I've thought that before. In fact, | felt very gafvhen | was getting on the boat with
Verheek, except it wasn’t Verheek. And | felt vegfe in New York. Then Stump
waddled down the sidewalk, and | haven't eatenesinc

“You look thin.”

“Thanks. | guess. Have you eaten here?” She loakéér menu.

He looked at his. “No, but | hear the food is gré&aiu changed your hair again.” It was
light brown, and there was a trace of mascara arshbAnd lipstick.

“It's going to fall out if | keep seeing these péap
The drinks arrived, and they ordered.

“We expect something in the Times in the mornirde’ would not mention the New
Orleans paper because it had pictures of Callahdrvarheek. He assumed she’d seen it.

This didn’t seem to interest her. “Such as?” stkkedslooking around.

“We’re not sure. We hate to get beat by the Tintésan old rivalry.”

“I'm not interested in that. | know nothing aboatiynalism, and don’t care to learn. I'm
here because | have one, and only one, idea abdirid Garcia. And if it doesn’t work,
and quickly, I'm out of here.”

“Forgive me. What would you like to talk about?”

“Europe. What's your favorite place in Europe?”



“I hate Europe, and | hate Europeans. | go to Carad Australia, and New Zealand
occasionally. Why do you like Europe?”

“My grandfather was a Scottish immigrant, and I§a a bunch of cousins over there.
I've visited twice.”

Gray squeezed the lime in his gin and tonic. Aypaftsix entered from the bar and she
watched them carefully. When she talked her eygsdaguickly around the room.

“I think you need a couple of drinks to relax,” @rsaid.

She nodded but said nothing. The six were seatachaarby table and began speaking in
French. It was pleasant to hear.

“Have you ever heard Cajun French?” she asked.
“NO_”

“It's a dialect that's rapidly disappearing, justd the wetlands. They say it cannot be
understood by Frenchmen.”

“That’s fair. I'm sure the Cajuns can’t understahd French.”
She took a long drink of white wine. “Did | tell yabout Chad Brunei?”
“I don’t think so.”

“He was a poor Cajun boy from Eunice. His familyvswed by trapping and fishing in

the marshes. He was a very bright kid who atteiu@d on a full academic scholarship,
then was admitted to law school at Stanford, wher&nished with the highest grade
point average in the school’s history. He was tyante when he was admitted to the
California bar. He could have worked for any lamrfiin the country, but he took a job
with an environmental defense oultfit in San Fraowigie was brilliant, a real legal
genius who worked very hard and was soon winnirgeHawsuits against oil and
chemical companies. At the age of twenty-eightwhe a highly polished courtroom
lawyer. He was feared by big oil and other corpomailluters.” She took a sip of wine.
“He made a lot of money, and established a groypdserve the Louisiana wetlands. He
wanted to participate in the pelican case, as & kveown, but had too many other trial
commitments. He gave Green Fund a lot of monelitfgation expenses. Shortly before
the trial started in Lafayette, he announced hecsasing home to assist the Green Fund
lawyers. There were a couple of stories about hithé New Orleans paper.”

“What happened to him?”

“He committed suicide.”



“What?”

“A week before the trial, they found him in a catiwthe engine running. A garden hose
ran from the exhaust pipe into the front seat. dosther simple suicide from carbon
monoxide poisoning.”

“Where was the car?”

“In a wooded area along Bayou Lafourche near tha tof Galliano. He knew the area
well. Some camping gear and fishing equipment wetke trunk. No suicide note. The
police investigated, but found nothing suspiciduse case was closed.”

“This is incredible.”

“He had had some problems with alcohol, and had breated by an analyst in San
Francisco. But the suicide was a surprise.”

“Do you think he was murdered?”

“A lot of people do. His death was a big blow tee@n Fund. His passion for the
wetlands would’ve been potent in the courtroom.”

Gray finished his drink and rattled the ice. Shehad closer to him. The waiter appeared,
and they ordered.

The lobby of the Marbury Hotel was empty at 6 ASA&inday when Gray found a copy of
the Times. It was six inches deep and weighed ®vebunds, and he wondered how
much thicker they planned to make it. He raced adks room on the eighth floor,
spread the paper on the bed, and hovered oveh# akimmed intensely. The front page
was empty, and this was crucial. If they had tlgedbory, it would of course be there. He
feared large photographs of Rosenberg, Jensemghaall Verheek, maybe Darby and
Khamel, who knows, maybe they had a nice picturdaittiece, and all of these would

be lined up on the front page like a cast of chaeracand the Times had beat them again.
He had dreamed of this while he had slept, whichrat been for long.

But there was nothing. And the less he found, dis¢éet he skimmed until he was down to
sports and classifieds, and he stopped and sderafed to the phone. He called Smith
Keen, who was awake. “Have you seen it?” he asked.

“Ain’t it beautiful,” Keen said. “I wonder what hgened.”



“They don’t have it, Smith. They’re digging like lhébut they don’t have it yet. Who did
Feldman talk to?”

“He never says. But it was supposed to be relialeen was divorced and lived alone
in an apartment not far from the Marbury.

“Are you busy?” Gray asked.

“Well, not exactly. It's almost six-thirty on Sunglanorning.”

“We need to talk. Pick me up outside the MarburydHm fifteen minutes.”

“The Marbury Hotel?”

“It's a long story. I'll explain.”

“Ah, the girl. You lucky stiff.”

“I wish. She’s in another hotel.”

“Here? In Washington?”

“Yes. Fifteen minutes.”

“I'll be there.”

Gray nervously sipped coffee from a paper cup aaitied in the lobby. She’d made him
paranoid, and he half expected thugs to be hidmthe sidewalk with automatic
weapons. This frustrated him. He saw Keen'’s Togaise by on M Street, and he walked
quickly to it.

“What would you like to see?” Keen said as he draway from the curb.

“Oh, I don't know. It's a beautiful day. How abovirginia?”

“As you wish. Did you get kicked out of your apaem?”

“Not exactly. I'm following orders from the girl.I& thinks like a field marshal, and I'm
here because | was told to be here. | must stayTurgsday, or until she gets jumpy and
moves me again. I'm in room eight-thirty-three duyneed me, but don’t tell anyone.”

“l assume you want the Post to pay for this,” Keait with a smile.

“I’'m not thinking about money right now. The sanm@ople who tried to kill her in New

Orleans turned up in New York on Friday, or so stieks. They have amazing talent in
pursuit, and she’s being painfully cautious.”



“Well, if you're being followed by someone, and &hkeing followed by someone, then
perhaps she knows what she’s doing.”

“Oh, listen, Smith, she knows exactly what she’mdoShe’s so good it's scary, and
she’s leaving here Wednesday morning for good. Seengot two days to find Garcia.”

“What if Garcia’s overrated? What if you find himahe won't talk, or what if he knows
nothing? Have you thought about that?”

“I've had nightmares about that. | think he knowsething big. There’s a document or
a piece of paper, something tangible, and he’stgde referred to it a time or two, and
when | pressed him he wouldn’t admit it. But thg @lae were supposed to meet, he
planned to show it to me. I'm convinced of that/dHgot something, Smith.”

“And if he won’'t show it to you?”
“I'll break his neck.”

They crossed the Potomac and cruised by Arlingtemélery. Keen lit his pipe and
cracked a window. “What if you can't find Garcia?”

“Plan B. She’s gone and the deal’s off. Once sheds the country, | have permission to
do anything with the brief except use her name ssuace. The poor girl is convinced
she’s dead regardless of whether we get the dtatyshe wants as much protection as
possible. | can never use her name, not even asither of the brief.”

“Does she talk much about the brief?”

“Not the actual writing of it. It was a wild ideghe pursued it, and had almost dismissed
it when bombs started going off. She’s sorry shetevthe damned thing. She and
Callahan were really in love, and she’s loaded dwith a lot of pain and guilt.”

“So what's Plan B?”

“We attack the lawyers. Mattiece is too devious sigpery to penetrate without
subpoenas and warrants and things we can’t dispbasee know his lawyers. He's
represented by two big firms here in town, and wafier them. A lawyer or a group of
them carefully analyzed the Supreme Court, andestgd the names of Rosenberg and
Jensen. Mattiece wouldn’'t know who to kill. So lagyers told him. It's a conspiracy
angle.”

“But you can’'t make them talk.”

“Not about a client. But if the lawyers are guiland we start asking questions,
something’ll break. We’ll need a dozen reporterkimgia million phone calls to lawyers,



paralegals, law clerks, secretaries, copy roonks]averybody. We assault these
bastards.”

Keen puffed his pipe and was noncommittal. “Whothagefirms?”

“White and Blazevich, and Brim, Stearns, and Kidl@heck our library on them.”
“I've heard of White and Blazevich. It's a big Rdghigan outfit.”

Gray nodded and sipped the last of his coffee.

“What if it's another firm?” Keen asked. “What He firm is not in Washington? What if
the conspirators don’t break? What if there’s amg legal mind at work here and it
belongs to a part-time paralegal in Shreveport? tWlume of Mattiece’s in-house
lawyers devised the scheme?”

“Sometimes you irritate the hell out of me. Do yaww that?”

“These are valid questions. What if?”

“Then we go to Plan C.”

“And what's that?”

“I don’t know yet. She hasn't gotten that far.”

She had instructed him to stay off the streetstargt in his room. He had a sandwich
and fries in a bag, and was obediently walkingisorbom on the eighth floor of the
Marbury. An Asian maid was pushing her cart nearbom. He stopped at his door and
pulled the key from his pocket.

“You forget something, sir?” the maid asked.

Gray looked at her. “I beg your pardon.”

“You forget something?”

“Well, no. Why?”

The maid took a step closer to him. “You just Isit, and now you are back.”

“I left four hours ago.”



She shook her head and took another step for ardlmsk. “No, sir. A man left your
room ten minutes ago.” She hesitated and studegethbe intently. “But, sir, now | think
it was another man.”

Gray glanced at the room number on the door. 883sthred at the woman. “Are you
certain another man was in this room?”

“Yes, sir. Just minutes ago.”

He panicked. He walked quickly to the stairs, aarddown eight flights. What was in the

room? Nothing but clothes. Nothing about Darby.sttgped and reached into a pocket.

The note with the Tabard Inn address and her phan#er was in the pocket. He caught
his breath, and eased into the lobby.

He had to find her, and quick.

Darby found an empty table in the reading roomhengecond floor of the Edward
Bennett Williams Law Library at Georgetown. In Im&w hobby as a traveling critic of
law school libraries, she found Georgetown’s tdHzenicest so far. It was a separate
five-story building across a small courtyard fronesldonough Hall, the law school. The
library was new, sleek, and modern, but still a ldnary and quickly filling with Sunday
students now thinking of final exams.

She opened volume five of Martindale-Hubbell, amginid the section for D.C. firms.
White and Blazevich ran for twenty-eight pages. Manbirth dates, birthplaces, schools,
professional organizations, distinctions, awardspmittees, and publications of four
hundred and twelve lawyers, the partners first tie associates. She took notes on a
legal pad.

The firm had eighty-one partners, and the rest weseciates. She grouped them by
alphabet, and wrote every name on the legal paglw&ls just another law student
checking out law firms in the relentless chasenopleyment.

The work was boring and her mind wandered. Thonadsshtudied here twenty years ago.
He’d been a top student and claimed to have spanymours in the library. He'd
written for the law journal, a chore she would be@ing under normal circumstances.

Death was a subject she’d analyzed from differagtes in the past ten days. Except for
going quietly in one’s sleep, she was undeciddo #se best approach. A slow,
agonizing demise from a disease was a nightmariaéovictim and the loved ones, but
at least there was time for preparation and fardewalviolent, unexpected death was



over in a second and probably best for the dece&adhe shock was numbing for
those left behind. There were so many painful goest Did he suffer? What was his last
thought? Why did it happen? And watching the quiekth of a loved one was beyond
description.

She loved him more because she watched him diestantbld herself to stop hearing the
explosion, and stop smelling the smoke, and stdphwag him die. If she survived three
more days, she would be in a place where she ¢ockdhe door and cry and throw
things until the grieving was over. She was deteedito make it to that place. She was
determined to grieve, and to heal. It was the Ighstdeserved.

She memorized names until she knew more about VelhdeBlazevich than anyone
outside the firm. She eased into the darkness amnght a cab to the hotel.

Matthew Barr went to New Orleans, where he met witAwyer who instructed him to

fly to a certain hotel in Fort Lauderdale. The lawvyas vague about what would happen
at the hotel, but Barr checked in Sunday nightfandd a room waiting for him. A note

at the desk said he would receive a call in thi eam.

He called Fletcher Coal at home at ten, and brikfiedon the journey so far.

Coal had other things on his mind. “Grantham’s goraey. He and a guy named Rifkin
with the Times are making calls everywhere. Thayidde deadly.”

“Have they seen the brief?”

“I don’t know if they’ve seen it, but they’'ve heandlit. Rifkin called one of my aides at
home yesterday and asked what he knew about tleapdirief. The aide knew nothing,
and got the impression Rifkin knew even less. I'thitiink he’s seen it, but we can’t be
certain.”

“Damn, Fletcher. We can’t keep up with a bunchegfarters. Those guys make a
hundred phone calls a minute.”

“Just two. Grantham and Rifkin. You've already @yantham wired. Do the same for
Rifkin.”

“Grantham’s wired, but he’s using neither the phomkis apartment nor the one in his
car. | called Bailey from the airport in New Orlsarantham hasn’t been home in
twenty-four hours, but his car’s still there. Theglled and knocked on his door. He’s
either dead in the apartment, or he sneaked dinilgst.”



“Maybe he’s dead.”

“I don’t think so. We were following, and so wefleetFibbies. | think he got wind of it.”
“You must find him.”

“He’ll turn up. He can't get too far away from thewsroom on the fifth floor.”

“I want Rifkin wired too. Call Bailey tonight ancegit started, okay?”

“Yes, sir,” Barr said.

“What do you think Mattiece would do if he thoughtantham had the story and was
about to spread it across the front page of thehwiigton Post?” Coal asked.

Barr stretched on the hotel bed and closed his &esths ago he had made the decision
never to cross Fletcher Coal. He was an animal.

“He’s not afraid of killing people, is he?” Barrida
“Do you think you'll see Mattiece tomorrow?”

“I don’t know. These guys are very secretive. Thpgak in hushed tones behind closed
doors. They've told me little.”

“Why do they want you in Fort Lauderdale?”

“I do not know, but it's much closer to the Bahamiasink I’'m going there tomorrow, or
perhaps he’s coming here. | just don’t know.”

“Perhaps you should exaggerate the Grantham avglitiece will snuff out the story.”
“I'll think about it.”

“Call me in the morning.”

She stepped on the note when she opened her tisaid



Darby, I'm on the patio. It's urgent,

Gray.

She took a deep breath and crammed the note pook&et. She locked the door, and
followed the narrow, winding hallways to the loblbilyen through the dark sitting room,
by the bar, through the restaurant, and onto thie.gde was at a small table, partially
hidden by a brick wall.

“Why are you here?” she demanded in a whisper @asahclose to him. He looked tired
and worried.

“Where have you been?” he asked.

“That’s not as important as why you're here. Youia supposed to come here unless |
say so. What's going on?”

He gave her a quick summary of his morning, fromftist phone call to Smith Keen to
the maid in the hotel. He’d spent the rest of thg darting all over the city in various
cabs, almost eighty bucks’ worth of cabs, and héegaintil dark to sneak into the
Tabard Inn. He was certain he had not been followed

She listened. She watched the restaurant and trenea to the patio, and heard every
word.

“I have no idea how anyone could find my room, dagd.

“Did you tell anyone your room number?”

He thought for a second. “Only Smith Keen. But he&yer repeat it.”

She was not looking at him. “Where were you wheu tdd him your room number?”
“In his car.”

She shook her head slowly. “I distinctly told yauot to tell anyone. Didn’t 1?”

He would not answer.

“It's all fun and games, isn't it, Gray? Just aretlday at the beach. You're a big stud
reporter who's had death threats before, but ydeagess. The bullets will bounce off,

won’t they? You and | can spend a few days hedekiag around town playing
detective so you can win a Pulitzer and get riathfamous, and the bad guys aren't



really so bad because, hey, you're Gray Granthatneo¥Washington Post and that makes
you a mean son of a bitch.”

“Come on, Darby.”

“I've tried to impress upon you how dangerous theseple are. I've seen what they can
do. I know what they’ll do to me if they find meuBno, Gray, it's all a game to you.
Cops and robbers. Hide-and-seek.”

“I'm convinced, okay?”

“Listen, hotshot, you'd better be convinced. Onaengcrewup and we’re dead. I'm out
of lucky breaks. Do you understand?”

“Yes! | swear | understand.”

“Get a room here. Tomorrow night, if we're aliv8l find you another small hotel.”
“What if this place is full?”

“Then you can sleep in my bathroom with the dooset.”

She was dead serious. He felt like a first-gradeo’d just received his first spanking.
They didn’t speak for five minutes.

“So how’d they find me?” he finally asked.

“I would assume the phones in your apartment grped, and your car is bugged. And |
would assume Smith Keen'’s car is also wired. Tipesgple are not amateurs.”

He spent the night in room 14 upstairs, but sliége.| The restaurant opened at six, and
he sneaked down for coffee, then sneaked baclstmwbm. The inn was quaint and
ancient, and had somehow been formed when threwlthouses were connected.
Small doors and narrow hallways ran in all direxsioThe atmosphere was timeless.

It would be a long, tiresome day, but it wouldl@l spent with her, and he looked
forward to it. He’d made a mistake, a bad one shetd forgiven him. At precisely eight-
thirty, he knocked on the door to room 1. She dyidkened it, then closed it behind him.

She was a law student again, with jeans and adlasimrt. She poured him coffee, and
sat at the small table where the phone was sursalibg notes from a legal pad.



“Did you sleep well?” she asked, but only out ofidesy.

“No.” He threw a copy of the Times on the bed. Halctady scanned it, and it was
empty again.

Darby took the phone and punched the number oG#mgetown law school. She

looked at him, and listened, then said, “Placeroéfite, please.” There was a long pause.
“Yes, this is Sandra Jernigan. I'm a partner withi¥ and Blazevich here in town, and
we're having a problem with our computers. We’seng to reconstruct some payroll
records, and the accountants have asked me tmadkrythe names of your students

who clerked here last summer. | think there wete & them.” She listened for a second.
“Jernigan. Sandra Jernigan,” she repeated. “Ildew. long will it take?” A pause. “And
your name is, Joan. Thank you, Joan.” Darby covtredeceiver and breathed deeply.
Gray watched intently, but with an admiring grin.

“Yes, Joan. Seven of them. Our records are a rbesgou have their addresses and
social security numbers? We need it for tax purpoSere. How long will it take? Fine.
We have an office boy in the area. His name is $ieowand he’ll be there in thirty
minutes. Thank you, Joan.” Darby hung up and cléezdeyes.

“Sandra Jernigan?” he said.

“I'm not good at lying,” she said.

“You're wonderful. | guess I'm the office boy.”

“You could pass for an office boy. You have an ggaw school dropout look about
you.” And you're sort of cute, she thought to hérse

“I like the flannel shirt.”

She took a long drink of cold coffee. “This coulel & long day.”

“So far, so good. | get the list, and meet yoluhm library. Right?”

“Yes. The placement office is on the fifth floortbie law school. I'll be in room 336. It's
a small conference room on the third floor. Youwetakcab first. I'll meet you there in

fifteen minutes.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Grantham was out the door. Darby aaitive minutes, then left with her
canvas bag.

The cab ride was short but slow in the morninditraLife on the lam was bad enough,
but running and playing detective at the same tras too much. She’d been in the cab
five minutes before she thought about being folldw&nd maybe that was good. Maybe
a hard day as an investigative reporter would betemind off Stump and the other



tormentors. She would work today, and tomorrow, layntate Wednesday she would be
on a beach.

They would start with the law school at Georgetoifit.was a dead end, they would try
the one at George Washington. If there was tine;, Would try American University.
Three strikes, and she was gone.

The cab stopped at McDonough Hall, at the grunge lmd Capitol Hill. With her bag

and flannel shirt, she was just one of many lawlestis milling about before class. She
took the stairs to the third level, and closeddber to the conference room behind her.
The room was used for an occasional class andrapusjob interviews. She spread her
notes on the table, and was just another law styeparing for class.

Within minutes, Gray eased through the door. “Jeansweet lady,” he said as he placed
the list on the table. “Names, addresses, and|sexarity numbers. Ain’t that nice?”

Darby looked at the list and pulled a phone booknfher bag. They found five of the
names in the book. She looked at her watch. “i¥s minutes after nine. I'll bet no more
than half of these are in class at this moment.eSatth have later classes. I'll call these
five, and see who'’s at home. You take the two widlphone number, and get their class
schedules from the registrar.”

Gray looked at his watch. “Let’'s meet back heréfteen minutes.” He left first, then
Darby. She went to the pay phones on the first leutside the classrooms, and dialed
the number of James Maylor.

A male voice answered, “Hello.”

“Is this Dennis Maylor?” she asked.

“No. I'm James Maylor.”

“Sorry.” She hung up. His address was ten minutesyaHe didn’t have a nine o’clock
class, and if he had one at ten he would be homaniather forty minutes. Maybe.

She called the other four. Two answered and shirowd, and there was no answer at
the other two.

Gray waited impatiently in the registrar’s office the third floor. A part-time student
clerk was trying to find the registrar, who was sevhere in the back. The student
informed him that she wasn’t sure if they couldegowt class schedules. Gray said he
was certain they could if they wanted to.

The registrar walked suspiciously around a corfiay | help you?”



“Yes, I'm Gray Grantham with the Washington Posig &m trying to find two of your
students, Laura Kaas and Michael Akers.”

“Is there a problem?” she asked nervously.

“Not at all. Just a few questions. Are they in sl#ss morning?” He was smiling, and it
was a warm, trusting smile that he flashed uswaliyidder women. It seldom failed him.

“Do you have an ID or something?”

“Certainly.” He opened his wallet and slowly waviedt her, much like a cop who knows
he’s a cop and doesn't care to spell it out.

“Well, | really should talk to the dean, but—"
“Fine. Where'’s his office?”
“But he’s not here. He's out of town.”

“I just need their class schedules so | can firerthI’m not asking for home addresses or
grades or transcripts. Nothing confidential or pagd.”

She glanced at the part-time student clerk, whbad@hrugged, like “What's the big
deal?”

“Just a minute,” she said, and disappeared arcwnddrner.

Darby was waiting in the small room when he laiel tomputer printouts on the table.
“According to these, Akers and Kaas should be @as<kight now,” he said.

Darby looked at the schedules. “Akers has crimmmatedure. Kaas has administrative
law—Dboth from nine to ten. I'll try to find themShe showed Gray her notes. “Maylor,
Reinhart, and Wilson were at home. | couldn’t gatli® and Linney.”

“Maylor’s the closest. | can be there in a few nésu’

“What about a car?” Darby asked.

“I called Hertz. It's supposed to be deliveredte Post parking lot in fifteen minutes.”



Maylor’s apartment was on the third floor of a waryese converted for students and
others on very low budgets. He answered the damtlglafter the first knock. He spoke
through the chain.

“Looking for James Maylor,” Gray said like an oldlp

“That’'s me.”

“I'm Gray Grantham with the Washington Post. I'kdito ask you a couple of very quick
guestions.”

The door was unchained and opened. Gray steppiele it two-room apartment. A
bicycle was parked in the center, and took up rabste space.

“What's up?” Maylor asked. He was intrigued by tldad appeared eager to answer
guestions.

“I understand you clerked for White and Blazeviaktlsummer.”
“That’s correct. For three months.”
Gray scribbled on his notepad. “What section wene in?”

“International. Mostly grunt work. Nothing glamor&uA lot of research and rough
drafting of agreements.”

“Who was your supervisor?”

“No single person. There were three associatesk@pbme busy. The partner above
them was Stanley Coopman.”

Gray pulled a photograph from his coat pocket.dswarcia on the sidewalk. “Do you
recognize this face?”

Maylor held the picture and studied it. He shoakhead. “I don’t think so. Who is he?”
“He’s a lawyer, | think with White and Blazevich.”

“It's a big firm. | was stuck in the corner of omection. It's over four hundred lawyers,
you know.”

“Yeah, so I've heard. You're sure you haven't shen?”
“Positive. They cover twelve floors, most of whichever went on.”

Gray placed the photo in his pocket. “Did you nmes®t other clerks?”



“Oh. Sure. A couple from Georgetown that | alre&dgw, Laura Kaas and JoAnne
Ratliff. Two guys from George Washington, Patrickaiks and a guy named
Vanlandingham; a girl from Harvard named Elizaledhson; a girl from Michigan
named Amy MacGregor; and a guy from Emory namedéJbkit | think they fired him.
There are always a lot of clerks in the summer.”

“You plan to work there when you finish?”

“I don’t know. I'm not sure I'm cut out for the bifgyms.”

Gray smiled and stuck the notepad in his rear gotkeok, you’'ve been in the firm.
How would | find this guy?”

Maylor pondered this for a second. “l assume yautgo there and start asking around.”
“Good assumption.”

“And all you've got is the picture?”

“Yep.”

“Then | guess you’re doing the right thing. Oneldd clerks will recognize him.”
“Thanks.”

“Is the guy in trouble?”

“Oh no. He may have witnessed something. It's pbbba long shot.” Gray opened the
door. “Thanks again.”

Darby studied the fall listing of classes on thédtin board across the lobby from the
phones. She wasn't exactly sure what she’d do wiirenine o’clock classes were over,
but she was trying like hell to think of somethifigne bulletin board was exactly like the
one at Tulane—class listings tacked neatly in g rmtices for assignments; ads for
books, bikes, rooms, roommates, and a hundred o#uassities stuck haphazardly about;
announcements of parties, intramural games, ardoketings. A young woman with a
backpack and hiking books stopped nearby and loakéte board. She was undoubtedly
a student.

Darby smiled at her. “Excuse me. Would you happeknow Laura Kaas?”



“Sure.”

“I need to give her a message. Could you poinol¢?”

“Is she in class?”

“Yeah, she’s in administrative law under Ship, rop@7.”

They walked and chatted in the direction of Shaasin law. The lobby was suddenly
busy as four classrooms emptied. The hiker poitdedtall, heavyset girl walking
toward them. Darby thanked her, and followed Ld{aas until the crowd thinned and
scattered.

“Excuse me, Laura. Are you Laura Kaas?” The bigsiopped and stared. “Yes.”
This was the part she didn’t like—the lying. “I'naa Jacobs, and I'm working on a
story for the Washington Post. Can | ask you adeestions?” She selected Laura Kaas
first because she did not have a class at ten.ddichkers did. She would try him at
eleven.

“What about?”

“IU'Il just take a minute. Could we step in herd?arby was nodding and walking to an
empty classroom. Laura followed slowly.

“You clerked for White and Blazevich last summer.”

“I did.” She spoke slowly, suspiciously.

Sara Jacobs fought to control her nerves. Thisamdsl. “What section?”
“Tax.”

“You like tax, huh?” It was a weak effort at smillk.

“l did. Now | hate it.”

Darby smiled like this was the funniest thing shie&rd in years. She pulled a photo
from her pocket, and handed it to Laura Kaas.

“Do you recognize this man?”
“NO_”

“I think he’s a lawyer with White and Blazevich.”



“There are plenty of them.”
“Are you certain?”

She handed it back. “Yep. | never left the fiftadt. It would take years to meet everyone,
and they come and go so fast. You know how lawgiezs

Laura glanced around, and the conversation was Qwesally appreciate this,” Darby
said.

“No problem,” Laura said on her way out the door.

At exactly ten-thirty, they met again in room 3&3ay had caught Ellen Reinhart in the
driveway as she was leaving for class. She hadedoirkthe litigation section under a
partner by the name of Daniel O’'Malley, and speasthof the summer in a class action
trial in Miami. She was gone for two months, andrdgittle time in the Washington
office. White and Blazevich had offices in fouries, including Tampa. She did not
recognize Garcia, and she was in a hurry.

Judith Wilson was not at her apartment, but hemmoate said she would return around
one.

They scratched off Maylor, Kaas, and Reinhart. Tlbispered their plans, and split
again. Gray left to find Edward Linney, who accoglio the list had clerked the past two
summers at White and Blazevich. He was not in tienp book, but his address was in
Wesley Heights, north of Georgetown’s main campus.

At ten forty-five, Darby found herself loitering @ig in front of the bulletin board,
hoping for another miracle. Akers was a male, dedet were different ways to approach
him. She hoped he was where he was supposed tonb@em 201 studying criminal
procedure. She eased that way and waited a moméemb auntil the door opened and
fifty law students emptied into the hall. She conéVer be a reporter. She could never
walk up to strangers and start asking a bunch estipns. It was awkward and
uncomfortable. But she walked up to a shy-lookingng man with sad eyes and thick
glasses, and said, “Excuse me. Do you happen tv kfichael Akers? | think he’s in
this class.”

The guy smiled. It was nice to be noticed. He pardat a group of men walking toward
the front entrance. “That’s him, in the gray swedate

“Thanks.” She left him standing there. The grougadsembled as it left the building, and
Akers and a friend were on the sidewalk.



“Mr. Akers,” she called after him.

They both stopped and turned around, then smilesth@servously approached them.
“Are you Michael Akers?” she asked.

“That’s me. Who are you?”

“My name is Sara Jacobs, and I’'m working on a sforythe Washington Post. Can |
speak to you alone?”

“Sure.” The friend took the hint and left.

“What about?” Akers asked.

“Did you clerk for White and Blazevich last summier?

“Yes.” Akers was friendly and enjoying this.

“What section?”

“Real estate. Boring as hell, but it was a job. Vdloyyou want to know?”

She handed him the photo. “Do you recognize thishtde works for White and
Blazevich.”

Akers wanted to recognize him. He wanted to befbkind have a long conversation
with her, but the face did not register.

“Kind of a suspicious picture, isn't it?” he said.

“I guess. Do you know him?”

“No. I've never seen him. It's an awfully big firmthe partners wear name badges to
their meetings. Can you believe it? The guys wha tive firm don’t know each other.
There must be a hundred partners.”

“Eighty-one, to be exact. Did you have a super@sor

“Yeah, a partner named Walter Welch. A real sndidh'’t like the firm, really.”

“Do you remember any other clerks?”

“Sure. The place was crawling with summer clerks.”

“If | needed their names, could | get back with 9ou



“Anytime. This guy in trouble?”
“I don’t think so. He may know something.”

“I hope they all get disbarred. A bunch of thugslly. It's a rotten place to work.
Everything’s political.”

“Thanks.” She smiled, and turned away. He adminedréar view, and said, “Call me
anytime.”

“Thanks.”

Darby, the investigative reporter, walked next dimathe library building, and climbed
the stairs to the fifth floor where the Georgetdvaw Journal had a suite of crowded
offices. She’d found the most recent edition ofdbarnal in the library, and noticed that
JoAnne Ratliff was an assistant editor. She suspeutbst law reviews and law journals
were much the same. The top students hung out #&mer@repared their scholarly articles
and comments. They were superior to the rest oftindents, and were a clannish bunch
who appreciated their brilliant minds. They hung iouthe law journal suite. It was their
second home.

She stepped inside and asked the first person vgherenight find JoAnne Ratliff. He
pointed around a corner. Second door on the rigig.second door opened into a
cluttered workroom lined with rows of books. Twarfales were hard at work.
“JoAnne Ratliff,” Darby said.

“That’s me,” an older woman of maybe forty respahde

“Hi. My name is Sara Jacobs, and I'm working onaxysfor the Washington Post. Can |
ask you a few quick questions?”

She slowly laid her pen on the table, and frowrtdtie@other woman. Whatever they
were doing was terribly important, and this intgtran was a real pain in the ass. They
were significant law students.

Darby wanted to smirk and say something smart.v&genumber two in her class,
dammit!, so don’t act so high and mighty.

“What's the story about?” Ratliff asked.
“Could we speak in private?”

They frowned at each other again.



“I'm very busy,” Ratliff said.

So am |, thought Darby. You're checking citations $ome meaningless article, and I'm
trying to nail the man who killed two Supreme Calustices.

“I'm sorry,” Darby said. “I promise I'll just taka minute.”

They stepped into the hall. “I'm very sorry to didi you, but I'm in sort of a rush.”
“And you're a reporter with the Post?” It was moifea challenge than a question, and
she was forced to lie some more. She told herkeltsuld lie and cheat and steal for two
days, then it was off to the Caribbean and Grantbanid have it.

“Yes. Did you work for White and Blazevich last son@r?”

“I did. Why?”

Quickly, the photo. Ratliff took it and analyzed it

“Do you recognize him?”

She shook her head slowly. “I don't think so. Whdne?”

This bitch’ll make a fine lawyer. So many questioifishe knew who he was, she
wouldn’t be standing in this tiny hallway actingdia reporter and putting up with this

haughty legal eagle.

“He’s a lawyer with White and Blazevich,” Darby dais sincerely as possible. “I
thought you might recognize him.”

“Nope.” She handed the photo back.
Enough of this. “Well, thanks. Again, sorry to beth

“No problem,” Ratliff said as she disappeared tigtothe door.

She jumped into the new Hertz Pontiac as it stogelde corner, and they were off in
traffic. She had seen enough of the Georgetown Sefool.

“I struck out,” Gray said. “Linney wasn't home.”



“| talked to Akers and Ratliff, and both said ndar's five of seven who don’t recognize
Garcia.”

“I'm hungry. You want some lunch?”
“That’s fine.”

“Is it possible to have five clerks work three musitn a law firm and not one of them
recognize a young associate?”

“Yeah, it's not only possible, it's very probablEhis is a long shot, remember. Four
hundred lawyers means a thousand people when ybsemetaries, paralegals, law
clerks, office clerks, copy room clerks, mail roctarks, all kinds of clerks and support
people. The lawyers tend to keep to themselvesam own little sections.”

“Physically, are the sections on separate terrtory

“Yes. It's possible for a lawyer in banking on tinérd floor to go weeks without seeing
an acquaintance in litigation on the tenth flodne3e are very busy people, remember.”

“Do you think we’ve got the wrong firm?”

“Maybe the wrong firm, maybe the wrong law school.”

“The first guy, Maylor, gave me two names of Gedvgashington students who clerked
there last summer. Let's get them after lunch."skeved and parked illegally behind a
row of small buildings.

“Where are we?” she asked.

“A block off Mount Vernon Square, downtown. The Pigssix blocks that way. My bank
is four blocks that way. And this little deli isguaround the corner.”

They walked to the deli, which was filling fast tvitunch traffic. She waited at a table by
the window as he stood in line and ordered clullw@rhes. Half the day had flown by,
and though she didn’t enjoy this line of work, @swice to stay busy and forget about
the shadows. She wouldn't be a reporter, and anthreent a career in law looked
doubtful. Not long ago, she’d thought of being dge after a few years in practice.
Forget it. It was much too dangerous.

Gray brought a tray of food and iced tea, and theyan eating.
“Is this a typical day for you?” she asked.

“This is what | do for a living. | snoop all dayyite the stories late in the afternoon, then
dig until late at night.”



“How many stories a week?”

“Sometimes three or four, sometimes none. | pick@mose, and there’s little
supervision. This is a bit different. | haven’t rane in ten days.”

“What if you can’t link Mattiece? What'll you writabout the story?”

“Depends on how far | get. We could’ve run thatrgtabout Verheek and Callahan, but
why bother? It was a big story, but they had nahongo with it. It scratched the surface
and stopped.”

“And you're going for the big bang.”

“Hopefully. If we can verify your little brief, thewe’ll run one helluva story.”

“You can see the headlines, can't you?”

“I can. The adrenaline is pumping. This will be thggest story since—"

“Watergate?”

“No. Watergate was a series of stories that stameall and kept getting bigger. Those
guys chased leads for months and kept pecking awtiythe pieces came together. A lot
of people knew different parts of the story. Ty, dear, is very different. This is a
much bigger story, and the truth is known only byeay small group. Watergate was a
stupid burglary and a bungled cover-up. These asterfully planned crimes by very
rich and smart people.”

“And the cover-up?”

“That comes next. After we link Mattiece to thelikigjs, we run the big story. The cat’s
out of the bag, and a half a dozen investigatioiiscvank up overnight. This place will
be shell-shocked, especially at the news that tesidRent and Mattiece are old friends.
As the dust is settling, we go after the Administraand try to determine who knew
what and when.”

“But first, Garcia.”

“Ah, yes. | know he’s out there. He’s a lawyer lstcity, and he knows something very
important.”

“What if we stumble across him, and he won’t talk?”

“We have ways.”



“Such as?”
“Torture, kidnapping, extortion, threats of all gg”

A burly man with a contorted face was suddenlydesie table. “Hurry up!” he yelled.
“You're talkin’ too much!”

“Thanks, Pete,” Gray said without looking up. Petes lost in the crowd, but could be
heard yelling at another table. Darby dropped bhadwich.

“He owns the place,” Gray explained. “It's parttbé ambience.”
“How charming. Does it cost extra?”

“Oh no. The food’s cheap, so he depends on voliHaeaefuses to serve coffee because
he doesn’t want socializing. He expects us toikatrefugees and get out.”

“I'm finished.”

Gray looked at his watch. “It's twelve-fifteen. Weed to be at Judith Wilson’s
apartment at one. Do you want to wire the money#1iow

“How long will it take?”

“We can start the wire now, and pick the moneyaiprl”
“Let’s go.”

“How much do you want to wire?”

“Fifteen thousand.”

Judith Wilson lived on the second floor of a deogyold house filled with two-room
student apartments. She was not there at onehagditove around for an hour. Gray
became a tour guide. He drove slowly by the Momrtibiseatre, still boarded and burned
out. He showed her the daily circus at Dupont €ircl

They were parked on the street at two-fifteen whead Mazda stopped in the narrow
driveway. “There she is,” Gray said, and got owrly stayed in the car.



He caught Judith near the front steps. She wasdiyeenough. They chatted, he showed
her the photo, she looked at it for a few secomdskeegan shaking her head. Moments
later he was in the car.

“Zero for six,” he said.

“That leaves Edward Linney, who probably is ourtlst®t because he clerked there two
summers.”

They found a pay phone at a convenience store bioeks away, and Gray called
Linney’s number. No answer. He slammed the phomendand got in the car. “He
wasn’t at home at ten this morning, and he’s noioabe now.”

“Could be in class,” Darby said. “We need his sahiedYou should’ve picked it up with
the others.”

“You didn’t suggest it then.”

“Who's the detective here? Who's the big-shot iniggdive reporter with the
Washington Post? I'm just a lowly ex-law studenovgtthrilled to be sitting here in the
front seat watching you operate.”

What about the backseat? he almost said. “What&vVieere to?”

“Back to the law school,” she said. “I'll wait ihé car while you march in there and get
Linney’s class schedule.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

A different student was behind the desk in thestegi’s office. Gray asked for the class
schedule for Edward Linney, and the student wettddk for the registrar. Five minutes
later, the registrar walked slowly around the comaral glared at him.

He flashed the smile. “Hi, remember me? Gray Gramtkvith the Post. | need another
class schedule.”

“The dean says no.”
“I thought the dean was out of town.”

“He is. The assistant dean says no. No more ctdmdsiles. You've already gotten me in
a lot of trouble.”



“I don’t understand. I'm not asking for personatoeds.”
“The assistant dean says no.”

“Where is the assistant dean?”

“He’s busy.”

“I'll wait. Where’s his office?”

“He’ll be busy for a long time.”

“I'll wait for a long time.”

She dug in and folded her arms. “He will not allpou to have any more class schedules.
Our students are entitled to privacy.”

“Sure they are. What kind of trouble have | caused?

“Well, I'll just tell you.”

“Please do.”

The student clerk eased around the corner andpisaed.

“One of the students you talked to this mornindechWhite and Blazevich, and they
called the assistant dean, and the assistant @dlad me and said no more class
schedules will be given to reporters.”

“Why should they care?”

“They care, okay? We've had a long relationshighwithite and Blazevich. They hire a
lot of our students.”

Gray tried to look pitiful and helpless. “I'm jusying to find Edward Linney. | swear
he’s not in trouble. | just need to ask him a favestions.”

She smelled victory. She had backed down a repfvaier the Post, and she was quite
proud. So offer him a crumb. “Mr. Linney is no l@rgenrolled here. That's all | can
say.”

He backed toward the door, and mumbled, “Thanks.”

He was almost to the car when someone called Ini® nk was the student from the
registrar’s office.



“Mr. Grantham,” he said as he ran to him. “I knodward. He’s sort of dropped out of
school for a while. Personal problems.”

“Where is he?”

“His parents put him in a private hospital. He'sngedetoxified.”
“Where is it?”

“Silver Spring. A place called Parklane Hospital.”

“How long’s he been there?”

“About a month.”

Grantham shook his hand. “Thanks. | won't tell amygou told me.”
“He’s not in trouble, is he?”

“No. | promise.”

They stopped at the bank, and Darby left with éiftehousand in cash. Carrying the
money scared her. Linney scared her. White andeBlalz suddenly scared her.

Parklane was a detox center for the rich, or foséhwith expensive insurance. It was a
small building, surrounded by trees and sittinghala half mile off the highway. This
might be difficult, they decided.

Gray entered the lobby first, and asked the recrjsti for Edward Linney.

“He is a patient here,” she said rather officially.

He used his best smile. “Yes. | know he is a pati€hey told me at the law school that
he was a patient. What room is he in?”

Darby entered the lobby and strolled to the wadanfain for a very long drink.
“He’s in room 22, but you can’t see him.”

“They told me at the law school | could see him.”



“And who might you be?”

He was so friendly. “Gray Grantham, with the Waghim Post. They told me at the law
school I could ask him a couple of questions.”

“I'm sorry they told you that. You see, Mr. Granthawe run this hospital, and they run
their law school.”

Darby picked up a magazine and sat on a sofa.

His smile faded considerably, but was still théreinderstand that,” he said, still
courteous. “Could | see the administrator?”

“Why?”

“Because this is a very important matter, and [tnsee Mr. Linney this afternoon. If you
won't allow it, then | have to talk to your bosswill not leave here until | speak to the
administrator.”

She gave him her best go-to-hell look, and backeaydrom the counter. “Just a
moment. You may have a seat.”

“Thank you.”

She left and Gray turned to Darby. He pointed $eteof double doors that appeared to
lead to the only hallway. She took a deep breatti vealked quickly through them. They
opened into a large junction from which three &earorridors branched out. A brass
plate pointed to rooms 18 through 30. It was theerewing of the hospital, and the hall
was dark and quiet with thick, industrial carped dloral wallpaper.

This would get her arrested. She would be tackled large security guard or a heavy
nurse and taken to a locked room where the cops&wough her up when they arrived,
and her sidekick out there would stand and watgbldesly as they led her away in
shackles. Her name would be in the paper, the BodtStump, if he was literate, would
see it, and they’d get her.

As she crept along by these closed doors, the beauid pina coladas seemed
unreachable. The door to number 22 was closed athdhe names Edward L. Linney
and Dr. Wayne McLatchee tacked on it. She knocked.

The administrator was more of an ass than the tiecegt. But then, he was paid well for
it. He explained they had strict policies abouttaiton. These were very sick and



delicate people, his patients, and they had teeptahem. And their doctors, who were
the finest in their field, were very strict aboutavcould see the patients. Visitation was
allowed only on Saturdays and Sundays, and evenahly a carefully selected group of
people, usually just family and friends, couldvsith the patients, and then only for thirty
minutes. They had to be very strict.

These were fragile people, and they certainly cooldwithstand interrogation by a
reporter, regardless of how grave the circumstances

Mr. Grantham asked when Mr. Linney might be disgedr Absolutely confidential, the
administrator exclaimed. Probably when the insugaa@ired, suggested Mr. Grantham,
who was talking and stalling and halfway expectmg@ear loud and angry voices
coming from behind the double doors.

This mention of insurance really agitated the adstiator. Mr. Grantham asked if he, the
administrator, would ask Mr. Linney if he would aes two questions from Mr.
Grantham, and the whole thing would take less thaty seconds.

Out of the question, snapped the administratory Tael strict policies.

A voice answered softly, and she stepped intodbenr The carpet was thicker and the
furniture was made from wood. He sat on the bealpair of jeans, no shirt, reading a
thick novel. She was struck by his good looks.

“Excuse me,” she said warmly as she closed the loeloind her.

“Come in,” he said with a soft smile. It was thesfinonmedical face he’d seen in two
days. What a beautiful face. He closed the book.

She walked to the end of the bed. “I'm Sara Jacabd,'m working on a story for the
Washington Post.”

“How’d you get in?” he asked, obviously glad sheswa

“Just walked. Did you clerk last summer for WhitelaBlazevich?”

“Yes, and the summer before. They offered me anjobn | graduate. If | graduate.”
She handed him the photo. “Do you recognize this?ha

He took it and smiled. “Yeah. His name is, uh, veaminute. He works in the oil and gas
section on the ninth floor. What's his name?”



Darby held her breath.

Linney closed his eyes hard and tried to thinkldtdked at the photo, and said, “Morgan.
| think his name is Morgan. Yep.”

“His last name is Morgan?”

“That’s him. | can’t remember his first name. Isesmething like Charles, but that's not it.
| think it starts with a C.”

“And you're certain he’s in oil and gas?” Thouglestouldn’t remember the exact
number, she was certain there was more than ongaviat White and Blazevich.

“Yeah.”
“On the ninth floor?”

“Yeah. | worked in the bankruptcy section on thghéh floor, and oil and gas covers half
of eight and all of nine.”

He handed the photo back.
“When are you getting out?” she asked. It wouldume to run from the room.
“Next week, | hope. What's this guy done?”

“Nothing. We just need to talk to him.” She waskiag away from the bed. “I have to
run. “Thanks. And good luck.”

“Yeah. No problem.”

She quietly closed the door behind her, and scdotedrd the lobby. The voice came
from behind her.

“Hey! You! What're you doing?”

Darby turned and faced a tall, black security gwaitt a gun on his hip. She looked
completely guilty.

“What're you doing?” he demanded again as he babkedhto the wall.
“Visiting my brother,” she said. “And don’t yell ate again.”

“Who’s your brother?”



She nodded at his door. “Room 22.”

“You can't visit right now. This is off limits.”

“It was important. I'm leaving, okay?”

The door to 22 opened, and Linney looked at them.

“This your sister?” the guard demanded.

Darby pleaded with her eyes.

“Yeah, leave her alone,” Linney said. “She’s legvin

She exhaled and smiled at Linney. “Mom will be his tveekend.”

“Good,” Linney said softly.

The guard backed off, and Darby almost ran to theébtk doors. Grantham was
preaching to the administrator about the cost aftheare. She walked quickly through
g)\ehg?lors, into the lobby, and was almost to thatfdoor when the administrator spoke

“Miss! Oh, miss! Can | have your name?”

Darby was out the front door, headed for the caan@am shrugged at the administrator,
and casually left the building. They jumped in, @ped away.

“Garcia’s last name is Morgan. Linney recognizen hnmediately, but he had trouble
with the name. First name starts with a C.” She avgging through her notes from
Martindale-Hubbell. “Said he works in oil and gastbe ninth floor.”

Grantham was speeding away from Parklane. “Oilgasl”

“That’s what he said.” She found it. “Curtis D. Myamn, oil and gas section, age twenty-
nine. There’s another Morgan in litigation, but$a’partner and, let's see, he’s fifty-

one.”

“Garcia is Curtis Morgan,” Gray said with reliefeHooked at his watch. “It's a quarter
till four. We’ll have to hurry.”

“l can’'t wait.”



Rupert picked them up as they turned out of Paektadriveway. The rented Pontiac was
flying all over the street. He drove like an idjos$t to keep up, then radioed ahead.

Matthew Barr had never experienced a speedboatehefod after five hours of a bone-
jarring voyage through the ocean he was soakedngpain. His body was numb, and
when he saw land he said a prayer, the first iadies. Then he resumed his nonstop
cursing of Fletcher Coal.

They docked at a small marina near a city thateliewed to be Freeport. The captain
had said something about Freeport to the man krasararry when they left Florida. No
other word was spoken during the ordeal. Larryle mo the journey was uncertain. He
was at least six-six, with a neck as thick as lgyupole, and he did nothing but watch
Barr, which was okay at first but after five hobecame quite a nuisance.

They stood awkwardly when the boat stopped. Lamg the first one out, and he
motioned for Barr to join him. Another large mansaapproaching on the pier, and
together they escorted Barr to a waiting van. Térewas suspiciously short of windows.

At this point, Barr preferred to say good-bye te hew pals, and simply disappear in the
direction of Freeport. He’'d catch a plane to Dadd slap Coal the moment he saw his
shining forehead. But he had to be cool. They watldiare hurt him.

The van stopped moments later at a small airgrig,Barr was escorted to a black Lear.
He admired it briefly before following Larry up tiséeps. He was cool and relaxed—ijust
another job. After all, he was at one time oneheflbest CIA agents in Europe. He was
an ex-Marine. He could take care of himself.

He sat by himself in the cabin. The windows wereeted, and this annoyed him. But he
understood. Mr. Mattiece treasured his privacy, Bad could certainly respect that.
Larry and the other heavyweight were at the frdrihe cabin, flipping through
magazines and completely ignoring him.

Thirty minutes after takeoff, the Lear began itsat, and Larry lumbered toward him.

“Put this on,” he demanded as he handed over k, tiath blindfold. At this point, a
rookie would panic. An amateur would start askingstions. But Barr had been
blindfolded before, and while he was having seridoigbts about this mission, he calmly
took the blindfold and covered his eyes.



The man who removed the blindfold introduced hiringglEmil, an assistant to Mr.
Mattiece. He was a small, wiry type with dark hed a thin mustache winding around
the lip. He sat in a chair four feet away and ltigarette.

“Our people tell us you are legitimate, sort of¢’ $aid with a friendly smile. Barr looked
around the room. There were no walls, only windowsmall panes. The sun was bright
and pierced his eyes. A plush garden surroundedi@sof fountains and pools outside
the room. They were in the rear of a very largeseou

“I'm here on behalf of the President,” Barr said.

“We believe you.” Emil nodded. He was undoubted{yaun.

“May | ask who you are?” Barr said.

“I'm Emil, and that's enough. Mr. Mattiece is neteling well. Perhaps you should leave
your message with me.”

“I have orders to speak directly to him.”

“Orders from Mr. Coal, | believe.” Emil never stagpsmiling.

“That’s correct.”

“| see. Mr. Mattiece prefers not to meet you. Hantga/ou to talk to me.”

Barr shook his head. Now, if push came to shouhjiiigs got out of hand, then he would
gladly talk to Emil if it was necessary. But formohe would hold firm.

“I am not authorized to talk to anyone but Mr. Niate,” Barr said properly.

The smile almost disappeared. Emil pointed beybedbols and fountains to a large
gazebo-shaped building with tall windows from fldorceiling. Rows of perfectly
manicured shrubs and flowers surrounded it. “Mrttidae is in his gazebo. Follow me.”

They left the sun room and walked slowly aroundaaliwg pool. Barr had a thick knot in
his stomach, but he followed his little friend &this was simply another day at the
office. The sound of falling water echoed throulgh garden. A narrow boardwalk led to
the gazebo. They stopped at the door.

“I'm afraid you must remove your shoes,” Emil saiidh a smile. Emil was barefoot.
Barr untied his shoes and placed them next to dloe. d

“Do not step on the towels,” Emil said gravely.



“The towels?

Emil opened the door for Barr, who stepped in aldie room was perfectly round,
about fifty feet in diameter. There were three thand a sofa, all covered with white
sheets. Thick cotton towels were on the floor irfgu little trails around the room. The
sun shone brightly through skylights. A door opereedl Victor Mattiece emerged from
a small room.

Barr froze and gawked at the man. He was thin auhig with long gray hair and a dirty
beard. He wore only a pair of white gym shorts, aatked carefully on the towels
without looking at Barr.

“Sit over there,” he said, pointing at a chair. fDiostep on the towels.”

Barr avoided the towels and took his seat. Matttaoeed his back and faced the
windows. His skin was leathery and dark bronze.ld4ise feet were lined with ugly veins.
His toenails were long and yellow. He was crazhelb

“What do you want?” he asked quietly to the windows

“The President sent me.”

“He did not. Fletcher Coal sent you. | doubt if fresident knows you're here.”

Maybe he wasn’t crazy. He spoke without moving &cteiin his body.

“Fletcher Coal is the President’s chief of stafé s&nt me.”

“I know about Coal. And | know about you. And | km@bout your little Unit. Now,
what do you want?”

“Information.”

“Don’t play games with me. What do you want?”
“Have you read the pelican brief?” Barr asked.
The frail body did not flinch. “Have you read it?”
“Yes,” Barr answered quickly.

“Do you believe it to be true?”

“Perhaps. That's why I'm here.”



“Why is Mr. Coal so concerned about the pelicaefti

“Because a couple of reporters have wind of it. Kntls true, then we need to know
immediately.”

“Who are these reporters?”

“Gray Grantham with the Washington Post. He pickeub first, and he knows more
than anyone. He’s digging hard. Coal thinks he®ualo run something.”

“We can take care of him, can’t we?” Mattiece gfaithe windows. “Who’s the other
one?”

“Rifkin with the Times.”

Mattiece still had not moved an inch. Barr glanaealind at the sheets and towels. Yes,
he had to be crazy. The place was sanitized antleshté rubbing alcohol. Maybe he
was ill.

“Does Mr. Coal believe it to be true?”

“I don’t know. He’s very concerned about it. Thavly I’'m here, Mr. Mattiece. We
have to know.”

“What if it's true?”

“Then we have problems.”

Mattiece finally moved. He shifted his weight tethght leg, and folded his arms across
his narrow chest. But his eyes never moved. Sandgland sea oats were in the distance,
but not the ocean.

“Do you know what | think?” he said quietly.

“What?”

“I think Coal is the problem. He gave the brietdo many people. He handed it to the
CIA. He allowed you to see it. This really disturbs.”

Barr could think of no response. It was ludicrougnply that Coal wanted to distribute
the brief. The problem is you, Mattiece. You killde justices. You panicked and killed
Callahan. You're the greedy bastard who was notecarwith a mere fifty million.

Mattiece turned slowly and looked at Barr. The ayese dark and red. He looked
nothing like the photo with the Vice President, th#t was seven years ago. He'd aged
twenty years in the last seven, and perhaps gdribeotleep end along the way.



“You clowns in Washington are to blame for this¢’ $aid, somewhat louder.
Barr could not look at him. “Is it true, Mr. Mattie? That'’s all | want to know.”

Behind Barr, a door opened without a sound. Lamrjs socks and avoiding the towels,
eased forward two steps and stopped.

Mattiece walked on the towels to a glass door,@ehed it. He looked outside and
spoke softly. “Of course it’'s true.” He walked thgh the door, and closed it slowly
behind him. Barr watched as the idiot shuffled glarsidewalk toward the sand dunes.

“What now?” he thought. Perhaps Emil would comelget Perhaps.

Larry inched forward with a rope, and Barr did hear or feel anything until it was too
late. Mattiece did not want blood in his gazebol.aoy simply broke the neck and
choked him until it was over.

He game plan called for her to be on this elevatdhis point in the search, but she
thought enough unexpected events had occurredrramnta change in the game plan. He
thought not. They had engaged in a healthy debegetbis elevator ride, and here she
was. He was right—this was the quickest route tdi€Morgan. And she was right—it
was a dangerous route to Curtis Morgan. But theratbutes could be just as dangerous.
The entire game plan was deadly.

She wore her only dress and her only pair of héxaigy said she looked really nice, but
that was to be expected. The elevator stoppedeonittth floor, and when she walked off
it there was a pain in her stomach and she coukl\bbreathe.

The receptionist was across a plush lobby. The NAtHETE AND BLAZEVICH

covered the wall behind her in thick, brass letigriHer knees were weak, but she made
it to the receptionist, who smiled properly. It vias minutes before five.

“May | help you?” she asked. The nameplate proctgimer to be Peggy Young.

“Yes,” Darby managed, clearing her throat. “I havieve o’clock appointment with
Curtis Morgan. My name is Dorothy Blythe.”

The receptionist was stunned. Her mouth fell open, she stared blankly at Darby, now
Dorothy. She couldn’t speak.

Darby’s heart stopped. “Is something the matter?”



“Well, no. I'm sorry. Just a moment.” Peggy Yourigad quickly, and disappeared in a
rush.

Run! Her heart pounded like a drum. Run! She titecontrol her breathing, but she was
battling hyperventilation. Her legs were rubberynR

She looked around, trying to be nonchalant asafwgas just another client waiting on
her lawyer. Surely they wouldn’t gun her down hiaréhe lobby of a law office.

He came first, followed by the receptionist. He \ahsut fifty with bushy gray hair and a
terrible scowl. “Hi,” he said, but only becausehaal to. “I'm Jarreld Schwabe, a partner
here. You say you have an appointment with Curtssgdn.”

Keep it up. “Yes. At five. Is there a problem?”

“And your name is Dorothy Blythe?”

Yeah, but you can call me Dot. “That’s what | sdfds. What's the matter?” She
sounded genuinely irritated.

He was inching closer. “When did you make the apmoent?”

“I don’t know. About two weeks ago. | met Curtisaaparty in Georgetown. He told me
he was an oil and gas lawyer, and | happen to aeedl called the office here, and made
an appointment. Now, will you please tell me whagiéng on?” She was amazed at how
well these words were coming from her dry mouth.

“Why do you need an oil and gas lawyer?”

“I don’t think | have to explain myself to you,” stsaid, real bitchy-like.

The elevator opened, and a man in a cheap suibapiped quickly to join the
conversation. Darby scowled at him. Her legs waNe way just any second.

Schwabe was really bearing down. “We don’'t haveracyprd of such an appointment.”

“Then fire the appointment secretary. Do you weleat new clients this way?” Oh, she
was indignant, but Schwabe did not let up.

“You can’'t see Curtis Morgan,” he said.
“And why not?” she demanded.

“He's dead.”



The knees were jelly and about to go. A sharp pppled through the stomach. But, she
thought quickly, it was okay to looked shocked.w#es, after all, supposed to be her new
lawyer.

“I'm sorry. Why didn’t anyone call me?”

Schwabe was still suspicious. “As | said, we haveatord of a Dorothy Blythe.”

“What happened to him?” she asked, stunned.

“He was mugged a week ago. Shot by street punkgeheve.”

The guy in the cheap suit took a step closer. “Do yave any identification?”

“Who in the hell are you?” she snapped loudly.

“He’s security,” said Schwabe.

“Security for what?” she demanded, even loudertlfis a law firm or a prison?”

The partner looked at the man in the cheap suitjtamas obvious neither knew exactly
what to do at this point. She was very attractare] they had upset her, and her story
was somewhat believable. They relaxed a little.

“Why don’t you leave, Ms. Blythe?” Schwabe said.

“I can’'t wait!”

The security man reached to assist her. “Heregatg.

She slapped his hand. “Touch me and I'll sue yasrfast thing tomorrow morning. Get
away from me!”

This shook them a bit. She was mad and lashingRauhaps they were being a bit hard.
“I'll see you down,” the security man said.

“I know how to leave. I'm amazed you clowns havg aleents.” She was stepping
backward. Her face was red, but not from angevak fear. “I've got lawyers in four
states, and I've never been treated like this,”y&ked at them. She was in the center of
the lobby. “I paid a half a million last year irgld fees, and I've got a million to pay next
year, but you idiots won’t get any of it.” The cbvsshe got to the elevator, the louder she
yelled. She was a crazy woman. They watched hdrthatelevator door opened and she
was gone.



Gray paced along the end of the bed, holding tla@land waiting for Smith Keen.
Darby was stretched out on the bed with her eyesed.

Gray stopped. “Hello, Smith. | need you to cheaksthing quick.”

“Where are you?” Keen asked.

“A hotel. Look back six or seven days. | need theuary for Curtis D. Morgan.”
“Who’s he?”

“Garcia.”

“Garcia! What happened to Garcia?”

“He died, obviously. Shot by muggers.”

“I remember that. We ran a story last week abouduang lawyer who was robbed and
shot.”

“Probably him. Can you check it for me? | needwiife’s name and address if we have
it.”

“How’d you find him?”

“It's a long story. We'll try to talk to his widowonight.”

“Garcia’s dead. This is weird, baby.”

“It's more than weird. The kid knew something, dhdy knocked him off.”
“Do you think you're safe?”

“Who knows?”

“Where’s the girl?”

“She’s with me.”

“What if they’re watching his house?”

Gray hadn’t thought about it. “We’ll have to taket chance. I'll call you back in fifteen
minutes.”



He placed the phone on the floor and sat in amaatiocker. There was a warm beer on
the table, and he took a long drink. He watched Adorearm covered both eyes. She
was in jeans and a sweatshirt. The dress was thioamorner. The heels had been
kicked across the room.

“You okay?” he asked softly.

“Wonderful.”

She was a real smartass, and he liked that in aawo@if course, she was almost a
lawyer, and they must teach smartass-ness in lawoscHe sipped the beer and admired
the jeans.

He enjoyed this brief moment of uninterrupted signvithout getting caught.

“Are you staring at me?” she asked.

HYeS.H

“Sex is the last thing on my mind.”

“Then why’d you mention it?”

“Because | can feel you lusting after my red tolsiai

“True.”

“I've got a headache. A real, genuine, poundinglaehe.”

“You've worked for it. Can | get you something?”

“Yes. A one-way ticket to Jamaica.”

“You can leave tonight. I'll take you to the airpoight now.”

She removed the forearm from her eyes and gentbsagged both temples. “I'm sorry |
cried.”

He finished the beer with a long drink. “You earrkeéd right.” She was in tears when she
stepped off the elevator. He was waiting like apetant father, except he had a .38 in
his coat pocket—a .38 she knew nothing about.

“So what do you think of investigative reporting® asked.

“I'd rather butcher hogs.”



“Well, in all honesty, not every day is this evehtfSome days | simply sit at my desk
and make hundreds of phone calls to bureaucratdwat® no comment.”

“Sounds great. Let’s do that tomorrow.”

He kicked his shoes off and placed his feet orb#te She closed her eyes and breathed
deeply. Minutes passed without a word.

“Do you know that Louisiana is known as the Peli&ate?” she asked with her eyes
closed.

“No. | didn’t know that.”

“It's a shame really, because the brown pelicangwatually wiped out the the early
1960’s.”

“What happened to them?”

“Pesticides. They eat nothing but fish, and thie fiige in river water filled with
chlorinated hydrocarbons from pesticides. The raiash the pesticides from the soil into
small streams which eventually empty into riversolteventually empty into the
Mississippi. By the time the pelicans in Louisia@ the fish, they are loaded with DDT
and other chemicals which accumulate in the faggues of the birds. Death is seldom
immediate, but in times of stress such as hungbadmweather, the pelicans and eagles
and cormorants are forced to draw upon their reserand can literally be poisoned by
their own fat. If they don’t die, they are usualiyable to reproduce. Their eggs are so
thin and fragile they crack during incubation. Dml know that?”

“Why would | know that?”

“In the late sixties, Louisiana began transplanbngwn pelicans from southern Florida,
and over the years the population has slowly irsgéaBut the birds are still very much
in danger. Forty years ago there were thousantteeai. The cypress swamp that
Mattiece wants to destroy is home to only a fewediogelicans.”

Gray pondered these things. She was silent fong timne.

“What day is it?” she asked without opening herseye

“Monday.”

“I left New Orleans a week ago today. Thomas anch¥ek had dinner two weeks ago
today. That, of course, was the fateful moment wthempelican brief changed hands.”

“Three weeks ago tomorrow, Rosenberg and Jensenmwardered.”



“I was an innocent little law student minding mymusiness and having a wonderful
love affair with my professor. | guess those dagsgone.”

Law school and the professor might be gone, heghiodWhat're your plans?”

“I have none. I'm just trying to get out of thisrdaed mess and stay alive. I'll run off
somewhere and hide for a few months, maybe a farsy&ve got enough money to live
for a long time. If and when | reach the point wi'em not looking over my shoulder, |
might come back.”

“To law school?”

“I don't think so. The law has lost its allure.”

“Why’d you want to be a lawyer?”

“Idealism, and money. | thought | could changewleld and get paid for it.”

“But there are so damned many lawyers already. Whall these bright students keep
flocking to law school?”

“Simple. It's greed. They want BMWSs and gold crediitds. If you go to a good law
school, finish in the top ten percent, and getoawih a big firm, you'll be earning six
figures in a few short years, and it only goesltipguaranteed. At the age of thirty-five,
you'll be a partner raking in at least two hundtiedusand a year. Some earn much
more.”

“What about the other ninety percent?”

“It's not such a good deal for them. They get #féolvers.”

“Most lawyers | know hate it. They’d rather be dpsomething else.”

“But they can't leave it because of the money. Eadousy lawyer in a small office can
earn a hundred thousand a year after ten yearadtige, and he may hate it, but where
can he go and match the money?”

“| detest lawyers.”

“And | guess you think reporters are adored.”

Good point. Gray looked at his watch, then pickpdhe phone. He dialed Keen'’s

number. Keen read him the obit, and the Post stboyt the senseless street killing of
this young lawyer. Gray took notes.



“A couple of other things,” Keen said. “Feldmarvexry concerned about your safety. He
expected a briefing in his office today, and he pigsed when he didn’t get one. Make
sure you report to him before noon tomorrow. Uniderd?”

“I'll try.”

“Do more than try, Gray. We’'re very nervous overehe

“The Times is sucking wind, isn’t it?”

“I'm not worried about the Times right now. I'm muenore concerned about you and
the girl.”

“We're fine. Everything’s lovely. What else haveuwgot?”

“You have three messages in the past two hours &oman named Cleve. Says he’s a
cop. Do you know him?”

“Yes.”

“Well, he wants to talk tonight. Says it's urgent.”

“I'll call him later.”

“Okay. You guys be careful. We'll be here till lat® check in.”

Gray hung up and looked at his notes. It was alm@atn. “I'm going to see Mrs.
Morgan. | want you to stay here.”

She sat between the pillows and crossed her arrmsroknees. “I'd rather go.”
“What if they’re watching the house?” he asked.
“Why would they watch the house? He’s dead.”

“Maybe they’re suspicious now, because a mystertieat appeared today looking for
him. Even though he’s dead, he’s attracting atberiti

She thought about this for a minute. “No. I'm gaihg
“It's too risky, Darby.”

“Don’t talk to me about risks. I've survived in tihanefields for twelve days. This is
easy.”

He waited on her by the door. “By the way, wherelataying tonight?”



“Jefferson Hotel.”
“Do you have the phone number?”
“What do you think?”

“Dumb question.”

The private jet with Edwin Sneller aboard lande8lational in Washington a few
minutes after seven. He was delighted to leave Mexk. He’'d spent six days there
bouncing off the walls in his suite at the Plazar. &most a week, his men had checked
hotels and watched airports and walked streetstraydknew damned well they were
wasting their time, but orders were orders. Theyeweld to stay there until something
broke and they could move on. It was silly tryingihd the girl in Manhattan, but they
had to stay close in case she made a mistake pkeme call or a plastic transaction that
could be traced, and suddenly they were needed.

She made no mistakes until two-thirty this aftemeadien she needed money and went to
the account. They knew this would happen, espgdiadhe planned to leave the country
and was afraid to use plastic. At some point, sbeldvneed cash, and she’d have to wire
it since the bank was in New Orleans and she waSn#ller’s client owned eight percent
of the bank—not a lot, but a nice little twelve-lwih-dollar holding that could make
things happen. A few minutes after three, he’dixextka call from Freeport.

They did not suspect her to be in Washington. S avsmart girl who was running
away from trouble, not to it. And they certainlygdit expect her to link up with the
reporter. They had no idea, but now it seemed gicab And it was worse than critical.

Fifteen thousand went from her account to his,ardtienly Sneller was back in business.
He had two men with him. Another private jet wagaume from Miami. He had asked

for a dozen men immediately. It would be a quidk jor no job at all. There was not a
second to spare.

Sneller was not hopeful. With Khamel on the teamergthing seemed possible. He had
killed Rosenberg and Jensen so cleanly, then desapd without a trace. Now he was
dead, shot in the head because of one little imideenale law student.



The Morgan house was in a neat suburb in Alexandihia neighborhood was young and
affluent, with bikes and tricycles in every yard.

Three cars were parked in the drive. One had Ohaieg Gray rang the doorbell and
watched the street. Nothing suspicious.

An older man opened the door slightly. “Yes,” helsoftly.

“I'm Gray Grantham with the Washington Post, and th my assistant, Sara Jacobs.”
Darby forced a smile. “We would like to speak witins. Morgan.”

“l don't think so.”
“Please. It's very important.”
He looked at them carefully. “Wait a minute.” Hestd the door and disappeared.

The house had a narrow wooden porch with a smedinga over it. They were in the
darkness and could not be seen from the streedr passed slowly.

He opened the door again. “I'm Tom Kupcheck, héndg and she doesn’'t want to talk.”
Gray nodded as if this was understandable. “We tmanfive minutes. | promise.”

He walked onto the porch and closed the door betimmd “I guess you're hard of
hearing. | said she doesn’t want to talk.”

“I heard you, Mr. Kupcheck. And | respect her poyaand | know what she’s been
through.”

“Since when do you guys respect anyone’s privacy?”
Evidently, Mr. Kupcheck had a short fuse. It wasw#tio blow.

Gray kept calm. Darby backed away. She’d been wwin enough altercations for one
day.

“Her husband called me three times before he diedked to him on the phone, and |
don’t believe his death was a random killing bystmpunks.”

“He’s dead. My daughter is upset. She doesn’t watdlk. Now get the hell out of here.”

“Mr. Kupcheck,” Darby said warmly. “We have reagorbelieve your son-in-law was a
witness to some highly organized criminal activity.



This calmed him a bit, and he glared at Darbyitg so? Well, you can’t ask him about
it, can you? My daughter knows nothing. She’s haddday and she’s on medication.
Now leave.”

“Can we see her tomorrow?” Darby asked.

“I doubt it. Call first.”

Gray handed him a business card. “If she wantalkop eise the number on the back. I'm
staying at a hotel. I'll call around noon tomorrbw.

“You do that. For now, just leave. You've alreagysat her.”

“We're sorry,” Gray said, as they walked off theg@n Mr. Kupcheck opened the door
but watched them as they left. Gray stopped, amgktlito him. “Has any other reporter
called or stopped by?”

“A bunch of them called the day after he was kill€dey wanted all sorts of stuff. Rude
people.”

“But none in the past few days?”

“No. Now leave.”

“Any from the New York Times?”

“No.” He stepped inside and slammed the door.

They hurried to the car parked four doors down.rélveas no traffic on the street. Gray
zigzagged through the short suburban streets, gstmssed his way out of the
neighborhood. He watched the mirror until he wasvatced they were not being
followed.

“End of Garcia,” Darby said as they entered 395 lagaded for the city.

“Not yet. We’ll make one final, dying gasp tomorroand maybe she’ll talk to us.”

“If she knew something, her father would know. Ahder father knew, why wouldn’t he
cooperate? There’s nothing there, Gray.”

This made perfect sense. They rode in silence fewaminutes. Fatigue was setting in.

“We can be at the airport in fifteen minutes,” lagds “I'll drop you off, and you can be
out of here in thirty minutes. Take a plane anywhgrst vanish.”

“I'll leave tomorrow. | need some rest, and | wemthink about where to go. Thanks.”



“Do you feel safe?”
“At this moment, yes. But it's subject to changes@tonds.”
“I'll be glad to sleep in your room tonight. Juitd in New York.”

“You didn’t sleep in my room in New York. You sleph a sofa in the sitting room.” She
was smiling, and this was a good sign.

He was smiling too. “Okay. I'll sleep in the siimoom tonight.”
“I don’t have a sitting room.”
“Well, well. Then where can | sleep?”

Suddenly, she was not smiling. She bit her lip la@deyes watered. He had pushed too
far. It was Callahan again.

“I'm just not ready,” she said.

“When might you be ready?”

“Gray, please. Just leave it alone.”

She watched the traffic ahead and said nothing S6rry,” he said.

Slowly, she lay down in the seat and placed hed Ireis lap. He gently rubbed her
shoulder, and she clutched his hand. “I'm scaratktith,” she said quietly.

He had left her room around ten, after a bottleiof and egg rolls. He had called
Mason Paypur, the night police reporter for thetParsd asked him to check with his
sources about the Morgan street killing. It hadpesged downtown in an area not noted
for killings—just a few muggings and beatings.

He was tired and discouraged. And he was unhappguse she would leave tomorrow.
The Post owed him six weeks of vacation, and heterapted to leave with her. Mattiece
could have his oil. But he was afraid he’d nevenedack, which wouldn’t be the end of
his world except for the troublesome fact that Isaé money and he didn’t. They could
skip along the beaches and frolic in the sun fauabwo months on his money, then it
would be up to her. And, more importantly, she haidrited him to join in her getaway.
She was grieving. When she mentioned Thomas Calldtgacould feel the pain.



He was now at the Jefferson Hotel on Sixteenthsymmt, of course, to her instructions.
He called Cleve at home.

“Where are you?” Cleve asked, irritated.

“A hotel. It's a long story. What's up?”

“They put Sarge on medical leave for ninety days.”

“What's wrong with him?”

“Nothing. He says they want him out of the placedavhile. It's like a bunker over there.
Everybody’s been told to shut up and speak to o ©hey’re scared to death. They
made Sarge leave at noon today. He thinks you dmeiid serious danger. He’s heard
your name a thousand times in the past week. Theysessed with you and how much
you know.”

“Who's they?”

“Coal, of course, and his aide Birchfield. They the West Wing like the Gestapo.
Sometimes they include, what's his name, the Igtjeirrel with the bow tie? Domestic
affairs?”

“Emmitt Waycross.”

“That’s him. It's mainly Coal and Birchfield makirtge threats and plotting strategy.”
“What kind of threats?”

“No one in the White House, except for the Predidesn talk to the press on the record
or off without Coal’s approval. This includes theegs secretary. Coal clears everything.”

“That’s incredible.”

“They’re terrified. And Sarge thinks they’re danges.”

“Okay. I'm hiding.”

“| stopped by your apartment late last night. Iwy®u’d tell me when you disappear.”
“I'll check in tomorrow night.”

“What're you driving?”

“A rented Pontiac with four doors. Very sporty.”



“I checked the Volvo this afternoon. It's fine.”
“Thanks, Cleve.”

“You okay?”

“I think so. Tell Sarge I'm fine.”

“Call me tomorrow. I'm worried.”

He slept four hours and was awake when the phorge Hawas dark outside, and would
remain that way for at least two hours. He statddeaphone, and picked it up on the
fifth ring.

“Hello,” he said suspiciously.

“Is this Gray Grantham?” It was a very timid female

“Yes. Who is this?”

“Beverly Morgan. You stopped by last night.”

Gray was on his feet, listening hard, wide awakes: I'm sorry if we upset you.”

“No. My father is very protective. And angry. Theporters were awful after Curtis was
killed. They called from everywhere. They wanted pictures of him and new photos of
me and the child. They called at all hours. It waasble, and my father got tired of it. He
pushed two of them off the porch.”

“I guess we were lucky.”

“I hope he didn’t offend you.” The voice was holl@and detached, yet trying to be strong.
“Not at all.”

“He’s asleep now, downstairs on the sofa. So wetakd

“Why aren’t you asleep?” he asked.

“I'm taking some pills to make me sleep, and I'halt of sync. I've been sleeping days
and rambling nights.” It was obvious she was awake wanted to talk.



Gray sat on the bed and tried to relax. “I can‘agimme the shock of something like this.”

“It takes several days for it to become real. Adtfithe pain is horrible. Just horrible. |
couldn’t move my body without hurting. | couldnfibk because of the shock and
disbelief. | went through the motions to get throdlge funeral, which now seems like a
bad dream. Is this boring?”

“Not at all.”

“I've got to get off these pills. | sleep so muctdn’t get to talk to adults. Plus, my father
tends to run people off. Are you taping this?”

“No. I'm just listening.”

“He was killed a week ago tonight. | thought he wesking very late, which was not
unusual. They shot him and took his wallet, socibygs couldn’t identify him. | saw on
the late news where a young lawyer had been muwtdkrentown, and | knew it was
Curtis. Don’t ask me how they knew he was a lawyignout knowing his name. It’s
strange, all the little weird things that go witimarrder.”

“Why was he working late?”

“He worked eighty hours a week, sometimes more.t§\émd Blazevich is a sweatshop.
They try to kill the associates for seven yearsd, ibthey can't kill them they make them
partners. Curtis hated the place. He was tireceofgha lawyer.”

“How long was he there?”

“Five years. He was making ninety thousand a y@ahe put up with the hassle.”

“Did you know he called me?”

“No. My father told me you said that, and I've tigtw about it all night. What did he
say?”

“He never identified himself. He used the code nafm@arcia. Don’t ask how | learned
his identity—it’ll take hours. He said he possiklyew something about the
assassinations of Justices Rosenberg and Jensime avanted to tell me what he knew.”

“Randy Garcia was his best friend in elementarypeth
“I got the impression he had seen something abtinee, and perhaps someone at the

office knew he had seen it. He was very nervoud,aways called from pay phones. He
thought he was being followed. We had planned tetraarly Saturday before last, but



he called that morning and said no. He was scaratisaid he had to protect his family.
Did you know any of this?”

“No. | knew he was under a great deal of stressheld been that way for five years. He
never brought the office home with him. He hatezlgtace, really.”

“Why’d he hate the place?”

“He worked for a bunch of cutthroats, a bunch ofggwho’d watch you bleed for a buck.
They spend tons of money on this marvelous fachdespectability, but they are scum.
Curtis was a top student and had his pick of j@bgy were such a great bunch of guys
when they recruited him, and complete monstersakwith. Very unethical.”

“Why did he stay with the firm?”

“The money kept getting better. He almost left ary&go, but the job offer fell through.
He was very unhappy, but he tried to keep it tosaii | think he felt guilty for making
such a big mistake. We had a little routine arobece. When he came home, | would ask
him how his day went. Sometimes this was at temgitt, so | knew it was a bad day.

But he always said the day had been profitable—wlaatthe word, profitable. And then
we talked about our baby. He didn’t want to talkatithe office, and | didn’t want to

hear it.”

“Well, so much for Garcia. He’s dead, and he tafwife nothing. Who cleaned out his
desk?”

“Someone at the office. They brought his stuff Ryidall neatly packaged and taped in
three cardboard boxes. You're welcome to go thraugh

“No, thanks. I'm sure it's been sanitized. How muiéd insurance did he have?”

She paused for a second. “You're a smart man, ivantham. Two weeks ago, he
bought a million-dollar term policy with double iachnity for accidental death.”

“That’s two million dollars.”

“Yes, sir. | guess you're right. | guess he wagatsus.”
“I don’t think he was killed by muggers, Mrs. Morga
“I can’t believe this.” She choked a little, butufght it off.

“Have the cops asked you a lot of questions?”

“No. It's just another D.C. mugging that went otepsfurther. No big deal. Happens
every day.”



The insurance bit was interesting, but uselessy @es getting tired of Mrs. Morgan and
her unhurried monotone. He was sorry for her, bsthé knew nothing, it was time to say
good-bye.

“What do you think he knew?” she asked.

This could take hours. “I don’t know,” Gray answerglancing at his watch. “He said he
knew something about the killings, but that's asalhe would go. | was convinced we
would meet somewhere and he would spill his gutssimow me something. | was
wrong.”

“How would he know anything about those dead ju@es

“I don’t know. He just called me out of the blue.”

“If he had something to show you, what would it’bst?e asked.

He was the reporter. He was supposed to ask ttstigoe. “I have no idea. He never
hinted.”

“Where would he hide such a thing?” The questios giacere, but irritating. Then it hit
him. She was going somewhere with this.

“I don’t know. Where did he keep his valuable pa@ér

“We have a lockbox at the bank for deeds and ailig@ stuff. I've always known about
the lockbox. He handled all the legal business,®tantham. | looked at the lockbox last
Thursday with my father, and there was nothing ualm it.”

“You didn’t expect anything unusual, did you?”

“No. Then Saturday morning, early, it was stillkldrwas going through his papers in
his desk in the bedroom. We have this antiqueopltesk that he used for his personal
correspondence and papers, and | found somethiiigiausual.”

Gray was on his feet, holding the phone, and sjawiitdly at the floor. She had called at
four in the morning. She had chitchatted for twemiyputes. And she waited until he was
ready to hang up to drop the bomb.

“What is it?” he asked as coolly as possible.

“It's a key.”

He had a lump in his throat. “A key to what?”



“Another lockbox.”

“Which bank?”

“First Columbia. We’ve never banked there.”

“I see. And you knew nothing about this other look®’

“Oh no. Not until Saturday morning. | was puzzladit) still am, but | found all of our
legal papers in the old lockbox, so | had no redasarheck this one. | figured I'd run by
when [ felt like it.”

“Would you like me to check it for you?”

“I thought you would say that. What if you find whgaou're looking for?”

“I don’t know what I'm looking for. But what if lihd something he left behind, and this
something proves to be very, let’'s say, newswoithy?

“Use it.”

“No conditions?”

“One. If it disparages my husband in any way, yao'tuse it.”
“It's a deal. | swear.”

“When do you want the key?”

“Do you have it in your hand?”

“Yes.”

“If you'll stand on the front porch, I'll be thetia about three seconds.”

The private jet from Miami had brought only five meso Edwin Sneller had only seven
to plan with. Seven men, no time, and precioule ldquipment. He had not slept Monday
night. His hotel suite was a mini-command centethay stared at maps through the
night, and tried to plan the next twenty-four houdew things were certain. Grantham
had an apartment, but he was not there. He hadleecsas not using. He worked at the
Post, and it was on Fifteenth Street. White ana@&lah was in a building on Tenth near



New York, but she would not return there. Morgamidow lived in Alexandria. Beyond
that, they were searching for two people out aéemillion.

These were not the type of men you could rustleobtite bunkhouse and send in to fight.
They had to be found and hired, and he’'d been @mednas many as possible by the end
of the day.

Sneller was no novice at the killing game, and was hopeless. This was desperation.
The sky was falling. He would do his best underdineumstances, but Edwin Sneller
had one foot out the back door.

She was on his mind. She had met Khamel on hissteand walked away from it. She
had dodged bullets and bombs, and evaded therbées business. He would love to see
her, not to kill her, but to congratulate her. Ak running loose and living to tell about
it.

They would concentrate on the Post building. It Wieesone spot he had to come back to.

The downtown traffic was bumper to bumper, and shidted Darby just fine. She was in
no hurry. The bank lobby opened at nine-thirty, aoche time around seven, over coffee
and untouched bagels in her room, he had convineethat she should be the one to
visit the vault. She was not really convinced, duwoman should do it, and there weren’t
many available. Beverly Morgan told Gray that henk First Hamilton, froze their box
as soon as they learned of Curtis’s death, andstietvas allowed only to view the
contents and make an inventory. She was also alléaveopy the will, but the original
was placed back in the box and secured in the .vBluét box would be released only after
the tax auditors finished their work.

So the immediate question was whether or not Eiodimbia knew he was dead. The
Morgans had never banked there. Beverly had novidgahe chose it. It was a huge
bank with a million customers, and they decided tha odds were against it.

Darby was tired of playing the odds. She’d blowmanderful opportunity last night to
get on a plane, and now here she was about toVerIBéorgan matching wits with

First Columbia so she could steal from a dead ad.what was her sidekick going to
do? He was going to protect her. He had this gumclwscared her to death and had the
same effect on him though he wouldn’t admit it, &iedplanned to play bodyguard by the
front door while she pilfered the lockbox.

“What if they know he’s dead,” she asked, “andlltteem he isn’'t?”



“Then slap the bitch in the face and run like héllcatch you at the front door. I've got
a gun, and we’ll blast our way down the sidewalk.”

“Come on, Gray. | don’t know if | can do this.”
“You can do it, okay? Play it cool. Be assertive.8smartass. It should come natural.”

“Thanks so much. What if they call security on rhéave this sudden phobia of security
guards.”

“I'll rescue you. I'll come blazing through the Ibp like a SWAT team.”
“We’'ll all be killed.”

“Relax, Darby. It'll work.”

“Why are you so chipper?”

“I smell it. Something’s in that lockbox, Darby. Aryou have to bring it out, kid. It's all
riding on you.”

“Thanks for easing the pressure.”

They were on E Street near Ninth. Gray slowed #rgtben parked illegally in a loading
zone forty feet from the front entrance of Firsi@obia. He jumped out. Darby’s exit
was slower. Together, they walked quickly to therdét was almost ten. “I'll wait here,”
he said, pointing to a marble column. “Go do it.”

“Go do it,” she mumbled as she disappeared insidedvolving door. She was always
the one being fed to the lions. The lobby was gsabia football field, with columns and
chandeliers and fake Persian rugs.

“Safe deposit boxes?” she asked a young woman @éhéninformation desk. The girl
pointed to a corner in the far right.

“Thanks,” she said, and strolled toward it. Theénn front of the tellers were four deep
to her left, and to her right a hundred busy visents talked on their phones. It was
the largest bank in the city, and no one noticed he

The vault was behind a set of massive bronze dbatsvere polished enough to appear
almost golden, no doubt to give the appearancefioiite safety and invulnerability. The
doors were opened slightly to allow a select fevand out. To the left, an important-
looking lady of sixty sat behind a desk with therdedSAFE DEPOST BOXES across its
front. Her name was Virginia Baskin.

Virginia Baskin stared at Darby as she approachediésk. There was no smile.



“I need access to a box,” Darby said without briegthShe hadn’t breathed in the last
two and a half minutes.

“The number, please,” Ms. Baskin said as she kik#tyboard and turned to the monitor.
“F566.”

She punched the number and waited for the worflagb on the screen. She frowned,
and moved her face to within inches of it. Run! iathought. She frowned harder and
scratched her chin. Run, before she picks up tbeghland calls the guards. Run, before
the alarms go off and my idiot cohort comes blazhrgugh the lobby.

Ms. Baskin withdrew her head from the monitor. “Thas rented just two weeks ago,”
she said almost to herself.

“Yes,” Darby said as if she had rented it.

“I assume you're Mrs. Morgan,” she said, peckinglomkeyboard.
Keep assuming, baby. “Yes, Beverly Anne Morgan.”

“And your address?”

“891 Pembroke, Alexandria.”

She nodded at the screen as if it could see hegiardts approval. She pecked again.
“Phone number?”

“703-664-5980.”

Ms. Baskin liked this too. So did the computer. ‘S\ented this box?”

“My husband, Curtis D. Morgan.”

“And his social security number?”

Darby casually opened her new, rather large leatheulder bag, and pulled out her
wallet. How many wives memorized their husbandadacsecurity number? She opened

the wallet. “510-96-8686.”

“Very well,” Ms. Baskin said properly as she lgfetkeyboard and reached into her desk.
“How long will this take?”

“Just a minute.”



She placed a wide card on a small clipboard onlés&, and pointed at it. “Sign here,
Mrs. Morgan.”

Darby nervously signed on the second slot. Mr. Marbgad made the first entry the day
he rented the box.

Ms. Baskin glanced at the signature while Darbyl linedr breath.
“Do you have your key?” she asked.
“Of course,” Darby said with a warm smile.

Ms. Baskin took a small box from the drawer, andked around the desk. “Follow me.”
They went through the bronze doors. The vault vgasigeas a branch bank in the
suburbs. Designed along the lines of a mausoletungs a maze of hallways and small
chambers. Two men in uniform walked by. They pa$sadidentical rooms with walls
lined with rows of lockboxes. The fifth room hel86®, evidently, because Ms. Baskin
stepped into it and opened her little black boxtdydooked nervously around and
behind her.

Virginia was all business. She walked to F566, Whias shoulder-high, and stuck in the
key. She rolled her eyes at Darby as if to say,utMarn, dumbass.” Darby yanked the
key from a pocket, and inserted it next to the otree. Virginia then turned both keys,
and slid the box two inches from its slot. She reeubthe bank’s key.

She pointed to a small booth with a folding woodeor. “Take it in there. When you
finish, lock it back in place and come to my desktie was leaving the room as she
spoke.

“Thanks,” Darby said. She waited until Virginia waist of sight, then slid the box from
the wall. It was not heavy. The front was six irehg twelve, and it was a foot and a
half long. The top was open, and inside were temg—a thin, brown legal-sized
envelope, and an unmarked videotape.

She didn’t need the booth. She stuffed the enveldoplevideotape in her shoulder bag,
and slid the box back into its slot. She left them.

Virginia had rounded the corner of her desk wherbRavalked behind her. “I'm
finished,” she said.

“My, that was quick.”

Damned right. Things happen fast when your nervegapping through your skin. I
found what | needed,” she said.



“Very well.” Ms. Baskin was suddenly a warm pers¥iou know, that awful story in the
paper last week about that lawyer. You know, the kihed by muggers not far from
here. Wasn't his name Curtis Morgan? Seems likag Curtis Morgan. What a shame.”

Oh, you dumb woman. “I didn’t see that,” Darby s&lt/e been out of the country.
Thanks.”

Her step was a bit quicker the second time thrabhgHobby. The bank was crowded, and
there were no security guards in sight. Piece ké ch was about time she pulled a job
without being grabbed.

The gunman was guarding the marble column. Thevigpdoor spun her onto the
sidewalk, and she was almost to the car beforeabght her. “Get in the car!” she
demanded.

“What'd you find!” he demanded.

“Just get outta here.” She yanked the door opahjanped in. He started the car and
sped away.

“Talk to me,” he said.
“I cleaned out the box,” she said. “Is anyone bdhig?”
He glanced in the mirror. “How the hell do | knoWhat is it?”

She opened her purse and pulled out the envelteeoiened it. Gray slammed on the
brakes and almost smashed a car in front.

“Watch where you’re going!” she yelled.
“Okay! Okay. What's in the envelope!”
“I don’t know! | haven't read it yet, and if you gme killed, I'll never read it.”

The car was moving again. Gray breathed deeplyoKltet’'s stop yelling, okay? Let’s
be cool.”

“Yes. You drive, and I'll be cool.”
“Okay. Now. Are we cool?”
“Yes. Just relax. And watch where you'’re going. \iéhare you going?”

“I don’t know. What's in the envelope?”



She pulled out a document of some sort. She glaaickitn, and he was staring at the
document. “Watch where we’re going.”

“Just read the damned thing.”

“It makes me carsick. | can’'t read in the car.”
“Dammit! Dammit! Dammit!”

“You're yelling again.”

He yanked the wheel to the right and pulled intother tow-away zone on E Street.
Horns honked as he slammed his brakes. He glafeer at

“Thanks,” she said, and started reading it aloud.

It was a four-page affidavit, typed real neat andrs to under oath before a notary
public. It was dated Friday, the day before thé paene call to Grantham. Under oath,
Curtis Morgan said he worked in the oil and gasise®f White and Blazevich, and had
since he joined the firm five years earlier. Higwts were privately owned oil
exploration firms from many countries, but prima{mericans. Since he joined the firm,
he had worked for a client who was engaged in & tagsuit in south Louisiana. The
client was a man named Victor Mattiece, and Mr.tMae, whom he’d never met but
was well known to the senior partners of White Biakevich, wanted desperately to win
the lawsuit and eventually harvest millions of eé&of oil from the swamplands of
Terrebonne Parish, Louisiana. There were also teaisdof millions of cubic yards of
natural gas. The partner supervising the case fate/dnd Blazevich was F. Sims
Wakefield, who was very close to Victor Mattiecalaften visited him in the Bahamas.

They sat in the tow-away zone with the bumper efRlontiac protruding perilously into
the right lane, and were oblivious to the cars simgraround it. She read slowly, and he
sat with his eyes closed.

Continuing, the lawsuit was very important to Whated Blazevich. The firm was not
directly involved in the trial and appeal, but etbing crossed Wakefield's desk. He
worked on nothing but the pelican case, as it wasvk. He spent most of his time on
the phone with either Mattiece or one of a hunda@gd/ers working on the case. Morgan
averaged ten hours a week on the case, but alwatyeeqgeriphery. His billings were
handed directly to Wakefield, and this was unudeahuse all other billings went to the
oil and gas billing clerk, who turned them in t@aonting. He’d heard rumors over the
years, and firmly believed Mattiece was not payiite and Blazevich its standard
hourly rate. He believed the firm had taken theedas a percentage of the harvest. He'd
heard the figure of ten percent of the net prdfds the wells. This was unheard of in
the industry.



Brakes squealed loudly, and they braced for theaonhpt barely missed. “We’re about to
be killed,” Darby snapped.

Gray yanked the gearshift into Drive, and pulleel tight front wheel over the curb and
onto the sidewalk. Now they were out of traffic.eT¢tar was angled across a forbidden
space with its front bumper on the sidewalk andets bumper barely out of traffic.
“Keep reading,” he snapped back.

Continuing, on or about September 28, Morgan wa¥akefield’'s office. He walked in
with two files and a stack of documents unrelatethe pelican case. Wakefield was on
the phone. As usual, secretaries were in and twat.office was always in a state of
disruption. He stood around for a few minutes wagitior Wakefield to get off the phone,
but the conversation dragged on. Finally, aftertimgifiteen minutes, Morgan picked up
his files and documents from Wakefield’s cluttedegk, and left. He went to his office at
the other end of the building, and started worlahgis desk. It was about two in the
afternoon. As he reached for a file, he found alaitten memo on the bottom of the
stack of documents he had just brought to his @ffite had inadvertently taken it from
Wakefield’'s desk. He immediately stood, with theention of returning to Wakefield.
Then he read it. And he read it again. He glantékeatelephone. Wakefield’s line was
still busy. A copy of the memo was attached todfiiglavit.

“Read the memo,” Gray snapped.

“I'm not through with the affidavit,” she snappeddk. It would do no good to argue with
her. She was the legal mind, and this was a legalment, and she would read it exactly
as she pleased.

Continuing, he was stunned by the memo. And heimasediately terrified of it. He
walked out of his office and down the hall to tlearest Xerox, and copied it. He
returned to his office, and placed the original meémthe same position under the files
on his desk. He would swear he’'d never seen it.

The memo was two paragraphs handwritten on WhideBdazevich internal stationery.
It was from M. Velmano, who is Marty Velmano, a serpartner. It was dated
September 28, directed to Wakefield, and read:

Sims—

Advise client, research is complete and the berittsivmuch softer if Rosenberg is
retired. The second retirement is a bit unusualstéin found a link to Jensen, of all
people. The boy, of course, has those other prablem



Advise further that the pelican should arrive hartour years, assuming other factors.

There was no signature.

Gray was chuckling and frowning at the same time.ributh was open. She was
reading faster.

Continuing, Marty Velmano was a ruthless shark wiooked eighteen hours a day, and
felt useless unless someone near him was bleddagias the heart and soul of White
and Blazevich. To the power people of Washingtemnwhs a tough operator with plenty
of money. He lunched with congressmen, and playp#fdigth cabinet members. He did
his throat cutting behind his office door.

Einstein was the nickname for Nathaniel Jones naetiéed legal genius the firm kept
locked away in his own little library on the siXtbor. He read every case decided by the
Supreme Court, the eleven federal appellate caamtsthe supreme courts of the fifty
states. Morgan had never met Einstein. Sightinge waae around the firm.

After he copied it, he folded his copy of the meamal placed it in a desk drawer. Ten
minutes later, Wakefield stormed into his officerywdisturbed and pale. They scratched
around Morgan’s desk, and found the memo. Wakefield angry as hell, which was not
unusual. He asked if Morgan had read this. Nonbisted. Evidently he mistakenly
picked it up when he left his office, he explainé¢hat’s the big deal? Wakefield was
furious. He lectured Morgan about the sanctityrod’s desk. He was a blithering idiot,
rebuking and expounding around Morgan'’s office fidally realized he was
overreacting. He tried to settle down, but the iesgion had been made. He left with the
memo.

Morgan hid the copy in a law book in the librarytbe ninth floor. He was shocked at
Wakefield’'s paranoia and hysterics. Before hetledt afternoon, he precisely arranged
the articles and papers in his desk and on hizveteThe next morning, he checked them.
Someone had gone through his desk during the night.

Morgan became very careful. Two days later, he dcautiny screwdriver behind a book
on his credenza. Then he found a small piece cklilgpe wadded up and dropped in his
trash can. He assumed his office was wired anghuses were bugged. He caught
suspicious looks from Wakefield. He saw Velman&\akefield’s office more than usual.

Then Justices Rosenberg and Jensen were killede Was no doubt in his mind it was
the work of Mattiece and his associates. The meishaat mention Mattiece, but it
referred to a “client.” Wakefield had no other oli& And no one client had as much to
gain from a new Court as Mattiece.



The last paragraph of the affidavit was frighteni@g two occasions after the
assassinations, Morgan knew he was being folloWedwvas taken off the pelican case.
He was given more work, more hours, more demandsvs afraid of being killed. If
they would kill two justices, they would kill a ldyassociate.

He signed it under oath before Emily Stanford, &anopublic. Her address was typed
under her name.

“Sit tight. I'll be right back,” Gray said as he @ped his door and jumped out. He dodged
cars and dashed across E Street. There was a pag phtside a bakery. He punched
Smith Keen’s number and looked at his rented cetgabhaphazardly across the street.
“Smith, it's Gray. Listen carefully and do as | slye got another source on the pelican
brief. It's big, Smith, and | need you and Krauthmaen in Feldman’s office in fifteen
minutes.”

“What is it?”

“Garcia left a farewell message. We have one mig sind we’re coming in.”

“We? The girl’'s coming in?”

“Yes. Get a TV with a VCR in the conference roorthihk Garcia wants to talk to us.”
“He left a tape?”

“Yes. Fifteen minutes.”

“Are you safe?”

“I think so. I'm just nervous as hell, Smith.” Harmg up and ran back to the car.

Ms. Stanford owned a court reporting service omM@rt. She was dusting the
bookshelves when Gray and Darby walked in. Theyevwrea hurry.

“Are you Emily Stanford?” he asked.
“Yes. Why?”
He showed her the last page of the affidavit. “{pedi notarize this?”

“Who are you?”



“Gray Grantham with the Washington Post. Is thiarysignature?”
“Yes. | notarized it.”

Darby handed her the photograph of Garcia, now kiorgn the sidewalk. “Is this the
man who signed the affidavit?” she asked.

“This is Curtis Morgan. Yes. That's him.”

“Thank you,” Gray said.

“He’s dead, isn’'t he?” Ms. Stanford asked. “I sawithe paper.”

“Yes, he’s dead,” Gray said. “Did you by chancedréas affidavit?”

“Oh no. | just witnessed his signature. But | krymething was wrong.”

“Thank you, Ms. Stanford.” They left as fast asytdecome.

The thin man hid his shiny forehead under a radggédra. His pants were rags and his
shoes were torn, and he sat in his ancient wheaelchi@mont of the Post and held a sign
proclaiming him to be HUNGRY AND HOMELESS. He raléis head from shoulder

to shoulder as if the muscles in his neck had pséd from hunger. A paper bowl with a
few dollars and coins was in his lap, but it wasrbney. Maybe he could do better if he
was blind.

He looked pitiful, sitting there like a vegetahielling his head, wearing green Kermit
the Frog sunglasses. He watched every move orriet.s

He saw the car fly around the corner and parkallgg The man and the woman jumped
out, and ran toward him. He had a gun under thgagguilt, but they were moving too
fast. And there were too many people on the sideWdley entered the Post building.

He waited a minute, then rolled himself away.

Smith Keen was pacing and fidgeting in front ofdre&n’s office door as the secretary
looked on. He saw them weaving hurriedly down tiskedetween the rows of desks.



Gray was leading and holding her hand. She wasitidfi attractive, but he would
appreciate it later. They were breathless.

“Smith Keen, this is Darby Shaw,” Gray said betwbeszaths.

They shook hands. “Hello,” she said, looking aroahthe sprawling newsroom.

“My pleasure, Darby. From what | hear, you areraaskable woman.”

“Right,” Grantham said. “We can chitchat later.”

“Follow me,” Keen said, and they were off againeltiman wanted to use the conference
room.” They cut across the cluttered newsroom,vaaiéed into a plush room with a
long table in the center of it. It was full of memo were talking but immediately shut up
when she walked in. Feldman closed the door.

He reached for her hand. “I'm Jackson Feldman, @xex editor. You must be Darby.”
“Who else?” Gray said, still breathing hard.

Feldman ignored him and looked around the tablepdéieted. “This is Howard
Krauthammer, managing editor; Ernie DeBasio, amsishanaging editor/foreign; Elliot

Cohen, assistant managing editor/national; andeviitsky, our attorney.”

She nodded politely and forgot each name as shd itedhey were all at least fifty, all
in shirtsleeves, all deeply concerned. She cowdtitfes tension.

“Give me the tape,” Gray said.

She took it from her bag and handed it to him. Ehevision and VCR were at the end of
the room on a portable stand. He pushed the tapeha VCR. “We got this twenty
minutes ago, so we haven't seen it.”

Darby sat in a chair against the wall. The meneaactoward the screen and waited for an
image.

On a black screen was the date—October 12. Thetis@liorgan was sitting at a table in
a kitchen. He held a switch that evidently workieel tamera.

“My name is Curtis Morgan, and since you're watchihis, I'm probably dead.” It was a
helluva first sentence. The men grimaced and incheskr.

“Today is October 12, and I'm doing this at my heuém alone. My wife is at the
doctor. | should be at work, but I called in sibky wife knows nothing about any of this.
I've told no one. Since you're watching this, yoe'also seen this. [He holds up the
affidavit.] This is an affidavit I've signed, anglan to leave it with this video, probably



in a safe deposit box in a bank downtown. I'll re¢lad affidavit, and discuss other
things.”

“We’'ve got the affidavit,” Gray said quickly. He watanding against the wall next to
Darby. No one looked at him. They were glued tostreen. Morgan slowly read the
affidavit. His eyes darted from the pages to theera, back and forth, back and forth.

It took him ten minutes. Each time Darby heardwled pelican, she closed her eyes and
slowly shook her head. It had all come down to.thiwas a bad dream. She tried to
listen.

When Morgan finished the affidavit, he laid it drettable, and looked at some notes on a
legal pad. He was comfortable and relaxed. He wesndsome kid who looked younger
than twenty-nine. He was at home, so there wagendust a starched white button-down.
White and Blazevich was not an ideal place to wheksaid, but most of the four

hundred lawyers were honest and probably knew ngthbout Mattiece. In fact, he
doubted if many besides Wakefield, Velmano, andgtein were involved in the
conspiracy. There was a partner named Jarreld S&hwho was sinister enough to be
involved, but Morgan had no proof. (Darby remembdéren well.) There was an ex-
secretary who’d quit abruptly a few days afterdssassinations. Her name was Miriam
LaRue, and she’d worked in the oil and gas sedtioeighteen years. She might know
something. She lives in Falls Church. Another gacyevhom he would not name had
told him she overheard a conversation between Vildleind Velmano, and the topic

was whether he, Morgan, could be trusted. But ssiehjeard bits and pieces. They
treated him differently after the memo was founchandesk. Especially Schwabe and
Wakefield. It was as if they wanted to throw himagainst the wall and threaten his life

if he told of the memo, but they couldn’t do it bese they weren't sure he’'d seen it. And
they were afraid to make a big deal out of it. Bed seen it, and they were almost
certain he'd seen it. And if they conspired to KRitbsenberg and Jensen, well, hell, he was
just an associate. He could be replaced in seconds.

Litsky the lawyer shook his head in disbelief. Thenbness was wearing off, and they
moved a bit in their seats.

Morgan commuted by car, and twice he was trailettedduring lunch, he saw a man
watching him. He talked about his family for a vehiand started to ramble. It was
apparent he’d run out of hard news. Gray handedffidavit and the memo to Feldman,
who read it and passed it to Krauthammer, who pkissen.

Morgan finished with a chilling farewell: “I donknow who will see this tape. I'll be
dead, so it won't really matter, | guess. | hopa yse this to nail Mattiece and his sleazy
lawyers. But if the sleazy lawyers are watching thpe, then you can all go straight to
hell.”

Gray ejected the tape. He rubbed his hands togatitesmiled at the group. “Well,
gentlemen, did we bring you enough verificationgdoryou want more?”



“I know those guys,” Litsky said, dazed. “Wakefieldd | played tennis a year ago.”
Feldman was up and walking. “How’'d you find Morgan?

“It's a long story,” Gray said.

“Give me a real short version.”

“We found a law student at Georgetown who clerl@d/¥hite and Blazevich last
summer. He identified a photograph of Morgan.”

“How’d you get the photograph?” Litsky asked.

“Don’t ask. It doesn’t go with the story.”

“l say run the story,” Krauthammer said loudly.

“Run it,” said Elliot Cohen.

“How’d you learn he was dead?” Feldman asked.

“Darby went to White and Blazevich yesterday. Thegke the news.”

“Where was the video and affidavit?”

“In a lockbox at First Columbia. Morgan’s wife ganee the key at five this morning.
I've done nothing wrong. The pelican brief has beerified fully by an independent

source.”

“Run it,” said Ernie DeBasio. “Run it with the bigst headline since NIXON
RESIGNS.”

Feldman stopped near Smith Keen. The two friendsl @ach other carefully. “Run it,”
said Keen.

He turned to the lawyer. “Vince?”
“There’s no question, legally. But I'd like to sdee story after it's written.”
“How long will it take to write it?” the editor askl Gray.

“The brief portion is already outlined. | can fihig up in an hour or so. Give me two
hours on Morgan. Three at the most.”



Feldman hadn’t smiled since he shook hands wittbypdfe paced to the other side of
the room, and stood in Gray’s face. “What if tlapé’s a hoax?”

“Hoax? We’'re talking dead bodies, Jackson. I'vensibe widow. She’s a real, live

widow. This paper ran the story of his murder. H#ad. Even his law firm says he’s
dead. And that’s him on the tape, talking abouhgyi know that’s him. And we talked

to the notary public who witnessed his sighatur¢ghenaffidavit. She identified him.”

Gray was getting louder and looking around the rotitaerything he said verifies the
pelican brief. Everything. Mattiece, the lawsuite tassassinations. Then we’ve got Darby,
the author of the brief. And more dead bodies,targ’'ve chased her all over the country.
There are no holes, Jackson. It's a story.”

He finally smiled. “It's more than a story. Havenititten by two. It's eleven now. Use
this conference room and close the door.” Feldmas pacing again. “We’ll meet here at
exactly two and read the draft. Not a word.”

The men stood and filed from the room, but not teeeach shook hands with Darby
Shaw. They were uncertain whether to say congtatakaor thanks or whatever, so they
just smiled and shook her hand. She kept her seat.

When they were alone, Gray sat beside her andhlelyhands. The clean conference
table was before them. The chairs were placed @érferound it. The walls were white,
and the room was lit by fluorescent lights and taorow windows.

“How do you feel?” he asked.

“I don’t know. This is the end of the road, | guedge made it.”

“You don’t sound too happy.”

“I've had better months. I’'m happy for you.”

He looked at her. “Why are you happy for me?”

“You put the pieces together and it hits tomorrtig.got Pulitzer written all over it.”

“I hadn’t thought about that.”

“Liar.”

“Okay, maybe once. But when you got off the elevgsterday and told me Garcia was
dead, | quit thinking about Pulitzers.”

“It's not fair. | do all the work. We used my braiand looks and legs, and you get all the
glory.”



“I'll be glad to use your name. I'll credit you #&se author of the brief. We’ll put your
picture on the front page, along with Rosenbergsde, Mattiece, the President, Verheek,
and—"

“Thomas? Will his picture run with the story?”
“It's up to Feldman. He'll edit this one.”
She thought about this, and said nothing.

“Well, Ms. Shaw, I've got three hours to write thigigest story of my career. A story that
will shock the world. A story that could bring dowrpresidency. A story that will solve
the assassinations. A story that will make me aicti famous.”

“You'd better let me write it.”
“Would you? I'm tired.”

“Go get your notes. And some coffee.”

They closed the door and cleared the table. A reslesrolled in a PC with a printer.
They sent him after a pot of coffee. Then soméd.fiithey outlined the story in sections,
beginning with the assassinations, then the pelieae in south Louisiana, then Mattiece
and his link to the President, then the pelicaafland all the havoc it created, Callahan,
Verheek, then Curtis Morgan and his muggers, théitéAand Blazevich and Wakefield,
Velmano, and Einstein. Darby preferred to writéoimghand. She scaled down the
litigation and the brief, and what was known of Mate. Gray took the rest, and typed
out rough notes on the machine.

Darby was a model of organization, with notes ryeatanged on the table, and words
carefully written on paper. He was a whirlwind dbos—papers on the floor, talking to
the computer, printing random paragraphs that we@arded by the time they were on
paper. She kept telling him to be quiet. This isantaw school library, he explained.
This is a newspaper. You work with a phone in ezanhand someone yelling at you.

At twelve-thirty, Smith Keen sent in food. Darby at cold sandwich and watched the
traffic below. Gray was digging through campaigpawrs.

She saw him. He was leaning on the side of a mgldicross Fifteenth Street, and he
would not have been suspicious except he had lee@mlg on the side of the Madison
Hotel an hour earlier. He was sipping somethingnfeotall Styrofoam cup, and watching
the front entrance to the Post. He wore a black dapim jacket, and jeans. He was



under thirty. And he just stood there staring asitbe street. She nibbled on her sand
wich, and watched him for ten minutes. He sippedifhis cup and never moved.

“Gray, come here, please.”
“What is it?” He walked over. She pointed to thenmaath the black cap.
“Watch him carefully,” she said. “Tell me what helsing.”

“He’s drinking something, probably coffee. He'sii@®g on the side of that building, and
he’s watching this building.”

“What's he wearing?”
“Denim from head to toe, and a black cap. Looks hkots. What about it?”

“I saw him an hour ago standing over there by thtelh He was sort of hidden by that
telephone van, but | know it was him. Now he’s otere.”

“So?”

“So for the past hour, at least, he’s been movhoegrad doing nothing but watching this
building.”

Gray nodded. This was no time for a smart commimg.guy looked suspicious, and she
was concerned. She’d been tracked for two weeks fiom New Orleans to New York,
and now maybe to Washington, and she knew moret &lging followed than he did.
“What're you saying, Darby?”

“Give me one good reason why this man, who obvipisshot a street bum, would be
doing this.”

The man looked at his watch, and walked slowly glidre sidewalk until he was gone.
Darby looked at her watch.

“It's exactly one,” she said. “Let’s check everftden minutes, okay?”

“Okay. | doubt if it's anything,” he said, trying be comforting. It didn’t work. She sat
at the table, and looked at the notes.

He watched her and slowly returned to the computer.

Gray typed furiously for fifteen minutes, then wadkback to the window. Darby
watched him carefully. “I don’t see him,” he said.



He did see him at one-thirty. “Darby,” he said, g to the spot where she’d first seen
him. She looked out the window, and slowly focusadhe man with the black cap. Now
he had a dark green windbreaker, and he was nagf#te Post. He watched his boots,
and every ten seconds or so glanced at the frardgrexe. This made him all the more
suspicious, but he was partially hidden behindlevels truck. The Styrofoam cup was
gone. He lit a cigarette. He glanced at the Pbet) tvatched the sidewalk in front of it.

“Why do | have this knot in my stomach?” Darby said
“How could they follow you? It's impossible.”
“They knew | was in New York. That seemed imposs#dd the time.”

“Maybe they’re following me. I've been told they mewatching. That's what the guy’s
doing. Why should he know you’re here? The dudellewing me.”

“Maybe,” she said slowly.
“Have you seen him before?”
“They don’t introduce themselves.”

“Look. We've got thirty minutes, and they’re backhere with knives to carve up our
story. Let’s finish it, then we can watch dude thare.”

They returned to their work. At one forty-five, séteod in the window again, and the
man was gone. The printer was rattling the firsfftdand she began proofing.

The editors read with their pencils. Litsky the Yyewread for sheer pleasure. He seemed
to enjoy it more than the others.

It was a long story, and Feldman was busy cutikeyd surgeon. Smith Keen scribbled
in the margins. Krauthammer liked what he saw.

They read slowly in silence. Gray proofed it ag&arby was at the window. Dude was
back again, now wearing a navy blazer with thege#irwas cloudy and in the sixties,
and he was sipping from the cup. He huddled overstay warm. He took a drink,
looked at the Post, looked at the street, and tmathe cup. He was in front of a different
building, and at exactly two-fifteen he began lowknorth along Fifteenth.

A car stopped on his side of the street. The rear dpened, and there he was. The car
sped away, and he looked around. Limping everigbtst, Stump walked casually to the



man with the black cap. They spoke for seconds, 8tamp walked south to the
intersection of Fifteenth and L. Dude stayed ircpla

She glanced around the room. They were immers#kistory. Stump was out of sight,
so she couldn’t show him to Gray, who was readmdy gmiling. No, they were not
watching the reporter. They were waiting on thé gir

And they had to be desperate. They were standinfestreet hoping somehow a
miracle would happen and the girl would emerge ftbenbuilding, and they could take
her out. They were scared. She was inside spiiargguts and waving copies of that
damned brief. Tomorrow morning the game would bero8omehow they had to stop
her. They had their orders.

She was in a room full of men, and suddenly sheneasafe.

Feldman finished last. He slid his copy to Grayiribt stuff. Should take about an hour.
Let's talk phone calls.”

“Just three, | think,” Gray said. “The White Hous®l, and White and Blazevich.”
“You only named Sims Wakefield at the firm. Why®kad Krauthammer.

“Morgan fingered him the most.”

“But the memo is from Velmano. I think he shouldrizamed.”

“| agree,” said Smith Keen.

“Me too,” said DeBasio.

“I wrote his name in,” Feldman said. “We’'ll get Biein later. Wait until four-thirty or
five before you call the White House and White &tazevich. If you do it sooner, they

may go nuts and run to court.”

“| agree,” said Litsky the lawyer. “They can't stdpbut they can try. I'd wait until five
before | called them.”

“Okay,” Gray said. “I'll have it reworked by thrawirty. Then I'll call the FBI for their
comment. Then the White House, then White and Biahe'

Feldman was almost out the door. “We’ll meet adedre at three-thirty. Stay close to
your phones.”

When the room was empty again, Darby locked the dod pointed to the window.
“You've heard me mention Stump?”



“Don't tell me.”

They scanned the street below.

“Afraid so. He met with our little friend, then digpeared. | know it was him.”
“I guess I'm off the hook.”

“I guess you are. | really want to get out of here.

“We’ll think of something. I'll alert our security¥ou want me to tell Feldman?”
“No. Not yet.”

“I know some cops.”

“Great. And they can just walk up and beat the betlof him.”

“These cops’ll do it.”

“They can't bother these people. What are theyglairong?”

“Just planning murder.”

“How safe are we in this building?”

Gray thought a moment. “Let me tell Feldman. Wgét two security guards posted by
this door.”

“Okay.”

Feldman approved the second draft at three-ttartg, Gray was given the green light to
call the FBI. Four phones were brought to the camfee room, and the recorder was
plugged in. Feldman, Smith Keen, and Krauthamnséeied on extensions.

Gray called Phil Norvell, a good acquaintance andetime source, if there was such a
thing within the Bureau. Norvell answered his owe|

“Phil, Gray Grantham with the Post.”

“I think I know who you're with, Gray.”



“I've got the recorder on.”

“Must be serious. What's up?”

“We’re running a story in the morning detailing@nepiracy in the assassinations of
Rosenberg and Jensen. We're naming Victor Matti@eail speculator, and two of his
lawyers here in town. We also mention Verheek,imdthe conspiracy, of course. We
believe the FBI knew about Mattiece early on, lefiised to investigate at the urging of
the White House. We wanted to give you guys a chamcomment.”

There was no response on the other end.

“Phil, are you there?”

“Yes. | think so.”

“Any comment?”

“I'm sure we will have a comment, but I'll have ¢all you back.”

“We’'re going to press soon, so you need to hurry.”

“Well, Gray, this is a shot in the ass. Could yaldht a day?”

“No way.”

Norvell paused. “Okay. Let me see Mr. Voyles, alia¢all you back.”

“Thanks.”

“No, thank you, Gray. This is wonderful. Mr. Voylesll be thrilled.”

“We're waiting.” Gray punched a button and cleatiegl line. Keen turned off the
recorder.

They waited eight minutes, and Voyles himself waghe line. He insisted on speaking
to Jackson Feldman. The recorder was back on.

“Mr. Voyles?” Feldman said warmly. The two had me&ny times, so the “mister” was
unnecessary.

“Call me Denton, dammit. Look, Jackson, what's ybay got? This is crazy. You guys
are jumping off a cliff. We’ve investigated Mattecstill investigating him, and it’s too
early to move on him. Now, what's your boy got?”



“Does the name Darby Shaw mean anything?” Feldmiangd at her when he asked the
guestion. She was standing against the wall.

Voyles was slow to respond. “Yes,” he said simply.
“My boy has the pelican brief, Denton, and I'misiit here looking at Darby Shaw.”
“I was afraid she was dead.”

“No. She’s very much alive. She and Gray Granthaneltonfirmed from another
source the facts set forth in the brief. It's ayastory, Denton.”

Voyles sighed deeply, and threw in the towel. “We ursuing Mattiece as a suspect,”
he said.

“The recorder’s on, Denton, be careful.”

“Well, we need to talk. | mean, man to man. | maydrsome deep background for you.”
“You're welcome to come here.”

“I'll do that. I'll be there in twenty minutes.”

The editors were terribly amused at the idea ofjtieat F. Denton Voyles hopping in his
limo and rushing to the Post. They had watchedfbmyears, and knew he was a master
at cutting his losses. He hated the press, anaviliisgness to talk on their turf and
under their gun meant only one thing—he would pthietfinger at someone else. And
the likely target was the White House.

Darby had no desire to meet the man. Her thougats wn escape. She could point at
the man in the black cap, but he’d been gone fdytminutes now. And what could the
FBI do? They had to catch him first, then what?r@aadim with loitering and planning

an ambush? Torture him and make him tell all? Tgrepably wouldn’t believe her.

She had no desire to deal with the FBI. She digatt their protection. She was about to
take a trip, and no one would know where to. Ma§@bay. Maybe not.

He punched the number for the White House, and pieked up the extensions. Keen
turned on the recorder.

“Fletcher Coal, please. This is Gray Grantham wh#hWashington Post, and it's very
urgent.”

He waited. “Why Coal?” Keen asked.

“Everything has to be cleared through him,” Graig seith his hand over the receiver.



“Says who?”
“Says a source.”

The secretary returned with the message that Mal ®as on his way. Please hold. Gray
was smiling. The adrenaline was pumping.

Finally, “Fletcher Coal.”

“Yes, Mr. Coal. Gray Grantham at the Post. | anording the conversation. Do you
understand that?”

“Yes.”

“Is it true you have issued a directive to all VéhiHouse personnel, except the President,
to the effect that all communications with the grenist first be cleared by you?”

“Absolutely untrue. The press secretary handlesdhmnatters.”

“I see. We're running a story in the morning whichsummary, verifies the facts set
forth in the pelican brief. Are you familiar withe pelican brief?”

Slowly, “l am.”

“We have confirmed that Mr. Mattiece contributedceixcess of four million dollars to the
President’s campaign three years ago.”

“Four million, two hundred thousand, all throughaé¢ channels.”

“We also believe the White House intervened anehgtted to obstruct the FBI
investigation into Mr. Mattiece, and we wanted yoamment, if any.”

“Is this something you believe, or is it somethymy intend to print?”

“We are trying to confirm it now.”

“And who do you think will confirm it for you?”

“We have sources, Mr. Coal.”

“Indeed you do. The White House emphatically deaim@ginvolvement with this
investigation. The President asked to be apprisdd the status of the entire

investigation after the tragic deaths of JusticeseRberg and Jensen, but there has been

no direct or indirect involvement from the White i@ into any aspect of the
investigation. You have received some bad inforomati



“Does the President consider Victor Mattiece ani@’

“No. They met on one occasion, and as | stated MAttiece was a significant
contributor, but he is not a friend of the Prestden

“He was the largest contributor, though, wasn’t’he?

“I cannot confirm that.”

“Any other comment?”

“No. I'm sure the press secretary will address ithithe morning.”

They hung up and Keen turned off the recorder.rRaldwas on his feet rubbing his
hands together. “I'd give a year’s pay to be in\Wieite House right now,” he said.

“He’s cool, isn’t he?” Gray said with admiration.

“Yeah, but his cool ass is now sitting deep inibgilwater.”

For a man accustomed to throwing his weight aramdiwatching everyone flinch, it

was difficult to come humbly forward with hat infichand ask for a break. He swaggered
as humbly as he could through the newsroom wit® KLewis and two agents in tow. He
wore his customary wrinkled trench coat with th# bed tightly around the center of his
short and dumpy physique. He was not striking hsimanner and walk left no doubt he
was a man accustomed to getting his way. All dakgseark coats, they resembled a
Mafia don with bodyguards. The busy newsroom grésmssas they walked quickly
through it. Though not striking, F. Denton Voyleasna presence, humble or not.

A small, tense group of editors huddled in the shallway outside Feldman'’s office.
Howard Krauthammer knew Voyles, and met him asgpeaached. They shook hands
and whispered. Feldman was on the phone to Mr. igidive publisher, who was in
China. Smith Keen joined the conversation and shawids with Voyles and Lewis. The
two agents kept to themselves a few feet away.

Feldman opened his door, looked toward the newsraohsaw Denton Voyles. He
motioned for him to come in. K. O. Lewis followethey exchanged routine pleasantries
until Smith Keen closed the door and they tookad.se

“I| take it you have solid confirmation of the pelicbrief,” Voyles said.



“We do,” Feldman answered. “Why don’t you and Mewis read a draft of the story? |
think it will explain things. We’'re going to pregsabout an hour, and the reporter, Mr.
Grantham, wants you to have the opportunity to cemtrh

“| appreciate that.”

Feldman picked up a copy of the draft and handed\oyles, who took it gingerly.
Lewis leaned over, and they immediately startedirep “We’ll step outside,” Feldman
said. “Take your time.” He and Keen left the offie@d closed the door. The agents
moved closer.

Feldman and Keen walked across the newsroom toathierence door. Two large
security guards stood in the hall. Gray and Darbyenalone inside when they entered.

“You need to call White and Blazevich,” Feldmandsai
“Waiting on you.”

They picked up the extensions. Krauthammer was gmméie moment, and Keen
handed his phone to Darby. Gray punched the numbers

“Marty Velmano, please,” Gray said. “Yes, this iea Grantham with the Washington
Post, and | need to speak to him. It's very urgent.

“One moment, please,” the secretary said.

A moment passed, and another secretary was orhtrep“Mr. Velmano’s office.”
Gray identified himself again, and asked for hessho

“He’s in a meeting,” she said.

“So am |,” Gray said. “Go to the meeting, tell hivho | am, and tell him his picture will
be on the front page of the Post at midnight toriigh

“Well, yes, sir.”

Within seconds, Velmano said, “Yes, what's goin@on

Gray identified himself for the third time, and éagped about the recorder.
“l understand,” Velmano snapped.

“We’re running a story in the morning about youent, Victor Mattiece, and his
involvement in the assassinations of Justices Rmsgrand Jensen.”



“Great! We'll sue your ass for the next twenty yeafou're out in left field, buddy.
We’ll own the Post.”

“Yes, sir. Remember, I'm recording this.”

“Record all you want! You’'ll be named as a deferiddahis will be great! Victor
Mattiece will own the Washington Post! This is faus!”

Gray shook his head in disbelief at Darby. Theagdismiled at the floor. This was about
to be very funny.

“Yes, sir. Have you heard of the pelican brief? Nége a copy.”

Dead silence. Then a distant grunt, like the laspgf a dying dog. Then more silence.
“Mr. Velmano. Are you there?”

“Yes.”

We also have a copy of a memo you sent to Sims Weddkedated September 28, in
which you suggest your client’s position will beegtly improved if Rosenberg and
Jensen are removed from the Court. We have a sthateells us this idea was
researched by one called Einstein, who sits ibraty on the sixth floor, | believe.”

Silence.

Gray continued. “We have the story ready to run,llvanted to give you the chance to
comment. Would you care to comment, Mr. Velmano?”

“I have a headache.”

“Okay. Anything else?”

“Will you run the memo word for word?”
“Yes.”

“Will you run my picture?”

“Yes. It's an old one from a Senate hearing.”
“You son of a bitch.”

“Thank you. Anything else?”



“I notice you've waited until five o’clock. An howrarlier, and we could’ve run to court
and stopped this damned thing.”

“Yes, sir. It was planned that way.”

“You son of a bitch.”

“Okay"l

“You don’t mind ruining people, do you?” His voitmiled off, and he was almost pitiful.
What a marvelous quote. Gray had mentioned thedecdowice, but Velmano was too
shocked to remember it.

“No, sir. Anything else?”

“Tell Jackson Feldman the lawsuit will be filedrate in the morning, just as soon as the
courthouse opens.”

“I'll do that. Do you deny you wrote the memo?”

“Of course.”

“Do you deny the existence of the memo?”

“It's a fabrication.”

“There’s no lawsuit, Mr. Velmano, and | think yoodw it.”
Silence, then, “You son of a bitch.”

The phones clicked, and they were listening tadibetone. They smiled at each other in
disbelief.

“Don’t you want to be a journalist, Darby?” Smitle&n asked.
“Oh, this is fun,” she said. “But | was almost meggwice yesterday. No, thanks.”
Feldman stood and pointed to the recorder. “I wotildse any of that.”

“But | sort of liked the part about ruining livesnd what about the lawsuit threats?”
Gray asked.

“You don’t need it, Gray. The story takes up thérerfront page now. Maybe later.”

There was a knock at the door. It was Krauthamf™ayles wants to see you,” he said
to Feldman.



“Bring him in here.”

Gray stood quickly and Darby walked to the winddlwe sun was fading and the
shadows were falling. Traffic inched along the sttr&here was no sign of Stump and his
band of confederates, but they were there, no dealting on darkness, no doubt

plotting one last effort to kill her, either forgwention or revenge. Gray said he had a
plan to exit the building without gunfire after tteadline. He wasn’t specific.

Voyles entered with K. O. Lewis. Feldman introdutieeim to Gray Grantham, and to
Darby Shaw. Voyles walked to her, smiling and logkup. “So you're the one who
started all this,” he said in an attempt at adnuratit didn’t work.

She instantly despised him. “I think it was Matégcshe said coolly. He turned away
and took off the trench coat.

“Can we sit?” he asked in general.

They sat around the table—Voyles, Lewis, FeldmaerK Grantham, and Krauthammer.
Darby stood by the window.

“I have some comments for the record,” Voyles amuedl, taking a sheet of paper from
Lewis. Gray began taking notes.

“First, we received a copy of the pelican brief tweeks ago today, and submitted it to
the White House on the same day. It was persodallyered by the deputy director, K.
O. Lewis, to Mr. Fletcher Coal, who received itlwdur daily summary to the White
House. Special agent Eric East was present dummgieeting. We thought it raised
enough questions to be pursued, but it was noupdrfor six days, until Mr. Gavin
Verheek, special counsel to the director, was faunddered in New Orleans. At that
time, the FBI immediately began a full-scale inigegion of Victor Mattiece. Over four
hundred agents from twenty-seven offices have takenin the investigation, logging
over eleven thousand hours, interviewing over sidred people, and going to five
foreign countries. The investigation is continuindull force at this time. We believe
Victor Mattiece to be the prime suspect in the ssisations of Justices Rosenberg and
Jensen, and at this time we are attempting toéduat.”

Voyles folded the paper and handed it back to Lewis
“What will you do if you find Mattiece?” Granthansled.
“Arrest him.”

“Do you have a warrant?”

“We'll have one soon.”



“Do you have any idea where he is?”

“Frankly, no. We’ve been trying to locate him fowaek, with no success.”
“Did the White House interfere with your investiget of Mattiece?”

“I'll discuss it off the record. Agreed?”

Gray looked at the executive editor. “Agreed,” fratoh said.

Voyles stared at Feldman, then Keen, then Krauthemntinen Grantham. “We’re off the
record, right? You cannot use this under any cistances. Do we understand this?”

They nodded and watched him carefully. Darby wakckag too.

Voyles looked suspiciously at Lewis. “Twelve dag®ain the Oval Office, the President
of the United States asked me to ignore Victor Me& as a suspect. In his words, he
asked me to back off.”

“Did he give a reason?” asked Grantham.

“The obvious. He said it would be very embarrassing seriously damage his reelection
efforts. He felt there was little merit to the gealn brief, and if it was investigated, then

the press would learn of it, and he would suffditically.”

Krauthammer listened with his mouth open. Keerestat the table. Feldman hung on
every word.

“Are you certain?” Gray asked.

“I recorded the conversation. | have a tape, whiefll not allow anyone to hear unless
the President first denies this.”

There was a long silence as they admired this Hil@rbastard and his tape recorder. A
tape!

Feldman cleared his throat. “You just saw the stbhere was a delay by the FBI from
the time it had the brief until it began its inugation. This must be explained in the
story.”

“You have my statement. Nothing more.”

“Who killed Gavin Verheek?” Gray asked.

“I will not talk about the specifics of the invegdition.”



“But do you know?”
“We have an idea. But that’s all I'll say.”

Gray glanced around the table. It was obvious Voied nothing else to say now, and
everyone relaxed at the same time. The editorgedwtbe moment.

Voyles loosened his tie, and almost smiled. “Thisff the record, of course, but how did
you guys find out about Morgan, the dead lawyer?”

“I will not discuss the specifics of the investigat,” Gray said with a wicked grin. They
all laughed.

“What do you do now?” Krauthammer asked Voyles.

“There’ll be a grand jury by noon tomorrow. Quicidictments. We'll try to find
Mattiece, but it'll be difficult. We have no ideahere he is. He’s spent most of the past
five years in the Bahamas, but owns homes in MeRemama, and Paraguay.” Voyles
glanced at Darby for the second time. She wasnegaagainst the wall by the window,
hearing it all.

“What time does the first edition come off the [@&sVoyles asked.

“They roll off all night, starting at ten-thirty Said Keen.

“Which edition will this story run in?”

“Late City, a few minutes before midnight. It's tleggest edition.”

“Will it have Coal’s picture on the front?”

Keen looked at Krauthammer, who looked at Feldrfiaguess it should. We'll quote
you as saying the brief was personally deliverellébcher Coal, who we’ll also quote as
saying Mattiece gave the President four point tviian. Yes, | think Mr. Coal should

have his face on the front, along with everyone.gls

“I think so too,” Voyles said. “If | have a man leesit midnight, can | pick up a few
copies of it?”

“Certainly,” Feldman said. “Why?”

“Because | want to personally deliver it to Coakdnt to knock on his door at midnight,
see him in his pajamas, and flash the paper ifabes Then | want to tell him I'll be back
with a grand jury subpoena, and shortly after tidie back with an indictment. And
shortly after that, I'll be back with the handcuffs



He said this with such pleasure it was frightening.
“I'm glad you don’t carry a grudge,” Gray said. @ 8mith Keen thought it was funny.
“Do you think he’ll be indicted?” Krauthammer askedocently.

Voyles glanced at Darby again. “He’ll take the fall the President. He'd volunteer for a
firing squad to save his boss.”

Feldman checked his watch and pushed away frorabie.

“Could | ask a favor?” Voyles asked.

“Certainly. What?”

“I'd like to spend a few minutes alone with Ms. 8h& hat is, if she doesn’t mind.”
Everyone looked at Darby, who shrugged her apprdvad editors and K. O. Lewis
stood in unison and filed out of the room. Darbgki@ray’s hand and asked him to stay.
They sat opposite Voyles at the table.

“I wanted to talk in private,” Voyles said, lookirag Gray.

“He stays,” she said. “It's off the record.”

“Very well.”

She beat him to the punch. “If you plan to inteatagme, | won't talk without an
attorney present.”

He was shaking his head. “Nothing like that. | \eest wondering what’s next for you.”
“Why should I tell you?”

“Because we can help.”

“Who killed Gavin?”

Voyles hesitated. “Off the record.”

“Off the record,” said Gray.

“I'll tell you who we think killed him, but firstell me how much you talked to him
before he died.”



“We talked several times over the weekend. We wapposed to meet last Monday, and
leave New Orleans.”

“When did you last talk to him?”
“Sunday night.”

“And where was he?”

“In his room at the Hilton.”

Voyles breathed deeply, and looked at the ceiliAgd you discussed with him the
meeting on Monday?”

“Yes.”
“Had you met him before?”
“NO_”

“The man who killed him was the same man you weldihg hands with when he lost
his brains.”

She was afraid to ask. Gray did it for her. “Whaoswlaat?”

“The great Khamel.”

She choked and covered her eyes, and tried toosagtking. But it wouldn’t work.

“This is rather confusing,” Gray said, strainingo@ rational.

“Rather, yes. The man who killed Khamel is a casttcperative hired independently by
the CIA. He was on the scene when Callahan wasdkidnd | think he made contact
with Darby.”

“Rupert,” she said quietly.

“That’s not his real name, of course, but Rupeddl He’s probably got twenty names. If
it's who | think it is, he’s a British chap who'&ry reliable.”

“Do you have any idea how confusing this is?” stieedl.
“I can imagine.”

“Why was Rupert in New Orleans? Why was he folloyvirer?” Gray asked.



“It's a very long story, and | don’t know all of ittry to keep my distance from the CIA,
believe me. | have enough to worry about. It gaesklio Mattiece. A few years ago, he
needed some money to move along his grand schente Sold a piece of it to the
Libyan government. I’'m not sure if it was legalt lemter the CIA. Evidently they
watched Mattiece and the Libyans with a great déaiterest, and when the litigation
sprang up, the CIA monitored it. | don't think theyspected Mattiece in the Supreme
Court killings, but Bob Gminski was handed a copyaur little brief just a few hours
after we delivered a copy to the White House. RietcCoal gave it to him. | have no idea
who Gminski told of the brief, but the wrong wolldsthe wrong ears, and twenty-four
hours later, Mr. Callahan is dead. And you, my dea&re very lucky.”

“Then why don'’t | feel lucky?” she said.
“That doesn’t explain Rupert,” Gray said.

“I don’t know this for a fact, but | suspect Gmingkmediately sent Rupert to follow
Darby. | think the brief initially scared Gminskiare than the rest of us. He probably
sent Rupert to trail her, in part to watch, an@ant to protect. Then the car exploded, and
suddenly Mr. Mattiece just confirmed the brief. W#dge would you kill Callahan and
Darby? | have reason to believe there were doze@$fopeople in New Orleans hours
after the car exploded.”

“But why?” Gray asked.

“The brief had been legitimized, and Mattiece welenk) people. Most of his business is
in New Orleans. And | think the CIA was very comoeat about Darby. Lucky for her.
They came through when it counted.”

“If the CIA moved so fast, why didn’t you?” she ask

“Fair question. We didn’t think that much of thedéy and we didn’t know half as much
as the CIA. | swear, it seemed like such a lond,stral we had a dozen other suspects.
We underestimated it. Plain and simple. Plus, tlesiBent asked us to back off, and it
was easy to do because I'd never heard of Mattléad.no reason to. Then my friend
Gavin got himself killed, and | sent in the trodps.

“Why would Coal give the brief to Gminski?” Graykasl.

“It scared him. And, truthfully, that's one reasea sent it over. Gminski is, well, he’s
Gminski, and he sometimes does things his way wtthegard for little obstacles like
laws and such. Coal wanted the brief checked owlthe figured Gminski would do it
quickly and quietly.”

“So Gminski didn't level with Coal.”



“He hates Coal, which is perfectly understandaBlminski dealt with the President, and,
no, he didn’t level with him. It all happened sstfaRemember, Gminski, Coal, the
President, and | first saw the brief just two wea§e today. Gminski was probably
waiting to tell the President some of the storyt,jbst hadn’t got the chance.”

Darby pushed her chair away, and walked back tevthdow. It was dark now, and the
traffic was still slow and heavy. It was nice tovbahese mysteries revealed to her, but
they created more mysteries. She just wanted @& l&zhe was tired of running and being
chased; tired of playing reporter with Gray; ticddvondering who did what and why;
tired of the guilt for writing the damned thing;ed of buying a new toothbrush every
three days. She longed for a small house on atdessretch of beach with no phones
and no people, especially ones hiding behind vesiahd buildings. She wanted to sleep
for three days without nightmares and without sgsimadows. It was time to go.

Gray watched her carefully. “She was followed towN¥ork, then here,” he said to
Voyles. “Who is it?”

“Are you positive?” Voyles asked.

“They were on the street all day watching the bndg’ Darby said, nodding to the
window.

“We’'ve watched them,” Gray said. “They’re out thére

Voyles seemed skeptical. “Have you seen them b&fdre asked Darby.

“One of them. He watched Thomas’ memorial seruicBléw Orleans. He chased me
through the French Quarter. He almost found me amivattan, and | saw him chatting
with another fella about five hours ago. | knovs itfiim.”

“Who is it?” Gray asked Voyles again.

“I don’t think CIA would chase you.”

“Oh, he chased me.”

“Do you see them now?”

“No. They disappeared two hours ago. But they'retbere.”

Voyles stood and stretched his thick arms. He wh#tewly around the table,
unwrapping a cigar. “Mind if | smoke?”

“Yes, | mind,” she said without looking at him. fad it on the table.

“We can help,” he said.



“I don’t want your help,” she said to the window.
“What do you want?”

“I want to leave the country, but when | do, | wamimake damned sure no one follows.
Not you, not them, not Rupert nor any of his pals.”

“You'll have to come back and testify before tharmt jury.”

“Only if they can find me. I'm going to a place whkesubpoenas are frowned upon.”
“What about the trial? You'll be needed at trial.”

“That’s at least a year from now. I'll think abauthen.”

Voyles placed the cigar in his mouth, but did mgit it. He paced and analyzed better
with one between his teeth. “I'll make you a deal.”

“I'm not in the mood for deals.” She was leaningiagt the wall now, looking at him
and looking at Gray.

“It's a good one. I've got planes and helicoptaerd alenty of men who carry guns and
are not the least bit afraid of those boys outalpdaying hide-and-seek. First, we'll get
you out of the building, and no one will know iec®nd, we’ll put you on my plane and
fly you anywhere you want. Third, you can disapdeam there. You have my word we
will not follow. But, and fourth, you allow me tantact you through Mr. Grantham here
if, and only if, it becomes urgently necessary.”

She was looking at Gray as the offer was madejtamas obvious he liked the deal. She
kept a poker face, but, damn, it sounded gooddftsead trusted Gavin after the first
phone call, he would be alive and she would neagelheld hands with Khamel. If she’d
simply left New Orleans with him when he suggesterywould not have been murdered.
She’d thought about this every five minutes for plast seven days.

This thing was bigger than she was. There comeseawhen you give up and start
trusting people. She didn’t like this man, buttlee past ten minutes he had been
remarkably honest with her.

“Is it your plane and your pilots?”

“Yes.”

“Where is it?”

“Andrews.”



“Let’s do it like this. | get on the plane, andsitieaded for Denver. And no one is on it
but me, Gray, and the pilots. And thirty minuteteafve take off, | instruct the pilot to go
to, let’s say, Chicago. Can he do that?”

“He has to file a flight plan before he leaves.”

“I know. But you're the director of the FBI, andwygan pull some strings.”

“Okay. What happens when you get to Chicago?”

“I get off the plane alone, and it returns to Andsewnith Gray.”

“And what do you do in Chicago?”

“I get lost in a busy airport, and catch the fitigtht out.”

“That’ll work, but you have my word we won't follow

“I know. Forgive me for being so cautious.”

“It's a deal. When do you wish to leave?”

She looked at Gray. “When?”

“I'll take me an hour to revise it again, and add Voyles’ comments.”

“An hour,” she said to Voyles.

“I'll wait.”

“Could we talk in private?” she said to Voyles vehriodding at Gray.

“Certainly.” He grabbed his trench coat, and stapaethe door. He smiled at her.
“You're a helluva lady, Ms. Shaw. Your brains andgjare bringing down one of the
sickest men in this country. | admire you. And dmpise I'll always level with you.”
He stuck the cigar in the middle of his chubby snaihd left the room.

They watched the door close. “Do you think I'll &fe?” she asked.

“Yes. | think he’s sincere. Plus, he has men withgwho can get you out of here. It's
okay, Darby.”

“You can leave with me, can’t you?”



“Sure.”

She walked to him and put her arms around his wdestheld her tightly, and closed his
eyes.

At seven, the editors gathered around the tablthiolast time Tuesday night. They
quickly read the section Gray added to include ¥sytomments. Feldman walked in
late with an enormous smile.

“You will not believe this,” he said. “I've had twghone calls. Ludwig called from China.
The President found him there and begged him td tha story for twenty-four hours.
Ludwig said the man was near tears. Ludwig, beneggentleman, listened respectfully,
and politely declined. The second call was fromgé&uRoland, an old friend of mine.
Seems as though the boys at White and Blazevitédchim away from the dinner table
and requested permission to file an injunctiongbhivith an immediate hearing. Judge
Roland listened quite disrespectfully, and impdfieclined.”

“Let’s run this baby!” Krauthammer yelled.

The takeoff was smooth and the jet was headed @sg supposedly for Denver. It was
adequate but not luxurious, but then it was ownethb taxpayers and held by a man
who cared nothing for the finer things. No good skiey, Gray determined as he opened
the cabinets. Voyles was an abstainer, and at tmant this really irritated Gray since
he was a guest and dying of thirst. He found twuoiskilled Sprites in the refrigerator,
and handed one to Darby. She popped the top afaie

The jet appeared to be level. The copilot appesrdue door of their cabin. He was
polite and introduced himself.

“We were told that we would have a new destinasibartly after takeoff.”
“That’s correct,” Darby said.

“Fine. Uh, we’ll need to know something in about tainutes.”

“Okay.”

“Is there any liquor on this thing?” Gray asked.



“Sorry.” The copilot smiled, and returned to thekyit.

Darby and her long legs consumed most of the ssoédl, but he was determined to join
her. He lifted her feet and sat at the end ofhieyfwere in his lap. Red toenails. He
rubbed her ankles and thought only of this firsfanavent—the holding of the feet. It
was terribly intimate for him, but didn’'t seem &x€ her. She was smiling a little now,
unwinding. It was over.

“Were you scared?” he asked.
“Yes. And you?”

“Yes, but | felt safe. | mean, it's hard to feelnerable with six armed buddies using
their bodies as shields. It's hard to feel watcimeithe rear of a van with no windows.”

“Voyles loved it, didn't he?”

“He was like Napoleon, making plans and directiogps. It's a big moment for him.
He’'ll take a shot in the morning, but it'll bouno#. The only person who can fire him is
the President, and I'd say Voyles has control of At the moment.”

“And the murders are solved. He has to feel goadiathat.”
“I think we've added ten years to his career. Wisate we done!”

“I think he’s cute,” Darby said. “I didn’t like hirat first, but he sort of grows on you.
And he’s human. When he mentioned Verheek, | saaca of water in his eyes.”

“A real sweetheart. I'm sure Fletcher Coal willdeighted to see this cute little man in a
few hours.”

Her feet were long and thin. Perfect, really. Hebed along the top of them, and felt like
a sophomore moving up from the knee on the secated @hey were pale, and needed
sun, and he knew that in a few short days they avbalbrown with sand permanently
stuck between the toes. He had not been invitetsiblater, and this was disturbing. He
had no idea where she was going, and this wastioteth He was not certain she knew
her destination.

The foot play reminded her of Thomas. He’d get Halink and smear polish around the
nails. With the jet humming and shaking softly wees suddenly many miles removed
from her. He’d been dead for two weeks, but it ssgtmuch longer. There’d been so
many changes. It was better this way. If she wdsiktne, walking by his office, seeing
his classroom, talking to the other professorsirgiat his apartment from the street, it
would be awfully painful. The little reminders arige for the long run, but during the
mourning they get in the way.



She was a different person now, with a differefietiin a different place.

And a different man was rubbing her feet. He waasmat first, cocky and abrasive, a
typical reporter. But he was thawing rapidly, amdler the jaded layer she was finding a
warm man who obviously liked her very much.

“Tomorrow’s a big day for you,” she said.

He took a sip of straight Sprite. He would pay atrageous sum of money for a ice-cold
imported beer in a green bottle. “Big day,” he sadimiring the toes. It would be more
than a big day, but he felt the need to under#tate this moment, she had his attention,
not the chaos of tomorrow.

“What'll happen?” she asked.

“I'll probably go back to the office and wait farto hit. Smith Keen said he would be
there all night. A lot of people will be in earMue’ll gather in the conference room, and
they’ll bring more televisions. We’ll spend the mong watching it break. It'll be great
fun listening to the official White House respong¢hite and Blazevich will say
something. Who knows about Mattiece. Chief Runydhhave a comment. Voyles will
be very visible. The lawyers will assemble granikeg And the politicians will be
delirious. They’ll hold press conferences all dayGapitol Hill. It will be a rather
significant news day. | hate you'll miss it.”

She gave a little sarcastic snort. “What’s yourtrstary?”

“Probably Voyles and his tape. You have to anti@maWhite House denial of any
interference, and if the ink gets too hot for Vaylbe’'ll attack with a vengeance. I'd like
to have the tape.”

“And after that?”

“Depends on a lot of unknowns. After six o’clocktite morning, the competition gets
much stiffer. There’ll be a million rumors and atisand stories, but every paper in the
country will be wedging in.”

“But you'll be the star,” she said with admiratiorgt sarcasm.

“Yeah, I'll get my fifteen minutes.”

The copilot knocked on the door and opened it.dd&éd at Darby.

“Atlanta,” she said, and he closed the door.

“Why Atlanta?” Gray asked.



“You ever changed planes at Atlanta?”

“Sure.”

“You ever got lost changing planes at Atlanta?”
“I think so.”

“I rest my case. It's huge and wonderfully busy.”

He emptied the can and set it on the floor. “Whergom there?” He knew he shouldn’t
ask because she hadn’t volunteered. But he wantieiotv.

“I'll catch a quick flight somewhere. I'll do my to-airports-in-one-night routine. It's
probably unnecessary, but I'll feel safer. I'll exeally land somewhere in the
Caribbean.”

Somewhere in the Caribbean. That narrowed it tmagdand islands. Why was she so
vague? Did she not trust him? He was sitting h&gimg with her feet and she wouldn’t
tell him where she was going.

“What do | tell Voyles?” he asked.

“I'll call you when | get there. Or | might drop va line.”

Great! They could be pen pals. He could send Isestbries and she could send postcards
from the beach.

“Will you hide from me?” he asked, looking at her.
“I don’t know where I'm going, Gray. | won’t knowntil | get there.”
“But you'll call?”

“Eventually, yes. | promise.”

By 11 P.M., only five lawyers remained in the offscof White and Blazevich, and they
were in Marty Velmano’s on the tenth floor. Velmasams Wakefield, Jarreld Schwabe,
Nathaniel (Einstein) Jones, and a retired partaated Frank Cortz. Two bottles of
Scotch sat on the edge of Velmano’s desk. One mas$ye the other almost there.
Einstein sat alone in one corner, mumbling to hifnste had wild, curly gray hair and a



pointed nose, and indeed looked crazy. Especially. 5ims Wakefield and Jarreld
Schwabe sat in front of the desk with ties off alekves rolled up.

Cortz finished a phone chat with an aide to Vidiattiece. He handed the phone to
Velmano, who placed it on the desk.

“That was Strider,” Cortz reported. “They’re in @ain the penthouse suite of some
hotel. Mattiece will not talk to us. Strider sayssover the edge, acting very bizarre.
He’s locked himself in a room, and, needless tq Bayain’t coming to this side of the
ocean. Strider says they’ve told the boys withghes to get out of town immediately.
The chase is off. The fat lady is singing.”

“So what're we supposed to do?” asked Wakefield.
“We’re on our own,” said Cortz. “Mattiece has wadlnes hands of us.”

They spoke quietly and deliberately. The screaremmded hours ago. Wakefield blamed
Velmano for the memo. Velmano blamed Cortz for ¢irig in a sleazy client like
Mattiece in the first place. That was twelve yesgs, Cortz screamed back, and we’ve
enjoyed his fees ever since. Schwabe blamed Velrmad®akefield for being so
careless with the memo. They dragged Morgan throlngimud again and again. It had
to be him. Einstein sat in the corner and watchedt But that was all behind them now.

“Grantham mentioned only me and Sims,” Velmano.sditle rest of you guys may be
safe.”

“Why don’t you and Sims skip the country?” Schwalbé.

“I'll be in New York at 6 A.M.” Velmano said. “Theto Europe for a month on the
trains.”

“I can’'t run,” Wakefield said. “I've got a wife anslx kids.”

They’d heard him whine about his six kids for fiveurs now. As if they didn’t have
families. Velmano was divorced, and his two chifdveere grown. They could handle it.
And he could handle it. It was time to retire anywide had plenty of money stashed
away, and he loved Europe, especially Spain, arnvgas adios for him. He sort of

pitied Wakefield, who was only forty-two and didivave a lot of money. He earned well,
but his wife was a spendthrift who had a penchanbébies. Wakefield was unbalanced
at the moment.

“I don’t know what I'll do,” Wakefield said for théhirtieth time. “I just don’t know.”

Schwabe tried to be a bit helpful. “I think you slbgo home and tell your wife. | don’t
have one, but if | did I'd try to brace her fof'it.



“I can’'t do that,” Wakefield said pitifully.

“Sure you can. You can tell her now, or wait sixireoand she’ll see your picture on the
front page. You have to go tell her, Sims.”

“I can’'t do that.” He was almost in tears again.
Schwabe looked at Velmano and Cortz.

“What about my children?” he asked again. “My otdam is thirteen.” He rubbed his
eyes.

“Come on, Sims. Get a grip,” Cortz said.

Einstein stood and walked to the door. “I'll benat place in Florida. Don’t call unless
it's urgent.” He opened the door and slammed iirmehim.

Wakefield stood weakly and started for the door.
“Where are you going, Sims?” asked Schwabe.
“To my office.”

“What for?”

“I need to lie down. I'm okay.”

“Let me drive you home,” Schwabe said. They watchied carefully. He was opening
the door.

“I'm fine,” he said, and he sounded stronger. Hiset it when he left.
“You think he’s okay?” Schwabe asked Velmano. “Hernes me.”

“I wouldn’t say he’s okay,” Velmano said. “We've &lad better days. Why don’t you go
check on him in a few minutes?”

“I'll do that,” Schwabe said.

Wakefield walked deliberately to the stairway amgvd one flight to the ninth floor. He
picked up speed as he approached his office. Hewasy when he locked the door
behind him.

Do it quick! Forget the note. If you write it, ydutalk yourself out of it. There’s a
million in life insurance. He opened a desk dravizam’t think about the kids. It would



be the same if he died in a plane crash. He ptitled38 from under a file. Do it quick!
Don't look at their pictures on the wall.

Maybe they’ll understand one day. He stuck it dedpis mouth, and pulled the trigger.

The limo stopped abruptly in front of the two-stéwyme in Dumbarton Oaks, in upper
Georgetown. It blocked the street and that washBmause it was twenty minutes after
midnight, and there was no traffic. Voyles and @&gents jumped from the rear of the car,
and walked quickly to the front door. Voyles heldeavspaper. He banged the door with
his fist.

Coal was not asleep. He was sitting in the datkénden in his pajamas and bathrobe, so
Voyles was quite pleased when he opened his door.

“Nice pajamas,” Voyles said, admiring his pants.

Coal stepped onto the tiny concrete porch. Theagents were watching from the
narrow sidewalk. “What the hell do you want?” hkeasslowly.

“Just brought you this,” Voyles said, sticking tegper in his face. “Gotta a nice picture
of you right next to the President hugging Mattiddenow how much you like
newspapers, so | thought I'd bring you one.”

“Your face’ll be in it tomorrow,” Coal said as ikhd already written the story.

Voyles threw the paper at his feet, and startedingloff. “I got some tapes, Coal. You
start lying, and I'll jerk your pants off in public

Coal stared at him, but said nothing.

Voyles was near the street. “I'll be back in twgyslavith a grand jury subpoena,” he
yelled. “I'll come about two in the morning and seit myself.” He was at the car. “Next
I'll bring an indictment. Of course, by then yowssdl be history and the President’ll
have a new bunch of idiots telling him what to dde disappeared into the limo, and it
sped away.

Coal picked up the paper, and went inside.



Gray and Smith Keen sat alone in the conferencenyoeading the words in print. He
was many years beyond the excitement of seeingthies on the front page, but this
one brought a rush with it. There had been nongebiglhe faces were lined neatly
across the top—Mattiece hugging the President, @tiahg importantly on the phone in
an official White House photo, Velmano sitting bef@a Senate subcommittee, Wakefield
cropped from a bar convention picture, Verheekisgiat the camera in an FBI release,
Callahan from the yearbook, and Morgan in a phaken from the video. Mrs. Morgan
had consented. Paypur, the night police reportat tbld them about Wakefield an hour
earlier. Gray was depressed about it. But he waubdame himself.

They began drifting in around 3 A.M. Krauthammeougyht a dozen doughnuts, and
promptly ate four of them while he admired the frpage. Ernie DeBasio was next. Said
he hadn’t slept any. Feldman arrived fresh and hyge four-thirty, the room was full
and four televisions were going. CNN got it fishd within minutes the networks were
live from the White House, which had no commerthatmoment but Zikman would say
something at seven.

With the exception of Wakefield’'s death, there wathing new initially. The networks
bounced back and forth between the White HouseStipgeme Court, and the news
desks.

They waited at the Hoover Building, which was vguyet at the moment. They flashed
the photos from the papers. They couldn’t find Vaho. They speculated about Mattiece.
CNN showed live footage of the Morgan house in Aledria, but Morgan’s father-in-

law kept the cameras off the property. NBC hadp@mer standing in front of the

building where White and Blazevich had offices, bathad nothing new. And though

she wasn’t quoted in the story, there was no satr@it the identity of the author of the
brief. There was much speculation about Darby Shaw.

At seven, the room was packed and silent. Thegorgens were identical as Zikman
walked nervously to the podium in the White Housesp room. He was tired and
haggard. He read a short statement in which thea¥Mouse admitted receiving the
campaign money from a number of channels contrdiie¥ictor Mattiece, but he
emphatically denied any of the money was dirty. Phesident had met Mr. Mattiece
only once, and that was when he was the Vice R¥asitie had not spoken to the man
since being elected President, and certainly diccansider him a friend, in spite of the
money. The campaign had received over fifty milliand the President handled none of
it. He had a committee for that. No one in the WHhibuse had attempted to interfere
with the investigation of Victor Mattiece as a ses and any allegations to the contrary
were flat wrong. Based on their limited knowledlyi, Mattiece no longer lived in this
country. The President welcomes a full investigatido the allegations contained in the
Post story, and if Mr. Mattiece was the perpetrafdhese heinous crimes, then he must
be brought to justice. This was simply a statenfiemthe time being. A full press
conference would follow. Zikman darted from the joal



It was a weak performance by a troubled press segreand Gray was relieved. He
suddenly found himself crowded, and needed frashiai found Smith Keen outside the
door.

“Let’s go eat breakfast,” he whispered.

“Sure.”

“I need to run by my apartment too, if you don’tahi | haven’t seen it in four days.”

They flagged a cab on Fifteenth, and enjoyed tisp @utumn air rushing in the open
windows.

“Where’s the girl?” Keen asked.

“I have no idea. | last saw her in Atlanta, abanerhours ago. She said she was headed
for the Caribbean.”

Keen was grinning. “l assume you’ll want a long at@an soon.”

“How’d you guess?”

“There’s a lot of work to be done, Gray. Right na&’re in the middle of the explosion,
and the pieces start falling to earth very sooru’sothe man of the hour, but you must
keep pushing. You must pick up the pieces.”

“I know my job, Smith.”

“Yeah, but you've got this faraway look in your sy worries me.”

“You're an editor. You get paid for worrying.”

They stopped at the intersection at Pennsylvanenfg. The White House sat

majestically before them. It was almost Novembed e wind blew leaves across the
lawn.

After eight days in the sun, the skin was brownugtoand the hair was returning to its
natural color. Maybe she hadn’t ruined it. She wdlkniles up and down the beaches and
ate nothing but broiled fish and island fruit. Sihept a lot the first few days, then got
tired of it.



She had spent the first night in San Juan, whexdalind a travel agent who claimed to
be an expert on the Virgin Islands. The lady foarsimall room in a guest house in
downtown Charlotte Amalie, on the island of St. iitas. Darby wanted crowds and lots
of traffic on narrow streets, at least for a cougfldays. Charlotte Amalie was perfect.
The guest house was on a hillside, four blocks dway the harbor, and her tiny room
was on the third floor. There were no shuttersustains on the cracked window, and the
sun woke her the first morning, a sensuous wakeailghat summoned her to the
window and displayed for her the majesty of thébbarlt was breathtaking. A dozen
cruise ships of all sizes sat perfectly still ie ghimmering water. They stretched in a
careless formation almost to the horizon. In thedoound, near the pier, a hundred
sailboats dotted the harbor and seemed to kedputke tourist ships at bay. The water
under the sailboats was a clear, soft blue, arsina®th as glass. It gently curled around
Hassel Island, and grew darker until it was indagad then violet. as it touched the
horizon. A perfect row of cumulus clouds markedlthe where the water met the sky.

Her watch was in a bag, and she had no plans toiiea at least six months. But she
glanced at her wrist anyway. The window opened wisitrain, and the sounds of the
shopping district echoed through the streets. Taemth filtered in like a sauna.

She stood in the small window for an hour that fin®rning on the island, and watched
the harbor come to life. There was no hurry. It eglently as the big ships inched
through the water, and soft voices came from tlo&kslef the sailboats. The first person
she saw on a boat jumped into the water for a mgrsivim.

She could grow accustomed to this. Her room wagl $meclean. There was no air
conditioner, but the fan worked fine and it was mopleasant. The water ran most of the
time. She decided to stay here a couple of daygbena week. The building was one of
dozens packed tightly together along streets #ratiown to the harbor. For the moment,
she liked the safety of crowds and streets. Shielagalk and find whatever she needed.
St. Thomas was known for its shopping, and sheisiedt the idea of buying clothes she
could keep.

There were fancier rooms, but this would do for n@hen she left San Juan, she vowed
to stop looking over her shoulder. She’d seen #pepin Miami, and she’d watched the
frenzy on a television in the airport, and she kiattiece had disappeared. If they were
stalking now, it was simply revenge. And if thewifa her after the crisscrossing journey
she had taken, then they were not human, and shikelwever lose them.

They weren’t back there, and she believed this.s&nged close to the small room for
two days, never venturing far. The shopping disttias a short walk away. Only four
blocks long and two blocks deep, it was a mazeauoflheds of small and unique stores
selling everything. The sidewalks and alleys weesroned with Americans from the big
ships. She was just another tourist with a widavstnat and colorful shorts.

She bought her first novel in a year and a hal, riad it in two days while lying on the
small bed under the gentle rush from the ceilimg #he vowed to read nothing about the



law until she was fifty. At least once an hour, gledked to the open window and studied
the harbor. Once she counted twenty cruise shijsgdo dock.

The room served its purpose. She spent time witnids, and cried, and was determined
to do it for the last time. She wanted to leavegh#t and pain in this tiny corner of
Charlotte Amalie, and exit with the good memoried a clean conscience. It was not as
difficult as she tried to make it, and by the thilay there were no more tears. She’'d
thrown the paperback only once.

On the fourth morning, she packed her new bagdaoida ferry to Cruz Bay, twenty
minutes away on the island of St. John. She ta@alxiealong the North Shore Road. The
windows were down and the wind blew across the $eatk The music was a rhythmic
mixture of blues and reggae. The cab-driver tapibedvheel and sang along. She tapped
her foot and closed her eyes to the breeze. lintasicating.

He left the road at Maho Bay, and drove slowly taihe water. She’d picked this spot
from a hundred islands because it was undeveldpelg. a handful of beach houses and
cottages were permitted in this bay. The drivepjséal on a narrow, tree-lined road, and
she paid him.

The house was almost at the point where the maumniat the sea. The architecture was
pure Caribbean—white wood frame under a red titd+eand built barely on the incline
to provide for the view. She walked down a shail from the road, and up the steps to
the house. It was a single story with two bedroams a porch facing the water. It cost
two thousand a week, and she had it for a month.

She placed her bags on the floor of the den, ariklbddo her porch. The beach started
thirty feet below her. The waves rolled silenththe shore. Two sailboats sat motionless
in the bay, which was secluded by mountains oretkiges. A rubber raft full of kids
splashing moved aimlessly between the boats.

The nearest dwelling was down the beach. She dmarkly see its roof above the trees.
A few bodies relaxed in the sand. She quickly cleangto a tiny bikini, and walked to
the water.

It was almost dark when the taxi finally stoppedhattrail. He got out, paid the driver,
and looked at the lights as the cab drove in fabiitim and disappeared. He had one bag,
and he eased along the trail to the house, whichunbbcked. The lights were on. He
found her on the porch, sipping a frozen drink kEreding like a native with bronze skin.

She was waiting on him, and this was so damned itapb He didn’t want to be treated
like a houseguest. Her face smiled instantly, dredset her drink on the table.



They kissed on the porch for a long minute. “Youae,” she said as they held each
other.

“This was not the easiest place to find,” Gray skid was rubbing her back, which was
bare down to the waist where a long skirt begancanvered most of the legs. He would
see them later.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” she said, looking at the bay.

“It's magnificent,” he said. He stood behind hetlasy watched a sailboat drift toward
the sea. He held her shoulders. “You’re gorgeous.”

“Let’s go for a walk.”

He changed quickly into a pair of shorts, and fohadwaiting by the water. They held
hands and walked slowly.

“Those legs need work,” she said.
“Rather pale, aren’t they?” he said.

Yes, she thought, they were pale, but they welsadt Not bad at all. The stomach was
flat. A week on the beach with her, and he’d la&k & lifeguard. They splashed water
with their feet.

“You left early,” she said.

“I got tired of it. I've written a story a day sie¢he big one, yet they want more. Keen
wanted this, and Feldman wanted that, and | wagingreighteen hours a day.
Yesterday | said good-bye.”

“I haven't seen a paper in a week,” she said.

“Coal quit. They’ve set him up to take the falltlndictments look doubtful. | don’t
think the President did much, really. He’s just duamd can’t help it. You read about
Wakefield?”

“Yes.”

“Velmano, Schwabe, and Einstein have been indidtetithey can’t find Velmano.
Mattiece, of course, has been indicted, along feitin of his people. There’ll be more
indictments later. It dawned on me a few days agbthere was no big cover-up at the
White House, so | lost steam. | think it killed nelection, but he’s not a felon. The
city’s a circus.”



They walked in silence as it grew darker. She’dth@mough of this, and he was sick of
it too. There was half a moon, and it reflectedtanstill water. She put her arm around
his waist, and he pulled her closer. They wer&déndand, away from the water. The
house was a half a mile behind them.

“I've missed you,” she said softly.

He breathed deeply but said nothing.

“How long will you stay?” she asked.

“I don’t know. A couple of weeks. Maybe a yearsltip to you.”

“How about a month?”

“l can do a month.”

She smiled at him, and his knees were weak. Sketbat the bay, at the moon’s
reflection in the center of it as the sailboat degi\by. “Let’s take it a month at a time,

okay Gray?”

“Perfect.”



