The senior partner studied the resune for the hundredth tine and again
found nothing he disliked about Mtchell Y. MDeere, at |east not on
paper. He had the brains, the anmbition, the good | ooks. And he was
hungry; with his background, he had to be. He was married, and that was
mandatory. had never hired an unmarried |lawer, and it frowned heavily
on divorce, as well as womani zi ng and drinking. Drug testing was in the
contract. He had a degree in accounting, passed the CPA examthe first
time he took it and wanted to be a tax | awer, which of course was a
requirenent with a tax firm He was white, and had never hired a bl ack
They managed this by being secretive and cl ubbi sh and never soliciting
job applications. OQher firms solicited, and hired blacks. This firm
recruited, and renmained lily white. Plus, was in Menphis, of al

pl aces, and the top bl acks wanted New York or Washi ngton or Chicago.
McDeere was a male, and there were no wonmen in . That m stake had been
made in the mid-seventies when they recruited the nunber one grad from
Harvard, who happened to be a she and a wizard at taxation. She |asted
four turbulent years and was killed in a car weck.

He | ooked good, on paper. He was their top choice. In fact, for this
year there were no other prospects. The list was very short. It was
McDeere or no one.

The managi ng partner, Royce MKnight, studied a dossier |abeled
"Mtchell Y. MDeere-Harvard." An inch thick with small print and a few
phot ographs, it had been prepared by sonme ex-ClA agents in a private
intelligence outfit in Bethesda. They were clients of and each year did
the investigating for no fee. It was easy work, they said, checking out
unsuspecting | aw students. They |earned, for instance, that he preferred
to | eave the Northeast, that he was holding three job offers, two in New
York and one in Chicago, and that the highest offer was $76, 000 and t he
| owest was $68, 000. He was in demand. He had been given the opportunity
to cheat on a securities examduring his second year. He declined, and
made the highest grade in the class. Two nonths ago he had been offered
cocaine at a |l aw school party. He said no and | eft when everyone began
snorting. He drank an occasi onal beer, but drinking was expensive and he
had no nmoney. He owed close to $23,000 in student |oans. He was hungry.
Royce McKnight flipped through the dossier and sniled. MDeere was their
man.

Lamar Quin was thirty-two and not yet a partner. He had been brought
along to I ook young and act young and project a youthful imge for

Bendi ni, Lanbert & Locke, which in fact was a young firm since nost of
the partners retired in their late forties or early fifties with noney
to burn. He would nake partner in this firm Wth a six-figure incone
guaranteed for the rest of his life, Lamar could enjoy the twel ve-
hundred-dol l ar tailored suits that hung so confortably fromhis tall
athletic frame. He strolled nonchal antly across the thousand-doll ar-a-
day suite and poured another cup of decaf. He checked his watch. He

gl anced at the two partners sitting at the small conference tabl e near

t he wi ndows.

Precisely at two-thirty sonmeone knocked on the door. La-mar |ooked at
the partners, who slid the resune and dossier into an open briefcase.
All three reached for their jackets. Lamar buttoned his top button and
opened t he door.

"Mtchell MDeere?" he asked with a huge snmile and a hand thrust
forward.

"Yes." They shook hands violently.



"Nice to neet you, Mtchell. |I'm Lamar Quin."

"My pleasure. Please call ne Mtch." He stepped inside and quickly
surveyed the spaci ous room

"Sure, Mtch." Lamar grabbed his shoul der and |l ed him across the suite,
where the partners introduced thensel ves. They were exceedi ngly warm and
cordial. They offered himcoffee, then water. They sat around a shiny
mahogany conference tabl e and exchanged pl easantries. MDeere unbuttoned
his coat and crossed his | egs. He was now a seasoned veteran in the
search of enploynent, and he knew they wanted him He relaxed. Wth
three job offers fromthree of the nost prestigious firnms in the
country, he did not need this interview, this firm He could afford to
be a little overconfident now. He was there out of curiosity. And he

| onged for warnmer weat her.

Qiver Lanbert, the senior partner, |eaned forward on his el bows and
took control of the prelimnary chitchat. He was glib and engaging with
a mellow, al nost professional baritone. At sixty-one, he was the
grandf at her of the firmand spent nost of his tinme adm nistering and
bal anci ng the enornmous egos of sonme of the richest |awers in the
country. He was the counselor, the one the younger associates went to
with their troubles. M. Lanbert also handled the recruiting, and it was
his mssion to sign Mtchell Y. MDeere.

"Are you tired of interview ng?" asked Oiver Lanbert.

"Not really. It's part of it."

Yes, yes, they all agreed. Seened |ike yesterday they were interview ng
and subnitting resunmes and scared to death they wouldn't find a job and
three years of sweat and torture would be down the drain. They knew what
he was going through, all right.

“"May | ask a question?" Mtch asked.

"Certainly."

"Sure."

"Anyt hing."

"Why are we interviewing in this hotel roon? The other firms interview
on canpus through the placenent office.”

"Good question." They all nodded and | ooked at each other and agreed it
was a good question.

"Perhaps | can answer that, Mtch," said Royce M-Knight, the managi ng
partner. "You must understand our firm W are different, and we take
pride in that. W have forty-one | awers, so we are small conpared with
other firns. We don't hire too many peopl e; about one every other year
We of fer the highest salary and fringes in the country, and |I'm not
exaggerating. So we are very selective. W selected you. The letter you
received |last month was sent after we screened over two thousand third-
year |law students at the best schools. Only one letter was sent. W
don't advertise openings and we don't solicit applications. W keep a

|l ow profile, and we do things differently. That's our expl anation."
"Fair enough. What kind of firmis it?"

"Tax. Sonme securities, real estate and banking, but eighty percent is
tax work. That's why we wanted to neet you, Mtch. You have an

i ncredi bly strong tax background."

"Why' d you go to Western Kentucky?" asked O iver Lanbert.

"Sinple. They offered ne a full scholarship to play foot-

ball. Had it not been for that, college would ve been inpossible."

"Tell us about your famly."

"Why is that inportant?"



"It's very inportant to us, Mtch," Royce MKnight said warmy.

They all say that, thought MDeere. "Ckay, ny father was killed in the

coal mines when | was seven years old. My mother renmarried and lives in
Florida. | had two brothers. Rusty was killed in Vietnam | have a

br ot her named Ray MDeere."

"Where is he?"

"I"'mafraid that's none of your business." He stared at Royce MKni ght

and exposed a mammoth chip on his shoul der. The dossier said little

about Ray.

"I"'msorry," the managi ng partner said softly.

"Mtch, our firmis in Menphis," Lamar said. "Does that bother you?"
"Not at all. I'mnot fond of cold weather."

"Have you ever been to Menphis?"

"No. "

"We'll have you down soon. You'll love it."

Mtch smled and nodded and pl ayed al ong. Were these guys serious? How
could he consider such a small firmin such a small town when \Wal
Street was waiting?

"How are you ranked in your class?" M. Lanbert asked.

"Top five." Not top five percent, but top five. That was enough of an
answer for all of them Top five out of three hundred. He coul d have
said nunmber three, a fraction away from nunmber two, and within striking
di stance of nunber one. But he didn't. They canme frominferior school s-
Chi cago, Colunbia and Vanderbilt, as he recalled froma cursory

exam nation of Martindal e-Hubbel Ps Legal Directory. He knew they woul d
not dwell on academ cs.

"Why did you sel ect Harvard?"

"Actually, Harvard selected ne. | applied at several schools and was
accepted everywhere. Harvard offered nore financial assistance.
t hought it was the best school. Still do."

"You' ve done quite well here, Mtch," M. Lanbert said, admiring the
resume. The dossier was in the briefcase, under the table.

"Thank you. |'ve worked hard."

"You nade extremely high grades in your tax and securities courses."
"That's where nmy interest lies."

"We've reviewed your witing sanple, and it's quite inpressive."
"Thank you. | enjoy research."”

They nodded and acknow edged this obvious lie. It was part of the
ritual. No | aw student or lawer in his right mnd enjoyed research
yet, without fail, every prospective assor ciate professed a deep |ove
for the library.

"Tell us about your wife," Royce MKnight said, alnost neekly. They
braced for another reprimand. But it was a standard, nonsacred area
explored by every firm

"Her nane is Abby. She has a degree in elenmentary education from Wstern
Kentucky. We graduated one week and got nmarried the next. For the past
three years she's taught at a private kindergarten near Boston Coll ege."
"And is the marriage-"

"We're very happy. We've known each other since high school."

"What position did you play?" asked Lamar, in the direction of |ess
sensitive matters.

"Quarterback. | was heavily recruited until | nmessed up a knee in ny

| ast high school gane. Everyone di sappeared except Western Kentucky. |
pl ayed off and on for four years,



even started sonme as a junior, but the knee would never hold up."

"How d you nmke straight A" s and play football?"

"I put the books first."

"I don't imagine Western Kentucky is rmuch of an academ c school ," Lamar
blurted with a stupid grin, and i medi ately w shed he could take it
back. Lambert and M- Kni ght frowned and acknow edged the m st ake.

"Sort of like Kansas State," Mtch replied. They froze, all of them
froze, and for a few seconds stared incredul ously at each other. This
guy McDeere knew Lamar Quin went to Kansas State. He had never nmet Lamar
Quin and had no idea who woul d appear on behalf of and conduct the
interview. Yet, he knew. He had gone to Martindal e- Hubbel Ps and checked
them out. He had read the biographical sketches of all of the forty-one
lawyers in, and in a split second he had recalled that Lamar Quin, just
one of the forty-one, had gone to Kansas State. Damm, they were

i mpressed.

"l guess that cane out wong," Lamar apol ogi zed.

“"No problem" Mtch smled warmy. It was forgotten

Qiver Lanbert cleared his throat and decided to get personal again.
"Mtch, our firmfrowns on drinking and chasi ng wonen. We're not a bunch
of Holy Rollers, but we put business ahead of everything. W keep | ow
profiles and we work very hard. And we neke plenty of noney."

“I can live with all that."

"We reserve the right to test any nmenmber of for drug use.”

"I don't use drugs."

"Good. What's your religious affiliation?"

“Met hodi st . "

"Good. You'll find a wide variety in our firm Catholics, Baptists,

Epi scopalians. It's really none of our business, but

we like to know. W want stable famlies. Happy | awers are productive

| awyers. That's why we ask these questions."

Mtch smled and nodded. He'd heard this before.

The three | ooked at each other, then at Mtch. This neant they had
reached the point in the interview where the interviewee was supposed to
ask one or two intelligent questions. Mtch recrossed his |egs. Mney,
that was the big question, particularly howit conpared to his other
offers. If it isn't enough, thought Mtch, then it was nice to nmeet you
fellas. If the pay is attractive, then we can discuss fanm lies and

marri ages and football and churches. But, he knew, |ike all the other
firms they had to shadowbox around the issue until things got awkward
and it was apparent they had discussed everything in the world but
nmoney. So, hit themwith a soft question first.

"What type of work will | do initially?"

They nodded and approved of the question. Lanmbert and MKnight | ooked at
Lamar. This answer was his.

"We have sonething similar to a two-year apprenticeship, although we
don't call it that. W'll|l send you all over the country to tax sem nars.
Your education is far fromover. You'll spend two weeks next winter in
Washi ngton at the Anerican Tax Institute. W take great pride in our
techni cal expertise, and the training is continual, for all of us. If

you want to pursue a master's in taxation, we'll pay for it. As far as
practicing law, it won't be very exciting for the first two years.
You'll do a |ot of research and generally boring stuff. But you'll be

pai d handsonely."
"How much?"



Lamar | ooked at Royce MKnight, who eyed Mtch and said, "We'Ill discuss
t he conpensati on and ot her benefits when you cone to Menphis."

"I want a ballpark figure or I may not come to Mem

phis." He sm|ed, arrogant but cordial. He spoke like a man with three
job offers.

The partners sniled at each other, and M. Lanbert spoke first. "Okay. A
base sal ary of eighty thousand the first year, plus bonuses. Eighty-five
the second year, plus bonuses. A lowinterest nortgage so you can buy a
home. Two country club nmenberships. And a new BMN You pick the color,

of course."

They focused on his lips, and waited for the winkles to formon his
cheeks and the teeth to break through. He tried to conceal a smle, but
it was inpossible. He chuckl ed.

"That's incredible," he nunbled. Eighty thousand in Menphis equal ed a
hundred and twenty thousand in New York. Did the man say BMAN Hi s Mazda

hat chback had a million mles on it and for the nonment had to be junp-
started while he saved for a rebuilt starter
"Plus a few nore fringes we'll be glad to discuss in Menphis."

Suddenly he had a strong desire to visit Menphis. Wasn't it by the
river?

The smil e vani shed and he regai ned his conposure. He | ooked sternly,
importantly at Oiver Lanbert and said, as if he'd forgotten about the
noney and the honme and the BMW "Tell ne about your firm"

"Forty-one | awyers. Last year we earned nore per |awyer than any firm
our size or larger. That includes every big firmin the country. W take
only rich clients-corporations, banks and weal thy people who pay our

heal thy fees and never conplain. W' ve devel oped a specialty in
international taxation, and it's both exciting and very profitable. W
deal only with people who can pay."

"How | ong does it take to nake partner?"”

"On the average, ten years, and it's a hard ten years. It's not unusua
for our partners to earn half a million a year

and nost retire before they're fifty. You ve got to pay your dues, put
in eighty-hour weeks, but it's worth it when you make partner."

Lamar | eaned forward. "You don't have to be a partner to earn six
figures. |I've been with seven years, and went over a hundred thousand
four years ago."

Mtch thought about this for a second and figured by the tine he was
thirty he could be well over a hundred thousand, maybe close to two
hundred thousand. At the age of thirty!

They wat ched him carefully and knew exactly what he was cal cul ati ng.
"What's an international tax firmdoing in Menphis?" he asked.

That brought snmiles. M. Lanbert renoved his reading glasses and twirled
them "Now that's a good question. M. Bendini founded in 1944. He had
been a tax |awyer in Phil adel phia and had picked up some wealthy clients
in the South. He got a wild hair and |landed in Menphis. For twenty-five
years he hired nothing but tax | awers, and prospered nicely down
there. None of us are from Menphis, but we have grown to love it. It's a
very pleasant old Southern town. By the way, M. Bendini died in 1970."
"How nmany partners in ?"

"Twenty, active. We try to keep a ratio of one partner for each
associate. That's high for the industry, but we like it. Again, we do
things differently."

"All of our partners are multinillionaires by the age of forty-five,"



Royce McKni ght sai d.

"Al'l of then"

"Yes, sir. We don't guarantee it, but if you join our firm put in ten
hard years, nmeke partner and put in ten nore years, and you're not a
mllionaire at the age of forty-five, you'll be the first in twenty
years."

"That's an inpressive statistic."

"I't's an inpressive firm Mtch," Oiver Lanbert said, "and we're very
proud of it. W're a close-knit fraternity. We're small and we take care
of each other. We don't have the cutthroat conpetition the big firns are
famus for. W're very careful whomwe, hire, and our goal is for each
new associ ate to becone a partner as soon as possible. Toward that end
we invest an enornous anount of time and noney in ourselves, especially
our new people. It is a rare, extrenely rare occasi on when a | awer

| eaves our firm It is sinply unheard of. We go the extra mile to keep
careers on track. W want our people happy. We think it is the npst
profitable way to operate.”

"I have another inpressive statistic," M. MKnight added. "Last year
for firms our size or larger, the average turnover rate anpng associ ates
was twenty-eight percent. At Bendini, Lanbert & Locke, it was zero. Year
before, zero. It's been a long tinme since a | awer left our firm"

They watched himcarefully to make sure all of this sank in. Each term
and each condition of the enploynment was inportant, but the pernmanence,
the finality of his acceptance overshadowed all other itens on the
checklist. They expl ai ned as best they could, for now Further

expl anation woul d cone |ater

Of course, they knew much nore than they could tal k about. For instance,
his mother lived in a cheap trailer park in Panama City Beach, remarried
to aretired truck driver with a violent drinking problem They knew she
had received $41,000 fromthe m ne expl osi on, squandered nost of it,
then went crazy after her ol dest son was killed in Vietnam They knew he
had been negl ected, raised in poverty by his brother Ray (whomthey
could not find) and sone synpathetic relatives. The poverty hurt, and
they assumed, correctly, it had bred the intense desire to succeed. He
had

worked thirty hours a week at an all-night conveni ence store while

pl ayi ng football and naking perfect grades. They knew he sel dom sl ept.
They knew he was hungry. He was their man.

"Whuld you like to come visit us?" asked O iver Lanbert.

"When?" asked Mtch, dream ng of a black 318 with a sunroof.

The anci ent Mazda hat chback with three hubcaps and a badly cracked

wi ndshield hung in the gutter with its front wheels sideways, aining at

the curb, preventing a roll down the hill. Abby grabbed the door handle
on the inside, yanked twi ce and opened the door. She inserted the key,
pressed the clutch and turned the wheel. The Mazda began a slow roll. As

it gained speed, she held her breath, released the clutch and bit her
lip until the unnmuffled rotary engi ne began whi ni ng.

Wth three job offers on the table, a new car was four nonths away. She
could last. For three years they had endured poverty in a two-room
student apartment on a canpus covered with Porsches and |ittle Mercedes
convertibles. For the nobst part they had ignored the snubs fromthe

cl assmat es and coworkers in this bastion of East Coast snobbery. They
were hillbillies from Kentucky, with few friends. But they had endured
and succeeded quite nicely all to thensel ves.



She preferred Chicago to New York, even for a lower salary, largely
because it was farther from Boston and cl oser to Kentucky. But Mtch
remai ned noncommittal, characteristically weighing it all carefully and
keeping most of it to himself. She had not been invited to visit New
York and Chicago with her husband. And she was tired of guessing. She
want ed an answer.

She parked illegally on the hill nearest the apartnment and

wal ked two bl ocks. Their unit was one of thirty in a two-story red-brick
rectangl e. Abby stood outside her door and funbled through the purse

| ooki ng for keys. Suddenly, the door jerked open. He grabbed her, yanked
her inside the tiny apartment, threw her on the sofa and attacked her
neck with his lips. She yelled and giggled as arns and | egs thrashed
about. They kissed, one of those long, wet, ten-minute enbraces with
gropi ng and fondling and noani ng, the kind they had enjoyed as teenagers
when ki ssing was fun and nysterious and the ultinate.

"My goodness," she said when they finished. "Wat's the occasi on?"

"Do you snell anything?" Mtch asked.

She | ooked away and sniffed. "Well, yes. Wiat is it?"

"Chi cken chow nmein and egg foo yung. From Wng Boys."

"Ckay, what's the occasion?"

"Plus an expensive bottle of Chablis. It's even got a cork."

"What have you done, Mtch?"

"Follow nme." On the snmall, painted kitchen table, anong the |egal pads
and casebooks, sat a large bottle of wine and a sack of Chinese food.
They shoved the | aw school paraphernalia aside and spread the food.
Mtch opened the wine and filled two plastic w negl asses.

"I had a great interview today," he said.

"Who?"

"Remenber that firmin Menphis | received a letter fromlast nonth?"
"Yes. You weren't too inpressed."

"That's the one. I'mvery inpressed. It's all tax work and the noney

| ooks good."

"How good?"

He cerenoni ously di pped chow nein fromthe container onto both plates,
then ripped open the tiny packages of soy

sauce. She waited for an answer. He opened another container and began
di viding the egg foo yung. He sipped his wine and snmacked his lips.
"How nuch?" she repeated.

“"More than Chicago. More than Wall Street."

She took a long, deliberate drink of wine and eyed hi m suspiciously. Her
brown eyes narrowed and gl owed. The eyebrows | owered and the forehead
wri nkl ed. She wait ed.

"How much?"

"Ei ghty thousand, first year, plus bonuses. Eighty-five, second year,
pl us bonuses." He said this nonchalantly while studying the celery bits
in the chow nein.

"Ei ghty thousand," she repeated.

"Ei ghty thousand, babe. Eighty thousand bucks in Menphis, Tennessee, is
about the same as a hundred and twenty thousand bucks in New York."
"Who wants New York?" she asked.

"Plus a lowinterest nortgage |oan."

That word-nortgage-had not been uttered in the apartnent in a long tine.
In fact, she could not, at the nmonment, recall the |ast discussion about
a home or anything related to one. For nmonths now it had been accepted



that they would rent sonme place until sone distant, uninmagi nable point
in the future when they achieved affluence and would then qualify for a
| ar ge nortgage.

She sat her glass of wine on the table and said matter-of-factly, "I
didn't hear that."

"A lowinterest nortgage |oan. |oans enough noney to buy a house. It's
very inportant to these guys that their associ ates | ook prosperous, so
they give us the noney at a much |ower rate.”

"You nean as in a hone, with grass around it and shrubs?”

"Yep. Not sonme overpriced apartment in Manhattan, but

a three-bedroom house in the suburbs with a driveway and a two-car
garage where we can park the BMAN "

The reaction was del ayed by a second or two, but she finally said, "BMA
VWhose BMAP"

"Qurs, babe. OQur BMW | eases a new one and gives us the keys. It's sort
of like a signing bonus for a first-round draft pick. It's worth another
five thousand a year. We pick the color, of course. | think black would
be nice. Wat do you think?"

"No nore clunkers. No nmore |eftovers. No nore hand-nme-downs,'
as she slowy shook her head.

He crunched on a nmouthful of noodles and sniled at her. She was

dream ng, he could tell, probably of furniture, and wall paper, and
perhaps a pool before too long. And babies, little dark-eyed children
with light brown hair.

"And there are sone other benefits to be discussed |ater."

"I don't understand, Mtch. Wiy are they so generous?"

"I asked that question. They're very selective, and they take a | ot of
pride in paying top dollar. They go for the best and don't nind shelling
out the bucks. Their turnover rate is zero. Plus, | think it costs nore
to entice the top people to Menmphis."

"I't would be closer to honme," she said without |ooking at him

"I don't have a hone. It would be closer to your parents, and that
worries ne."

She deflected this, as she did nost of his comrents about her famly.
"You'd be closer to Ray."

He nodded, bit into an egg roll and inmagi ned her parents' first visit,

t hat sweet nonment when they pulled into the driveway in their well-used
Cadill ac and stared in shock at the new French colonial with two new
cars in the garage. They would burn with envy and wonder how t he poor
kid with no famly and no status could afford all this at twenty-

five and fresh out of |aw school. They would force painful sniles and
comment on how nice everything was, and before long M. Sutherland woul d
break down and ask how nuch the house cost and Mtch would tell himto
m nd his own business, and it would drive the old man crazy. They'd

| eave after a short visit and return to Kentucky, where all their
friends woul d hear how great the daughter and the son-in-law were doing
down in Menphis. Abby would be sorry they couldn't get along but

woul dn't say much. Fromthe start they had treated himlike a | eper. He
was so unworthy they had boycotted the small weddi ng.

"Have you ever been to Menphis?" he asked.

"Once when | was a little girl. Some kind of convention, for the church
Al | renenber is the river."

"They want us to visit."

"Us! You mean |'minvited?"

she said



"Yes. They insist on you com ng."

"When?"

"Coupl e of weeks. They'll fly us down Thursday afternoon for the
weekend. "

"I like this firmalready."

The five-story building had been built a hundred years earlier by a
cotton nerchant and his sons after the Reconstruction, during the
revival of cotton trading in Menphis. It sat in the middle of Cotton Row
on Front Street near the river. Through its halls and doors and across
its desks, mllions of bales of cotton had been purchased fromthe

M ssi ssi ppi and Arkansas deltas and sold around the world. Deserted,
negl ected, then renovated tinme and again since the first war, it had
been purchased for good in 1951 by an aggressive tax | awer naned

Ant hony Bendini. He renovated it yet again and began filling it with

| awyers. He renanmed it the Bendini Building.

He panpered the building, indulged it, coddled it, each year adding
anot her layer of luxury to his landmark. He fortified it, sealing doors
and wi ndows and hiring armed guards to protect it and its occupants. He
added el evators, electronic surveillance, security codes, closed-circuit
tel evision, a weight room a steamroom |ocker roons and a partners
dining roomon the fifth floor with a captivating view of the river.

In twenty years he built the richest law firmin Menphis, and,

i ndi sputably, the quietest. Secrecy was his passion. Every associate
hired by was indoctrinated in the evils of the | oose tongue. Everything
was confidential. Salaries,

per ks, advancenent and, nost especially, clients. Divulging firm

busi ness, the young associ ates were warned, could delay the awarding of
the holy grail-a partnership. Nothing left the fortress on Front Street.
Wves were told not to ask, or were lied to. The associ ates were
expected to work hard, keep quiet and spend their healthy paychecks.
They did, without exception.

Wth forty-one | awers, was the fourth |argest in Menphis. Its nmenbers
did not advertise or seek publicity. They were clannish and did not
fraternize with other | awers. Their wi ves played tennis and bridge and
shopped anong t hensel ves. Bendi ni, Lanbert & Locke was a big famly, of
sorts. Arather rich famly.

At 10 AM on a Friday, |inp stopped on Front Street and M. M tchel

Y. McDeere energed. He politely thanked the driver, and watched the
vehicle as it drove away. His first linmo ride. He stood on the sidewal k
next to a streetlight and admred the quaint, picturesque, yet sonehow
i mposi ng hone of the quiet Bendini firm It was a far cry fromthe
gargantuan steel -and-gl ass erections inhabited by New York's finest or
the enornous cylinder he had visited in Chicago. But he instantly knew
he would like it. It was less pretentious. It was nore |ike hinself.
Lamar Qui n wal ked through the front door and down the steps. He yelled
at Mtch and waved hi mover. He had nmet them at the airport the night
before and checked theminto the Peabody-"the South's Grand Hotel ."
"Good nmorning, Mtch! How was your night?" They shook hands |i ke | ost
friends.

“"Very nice. It's a great hotel."

"We knew you'd like it. Everybody |ikes the Peabody."

They stepped into the front foyer, where a small billboard greeted M.
Mtchell Y. MDeere, the guest of the day. A

wel | -dressed but unattractive receptionist snmled warmy and said her



nanme was Sylvia and if he needed anything while he was in Menphis just

| et her know. He thanked her. Lamar led himto a |long hallway where he
began the gui ded tour. He explained the |ayout of the building and

i ntroduced Mtch to various secretaries and paral egals as they wal ked.
In the main library on the second floor a cromd of |lawers circled the
manmot h conference table and consuned pastries and cof fee. They becane
sil ent when the guest entered.

Qiver Lanbert greeted Mtch and introduced himto the gang. There were
about twenty in all, nost of the associates in , and npst barely ol der
than the guest. The partners were too busy, Lamar had expl ai ned, and
woul d neet himlater at a private lunch. He stood at the end of the
table as M. Lanbert called for quiet.

"Centlenen, this is Mtchell MDeere. You've all heard about him and
here he is. He is our nunmber one choice this year, our nunber one draft
pi ck, so to, speak. He is being romanced by the big boys in New York and
Chi cago and who knows where el se, so we have to sell himon our little
firmhere in Menphis." They sml|ed and nodded their approval. The guest
was embarrassed.

"He will finish at Harvard in two nmonths and will graduate with honors.
He's an associate editor of the Harvard Law Review. " This made an
i mpression, Mtch could tell. "He did his undergraduate work at Western

Kent ucky, where he graduated summa cum | aude." This was not quite as

i npressive. "He also played football for four years, starting as
quarterback his junior year." Now they were really inpressed. A few
appeared to be in awe, as if staring at Joe Nammth.

The seni or partner continued his nonol ogue while Mtch stood awkwardly
besi de him He droned on about how sel ective they had al ways been and
how well Mtch would fit

in. Mtch stuffed his hands in his pockets and quit listening. He
studi ed the group. They were young, successful and affluent. The dress
code appeared to be strict, but no different than New York or Chicago.
Dark gray or navy wool suits, white or blue cotton button-downs, nedium
starch, and silk ties. Nothing bold or nonconform ng. Maybe a coupl e of
bow ties, but nothing nore daring. Neatness was mandatory. No beards,
nmust aches or hair over the ears. There were a couple of w nps, but good
| ooks doni nat ed.

M. Lanmbert was wi nding down. "Lamar will give Mtch a tour of our

of fices, so you'll have a chance to chat with himlater. Let's nmake him
wel come. Toni ght he and his lovely, and | do nean |ovely, w fe, Abby,
will eat ribs at the Rendezvous, and of course tonorrow night is dinner
at ny place. 1'll ask you to be on your best behavior." He smled and

| ooked at the guest. "Mtch, if you get tired of Lamar, |let nme know and
we'll get sonmeone nmore qualified. "

He shook hands with each one of themagain as they left, and tried to
remenber as nmany nanes as possi bl e.

"Let's start the tour," Lamar said when the roomcleared. "This, of
course, is a library, and we have identical ones on each of the first
four floors. We also use themfor |arge neetings. The books vary from
floor to floor, so you never know where your research will |ead you. W
have two full-time librarians, and we use microfilmand mcrofiche
extensively. As a rule, we don't do any research outside the building.
There are over a hundred thousand vol unes, including every conceivabl e
tax reporting service. That's nmore than sonme | aw schools. If you need a
book we don't have, just tell a librarian."



They wal ked past the |engthy conference table and between dozens of rows
of books. "A hundred thousand vol unmes," Mtch nunbl ed.

"Yeah, we spend alnobst half a nmillion a year on upkeep, supplenents and
new books. The partners are always griping about it, but they wouldn't
think of cutting back. It's one of the largest private law libraries in
the country, and we're proud of it."

"It's pretty inpressive."

"We try to nmake research as painless as possible. You know what a bore
it is and how rmuch tine can be wasted | ooking for the right materials.
You'll spend a lot of tinme here the first two years, so we try to nake
it pleasant."

Behind a cluttered workbench in a rear corner, one of the librarians

i ntroduced hinself and gave a brief tour of the conmputer room where a
dozen ternminals stood ready to assist with the | atest conputerized
research. He offered to denobnstrate the latest, truly incredible
software, but Lanmar said they might stop by later

"He's a nice guy," Lamar said as they left the library. "W pay him
forty thousand a year just to keep up with the books. It's amazing."
Truly amazi ng, thought Mtch

The second floor was virtually identical to the first, third and fourth.
The center of each floor was filled with secretaries, their desks, file
cabinets, copiers and the other necessary machi nes. On one side of the
open area was the library, and on the other was a configuration of
smal | er conference roons and offices.

"You won't see any pretty secretaries," Lamar said softly as they

wat ched them work. "It seens to be an unwitten firmrule. Oiver
Lanmbert goes out of his way to hire the ol dest and honeliest ones he can
find. OF course, sonme have been here for twenty years and have forgotten
nore | aw than we |learned in | aw school . "

"They seem ki nd of plunp,” Mtch observed, alnobst to hinself.

"Yeah, it's part of the overall strategy to encourage us to keep our
hands in our pockets. Philandering is strictly forbidden, and to ny
know edge has never happened."

"And if it does?"

"Who knows. The secretary would be fired, of course. And | suppose the
| awyer woul d be severely punished. It mght cost a partnership. No one
wants to find out, especially with this bunch of cows."

"They dress nice."

"Don't get me wong. We hire only the best |egal secretaries and we pay
nore than any other firmin town. You' re |ooking at the best, not
necessarily the prettiest. W require experience and maturity. Lanbert
won't hire anyone under thirty."

"One per |awer?"

"Yes, until you're a partner. Then you'll get another, and by then
you' Il need one. Nathan Locke has three, all with twenty years
experience, and he keeps them junping."

"Where's his office?"

"Fourth floor. It's off-limts."

Mtch started to ask, but didn't.

The corner offices were twenty-five by twenty-five, Lamar expl ai ned, and
occupi ed by the npst senior partners. Power offices, he called them
with great expectation. They were decorated to each individual's taste
with no expense spared and vacated only at retirenment or death, then
fought over by the younger partners.



Lamar flipped a switch in one and they stepped inside, closing the door
behind them "Nice view, huh," he said as Mtch wal ked to the w ndows
and | ooked ~t the river noving ever so slowy beyond Riverside Drive.
"How do you get this office?" Mtch asked as he admired a barge inching
under the bridge | eading to Arkansas.

"Takes tine, and when you get here you'll be very

weal t hy, and very busy, and you won't have tinme to enjoy the view"
"Whose is it?"

"Victor MIligan. He's head of tax, and a very nice man. Originally from
New Engl and, he's been here for twenty-five years and calls Menphis
home." Lamar stuck his hands in his pockets and wal ked around the room
"The hardwood fl oors and ceilings cane with the building, over a hundred
years ago. Mdst of the building is carpeted, but in a few spots the wood

was not danmmged. You'll have the option of rugs and carpet when you get
here. "

"I like the wood. \What about that rug?"

"Sonme kind of antique Persian. | don't know its history. The desk was

used by his great-grandfather, who was a judge of some sort in Rhode

I sl and, or so he says. He's full of crap, and you never know when he's
bl owi ng snoke. "

"Where is he?"

"Vacation, | think. Did they tell you about vacations?"

"No. "

"You get two weeks a year for the first five years. Paid, of course.
Then three weeks until you becone a partner, then you take whatever you
want. has a chalet in Vail, a cabin on a | ake in Mnitoba and two
condos on Seven M| e Beach on Grand Cayman |sland. They're free, but you
need to book early. Partners get priority. After that it's first cone.
The Caymans are extrenely popular in . It's an international tax haven
and a lot of our trips are witten off. | think MIligan's there now,
probably scuba diving and calling it business."

Through one of his tax courses, Mtch had heard of the Caynman I|sl ands
and knew they were somewhere in the Caribbean. He started to ask exactly
where, but decided to check it hinself.

"Only two weeks?" he asked.

"Uh, yeah. Is that a problen?"

“"No, not really. s in New York are offering at |east three." He spoke
like a discrimnating critic of expensive vacations. He wasn't. Except
for the three-day weekend they referred to as a honeynoon, and an
occasi onal drive through New Engl and, he had never participated in a
vacation and had never |left the country.

"You can get an additional week, unpaid."

M tch nodded as though this was acceptable. They left MIligan's office
and continued the tour. The hallway ran in a long rectangle with the
attorneys' offices to the outside, all with w ndows, sunlight, views.
Those with views of the river were nore prestigious, Lamar expl ai ned,
and usually occupi ed by partners. There were waiting lists.

The conference roons, libraries and secretarial desks were on the inside
of the hallway, away fromthe wi ndows and di stractions.

The associates' offices were smaller-fifteen by fifteen- but richly
decorated and rmuch nore inposing than any associ ates' offices he had
seen in New York or Chicago. spent a snall fortune on design

consul tants, Lamar said. Money, it seened, grew on trees. The younger

| awyers were friendly and tal kative and seened to wel cone the



interruption. Mst gave brief testinonials to the greatness of and of
Menphis. The old town kind of grows op you, they kept telling him but
it takes tinme. They, too, had been recruited by the big boys in

Washi ngton and on Wall Street, and they had no regrets.

The partners were busier, but just as nice. He had been carefully

sel ected, he was told again and again, and he would fit in. It was his
kind of firm They promised to talk nore during |unch

An hour earlier, Kay Quin had left the kids with the baby nurse and the
mai d and net Abby for brunch at the Peabody. She was a small-town girl,
much |i ke Abby. She had married Lamar after college and lived in
Nashville for three years while he studied |law at Vanderbilt. Lamar nade
so much noney she quit work and had two babies in fourteen nonths. Now
that she had retired and finished her chil dbearing, she spent nost of
her time with the garden club and the heart fund and the country club
and the PTA and the church. Despite the nmoney and the affluence, she was
nodest and unpretentious, and apparently deternmined to stay that way
regardl ess of her husband's success. Abby found a friend.

After croissants and eggs Benedict, they sat in the | obby of the hotel
dri nki ng coffee and watching the ducks swmin circles around the
fountain. Kay had suggested a quick tour of Menphis with a late lunch
near her hone. Maybe sone shoppi ng.

"Have they nentioned the | owinterest |oan?" she asked.

"Yes, at the first interview"

"They'll want you to buy a house when you nmove here. Mst people can't
afford a house when they | eave | aw school, so |oans you the noney at a
| oner rate and hol ds the nortgage."”

"How | ow?"
"I don't know. It's been seven years since we moved here, and we've
bought another house since then. It'll be a bargain, believe ne. wll

see to it that you own a hone. It's sort of an unwitten rule."
"Why is it so inportant?”

"Several reasons. First of all, they want you down here. This firmis
very selective, and they usually get who they want. But Menphis is not
exactly in the spotlight, so they have to offer nore. Also, is very

demandi ng, espe-

cially on the associates. There's pressure, overwork, eighty-hour weeks
and tinme away fromhonme. It won't be easy on either of you, and knows
it. The theory is that a strong marriage neans a happy | awer, and a
happy | awyer is a productive | awer, so the bottomline is profits.

Al ways profits.

"And there's another reason. These guys-all guys, no wonen-take a | ot of
pride in their wealth, and everyone is expected to | ook and act
affluent. It would be an insult to if an associate was forced to live
in an apartnent. They want you in a house, and after five years, in a

bi gger house. |If we have some tine this afternoon, I'll show you sonme of
the partners' hones. \When you see them you won't mnd the eighty-hour
weeks. "

“I"mused to them now. "

"That's good, but |aw school doesn't conpare with this. Sonetines
they'Il work a hundred hours a week during tax season.”

Abby snil ed and shook her head as if this inpressed her a great deal

"Do you work?"

“"No. Most of us don't work. The noney is there, so we're not forced to,
and we get little help with the kids from our husbands. O course,



wor ki ng i s not forbidden."

"For bi dden by whon®"

"I would hope not." Abby repeated the word "forbidden" to herself, but
let it pass.

Kay si pped her coffee and watched the ducks. A small boy wandered away
fromhis nmother and stood near the fountain. "Do you plan to start a
fam | y?" Kay asked.

"Maybe in a couple of years."

"Babi es are encouraged. "

"By whonf"

"Why should care if we have children?"

"Again, stable famlies. A new baby is a big deal around the office.
They send flowers and gifts to the hospital. You're treated |ike a
qgueen. Your husband gets a week off, but he'll be too busy to take it.
They put a thousand dollars in a trust fund for college. It's a | ot of
fun."

"Sounds like a big fraternity."

"It's nore like a big family. Qur social |ife revolves around , and
that's inportant because none of us are from Menphis. W're al

transpl ants.”

"That's nice, but | don't want anyone telling me when to work and when
to quit and when to have children."

"Don'"t worry. They're very protective of each other, but does not
nmeddl e. "

"“I'"'" m begi nning to wonder."

"Rel ax, Abby. is like a famly. They're great people, and Menphis is a
wonderful old town to live in and raise kids. The cost of living is much
lower and life noves at a sl ower pace. You' re probably considering the

bi gger towns. So did we, but 1'Il take Menphis any day over the big
cities."

"Do | get the grand tour?"

"That's why |'m here. | thought we'd start downtown, then head out east

and | ook at the nicer neighborhoods, maybe | ook at sone houses and eat
lunch at ny favorite restaurant.”

"Sounds like fun."

Kay paid for the coflee, as she had the brunch, and they left the
Peabody in the Quin famly's new Mercedes.

The dining room as it was sinply called, covered the west end of the
fifth fl oor above Riverside Drive and high above the river in the

di stance. A row of eight-foot wi ndows |ined

the wall and provided a fascinating view of the tugboats, paddl e-

wheel ers, barges, docks and bridges.

The room was protected turf, a sanctuary for those | awers talented and
anbi ti ous enough to be called partners in the quiet Bendini firm They
gat hered each day for |unches prepared by Jessie Frances, a huge,
tenmperamental old black woman, and served by her husband, Roosevelt, who
wore white gloves and an odd-fitting, faded, winkled hand-me-down tux
given to himby M. Bendini hinself shortly before his death. They al so
gathered for coffee and doughnuts some nornings to discuss firm business
and, occasionally, for a glass of wine in the |ate afternoon to
celebrate a good nonth or an exceptionally large fee. It was for
partners only, and naybe an occasi onal guest such as a blue-chip client



or prospective recruit. The associates could dine there twice a year
only twi ce-and records were kept-and then only at the invitation of a
partner.

Adj acent to the dining roomwas a small kitchen where Jessie Frances
performed, and where she had cooked the first neal for M. Bendini and a
few others twenty-six years earlier. For twenty-six years she had cooked
Sout hern food and ignhored requests to experinment and try di shes she had
troubl e pronouncing. "Don't eat it if you don't like it," was her
standard reply. Judging fromthe scraps Roosevelt collected fromthe
tabl es, the food was eaten and enjoyed i mensely. She posted the week's
menu on Monday, asked that reservations be made by ten each day and held
grudges for years if sonmeone canceled or didn't show She and Roosevelt
wor ked four hours each day and were paid a thousand each nonth.

Mtch sat at a table with Lamar Quin, diver Lanmbert and Royce MKnight.
The entree was prine rib, served with fried okra and boil ed squash.

"She laid off the grease today," M. |vanbert observed.

"It's delicious," Mtch said.

"I's your system accustoned to grease?"

"Yes. They cook this way in Kentucky."

"I joined this firmin 1955," M. MHKnight said, "and | conme from New
Jersey, right? Qut of suspicion, | avoided nost Southern dishes as much
as possible. Everything is battered and fried in animal fat, right? Then
M. Bendi ni decides to open up this little caf6. He hires Jessie
Frances, and |'ve had heartburn for the past twenty years. Fried ripe
tomat oes, fried green tomatoes, fried eggplant, fried okra, fried
squash, fried anything and everything. One day Victor MIligan said too
much. He's from Connecticut, right? And Jessie Frances had whi pped up a
batch of fried dill pickles. Can you i magi ne? Fried dill pickles!
MI1ligan said sonmething ugly to Roosevelt and he reported it to Jessie
Frances. She wal ked out the back door and quit. Stayed gone for a week
Roosevelt wanted to work, but she kept himat home. Finally, M. Bendini
snmoot hed thi ngs over and she agreed to return if there were no
conplaints. But she also cut back on the grease. | think we'll all live
ten years |onger."

"It's delicious," said Lamar as he buttered another roll

"It's always delicious," added M. Lanbert as Roosevelt wal ked by. "Her
food is rich and fattening, but we seldom m ss |unch."

Mtch ate cautiously, engaged in nervous chitchat and tried to appear
conpletely at ease. It was difficult. Surrounded by enmi nently successfu
| awyers, all mllionaires, in their exclusive, l|lavishly ornanmented
dining suite, he felt as if he was on hall owed ground. Lamar's presence
was conforting, as was Roosevelt's.

When it was apparent Mtch had finished eating, Oiver Lanmbert w ped his
mout h, rose slowy and tapped his tea glass with his spoon. "Gentl enen,
could I have your attention."

The room becane silent as the twenty or so partners turned to the head
tabl e. They laid their napkins down and stared at the guest. Somewhere
on each of their desks was a copy of the dossier. Two nonths earlier
they had voted unani nously to make himtheir nunber one pick. They knew
he ran four miles a day, did not snoke, was allergic to sulfites, had no
tonsils, had a blue Mazda, had a crazy nother and once threw three
interceptions in one quarter. They knew he took nothing stronger than
aspirin even when he was sick, and that he was hungry enough to work a
hundred hours a week if they asked. They liked him He was good-I| ooking,



athletic-looking, a man's nman with a brilliant mnd and a | ean body.

"As you know, we have a very special guest today, Mtch MDeere. He will
soon graduate with honors from Harvard-"

"Hear! Hear!" said a couple of Harvard al umi.

"Yes, thank you. He and his wife, Abby, are staying at the Peabody this

weekend as our guests. Mtch will finish in the top five out of three
hundred and has been heavily recruited. We want him here, and | know you
will speak to him before he | eaves. Tonight he will have dinner with

Lamar and Kay Quin, and then tomorrow night is the dinner at ny place.
You are all expected to attend.” Mtch smled awkwardly at the partners
as M. Lanbert rambl ed on about the greatness of . Wen he finished,
they continued eating as Roosevelt served bread puddi ng and coffee.
Kay's favorite restaurant was a chic East Menphis hangout for the young
af fl uent. A thousand ferns hung from everywhere and the jukebox played
not hi ng but early sixties. The daiquiris were served in tall souvenir

gl asses.

"One is enough," Kay warned.

“I'"mnot nuch of a drinker."

They ordered the quiche of the day and sipped daiquiris.

"Does Mtch drink?"

"Very little. He's an athlete and very particul ar about his body. An
occasi onal beer or glass of wine, nothing stronger. How about Lamar?"
"About the sanme. He really discovered beer in |aw school, but he has
trouble with his weight. frowns on drinking."

"That's admirable, but why is it their business?"

"Because al cohol and | awers go together |ike blood and vanpires. Mbst

| awyers drink like fish, and the profession is plagued with al coholism
| think it starts in |aw school. At Vanderbilt, soneone was al ways
tappi ng a keg of beer. Probably the sane at Harvard. The job has a | ot
of pressure, and that usually neans a | ot of booze. These guys aren't a
bunch of teetotalers, mnd you, but they keep it under control. A
healthy | awer is a productive |awer. Again, profits."

"l guess that makes sense. Mtch says there's no turnover."

"It's rather permanent. | can't recall anyone leaving in the seven years
we' ve been here. The nobney's great and they're careful about whom t hey
hire. They don't want anyone with fanm |y noney."

“I'"'mnot sure | follow™"

"They won't hire a |lawer with other sources of income. They want them
young and hungry. It's a question of loyalty. If all your noney cones
fromone source, then you tend to be very loyal to that source. denands
extrene loyalty. Lamar says there's never talk of leaving. They're al
happy, and either rich or getting that way. And if one wanted to | eave,
he couldn't find as rmuch noney with another firm They'll offer Mtch
whatever it takes to get you down here. They take great pride in paying
nore."

"Why no fermal e | awers?"

"They tried it once. She was a real bitch and kept the place in an
uproar. Most wonen | awers wal k around with chips on their shoul ders

| ooking for fights. They're hard to deal with. Lamar says they're afraid
to hire one because they couldn't fire her if she didn't work out, with
affirmative action and all."

The quiche arrived and they declined another round of daiquiris.

Hundr eds of young professionals crowded under the clouds of ferns, and
the restaurant grew festive. Smokey Robi nson sang softly fromthe



j ukebox.

"I"ve got a great idea," Kay said. "I know a realtor. Let's call her and
go | ook at some houses."

"What kind of houses?"

"For you and Mtch. For the newest associate at Bendini, Lambert &
Locke. She can show you several in your price range."

"I don't know our price range."

"I"d say a hundred to a hundred and fifty thousand. The |ast associate
bought in Oakgrove, and |'m sure he paid sonmething |ike that."

Abby | eaned forward and al nost whi spered, "How much would the nonthly
paynments be?"

"I don't know. But you'll be able to afford it. Around a thousand a
nmont h, maybe a little nore."

Abby stared at her and swal |l owed hard. The small apartnents in Manhattan
were renting for twice that. "Let's give her a call."

As expected, Royce MKnight's office was a power one with a great view
It was in one of the prized corners on the fourth floor, down the hal
from Nat han Locke. Lamar excused hinsel f, and the managi ng partner asked
Mtch to have a seat at a small conference table next to the sofa. A
secretary was sent for coffee.

McKni ght asked himabout his visit so far, and Mtch said he was quite

i mpressed.

"Mtch, | want to nail down the specifics of our offer."

"Certainly."

"The base salary is eighty thousand for the first year. \Wen you pass
the bar exam you receive a fiv~-thousand-dollar raise. Not a bonus, but
a raise. The examis given sonetinme in August and you'll spend nost of
your summer reviewing for it. W have our own bar study courses and
you' Il receive extensive tutoring fromsome of the partners. This is
done primarily on firmtinme. As you know, nost firnms put you to work and
expect you to study on your own tinme. Not us. No associate of this firm
has ever flunked the bar exam and we're not worried about you breaking
with tradition. Eighty thousand initially, up to eighty-five in six

nmont hs. Once you' ve been here a year, you'll be raised to ninety

t housand, plus you'll get a bonus each Decenber based on the profits and
performance during the prior twelve nonths. Last year the average bonus
for associates was nine thousand. As you know, profit sharing with
associates is extrenmely rare for law firnms. Any questions about the

sal ary?"

"What happens after the second year?"

"Your base salary is raised about ten percent a year until you become a
partner. Neither the raises nor the bonuses are guaranteed. They are
based on perfornmance."

"Fair enough."

"As you know, it is very inportant to us that you buy a horme. It adds
stability and prestige and we're very concerned about these things,
especially with our associates. provides a |lowinterest nortgage |oan
thirty years, fixed rate, nonassumabl e should you decide to sell in a
few years. It's a one-shot deal, available only for your first hone.
After that you're on your own."

"What kind of rate?"

"As | ow as possible without running afoul with the IRS. Current market
rate is around ten, ten and a half. W should be able to get you a rate
of seven to eight percent. W represent sone banks, and they assist us.



Wth this salary, you'll have no trouble qualifying. In fact, wll sign
on as a guarantor if necessary."

"That's very generous, M. MKnight."

“It's inportant to us. And we don't | ose any nopney on the deal. Once you
find a house, our real estate section handles everything. Al you have
to do is nove in."

"What about the BMAR"

M. MKni ght chuckled. "W started that about ten years ago and it's
proved to be quite an inducenent. It's very sinple. You pick out a BMN
one of the smaller ones, we lease it for three years and give you the
keys. We pay for tags, insurance, maintenance. At the end of three years
you can buy it fromthe |leasing conpany for the fair market value. It's
al so a one-shot deal ."

"That's very tenpting."

"We know. "

M. MKni ght | ooked at his | egal pad. "W provide conplete nedical and
dental coverage for the entire famly. Pregnancies, checkups, braces,
everything. Paid entirely by ."

M tch nodded, but was not inpressed. This was standard.

"We have a retirement plan second to none. For every dollar you invest,
mat ches it with two, provided, however, you invest at |east ten percent
of your base pay. Let's say you start at eighty, and the first year you
set aside eight thousand. Kkicks in sixteen, so you've got twenty-four
after the first year. A noney pro in New York handles it and | ast year
our retirement earned nineteen percent. Not bad. Invest for twenty years
and you're a nmillion-

aire at forty-five, just off retirement. One stipulation: |If you bai

out before twenty years, you |lose everything but the noney you put in,
with no inconme earned on that noney."

"Sounds rather harsh."

"No, actually it's rather generous. Find ne another firm or conpany

mat ching two to one. There are none, to ny know edge. It's our way of
taki ng care of ourselves. Many of our partners retire at fifty, sonme at
forty-five. We have no mandatory retirenent, and sonme work into their

si xties and seventies. To each his own. Qur goal is sinply to ensure a
generous pension and nmeke early retirement an option."

"How nmany retired partners do you have?"

"Twenty or so. You'll see them around here fromtinme to tinme. They like
to come in and have lunch and a few keep office space. Did Lamar cover
vacati ons?"

"Yes."

"Good. Book early, especially for Vail and the Caymans. You buy the air
fare, but the condos are free. W do a | ot of business in the Caymans

and fromtinme to time we'll send you down for two or three days and
write the whole thing off. Those trips are not counted as vacation, and
you' Il get one every year or so. W work hard, Mtch, and we recognize

the value of leisure."

M tch nodded his approval and dreaned of |lying on a sun-drenched beach
in the Caribbean, sipping on a pina co-lada and watching string bikinis.
"Did Lamar nention the signing bonus?"

“No, but it sounds interesting."

“If you join our firmwe hand you a check for five thousand. We prefer
that you spend the bulk of it on a new wardrobe. After seven years of
jeans and flannel shirts, your inventory of suits is probably |ow and



we realize it. Appearance is very inportant to us. W expect our
attorneys to

dress sharp and conservative. There's no dress code, but you'll get the
picture."

Did he say five thousand dollars? For clothes? Mtch currently owned two
suits, and he was wearing one of them He kept a straight face and did
not smle.

"Any questions?"

"Yes. The large firms are infanous for being sweatshops where the
associates are flooded with tedi ous research and | ocked away in sone
library for the first three years. | want no part of that. | don't nind
doing nmy share of research and | realize | will be the | ow man on the
pole. But | don't want to research and wite briefs for the entire firm
I'"d like to work with real clients and their real problens."

M. MKnight |istened intently and waited with his rehearsed answer. "I
understand, Mtch. You're right, it is a real problemin the big firnms.
But not here. For the first three nonths you'll do little but study for
the bar exam When that's over, you begin practicing law. You'll be
assigned to a partner, and his clients will beconme your clients. You'l
do nost of his research and, of course, your own, and occasionally
you' Il be asked to assist sonmeone else with the preparation of a briefer
sonme research. W want you happy. We take pride in our zero turnover
rate, and we go the extra mle to keep careers on track. If you can't

get along with your partner, we'll find another one. If you discover you
don't like tax, we'll let you try securities or banking. It's your
decision. wll soon invest a |lot of nmoney in Mtch MDeere, and we want

himto be productive."

Mtch sipped his coffee and searched for another question. M. MKnight
gl anced at his checklist.

"We pay all noving expenses to Menphis."

"That won't be nuch. Just a small rental truck."

"Anyt hing el se, Mtch?"

"No, sir. | can't think of anything."

The checklist was folded and placed in the file. The partner rested both
el bows on the table and | eaned forward. "Mtch, we're not pushing, but
we need an answer as soon as possible. If you go el sewhere, we nust then
continue to interview It's a |lengthy process, and we'd |ike our new man
to start by July 1."

"Ten days soon enough?”

"That's fine. Say by March 30?"

"Sure, but 1'Il contact you before then." Mtch excused hinmself, and
found Lamar waiting in the hall outside MKnight's office. They agreed
on seven for dinner

J.HERE were no |law offices on the fifth floor of the Ben-dini Building.
The partners' dining roomand kitchen occupied the west end, sonme unused
and unpai nted storage roons sat | ocked and enpty in the center, then a
thick concrete wall sealed off the remaining third of the floor. A snall
metal door with a button beside it and a camera over it hung in the
center of the wall and opened into a small room where an arned guard

wat ched the door and nonitored a wall of closed-circuit screens. A
hal | way zi gzagged through a maze of cranped offices and workroons where
an assortnent of characters went secretly about their business of

wat chi ng and gathering information. The wi ndows to the outside were
sealed with paint and covered with blinds. The sunlight stood no chance



of penetrating the fortress.

DeVasher, head of security, occupied the |largest of the small, plain
of fices. The lone certificate on his bare walls recognized himfor
thirty years of dedicated service as a detective with the New Ol eans
Police Departnent. He was stocky with a slight belly, thick shoul ders
and chest and a huge, perfectly round head that smled with great
reluctance. His winkled shirt was mercifully unbuttoned at the collar
allowing his bulging neck to sag unrestricted. A thick polyester tie
hung on the coatrack with a badly worn bl azer

Monday norning after the McDeere visit, Oiver Lanbert

stood before the small nmetal door and stared at the camera over it. He
pushed the button twice, waited and was finally cl eared through
security. He wal ked quickly through the cranped hallway and entered the
cluttered office. DeVasher blew snoke froma Dutch Masters into a
snmokel ess ashtray and shoved papers in all directions until wood was
vi sible on his desk.

“"Mornin', Olie. | guess you want to tal k about MDeere."

DeVasher was the only person in the Bendini Building who called him
Olie to his face.

"Yes, anong other things."

"Well, he had a good tinme, was inpressed with , |iked Menphis okay and
will probably sign on."

"Where were your people?”

"We had the roons on both sides at the hotel. His roomwas w red, of
course, as was the linm and the phone and everything el se. The usual
Olie."

"Let's get specific."

"COkay. Thursday night they checked in late and went to bed. Little

di scussion. Friday night he told her all about , the offices, the
people, said you were a real nice man. | thought you'd |ike that."
"Cet on with it."

"Told her about the fancy dining roomand his little lunch with the
partners. Gave her the specifics on the offer and they were ecstatic.
Much better than his other offers. She wants a home with a driveway and
a sidewal k and trees and a backyard. He said she could have one."

"“Any problens with ?"

“"Not really. He comrented on the absence of blacks and wonen, but it
didn't seemto bother him™"

"What about his wife?"

"She had a ball. She likes the town, and she and Quin's

wife hit it off. They | ooked at houses Friday afternoon, and she saw a
couple she |iked."

"You get any addresses?"

"Of course, Olie. Saturday norning they called the lino and rode al
over town. Very inpressed with the lim. Qur driver stayed away fromthe
bad sections, and they | ooked at nore houses. | think they decided on
one. 1231 East Meadowbrook. It's enpty. Realtor by the nane of Betsy
Bel | wal ked them through it. Asking one-forty, but will take |ess. Need
to move it."

"That's a nice part of town. How old is the house?"

"Ten, fifteen years. Three thousand square feet. Sort of a col onial -

| ooking job. It's nice enough for one of your boys, Olie."

“"Are you sure that's the one they want?"

"For now anyway. They di scussed nmaybe comning back in a nonth or so to



| ook at some nore. You night want to fly them back as soon as they
accept. That's normal procedure, ain't itt"

"Yes. We'll handle that. What about the salary?”

"Most inpressed. Highest one so far. They tal ked and tal ked about the
noney. Sal ary, retirenment, nortgage, BMAN bonus, everything. They
couldn't believe it. Kids nust really be broke."

"They are. You think we got him huh?"

“I"d bet onit. He said once that may not be as prestigious as the ones
on Wall Street, but the |awers were just as qualified and a | ot nicer

I think he'll sign on, yeah."

"Any suspicions?' *

"Not really. Quin evidently told himto stay away from Locke's office.
He told his wife that no one ever went in there but sone secretaries and
a handful of partners. But he said Quin said Locke was eccentric and not
that friendly. | don't think he's suspicious, though. She said

seened concerned about sonme things that were none of its business."
"Such as?"

"Personal matters. Children, working wi ves, etc. She seened a bit
irritated, but I think it was nore of an observation. She told Mtch
Saturday norning that she would be damed if any bunch of |awers would
tell her when to work and when to have babies. But | don't think it's a
probl em "

"Does he realize how permanent this place is?"

"I think so. There was no nention of putting in a few years and novi ng
on. | think he got the nessage. He wants to be a partner, like all of
them He's broke and wants the noney."

"What about the dinner at ny place?"

"They were nervous, but had a good tinme. Very inpressed with your place.
Really |iked your wife."

" Sex?"

"Every night. Sounded |i ke a honeynoon in there."

"What' d they do?"

"We couldn't see, renenber. Sounded normal. Nothing kinky. | thought of
you and how much you |ike pictures, and | kept telling nyself we
shoul d' ve rigged up sone caneras for old Alie."

"Shut up, DeVasher."

"Maybe next tine."

They were silent as DeVasher | ooked at a notepad. He stubbed his cigar
in the ashtray and -sniled to hinself.

"All inall," he said, "it's a strong marri age. They seened to be very
intimate. Your driver said they held hands all weekend. Not a cross word
for three days. That's pretty good, ain't it? But who am|? |'ve been
married three tinmes nysel f."

"That's understandabl e. What about chil dren?"

"Coupl e of years. She wants to work some, then get pregnant.”

"What's your opinion of this guy?"

"Very good, very decent young nman. Al so very ambitious. | think he's
driven and he won't quit until he's at the top. He'll take some chances,
bend sone rules if necessary."

Olie snmled. "That's what | wanted to hear."

"Two phone calls. Both to her nother in Kentucky. Nothing remarkable."
"What about his fam|y?"

“"Never nentioned."

“"No word on Ray?"



"We're still looking, Olie. Gve us sonme tine."

DeVasher cl osed the McDeere file and opened another, nmuch thicker one.
Lanbert rubbed his tenples and stared at the floor. "What's the

| at est ?" he asked softly.

"I't's not good, Olie. |I'mconvinced Hodge and Kozi nski are working
toget her now. Last week the FBI got a warrant and checked Kozi nski's
house. Found our wiretaps. They told him his house was bugged, but of
course they don't know who did it. Kozinski tells Hodge |ast Friday
while they're hiding in the third-floor library. W got a bug nearby,
and we pick up bits and pieces. Not much, but we know they tal ked about
the wiretaps. They're convinced everything is bugged, and they suspect
us. They're very careful where they talk."

"Why woul d the FBI bother with a search warrant?"

"Good question. Probably for our benefit. To nmake things | ook real |ega
and proper. They respect us."

"Whi ch agent ?"

"Tarrance. He's in charge, evidently."

"I's he good?"

"He's okay. Young, green, overzeal ous, but conpetent! He's no match for
our men."

"How often has he tal ked to Kozi nski ?"

"There's no way to know. They figure we're listening, so everybody's
real careful. We know of four neetings in the last nonth, but | suspect
nore."

"How nuch has he spilled?"

“Not nuch, | hope. They're still shadowboxi ng. The | ast conversation we
got was a week ago and he didn't say nmuch. He's bad scared. They're
coaxing a lot, but not getting nmuch. He hasn't yet nade the decision to
cooperate. They approached him renmenber. At |east we think they
approached him They shook himup pretty bad and he was ready to cut a
deal . Now he's having second thoughts. But he's still in contact with
them and that's what worries ne."

"Does his wife know?"

"I don't think so. She knows he's acting strange, and he tells her it's
of fice pressure.”

"What about Hodge?"

"Still ain't talked to the Fibbies, as far as we know. He and Kozi nski
talk a lot, or whisper, | should say. Hodge keeps saying he's scared to
death of the FBI, that they don't play fair and they cheat and pl ay
dirty. He won't nmove wi thout Kozinski."

"What if Kozinski is elininated?"

"Hodge will be a new man. But | don't think we've reached that point.
Dammit, Olie, he ain't some hotshot thug who gets in the way. He's a
very nice young man, with kids and all that."

"Your conpassion is overwhelmng. | guess you think | enjoy this. Hell
| practically raised these boys."
"Well, get themback in line, then, before this thing goes too far. New

York's getting suspicious, Olie. They're asking a | ot of questions."
"Who?"

"Lazarov."

"What have you told them DeVasher?"

"Everything. That's ny job. They want you in New York day after
tomorrow, for a full briefing."

"What do they want?"



"Answers. And plans."

"Plans for what?"

"Prelimnary plans to elim nate Kozinski, Hodge and Tarrance, should it
become necessary."

"Tarrance! Are you crazy, DeVasher? W can't eliminate a cop. They'l
send in the troops."

"Lazarov is stupid, Olie. You know that. He's an idiot, but | don't

thi nk we should tell him"

“I think I will. I think I'Il go to New York and tell Lazarov he's a
conplete fool ."

"You do that, Olie. You do that."

A iver Lanbert jumped from his seat and headed for the door. "Watch
McDeere for another nonth."

"Sure, Olie. You betcha. He'll sign. Don't worry."

The Mazda was sold for two hundred dollars, and nopst of the nobney was

i medi ately invested in a twelve-foot U Haul rental truck. He would be
rei mbursed in Menphis. Half of the odd assortnment of furniture was given
or thrown away, and when | oaded the truck held a refrigerator, a bed, a
dresser and chest of drawers, a small color television, boxes of dishes,
clothes and junk and an old sofa which was taken out of sentinment and
woul d not last long in the new | ocation.

Abby held Hearsay, the nutt, as Mtch worked his way through Boston and
headed south, far south toward the pronm se of better things. For three
days they drove the back roads, enjoyed the countryside, sang along with
the radio, slept in cheap nmotels and tal ked of the house, the BMN new
furniture, children, affluence. They rolled down the wi ndows and let the
wi nd bl ow as the truck approached top speeds of alnost forty-five mles
per hour. At one point, sonewhere in Pennsylvania, Abby nentioned that
perhaps they could stop in Kentucky for a brief visit. Mtch said
not hi ng, but chose a route through the Carolinas and Georgia, never
venturing within two hundred niles of any point on the Kentucky border
Abby let it pass.

They arrived in Menphis on a Thursday norning, and, as pronised, the

bl ack 318i sat under the carport as though it

bel onged there. He stared at the car. She stared at the house. The | awn
was thick, green and neatly trinmed. The hedges had been mani cured. The
mari gol ds were in bl oom

The keys were found under a bucket in the utility room as proni sed.
After the first test drive, they quickly unloaded the truck before the
nei ghbors coul d i nspect the sparse bel ongings. The U Haul was returned
to the nearest dealer. Another test drive.

An interior designer, the same one who would do his office, arrived
after noon and brought with her sanples of carpet, paint, floor
coverings, curtains, drapes, wall paper. Abby found the idea of a
designer a bit hilarious after their apartment in Canbridge, but played
along. Mtch was i mredi ately bored, and excused hi nself for another test
drive. He toured the tree-lined, quiet, shady streets of this handsone
nei ghbor hood of which he was now a nmenber. He smiled as boys on bicycles
st opped and whistled at his new car. He waved at the postnman wal ki ng
down t he sidewal k sweating profusely. Here he was, Mtchell Y. MDeere,
twenty-five years old and one week out of |aw school, and he had
arrived.

At three, they foll owed the designer to an upscale furniture store where
the manager politely informed themthat M. diver Lanbert had al ready



made arrangenents for their credit, if th"ey so chose, and there was in
fact no limt on what they could buy and finance. They bought a
houseful. Mtch frowned fromtine to tine, and twi ce vetoed itens as too
expensive, but Abby ruled the day. The designer conplinmented her tine
and again on her marvel ous taste, and said she would see Mtch on
Monday, to do his office. Marvel ous, he said.

Wth a map of the city, they set out for the Quin residence. Abby had
seen the house during the first visit, but did not remenber howto find
it. It was in a section of town called Chickasaw Gardens, and she
remenbered the wooded | ots, huge houses and professionally | andscaped
front yards. They parked in the driveway behind the new Mercedes and the
ol d Mercedes.

The mai d nodded politely, but did not snile. She led themto the living
room and |left them The house was dark and quiet-no children, no

voi ces, no one. They admired the furniture and waited. They nunbl ed
quietly, then grew inpatient. Yes, they agreed, they had in fact been
invited to dinner on this night, Thursday, June 25, at 6 PPM Mtch
checked his watch again and said sonmething about it being rude. They
wai t ed.

From the hal lway, Kay energed and attenpted to smile. Her eyes were
puffy and gl azed, with mascara | eaking fromthe corners. Tears flowed
freely down her cheeks, and she held a handkerchi ef over her mouth. She
hugged Abby and sat next to her on the sofa. She bit the handkerchi ef
and cried | ouder.

Mtch knelt before her. "Kay, what's happened?"

She bit harder and shook her head. Abby squeezed her knee, and Mtch
patted the other one. They watched her fearfully, expecting the worst.
Was it Lamar or one of the kids?

"There's been a tragedy," she said through the quiet sobbing.

"Who is it?" Mtch asked.

She wi ped her eyes and breathed deeply. "Two nenbers of , Marty Kozi nsk
and Joe Hodge, were killed today. W were very close to them"

Mtch sat on the coffee table. He renenbered Marty Kozinski fromthe
second visit in April. He had joined La-

mar and Mtch for lunch at a deli on Front Street. He was next in |line
for a partnership, but had seenmed | ess than enthused. Mtch could not

pl ace Joe Hodge.

"What happened?" he asked.

She had stopped crying, but the tears continued. She wi ped her face
again and |l ooked at him "W're not sure. They were on Grand Caynan,
scuba diving. There was sone kind of an explosion on a boat, and we
think they drowned. Lamar said details were sketchy. There was a firm
neeting a few hours ago, and they were all told about it. Lamar barely
made it hone."

"Where is he?"

"By the pool. He's waiting for you."

He sat in a white netal |awn chair next to a small table with a snmall
umbrella, a few feet fromthe edge of the pool. Near a flower bed, a
circular Iawn sprinkler rattled and hi ssed and spewed forth water in a
perfect arc which included the table, unbrella, chair and Lamar Quin. He
was soaked. Water dripped fromhis nose, ears and hair. The blue cotton
shirt and wool pants were saturated. He wore no socks or shoes.

He sat notionless, never flinching with each additional dousing. He had
| ost touch. Some distant object on the side fence attracted and held his



attention. An unopened bottle of Heineken sat in a puddle on the
concrete beside his chair.

Mtch surveyed the back lawn, in part to make sure the nei ghbors could
not see. They could not. An eight-foot cypress fence ensured conplete
privacy. He wal ked around the pool and stopped at the edge of the dry
area. Lamar noticed him nodded, attenpted a weak snile and notioned to
a wet chair. Mtch pulled it a few feet away and sat down, just as the
next barrage of water | anded.

His stare returned to the fence, or whatever it was in the distance. For
an eternity they sat and listened to the thrash-

i ng sound of the sprinkler. Lamar woul d sonetines shake his head and
attenpt to nmunble. Mtch sniled awkwardly, unsure of what, if anything,
needed to be said.

"Lamar, |'mvery sorry," he finally offered

He acknow edged this and | ooked at Mtch. "M too."

"I wish | could say sonething."

Hi s eyes left the fence, and he cocked his head sideways in Mtch's
direction. His dark hair was soaked and hung in his eyes. The eyes were
red and pai ned. He stared, and waited until the next round of water
passed over.

"I know. But there's nothing to say. I"'msorry it had to happen now,
today. We didn't feel |ike cooking."

"That should be the | east of your concerns. | lost ny appetite a nonment
ago. "

"Do you renenber thenP" he asked, blowing water fromhis |ips.

"I renenber Kozinski, but not Hodge,"

"Marty Kozi nski was one of ny best friends. From Chicago. He joined
three years ahead of me and was next in line for a partnership. A great
| awyer, one we all adnmired and turned to. Probably the best negoti ator
in . Very cool and dry under pressure."

He wi ped his eyebrows and stared at the ground. Wen he tal ked the water
dripped fromhis nose and interfered with his enunciation. "Three kids.
Hs twin girls are a nonth ol der than our son, and they've always pl ayed
together." He closed his eyes, bit his |lip and started crying.

Mtch wanted to leave. He tried not to look at his friend. "I'mvery
sorry, Lamar. Very sorry."

After a few mnutes, the crying stopped, but the water continued. Mtch
surveyed the spacious |awn in search of the outside faucet. Twi ce he
summoned the courage to ask if he could turn off the sprinkler, and

twi ce he decided he

could last if Lamar coul d. Maybe it hel ped. He checked his watch

Dar kness was an hour and a hal f away.

"What about the accident?" Mtch finally asked.

"W weren't told much. They were scuba diving and there was an expl osi on
on the boat. The dive captain was also killed. A native of the islands.
They're trying to get the bodies hone now. "

“"Where were their w ves?"

"At hone, thankfully. It was a business trip."

"I can't picture Hodge."

"Joe was a tall blond-headed guy who didn't say nmuch. The kind you neet
but don't renmenber. He was a Harvard man |ike yourself."

"How ol d was he?"

"He and Marty were both thirty-four. He woul d've nade partner after
Marty. They were very close. | guess we're all close, especially now "



Wth all ten fingernails he conbed his hair straight back. He stood and
wal ked to dry ground. Water poured fromhis shirttail and the cuffs of
his pants. He stopped near Mtch and | ooked bl ankly at the treetops next
door. "How s the BMAP"

“It's great. A fine car. Thanks for delivering it."

"When did you arrive?"

"This nmorning. |1've already put three hundred mles on it."

"Did the interior woman show up?"

"Yeah. She and Abby spent next year's salary."

"That's nice. Nice house. We're glad you're here, Mtch. |I'mjust sorry
about the circunstances. You'll like it here."

"You don't have to apol ogi ze."

"I still don't believe it. |I'mnunb, paralyzed. | shudder at the thought
of seeing Marty's wife and the kids. |'d rather be |ashed with a

bul | whi p than go over there."

The wonen appeared, wal ked across the wooden pati o deck and down the
steps to the pool. Kay found the faucet and the sprinkler was silenced.
They | eft Chickasaw Gardens and drove west with the traffic toward
downtown, into the fading sun. They held hands, but said little. Mtch
opened t he sunroof and rolled down the wi ndows. Abby picked through a
box of old cassettes and found Springsteen. The stereo worked fine.
"Hungry Heart" blew fromthe windows as the little shiny roadster nmade
its way toward the river. The warm sticky, hum d Menphis sumer air
settled in with the dark. Softball fields came to life as teans of fat
men with tight polyester pants and |inme-green and fluorescent-yell ow
shirts laid chalk Iines and prepared to do battle. Cars full of
teenagers crowded into fast-food joints to drink beer and gossip and
check out the opposite sex. Mtch began to smile. He tried to forget
about Lamar, and Kozi nski and Hodge. Why shoul d he be sad? They were not
his friends. He was sorry for their famlies, but he did not really know
t hese people. And he, Mtch-ell Y. MDeere, a poor kid with no famly,
had much to be happy about. Beautiful w fe, new house, new car, new job
new Harvard degree. A brilliant m nd and a solid body that did not gain
wei ght and needed little sleep. Eighty thousand a year, for now. In two
years he could be in six figures, and all he had to do was work ninety
hours a week. Piece of cake.

He pulled into a self-serve and punped fifteen gallons. He paid inside
and bought a six-pack of M chel ob. Abby opened two, and they darted back
into the traffic. He was smiling now

"Let's eat," he said.

"We're not exactly dressed," she said.

He stared at her |ong, brown | egs. She wore a white cot-

ton skirt, above the knees, with a white cotton button-down. He had
shorts, deck shoes and a faded black polo. "Wth legs |ike that, you
could get us into any restaurant in New York."

"How about the Rendezvous? The dress seened casual ."

"CGreat idea."

They paid to park in a |ot downtown and wal ked two bl ocks to a narrow
alley. The snell of barbecue m xed with the sumer air and hung |ike a
fog close to the pavenent. The aroma filtered gently through the nose,
mout h and eyes and caused a rippling sensation deep in the stomach.
Snoke poured into the alley fromvents running underground into the
massi ve ovens where the best porrk ribs were barbecued in the best

bar becue restaurant in a city known for world-class barbecue. The



Rendezvous was downstairs, beneath the alley, beneath an ancient red-
brick building that woul d have been denolished decades earlier had it
not been for the famous tenant in the basement.

There was always a crowd and a waiting |ist, but Thursdays were slow, it
seenmed. They were | ed through the cavernous, spraw ing, noisy restaurant
and shown a small table with a red-checked tablecloth. There were stares
al ong the way. Al ways stares. Men stopped eating, froze with ribs
hanging fromtheir teeth, as Abby MDeere glided by Iike a nodel on a
runway. She had stopped traffic froma sidewal k in Boston. Wistles and
catcalls were a way of life. And her husband was used to it. He took
great pride in his beautiful wfe.

An angry black man with a red apron stood before them "Okay, sir," he
demanded.

The nmenus were mats on the tables, and conpletely unnecessary. Ribs,
ribs and ribs.

"Two whol e orders, cheese plate, pitcher of beer," Mtch shot back at
him The waiter wote nothing, but turned and

screanmed in the direction of the entrance: "G nme two whol e, cheese,
pitcher!"

When he left, Mtch grabbed her |l eg under the table. She slapped his
hand.

"You're beautiful,"’
are beauti ful ?"
"About two hours ago."

"Two hours! How thoughtless of ne!"

"Don't let it happen again."

He grabbed her | eg again and rubbed the knee. She allowed it. She sniled
seductively at him dinples form ng perfectly, teeth shining in the dim
light, soft pale brown eyes gl owi ng. Her dark brunet hair was straight
and fell perfectly a few inches bel ow her shoul ders.

The beer arrived and the waiter filled two nugs wi thout saying a word.
Abby took a small drink and stopped smiling.

"Do you think Lamar's okay?" she asked.

"I don't know. | thought at first he was drunk. | felt |ike an idiot
sitting there watching himget soaked."

"Poor guy. Kay said the funerals will probably be Mnday, if they can
get the bodies back in tinme."

"Let's tal k about sonething else. | don't |like funerals, any funeral
even when |'mthere out of respect and don't know the deceased. |'ve had
sonme bad experiences with funerals."”

The ribs arrived. They were served on paper plates with alumnumfoil to
catch the grease. A small dish of slaw and one of baked beans sat around
a foot-long slab of dry ribs sprinkled heavily with the secret sauce.
They dug in with fingers.

"What woul d you like to tal k about?" she asked.

"Getting pregnant.”

"I thought we were going to wait a few years."

"We are. But | think we should practice diligently until then."

"We've practiced in every roadside notel between here and Boston."

"I know, but not in our new hone." Mtch ripped two ribs apart, slinging
sauce into his eyebrows.

"We just noved in this nmorning."

"I know. What're we waiting for?"

"Mtch, you act as though you' ve been negl ected."

he said. "When was the last time | told you that you



"I have, since this norning. | suggest we do it tonight, as soon as we
get home, to sort of christen our new house."

"We'll see."

"I's it a date? Look, did you see that guy over there? He's about to
break his neck trying to see sone leg. | oughta go over and whip his
ass. "

"Yes. It's a date. Don't worry about those guys. They're staring at you.
They think you're cuteli

"Very funny."

Mtch stripped his ribs clean and ate half of hers. Wen the beer was
gone, he paid the check and they clinbed into the alley. He drove
carefully across town and found the nanme of a street he recognized from
one of his many road trips of the day. After two wong turns, he found
Meadow- br ook, and then the home of M. and Ms. Mtchell Y. MDeere.

The mattress and box springs were stacked on the floor of the master
bedroom surrounded by boxes. Hearsay hid under a lanp on the floor and
wat ched as they practiced.

Four days |l ater, on what should have been his first day behind his new
desk, Mtch and his lovely wife joined the remaining thirty-ni ne nmenbers
of , and their lovely wives, as they paid their |last respects to Martin

S. Kozinski. The cathedral was full. Oiver Lanbert offered a eul ogy so
el oquent and touching not even Mtchell MDeere, who had buried a father
and a brother, could resist chill bunps. Ab-by's eyes watered at the

sight of the wi dow and the children. That afternoon, they net again in
the Presbyterian church in East Menphis to say farewell to Joseph M
Hodge.

THE smal | | obby outside Royce McKnight's office was enpty when Mtch
arrived precisely at eight-thirty, on schedule. He hunmed and coughed
and began to wait anxiously. Frombehind two file cabinets an anci ent

bl ue- hai red secretary appeared and scow ed in his general direction
When it was apparent he was not wel come, he introduced hinself and
expl ai ned he was to neet M. MKnight at this appointed hour. She sniled
and introduced herself as Louise, M. MKnight's personal secretary, for
thirty-one years now. Coffee? Yes, he said, black. She disappeared and
returned with a cup and saucer. She notified her boss through the
intercomand instructed Mtch to have a seat. She recogni zed hi m now.
One of the other secretaries had pointed himout during the funerals
yest erday.

She apol ogi zed for the sonmber atnosphere around the place. No one felt
i ke working, she explained, and it would be days before things were
normal . They were such nice young nen. The phone rang and she expl ai ned
that M. MKnight was in an inportant neeting and coul d not be

di sturbed. It rang again, she |listened, and escorted himinto the
managi ng partner's office.

QA iver Lanbert and Royce MKnight greeted Mtch and introduced himto

two other partners, Victor MIIligan and Avery Tolar. They sat around a
smal | conference table. Lou-
ise was sent for nore coffee. MIIligan was head of tax, and Tol ar, at

forty-one, was one of the younger partners.

"Mtch, we apol ogize for such a depressing begi nning," MKnight said.
"We appreciate your presence at the funerals yesterday, and we're sorry
your first day as a nmenmber of our firmwas one of such sadness.”

"I felt | belonged at the funerals,” Mtch said.

"We're very proud of you, and we have great plans for you. We've just



| ost two of our finest |awers, both of whom did nothing but tax, so
we'll be asking more of you. Al of us will have to work a little

har der."

Louise arrived with a tray of coffee. Silver coffee server, fine china.
"We are quite saddened," said Aiver Lanmbert. "So pl ease bear with us."
They all nodded and frowned at the table. Royce MKnight | ooked at sone
notes on a | egal pad.

"Mtch, | think we've covered this before. At this firm we assign each
associate to a partner, who acts as a supervisor and nentor. These

rel ati onships are very inportant. We try to match you with a partner

with whomyou will be conpatible and able to work closely, and we're
usually right. W have nade m stakes. Wong chem stry, or whatever, but
when that happens we sinply reassign the associate. Avery Tolar will be

your partner.”
Mtch smled ankwardly at his new partner

“You will be under his direction, and the cases and files you work on
will be his. Virtually all of it will be tax work."

"That's fine."

"Before | forget it, I'd like to have lunch today," Tol ar said.

"Certainly," Mtch said.

"Take nmy linmp," M. Lanbert said.

"I had planned to," said Tolar

"When do | get a |linm?" Mtch asked.

They sm |l ed, and seened to appreciate the relief. "In about twenty
years," said M. Lanbert.
"I can wait."

"How s the BMAP" asked Victor MIIligan
"Great. It's ready for the five-thousand-mle service."
"Did you get noved in okay?"

"Yes, everything's fine. | appreciate 's assistance in everything.
You' ve made us feel very welconme, and Abby and | are extrenely
grateful."

McKni ght quit snmiling and returned to the Iegal pad. "As |'ve told you,
Mtch, the bar exam has priority. You' ve got six weeks to study for it
and we assist in every way possible. W have our own review courses
directed by our nenbers. All areas of the examw |l be covered and your
progress will be closely watched by all of us, especially Avery. At

| east half of each day will be spent on bar review, and nost of your
spare tine as well. No associate in this firmhas ever failed the exam"
“I won't be the first."

“I'f you flunk it, we take away the BMWN" Tolar said with a slight grin.
"Your secretary will be a lady named Nina Huff. She's been with nore
than ei ght years. Sort of tenperanental, not nuch to | ook at, but very
capabl e. She knows a | ot of |aw and has a tendency to give advice,

especially to the newer attorneys. It'Il be up to you to keep her in
place. If you can't get along with her, we'll nove her."

"Where's nmy office?"

"Second floor, down the hall from Avery. The interior woman will be here

this afternoon to pick out the desk and furnishings. As nuch as
possi bl e, follow her advice."

Lamar was al so on the second floor, and at the nonent

t hat thought was conforting. He thought of himsitting by the pool
soaki ng wet, crying and nmunbling incoherently.

McKni ght spoke. "Mtch, I'"'mafraid | neglected to cover sonething that



shoul d' ve been discussed during the first visit here."

He waited, and finally said, "Ckay, what is it?"

The partners watched MKnight intently. "We' ve never allowed an
associate to begin his career burdened with student |oans. We prefer
that you find other things to worry about, and other ways to spend your
noney. How nmuch do you owe?"

Mtch sipped his coffee and thought rapidly. "Al nost twenty-three

t housand. "

"Have the docunents on Louise's desk first thing in the norning."

"“You, uh, nean satisfies the |oans?"

"That's our policy. Unless you object."

“"No objection. | don't quite know what to say."

"You don't have to say anything. W' ve done it for every associate for
the past fifteen years. Just get the paperwork to Louise."

"That's very generous, M. MKnight."

"Yes, it is."

Avery Tol ar tal ked incessantly as the linp noved slowy through the
noontime traffic. Mtch rem nded himof hinself, he said. A poor kid
froma broken hone, raised by foster fanmilies throughout southwest
Texas, then put on the streets after high school. He worked the night
shift in a shoe factory to finance junior college. An academc

schol arship to UTEP opened the door. He graduated with honors, applied
to el even | aw school s and chose Stanford. He finished nunber two in his
class and turned down offers fromevery big firmon the Wst Coast. He
wanted to do tax work,

not hi ng but tax work. O iver Lanmbert had recruited himsixteen years
ago, back when had fewer than thirty | awers.

He had a wife and two kids, but said little about the famly. He tal ked
about noney. Hi s passion, he called it. The first mllion was in the
bank. The second was two years away. At four hundred thousand a year
gross, it wouldn't take long. His specialty was forning partnerships to
pur chase supertankers. He was the premer specialist in his field and
wor ked at three hundred an hour, sixty, sonetines seventy hours a week.
Mtch would start at a hundred bucks an hour, at least five hours a day
until he passed the bar and got his |icense. Then ei ght hours a day
woul d be expected, at one-fifty an hour. Billing was the |ifebl ood of
Everything revol ved around it. Pronotions, raises, bonuses, survival,
success, everything revolved around how well one was billing. Especially
the new guys. The quickest route to a reprinmand was to neglect the daily
billing records. Avery could not renmenber such a reprimand. It was
sinmply unheard of for a nenber of to ignore his billing.

The average for associ ates was one-seventy-five per hour. For partners,
three hundred. MIligan got four hundred an hour froma couple of his
clients, and Nathan Locke once got five hundred an hour for sone tax
wor k that involved swappi ng assets in several foreign countries. Five
hundred bucks an hour! Avery relished the thought, and conputed five
hundred per hour by fifty hours per week at fifty weeks per year. One
mllion two hundred fifty thousand a year! That's how you nmeke noney in
this business. You get a bunch of |awers working by the hour and you
build a dynasty. The nore | awers you get, the nore noney the partners
make.

Don't ignore the billing, he warned. That's the first rule of

survival. If there were no files to bill on, imediately report to his
office. He had plenty. On the tenth day of each nonth the partners



review the prior nonth's billing during one of their exclusive
luncheons. It's a big cerenony. Royce M-Knight reads out each | awer's
nanme, then the total of his nmonthly billing. The conpetition anong the
partners is intense, but good-spirited. They're all getting rich, right?
It's very notivational. As for the associates, nothing is said to the

low man unless it's his second straight nonth. Oiver Lanmbert will say
sonmething in passing. No one has ever finished | ow for three straight
nmont hs. Bonuses can be earned by associates for exorbitant billing.

Part nershi ps are based on one's track record for generating fees. So
don't ignore it, he warned again. It nust always have priority- after

t he bar exam of course.

The bar exam was a nui sance, an ordeal that nust be endured, a rite of
passage, and not hing any Harvard man should fear. Just concentrate on
the review courses, he said, and try to renmenber everything he had just
| earned in | aw school

The linp wheeled into a side street between two tall buildings and
stopped in front of a small canopy that extended fromthe curb to a

bl ack metal door. Avery |ooked at his watch and said to the driver, "Be
back at two."

Two hours for lunch, thought Mtch. That's over six hundred dollars in
billable time. Wat a waste.

The Manhattan Club occupied the top floor of a ten-story office building
whi ch had | ast been fully occupied in the early fifties. Avery referred
to the structure as a dunp, but was quick to point out that the club was
the nost exclusive lunch and dinner refuge in the city. It offered
excellent food in an all-white, rich-male, plush environment. Powerfu
lunches for powerful people. Bankers, |awyers, executives,
entrepreneurs, a few politicians and a few aristocrats. A

gol d-pl ated el evator ran nonstop past the deserted offices and stopped
on the elegant tenth floor. The namitre d' called M. Tolar by name and
asked about his good friends Oiver Lanmbert and Nathan Locke. He
expressed synpathies for the loss of M. Kozinski and M. Hodge. Avery

t hanked hi m and i ntroduced the newest nenber of . The favorite table was
waiting in the corner. A courtly black man nanmed Ellis delivered the
menus.

" does not allow drinking at lunch," Avery said as he opened his nenu.
"I don't drink during lunch."

"That's good. What'll you have?"

"Tea, with ice."

"Iced tea, for him" Avery said to the waiter. "Bring me a Bonbay
martini on the rocks with three olives."

Mtch bit his tongue and grinned behind the nenu.

"We have too many rules," Avery nunbl ed.

The first martini led to a second, but he quit after two. He ordered for
both of them Broiled fish of sone sort. The special of the day. He

wat ched his weight carefully, he said. He al so worked out daily at a
health club, his own health club. He invited Mtch to come sweat with
him Mybe after the bar exam There were the usual questions about
football in college and the standard denials of any greatness.,

Mtch asked about the children. He said they lived with their nother
The fish was raw and the baked potato was hard. Mtch picked at his
plate, ate his salad slowy and |listened as his partner tal ked about
nost of the other people present for lunch. The nayor was seated at a
large table with sone Japanese. One of 's bankers was at the next table.



There were sonme other big-shot |awers and corporate types, all eating
furiously and inportantly, powerfully. The atnosphere was stuffy.
According to Avery, every nenber

of the club was a conpelling figure, a potent force both in his field
and in the city. Avery was at hone.

They both declined dessert and ordered coffee. He would be expected to
be in the office by nine each norning, Avery explained as he lit a

Mont esi no. The secretaries would be there at eight-thirty. Nine to five,
but no one worked eight hours a day. Personally, he was in the office by
eight, and seldomleft before six. "He could bill twelve hours each day,
every day, regardl ess of how many hours he actually worked. Twelve a
day, five days a week, at three hundred an hour, for fifty weeks. Ni ne
hundred thousand dollars! In billable tine! That was his goal. Last year
he had billed seven hundred thousand, but there had been sone persona
problenms. didn't care if Mtch cane in at 6 AM or 9 AM, as long as
t he work was done.

"What time are the doors unlocked?" Mtch asked.

Everyone has a key, he explained, so he could cone and go as he pl eased.
Security was tight, but the guards were accustoned to workaholics. Sone
of the work habits were | egendary. Victor MIligan, in his younger days,
wor ked si xteen hours a day, seven days a week, until he nmade partner.
Then he quit working on Sundays. He had a heart attack and gave up
Saturdays. His doctor put himon ten-hour days, five days a week, and he
hasn't been happy since. Marty Kozinski knew all the janitors by first
nane. He was a 9 AM man who wanted to have breakfast with the kids. He
woul d cone in at nine and |l eave at mdnight. Nathan Locke clains he
can't work well after the secretaries arrive, so he cones in at six. It
woul d be a disgrace to start later. Here's a man sixty-one years old,
worth ten million, and works fromsix in the norning until eight at

ni ght five days a week and then a half day on Saturday. If he retired,
he'd die.

Nobody punched a clock, the partner explained. Cone and go as you

pl ease. Just get the work done.

Mtch said he got the nessage. Sixteen hours a day woul d be nothi ng new.
Avery conplinmented himon the new suit. There was an unwitten dress
code, and it was apparent Mtch had caught on. He had a tailor, an old
Korean in South Menphis, he would reconmend when Mtch could afford it.
Fifteen hundred a suit. Mtch- said he would wait a year or two.

An attorney fromone of the bigger firns interrupted and spoke to Avery.
He offered his synpathies and asked about the fanilies. He and Joe Hodge
had worked together on a case |ast year, and he couldn't believe it.
Avery introduced himto Mtch. He was at the funeral, he said. They
waited for himto | eave, but he ranbled on and on about how sorry he
was. It was obvious he wanted details. Avery offered none, and he
finally left.

By two, the power |unches were | osing steam and the crowd thinned.
Avery signed the check, and the maltre d' led themto the door. The
chauf feur stood patiently by the rear of the linb. Mtch crawed into
the back and sank into the heavy | eather seat. He watched the buil dings
and the traffic. He | ooked at the pedestrians scurrying along the hot

si dewal ks and wondered how many of them had seen the inside of a linmo or
the inside of the Manhattan Cl ub. How many of them would be rich in ten
years? He smiled, and felt good. Harvard was a million mles away.
Harvard with no student |oans. Kentucky was in another world. Hi s past



was forgotten. He had arrived.

The decorator was waiting in his office. Avery excused hi nmsel f and asked
Mtch to be in his office in an hour to begin work. She had books ful

of office furniture and sanples of everything. He asked for suggestions,
listened with as nmuch interest as he could nuster, then told her he
trusted her judgnent and she could pick out whatever she felt was ap-
propriate. She |iked the solid-cherry work desk, no drawers, burgundy

| eather wing chairs and a very expensive oriental rug. Mtch said it was
mar vel ous.

She |l eft and he sat behind the old desk, one that |ooked fine and woul d
have suited himexcept that it was considered used and therefore not
good enough for a new | awyer at Bendini, Lanbert & Locke. The office was
fifteen by fifteen, with two six-foot w ndows facing north and staring
directly into the second floor of the old building next door. Not much
of a view Wth a strain, he could see a glinpse of the river to the
nort hwest. The walls were Sheetrock and bare. She had picked out sone
artwork. He determined that the Ego Wall woul d face the desk, behind the
wi ng chairs. The diplonmas, etc., would have to be nounted and franed.
The office was big, for an associate. Mich [arger than the cubbyhol es
where the rookies were placed in New York and Chicago. It would do for a
coupl e of years. Then on to one with a better view. Then a corner

of fice, one of those power ones.

M ss Nina Huff knocked on the door and introduced herself as the
secretary. She was a heavyset woman of forty-five, and with one gl ance

it was not difficult to understand why she was still single. Wth no
famly to support, it was evident she spent her noney on clothes and
makeup-all to no avail. Mtch wondered why she did not invest in a

fitness counselor. She informed himforthrightly that she had been with
eight and a half years now and knew all there was to know about office
procedure. If he had a question, just ask her. He thanked her for that.
She had been in the typing pool and was grateful for the return to
general secretarial duties. He nodded as though he understood
conpletely. She asked if he knew how to operate the dictating equipnent.
Yes, he said. In fact, the year before he had worked for a three-
hundred-man firmon Wall Street and

that firmowned the very latest in office technology. But if he had a
probl em he woul d ask her, he prom sed.

"What's your wife's nane?" she asked.

"Why is that inportant?" he asked.

"Because when she calls, | would like to know her name so that | can be
real sweet and friendly to her on the phone."

" Abby. "

"How do you like your coffee?"

"Black, but "Il fix it nyself."

"I don't mind fixing your coffee for you. It's part of the job."
"I fix it nmyself."

"Al'l the secretaries do it."

"If you ever touch my coffee, I'll see to it that you're sent to the
mail roomto |ick stanps.”

"We have an automated |icker. Do they lick stanps on Wall Street?"
"I't was a figure of speech."”

"Well, 1've nmenorized your wife's nanme and we've settled the issue of
coffee, so | guess I'mready to start."

“I'n the norning. Be here at eight-thirty."



"Yes, boss." She left and Mtch snmled to hinself. She was a real snart-
ass, but she would be fun.

Lamar was next. He was late for a neeting with Nathan Locke, but he
wanted to stop by and check on his friend. He was pleased their offices
were cl ose. He apol ogi zed again for |ast Thursday's dinner. Yes, he and
Kay and the kids would be there at seven to inspect the new house and
the furniture.

Hunter Quin was five. His sister Holly was seven. They both ate the
spaghetti with perfect manners from the brand-new di ning table and
dutifully ignored the grown-up talk circulating around them Abby

wat ched the two and dreaned of

babies. Mtch thought they were cute, but was not inspired. He was busy
recalling the events of the day.

The wonen ate quickly, then left to look at the furniture and tal k about
the renodel i ng. The children took Hearsay to the backyard.

"I"'ma little surprised they put you with Tolar," Lamar said, w ping his
nout h.

"Why is that?"

"I don't think he's ever supervised an associate."

"Any particul ar reason?"

“"Not really. He's a great guy, but not rmuch of a team player. Sort of a
| oner. Prefers to work by hinself. He and his wife are having sone

probl ems, and there's talk that they' ve separated. But he keeps it to

hi nsel f. "

Mtch pushed his plate away and sipped the iced tea. "Is he a good

| awyer ?"

"Yes, very good. They're all good if they make partner. A lot of his
clients are rich people with millions to put in tax shelters. He sets up
limted partnerships. Many of his shelters are risky, and he's known for
his willingness to take chances and fight with the IRS | ater. Mst of
his clients are big-tinme risk takers. You'll do a | ot of research

| ooking for ways to bend the tax laws. It'll be fun."

"He spent half of lunch |ecturing on billing."

"It's vital. There's always the pressure to bill nore and nore. Al we
have to sell is our tinme. Once you pass the bar your billing will be
nmoni t ored weekly by Tolar and Royce MKnight. It's all conputerized and
they can tell down to the di me how productive you are. You'll be
expected to bill thirty to forty hours a week for the first six nonths.
Then fifty for a couple of years. Before they'll consider you for
partner, you've got to hit sixty hours a week consistently over a period
of years. No active partner bills | ess than sixty a week-npst of it at
the maxi mumrate."

"That's a I ot of hours."

"Sounds that way, but it's deceptive. Mst good | awers can work eight
or nine hours a day and bill twelve. It's called padding. It's not
exactly fair to the client, but it's sonmething everybody does. The great
firms have been built by padding files. It's the name of the gane."
"Sounds unethical . "

"So is ambul ance chasing by plaintiff's lawers. It's unethical for a
dope | awer to take his fee in cash if he has a reason, to believe the
nmoney is dirty. A lot of things are unethical. What about the doctor who
sees a hundred Medicare patients a day? Or the one who perforns
unnecessary surgery? Sone of the npbst unethical people |'ve nmet have
been ny own clients. It's easy to pad a file when your client is a



multimllionaire who wants to screw the governnent and wants you to do
it legally. We all do it."
"Do they teach it?"

“No. You just sort of learnit. You'll start off working |ong, crazy
hours, but you can't do it forever. So you start taking shortcuts.
Believe me, Mtch, after you' ve been with us a year you'll know how to
work ten hours and bill twice that much. It's sort of a sixth sense

| awyers acquire."

"What else will | acquire?"

Lamar rattled his ice cubes and thought for a nonment. "A certain anmount
of cynicism This business works on you. \Wen you were in |aw school you
had some nobl e idea of what a | awer should be. A chanpion of individua
rights; a defender of the Constitution; a guardian of the oppressed; an
advocate for your client's principles. Then after you practice for six
nont hs you realize we're nothing but hired guns. Muthpieces for sale to
t he hi ghest bidder, available to anybody, any crook, any sleazebag with
enough noney to pay our outrageous fees. Nothing shocks you. It's
supposed to be an honorabl e profession, but you'll nmeet so many crooked
| awyers you'll want to quit and find an honest job. Yeah, Mtch, you'l
get cynical. And it's sad, really."

"You shouldn't be telling ne this at this stage of ny career."

"The noney makes up for it. It's amazing how nuch drudgery you can
endure at two hundred thousand a year."

"Drudgery? You nmake it sound terrible."

"I"'msorry. It's not that bad. My perspective on |ife changed radically
| ast Thursday."

"You want to | ook at the house? It's marvel ous."

"Maybe sone other tine. Let's just talk."

At five AM the alarmclock exploded on the new bed table under the new
| anp, and was inmmediately silenced. Mtch staggered through the dark
house and found Hearsay waiting at the back door. He released himinto
t he backyard and headed for the shower. Twenty minutes |later he found
his wi fe under the covers and ki ssed her goodbye. She did not respond.
Wth no traffic to fight, the office was ten minutes away. He had
decided his day would start at five-thirty, unless soneone could top
that; then he would be there at five, or four-thirty, or whenever it
took to be first. Sleep was a nui sance. He would be the first |awer to
arrive at the Bendini Building on this day, and every day until he
becanme a partner. If it took the others ten years, he could do it in
seven. He woul d becone the youngest partner in the history of , he had
deci ded.

The vacant | ot next to the Bendini Building had a ten-foot chain-1link
fence around it and a guard by the gate. There was a parking pl ace
inside with his name spray-painted between the yellow |lines. He stopped
by the gate and waited. The unifornmed guard enmerged fromthe darkness
and approached the driver's door. Mtch pushed a button, |owered the

wi ndow and produced a plastic card with his picture on it

"You nust be the new man," the guard said as he held the card.

"Yes. Mtch MDeere."

"I can read. | should've known by the car."

"What's your nane?" Mtch asked.

"Dutch Hendrix. Worked for the Menphis Police Departnment for thirty-
three years."

“"Nice to neet you, Dutch."



"Yeah. Sane to you. You start early, don't you?"

Mtch smled and took the ID card. "No, | thought everyone would be
here. "

Dut ch managed a snile. "You're the first. M. Locke will be al ong
shortly."

The gate opened and Dutch ordered hi mthrough. He found his nane in
white on the asphalt and parked the spotless BMVall by itself on the
third row fromthe building. He grabbed his enpty burgundy eel-skin
attache case fromthe rear seat and gently cl osed the door. Another
guard waited by the rear entrance. Mtch introduced hinmself and watched
as the door was unlocked. He checked his watch. Exactly five-thirty. He
was relieved that this hour was early enough. The rest of was stil

asl eep.
He nipped on the light switch in his office and laid the attache case on
the tenporary desk. He headed for the coffee room down the hall, turning

on lights as he went. The coffeepot was one of those industrial sizes
with multi-levels, multi-burners, nmulti-pots and no apparent

i nstructions on how to operate any of it. He studied this machine for a
nmonment as he enptied a pack of coffee into the filter. He poured water

t hrough one of the holes in the top and sniled when it began dripping in
the right place.

In one corner of his office were three cardboard boxes full of books,
files, legal pads and class notes he had accunulated in the previous
three years. He sat the first one on his

desk and began renmpving its contents. The materials were categorized and
placed in neat little piles around the desk.

After two cups of coffee, he found the bar review naterials in box
nunber three. He wal ked to the wi ndow and opened the blinds. It was
still dark. He did not notice the figure suddenly appear in the doorway.
"Good norning!"

Mtch spun fromthe wi ndow and gawked at the man. "You scared ne," he
sai d, and breat hed deeply.

"I"'msorry. |'m Nathan Locke. | don't believe we've nmet."

“"I"'mMtch McDeere. The new nman." They shook hands.

"Yes, | know. | apol ogize for not neeting you earlier. | was busy during
your earlier visits. | think |I saw you at the funerals Mnday."

M tch nodded and knew for certain he had never been within a hundred
yards of Nathan Locke. He woul d have remenbered. It was the eyes, the
cold black eyes with |ayers of black winkles around them Great eyes.
Unforgettable eyes. His hair was white and thin on top with thickets
around the ears, and the whiteness contrasted sharply with the rest of
his face. When he spoke, the eyes narrowed and the bl ack pupils gl owed
fiercely. Sinister eyes. Know ng eyes.

"Maybe so," Mtch said, captivated by the nost evil face he had ever
encountered. "Maybe so."

"I see you're an early riser."

"“Yes, sir."

"Well, good to have you."

Nat han Locke withdrew fromthe doorway and di sappeared. Mtch checked
the hall, then closed the door. No wonder they keep himon the fourth
fl oor away from everyone, he thought. Now he understood why he didn't
nmeet Nat han Locke before he signed on. He night have had sec-

ond thoughts. Probably hid himfromall the prospective recruits. He
had, wi thout a doubt, the npbst om nous, evil presence Mtch had ever



felt. It was the eyes, he said to hinself again, as he propped his feet
on the desk and sipped coffee. The eyes.

As Mtch expected, Ni na brought food when she reported at eight-thirty.
She offered Mtch a doughnut, and he took two. She inquired as to

whet her she shoul d bring enough food every norning, and Mtch said he

t hought it would be nice of her

"What's that?" she asked, pointing at the stacks of files and notes on
t he desk.

"That's our project for the day. W need to get this stuff organized."
“No dictating?"

“"Not yet. | nmeet with Avery in a few mnutes. | need this nmess filed
away in some order."

"How exciting," she said as she headed for the coffee room

Avery Tolar was waiting with a thick, expandable file, which he handed
to Mtch. "This is the Capps file. Part of it. Qur client's nane is
Sonny Capps. He lives in Houston now, but grew up in Arkansas. Wrth
about thirty mllion and keeps his thunb on every penny of it. H's
father gave himan old barge line just before he died, and he turned it
into the largest towing service on the M ssissippi River. Now he has
ships, or boats, as he calls them all over the world. W do eighty
percent of his |egal work, everything but the litigation. He wants to
set up another limted partnership to purchase another fleet of tankers,
this one fromthe fanmily of some dead Chink in Hong Kong. Capps is

usually the general partner, and he'll bring in as many as twenty-five
limted partners to spread the risk and pool their resources.
This deal is worth about sixty-five mllion. |I've done several limted

partnerships for himand they're all different, all conplicated. And he
is extremely difficult to deal with. He's a perfectionist and thinks he
knows nmore than | do. You will not be talking to him In fact, no one
here talks to himbut me. That file is a portion of the last partnership
I did for him It contains, anpbng other things, a prospectus, an
agreenent to forma partnership, letters of intent, disclosure
statements and the limted partnership agreenent itself. Read every word
of it. Then | want you to prepare a rough draft of the partnership
agreenent for this venture."

The file suddenly grew heavier. Perhaps five-thirty was not early
enough.

The partner continued. "W have about forty days, according to Capps, so
we' re already behind. Marty Kozinski was helping with this one, and as

soon as | review his file I'll give it to you. Any questions?"

"What about the research?”

“"Most of it is current, but you'll need to update it. Capps earned over
nine mllion | ast year and paid a pittance in taxes. He doesn't believe
i n payi ng taxes, and holds nme personally responsible for every dine
that's sent in. It's all legal, of course, but my point is that this is
hi gh-pressure work. MIlions of dollars in investnment and tax savings
are at stake. The venture will be scrutinized by the governnents of at

| east three countries. So be careful."

Mtch flipped through the docunents. "How nany hours a day do | work on
t his?"

"As many as possible. | know the bar examis inportant, but so is Sonny
Capps. He paid us alnpst a half a mllion last year in |legal fees." -
“I'"l'l get it done."

"I know you will. As | told you, your rate is one hundred



an hour. Nina will go over the tinme records with you today. Renenber,
don't ignore the billing." "How could |I forget?"

A iver Lanmbert and Nathan Locke stood before the netal door on the fifth
floor and stared at the camera above. Sonmething clicked |oudly and the
door opened. A guard nodded. DeVasher waited in his office.

"Good nmorning, Olie," he said quietly while ignoring the other partner
"What's the | atest?" Locke snapped in DeVasher's direction w thout

| ooking at him

"From wher e?" DeVasher asked calmy

" Chi cago. ""

"They're very anxious up there, Nat. Regardl ess of what you believe,
they don't like to get their hands dirty. And, frankly, they just don't
under stand why they have to."

"What do you nean?"

"They' re asking sone tough questions, |like why can't we keep our people
in line?"

"And what're you telling then®"

"That everything's okay. Wonderful. The great Bendini firmis solid. The
| eaks have been plugged. Business as usual. No problens."

"How nuch damage did they do?" asked O iver Lanbert.

"We're not sure. We'll never be sure, but | don't think they ever

tal ked. They had deci ded to, no doubt about that, but | don't think they
did. We've got it froma pretty good source there were FBI agents en
route to the island the day of the accident, so we think they planned to
rendezvous to spill their guts."

"How do you know t hi s?" asked Locke.

"Cone on, Nat. We've got our sources. Plus, we had people all over the
i sland. We do good work, you know. "

"Evidently."

"Was it nmessy?"

"No, no. Very professional."

"How d the native get in the way?"

"We had to nake it | ook good, Alie."

"What about the authorities down there?"

"What authorities? It's a tiny, peaceful island, Olie. Last year they
had one murder and four diving accidents. As far as they're concerned,
it's just another accident. Three accidental drownings."

"What about the FBI?" asked Locke.

"Don't know. "

"I thought you had a source."

"W do. But we can't find him W' ve heard nothing as of yesterday. CQur
people are still on the island and they've noticed nothing unusual."
"How long will you stay there?"

"Coupl e of weeks."

"What happens if the FBI shows up?" asked Locke.

"We watch themreal close. W'll see them when they get off the plane.
We'll followthemto their hotel rooms. W nmay even bug their phones.
We' Il know what they eat for breakfast and what they talk about. W'l
assign three of our guys for every one of theirs, and when they go to
the toilet we'll know it. There ain't nothing for themto find, Nat.
told you it was a clean job, very professional. No evidence. Relax."
"This makes ne sick, DeVasher," Lanbert said.

"You think I like it, Olie? Wiat do you want us to do? Sit back and | et
them tal k? Come on, Olie, we're all human. | didn't want to do it, but



Lazarov said do it. You wanna argue with Lazarov, go ahead. They'll find

you floating somewhere. Those boys were up to no good. They shoul d' ve
77

kept quiet, driven their little fancy cars and played bi g-shot | awers.
No, they gotta get sanctinonious."

Nat han Locke 'lit a cigarette and bl ew a heavy cloud of snoke in the
general direction of DeVasher. The three sat in silence for a nonent as

the smoke settled across his desk. He glared at Bl ack Eyes but said
not hi ng.

QO iver Lanbert stood and stared at the blank wall next to the door. "Wy
did you want to see us?" he asked.

DeVasher took a deep breath. "Chicago wants to bug the hone phones of
all nonpartners.”

"I told you," Lanbert said to Locke.

"I't wasn't ny idea, but they insist on it. They're very nervous up
there, and they wanna take sone extra precautions. You can't blane
them "

"Don'"t you think it's going a bit too far?" asked Lanbert.

"Yeah, it's totally unnecessary. But Chicago doesn't think so."

"When?" asked Locke.

"Next week or so. It'll take a few days."

"Al'l of thenk"

"Yes. That's what they said."

"Even McDeere?"

"Yes. Even McDeere. | think Tarrance will try again, and he m ght start
at the bottomthis time."

"I met himthis nmorning," said Locke. "He was here before ne."

"Five thirty-two," answered DeVasher

The | aw school nenorabilia were removed to the floor and the Capps file
spread across the desk. Nina brought a chicken salad sandwi ch back from
lunch, and he ate it as he read and as she filed away the junk on the
floor. Shortly after one, Wally Hudson, or J. Walter Hudson as

| etterhead declared him arrived to begin the study for the.

bar exam Contracts were his specialty. He was a five-year nenber of

and the only Virginia man, which he found odd because Virginia had the
best | aw school in the country, in his opinion. He had spent the | ast
two years devel oping a new revi ew course for the contracts section of
the exam He was quite anxious to try it on soneone, and MDeere
happened to be the nman. He handed Mtch a heavy three-ring notebook that

was at |east four inches thick and wei ghed as nuch as the Capps file.
The exam woul d | ast for four days and consist of three parts, Wally
expl ai ned. The first day would be a four-hour multiple-choice exam on
ethics. G Il Vaughn, one of the partners, was the resident expert on

et hics and woul d supervise that portion of the review. The second day
woul d be an ei ght-hour exam known sinply as nulti-state. It covered nost
areas of the law common to all states. It, too, was nultiple-choice and
the questions were very deceptive. Then the heavy action. Days three and
four would be eight hours each and cover fifteen areas of substantive

| aw. Contracts, Uniform Conmercial Code, real estate, torts, domestic
relations, wills, estates, taxation, workers' conpensation,
constitutional |law, federal trial procedure, crimnal procedure,
corporations, partnerships, insurance and debtor-creditor relations. Al
answers would be in essay form and the questions woul d enphasi ze
Tennessee |law. had a review plan for each of the fifteen sections.



"You nean fifteen of these?" Mtch asked as he |ifted the notebook
Wally smiled. "Yes. We're very thorough. No one in this firmhas ever
fl unked-"

“I know. | know. |I won't be the first."

"You and I will neet at |east once a week for the next six weeks to go
through the materials. Each session will | ast

about two hours, so you can plan accordingly. | would suggest each

Wednesday at three.”

“Morning or afternoon?”

"Af ternoon. "

"That's fine."

"As you know, contracts and the Uniform Commercial Code go hand in hand,

so |I've incorporated the UCC into those materials. W'Ill cover both, but
it'll take nore tinme. A typical bar examis | oaded with commercia
transactions. Those probl ens nmake great essay questions, so that

not ebook will be very inportant. |'ve included actual questions fromold

exans, along with the nodel answers. It's fascinating reading."
"I can't wait."

"Take the first eighty pages for next week. You'll find some essay
gquestions you'll need to answer."

"You mean honewor k?"

"Absolutely. 1'Il grade it next week. It's very inportant to practice

t hese questions each week."

"This could be worse than | aw school ."

“I't's much nore inportant than |law school. W take it very seriously. W
have a comrittee to nonitor your progress fromnow until you sit for the
exam We'll be watching very closely.”

"Who's on the committee?"

"Mysel f, Avery Tol ar, Royce MKnight, Randall Dunbar and Kendal | Mahan
We'I |l neet each Friday to assess your progress."”

Wal Iy produced a smaller, letter-sized notebook and laid it on the desk.
"This is your daily log. You are to record the hours spent studying for
the exam and the subjects studied. I'lIl pick it up every Friday norning
before the conmittee neets. Any questions?"

"I can't think of any," Mtch said as he laid the notebook on top of the
Capps file.

"Good. See you next Wednesday at three."

Less than ten seconds after he left, Randall Dunbar walked in with a

t hi ck not ebook remarkably similar to the one | eft behind by Wally. In
fact, it was identical, but not quite as thick. Dunbar was head of rea
estate and had handl ed the purchase and sale of the MDeere honme in Muy.
He handed M tch the notebook, |abel ed Real Estate Law, and explai ned how
his specialty was the nost critical part of the exam Everything goes
back to property, he said. He had carefully prepared the naterials

hi rsel f over the past ten years and confessed that he had often thought
of publishing themas an authoritative work on property rights and | and
financing. He would need at | east one hour a week, preferably on Tuesday
afternoon. He tal ked for an hour about how different the examwas thirty
years ago when he took it.

Kendal | Mahan added a new twi st. He wanted to neet on Saturday nornings.
Early, say seven-thirty.

“"No problem" Mtch said as he took the notebook and placed it next to
the others. This one was for constitutional law, a favorite of

Kendal | 's, although he seldomgot to use it, he said. It was the npst



i mportant section of the exam or at least it had been when he took it
five years ago. He had published an article on First Anendnent rights in
the Col unbia Law Review in his senior year there. A copy of it was in

t he notebook, in case Mtch wanted to read it. He prom sed to do so

al nost i medi ately.

The procession continued throughout the afternoon until half of had

st opped by with notebooks, assignnents of homework and requests for
weekly nmeetings. No fewer than six rem nded himthat no nenber of had
ever failed the bar exam

When his secretary said goodbye at five, the small desk

was covered with enough bar review materials to choke a ten-man firm
Unabl e to speak, he sinply smled at her and returned to Wally's version
of contract |aw. Food crossed his mind an hour later. Then, for the
first tinme in twelve hours, he thought of Abby. He called her

“I won't be home for a while," he said.

"But |'m cooking dinner."

"Leave it on the stove," he said, sonewhat shortly.

There was a pause. "When will you be hone?" she asked with slow, precise
wor ds.

“I'n a few hours."

"A few hours. You've already been there half the day."

"That's right, and |I've got nuch nore to do."

"But it's your first day."

"You wouldn't believe it if | told you."

“Are you all right?"

“I"'mfine. I'Il be home later."

The starting engi ne awakened Dutch Hendrix, and he junped to his feet.
The gate opened and he waited by it as the last car left the lot. It

st opped next to him

"Evenin', Dutch," Mtch said

"You just now | eavi ng?"

"Yeah, busy day."

Dutch flashed his light at his wist and checked the tine. Eleven-
thirty.

"Well, be careful," Dutch said

"Yeah. See you in a few hours."

The BMWturned onto Front Street and raced away into the night. A few
hours, thought Dutch. The rooki es were indeed amazi ng. Ei ghteen, twenty
hours a day, six days a week. Sonetines seven. They all planned to be

the world's greatest |lawer and nmeke a nmillion dollars overnight.
Soneti mes they worked around the clock, slept at their desks. He
had seen it all. But they couldn't last. The human body was not neant

for such abuse. After about six nmonths they |ost steam They woul d cut
back to fifteen hours a day, six days a week. Then five and a half. Then
twel ve hours a day.

No one could work a hundred hours a week for nmore than six nonths.

ON,

4E secretary dug through a file cabinet in search of something Avery
needed i medi ately. The other secretary stood in front of his desk with
a steno pad, occasionally witing down the instructions he gave when he
stopped yelling into the receiver of his phone and |istened to whoever
was on the other end. Three red lights were blinking on the phone. Wen
he spoke into the receiver the secretaries spoke sharply to each other
Mtch wal ked slowmy into the office and stood by the door



"Quiet!" Avery yelled to the secretaries.

The one in the file cabinet slammed the drawer and went to the next file
cabi net, where she bent over and pulled the bottom drawer. Avery snapped
his fingers at the other one and pointed at his desk cal endar. He hung
up without sayi ng goodbye.

"What's nmy schedul e for today?" he asked while pulling a file fromhis
credenza.

"Ten A M neeting with the RS downtown. One P.M neeting wi th Nathan
Locke on the Spinosa file. Three-thirty, partners' neeting. Tonorrow
you're in tax court all day, and you're supposed to prepare all day

t oday. "

"Great. Cancel everything. Check the flights to Houston Saturday
afternoon and the return nights Monday, early Mnday."

"“Yes, sir."
"Mtch! Where's the Capps file?"
"On ny desk." ,

"How nuch have you done?"

“I"ve read through nost of it."

"We need to get in high gear. That was Sonny Capps on the phone. He
wants to nmeet Saturday norning in Houston, and he wants a rough draft of
the limted partnership agreenent."

Mtch felt a nervous pain in his enpty stonmach. If he recalled
correctly, the agreenent was a hundred and forty-sone pages |ong.

"Just a rough draft,"” Avery said as he pointed to a secretary.

“"No problem" Mtch said with as nmuch confi dence as he could nuster. "It
may not be perfect, but I'lIl have a rough draft."

"I need it by noon Saturday, as perfect as possible. 1'll get one of ny
secretaries to show Nina where the formagreenents are in the nenory
bank. That will save sone dictation and typing. | know this is unfair,
but there's nothing fair about Sonny Capps. He's very demanding. He told
me the deal nmust close in twenty days or it's dead. Everything is
waiting on us."

“I'"l'l get it done."

"Good. Let's neet at eight in the norning to see where we are.”

Avery punched one of the blinking lights and began arguing into the
receiver. Mtch walked to his office and | ooked for the Capps file under
the fifteen notebooks. N na stuck her head in the door

"diver Lanmbert wants to see you."

"When?" Mtch asked.

"As soon as you can get there."

Mtch | ooked at his watch. Three hours at the office and he was ready to
call it a day. "Can it wait?"

"I don't think so. M. Lanbert doesn't usually wait for anybody."

"I see."

"You'd better go."

"What does he want ?"

"His secretary didn't say."

He put on his coat, straightened his tie and raced upstairs to the
fourth floor, where M. Lanbert's secretary was waiting. She introduced
hersel f and i nforned him she had been with for thirty-one years. In
fact, she was the second secretary hired by M. Anthony Bendini after he
nmoved to Menphis. |Ida Renfroe was her nane, but everyone called her Ms.
I da. She showed himinto the big office and cl osed the door

A iver Lanbert stood behind his desk and renpved his reading gl asses. He



smled warmy and laid his pipe in the brass holder. "Good norning,
Mtch," he said softly, as if tine meant nothing. "Let's sit over
there." He waved to the sofa.

"Woul d you like coffee?" M. Lanmbert asked.

"No, thanks."

Mtch sank into the couch and the partner sat in a stiff wing chair, two
feet away and three feet higher. Mtch unbuttoned his coat and tried to
rel ax. He crossed his |legs and gl anced at his new pair of Col e-Haans.
Two hundred bucks. That was an hour's work for an associate at this
nmoney-printing factory. He tried to relax. But he could feel the panic
in Avery's voice and see the desperation in his eyes when he held the
phone and listened to this Capps fellow on the other end. This, his
second full day

on the job, and his head was poundi ng and his stomach hurting.

M. Lanmbert sniled downward with his best sincere grandfatherly snile
It was time for a lecture of some sort. He wore a brilliant white shirt,
button-down, all-cotton, pinpoint, with a small, dark silk bow tie which
best owed upon hima | ook of extrenme intelligence and wi sdom As al ways,
he was tanned beyond the usual midsunmer Menphis scorched bronzeness.
His teeth sparkled |ike dianmonds. A sixty-year-old nodel.

"Just a couple of things, Mtch," he said. "I understand you' ve becone
qui te busy."

"Yes, sir, quite."

"Panic is a way of life in a major law firm and clients |ike Sonny
Capps can cause ulcers. Qur clients are our only assets, so we kil
ourselves for them"

Mtch smled and frowned at the sane tine.

"Two things, Mtch. First, ny wife and | want you and Abby to have

di nner with us Saturday. We dine out quite often, and we enjoy having
our friends with us. | am sonewhat of a chef nyself, and | appreciate
fine food and drink. W usually reserve a |large table at one of our
favorite restaurants in town, invite our friends and spend the evening
with a nine-course neal and the rarest of wines. WIIl you and Abby be
free on Saturday?"

"Of course."
"Kendal | Mahan, Wally Hudson, Lamar Quin and their wives will also be
t here."

"We'd be delighted."
"Good. My favorite place in Menphis is Justine's. It's an old French
restaurant with exquisite cuisine and an inpressive wine |ist. Say seven

Sat ur day?"

"We'l |l be there."

"Second, there's something we need to discuss. |'msure you're aware of
it, but it's worth nentioning. It's very inportant to us. | know they

taught you at Harvard that there exists a confidential relationship

bet ween yourself, as a |l awer, and your client. It's a privileged

rel ati onship and you can never be forced to divulge anything a client
tells you. It's strictly confidential. It's a violation of our ethics if
we discuss our client's business. Now, this applies to every |awer, but
at this firmwe take this professional relationship very seriously. W
don't discuss a client's business with anyone. Not other |awers. Not
spouses. Sonetinmes, not even each other. As a rule, we don't talk at
home, and our wi ves have | earned not to ask. The |less you say, the
better off you are. M. Bendini was a great believer in secrecy, and he



taught us well. You will never hear a nmenber of this firmnention even
so much as a client's nane outside this building. That's how serious we
are."

Where's he going with this? Mtch asked hinself. Any second-year |aw
student could give this speech. "I understand that, M. Lanbert, and you
don't have to worry about ne."

" 'Loose tongues lose |lawsuits.' That was M. Bendini's notto, and he
applied it to everything. We sinply do not discuss our client's business
wi th anyone, and that includes our wives. W're very quiet, very
secretive, and we like it that way. You'll neet other |awers around
town and sooner or later they'll ask sonething about our firm or about
a client. W don't talk, understand?"

"Of course, M. Lanbert."

"Good. We're very proud of you, Mtch. You'll nmeke a great |awer. And a
very rich I awer. See you Saturday."

Ms. Ida had a nessage for Mtch. M. Tolar needed himat once. He

t hanked her and raced down the stairs, down

the hallway, past his office, to the big one in the corner. There were
now three secretaries digging and whispering to each other while the
boss yelled into the tel ephone. Mtch found a safe spot in a chair by
the door and watched the circus. The wonen pulled files and not ebooks
and rmunbl ed in strange tongues anong thensel ves. Cccasionally Avery
woul d snap his fingers and point here and there and they would junp |ike
scared rabbits.

After a few mnutes he slamed the phone down, again w thout saying
goodbye. He glared at Mtch

"Sonny Capps again. The Chi nese want seventy-five million and he's
agreed to pay it. There will be forty-one limted partners instead of
twenty-five. We have twenty days, or the deal is off."

Two of the secretaries wal ked over to Mtch and handed hi mthick
expandable files.

"Can you handle it?" Avery asked, alnmpst with a sneer. The secretaries

| ooked at him

Mtch grabbed the files and headed for the door. "Of course | can handle
it. Is that all?"

"I't's enough. | don't want you to work on anything but that file between
now and Saturday, understand?"
"Yes, boss."

In his office he renpved the bar review materials, all fifteen

not ebooks, and piled themin a corner. The Capps file was arranged
neatly across the desk. He breathed deeply and began readi ng. There was
a knock at the door.

"Who is it?"

Ni na stuck her head through. "I hate to tell you this, but your new
furniture is here."

He rubbed his tenples and rmunbl ed i ncoherently.

"Perhaps you could work in the library for a couple of hours."

" Per haps. "

They repacked the Capps file and noved the fifteen notebooks into the
hall, where two |large black men waited with a row of bul ky cardboard
boxes and an oriental rug.

Nina foll owed himto the second-floor |ibrary.

"“I'"'m supposed to nmeet with Lamar Quin at two-to study for the bar exam
Call himand cancel. Tell himl'll explain |ater."



"You have a two o'clock neeting with GII Vaughn," she said.

"Cancel that one too."

"He's a partner."

"Cancel it. I'"Il make it up later."

"I't's not wise."

"Just do as | say."

"You're the boss."

"Thank you."

The paper hanger was a short muscl e-bound wonman advanced in years but
conditioned to hard work and superbly trained. For alnpbst forty years
now, she explained to Abby, she had hung expensive paper in the finest
homes in Menphis. She tal ked constantly, but wasted no notion. She cut
precisely, |ike a surgeon, then applied glue like an artist. Wile it
dried, she renoved her tape neasure from her |eather work belt and

anal yzed the remai ni ng corner of the dining room She nunbl ed nunbers
whi ch Abby coul d not deci pher. She gauged the | ength and height in four
different places, then conmitted it all to nenory. She ascended the

st epl adder and instructed Abby to hand her a roll of paper. It fit
perfectly. She pressed it firmy to the wall and comrented for the
hundredth time on how nice the paper was, how expensive, how |long it
woul d | ook good and | ast. She liked the color too. It blended
wonderfully with the curtains

and the rug. Abby had |ong since grown tired of saying thanks. She
nodded and | ooked at her watch. It was time to start dinner

When the wall was finished, Abby announced it was quitting time and
asked her to return at nine the next norning. The |lady said certainly,
and began cl eaning up her ness. She was being paid twelve dollars an
hour, cash, and was agreeable to al nost anything. Abby adnmired the room
They would finish it tonmorrow, and the wall papering woul d be conplete
except for two bathroons and the den. The painting was scheduled to
begi n next week. The glue fromthe paper and the wet |acquer fromthe
mant el and the newness of the furniture conbined for a wonderful fresh
aroma. Just |ike a new house.

Abby sai d goodbye to the paperhanger and went to the bedroom where she
undressed and | ay across her bed. She called her husband, spoke briefly
to Nina and was told he was in a neeting and would be a while. N na said
he woul d call. Abby stretched her |ong, sore | egs and rubbed her

shoul ders. The ceiling fan spun slowly above her. Mtch would be hone,
eventually. He would work a hundred hours a week for a while, then cut
back to eighty. She could wait.

She awoke an hour l|ater and junped fromthe bed. It was al nost six. Vea
pi ccata. Veal piccata. She stepped into a pair of khaki wal king shorts
and slipped on a white polo. She ran to the kitchen, which was finished
except for some paint and a set of curtains due in next week. She found
the recipe in a pasta cookbook and arranged the ingredients neatly on
the countertop. There had been little red nmeat in | aw school, naybe an
occasi onal hanburger steak. When she cooked, it had been chicken this or
chicken that. There had been a | ot of sandw ches and hot dogs.

But now, with all this sudden affluence, it was tine to |learn to cook.
In the first week she prepared sonething new every night, and they ate
whenever he got home. She planned the neals, studied the cookbooks,
experinmented with the sauces. For no apparent reason, Mtch |iked
Italian food, and with spaghetti and pork cappellini tried and
perfected, it was tinme for veal piccata. She pounded the veal scallops



with a mallet until they were thin enough, then laid themin flour
seasoned with salt and pepper. She put a pan of water on the burner for
the |ingui ne. She poured a glass of Chablis and turned on the radio. She
had called the office twi ce since lunch, and he had not found tinme to
return the calls. She thought of calling again, but said no. It was his
turn. Dinner would be fixed, and they woul d eat whenever he got hone.
The scal |l ops were sauteed in hot oil for three nmnutes until the vea

was tender; then renoved. She poured the oil fromthe pan and added wi ne
and lenon juice until it was boiling. She scraped and stirred the pan to
t hi cken the sauce. She returned the veal to the pan, and added nmushroons
and artichokes and butter. She covered the pan and let it simrer.

She fried bacon, sliced tonatoes, cooked |inguine and poured another

gl ass of wine. By seven, dinner was ready; bacon and tonato salad with
tubettini, veal piccata, and garlic bread in the oven. He had not

call ed. She took her wine to the patio and | ooked around the backyard.
Hearsay ran from under the shrubs. Together they wal ked the | ength of
the yard, surveying the Bernuda and stopping under the two | arge oaks.
The remai ns of a |ong-abandoned tree house were scattered anong the

m ddl e branches of the largest oak. Initials were carved on its trunk. A
pi ece of rope hung fromthe other. She found a rubber ball, threwit and
wat ched as the dog chased it. She listened for the phone through the
kitchen wi ndow. It did not ring.

Hearsay froze, then growl ed at somethi ng next door. M. Rice energed
froma row of perfectly trimmed box hedges around his patio. Sweat

dri pped fromhis nose and his cotton undershirt was soaked. He renpved
his green gloves, and noticed Abby across the chain-link fence, under
her tree. He smiled. He | ooked at her brown I egs and sniled. He wi ped
his forehead with a sweaty forearm and headed for the fence.

"How are you?" he asked, breathing heavy. His thick gray hair dripped
and clung to his scalp.

"Just fine, M. Rice. How are you?"

"Hot. Must be a hundred degrees."

Abby slowy wal ked to the fence to chat. She had caught his stares for a
week now, but did not mind. He was at |east seventy and probably

harm ess. Let himlook. Plus, he was a living, breathing, sweating human
who could talk and nmaintain a conversation to sone degree. The

paper hanger had been her only source of dialogue since Mtch |eft before
dawn.

“Your |awn | ooks great," she said.

He wi ped again and spat on the ground. "Great? You call this great? This
bel ongs in a nmagazine. |'ve never seen a puttin' green |look this good.
deserve garden of the nonth, but they won't give it to ne. Were's your
husband?"

"At the office. He's working late."

"I't's alnost eight. He must've left before sunup this norning. | take ny
wal k at six-thirty, and he's already gone. What's with hinP"

"He |likes to work."

“If | had a wife like you, |I'd stay at hone. Couldn't rmake ne | eave."
Abby sniled at the conplinent. "Howis Ms. Rice?"
He frowned, then yanked a weed out of the fence. "Not too good, |I'm

afraid. Not too good." He | ooked away and bit his lip. Ms. Rice was

al nrost dead with cancer. There were no children. She had a year, the
doctors said. A year at the npst. They had renopved npst of her stonach,
and the tunmors were now in the lungs. She wei ghed ninety pounds and



seldom | eft the bed. During their first visit across the fence his eyes
wat ered when he tal ked of her and of how he would be alone after fifty-
one years.

“"Naw, they won't give ne garden of the nonth. Wong part of town. It

al ways goes to those rich folks who hire yard boys to do all the work
while they sit by the pool and sip daiquiris. It does | ook good, doesn't
it?"

"I't's incredible. How many tinmes a week do you now?"

"Three or four. Depends on the rain. You want nme to nmow yours?"

“"No. | want Mtch to mowit."

"He ain't got tine, seens like. I'll watch it, and if it needs a little
trim I'lIl come over."

Abby turned and | ooked at the kitchen wi ndow. "Do you hear the phone?"
she asked, wal king away. M. Rice pointed to his hearing aid.

She said goodbye and ran to the house. The phone stopped when she lifted
the receiver. It was eight-thirty, alnost dark. She called the office,
but no one answered. Maybe he was driving hone.

An hour before m dnight, the phone rang. Except for it and the |ight
snoring, the second-floor office was without a sound. Hs feet were on
the new desk, crossed at the ankles and numb from|lack of circul ation.
The rest of the body slouched confortably in the thick | eather executive
chair.

He slunped to one side and intermttently exhaled the sounds of a deep
sl eep. The Capps file was strewn over the desk and one fornidable-

| ooki ng docunent was held firmy against his stomach. H's shoes were on
the floor, next to the desk, next to a pile of documents fromthe Capps
file. An enpty potato-chip bag was between the shoes.

After a dozen rings he noved, then junped at the phone. It was his wife.
"Why haven't you call ed?" she asked, coolly, yet with a slight touch of
concern.

"I"'msorry. | fell asleep. What tinme is it?" He rubbed his eyes and
focused on his watch

"Eleven. | wish you would call.’'

“I did call. No one answered."

"When?"

"Bet ween ei ght and nine. Where were you?"

She did not answer. She waited. "Are you com ng honme?"

“"No. | need to work all night."

"All night? You can't work all night, Mtch."

"Of course | can work all night. Happens all the tine around here. It's
expected. "

"I expected you hone, Mtch. And the |east you could ve done was call
Dinner is still on the stove."

"I"'msorry. I"'mup to ny ears in deadlines and |I lost track of time. |
apol ogi ze. "

There was silence for a nonent as she considered the apology. "WII| this
become a habit, Mtch?"

"It mght."

"I see. When do you think you nmight be hone?"

“"Are you scared?"

“"No, I"'mnot scared. |'mgoing to bed."

“I'"1l come in around seven for a shower."

"That's nice. If |I'm asleep, don't wake ne."

She hung up. He | ooked at the receiver, then put it in place. On the



fifth floor a security agent chuckled to hinself. "Don't wake ne.'
That's good," he said as he pushed a button on the conputerized
recorder. He punched three buttons and spoke into a small m ke. "Hey,
Dut ch, wake up down there."

Dut ch woke up and leaned to the intercom "Yeah, what is it?"

"This is Marcus upstairs, | think our boy plans to stay all night."
"What's his probl enP"

"Right nowit's his wife. He forgot to call her and she fixed a rea

ni ce supper."

"Aw, that's too bad. We've heard that before, ain't we?"

"Yeah, every rookie does it the first week. Anyway, he told her he ain't
comi ng hone till in the norning. So go back to sleep."

Mar cus pushed sonme nore buttons and returned to his magazi ne.

Abby was waiting when the sun peeked between the oak trees. She sipped
cof fee and held the dog and |istened to the qui et sounds of her

nei ghbor hood stirring to life. Sleep had been fitful. A hot shower had
not eased the fatigue. She wore a white terry-cloth bathrobe, one of
his, and nothing else. Her hair was wet and pulled strai ght back

A car door slammed and the dog pointed inside the house. She heard him
unl ock the kitchen door, and nonments |later the sliding door to the patio
opened. He laid his coat on a bench near the door and wal ked over to
her .

"Good norning," he said, then sat down across the wi cker table.

She gave hima fake smile. "Good nmorning to you."

"You're up early," he said in an effort at friendliness. It did not
wor k. She smiled again and sipped her coffee.

He breathed deeply and gazed across the yard. "Still mad about | ast
night, | see.”

“"Not really. | don't carry a grudge."

"I said | was sorry, and | neant it. | tried to call once."

"You coul d' ve called again."

"Pl ease don't divorce ne, Abby. | swear it will never happen again. Just

don't | eave ne."

She managed a genuine grin. "You look terrible," she said.

"What's under the robe?"

" Not hi ng. "

"Let's see."

"Why don't you take a nap. You | ook haggard."

"Thanks. But |1've got a nine o'clock neeting with Avery. And a ten
o' clock neeting with Avery."

"Are they trying to kill you the first week?"

"Yes, but they can't do it. I"'mtoo nuch of a man. Let's go take a
shower . "

"“I'"ve taken one."

"Naked?"

"Yes."

"Tell me about it. Tell ne every detail."

"If you'd come home at a decent hour you wouldn't feel depraved.”
"I"'msure it'Il happen again, dear. There will be plenty of all-
nighters. You didn't conplain in |Iaw school when | studied around the
cl ock."

"It was different. | endured | aw school because | knew it woul d soon
end. But now you're a |awer and you will be for a long tinme. Is this
part of it? WIIl you always work a thousand hours a week?"



"Abby, this is my first week."

"That's what worries nme. It will only get worse."

"Sure it will. That's part of it, Abby. It's a cutthroat business where
the weak are eaten and the strong get rich. It's a marathon. He who
endures wins the gold."

"And dies at the finish line."

"I don't believe this. We noved here a week ago, and you're already
worried about my health."

She si pped the coffee and rubbed the dog. She was beautiful. Wth tired
eyes, no nmakeup, and wet hair, she was beautiful. He stood, wal ked

behi nd her and ki ssed her on the cheek. "I love you," he whi spered.
She clutched his hand on her shoulder. "Go take a shower. I'Ill fix
br eakfast."

The tabl e was arranged to perfection. Her grandmother's china was taken
fromthe cabinet and used for the first time in the new hone. Candl es
were lit in silver candl esticks. Grapefruit juice was poured in the
crystal tea glasses. Linen napkins that matched the tabl ecloth were

fol ded on the plates. Wen he finished his shower and changed into a new
Burberry glen plaid, he walked to the dining roomand whistl ed.

"What's the occasion?"

"It's a special breakfast, for a special husband."

He sat and adnmired the china. The food was warnming in a covered silver

di sh. "What'd you cook?" he asked, smacking his |lips. She pointed and he
renoved the lid. He stared at it.

"What's this?" he asked wi thout |ooking at her

"Veal piccata."

"Veal what?"
"Veal piccata."
He gl anced at his watch. "I thought it was breakfast tine.

"I cooked it for dinner |last night, and | suggest you eat it."

"Veal piccata for breakfast?"

She grinned firmy and shook her head slightly. He | ooked again at the
di sh, and for a second or two anal yzed the situation

Finally, he said, "Smells good."

SATURDAY norning. He slept in and didn't get to the office until seven.
He didn't shave, wore jeans, an old button-down, no socks and Bass

| oaf ers. Law school attire.

The Capps agreenent had been printed and reprinted | ate Friday. He nmde
some further revisions, and Nina ran it again at eight Friday night. He
assuned she had little or no social life, so he didn't hesitate to ask
her to work late. She said she didn't mind overtinme, so he asked her to
wor k Sat urday norni ng.

She arrived at nine, wearing a pair of jeans that would fit a nose
guard. He handed her the agreenent, all two hundred and six pages, with
his | atest changes, and asked her to run it for the fourth tine. He was
to meet with Avery at ten.

The office changed on Saturday. All of the associates were there, as
wel |l as nost of the partners and a few of the secretaries. There were no
clients, thus no dress code. There was enough denimto |aunch a cattle
drive. No ties. Sone of the preppier ones wore their finest starched
Duckheads with heavily starched button-downs and seenmed to crackl e when
t hey wal ked.

But the pressure was there, at least for Mtchell Y. MDeere, the newest
associ ate. He had cancel ed his bar review neetings on Thursday, Friday



and Saturday, and the fifteen notebooks sat on the shelf, gathering dust
and re-

m ndi ng himthat he woul d i ndeed becone the first menber to flunk the
bar exam

At ten the fourth revision was conplete, and Nina cerenpniously laid it
on Mtch's desk and left for the coffee room It had grown to two
hundred and ni neteen pages. He had read every word four tinmes and
researched the tax code provisions until they were nenorized. He marched
down the hall to his partner's office and laid it on the desk. A
secretary was packing a mammoth bri efcase while the boss tal ked on the
phone.

"How many pages?" Avery asked when he hung up

"Over two hundred."

"This is quite inpressive. How rough is it?"

"Not very. That's the fourth revision since yesterday norning. It's

al nost perfect."

"We'll see. I'lIl read it on the plane, then Capps will read it with a
magni fying glass. If he finds one m stake he'll raise hell for an hour
and threaten not to pay. How many hours are in this?"

"Fifty-four and a half, since Wdnesday."

"I know |'ve pushed, and | apol ogize. You' ve had a tough first week. But
our clients sonetinmes push hard, and this won't be the last tinme we
break our necks for sonmeone who pays us two hundred dollars an hour

It's part of the business."

"I don't mindit. |I'mbehind on the bar review, but | can catch up."
“I's that little Hudson twerp giving you a hard tine?"

"No. "

"If he does, let me know. He's only a five-year man, and he enjoys
pl ayi ng professor. Thinks he's a real academic. | don't particularly
like him"

"He's no problem™

Avery placed the agreenent in the briefcase. "Were are the prospectus
and ot her docunents?"

"“I'"ve done a very rough draft of each. You said we had twenty days."
"We do, but let's get it done. Capps starts demandi ng things | ong before
their deadlines. Are you working tonorrow?"

"I hadn't planned on it. In fact, my wife has sort of insisted we go to
church. "

Avery shook his head. "Wves can really get in the way, can't they?" He
said this without expecting a reply.

Mtch did not respond.

"Let's have Capps finished by next Saturday."

"Fine. No problem" Mtch said.

"Have we di scussed Koker-Hanks?" Avery asked while runmmagi ng through a
file.

"No. "
"Here it is. Koker-Hanks is a big general contractor out of Kansas City.
Keeps about a hundred mllion under contract, all over the country. An

outfit out of Denver called Holloway Brothers has offered to buy Koker-
Hanks. They want to swap sonme stock, sone assets, some contracts, and
throw in some cash. Pretty conplicated deal. Fanmiliarize yourself with
the file, and we'll discuss it Tuesday norning when | get back."

"How much tine do we have?"

"Thirty days."



It was not quite as thick as the Capps file, but just as inposing.
"Thirty days," Mtch nmunbl ed.

"The deal is worth eighty million, and we'll rake off two hundred grand
in fees. Not a bad deal. Every time you |ook at that file, charge it for
an hour. Work on it whenever you can. In fact, if the nanme Koker-Hanks
crosses your nind

while you're driving to work, stick it for an hour. The sky's the limt
on this one."

Avery relished the thought of a client who would pay regardl ess of the
charges. Mtch said goodbye and returned to his office.

About the time the cocktails were finished, while they studied the w ne
list and |listened to Aiver Lanbert's conparison of the nuances, the
subtleties, the distinctions of each of the French w nes, about the tinme
Mtch and Abby realized they would much rather be honme eating a pizza
and watching TV, two nmen with the correct key entered the shiny black
BWVin the parking ot of Justine's. They wore coats and ties and | ooked
i nconspi cuous. They sped away innocently and drove across midtown to the
new home of M: and Ms. MDeere. They parked the BMN where it bel onged,
in the carport. The driver produced another key, and the two entered the
house. Hearsay was | ocked in a closet in the washroom

In the dark, a small |eather attache case was placed on the dining
tabl e. Thin di sposabl e rubber gloves were pulled and stretched over the
hands, and each took a small flashlight.

"Do the phones first," one said.

They worked quickly, in the dark. The receiver fromthe kitchen phone
was unplugged and laid on the table. The mi crophone was unscrewed and
exam ned. A tiny drop-in transnmitter, the size of a raisin, was glued in
the cavity of the receiver and held firmy in place for ten seconds.
When the glue became firm the nicrophone was replaced and the receiver
was plugged into the phone and hung on the kitchen wall. The voices, or
signals, would be transmitted to a snmall receiver to be installed in the
attic. Alarger transmitter next to the receiver would send the signals
across town to an antenna on top of the Bendini Building. Using

the AC lines as a power source, the snall bugs in the phones woul d
transmit indefinitely.

"Cet the one in the den."

The attache case was noved to a sofa. Above the recliner they drove a
small nail into a ridge in the paneling, then renmoved it. A thin black
cylinder, one twentieth of an inch by one inch, was carefully placed in
the hole. It was cenented in place with a dab of black epoxy. The

m crophone was invisible. Awre, the thickness of a human hair, was
gently fitted into the seam of the paneling and run to the ceiling. It
woul d be connected to a receiver in the attic.

I dentical mkes were hidden in the walls of each bedroom The nmen found
the retractable stairs in the main hallway and clinbed into the attic.
One renoved the receiver and transmitter fromthe case while the other
pai nstakingly pulled the tiny wires fromthe walls. Wen he gathered
them he wapped themtogether and | aid them under the insulation and
ran themto a corner where his partner was placing the transmitter in an
ol d cardboard box. An AC line was spliced and wired to the unit to
provi de power and transnission. A snmall antenna was raised to within an
i nch of the roof decking.

Their breathing becane heavier in the sweltering heat of the dark attic.
The smal |l plastic casing of an old radio was fitted around the



transmitter, and they scattered insulation and old clothing around it.

It was in a renote corner and not likely to be noticed for nonths, nmaybe
years. And if it was noticed, it would appear to be only worthless junk.
It could be picked up and thrown away without suspicion. They admired

t heir handiwork for a second, then descended the stairs.

They meticul ously covered their tracks and were finished in ten ninutes.
Hearsay was released fromthe closet, and the nen crept

into the carport. They backed quickly out the driveway and sped into the
ni ght .

As the baked ponpano was served, the BMWN parked quietly next to the
restaurant. The driver fished through his pockets and found the key to a
mar oon Jaguar, property of M. Kendall Mahan, attorney-at-law. The two
technici ans | ocked the BMVWand slid into the Jag. The Mahans |ived nmuch
cl oser than the MDeeres, and judging fromthe floor plans, the job
woul d be qui cker.

On the fifth floor of the Bendini Building, Marcus stared at a panel of
blinking lights and waited for some signal from 1231 East Meadowbr ook
The di nner party had broken up thirty mnutes earlier, and it was tine
to listen. Atiny yellow light flashed weakly, and he draped a headset
over his ears. He pushed a button to record. He waited. A green |ight
besi de the code McD6 began flashing. It was the bedroomwall. The
signals grew clearer, voices, at first faint, then very clear. He

i ncreased the volune. And |istened.

“Jill Mahan is a bitch," the fermale, Ms. MDeere, was saying. "The nore
she drank, the bitchier she got."

"I think she's a blue blood of some sort,”" M. MDeere replied.

"Her husband is okay, but she's a real snot," Ms. MDeere said.

"Are you drunk?" asked M. MDeere.

"Alnpbst. |'mready for passionate sex."

Mar cus increased the volunme and | eaned toward the blinking |ights.

"Take your clothes off," demanded Ms. MDeere.

"We haven't done this in a while," said M. MDeere.

Mar cus stood and hovered above the switches and |ights.

"And whose fault is that?" she asked.

"I haven't forgotten how. You're beautiful."

"Cet in the bed," she said.

Mar cus turned the dial marked VOLUME until it would go no further. He
smled at the lights and breathed heavily. He | oved these associ ates,
fresh fromlaw school and full of energy. He smiled at the sounds of
their | ovemaki ng. He closed his eyes and wat ched them

THE Capps crisis passed in two weeks without disaster, thanks largely to
a string of eighteen-hour days by the newest nenber of , a menber who
had not yet passed the bar exam and who was too busy practicing law to
worry about it. In July he billed an average of fifty-nine hours a week,
a firmrecord for a nonlawer. Avery proudly informed the partners at
the nonthly neeting that MDeere's work was remarkable for a rookie. The
Capps deal was closed three days ahead of schedule, thanks to MDeere.
The docunents totaled four hundred pages, all perfect, all neticul ously
researched, drafted and redrafted by MDeere. Koker-Hanks woul d cl ose
within a nmonth, thanks to McDeere, and would earn close to a quarter of
anmll. He was a machi ne.

A iver Lanbert expressed concern over his study habits. The bar exam was
| ess than three weeks away, and it was obvious to all that MDeere was
not ready. He had canceled half his review sessions in July and had



| ogged | ess than twenty hours. Avery said not to worry, his boy would be
ready.

Fi fteen days before the exam Mtch finally conplained. He was about to
flunk it, he explained to Avery over |lunch at the Manhattan Cl ub, and he
needed tine to study. Lots of tinme. He could cramit in for the next two
weeks and pass by

the hair of his ass. But he had to be left alone. No deadlines. No
energencies. No all-nighters. He pleaded. Avery listened carefully, and
apol ogi zed. He prom sed to ignore himfor the next two weeks. Mtch said
t hanks.

On the first Monday in August, a firmnmeeting was called in the main
library on the first floor. It was the neeting room the |argest of the
four libraries, the showplace. Half the |lawers sat around the antique
cherry conference table with twenty chairs under it. The rest stood next
to the shelves of thick | eather |aw books which had not been opened in
decades. Every member was present, even Nathan Locke. He arrived late
and stood next to the door by hinself. He spoke to no one, and no one

| ooked at him Mtch stole a glance at Bl ack Eyes when possi bl e.

The nmpod was sonber. No smiles. Beth Kozinski and Laura Hodge were
escorted through the door by Oiver Lanbert. They were seated at the
front of the roomfacing a wall where two veiled portraits hung. They
hel d hands and tried to smle. M. Lanbert stood with his back to the
wal | and faced the small audience.

He spoke softly, his rich baritone exudi ng synpathy and conpassi on. He
al nost whi spered at first, but the power of his voice nmade every sound
and every syllable clear throughout the room He | ooked at the two

wi dows and told of the deep sadness felt, how they would al ways be
taken care of as long as there was a firm He talked of Marty and Joe,
of their first few years with , of their inportance to , of the vast
voids their deaths created. He spoke of their love for their fanilies,
their dedication to their homes.

The man was el oquent. He spoke in prose, with no forethought as to what
t he next sentence would be. The wi dows

cried softly and wi ped their eyes. And then sonme of the closer ones,
Lamar Qui n and Doug Turney, began to sniffle.

When he had sai d enough, he unveiled the portrait of Martin Kozinski. It
was an enotional monent. There were nore tears. There would be a

schol arshi p established at the Chicago Law School in his name. would
set up trusts for his children's education. The fam |y woul d be taken
care of. Beth bit her |lip, but cried |ouder. The seasoned, hardened,
tough-as-nails negotiators of the great Bendini firmswallowed rapidly
and avoi ded | ooking at each other. Only Nathan Locke was unnoved. He
glared at the wall with his penetrating | asers and ignored the cerenony.
Then the portrait of Joe Hodge, and a simlar biography, sinlar

schol arship and trust funds. Mtch had heard a runor that Hodge
purchased a two-million-dollar life insurance policy four nonths before
hi s deat h.

When the eul ogi es were conpl ete, Nathan Locke di sappeared through the
door. The |l awyers surrounded the wi dows and of fered qui et words and
enbraces. Mtch did not know them and had nothing to say. He wal ked to
the front wall and exanmi ned the paintings. Next to those of Kozinski and
Hodge were three slightly smaller, but equally dignified portraits. The
one of the woman caught his attention. The brass plate read: "Alice
Knauss 1948-1977."



"She was a nistake," Avery said under his breath as he stepped next to
his associ ate.

"What do you nean?" Mtch asked.

"Typical female | awer. Cane here from Harvard, nunmber one in her class
and carrying a chip because she was a fenmal e. Thought every man alive
was a sexist and it was her missionin life to elimnate discrimnation.
Super-bitch. After six nmonths we all hated her but couldn't get rid of
her. She forced two partners into early retirement. MIligan stil

bl ames her for his heart attack. He was her partner."

"Was she a good | awyer?"

"Very good, but it was inpossible to appreciate her talents. She was so
contenti ous about everything."

"What happened to her?"

"Car wreck. Killed by a drunk driver. It was really tragic."

"Was she the first woman?"

"Yes, and the last, unless we get sued.”

Mtch nodded to the next portrait. "Who was he?"

"Robert Lamm He was a good friend of mne. Enory Law School in Atlanta.
He was about three years ahead of ne."

"What happened?"

“"No one knows. He was an avid hunter. We hunted noose in Wom ng one
winter. In 1972 he was deer hunting in Arkansas and turned up m ssing.
They found hima nonth later in a ravine with a hole through his head.
Aut opsy said the bullet entered through the rear of his skull and bl ew
away nost of his face. They speculate the shot was fired froma high-
powered rifle at long range. It was probably an accident, but we'l

never know. | could never imagi ne anyone wanting to kill Bobby Lamm"
The last portrait was of John M ckel, 1950-1984. "What happened to

hi n?" Mt ch, whi spered.

"Probably the nost tragic of all. He was not a strong man, and the
pressure got to him He drank a lot, and started drugs. Then his wife
left himand they had a bitter divorce. was enbarrassed. After he had
been here ten years, he began to fear he would not beconme a partner. The
dri nki ng got worse. W spent a snall fortune on treatnent, shrinks,
everyt hing. But nothing worked. He becane depressed, then suicidal. He
wrote a seven-page suicide note and bl ew his brains out."

"That's terrible.”

"Sure was."

"Where'd they find hinP"

Avery cleared his throat and glanced around the room "In your office."
"What ! "

"Yeah, but they cleaned it up."

"You' re ki dding!"

“"No, I"'mserious. It was years ago, and the office has been used since
then. It's okay."

Mtch was speechl ess.

"You' re not superstitious, are you?" Avery asked with a nasty grin.

"Of course not."

"I guess | should've told you, but it's not something we tal k about."
"Can | change offices?"

"Sure. Just flunk the bar exam and we'll give you one of those paral ega
offices in the basenent."
“I'f I flunk it, it'll be because of you."

"Yes, but you won't flunk it, will you?"



"“If you can pass it, so can |I."

From5 AM to 7 AM the Bendini Building was enpty and qui et. Nat han
Locke arrived around six, but went straight to his office and | ocked the
door. At seven, the associ ates began appearing and voices coul d be
heard. By seven-thirty had a quorum and a handful of secretaries
punched in. By eight the halls were full and it was chaos as usual
Concentration becane difficult. Interruptions were routine. Phones
beeped incessantly. By nine, all |awers, paralegals, clerks and
secretaries were either present or accounted for. Mtch treasured the
solitude of the early hours. He noved his clock up thirty nminutes and
began waki ng Dutch at five, instead of five-thirty. After meking two
pots of coffee, he

roamed the dark halls flipping |light switches and inspecting the
bui l di ng. Occasionally, on a clear norning, he would stand before the

wi ndow in Lamar's office and watch the dawn break over the m ghty

M ssi ssi ppi bel ow. He would count the barges lined neatly before their
tugboats plowing slowy upriver. He watched the trucks inch across the
bridge in the distance. But he wasted little tinme. He dictated letters,
briefs, summaries, menorandums and a hundred other docunents for Nina to
type and Avery to review. He crammed for the bar exam

The norning after the cerenony for the dead | awers, he found hinself in
the library on the first floor |looking for a treatise when he again
noticed the five portraits. He wal ked to the wall and stared at them
remenbering the brief obituaries given by Avery. Five dead | awers in
twenty years. It was a dangerous place to work. On a | egal pad he
scribbled their nanes and the years they died. It was five-thirty.
Sonet hi ng noved in the hallway, and he jerked to his right. In the
darkness he saw Bl ack Eyes watching. He stepped forward to the door and
glared at Mtch. "What are you doi ng?" he demanded.

Mtch faced himand attenpted a snmile. "Good norning to you. It happens
| am studying for the bar exam"

Locke gl anced at the portraits and then stared at Mtch. "I see. Wy are
you so interested in thenP"

"Just curious. This firmhas had its share of tragedy."

"They're all dead. A real tragedy will occur if you don't pass the bar
exam "

"I intend to pass it."

"“I'"ve heard otherw se. Your study habits are causing concern anong the
partners."

"Are the partners concerned about ny excessive billing?"

"Don't get smart. You were told the bar exam has priority

over everything. An enployee with no license is of no use to this firm?"
Mtch thought of a dozen smart retorts, but let it pass. Locke stepped
backward and di sappeared. In his office with the door closed, Mtch hid
the nanes and dates in a drawer and opened a revi ew book on
constitutional |aw.

THE Saturday after the bar exam Mtch avoided his office and his house
and spent the nmorning digging in the flower beds and waiting. Wth the
renodel i ng conpl ete, the house was now presentabl e, and of course the
first guests had to be her parents. Abby had cl eaned and polished for a
week, and it was now tine. She prom sed they wouldn't stay |ong, no nore
than a few hours. He promi sed to be as nice as possible.

Mtch had washed and waxed both new cars and they | ooked as if they had
just left the showoom The |awn had been manicured by a kid down the



street. M. Rice had applied fertilizer for a nonth and it |ooked like a
puttin' green, as he liked to say.

At noon they arrived, and he reluctantly left the flower beds. He smled
and greeted them and excused hinmself to go clean up. He could tell they
were unconfortable, and he wanted it that way. He took a | ong shower as
Abby showed them every piece of furniture and every inch of wall paper.
These things inpressed the Sutherlands. Small things always did. They
dwelt on the things others did or did not have. He was the president of
a small county bank that had been on the verge of collapse for ten
years. She was too good to work and had spent all of her adult life
seeki ng soci al advancenent in a town where there was none to be had. She
had traced her ancestry to royalty in one of the old countries, and this
had al ways i npressed the coal mners in Danesboro, Kentucky. Wth so
much blue blood in her veins, it had fallen her duty to do nothing but
drink hot tea, play bridge, talk of her husband's noney, condem the

| ess fortunate and work tirelessly in the Garden Club. He was a stuffed
shirt who junped when she barked and lived in eternal fear of naking her
mad. As a teamthey had relentlessly pushed their daughter frombirth to
be the best, achieve the best, but nost inportantly, marry the best.
Their daughter had rebelled and married a poor kid with no famly except
a crazy mother and a crimnal brother.

“"Ni ce place you've got here, Mtch," M. Sutherland said in an effort to
break the ice. They sat for |lunch and began passi ng di shes.

"Thanks." Nothing el se, just thanks. He concentrated on the food. There
woul d be no smiles fromhimat |lunch. The | ess he said, the nore
unconfortable they would be. He wanted themto feel awkward, guilty,
wrong. He wanted themto sweat, to bleed. It had been their decision to
boycott the wedding. It had been their stones cast, not his.

"Everything is so lovely," her nother gushed in his direction.

"Thanks. "

"We're so proud of it, Mother," Abby said.

The conversation inmediately went to the renodeling. The nmen ate in
silence as the wonen chattered on and on about what the decorator did to
this roomand that one. At tines, Abby was al nost desperate to fill in
the gaps with words about whatever cane to nmind. Mtch alnost felt sorry
for her, but he kept his eyes on the table. The butter knife could have
cut the tension.

"So you've found a job?" Ms. Sutherland asked.

"Yes. | start a week from Monday. 1'Il be teaching third-graders at St.
Andrew s Epi scopal School ."

"Teachi ng doesn't pay nuch," her father blurted.

He's relentl ess, thought Mtch

“I"'mnot concerned with noney, Dad. |I'ma teacher. To nme, it's the nost

i mportant profession in the world. If |I wanted noney, | would' ve gone to
nmedi cal school . "

"Third-graders," her nother said. "That's such a cute age. You'll be
wanting children before long."

Mtch had al ready decided that if anything would attract these people to
Menphi s on a regular basis, it was grandchildren. And he had deci ded he
could wait a long tine. He had never been around children. There were no
ni eces or nephews, except for maybe a few unknown ones Ray had scattered
around the country. And he had devel oped no affinity for children.
“"Maybe in a few years, Mther."

Maybe after they're both dead, thought Mtch



"You want children, don't you, Mtch?" asked the nother-in-Iaw

“"Maybe in a few years."

M. Sutherland pushed his plate away and |lit a cigarette. The issue of
snmoki ng had been repeatedly discussed in the days before the visit.
Mtch wanted it banned conpletely from his house, especially by these
peopl e. They had argued vehenently, and Abby won.

"How was the bar exan®?" the father-in-law asked.

This could be interesting, Mtch thought. "Gueling." Abby chewed her
food nervously.

"Do you think you passed?"

"I hope so."

"When will you know?"

"Four to six weeks."

"How long did it |ast?"

"Four days."

"He's done nothing but study and work since we noved here. | haven't
seen much of himthis sunmer,"” Abby said.

Mtch smled at his wife. The tine away from home was al ready a sore
subject, and it was anusing to hear her condone it.

"What happens if you don't pass it?" her father asked.

"I don't know. | haven't thought about it."

"Do they give you a rai se when you pass?"

Mtch decided to be nice, as he had promised. But it was difficult.
"Yes, a nice raise and a nice bonus."

"How nany | awers are in ?"

"Forty."

"My goodness," said Ms. Sutherland. She |it up one of hers. "There's
not that many in Dane County."

"Where's your office?" he asked.

" Downt own. "

"Can we see it?" she asked.

"Maybe sone other tine. It's closed to visitors on Saturdays." Mtch
amused hinmself with his answer. Closed to visitors, as if it was a
nmuseum

Abby sensed di saster and began tal ki ng about the church they had j oi ned.
It had four thousand nenbers, a gymasium and bowl ing alley. She sang in
the choir and taught eight-year-olds in Sunday school. Mtch went when
he was not working, but he'd been working npbst Sundays.

"“I'"'m happy to see you've found a church home, Abby," her father said
pi ously. For years he had |l ed the prayer each Sunday at the First

Met hodi st Church in Danesboro, and the other six days he had tirelessly
practiced greed and mani pul ati on. He had also steadily but discreetly
pursued whi skey and wonen.

An awkward silence foll owed as the conversation cane to

a halt. He Iit another one. Keep snoking, old boy, Mtch thought. Keep
snoki ng.

"Let's have dessert on the patio," Abby said. She began clearing the

t abl e.

They bragged about his gardening skills, and he accepted the credit. The
same kid down the street had pruned the trees, pulled the weeds, trinmed
t he hedges and edged the patio. Mtch was proficient only in pulling
weeds and scooping dog crap. He could al so operate the | awn sprinkler,
but usually let M. Rice do it.

Abby served strawberry shortcake and coffee. She | ooked hel pl essly at



her husband, but he was noncommittal

"This is a real nice place you' ve got here," her father said for the
third tinme as he surveyed the backyard. Mtch could see his nind
wor ki ng. He had taken the nmeasure of the house and nei ghborhood, and the
curiosity was becom ng unbearable. How nuch did the place cost, danmit?
That's what he wanted to know. How nuch down? How nuch a nonth?
Everythi ng. He woul d keep pecking away until he could work in the

guesti ons sonmewhere.

"This is a lovely place," her nother said for the tenth tine.

"When was it built?" her father asked.

Mtch laid his plate on the table and cleared his throat. He could sense
it comng. "lIt's about fifteen years old," he answered.

"How many square feet?"

"About three thousand," Abby answered nervously. Mtch glared at her

Hi s composure was vani shing.

"It's a lovely nei ghborhood," her nother added hel pfully.

"New | oan, or did you assune one?" her father asked, as if he were
interviewing a | oan applicant with weak coll ateral

“It's a new loan," Mtch said, then waited. Abby waited and prayed.

He didn't wait, couldn't wait. "What'd you pay for it?"

Mtch breathed deeply and was about to say, "Too nuch." Abby was

qui cker. "We didn't pay too nuch, Daddy," she said firmy with a frown.
"We're quite capable of handling our noney."

Mtch managed a snile while biting his tongue.

Ms. Sutherland was on her feet. "Let's go for a drive, shall we? | Want
to see the river and that new pyramid they' ve built beside it. Shall we?
Cone on, Harold."

Harol d wanted nore informati on about the house, but his w fe was now
tugging on his arm

"Great idea," Abby said.

They | oaded into the shiny new BMV and went to see the river. Abby asked
them not to snoke in the new car. Mtch drove in silence and tried to be
ni ce.

NI NA entered the office in a rush with a stack of paper work and laid it
before her boss. "I need signatures," she demanded, and handed him his
pen.

"What is all this?" Mtch asked as he dutifully scribbled his nane.
"Don't ask. Just trust ne."

"I found a misspelled word in the Landmark Partners agreenent.”

"It's the conputer."”

"Okay. Get the computer fixed."

"How | ate are you working tonight?"

Mtch scanned the docunents and signed off on each. "I don't know. Why?"
"You | ook tired. Why don't you go home early, say around ten or ten-
thirty, and get sone rest. Your eyes are beginning to |ook |ike Nathan
Locke's. "

"Very funny."

"Your wife called."

“I'"1l call her in a mnute."

When he finished she restacked the letters and documents. "It's five

o' clock. I'"'mleaving. Aiver Lanmbert is waiting on you in the first-
floor library."

"Adiver Lanmbert! Waiting on ne?"

"That's what | said. He called not nore than five minutes ago. Said it



was very inportant.”

Mtch straightened his tie and ran down the hall, down the stairs, and
wal ked casually into the |library. Lanbert, Avery and what appeared to be
nost of the partners sat around the conference table. Al of the

associ ates were present, standing behind the partners. The seat at the
head of the table was enpty, and waiting. The room was qui et, al nost
soletm. There were no smles. Lamar was close by and refused to | ook at
him Avery was sheepish, sort of enbarrassed. Wally Hudson twirled the
end of his bowtie and slowly shook his head.

"Sit down, Mtch," M. Lanbert said gravely. "W have sonmething to

di scuss with you." Doug Turney closed the door

He sat and searched for any small sign of reassurance. None. The
partners rolled their chairs in his direction, squeezing together in the
process. The associ ates surrounded hi m and gl ared downwar d.

"What is it?" he asked neekly, |ooking helplessly at Avery. Small beads
of sweat surfaced above his eyebrows. H s heart pounded like a

j ackhammer. Hi s breathing was | abored.

A iver Lanbert |eaned across the edge of the table and renoved his
readi ng gl asses. He frowned sincerely, as if this would be painful
"We've just received a call from Nashville, Mtch, and we wanted to talk
with you about it."

The bar exam The bar exam The bar exam History had been made. An
associate of the great Bendini firmhad finally flunked the bar exam He
glared at Avery, and wanted to scream "It's all your fault!" Avery

pi nched his eyebrows as if a migraine had hit and avoi ded eye contact.
Lanbert eyed the other partners suspiciously and returned to MDeere.
"W were afraid this would happen, Mtch."

He wanted to speak, to explain that he deserved just one nore chance,
that the exam would be given again in six nonths and he would ace it,
that he woul d not enbarrass themagain. A thick pain hit below the belt.
"Yes, sir," he said hunbly, in defeat.

Lanbert moved in for the kill. "W aren't supposed to know these things,
but the folks in Nashville told us that you nade the highest score on
the bar exam Congratul ati ons, Counselor."

The room expl oded with |aughter and cheers. They gathered around and
shook his hand, patted his back and | aughed at him Avery rushed forward
wi th a handkerchi ef and wi ped his forehead. Kendall Mahan sl amred three
bottl es of chanpagne on the table and began popping corks. A round was
poured into plastic w neglasses. He finally breathed and broke into a
smle. He slugged the chanpagne, and they poured hi m another gl ass.

A iver Lanbert placed his armgently around Mtch's neck and spoke.
"Mtch, we are very proud of you. This calls for a little bonus. | have
here a firmcheck in the anbunt of two thousand dollars, which I am
presenting to you as a small reward for this achievenent."

There were whistles and catcalls.

"This is, of course, in addition to the substantial raise you have just
ear ned. "

More whistles and catcalls. Mtch took the check but did not look at it.
M. Lambert raised his hand and asked for quiet. "On behalf of , I would
like to present you with this." Lamar handed hi m a package wrapped in
brown paper. M. Lanbert peeled it off and threwit on the table

"I't's a plaque which we prepared in anticipation of this day. As you can
see, it is a bronzed replica of a piece of firm

stationery, conplete with every nanme. As you can al so see, the nanme of



Mtchell Y. MDeere has been added to the letterhead."

Mtch stood and awkwardly received the award. The col or had returned to
his face, and the chanpagne was begi nning to feel good. "Thank you," he
said softly.

Three days |l ater the Menphis paper published the names of the attorneys
who passed the bar exam Abby clipped the article for the scrapbook and
sent copies to her parents and Ray.

Mtch had discovered a deli three blocks fromthe Bendini Building

bet ween Front Street and Riverside Drive, near the river. It was a dark
hole in the wall with few custonmers and greasy chili dogs. He liked it
because he coul d sneak away and proofread a docunent while he ate. Now
that he was a full-blown associate, he could eat a hot dog for lunch and
bill a hundred and fifty an hour

A week after his nane was in the paper, he sat by hinself at a table in
the rear of the deli and ate a chili dog with a York. The place was
enpty. He read a prospectus an inch thick. The Greek who ran the pl ace
was asl eep behind the cash register.

A stranger approached his table and stopped a few feet away. He
unravel ed a piece of Juicy Fruit, nmaking as nmuch noi se as possible. Wen
it was apparent he was not being seen, he walked to the table and sat
down. Mtch | ooked across the red-checkered tablecloth and laid the
docunent next to the iced tea.

“Can | help you?" he asked.

The stranger glanced at the counter, glanced at the enpty tables and

gl anced behind him "You' re MDeere, aren't you?"

It was a rich brogue, undoubtedly Brooklyn. Mtch stud-

led himcarefully. He was about forty, with a short mlitary haircut on
the sides and a wisp of gray hair hanging alnost to his eyebrows. The
suit was a three-piece, navy in color, nade of at |east ninety percent
polyester. The tie was cheap imtation silk. He wasn't nuch of a
dresser, but there was a certain neatness about him And an air of

cocki ness.

"Yeah. Who are you?" Mtch asked.

He grabbed his pocket and whi pped out a badge. "Tar-ranee, Wayne
Tarrance, Special Agent, FBlI." He raised his eyebrows and waited for a
response.

"Have a seat," Mtch said.

"Don't mind if | do."

"Do you want to frisk ne?"

“Not till later. | just wanted to neet you. Saw your nane in the paper
and heard you were the new man at Bendini, Lanbert & Locke."

"Why shoul d that interest the FBI?"

"We watch that firmpretty close.”

Mtch lost interest in the chili dog and slid the plate to the center of
the table. He added nore sweetener to his tea in a | arge Styrof oam cup
"Woul d you like sonething to drink?" Mtch asked.

"No, thanks."
"Why do you watch the Bendini firnP"
Tarrance smled and | ooked toward the Greek. "I can't really say at this

poi nt. W got our reasons, but | didn't cone here to talk about that. |
came here to neet you, and to warn you."

"To warn me?"

"Yes, to warn you about
"“I'"'mlistening."



"Three things. Number one, don't trust anyone. There's not a single
person in that firmyou can confide in. Renenber that. It will becone

i mportant |ater on. Number two,

every word you utter, whether at honme, at the office or anywhere in the
building, is |likely to be recorded. They mi ght even listen to you in
your car."

Mtch watched and listened intently. Tarrance was enjoying this.

"“And nunber three?" Mtch asked.

“Nunber three, noney don't grow on trees."

"Whul d you care to el aborate?"

"I can't right now. | think you and I will becone very close. | want you
to trust me, and | know I'Il have to earn your trust. So | don't want to
nove too fast. We can't neet at your office, or nmy office, and we can't
talk on the phone. So fromtine totine I'lIl come find you. In the

meanti nme, just renenber those three things, and be careful.”

Tarrance stood and reached for his wallet. "Here's my card. My hone
nunber is on the back. Use it only froma pay phone."

Mtch studied the card. "Why should |I be calling you?"

"You won't need to for a while. But keep the card."

Mtch placed it in his shirt pocket.

"There's one other thing," Tarrance said. "W saw you at the funerals of
Hodge and Kozinski. Sad, really sad. Their deaths were not accidental."
He | ooked down at Mtch with both hands in his pockets and smled.

"I don't understand."

Tarrance started for the door. "G me a call sonetine, but be careful
Remenber, they're listening."

A few nminutes after four a horn honked and Dutch bolted to his feet. He
cursed and wal ked in front of the headlights. "Damrit, Mtch. It's four
o' clock. What're you doi ng here?"

"Sorry, Dutch. Couldn't sleep. Rough night." The gate opened.

By seven-thirty he had dictated enough work to keep Ni na busy for two
days. She bitched | ess when her nose was glued to the nonitor. Hs

i medi ate goal was to becone the first associate to justify a second
secretary.

At eight o'clock he parked hinself in Lamar's office and waited. He
proofed a contract and drank coffee, and told Lamar's secretary to nind
her own business. He arrived at eight-fifteen

"We need to talk," Mtch said as he closed the door. If he believed
Tarrance, the office was bugged and the conversation would be recorded.
He was not sure whomto believe.

"You sound serious," Lamar said.

"Ever hear of a guy naned Tarrance, Wayne Tarrance?"

"No. "

"FBI."

Lamar cl osed his eyes. "FBI," he munbl ed.

"That's right. He had a badge and everything."

"Where did you neet hinP"

"He found nme at Lansky's Deli on Union. He knew who | was, knew |'d just
been adm tted. Says he knows all about . They watch us real close."
"Have you told Avery?"

“No. No one but you. |I'mnot sure what to do."

Lamar picked up the phone. "W need to tell Avery. | think this has
happened before."

"What's going on, Lamar?"



Lamar tal ked to Avery's secretary and said it was an enmergency. In a few
seconds he was on the other end. "We' ve got a small problem Avery. An
FBlI agent contacted Mtch yesterday. He's in ny office.”

Lamar |istened, then said to Mtch, "He's got ne on hold. Said he was
calling Lanmbert."

"I take it this is pretty serious," Mtch said.

"Yes, but don't worry. There's an explanation. It's happened before."
Lamar held the receiver closer and listened to the instructions. He hung
up. "They want us in Lanbert's office in ten mnutes."”

Avery, Royce McKnight, diver Lanmbert, Harold O Kane and Nat han Locke
were waiting. They stood nervously around the small conference table and
tried to appear cal mwhen Mtch entered the office.

"Have a seat," Nathan Locke said with a short, plastic smle. "W want
you to tell us everything."

"What's that?" Mtch pointed to a tape recorder in the center of the

t abl e.

"We don't want to m ss anything," Locke said, and pointed to an enpty
chair. Mtch sat and stared across the table at Black Eyes. Avery sat
between them No one nade a sound.

"Okay. | was eating lunch yesterday at Lansky's Deli on Union. This guy
wal ks up and sits across ny table. He knows ny name. Shows nme a badge

and says his name is Wayne Tarrance, Special Agent, FBlI. | ook at the
badge, and it's real. He tells me he wants to neet because we'll get to
know each other. They watch this firmreal close and he warns nme not to
trust anyone. | ask himwhy, and he said he doesn't have tinme to

explain, but he will later. | don't know what to say, so | just |isten.
He says he will contact nme later. He gets up to |l eave and tells ne they

saw nme at-the funerals. Then he says the deaths of Kozinski and Hodge
were not accidents. And he | eaves. The entire conversation |lasted |ess
than five mnutes."

Bl ack Eyes glared at Mtch and absorbed every word. "Have you ever seen
this man before?"

"Never."

"Whom di d you tell?"

"Only Lamar. | told himfirst thing this norning."

“Your wife?"

“No. "

"Did he | eave you a phone nunber to call?"

“No. "

"I want to know every word that was said," Locke denmanded.
“I"ve told you what | renenber. | can't recall it verbatim"

"Are you certain?"

"Let ne think a mnute." A few things he would keep to hinself. He
stared at Bl ack Eyes, and knew that Locke suspected nore.

"Let's see. He said he saw ny nane in the paper and knew | was the new
man here. That's it. |'ve covered everything. It was a very brief
conversation." |,

"Try to renmenber everything," Locke persisted.

"I asked himif he wanted sone of ny tea. He declined."

The tape recorder was turned.off, and the partners seened to relax a
little. Locke walked to the wi ndow "Mtch, we've had trouble with the
FBI, as well as the IRS. It's been going on for a number of years. Sone
of our clients are high rollers-wealthy individuals who make milli ons,
spend mllions and expect to pay little or no taxes. They pay us



t housands of dollars to legally avoid taxes. W have a reputation for
bei ng very aggressive, and we don't mnd taking chances if our clients
instruct us to. We're tal king about very sophisticated busi nessnen who
understand risks. They pay dearly for our creativeness. Sonme of the
shelters and wite-offs we set up have been chall enged by the IRS. W' ve
slugged it out with themin tax litigation for the past twenty years.
They don't like us, we don't |ike them Sonme of our clients have not

al ways possessed the highest degree of ethics, and they

have been investigated and harassed by the FBI. For the past three
years, we, too, have been harassed.

"Tarrance is a rookie |ooking for a big name. He's been here |l ess than a
year and has becone a thorn. You are not to speak to him again. Your

bri ef conversation yesterday was probably recorded. He is dangerous,
extrenely dangerous. He does not play fair, and you'll |earn soon enough
that nost of the feds don't play fair."

"How many of these clients have been convicted?"

"Not a single one. And we've won our share of litigation with the IRS."
"What about Kozi nski and Hodge?"

"Good question," answered Oiver Lanbert. "W don't know what happened.
It first appeared to be an accident, but now we're not sure. There was a
native of the islands on board with Marty and Joe. He was the captain
and divermaster. The authorities down there now tell us they suspect he
was a key link in a drug ring based in Jamai ca and perhaps the expl osion
was ainmed at him He died, of course."

"I don't think we'll ever know," Royce MKnight added. "The police down
there are not that sophisticated. W' ve chosen to protect the fanilies,
and as far as we're concerned, it was an accident. Frankly, we're not
sure howto handle it."

"Don't breathe a word of this to anyone," Locke instructed. "Stay away
from Tarrance, and if he contacts you again, let us know i mediately.
Under st and?"

"“Yes, sir."

"Don't even tell your wife,'
M tch nodded.

The grandfather's warmh returned to Oiver Lanbert's face. He sniled
and twirled his reading glasses. "Mtch, we know this is frightening,
but we've grown accustoned to it.

Let us handle it, and trust us. We are not afraid of M. Tarrance, the
FBI, the IRS or anybody el se because we' ve done nothi ng wong. Anthony
Bendini built this firmby hard work, talent and unconproni sing ethics.
It has been drilled into all of us. Some of our clients have not been
saints, but no lawer can dictate norals to his client. W don't want
you worrying about this. Stay away fromthis guy-he is very, very

Avery said.

dangerous. If you feed him he'll get bol der and becone a nui sance."
Locke pointed a crooked finger at Mtch. "Further contact with Tarrance
will jeopardize your future with this firm?"

"I understand,” Mtch said.

"He understands," Avery said defensively. Locke glared at Tol ar

"That's all we have, Mtch," M. Lanbert said. "Be cautious."

Mtch and Lamar hit the door and found the nearest stairway.

"Get DeVasher," Locke said to Lanbert, who was on the phone. Wthin two
m nutes the two senior partners had been cleared and were sitting before
DeVasher's cluttered desk.

"Did you listen?" Locke asked.



"Of course | listened to it, Nat. We heard every word the boy said. You
handled it real well. | think he's scared and will run from Tarrance."
"What about Lazarov?"

"I gotta tell him He's the boss. W can't pretend it didn't happen.”
"What will they do?"

“Not hing serious. W'l|l watch the boy around the clock and check all his
phone calls. And wait. He's not gonna nove. It's up to Tarrance. He'l
find himagain, and the next tine we'll be there. Try to keep himin the
bui I di ng as much

as possible. Wen he | eaves, let us know, if you can. | don't think it's

that bad, really."

"Why woul d they pick MDeere?" asked Locke.

"New strategy, | guess. Kozinski and Hodge went to them renenber. Maybe
they tal ked nore than we thought. | don't know. Maybe they figure
McDeere is the nost vul nerabl e because he's fresh out of school and ful
of rookie idealism And ethics-like our ethical friend Olie here. That
was good, Olie, real good."

"Shut up, DeVasher."

DeVasher quit snmiling and bit his bottomlip. He let it pass. He | ooked
at Locke. "You know what the next step is, don't you? |If Tarrance keeps

pushi ng, that idiot Lazarov will call ne one day and tell me to renove
him Silence him Put himin a barrel and drop himin the Gulf. And when
t hat happens, all of you honorable esquires will take your early

retirement and | eave the country."

"Lazarov wouldn't order a hit on an agent."

"Ch, it would be a foolish nove, but then Lazarov is a fool. He's very
anxi ous about the situation down here. He calls a lot and asks all sorts

of questions. | give himall sorts of answers. Sonetines he |istens,
sonmeti nmes he cusses. Sonetinmes he says he's gotta talk to the board. But
if he tells me to take out Tarrance, then we'll take out Tarrance."

"This makes nme sick at my stomach," Lanbert said.

"You wanna get sick, Olie. You let one of your little Gucci-|oafered
counsel ors get chumry with Tarrance and start tal king, you'll get a

hel luva | ot worse than sick. Now, | suggest you boys keep MDeere so
busy he won't have tine to think about Tarrance."

"My God, DeVasher, he works twenty hours a day. He started like fire and
he hasn't sl owed down."

"Just watch himclose. Tell Lamar Quin to get real tight

with himso if he's got sonmething on his mind, rmaybe he'll unload."
"Good idea," said Locke. He |ooked at Olie. "Let's have a long talk
with Quin. He's closest to McDeere, and maybe he can get closer."

"Look, boys," DeVasher said, "MDeere is scared right now. He won't nake

a nove. |f Tarrance contacts himagain, he'll do what he did today.
He'll run straight to La-mar Quin. He showed us who he confides in."
"Did he tell his wife |ast night?" asked Locke.

"We're checking the tapes now. It'Il take about an hour. W' ve got so

damed nmany bugs in this city it takes six conputers to find anything."
Mtch stared through the window in Lamar's office and sel ected his words
carefully. He said little. Suppose Tarrance was correct. Suppose
everyt hi ng was bei ng recorded.

"Do you feel better?" Lanmar asked.

"Yeah, | guess. It makes sense."

"I't's happened before, just |ike Locke said."

"Who? Who was approached before?"



"I don't renmenber. Seens like it was three or four years ago."

"But you don't remenber who it was?"

"No. Why is that inportant?"

“I"d just like to know. | don't understand why they would pick nme, the
new man, the one |awer out of forty who knows the | east about this firm
and its clients. Wiy would they pick nme?"

"I don't know, Mtch. Look, why don't you do as Locke suggested? Try to
forget about it and run fromthis guy Tarrance. You don't have to talk
to himunless he's got a warrant. Tell himto get lost if he shows up
agai n. He's dangerous."

"Yeah, | guess you're right." Mtch forced a smle and headed for the
door. "We're still on for dinner tonorrow night?"
"Sure. Kay wants to grill steaks and eat by the pool. Make it |ate, say

around seven-thirty."

"See you then."

THE guard called his nanme, frisked himand led himto a | arge room where
a row of small booths was occupied with visitors tal king and whi spering
t hrough thick netal screens.

“"Nunber fourteen," the guard said, and pointed. Mtch walked to his
booth and sat down. A minute |ater Ray appeared and sat between his

di viders on the other side of the screen. Were it not for a scar on
Ray's forehead and a few wrinkles around the eyes, they could pass for
twins. Both were six-two, weighed about one-eighty, with Iight brown
hair, small blue eyes, high cheekbones and | arge chins. They had al ways
been told there was Indian blood in the fanmly, but the dark skin had
been | ost through years in the coal m nes

Mtch had not been to Brushy Mountain in three years. Three years and
three nonths. They'd exchanged letters twice a nmonth, every nonth, for
ei ght years now.

"How s your French?" Mtch finally asked. Ray's Arny test scores had
reveal ed an amazi ng aptitude for |anguages. He had served two years as a
Vi et nanese interpreter. He had mastered German in six nonths while
stationed there. Spanish had taken four years, but he was forced to
learn it froma dictionary in the prison library. French was his | atest
proj ect.

"I"'mfluent, | guess," Ray answered. "It's kinda hard to

tell in here. | don't get much practice. Evidently they don't teach
French in the projects, so nost of these brothers here are unilingual
It's undoubtedly the nobst beautiful |anguage."”

"Is it easy?"

"Not as easy as CGerman. OF course, it was easier to learn German since
was living there and everybody spoke it. Did you know that fifty percent
of our | anguage conies from German through O d English?"

“"No, | didn't know that."

"It's true. English and German are first cousins."

"What' s next ?"

"Probably Italian. It's a Romance | anguage |ike French and Spani sh and
Portuguese. Maybe Russi an. Maybe Greek. |'ve been readi ng about the

Greek isles. | plan to go there soon."

Mtch smled. He was at | east seven years away from parole.

“You think I'mkidding, don't you?" Ray asked. "I'm checking out of
here, Mtchell, and it won't be long."

"What are your plans?"
"I can't talk. But I'mworking onit."



"Don't do it, Ray."

“I''"l'l need sone help on the outside, and enough noney to get ne out of
the country. A thousand should do it. You can handle that, can't you?
You won't be inplicated."

"Aren't they listening to us?"

"Sometines. "

"Let's tal k about sonething else.”

"Sure. How s Abby?"

"She's fine."

"Where is she?"

"Ri ght now she's in church. She wanted to conme, but | told her she

woul dn't get to see you."

“"I"'d like to see her. Your letters sound like y'all are doing real well
New house, cars, country club. |I'mvery proud of you. You're the first
McDeere in two generations to ampunt to a danmed thing."

"Qur parents were good people, Ray. They had no opportunities and a | ot
of bad luck. They did the best they could."

Ray sm | ed and | ooked away. "Yeah, | guess so. Have you tal ked to MonP"
"It's been a while."

"I's she still in Florida?"

"I think so."

They paused and studied their fingers. They thought of their nother

Pai nful thoughts for the nost part. There had been happier tines, when
they were small and their father was alive. She never recovered from his
death, and after Rusty was killed the aunts and uncles put her in an
institution.

Ray took his finger and followed the snmall nmetal rods in the screen. He
wat ched his finger. "Let's talk about sonmething else."

M tch nodded in agreenent. There was so nuch to tal k about, but it was
all in the past. They had nothing in common but the past, and it was
best to | eave it al one.

“You nentioned in a letter that one of your ex-cellnmates is a private

i nvestigator in Menphis."

"Eddi e Lomax. He was a Menphis cop for nine years, until he got sent up

for rape."

"Rape?"

"Yeah. He had a tough tine here. Rapists are not well regarded around
this place. Cops are hated. They alnost killed himuntil | stepped in.

He's been out about three years now. He wites ne all the tinme. Does
mai nly divorce investigations."

"I's he in the phone book?"

"969- 3838. Why do you need hi n?"

"I'"ve got a |l awer buddy whose wife is fooling around, but he can't
catch her. Is this guy good?"

"Very good, so he says. He's nmmde sone noney."

“Can | trust hinP"

"Are you kidding. Tell himyou're ny brother and "he'll kill for you.
He's gonna hel p me get out of here, he just doesn't know it. You m ght
mention it to him"

"I wish you'd stop that."

A guard wal ked behind Mtch. "Three m nutes,'
"What can | send you?" Mtch asked.

“I"'d like a real favor, if you don't mnd."
"Anyt hing."

he said.



"Co to a bookstore and | ook for one of those cassette courses on how to
speak Greek in twenty-four hours. That plus a G eek-to-English
dictionary would be nice."

“I'"1l send it next week."

"How about Italian too?"

“"No problem"”

“I'"mundeci ded about whether to go to Sicily or the Greek isles. It's
really got ne tore up. | asked the prison nminister about it, and he was
of no help. |'ve thought of going to the warden. Wat do you think?"

M tch chuckl ed and shook his head. "Wy don't you go to Australia."
"Great idea. Send ne sonme tapes in Australian and a dictionary."

They both smiled, then stopped. They watched each other carefully and
waited for the guard to call tinme. Mtch | ooked at the scar on his
forehead and thought of the countless bars and countless fights that |ed
to the inevitable killing. Self-defense, Ray called it. For years he had
wanted to cuss Ray for being so stupid, but the anger had passed. Now he
wanted to enmbrace hi mand take himhonme and help himfind a job.

"Don't feel sorry for ne," Ray said.

"Abby wants to write you."

“I"'d like that. | barely renmenber her as a small girl in Danesboro,
hangi ng around her daddy's bank on Main Street. Tell her to send ne a
picture. And I'd |ike a picture of your house. You're the first MDeere
in a hundred years to own real estate."

"l gotta go."
"Do nme a favor. | think you need to find Mom just to nmake sure she's
alive. Now that you're out of school, it would be nice to reach out to

her."

"“I'"ve thought about that."

"Think about it sone nore, okay?"

"Sure. 1'll see you in a nonth or so."

DeVasher sucked on a Roi-Tan and blew a lungful of snoke into his air
purifier. "W found Ray MDeere," he announced proudly.

"Where?" asked Olie.

"Brushy Mountain State Prison. Convicted of second-degree nurder in
Nashvill e eight years ago and sentenced to fifteen years with no parole.
Real nane is Raynond McDeere. Thirty-one years old. No fam |ly. Served
three years in the Arnmy. Dishonorable discharge. A real |oser."

"How d you find hinP"

"He was visited yesterday by his kid brother. We happened to be
foll owi ng. Twenty-four-hour surveillance, renenber."

"His conviction is public record. You should've found this earlier."
"We would have, Olie, if it was inportant. But it's not inportant. W
do our job."

"Fifteen years, huh? Who'd he kill?"

"The usual. A buncha drunks in a bar fighting over a wonan. No weapon,

t hough. Police and autopsy reports say he hit the victimtwice with his
fists and cracked his skull."

"Why t he di shonorabl e di scharge?"

"Gross insubordination. Plus, he assaulted an officer. | don't know how
he avoided a court-nmartial. Looks |like a nasty character."”

"You're right, it's not inportant. \What el se do you know?"

“Not nuch. We've got the house wired, right? He has not nentioned
Tarrance to his wife. In fact, we listen to this kid around the clock
and he ain't nmentioned Tarrance to anyone."



Olie snled and nodded his approval. He was proud of MDeere. What a

| awyer.

"What about sex?"

"All we can do is listen, Olie. But we listen real close, and | don't
think they've had any in two weeks. O course, he's here sixteen hours a
day goi ng through the workaholic rookie counselor routine that you guys
instill. It sounds |ike she's getting tired of it. Could be the usua
rookie's wife syndrome. She calls her nother a lot-collect, so he won't
know. She told her nomthat he's changing and all that crap. She thinks

he'lIl kill hinself working so hard. That's what we're hearing. So
don't have any pictures, Olie, and I'msorry because | know how much
you enjoy them First chance we get, we'll have you sone pictures."

Olie glared at the wall but said nothing.

"Listen, Olie, |I think we need to send the kid with Avery to G and
Cayman on business. See if you can arrange it."

"That's no problem My | ask why?"

“Not right now. You'll know |ater."

The building was in the Iowrent section of downtown, a couple of blocks
fromthe shadows of the nodern steel-and-glass towers which were packed
together as if land was scarce in Menphis. A sign on a door directed
one's attention upstairs, where Eddie Lomax, private investigator

mai nt ai ned an office. Hours by appointnent only. The door upstairs
advertised investigations of all types-divorces, accidents, m ssing

rel atives, surveillance. The ad in the phone book nentioned the police
expertise, but not the ending of that career. It |isted eavesdropping,
count erneasures, child custody, photographs, courtroom evi dence, voice-
stress analysis, location of assets, insurance clains and premarita
background revi ew. Bonded, insured, |icensed and avail abl e twenty-four
hours a day. Ethical, reliable, confidential, peace of mnd

Mtch was i npressed with the abundance of confidence. The appoi nt nent
was for 5 P.M, and he arrived a few mnutes early. A shapely platinum
bl onde with a constricting | eather skirt and matchi ng bl ack boots asked
for his nane and pointed to an orange vinyl chair next to a w ndow.
Eddi e would be a minute. He inspected the chair, and noticing a fine

| ayer of dust and several spots of what appeared to be grease, he
declined and said his back was sore. Tamry shrugged and returned to her
gum chewi ng and typi ng of sone docunent; Mtch specul ated whether it was
a premarital report, or maybe a surveillance summary, or perhaps a
counterneasure attack plan. The ashtray on her desk was filled with
butts sneared with pink lipstick. Wile typing with her |eft hand, the
right one instantly and precisely picked another cigarette fromthe pack
and thrust it between her sticky lips. Wth remarkabl e coordi nati on, she
ni cked sonething with her left hand and a flame shot to the tip of a
very skinny and incredibly long liberated cigarette. When the fl ane

di sappeared, the lips instinctively conpacted and

har dened around the tiny protrusion, and the entire body began to

i nhale. Letters became words, words became sentences, sentences becane

par agraphs as she tried desperately to fill her lungs. Finally, with an
inch of the cigarette hanging as ashes, she swall owed, picked it from
her lips with two brilliant red fingernails and exhal ed mightily. The

snmoke billowed toward the stained plaster ceiling, where it upset an

exi sting cloud and swirled around a hangi ng fluorescent |ight. She
coughed, a hacking, irritating cough which reddened her face and gyrated
her full breasts until they bounced dangerously close to the typewiter



keys. She grabbed a nearby cup and | apped up sonething, then reinserted
the filter-tip 1000 and pecked away.

After two minutes, Mtch began to fear carbon nonoxi de. He spotted a
small hole in the window, in a pane that for sone reason the spiders had
not draped with cobwebs. He wal ked to within inches of the shredded,
dust-laden curtains and tried to inhale in the direction of the opening.
He felt sick. There was nore hacki ng and wheezing behind him He tried
to open the wi ndow, but | ayers of cracked paint had |ong since welded it
shut .

Just when he began to feel dizzy the typing and snoki ng stopped.

"You a | awyer?"

Mtch turned fromthe wi ndow and | ooked at the secretary. She was now
sitting on the edge of her desk, |legs crossed, with the bl ack | eather
skirt well above her knees. She sipped a Diet Pepsi.

"Yes."

“I'n a big firn®"

"Yes."

"I thought so. | could tell by your suit and your cute little preppie
button-down with the silk paisley tie. | can always

spot the big-firmlawers, as opposed to the ham and- eggers who hang
around City Court."

The smoke was clearing and Mtch was breathing easier. He adnmired her

| egs, which for the noment were positioned just so and denanded to be
adm red. She was now | ooki ng at his shoes.

“"You like the suit, huh?" he said.

"It's expensive, | can tell. So's the tie. I'"'mnot so sure about the
shirt and shoes."

Mtch studied the | eather boots, the legs, the skirt and the tight
sweater around the large breasts and tried to think of sonmething cute to
say. She enjoyed this gazing back and forth, and again sipped on her
Di et Pepsi .

When she'd had enough, she nodded at Eddi e's door and said, "You caiv go
in now Eddie's waiting."

The detective was on the phone, trying to convince some poor old man
that his son was in fact a honbsexual. A very active honmpbsexual. He
pointed to a wooden chair, and Mtch sat down. He saw two wi ndows, both
wi de open, and breathed .easier

Eddi e | ooked di sgusted and covered the receiver. "He's crying," he

whi spered to Mtch, who sniled obligingly, as if he was anused.

He wore blue |izard-skin boots with pointed toes, Levi's, a well-
starched peach button-down, which was unbuttoned well into the dark
chest hair and exposed two heavy gold chains and one which appeared to
be turquoi se. He favored Tom Jones or Hunperdi nck or one of those bushy-
headed, dark-eyed singers with thick sideburns and solid chins.

"I"ve got photographs,” he said, and yanked the receiver fromhis ear
when the old man screanmed. He pulled five glossy eight-by-tens froma
file and slid them across the desk into Mtch's |lap. Yes, indeed, they
wer e honpbsexual s, whoever they were. Eddie smled at himproudly. The
bodi es

were somewhere on a stage in what appeared to be a queer club. He laid
them on the desk and | ooked at the wi ndow. They were of high quality, in
col or. Whoever took them had to have been in the club. Mtch thought of
the rape conviction. A cop sent up for rape.

He sl ammed the phone down. "So you're Mtchell MDeere! N ce to neet



you. "

They shook hands across the desk. "My pleasure,” Mtch said. "I saw Ray
Sunday. "

"I feel like I've known you for years. You |look just |ike Ray. He told
me you did. Told ne all about you. | guess he told you about ne. The

pol i ce background. The conviction. The rape. Did he explain to you it
was statutory rape, and that the girl was seventeen years old, |ooked
twenty-five, and that | got franmed?"

"He nmentioned it. Ray doesn't say nuch. You know that."

"He's a helluva guy. | owe himny life, literally. They alnost killed ne
in prison when they found out | was a cop. He stepped in and even the

bl acks backed down. He can hurt people when he wants to."

"He's all the famly | have."

"Yeah, | know. You bunk with a guy for years in an eight-by-twelve cel
and you learn all about him He's tal ked about you for hours. Wen | was
parol ed you were thinking about | aw school."

"I finished in June of this year and went to work for Bendini, Lambert &
Locke. "

"Never heard of them"

"It's a tax and corporate firmon Front Street."

"I do a lot of sleazy divorce work for |lawers. Surveillance, taking
pictures, like those, and gathering filth for court." He spoke quickly,
with short, clipped words and sentences. The cowboy boots were pl aced

gi ngerly on the

desk for display. "Plus, |I've got sone lawers | run cases for. If | dig
up a good car weck or personal-injury suit, |I'll shop around to see
who' Il give me the best cut. That's how | bought this building. That's
where, the noney is-personal injury. These | awers take forty percent of
the recovery. Forty percent!" He shook his head in disgust as if he
couldn't believe greedy | awers actually |lived and breathed in this
city.

"You work by the hour?" Mtch asked.

"Thirty bucks, plus expenses. Last night | spent six hours in nmy van
outside a Holiday Inn waiting for ny client's husband to | eave his room
with his whore so | could take nore pictures. Six hours. That's a
hundred ei ghty bucks for sitting on ny ass |looking at dirty nmgazi nes
and waiting. | also charged her for dinner."

Mtch listened intently, as if he wished he could do it.

Tamry stuck her head in the door and said she was |eaving. A stale cloud
foll omed her and Mtch | ooked at the wi ndows. She slanmred the door
"She's a great gal," Eddie said. "She's got trouble with her husband.
He's a truck driver who thinks he's Elvis. Got the jet-black hair
ducktail, |anmb-chop sideburns. Wars those thick gold sunglasses Elvis
wore. When he's not on the road he sits around the trailer listening to
El vis al buns and wat ching those terrible novies. They noved here from
Ohio just so this clown can be near the King's grave. Guess what his
nane is."

"I have no idea."

"Elvis. Elvis Aaron Henphill. Had his name |egally changed after the
King di ed. He does an inpersonation routine in dark nightclubs around
the city. I saw himone night. He wore a white skintight junpsuit
unbuttoned to his navel, which would' ve been okay except he's got this
gut that hangs out and | ooks like a bleached waternelon. It was

pretty sad. His voice is hilarious, sounds |like one of those old Indian



chiefs chanting around the canpfire." "So what's the probl en?"

"Wonen. You woul d not believe the Elvis nuts who visit this city. They
flock to watch this buffoon act |ike the King. They throw panties at

him big panties, panties made for heavy, w de | ardasses, and he w pes
his forehead and throws them back. They give himtheir room nunbers, and
we suspect he sneaks around and tries to play the big stud, just like

Elvis. | haven't caught himyet."

Mtch could not think of any response to all this. He grinned like an
idiot, like this was truly an incredible story. Lomax read himwell

"You got trouble with your wife?"

“"No. Nothing like that. |I need sonme information about four people. Three
are dead, one is alive."

"Sounds interesting. |I'mlistening."

Mtch pulled the notes froma pocket. "I assunme this is strictly

confidential."

"Of course it is. As confidential as you are with your client."

M tch nodded in agreenent, but thought of Tammy and El vis and wondered
why Lomax told himthat story.

“I't nust be confidential."

"I said it would be. You can trust ne.
"Thirty bucks an hour?"

"Twenty for you. Ray sent you, renenber?"

"I appreciate that."

"Who are these peopl e?"

"The three dead ones were once lawers in our firm Robert Lamm was
killed in a hunting acci dent somewhere in Arkansas. Somewhere in the
nmount ai ns. He was m ssing for about two weeks and they found himwith a
bullet in the head. There was an autopsy. That's all | ,know Alice
Knauss died in 1977 in a car weck here in Menphis. Supposedly a drunk
driver hit her. John Mckel conmitted suicide in 1984. Hi s body was
found in his office. There was a gun and a note."

"That's all you know?"

"That's it."

"What' re you | ooking for?"

"I want to know as much as | can about how t hese people died. Wat were
the circunstances surroundi ng each death? Who investigated each death?
Any unanswered questions or suspicions."

"What do you suspect?"

"At this point, nothing. |I'mjust curious."
"You're nmore than curious."
"Ckay, |'mnore than curious. But for now, let's leave it at that."

"Fair enough. Who's the fourth guy?”

“A man naned Wayne Tarrance. He's an FBlI agent here in Menphis."
"FBI!"

"Does that bother you?"

"Yes, it bothers me. | get forty an hour for cops."

“"No problem"”

"What do you want to know?"

"Check himout. How | ong has he been here? How | ong has he been an
agent? What's his reputation?"

"That's easy enough."

Mtch fol ded the paper and stuck it in his pocket. "How long will this
t ake?"

"About a nonth."



"That's fine."

"Say, what was the name of your firnP"

"Bendi ni, Lanbert & Locke."

"Those two guys who got killed |last sunmer-"

"They were nenbers."

"Any suspi ci ons?"

"No. "

"Just thought |I'd ask."

"Listen, Eddie. You nust be very careful with this. Don't call nme at

home or the office. I'Il call you in about a nmonth. | suspect |'m being
wat ched very closely."
"By whonf"

"I wish | knew. "

AVERY smiled at the conputer printout. "For the nonth of October you
billed an average of sixty-one hours per week."

"I thought it was sixty-four," Mtch said.

"Si xty-one is good enough. In fact, we've never had a first-year man
average so high in one nmonth. Is it legitimte?"

“"No padding. In fact, | could' ve pushed it higher."

"How many hours are you working a week?"

"Bet ween eighty-five and ninety. | could bill seventy-five if | wanted
to."

"I wouldn't suggest it, at least not now It could cause a little
j eal ousy around here. The younger associ ates are watching you very

closely."

"You want ne to sl ow down?"

"Of course not. You and | are a nonth behind right now |'mjust worried
about the long hours. Alittle worried, that's all. Mst associ ates

start like wildfire-eighty- and ninety-hour weeks-but they burn out
after a couple of nobnths. Sixty-five to seventy is about average. But
you seemto have unusual stam na."

"I don't require much sleep."

"What does your wife think about it?"

"Why is that inportant?"

"Does she mind the | ong hours?"

Mtch glared at Avery, and for a second thought of the argunent the
previ ous ni ght when he arrived home for dinner at three mnutes before
m dnight. It was a controlled fight, but the worst one yet, and it

prom sed to be followed by others. No ground was surrendered. Abby said
she felt closer to M. Rice next door than to her husband.

"She understands. | told her | would make partner in two years and
retire before | was thirty."

"Looks like you're trying."

"You' re not conplaining, are you? Every hour | billed last nonth was on
one of your files, and you didn't seemtoo concerned about overworKking
me. "

Avery laid the printout on his credenza and frowed at Mtch. "I just
don't want you to burn out or neglect things at hone."

It seened odd receiving marital advice froma nman who had left his wife.
He | ooked at Avery with as much contenpt as he could generate. "You
don't need to worry about what happens at my house. As long as | produce
around here you shoul d be happy."

Avery | eaned across the desk. "Look, Mtch, I'"'mnot very good at this
sort of thing. This is comi ng from higher up. Lanbert and MKnight are



worried that maybe you're pushing a bit too hard. | nean, five 0'clock
in the norning, every norning, even sone Sundays. That's pretty intense,
Mtch."

"What did they say?"

“Not hi ng nuch. Believe it or not, Mtch, those guys really care about
you and your famly. They want happy | awers with happy w ves. If
everything is lovely, then the |lawers are productive. Lanbert is
especially paternalistic. He's planning to retire in a couple of years,
and he's trying to relive his glory years through you and the other
young guys.

If he asks too many questions or gives a few |lectures, take it in
stride. He's earned the right to be the grandfather around here."

"Tell themI'mfine, Abby's fine, we're all happy and |'mvery
productive."

"Fine, nowthat that's out of the way, you and | |eave for Grand Caynman
a week fromtonmorrow. |'ve got to neet with sonme Caymani an bankers on
behal f of Sonny Capps and three other clients. Miinly business, but we
al ways nanage to work in a little scuba diving and snorkeling. | told

Royce McKni ght you were needed, and he approved the trip. He said you
probably needed the R and R Do you want to go?"

"OfF course. I'mjust alittle surprised."

"I't's business, so our wives won't be going. Lanbert was a little
concerned that it may cause a problem at hone."

"I think M. Lanbert worries too nmuch about what happens at ny hone.
Tell himl'min control. No problens."

"So you' re goi ng?"

"Sure, I'mgoing. How |long will we be there?"

"Coupl e of days. We'll stay in one of 's condos. Sonny Capps nay stay in
the other one. I'mtrying to get plane, but we may have to fly
conmerci al . "

“"No problemwith nme."

Only two of the passengers on board the Cayman Airways 727 in Mam wore
ties, and after the first round of conplinentary rum punch Avery renoved
his and stuffed it in his coat pocket. The punch was served by beauti ful
brown Caymani an stewardesses with blue eyes and conmely smiles. The wonen
were great down there, Avery said nore than once

Mtch sat by the window and tried to conceal the excitenent of his first
trip out of the country. He had found a

book on the Cayman Islands in a |library. There were three islands, Grand
Cayman, Little Cayman and Cayman Brae. The two smaller ones were
sparsely popul ated and sel dom visited. Grand Cayman had ei ght een

t housand people, twelve thousand regi stered corporations and three
hundred banks. The popul ati on was twenty percent white, twenty percent

bl ack, and the other sixty percent wasn't sure and didn't care.
Georgetown, the capital, in recent years had becone an international tax
haven with bankers as secretive as the Swiss. There were no incone
taxes, corporate taxes, capital-gains taxes, estate or gift taxes.
Certain conpani es and investnents were given guarantees agai nst taxation
for fifty years. The islands were a dependent British territory with an
unusual |y stabl e governnent. Revenue frominport duties and tourism
funded what ever governnment was necessary. There was no crine or

unenpl oynent .

Grand Caynan was twenty-three niles long and eight niles wide in places,
but fromthe air it |ooked nuch smaller. It was a small rock surrounded



by clear, sapphire water

The | andi ng al nost occurred in a | agoon, but at the | ast second a small
asphalt strip came forth and caught the plane. They di senbarked and sang
their way through custonms. A black boy grabbed Mtch's bags and threw
themwith Avery's into the trunk of a 1972 Ford LTD. Mtch tipped him
generously.

"Seven M| e Beach!" Avery conmanded as he turned up the remants of his
[ ast rum punch

"Ckay, non," the driver draw ed. He gunned the taxi and laid rubber in
the direction of CGeorgetown. The radi o blared reggae. The driver shook
and gyrated and kept a steady beat with his fingers on the steering
wheel . He was on the wong side of the road, but so was everybody el se.
Mtch sank into the worn seat and crossed his I egs. The car had no air-
condi tioning except for the open wi ndows. The nuggy tropical air rushed
across his face and blew his hair. This was nice.

The island was flat, and the road i nto Georgetown was busy with small,
dusty European cars, scooters and bicycles. The homes were snmall one-
stories with tin roofs and neat, colorful paint jobs. The | awns were
tiny with little grass, but the dirt was neatly swept. As they neared
the town the houses becanme shops, two- and three-story white franme
bui | di ngs where tourists stood under the canopi es and took refuge from
the sun. The driver nade a sharp turn and suddenly they were in the

m dst of a downtown crowded with nodern bank buil di ngs.

Avery assuned the role of tour guide. "There are banks here from
everywhere. Cermany, France, Great Britain, Canada, Spain, Japan,
Denmar k. Even Saudi Arabia and |Israel. Over three hundred, at |ast
count. It's becone quite a tax haven. The bankers here are extrenely
qui et. They make the Swi ss | ook Iike bl abbernouths."

The taxi slowed in heavy traffic, and the breeze stopped. "I see a |ot
of Canadi an banks," Mtch said.

"That building right there is the Royal Bank of Montreal. W'Il be there
at ten in the norning. Mst of our business will be with Canadi an
banks. "

"Any particul ar reason?"

"They're very safe, and very quiet."

The crowded street turned and dead-ended into another one. Beyond the
intersection the glittering blue of the Caribbean rose to the horizon. A
crui se ship was anchored in the bay.

"That's Hogsty Bay," Avery said. "That's where the pirates docked their
shi ps three hundred years ago. Bl ack-beard hinself roaned these islands
and buried his |oot.

They found sonme of it a few years ago in a cave east of here near Bodden
Town. "

M tch nodded as if he believed this tale. The driver smled in the
rearview mrror.

Avery wi ped the sweat fromhis forehead. "This place has al ways
attracted pirates. Once it was Bl ackbeard, now it's nodern-day pirates
who form corporations and hide their noney here. Right, non?"

"Right, nmon," the driver replied.

"That's Seven M| e Beach," Avery said. "One of the npbst beautiful and
nost fanmous in the world. Right, non?"

"Ri ght, nmon."

"Sand as white as sugar. Warm clear water. Warm beautiful wonen.

Ri ght, nmon?"



"Ri ght, nmon."

"W Il they have the cookout tonight at the Pal ns?"

"Yes, nmon. Six o'clock."

"That's next door to our condo. The Palns is a popular hotel with the
hottest action on the beach.”

Mtch smled and watched the hotels pass. He recalled the interview at
Harvard when O iver Lanmbert preached about how frowned on divorce and
chasi ng worren. And dri nki ng. Perhaps Avery had nmi ssed those sernons.

Per haps he hadn't.

The condos were in the center of Seven M| e Beach, next door to another
conpl ex and the Pal ms. As-expected, the units owned by were spacious
and richly decorated. Avery said they would sell for at least half a
mllion each, but they weren't for sale. They were not for rent. They
were sanctuaries for the weary | awers of Bendini, Lanmbert & Locke. And
a few very favored clients.

From the bal cony off the second-fl oor bedroom Mtch watched the small
boats drift aimessly over the sparkling sea. The sun was beginning its
descent and the snmall waves

reflected its rays in a mllion directions. The cruise ship noved slowy
away fromthe island. Dozens of people wal ked the beach, kicking sand,
splashing in the water, chasing sand crabs and dri nking rum punch and
Jamai can Red Stripe beer. The rhythm c beat of Caribbean nmusic drifted
fromthe Pal ns, where a | arge open-air thatched-roof bar attracted the
beachconbers |i ke a magnet. From a grass hut nearby they rented

snor kel i ng gear, catamarans and vol -1 eyballs.

Avery wal ked to the balcony in a pair of brilliant orange-and-yell ow

fl owered shorts. His body was | ean and hard, with no flab. He owned part
interest in a health club in Menphis and worked out every day. Evidently
there were sonme tanning beds in the club. Mtch was inpressed.

"How do you like my outfit?" Avery asked.

“Very nice. You'll fit right in." "“I'"ve got another pair if you'd
like."

"No, thanks. 1'Il stick to nmy Western Kentucky gyrh shorts."

Avery sipped on a drink and took in the scenery. "lI've been here a dozen
times, and | still get excited. |'ve thought about retiring down here."

"That woul d be nice. You could wal k the beach and chase sand crabs."
"And play dom noes and drink Red Stripe. Have you ever had a Red
Stripe?"

"Not that | recall."

"Let's go get one."

The open-air bar was call ed Rumheads. It was packed with thirsty
tourists and a few |l ocals who sat together around a wooden table and

pl ayed dom noes. Avery fought through the crowd and returned with two
bottles. They found a seat next to the domi no gane.

"I think this is what I'lIl do when | retire. I'Il come down here and
pl ay dom noes for a living. And drink Red Stripe."

"I't's good beer."

“"And when | get tired of domi noes, I'll throw sone darts." He nodded to
a corner where a group of drunk Englishmen were tossing darts at a board
and cursing each other. "And when | get tired of darts, well, who knows
what |'Il do. Excuse ne." He headed for a table on the patio where two
string bikinis had just sat down. He introduced hinself, and they asked
himto have a seat. Mtch ordered another Red Stripe and went to the
beach. In the distance he could see the bank buil di ngs of Georgetown. He



wal ked in that direction.

The food was placed on folding tables around the pool. Gilled grouper
bar becued shark, ponpano, fried shrinp, turtle and oysters, |obster and
red snapper. It was all fromthe sea, and all fresh. The guests crowded
around the tables and served thensel ves while waiters scurried back and
forth with gallons of rum punch. They ate on small tables in the
courtyard overl ooki ng Runheads and the sea. A reggae band tuned up. The
sun di pped behind a cloud, then over the horizon.

Mtch followed Avery through the buffet and, as expected, to a table
where the two wonmen were waiting. They were sisters, both in their late
twenties, both divorced, both half drunk. The one named Carrie had
fallen in heat with Avery, and the other one, Julia, imrediately began
maki ng eyes at Mtch. He wondered what Avery had told them

"I see you're married," Julia whispered as she noved next to him

"Yes, happily."

She sniled as if to accept the challenge. Avery and his

woman wi nked at each other. Mtch grabbed a glass of punch and gul ped it
down. '

He picked at his food and could think of nothing but Abby. This would be
hard to explain, if an explanati on becane necessary. Having dinner with
two attracti ve wonen who were barely dressed. It would be inpossible to
expl ain. The conversation becane awkward at the table, and Mtch added
nothing. A waiter set a large pitcher on the table, and it quickly was
enpti ed. Avery became obnoxious. He told the wonen Mtch had played for
the New York G ants, had two Super Bowl rings. Made a mllion bucks a
year before a knee injury ruined his career. Mtch shook his head and
drank some nore. Julia drooled at himand noved cl oser

The band turned up the volune, and it was tinme to dance. Half the crowd
nmoved to a wooden dance floor under two trees, between the pool and the
beach. "Let's dance!" Avery yelled, and grabbed his woman. They ran

t hrough the tables and were soon lost in the crowmd of jerking and

[ ungi ng tourists.

He felt her nove closer, then her hand was on his |leg. "Do you wanna
dance?" she asked.

"No. "

"Good. Neither do I. What would you like to do?" She rubbed her breasts
on his biceps and gave her best seductive snmile, only inches away.

"I don't plan to do anything." He renpved her hand.

"“Aw, cone on. Let's have sonme fun. Your wife will never know "
"Look, you're a very lovely lady, but you're wasting your tine with ne.
It's still early. You' ve got plenty of time to pick up a real stud.”

"You're cute."

The hand was back, and Mtch breathed deeply. "Wy don't you get lost."
"I beg your pardon." The hand was gone.

"I said, "Get lost." "

She backed away. "What's wong with you?"

"I have an aversion to conmmuni cabl e di seases. Get lost."

"Why don't you get lost."

"That's a wonderful idea. | think I will get |lost. Enjoyed dinner."
Mtch grabbed a glass of rum punch and nmade his way through the dancers
to the bar. He ordered a Red Stripe and sat by hinself in a dark corner
of the patio. The beach in front of himwas deserted. The lights of a
dozen boats nmoved slowy across the water. Behind himwere the sounds of
t he Barefoot Boys and the |aughter of the Caribbean night. N ce, he



t hought, but it would be nicer with Abby. Maybe they woul d vacation here
next sumrer. They needed tine together, away from honme and the office.
There was a di stance between themdi stance he could not define. Distance
they could not discuss but both felt. Distance he was afraid of.

"What are you watchi ng?" The voice startled him She wal ked to the table
and sat next to him She was a native, dark skin with blue or haze

eyes. It was inpossible to teH in the dark. But they were beauti ful

eyes, warm and uni nhi bited. Her dark curly hair was pulled back and hung
al nost to her waist. She was an exotic mxture of black, white and
probably Latin. And probably nmore. She wore a white bikini top cut very
| ow and barely covering her |large breasts and a |long, brightly col ored
skirt with a slit to the waist that exposed al nost everything when she
sat and crossed her | egs. No shoes.

“Not hing, really," Mtch said.

She was young, with a childish snile that reveal ed perfect teeth. "Were
are you fron?" she asked.

"The States."

She sniled and chuckled. "OF course you are. Were in the States?" It
was the soft, gentle, precise, confident English of the Caribbean.
"“Menphis. "

"A lot of people come here from Menphis. A lot of divers."

"Do you live here?" he asked.

"Yes. All ny life. My nother is a native. My father is from Engl and.
He's gone now, back to where he cane from"

"Whul d you like a drink?" he asked.

"Yes. Rum and soda."

He stood at the bar and waited for the drinks. A dull, nervous sonething
throbbed in his stomach. He could slide into the darkness, disappear
into the cromd and find his way to the safety of the condo. He could

| ock the door and read a book on international tax havens. Pretty
boring. Plus, Avery was there by now with his hot little nunber. The
girl was harm ess, the rumand Red Stripe told him They would have a
coupl e of drinks and say good night.

He returned with the drinks and sat across fromthe girl, as far away as
possi bl e. They were al one on the patio.

“"Are you a diver?" she asked.

“"No. Believe it or not, I'mhere on business. I'ma |lawer, and | have
neetings with some bankers in the norning."
"How long will you be here?"

"Coupl e of days." He was polite, but short. The | ess he said, the safer
he woul d be. She recrossed her |egs and smiled innocently. He felt weak
"How ol d are you?" he asked.

"I"'mtwenty, and my nane is Eilene. 1'mold enough."

"I"'mMtch." H's stomach flipped and he felt |ightheaded. He sipped
rapidly on his beer. He glanced at his watch

She watched with that sane seductive snmle. "You' re very handsone."
This was unraveling in a hurry. Keep cool, he told hinself, just keep
cool

"Thank you."

“Are you an athlete?"

"Sort of. Why do you ask?"

“"You | ook like an athlete. You're very nuscular and firm" It was the
way she enphasized "firnl' that nade his stomach flip again. He admred
her body and tried to think of some conplinent that would not be



suggestive. Forget it.

"Where do you work?" he asked, aimng for |ess sensual areas.

"I'ma clerk in ajewelry store in town."

"Where do you |ive?"

"I'n Georgetown. Where are you staying?"

"A condo next door." He nodded in the direction, and she | ooked to her
left. She wanted to see the condo, he could tell. She sipped on her
dri nk.

"Why aren't you at the party?" she asked.

“I'"'m not nuch on parties."

"Do you like the beach?"

"I't's beautiful."

"It's prettier in the noonlight.
He could say nothing to this.
"There's a better bar about a nile down the beach," she said. "Let's_go
for a walk."

That smle, again.

"I don't know, | should get back. |'ve got sone work to do before
nor ni ng. "

She | aughed and stood. "No one goes in this early in the Caymans. Cone
on. | owe you a drink."

“"No. |I'd better not."

She grabbed his hand, and he followed her off the patio onto the beach
They wal ked in silence until the Pal nms was

out of sight and the music was growi ng di mer. The nobon was overhead and
bri ghter now, and the beach was deserted. She unsnapped sonethi ng and
renmoved her skirt, |eaving nothing but a string around her waist and a
string runni ng between her |legs. She rolled up the skirt and placed it
around his neck. She took his hand.

Somet hing said run. Throw the beer bottle in the ocean. Throw the skirt
in the sand. And run like hell. Run to the condo. Lock the door. Lock
the wi ndows. Run. Run. Run.

And sonething said to relax. It's harm ess fun. Have a few nore dri nks.
I f sonmething happens, enjoy it. No one will ever know, Menphis is a

t housand miles away. Avery won't know. And what about Avery? What could
he say? Everybody does it. It had happened once before when he was in
col l ege, before he was married but after he was engaged. He had bl aned
it on too much beer, and had survived with no ngjor scars. Tine took
care of it. Abby would never know.

Run. Run. Run.

They wal ked for a nmile and there was no bar in sight. The beach was
darker. A cloud conveniently hid the noon. They had seen no one since
Runmheads. She pulled his hand toward two plastic beach chairs next to
the water. "Let's rest," she said. He finished his beer

"You' re not saying much," she said.

"What woul d you like for me to say?"

"Do you think I'm beautiful ?"

"You are very beautiful. And you have a beautiful body."

She sat on the edge of her chair and splashed her feet in the water
"Let's go for a swim'

“I'y uh, I"mnot really in the nood."
"Cone on, Mtch. | love the water."
"Go ahead. |'Il watch."

She knelt beside himin the sand and faced him niches away. In slow
noti on, she reached behind her neck. She



unhooked her bikini top, and it fell off, very slowy. Her breasts, much
| arger now, lay on his left forearm She handed it to him "Hold this
for me." It was soft and white and weighed I ess than a millionth of an
ounce. He was paral yzed and the breathing, heavy and | abored only
seconds ago, had now ceased al t oget her

She wal ked slowy into the water. The white string covered nothing from
the rear. Her long, dark, beautiful hair hung to her waist. She waded
knee deep, then turned to the beach

"Cone on, Mtch. The water feels great."

She flashed a brilliant snmle and he could see it. He rubbed the bikini
top and knew this would be his |ast chance to run. But he was dizzy and
weak. Running would require nore strength than he could possibly nuster.
He wanted to just sit and maybe she woul d go away. Maybe she woul d
drown. Maybe the tide would suddenly materialize and sweep her out to
sea.

"“Come on, Mtch."

He renoved his shirt and waded into the water. She watched himwith a
sm |l e, and when he reached her, she took his hand and |l ed himto deeper
wat er. She | ocked her hands around his neck, and they kissed. He found
the strings. They kissed again.

She stopped abruptly and, without speaking, started for the beach. He
wat ched her. She sat on the sand, between the two chairs, and renoved
the rest of her bikini. He ducked under the water and held his breath
for an eternity. When he surfaced, she was reclining, resting on her

el bows in the sand. He surveyed the beach and, of course, saw no one. At
that precise instant, the nmoon, ducked behi nd another cloud. There was
not a boat or a catamaran or a dinghy or a swinmer or a snorkeler or
anyt hi ng or anybody noving on the water.

"I can't do this," he nuttered through clenched teeth. "What did you

say, Mtch?" "I can't do this!" he yelled. "But | want you." "I can't do
it."

"Come on, Mtch. No one will ever know." No one will ever know. No one
will ever know. He wal ked slowly toward her. No one will ever know.

There was conplete silence in the rear of the taxi as the | awers rode
into Georgetown. They were | ate. They had overslept and ni ssed
breakfast. Neither felt particularly well. Avery |ooked especially
haggard. Hi s eyes were bl oodshot and his face was pale. He had not
shaved.

The driver stopped in heavy traffic in front of the Royal Bank of
Montreal . The heat and humidity were already stifling.

Randol ph Osgood was the banker, a stuffy British type with a navy
doubl e- breasted suit, horn-rimed glasses, a | arge shiny forehead and a
poi nted nose. He greeted Avery like an old friend and i ntroduced hinsel f
to Mtch. They were led to a large office on the second floor with a

vi ew of Hogsty Bay. Two clerks were waiting.

"Exactly what do you need, Avery?" Osgood asked through his nose.

"Let's start off with sonme coffee. | need summaries of all the accounts
of Sonny Capps, Al Coscia, Dolph Hemrba, Ratzlaff Partners and G eene
G oup. "

"Yes, and how far back would you like to go?"

"Six nonths. Every account."

Osgood snapped his fingers at one of the clerks. She left and returned
with a tray of coffee and pastries. The other clerk took notes.

"Of course, Avery, we'll need authorization and powers of attorney for



each of these clients," GOsgood said.

"They're on file," Avery said as he unpacked his briefcase.

"Yes, but they've expired. We'll need current ones. Every account."
"Very well." Avery slid a file across the table. "They're in there.

Everything's current." He wi nked at Mtch

A clerk took the file and spread the docunments over the table. Each

i nstrument was scrutinized by both clerks, then by Osgood hi nsel f. The

| awyers drank coffee and waited.

Osgood smiled and said, "It all appears to be in order. W'll get the
records. What el se do you need?"

"I need to establish three corporations. Two for Sonny Capps and one for
Greene Group. W'll follow the usual procedure. The bank will serve as
regi stered agent, etc."

“I''"l'l procure the necessary docunents,"
clerk. "Wat else?"

"That's all for now. "

Osgood said, and | ooked at a

"Very well. We should have these records within thirty mnutes. WII you
be joining ne for lunch?"
“I"'msorry, Randol ph. | nust decline. Mtch and | have a prior

commi t ment. Maybe tonorrow. "

Mtch knew nothing of a prior comritnent, at |east none he was invol ved
in.

"Perhaps," replied Osgood. He left the roomwith the clerks.

Avery cl osed the door and renoved his jacket. He wal ked to the w ndow

and si pped coffee. "Look, Mtch. |I'msorry about |ast night. Very sorry.
I got drunk and quit thinking. I was wong to push that wonan on you."
"Apol ogy accepted. Don't let it happen again."

“I't won't. | promse."

"Was she good?"

I think so. | don't remenber too nuch. Wat did you do with her sister?"
"She told me to get lost. | hit the beach and took a wal k."

Avery bit into a pastry and wi ped his nouth. "You know |'m separ at ed.
We' Il probably get a divorce in a year or so. |'mvery discreet because

the divorce could get nasty. There's an unwitten rule in -what we do
away from Menphis stays away from Menphis. Understand?"

"Cone on, Avery. You know | wouldn't tell."

"I know. | know. "

Mtch was glad to hear of the unwitten rule, although he awakened with
the security that he had comritted the perfect crine. He had thought of
her in bed, the shower, the taxi, and now he had trouble concentrating
on anything. He had caught hinself |ooking at jewelry stores when they
reached Georget own.

"“I'"ve got a question," Mtch said.

Avery nodded and ate the pastry.

"When | was recruited a few nonths ago by QO iver Lanbert and MKni ght
and the gang, it was inpressed upon ne repeatedly that frowned on

di vorce, wonen, booze, drugs, everything but hard work and nmoney. That's
why | took the job. |I've seen the hard work and noney, but now |'m
seeing other things. Where did you go wong? O do all the guys do it?"
"I don't Iike your question."

"I knew you wouldn't. But 1'd Iike an answer. | deserve an answer.

feel like | was msled."

"So what are you going to do? Leave because | got drunk and laid up with
a whore?"



"I haven't thought about |eaving."

"Good. Don't."

"But I'mentitled to an answer."

"Ckay. Fair enough. I'mthe biggest rogue in

and they' Il come down hard when | nention the divorce. | chase wonmen now
and then, but no one knows it. Or at least they can't catch me. |'m sure
it's done by other partners, but you'd never catch them Not all of

them but a few Most have very stable nmarriages and are forever

faithful to their wives. |'ve always been the bad boy, but they've
tolerated ne because |'mso talented. They know | drink during |lunch and
sonetines in the office, and they know | violate some nore of their
sacred rules, but they made nme a partner because they need nme. And now
that 1'ma partner, they can't do much about it. |I'mnot that bad of a
guy, Mtch."

"I didn't say you were."

"I"'mnot perfect. Sone of them are, believe nme. They're machines,

robots. They live, eat and sleep for Bendini, Lanbert & Locke. | like to
have a little fun."

"So you're the exception-"

"Rat her than the rule, yes. And | don't apol ogize for it."

"I didn't ask you for an apology. Just a clarification."

"Cl ear enough?”

"Yes. |'ve always adm red your bluntness."”
"And | adnmire your discipline. It's a strong man who can remain faithfu
to his wife with the tenptations you had |ast night. |I'mnot that

strong. Don't want to be."
Tenpt ati ons. He had thought of inspecting the downtown jewelry shops
during lunch.

"Look, Avery, |I'mnot a Holy Roller, and |I'm not shocked. |I'mnot one to
judge-1've been judged all my life. |I was just confused about the rules,
that's all."

"The rul es never change. They're cast in concrete. Carved in granite.
Etched in stone. Violate too many and you're out. Or violate as nmany as
you want, but just don't get caught.”

"Fair enough."

Osgood and a group of clerks entered the roomwi th com

puter printouts and stacks of docunents. They nade neat piles on the
tabl e and al phabetized it all

"This should keep you busy for a day or so," Osgood said with a forced
smle. He snapped his fingers and the clerks di sappeared. "I'I|l be in ny
office if you need something."

"Yes, thanks," Avery said as he hovered over the first set of docunents.
Mtch renoved his coat and | oosened his tie.

"Exactly what are we doi ng here?" he asked.

"Two things. First, we'll reviewthe entries into all of these accounts.
We're looking primarily for interest earned, what rate, how much, etc.
We'll do a rough audit of each account to make sure the interest is

goi ng where it is supposed to go. For exanple, Dol ph Henmba sends his
interest to nine different banks in the Bahanmas. It's stupid, but it
makes hi m happy. It's also inpossible for anyone to follow, except ne.

He has about twelve million in this bank, so it's worth keeping up wth.
He could do this hinself, but he feels better if |I do it. At two-fifty
an hour, | don't mind. W'll check the interest this bank is paying on

each account. The rate varies depending on a nunber of factors. It's



di scretionary with the bank, and this is a good way to keep them
honest . "

"I thought they were honest."

"They are, but they're bankers, renenber."

"You're looking at close to thirty accounts here, and when we | eave
we' Il know t he exact bal ance, the interest earned and where the interest
is going. Second, we have to incorporate three conpani es under Caymani an
jurisdiction. It's fairly easy |l egal work and could be done in Menphis.
But the clients think we nmust come here to do it. Renenber, we're
dealing with people who invest mllions. A few thousand in | egal fees
doesn't bother them™

Mtch flipped through a printout in the Henmba stack. "Wo's this guy
Hemba? | haven't heard of him"

"I"ve got a lot of clients you haven't heard of. Hemnmba is a big farner
in Arkansas, one of the state's |argest |andowners."

“Twel ve nmillion dollars?"

"That's just in this bank!"

"That's a |l ot of cotton and soybeans."

"Let's just say he has other ventures."

"Such as?"

"I really can't say."

"Legal or illegal?"

"Let's just say he's hiding twenty mllion plus interest in various
Cari bbean banks fromthe IRS."

"“Are we hel pi ng hinP"

Avery spread the docunents on one end of the table and began checki ng
entries. Mtch watched and waited for an answer. The silence grew
heavi er and it was obvious there would not be one. He could press, but
he had asked enough questions for one day. He rolled up his sleeves and
went to work.

At noon he | earned about Avery's prior commtnment. His woman was waiting
at the condo for a little rendezvous. He suggested they break for a
coupl e of hours and nentioned a caf6 downtown Mtch could try.

Instead of a cafe, Mtch found the Georgetown Library four blocks from
the bank. On the second floor he was directed to the periodicals, where
he found a shelf full of old editions of The Daily Caymani an. He dug
back six nonths and pulled the one dated June 27. He laid it on a snall
tabl e by a wi ndow overl ooking the street. He glanced out the w ndow,
then | ooked closer. There was a nman he had seen only nonents earlier on
the street by the bank. He was behind the wheel of a battered yellow
Chevette parked in a narrow drive across fromthe library. He was a

st ocky, dark-

hai red, foreign-looking type with a gaudy green-and-orange shirt and
cheap touristy sungl asses.

The sane Chevette with the sane driver had been parked in front of the
gi ft shop next to the bank, and now, nonents |ater, it was parked four
bl ocks away. A native on a bicycle stopped next to himand took a
cigarette. The man in the car pointed at the |ibrary. The native |eft
his bicycle and wal ked qui ckly across the street.

Mtch fol ded the newspaper and stuck it in his coat. He wal ked past the
rows of shelves, found a National Geographic and sat down at a table. He
studi ed the nmagazine and listened carefully as the native clinbed the
stairs, noticed him wal ked behind him seenmed to pause as if to catch a
gl i npse of what he was reading, then di sappeared down the stairs. Mtch



waited for a nmonment, then returned to the wi ndow. The native was taking
anot her cigarette and talking to the man in the Chevette. He lit the
cigarette and rode away.

Mtch spread the newspaper on the table and scanned the headline story
of the two American |awers and their dive guide who had been killed in
a nysterious accident the day before. He made nental notes and returned
t he paper.

The Chevette was still watching. He walked in front of it, nmade the

bl ock and headed in the direction of the bank. The shopping district was
squeezed tightly between the bank buil di ngs and Hogsty Bay. The streets
were narrow and crowded with tourists on foot, tourists on scooters,
tourists in rented conpacts. He renmpved his coat and ducked into a T-
shirt shop with a pub upstairs. HeNclinmbed the stairs, ordered a Coke,
and sat on the bal cony.

Wthin mnutes the native with the bicycle was at the bar, drinking a
Red Stripe and watching from behind a handprinted nmenu.

Mtch sipped on the Coke and scanned the congestion

bel ow. No sign of the Chevette, but he knew it was close by. He saw
anot her man stare at himfromthe street, then di sappear. Then a woman.
Was he paranoi d? Then the Chevette turned the corner two bl ocks away and
nmoved sl owl y beneath him

He went to the T-shirt store and bought a pair of sungl asses. He wal ked
for a block, then darted into an alley. He ran through the dark shade to
the next street, then into a gift shop. He left through the back door
into an alley. He saw a large clothing store for tourists and entered
through a side door. He watched the street closely and saw nothing. The
racks were full of shorts and shirts of all colors- clothes the natives
woul d not buy but the Anericans |oved. He stayed conservative-white
shorts with a red knit pullover. He found a pair of straw sandals that
sort of matched the hat he |liked. The clerk giggled and showed himto a
dressing room He checked the street again. Nothing. The clothes fit,
and he asked her if he could |leave his suit and shoes in the back for a
coupl e of hours. "No problem non," she said. He paid in cash, slipped
her a ten and asked her to call a cab. She said he was very handsone.
He watched the street nervously until the cab arrived. He darted across
the sidewal k, into the back seat. "Abanks Dive Lodge," he said.

"That's a |long way, non."

Mtch threw a twenty over the seat. "Get noving. Watch your mrror. |If
soneone is following, let me know "

He grabbed the noney. "Okay, non."

Mtch sat | ow under his new hat in the back seat as his driver worked
his way down Shedden Road, out of the shopping district, around Hogsty
Bay, and headed east, past Red Bay, out of the city of Georgetown and
onto the road to Bodden Town.

"Who are you running from non?"

Mtch smiled and rolled down his wi ndow. "The Internal Revenue
Service." He thought that was cute, but the driver seenmed confused.
There were no taxes and no tax collectors in the islands, he remenbered.
The driver continued in silence.

According to the paper, the dive guide was Philip Abanks, son of Barry
Abanks, the owner of the dive |odge. He was ni neteen when he was kill ed.
The three had drowned when an expl osion of some sort hit their boat. A
very mnysterious explosion. The bodi es had been found in eighty feet of
water in full scuba gear. There were no witnesses to the expl osion and



no explanations as to why it occurred two niles offshore in an area not
known for diving. The article said there were nmany unanswered questions.
Sodden Town was a small village twenty mnutes from Georgetown. The dive
| odge was south of town on an isolated stretch of beach.

"Did anyone follow us?" Mtch asked.

The driver shook his head.

"Good job. Here's forty bucks." Mtch | ooked at his watch. "It's al nost
one. Can you be here at exactly two-thirty?"

“No problem non."

The road ended at the edge of the beach and becane a white-rock parking
area shaded by dozens of royal palnms. The front building of the | odge
was a large, two-story hone with a tin roof and an outer stairway

|l eading to the center of the second floor. The Grand House, it was
called. It was painted a light blue with neat white trim and it was
partially hidden by bay vines and spider lilies. The hand-w ought
fretwork was painted pink. The solid wooden shutters were olive. It was
the office and eating room of Abanks Dive Lodge. To its right the palm
trees thinned and a small driveway curved around the Grand House and

sl oped

downward to a |l arge open area of white rock. On each side was a group of
a dozen or so thatched-roof huts where divers rooned. A maze of wooden
sidewal ks ran fromthe huts to the central point of the | odge, the open-
air bar next to the water.

Mtch headed for the bar to the fanmliar sounds of reggae and | aughter.
It was simlar to Rumheads, but without the crowd. After a few ninutes,
the bartender, Henry, delivered a Red Stripe to Mtch.

"Where's Barry Abanks?" Mtch asked.

He nodded to the ocean and returned to the bar. Half a nmile out, a boat
cut slowy through the still water and made its way toward the | odge.
Mtch ate a cheeseburger and watched the dom noes.

The boat docked at a pier between the bar a'nd a |larger hut with the
wor ds DI VE SHOP hand- pai nted over a wi ndow. The divers junped fromthe
boat with their equi pnent bags and, wthout exception, headed for the
bar. A short, wiry nan stood next to the boat and barked orders at the
deckhands, who were unl oadi ng enpty scuba tanks onto the pier. He wore a
white baseball cap and not nuch else. A tiny black pouch covered his
crotch and nost of his rear end. Fromthe | ooks of his brown |eathery
skin he hadn't worn nuch in the past fifty years. He checked in at the
di ve shop, yelled at the dive captains and deckhands and nade his way to
the bar. He ignored the crowd and went to the freezer, where he picked
up a Hei neken, renoved the top and took a | ong drink.

The bartender said sonmething to Abanks and nodded toward Mtch. He
opened anot her Hei neken and wal ked to Mtch's table.

He did not smile. "Are you | ooking for nme?" It was al nbpst a sneer.

"Are you M. Abanks?"

"That's nme. What do you want ?"

"I'd like to talk to you for a few m nutes."

He gul ped his beer and gazed at the ocean. "I'mtoo busy. | have a dive
boat leaving in forty mnutes.”

"My name is Mtch MDeere. |I'ma |lawer from Menphis."

Abanks glared at himwith tiny brown eyes. Mtch had his attention.

" So?"

"So, the two nmen who died with your son were friends of mne. It won't
take but a few minutes."



Abanks sat on a stool and rested on his elbows. "That's not one of ny
favorite subjects.”

"I know. |I'msorry."

"The police instructed nme not to talk to anyone."

"It's confidential. |I swear."

Abanks squinted and stared at the brilliant blue water. H s face and

arnms bore the scars of a life at sea, a life spent sixty feet down
gui di ng novi ces through and around coral reefs and wecked shi ps.

"What do you want to know?" he asked softly.

"Can we tal k sonewhere el se?"

"Sure. Let's take a walk." He yelled at Henry and spoke to a table of
divers as he left. They wal ked on the beach

“I"d like to tal k about the accident," Mtch said.

"You can ask. | may not answer."

"What caused the expl osi on?"

"I don't know. Perhaps an air conpressor. Perhaps sone fuel. W are not
certain. The boat was badly danaged and nost of the clues went up in
flames. "

"Was it your boat?"

"Yes. One of my small ones. Athirty-footer. Your friends had chartered
it for the norning."

“"Where were the bodies found?"

"In eighty feet of water. There was nothi ng suspicious

about the bodies, except that there were no burns or other injuries that
woul d indicate they had been in the explosion. So | guess that nakes the
bodi es very suspicious."

"The autopsies said they drowned."

"Yes, they drowned. But your friends were in full scuba gear, which was
| at er exam ned by one of my divemasters. It worked perfectly. They were
good divers."

"What about your son?"

"He was not in full gear. But he could swmlike a fish."

"Where was the expl osion?"

"They had been scheduled to dive along a series of reef formations at
Roger's Weck Point. Are you familiar with the island?"

“No. "

"It's around the East Bay on Northeastern Point. Your friends had never
di ved there, and my son suggested they try it. W knew your friends
wel |l . They were experienced divers and took it seriously. They al ways
wanted a boat by thenselves and didn't mind paying for it. And they

al ways wanted Philip as their dive captain. We don't know if they made
any dives on the Point. The boat was found burning two niles at sea, far
fromany of our dive sites.”

"Coul d the boat have drifted?"

"I nmpossible. If there had been engine trouble, Philip would have used
the radi o. W have nodern equi pnent, and our divenmasters are always in
touch with the dive shop. There's no way the explosion could have
occurred at the Point. No one saw it or heard it, and there's always
sonmeone around. Secondly, a disabled boat could not drift two nmiles in
that water. And, nost inportantly, the bodies were not on the boat,
remenber. Suppose the boat did drift, how do you explain the drifting of
the bodi es eighty feet below. They were found within twenty neters of

t he boat."

"Who found thenP"



"My men. We caught the bulletin over the radio, and | sent a crew. W
knew it was our boat, and ny men started diving. They found the bodies
within mnutes."

"I know this is difficult to talk about."

Abanks finished his beer and threw the bottle in a wooden garbage box.
"Yes, it is. But time takes away the pain. Wiy are you so interested?"
"The fanmilies have a | ot of questions."

"I amsorry for them | net their wives |ast year. They spent a week
with us. Such nice people."

"I's it possible they were sinply exploring new territory when it
happened?”

"Possible, yes. But not |ikely. Qur boats report their novenments from
one dive site to the next. That's standard procedure. No exceptions.
have fired a dive captain for not clearing a site before going to the
next. My son was the best captain on the island. He grew up in these
waters. He woul d never fail to report his novenents at sea. It's that
sinmple. The police believe that is what happened, but they have to
believe something. It's the only explanation they have."

"But how do they explain the condition of the bodies?"

"They can't. It's sinply another diving accident as far as they're
concerned. "

"Was it an accident ?"

"I think not."

The sandal s had rubbed blisters by now, and Mtch renoved them They
turned and started back to the | odge.

“I'f it wasn't an accident, what was it?"

Abanks wal ked and watchea the ocean crawl along the beach. He sniled for
the first ume. "What are the other possibilities?"

"There's a runmor in Menphis that drugs could have been involved."

"Tell me about this runor."

"We've heard that your son was active in a drug ring, that possibly he
was using the boat that day to neet a supplier at sea, that there was a
di spute and ny friends got in the way."

Abanks snil ed again and shook his head. "Not Philip. To ny know edge he
never used drugs, and | know he didn't trade in them He wasn't
interested in nmoney. Just wormen and diving."

"Not a chance?"

“No, not a chance. |'ve never heard this runor, and | doubt if they know
nore in Menphis. This is a small island, and | would have heard it by
now. It's conpletely false."

The conversation was over and they stopped near the bar. "I'Il ask you a

favor," Abanks said. "Do not nention any of this to the famlies. |
cannot prove what | know to be true, so it's best if no one knows.
Especially the fanmlies."

“I won't tell anyone. And | will ask you not to nmention our
conversation. Soneone mght follow me here and ask questions about ny
visit. Just say we tal ked about diving."

"As you wish."

"My wife and I will be here next spring for our vacation. |I'Il be sure
to | ook you up."

St. Andrew s Epi scopal School was | ocated behind the church of the sane
name on a densely wooded and perfectly manicured five-acre estate in the
m ddl e of midtown Menphis. The white and yell ow brick was occasionally
vi si ble where the ivy had for sonme reason turned and pursued anot her



course. Symmetrical rows of clipped boxwoods |ined the sidewal ks and the
smal | playground. It was a one-story L-shaped building sitting quietly
in the shadows of a dozen ancient oaks. Cherished for its exclusivity,
St. Andrew s was the npbst expensive private school in Menphis for grades
ki ndergarten through six. Affluent parents signed the waiting |ist
shortly after birth.

Mtch stopped the BMWWin the parking | ot between the church and the
school . Abby's burgundy Peugeot was three spaces down, parked

i nnocently. He was unexpected. The plane had | anded an hour earlier, and
he had stopped by the house to change into sonmething | awerly. He woul d
see her, then back to his desk for a few hours at one hundred and fifty
per.

He wanted to see her here, at the school, unannounced. A surprise
attack. A countermove. He would say hello. He missed her. He couldn't
wait to see her, so he stopped by the school. He would be brief, the
first touch and feel and words after that incident on the beach. Could
she tell just by |ook-

ing at hin Maybe she could read his eyes. Wuld she notice a slight
strain in his voice? Not if she was surprised. Not if she was flattered
by this visit.

He squeezed the steering wheel and stared at her car. What an idiot! A
stupid fool! Wiy didn't he run? Just throw her skirt in the sand and run
like hell. But, of course, he didn't. He said what the hell, no one wll
ever know. So now he was supposed to shrug it off and say what the hell
everybody does it.

On the plane he laid his plans. First, he would wait until late this
night and tell her the truth. He would not lie, had no desire to live a
lie. He would admit it and tell her exactly what happened. Maybe she
woul d understand. Wy, al nost any man-hell, virtually every nman woul d
have taken the dive. Hi s next nove would depend on her reaction. If she
was cool and showed a trace of conpassion, he would tell her he was
sorry, so very sorry, and that it would never happen again. If she fel
all to pieces, he would beg, literally beg for forgiveness and swear on
the Bible that it was a m stake and woul d never happen again. He woul d
tell her how much he | oved her and worshi pped her, and pl ease just give
hi m one nmore chance. And if she started packing her bags, he would
probably at that point realize he should not have told her

Deny. Deny. Deny. His crimnal-law professor at Harvard had been a

radi cal named Moskowitz, who had made a nane for hinmself defending
terrorists and assassins and child fondlers. His theory of defense was
sinmply: Deny! Deny! Deny! Never admit one fact or one piece of evidence
that would indicate guilt.

He renmenbered Moskowitz as they |landed in Mam, and began worki ng on
Plan B, which called for this surprise visit at the school and a | ate-

ni ght romantic dinner at her favorite place. And no nmention of anything
but hard work in the

Caymans. He opened the car door, thought of her beautiful smling,
trusting face and felt nauseous. A thick, dull pain hamrered deep in his
stomach. He wal ked slowly in the |ate autum breeze to the front door
The hal lway was enpty and quiet. To his right was the office of the
headrmaster. He waited for a nonment in the hall, waited to be seen, but
no one was there. He wal ked quietly ahead until, at the third classroom
he heard the wonderful voice of his wife. She was plow ng through

nmul tiplication tables when he stuck his head in the door and smiled. She



froze, then giggled. She excused herself, told themto stay in their
seats and read the next page. She closed the door

"What' re you doi ng here?" she asked as he grabbed her and pinned her to
the wall. She glanced nervously up and down the hall

"I mssed you," he said with conviction. He bear-hugged her for a good
m nute. He kissed her neck and tasted the sweetness of her perfunme. And
then the girl returned. You piece of scum why didn't you run?

"When did you get in?" she asked, straightening her hair and gl ancing
down the hall.

"About an hour ago. You | ook wonderful."

Her eyes were wet. Those wonderfully honest eyes. "How was your trip?"

"Ckay. | missed you. It's no fun when you're not around.”

Her smile w dened and she | ooked away. "I missed you too."

They hel d hands and wal ked toward the front door. "I'd like a date
toni ght," he said.

"“You' re not working?"

“"No. I"'mnot working. I'"mgoing out with my wife to her

favorite restaurant. We'll eat and drink expensive w ne and stay out

| ate, and then get naked when we get hone."

"You did nmiss nme." She kissed himagain, on the |lips, then | ooked down
the hall. "But you better get out of here before someone sees you."
They wal ked quickly to the front door without being seen.

He breathed deeply in the cool air and wal ked quickly to his car. He did
it. He looked into those eyes, held her and kissed her |ike always. She
suspected not hing. She was touched and even noved.

DeVasher paced anxiously behind his desk and sucked nervously on a Roi -
Tan. He sat in his worn swivel chair and tried to concentrate on a meno,
then he junped to his feet and paced again. He checked his watch. He
called his secretary. He called Oiver Lanbert's secretary. He paced
Sonme nore.

Finally, seventeen nminutes after he was supposed to arrive, Olie was
cl eared through security and wal ked i nto DeVasher's office.

DeVasher stood behind his desk and glared at Olie. "You're late!"
“I"'mvery busy," Olie answered as he sat in a worn Naugahyde chair
"What's so inportant?"

DeVasher's face instantly changed into a sly, evil smile. He
dramatically opened a desk drawer and proudly threw a |large manila
envel ope across the desk into Olie's lap. "Sonme of the best work we've
ever done."

Lanbert opened the envel ope and gaped at the eight-by-ten bl ack-and-

whi te photographs. He stared at each one, holding theminches fromhis
nose, menorizing each detail. DeVasher watched proudly.

Lanbert reviewed them again and began breathing heavily. "These are
incredible."

"Yep. We though so."

"Who's the girl?" Olie asked, still staring.

"A local prostitute. Looks pretty good, doesn't she? W' ve never used
her before, but you can bet we'll use her again."

“I want to neet her, and soon."

"No problem 1 kinda figured you would."

"This is incredible. How d she do it?"

"I't looked difficult at first. He told the first girl to get lost. Avery
had the other one, but your man wanted no part of her friend. He left
and went to that little bar on the beach. That's when our girl there



showed up. She's a pro."

"Where were your people?”

"Al'l over the place. Those were shot from behind a pal mtree, about
eighty feet away. Pretty good, aren't they?"

"Very good. G ve the photographer a bonus. How long did they roll in the
sand?"

"Long enough. They were very conpatible."

"I think he really enjoyed hinmself."

"W were |ucky. The beach was deserted and the tim ng was perfect."”
Lanbert rai sed a photograph toward the ceiling, in front of his eyes.
"Did you nake me a set?" he asked from behind it.

"Of course, Olie. |I know how nuch you enjoy these things."

"I thought MDeere would be tougher than that."

"He's tough, but he's human. He's no dumry either. W're not sure, but
we think he knew we were watching himthe next day durjng lunch. He
seened suspi ci ous and began darting around the shopping district. Then
he di sappeared. He was an hour late for his neeting with Avery at the
bank. "

"Where'd he go?"

"We don't know. We were just watching out of curiosity, nothing serious.
Hell, he m ght've been in a bar downtown for all we know. But he just

di sappeared.”

"Watch himcarefully. He worries ne."

DeVasher waved another manila envelope. "Quit worrying, Olie. W own
him now He would kill for us if he knew about these."

"What about Tarrance?"

"Not a sign. McDeere ain't nmentioned it to anybody, at |east not to
anybody we're listening to. Tarrance is hard to trail sonetinmes, but |
think he's staying away."

"Keep your eyes open."

"Don't worry about my end, Olie. You're the |awer, the counselor, the
esqui re, and you get your eight-by-tens. You run . | run the

surveill ance."

"How are things at the MDeere house?"

“Not too good. She was very cool to the trip."

"What' d she do when he was gone?"

"Well, she ain't one to sit around the house. Two nights she and Quin's
wife went out to eat at a couple of those yuppie joints. Then to the
novi es. She was out one night with a schoolteacher friend. She shopped a
little.

"She also called her nother a Iot, collect. Evidently there's no |ove

| ost between our boy and her parents, and she wants to patch things up
She and her nmomare tight and it really bothers her because they can't
be a big happy fanmily. She wants to go honme to Kentucky for Christnmas,
and she's afraid he won't go for it. There's a lot of friction. A lot of
undercurrents. She tells her nmom he works too much, and her nom says
it's because he wants to show themup. | don't like the sound of it,
Olie. Bad vibes."

"Just keep listening. We've tried to slow himdown, but he's a machine."
"Yeah, at a hundred and fifty an hour | know you want

himto slack off. Why don't you cut all your associates back to forty
hours a week so they can spend nmore tine with their famlies. You could
cut your salary, sell a Jag or two, hock your old |lady's dianonds, maybe
sell your mansion and buy a smaller house by the country club."



"Shut up, DeVasher."

O iver Lanbert stornmed out of the office. DeVasher turned red with his
hi gh-pi tched | aughter, then, when his office was enpty, he | ocked the
photos in a file cabinet. "Mtchell MDeere," he said to hinself with an
i mense smle, "now you are ours."

ON a Friday, at noon, two weeks before Christms, Abby said goodbye to
her students and left St. Andrew s for the holidays. At one, she parked
inalot full of Volvos and BMM and Saabs and nore Peugeots and wal ked
hurriedly through the cold rain into the crowded terrarium where the
young affluent gathered to eat quiche and fajitas and bl ack bean soup
anong the plants. This was Kay Quin's current hot spot of the year, and
this was the second lunch they'd had in a nonth. Kay was |late, as usual
It was a friendship still in the initial stages of devel opnent. Cauti ous
by nature, Abby had never been one to rush into chumriness with a
stranger. The three years at Harvard had been friendl ess, and she had

| earned a great deal of independence. In six nonths in Menphis she had
met a handful of prospects at church and one at school, but she noved
cautiously.

At first Kay Quin had pushed hard. She was at once a tour guide,
shoppi ng consul tant and even a decorator. But Abby had noved slowy,
learning a little with each visit and watching her new friend carefully.
They had eaten several times in the Quin hone. They had seen each ot her
at firmdinners and functions, but always in a crowd. And they had

enj oyed each other's conmpany over four |ong |unches at whatever happened
to be the hottest gathering place at that

nmonment tor the young and beautiful Gold MasterCard hol ders in Menphis.
Kay noticed cars and honmes and cl ot hes, but pretended to ignore it all
Kay wanted to be a friend, a close friend, a confidante, an intimte.
Abby kept the distance, slowy allow ng her in.

The reproduction of a 1950s jukebox sat bel ow Abby's table on the first
| evel near the bar, where a standi ng-roomcrowd si pped and waited for
tables. After ten nminutes and two Roy Orbisons, Kay energed fromthe
crowd at the front door and | ooked upward to the third | evel. Abby
sm | ed and waved.

They hugged and pecked each other properly on the cheeks, wi thout
transferring lipstick

"Sorry I'mlate," Kay said.

"That's okay. |"'mused to it."

"This place is packed," Kay said, |ooking around in amazenent. It was

al ways packed. "So you're out of school ?"

"Yes. As of an hour ago. |I'mfree until January 6."

They admired each other's outfits and comented on how slimand in
general how beautiful and young they were.

Christmas shoppi ng at once becane the topic, and they tal ked of stores
and sales and children until the wine arrived. Abby ordered scanpi in a
skillet, but Kay stuck with the old fern-bar standby of broccoli quiche.
"What're your plans for Christnmas?'' Kay asked.

“"None yet. 1'd like to go to Kentucky to see ny folks, but I'mafraid
Mtch won't go. |'ve dropped a couple of hints, both of which were

i gnored. "

"He still doesn't |ike your parents?"

"There's been no change. In fact, we don't discuss them | don't know

how to handle it."
"Wth great caution, | would inagine."



"Yeah, and great patience. My parents were wong, but |

still need them It's painful when the only man |'ve ever |oved can't
tolerate my parents. | pray every day for a snmall mracle.”

"Sounds like you need a rather large mracle. |Is he working as hard as
Lamar says?"

"I don't know how a person could work any harder. It's eighteen hours a
day Monday through Friday, eight hours on Saturday, and since Sunday is
a day of rest, he puts in only five or six hours. He reserves a little
time for me on Sunday."

"Do | hear a touch of frustration?"

"Alot of frustration, Kay. |'ve been patient, but it's getting worse.
I'"m beginning to feel like a widow. |"'mtired of sleeping on the couch
waiting for himto get hone."

"You're there for food and sex, huh?"

"I wish. He's too tired for sex. It's not a priority anynore. And this
is a man who could never get enough. | nmean, we alnost killed each other
in law school. Now, once a week if |I'mlucky. He cones hone, eats if he
has the energy and goes to bed. If I"'mreally lucky, he mght talk to ne
for a few m nutes before he passes out. |I'mstarved for adult
conversation, Kay. | spend seven hours a day with eight-year-olds, and
crave words with nmore than three syllables. | try to explain this to
him and he's snoring. Did you go through this with Lamar?"

"Sort of. He worked seventy hours a week for the first year. | think
they all do. It's kind of like initiation into the fraternity. A nale
ritual in which you have to prove your manliness. But npost of themrun
out of gas after a year, and cut back to sixty or sixty-five hours. They

still work hard, but not the kam kaze routine of the rookie year."
"Does Lamar work every Saturday?"

"Most Saturdays, for a few hours. Never on Sunday. |'ve put ny foot
down. O course, if there's a big deadline or it's

tax season, then they all work around the clock. | think Mtch has them
puzzl ed. "

"He's not slowi ng down any. In fact, he's possessed. Cccasionally he
won't cone honme until dawn. Then it's just a quick shower, and back to
the office.”

"Lamar says he's already a | egend around the office."

Abby si pped her wine and | ooked over the rail at the bar. "That's great.
I"'mmarried to a | egend. "

"Have you thought about children?”

"It requires sex, renenber?"

"Cone on, Abby, it can't be that bad."

"I"'mnot ready for children. | can't handle being a single parent. |

| ove ny husband, but at this point in his |ife, he would probably have a
terribly inportant neeting and | eave ne alone in the | abor room Eight
centineters dilated. He thinks of nothing but that dammed law firm?"

Kay reached across the table and gently took Abby's hand. "It'IIl be
okay," she said with a firmsmle and a wi se |ook. "The first year is
the hardest. It gets better, | promse."

Abby snmiled. "lI'msorry."

The waiter arrived with their food, and they ordered nore wi ne. The
scanpi simered in the butter-and-garlic sauce and produced a delicious
aroma. The cold quiche was all alone on a bed of lettuce with a sickly
tomat o wedge.

Kay picked a glob of broccoli and chewed on it. "You know, Abby,



encour ages children.”

"I don't care. Right now !l don't like . I'mconpeting with , and |I'm
losing badly. So | could care | ess what they want. They will not plan ny
famly for me. | don't understand why they are so interested in things
whi ch are none of their business. That place is eerie, Kay. | can't put

my finger on it, but those people nmake nmy skin craw ."

"They want happy | awers with stable famlies."

“"And | want mnmy husband back. They're in the process of taking himaway,
so the family is not so stable. If they'd get off his back, perhaps we
could be normal |ike everyone else and have a yard full of children. But
not now. "

The wine arrived, and the scanpi cooled. She ate it slowmy and drank her
wi ne. Kay searched for |ess sensitive areas.

"Lamar said Mtch went to the Caymans | ast nonth."

"Yes. He and Avery were there for three days. Strictly business, or so
he says. Have you been there?"

"Every year. It's a beautiful place with gorgeous beaches and warm
water. W go in June of each year, when school is out. owns two huge
condos right on the beach."

"Mtch wants to vacation there in March, during my spring break."

"You need to. Before we had kids, we did nothing but Iie on the beach
drink rum and have sex. That's one reason furnishes the condos and, if
you're lucky, the airplane. They work hard, but they appreciate the need
for leisure.”

"Don't nention to me, Kay. | don't want to hear about what they |ike or
di sli ke, or what they do or don't do, or what they encourage or

di scour age. "

“It'1l get better, Abby. | pronise. You must understand that your
husband and my husband are both very good | awyers, but they could not
earn this kind of noney anywhere else. And you and | would be driving
new Bui cks instead of new Peugeots and Mercedes-Benzes."

Abby cut a shrinp in half and rolled it through the butter and garlic.
She stabbed a portion with a fork, then pushed her plate away. The

Wi negl ass was enpty. "I know, Kay, | know. But there is a hell of a |ot
nore to life than a big yard and a Peugeot. No one around here seens to-
be aware of that. | swear, | think we were happier living in a two-room
student apartnment in Canbridge."

"You' ve only been here a few nonths. Mtch will slow

down eventually, and you'll get into your routine. Before long there

will be little MDeeres running around the backyard, and before you know
it, Mtch will be a partner. Believe nme, Abby, things will get nuch
better. You're going through a period we've all been through, and we
made it." "Thanks, Kay, | certainly hope you're right."

The park was a snall one, two or three acres on a bluff above the river.
A row of cannons and two bronze statues menorialized those brave

Conf ederat es who had fought to save the river and the city. Under the
monunment to a general and his horse a wino tucked hinself away. His
cardboard box and ragged quilt provided little shelter fromthe bitter
cold and the tiny pellets of frozen rain. Fifty yards below, the evening
traffic rushed along Riverside Drive. It was dark.

Mtch wal ked to the row of cannons and stood gazing at the river and the
bri dges | eading to Arkansas. He zipped his raincoat and flipped the
collar around his ears. He | ooked at his watch. He waited.

The Bendini Buil ding was al nost visible six blocks away. He had parked



in a garage in mdtown and taken a taxi back to the river. He was sure
he had not been foll owed. He waited.

The icy wind blowing up fromthe river reddened his face and rem nded
himof the winters hi Kentucky after his parents were gone. Cold, bitter
wi nters. Lonely, desolate winters. He had worn soneone el se's coats,
passed down froma cousin or a friend, and they had never been heavy
enough. Secondhand cl ot hes. He disni ssed those thoughts.

The frozen rain turned to sleet and the tiny pieces of ice stuck in his
hair and bounced on the sidewal k around him He |ooked at his watch
There were footsteps and a figure in a hurry wal king to-

ward the cannons. Whoever it was stopped, then approached sl owy.
"Mtch?" It was Eddi e Lomax, dressed in jeans and a full-length rabbit
coat. Wth his thick nmustache and white cowboy hat he | ooked |ike an ad
for a cigarette. The Marl boro Man.

"Yeah, it's ne."

Lomax wal ked closer, to the other side of the cannon. They stood I|ike
Conf ederate sentries watching the river.

"Have you been followed?" Mtch asked.

“"No, | don't think so. You?"

“No. "

Mtch stared at the traffic on R verside Drive, and beyond, to the
river. Lomax thrust his hands deep into his pockets. "You tal ked to Ray,
| atel y?" Lomax asked.

"No." The answer was short, as if to say, "I'mnot standing here in the
sleet to chitchat."

"What' d you find?" Mtch asked, w thout | ooking.

Lomax lit a cigarette, and now he was the Marl boro Man. "On the three
lawyers, | found a little info. Alice Knauss was killed in a car weck
in 1977. Police report said she was hit by a drunk driver, but oddly
enough, no such driver was ever found. The weck happened around

m dni ght on a Wednesday. She had worked | ate down at the office and was
driving home. She lived out east, in Sycanore View, and about a mle
fromher condo she gets hit head-on by a one-ton pickup. Happened on New
London Road. She was driving a fancy little Fiat and it was blown to

pi eces. No witnesses. When the cops got there, the truck was enpty. No
sign of a driver. They ran the plates and found that the truck had been
stolen in St. Louis three days earlier. No fingerprints or nothing."
"They dusted for prints?”

"Yeah. | know the investigator who handled it. They were

suspi ci ous but had zero to go on. There was a broken bottle of whiskey
on the floorboard, so they blanmed it on a drunk driver and cl osed the
file."

" Aut opsy?"

"No. It was pretty obvious how she died."

"Sounds suspicious."

"Very much so. Al three of them are suspicious. Robert Lamm was the
deer hunter in Arkansas. He and sone friends had a deer canp in |Izard
County in the Ozarks. They went over two or three tinmes a year during
the season. After a norning in the woods, everyone returned to the cabin
but Lamm They searched for two weeks and found himin a ravine,
partially covered with | eaves. He had been shot once through the head,
and that's about all they know. They ruled out suicide, but there was
sinmply no evidence to begin an investigation."

"So he was mnurdered?"



"Apparently so. Autopsy showed an entry at the base of the skull and an
exit wound that renoved nost of his face. Suicide would have been

i mpossi ble.”

"I't could have been an accident."

"Possibly. He could have caught a bullet intended for a deer, but it's
unlikely. He was found a good distance fromthe canp, in an area sel dom
used by hunters. His friends said they neither heard nor saw ot her
hunters the norning he di sappeared. | talked to the sheriff, who is now
the ex-sheriff, and he's convinced it was nmurder. He clainms there was
evi dence that the body had been covered intentionally."

"I's that all?"

"Yeah, on Lamm "

"What about M ckel ?"

"Pretty sad. He comritted suicide in 1984 at the age of thirty-four
Shot hinself in the right tenple with a Smith & Wsson .357. He left a
lengthy farewell letter in which he

toia ms ex-wtfe he hoped she would forgive himand all that crap. Said
goodbye to the kids and his nother. Real touching."

"WAas it in his handwiting?"

“Not exactly. It was typed, which was not unusual, because he typed a
good bit. He had an IBM Selectric in his office, and the letter cane
fromit. He had a terrible handwriting."

"So what's suspi ci ous?"

"The gun. He never bought a gun in his life. No one knows where it cane
from No registration, no serial nunber, nothing. One of his friends in
all egedly said sonmething to the effect that Mckel had told him he had
bought a gun for protection. Evidently he was having sone enotiona
probl ens. "

"What do you think?"

Lomax threw his cigarette butt in the frozen rain on the sidewal k. He
cupped his hands over his nouth and blewin them "I don't know | can't
believe a tax |lawer with no know edge of guns coul d obtain one without
regi stration or serial nunmber. If a guy |ike that wanted a gun, he would
sinmply go to a gun shop, fill out the papers and buy a nice, shiny new
pi ece. This gun was at |east ten years old and had been sanitized by
prof essi onal s. "

"Did the cops investigate?"

“"Not really. It was open and shut."

"Did he sign the letter?"

"Yeah, but | don't know who verified the signature. He and his w fe had
been divorced for a year, and she had noved back to Baltinore."

Mtch buttoned the top button of his overcoat and shook the ice fromhis
collar. The sleet was heavier, and the sidewal k was covered. Tiny
icicles were beginning to form under

the barrel of the cannon. The traffic slowed on Riverside as wheels
began to slide and spin.

"So what do you think of our little firm?" Mtch asked as he stared at
the river in the distance.

"It's a dangerous place to work. They've lost five |awers in the past
fifteen years. That's not a very good safety record.”

"Five?"

"If you include Hodge and Kozinski. |'ve got a source telling me there
are some unanswered questions."

"I didn't hire you to investigate those two."



“And |I'm not charging you for it. | got curious, that's all."
"How nuch do | owe you?"

"Six-twenty."
“I"l'l pay cash. No records, okay?"
"Suits ne. | prefer cash."

Mtch turned fromthe river and gazed at the tall buildings three bl ocks
fromthe park. He was cold now, but in no hurry to | eave. Lonax watched
himfromthe corner of his eye.

"You' ve got problens, don't you, pal?"

"Woul dn't you say so?" Mtch answered.

“I wouldn't work there. | nean, | don't know all that you do, and
suspect you know a lot you're not telling. But we're standing here in
the sl eet because we don't want to be seen. W can't talk on the phone.
We can't nmeet in your office. Now you don't want to neet in my office.
You think you're being followed all the tinme. You tell me to be carefu
and watch ny rear because they, whoever they are, may be followi ng ne.
You've got five lawers in that firmwho' ve died under very suspicious
ci rcunstances, and you act |ike you may be next. Yeah, 1'd say you got
probl ems. Big problens."

"What about Tarrance?"

"One of their best agents; transferred in here about two years ago."
"From wher e?"

"“New York. "

The wino rolled fromunder the bronze horse and fell to the sidewal k. He
grunted, staggered to his feet, retrieved his cardboard box and quilt
and left in the direction of downtown. Lomax jerked around and wat ched
anxiously. "It's just a tranp," Mtch said. They both rel axed.

"Who are we hiding fron?" Lonmax asked.

"I wish | knew. "

Lomax studied his face carefully. "I think you know. "

Mtch sai d nothing.

"Look, Mtch, you're not paying ne to get involved. | realize that. But
my instincts tell me you're in trouble, and I think you need a friend,
sonmeone to trust. | can help, if you need nme. | don't know who the bad
guys are, but |'m convinced they're very dangerous."

"Thanks," Mtch said softly without |ooking, as if it was tine for Lomax
to leave and let himstand there in the sleet for a while.

“I would junp in that river for Ray McDeere, and | can certainly help
his little brother."

Mtch nodded slightly, but said nothing. Lomax |lit another cigarette and
ki cked the ice fromhis lizard-skins. "Just call ne anytine. And be
careful. They're out there, and they play for keeps."

At the intersection of Madi son and Cooper in midtown, the old two-story
bui | di ngs had been renovated into singles bars and watering holes and
gi ft shops and a handful of good restaurants. The intersection was known
as Overton Square, and it provided Menphis with its best nightlife. A

pl ayhouse and a bookstore added a touch of culture. Trees lined the
narrow nedi an on Madi son. The weekends were rowdy with coll ege students
and sailors fromthe Navy base, but on weekni ghts the restaurants were
full but quiet and uncrowded. Paulette's, a quaint French place in a
white stucco building, was noted for its wine |ist and desserts and the
gentle voice of the man at the Steinway. Wth sudden affluence canme a
collection of credit cards, and the McDeeres had used theirs in a quest
for the best restaurants in town. Paulette's was the favorite, so far



Mtch sat in the corner of the bar, drinking coffee and watching the
front door. He was early, and had planned it that way. He had called her
three hours earlier and asked if he could have a date for seven. She
asked why, and he said he would explain |later. Since the Caymans he had
known someone was follow ng, watching, listening. For the past nonth he
had spoken carefully on the phone, had caught hinself watching the
rearview mrror, had even chosen his

wor ds around the house. Sonmeone was watching and |istening, he was sure.
Abby rushed in fromthe cold and gl anced around the parlor for her
husband. He nmet her in the front of the bar and pecked her on the cheek
She renoved her coat, and they followed the maitre d' to a small table
in arow of small tables which were all full with people within earshot.
Mtch gl anced around for another table, but there were none. He thanked
hi m and sat across fromhis wife.

"What's the occasion?" she asked suspiciously.

"Do | need a reason to have dinner with my wife?"

"Yes. It's seven o' clock on Monday night, and you're not at the office.
This is indeed a special occasion."

A waiter squeezed between their table and the next, and asked if they
wanted a drink. Two white wi nes, please. Mtch glanced around the dining
room agai n and caught a glinpse of a gentleman sitting alone five tables
away. The face | ooked fam liar. When Mtch | ooked again, the face slid
behi nd a nenu.

"What's the matter, Mtch?"

He laid his hand on hers and frowned. "Abby, we gotta talk."

Her hand flinched slightly and she stopped sniling. "About what?"

He |l owered his voice. "About sonmething very serious."

She exhal ed deeply and said, "Can we wait for the wine. | mght need
it."

Mtch | ooked again at the face behind the nmenu. "W can't talk here.”
"Then why are we here?"

"Look, Abby, you know where the rest roons are? Down the hall over
there, to your right?"

"Yes, | know. "

"There's a rear entrance at the end of the hall. It goes out

to the side street behind the restaurant. 1 want you to go to the rest
room then out the door. I'll be waiting next to the street."

She said nothing. Her eyebrows |owered and the eyes narrowed. Her head
| eaned slightly to the right.

"Trust ne, Abby. | can explain later. I'll neet you outside and we'l
find another place to eat. | can't talk in here.”

"You're scaring ne."

"Please," he said firmy, squeezing her hand. "Everything is fine. |'l|
bring your coat."

She stood with her purse and left the room Mtch | ooked over his

shoul der at the man with the fam liar face, who suddenly stood and

wel cored an elderly lady to his table. He did not notice Abby's exit.
In the street behind Paulette's, Mtch draped the coat over Abby's
shoul ders and pointed eastward. "I can explain," he said nore than once.
A hundred feet down the street, they wal ked between two buil di ngs and
came to the front entrance of the Bonmbay Bicycle Club, a singles bar
with good food and |ive blues. Mtch | ooked at the head-waiter, then
surveyed the two dining roonms, then pointed to a table in the rear
corner. "That one," he said.



Mtch sat with his back to the wall and his face toward the dining room
and the front door. The corner was dark. Candles |it the table. They
ordered nore w ne.

Abby sat notionless, staring at him watching every nove and waiting.
"Do you renmenber a guy named Rick Acklin from Western Kentucky?"

“No," she said w thout moving her |ips.

"He played baseball, lived in the dorm | think you may have net him
once. A very nice guy, real clean-cut, good student. | think he was from
Bow i ng Green. W weren't good friends, but we knew each other."

She shook her head and wait ed.

"Well, he finished a year before we did and went to | aw school at Wake
Forest. Now he's with the FBI. And he's working here in Menphis." He
wat ched her closely to see if "FBI" would have an inpact. It did not.
"And today |I'meating |unch at Cbleo's hot-dog place on Main Street,
when Rick wal ks up out of nowhere and says hello. Just like it was a
real coincidence. W chat for a few nminutes, and another agent, guy by
the nane of Tarrance, walks up and has a seat. It's the second tine
Tarrance has chased ne down since | passed the bar."

"The second . . . ?"

"Yes. Since August."

"And these are ... FBI agents?"

"Yes, with badges and everything. Tarrance is a veteran agent from New
York. Been here about two years. Acklin is a rookie they brought in

t hree nonths ago."

"What do they want?"

The wine arrived and Mtch | ooked around the club. A band was tuning up
on a small stage in a far corner. The bar was crowded with well-dressed
prof essi onal types chitting and chatting relentlessly. The waiter
pointed to the unopened nmenus. "Later," Mtch said rudely.

"Abby, 1 don't know what they want. The first visit was in August, right
after my nane was printed in the paper for passing the bar." He sipped
his wine and detailed play by play the first Tarrance visit at Lansky's
Deli on Union, the warnings about whomnot to trust and where not to
talk, the neeting with Locke and Lanbert and the other partners. He
expl ai ned their version of why the FBI was so interested in and said
that he discussed it with Lamar and believed every word Locke and
Lanbert had said.

Abby hung on every word, but waited to start asking.

"“And now, today, while |I'm m nding my own business,

eating a foot-long with onions, this guy | went to college with wal ks up
and tells nme that they, the FBI, know for a fact that my phones are
bugged, my hone is wired and sonmebody down at Bendini, Lanbert & Locke
knows when | sneeze and take a crap. Think of it, Abby, Rick Acklin was
transferred here after | passed the bar exam Nice coincidence, huh?"
"But what do they want?"

"They won't say. They can't tell nme, yet. They want nme to trust them
and all that routine. |I don't know, Abby. | have no idea what they're
after. But they've chosen ne for sone reason."”

"Did you tell Lamar about this visit?"

“"No. | haven't told anyone. Except you. And | don't plan to tel

anyone. "

She gul ped the wine. "Qur phones are tapped?"

"According to the FBI. But how do they know?"

"They're not stupid, Mtch. If the FBI told me ny phones were tapped,



I'd believe them You don't?"

"I don't know whomto believe. Locke and Lanbert were so snooth and
bel i evabl e when they explained how fights with the IRS and the FBI.
want to believe them but so nuch of it doesn't add up. Look at it this
way-if had a rich client who was shady and worthy of FBI scrutiny, why
woul d the FBI pick ne, the rookie, the one who knows the |east, and
begin followi ng ne? What do | know? | work on files sonmeone el se hands
me. | have no clients of my owmn. | do as |I'mtold. Wiy not go after one
of the partners?”

“Maybe they want you to squeal on the clients."

“"No way. |I'ma |l awer and sworn to secrecy about the affairs of clients.
Everything | know about a client is strictly confidential. The feds know
that. No one expects a |lawer to talk about his clients."”

"Have you seen any illegal deal s?"

He cracked his knuckles and gazed around the dining room He smled at
her. The wi ne had settled and was taking effect. "I'm not supposed to
answer that question, even fromyou, Abby. But the answer is no. |'ve

worked on files for twenty of Avery's clients and a few other ones here
and there, and |'ve seen nothing suspicious. Maybe a couple of risky tax
shelters, but nothing illegal. I've got a few questions about the bank
accounts | saw in the Caymans, but nothing serious." Caymans! His

st omach dropped as he thought of the girl on the beach. He felt sick

The waiter loitered nearby and stared at the nenus. "Mdre wine," Mtch
said, pointing at the glasses.

Abby | eaned forward, near the candles, and | ooked bew | dered. "Ckay, who
t apped our phones?"

"Assunming they're tapped, | have no idea. At the first neeting in
August, Tarrance inplied it was sonmeone from. | nean, that's the way |
took it. He said not to trust anyone at , and that everything | said was
subj ect to being heard and recorded. | assuned he neant they were doing
it."

"And what did M. Locke say about that?"

“"Nothing. | didn't tell him | kept a fewthings to nyself."

"Soneone has tapped our phones and wired our house?"

"And maybe our cars. Rick Acklin made a big deal of it today. He kept
telling nme not to say anything I didn't want recorded."”

"Mtch, this is incredible. Wiy would a |law firm do that?"

He shook his head slowy and | ooked into the enpty wi neglass. "I have no
i dea, babe. No idea."

The waiter set two new wi negl asses on the table and stood with his hands
behind him "WIIl you be ordering?" he asked.

“In a few m nutes," Abby said.

"We'll call you when we're ready," Mtch added.

"Do you believe it, Mtch?"

"I think sonmething's up. There's nmore to the story."

She slowy fol ded her hands on the table and stared at himwith a | ook
of utter fear. He told the story of Hodge and Kozinski, starting with
Tarrance at the deli, then to the Caynans and being foll owed and the
nmeeting with Abanks. He told her everything Abanks had said. Then Eddie
Lo-max and the deaths of Alice Knauss, Robert Lamm and John M ckel

“I"ve lost ny appetite,” she said when he finished.

"So have |I. But | feel better now that you know. "

"Why didn't you tell me sooner?"

"I hoped it would go away. | hoped Tarrance woul d | eave nme al one and



find someone else to tornment. But he's here to stay. That's why Rick

Acklin was transferred to Menphis. To work on ne. | have been sel ected
by the FBI for a mission | know nothing about."
"I feel weak."

"We have to be careful, Abby. W nust continue to live as if we suspect
not hi ng. "

"I don't believe this. I'msitting here listening to you, but | don't
believe what you're telling me. This is not real, Mtch. You expect ne
tolive in a house that's wired and the phones are tapped and soneone,
somewhere is listening to everything we say."

"Do you have a better idea?"

"Yeah. Let's hire this Lomax guy to inspect our house."

"“I'"ve thought of that. But what if he finds something? Think about it.
VWhat if we know for sure that the house is wred? Wat then? Wat if he
breaks a device that's been planted? They, whoever in hell they are,

will know that we know. It's too dangerous, for now anyway. Maybe
later."
"This is crazy, Mtch. | guess we're supposed to run out in the backyard

to have a conversation."

"Of course not. We could use the front yard."

"At this nonment, | don't appreciate your sense of hunor."

"Sorry. Look, Abby, let's be normal and patient for a while. Tarrance
has convinced nme he's serious and he's not going to forget about ne. |
can't stop him He finds nme, renmenber. | think they follow ne and wait
in anmbush. For the tine being, it's inportant that we carry on as
usual . "

"Usual ? Conme to think of it, there's not nuch conversation around our
house these days. | sort of feel sorry for themif they're waiting to
hear nmeani ngful dialogue. | talk to Hearsay a lot."

THE snow cl eared | ong before Christnmas, |eaving the ground wet and
maki ng way for the traditional Southern holiday weather of gray skies
and cold rain. Menphis had seen two white Christnmases in the past ninety
years, and the experts predicted no nore in the century.

There was snow i n Kentucky, but the roads were clear. Abby called her
parents early Christmas norning after she packed. She was com ng, she
sai d, but she would be al one. They were di sappointed, they said, and
suggested that perhaps she should stay if it was causing trouble. She
insisted. It was a ten-hour drive. Traffic would be light, and she would
be there by dark.

Mtch said very little. He spread the norning paper on the floor next to
the tree and pretended to concentrate as she | oaded her car. The dog hid
nearby under a chair, as if waiting for an explosion. Their gifts had
been opened and arranged neatly on the couch. Cl othes and perfune and

al buns, and for her, a full-length fox coat. For the first tinme in the
young narriage, there was noney to spend at Chri stnas.
She draped the coat over her arm and wal ked to the paper. "I'm |l eaving

now," she said softly, but firmy.

He stood slowy and | ooked at her

"I wish you would cone with ne," she said.

"“"Maybe next year." It was a lie, and they knew it. But it sounded good.
It was proni sing.

"Pl ease be careful ."

"Take care of ny dog."

"We'll be fine."



He took her shoul ders and ki ssed her on the cheek. He | ooked at her and
sm | ed. She was beautiful, nmuch nore so than when they nmarried. At
twenty-four, she |ooked her age, but the years were becom ng very

gener ous.

They wal ked to the carport, and he hel ped her into the car. They ki ssed
agai n, and she backed down the driveway.

Merry Christnmas, he said to hinself. Merry Christmas, he said to the
dog.

After an hour of watching the walls, he threw two changes of clothes in
the BMN placed Hearsay in the front seat and left town. He drove south
on Interstate 55, out of Menphis, into M ssissippi. The road was
deserted, but he kept an eye on the rearview mrror. The dog whi npered
precisely every sixty mnutes, and Mtch would stop on the shoul der-if
possible, just over a hill. He would find a cluster of trees where he
could hide and watch the traffic while Hearsay did his business. He
noti ced nothing. After five stops, he was sure he was not being

foll owed. They evidently took off Christmas Day.

In six hours he was in Mbile, and two hours |later he crossed the bay at
Pensacol a and headed for the Enerald Coast of Florida. H ghway 98 ran

t hrough the coastal towns of Navarre, Fort Walton Beach, Destin and
Sandestin. It encountered clusters of condom niunms and notels, mles of
shoppi ng centers, then strings of run-down amusenent parks and | ow rent
T-shirt shops, nost of which had been | ocked and negl ected since Labor

Day. Then it went for mles with no congestion, no sprawl, just an
awesone vi ew
of the snowy-white beaches and brilliant emerald waters of the Gulf.

East of Sandestin, the highway narrowed and | eft the coast, and for an
hour he drove alone on the two-lane with nothing to | ook at but the
woods and an occasi onal self-serve gas station or quick-shop convenience
store.

At dusk, he passed a high rise, and a sign said Panama City Beach was
eight mles ahead. The hi ghway found the coast again at a point where it
forked and of fered a choice between the bypass to the north and the
scenic route straight ahead on what was called the Mracle Strip. He
chose the scenic route next to the beach-the strip that ran for fifteen
mles by the water and was |ined on both sides with condos, cheap
notels, trailer parks, vacation cottages, fast-food joints and T-shirt
shops. This was Panana City Beach

Most of the ten zillion condos were enpty, but there were a few cars
par ked about and he assuned that sonme fanilies vacati oned on the beach
for Christmas. A hot-weather Christmas. At |east they're together, he
said to hinself. The dog barked, and they stopped by a pier where nen
from Pennsyl vani a and Ohi o and Canada fished and wat ched the dark

wat er s.

They cruised the Mracle Strip by thenselves. Hearsay stood on the door
and took in the sights, barking at the occasional flashing neon of a

ci nder-block nmotel advertising its openness and cheap rates. Christnas
on the Mracle Strip closed everything but a handful of diehard coffee
shops and notel s.

He stopped for gas at an all-night Texaco with a clerk who seened
uncommonly friendly.

"San Luis Street?" Mtch asked.

"Yes, yes," the clerk said with an accent and pointed to the west.
"Second traffic light to the right. First left. That's San Luis."



The nei ghborhood was a di sorgani zed suburb of antique nobile hones.
Mobi |l e, yes, but it was apparent they had not noved in decades. The
trailers were packed tightly together like rows of dom noes. The short,
narrow driveways seenmed inches apart and were filled with old pickups
and rusted lawn furniture. The streets were crowded with parked cars,
junk cars, abandoned cars. Modtorcycles and bicycles | eaned on the
trailer hitches and | awn-nmower handl es protruded from beneath each hone.
A sign called the place a retirenent village-"San Pedro Estates-A Half
Mle fromthe Enerald Coast." It was nmore |ike a slumon wheels, or a
project with a trailer hitch

He found San Luis Street and suddenly felt nervous. It was w nding and
narrow with smaller trailers in worse shape than the other "retirenent
homes." He drove slowy, anxiously watching street nunbers and observing
the nmultitude of out-of-state |license plates. The street was enpty
except for the parked and abandoned cars.

The hone at 486 San Luis was one of the ol dest and snmallest. It was
scarcely bigger than a canper. The original paint job | ooked to be
silver, but the paint was cracked and peeling, and a dark green |ayer of
nmol d covered the top and i nched downward to a point just above the

wi ndows. The screens were m ssing. One wi ndow above the trailer hitch
was badly cracked and held together with gray electrical tape. A snall
covered porch surrounded the only entrance. The storm door was open, and
t hrough the screen Mtch could see a small color television and the

sil houette of a man wal ki ng by.

This was not what he wanted. By choice, he had never nmet his nother's
second husband, and now was not the tinme. He drove on, wi shing he had
not come.

He found on the Strip the famliar marquee of a Holiday Inn. It was
enpty, but open. He hid the BMWaway from

t he hi ghway, and registered under the name of Eddi e Lo-nmax of Danesboro,
Kentucky. He paid cash for a single roomw th an ocean view.

The Panama City Beach phone book |isted three Waffle Huts on the Strip
He lay across the notel bed and dialed the first nunmber. No |uck. He
di al ed the second nunber, and again asked for Eva Ainsworth. Just a

m nute, he was told. He hung up. It was 11 P.M He had slept for two
hours.

The taxi took twenty mnutes to arrive at the Holiday Inn, and the
driver began by explaining that he had been honme enjoying | eftover
turkey with his wife and ki ds and ki nfol ks when the di spatcher call ed,
and how it was Christnmas and he hoped to be with his fanmily all day and
not worry about work for one day of the year. Mtch threw a twenty over
the seat and asked himto be quiet.

"What's at the' Waffle Hut, man?" the driver asked.

"Just drive."

"Waffles, right?" He |aughed and rmunbl ed to hinself. He adjusted the
radi o volunme and found his favorite soul station. He glanced in the
mrror, |ooked out the wi ndows, whistled a bit, then said, "Wat brings
you down here on Christnas?"

"Looki ng for someone."

"Who?"

"A woman. "

"Ain"t we all. Anyone in particular?"

"An old friend."

"She at the waffle Hut?"



"I think so."

"You sone kinda private eye or sonethi ng?"

"No. "

"Seens mighty suspicious to ne."

"Why don't you just drive."

The Waffle Hut was a small, rectangul ar, boxlike building with a dozen
tabl es and a long counter facing the grill, where everything was cooked
in the open. Large plate-glass windows |lined one side next to the tables
so the custoners could take in the Strip and the condos in the distance
while they enjoyed their pecan waffles and bacon. The small parking | ot
was alnost full, and Mtch directed the driver to an enpty sl ot near the
bui | di ng.

"Ain't you getting out?" the driver asked.

"No. Keep the neter running."

“"Man, this is strange.”

“"You'll get paid."

"You got that right."

Mtch | eaned forward and rested his arnms on the front seat. The neter
clicked softly as he studied the custoners inside. The driver shook his
head, slunped in the seat, but watched out of curiosity.

In the corner next to the cigarette machine a table of fat tourists with
long shirts, white | egs and bl ack socks drank coffee, and all tal ked at
the sane tinme while glancing at the nmenus. The | eader, the one with an
unbuttoned shirt, a heavy gold chain draped upon his chest hair, thick
gray sideburns and a Phillies baseball cap, |ooked repeatedly toward the
grill, in search of a waitress.

"You see her?" asked the driver.

Mtch said nothing, then | eaned forward and frowned. She appeared from
nowhere and stood at the table with her pen and order book. The | eader
said something funny, and the fat people | aughed. She never smled, just
kept witing. She was frail and nuch thinner. Al npost too thin. The

bl ack-and-white uniformfit snugly and squeezed her tiny waist. Her gray
hair was pulled tightly and hi dden under the Waffle Hut bonnet. She was
fifty-one, and fromthe di stance she | ooked her age. Nothing worse. She
seenmed sharp. Wen

she finished scribbling she snatched the nenus fromtheir hands, said
sonmething polite, alnost smled, then disappeared. She noved quickly
anong the tables, pouring coffee, handing ketchup bottles and giving
orders to the cook.

Mtch relaxed. The neter ticked slowy.

"I's that her?" asked the driver.

"Yes."

"What now?"

"1 don't know. "

"Well, we found her, didn't we?"

Mtch followed her novenents and said nothing. She poured coffee for a
man sitting alone. He said something, and she smled. A wonderful
gracious smile. A snmile he had seen a thousand tines in the darkness
staring at the ceiling. Hs mother's smle

A light nmist began to fall and the intermttent w pers cleaned the

wi ndshield every ten seconds. It was al nost m dnight, Christnmas Day.

The driver tapped the wheel nervously and fidgeted. He sank |ower in the
seat, then changed stations. "How |l ong we gonna sit here?"

“Not long."



“Man, this is weird."

"You'll be paid."

“Man, noney ain't everything. It's Christmas. | got kids at hone,

ki nfol ks visiting, turkey and wine to finish off, and here I amsitting
at the Waffle Hut so you ean |l ook at sone old woman through the wi ndow. "
“I't's nmy nother."

"Your what!"
"You heard ne."
“Man, oh man. | get all kinds."

"Just shut up, okay?"

"Ckay. Ain't you gonna talk to her? | mean it's Christ-

mas, and you found your nmomra. You gotta go see her, don't you?"

"No. Not now. "

Mtch sat back in the seat and | ooked at the dark beach across the

hi ghway. "Let's go."

At daybreak, he dressed in jeans and a sweatshirt, no socks or shoes,
and took Hearsay for a wal k on the beach. They wal ked east, toward the
first gl ow of orange peeking above the horizon. The waves broke gently
thirty yards out and rolled quietly onto shore. The sand was cool and
wet. The sky was clear and full of sea gulls talking incessantly anong

t hensel ves. Hearsay ran boldly into the sea, then retreated furiously
when the next wave of white foam approached. For a house dog, the

endl ess stretch of sand and water demanded expl oration. He ran a hundred
yards ahead of Mtch

After two niles they approached a pier, a |large concrete structure
running two hundred feet fromthe beach into the ocean. Hearsay,

fearl ess now, darted onto it and ran to a bucket of bait next to two nen
standi ng notionless and staring down at the water. Mtch wal ked behi nd
them to the end of the pier, where a dozen fishernen talked
occasionally to each other and waited for their lines to junp. The dog
rubbed hinself on Mtch's leg and grew still. A brilliant return of the
sun was in progress, and for mles the water glistened and turned from
bl ack to green.

Mtch | eaned on the railing and shivered in the cool wind. His bare feet
were frozen and gritty. For miles along the beach in both directions,
the hotels and condos sat quietly and waited for the day. There was no
one on the beach. Another pier jutted into the water nmles away.

The fishernen spoke with the sharp, precise words of those fromthe
North. Mtch |istened | ong enough to |learn

the fish were not biting. He studied the sea. Looking southeast, he

t hought of the Caynmans, and Abanks. And the girl for a nmoment, then she
was gone. He would return to the islands in March, for a vacation with
his wife. Damm the girl. Surely he would not see her. He would dive with
Abanks and cultivate a friendship. They woul d drink Hei neken and Red
Stripe at his bar and tal k of Hodge and Kozi nski. He would follow
whoever was followi ng him Now that Abby was an acconplice, she would
assist him

The man waited in the dark beside the Lincoln Town Car. He nervously
checked his watch and glanced at the dimy lit sidewal k that di sappeared
in front of the building. On the second floor a |light was turned off. A
mnute later, the private eye wal ked fromthe building toward the car.
The man wal ked up to him

"Are you Eddi e Lomax?" he asked anxiously.

Lomax sl owed, then stopped. They were face-to-face. "Yeah. Wwo are you?"



The man kept his hands in his pockets. It was cold and danp, and he was
shaking. "Al Kilbury. | need sone help, M. Lomax. Real bad. |'ll pay
you right now in cash, whatever you want. Just help ne."

"It's late, pal."

"Please. |'ve got the noney. Naftte-4he price. You gotta help, M.
Lomax." He pulled a roll of ca> fromhis |eft pants pocket and stood
ready to count.

Lomax | ooked at the noney, then glanced over his shoulder. "What's the

probl en"
"My wife. In an hour she's supposed to neet a man at a notel in South
Menmphis. |'ve got the room nunber and all. | just need you to go with ne

and take pictures of them conmi ng and going."

"How do you know t his?"

"Phone taps. She works with the man, and |'ve been suspicious. |I'ma
weal thy man, M. Lomax, and it's inperative | win the divorce. |'ll pay
you a thousand in cash now " He quickly peeled off ten bills and offered
t hem

Lomax took the nobney. "Okay. Let me get ny canera."

"Please hurry. Everything's in cash, okay? No records."

"Suits ne," said Lomax as he wal ked toward the building.

Twenty minutes later, the Lincoln rolled slowmy through the crowded
parking | ot of a Days Inn. Kilbury pointed to a second-fl oor roomon the
back side of the notel, then to a parking space next to a brown Chevy
van. Lomax backed carefully al ongside the van and parked his Town Car

Ki |l bury again pointed to the room again checked his watch and again
told Lomax how rmuch he appreciated his services. Lomax thought of the
nmoney. A thousand bucks for two hours' work. Not bad. He unpacked a
camera, |loaded the film and gauged the light. Kilbury watched nervously,
his eyes darting fromthe canera to the room across the parking lot. He
| ooked hurt. He talked of his wife and their wonderful years together
and why, oh why was she doing this?

Lomax |istened and watched the rows of parked cars in front of him He
hel d his camera

He did not notice the door of the brown van. It quietly and slowy slid
open, just three feet behind him A man in a black turtleneck wearing

bl ack gl oves crouched low in the van and waited. \Wen the parking |ot
was still, he junmped fromthe van, yanked open the left rear door of the
Lincoln and fired three tines into the back of Eddie's head. The shots,
muffled with a silencer, could not be heard outside the car

Eddi e sl unped agai nst the wheel, already dead. Kilbury bolted fromthe
Lincoln, ran to the van and sped away with the assassin.

AFTER t hree days of unbillable tinme, of no production, of exile from
their sanctuaries, of turkey and ham and cranberry sauce and new toys
that came unassenbl ed, the rested and rejuvenated | awers of Bendini,
Lanbert & Locke returned to the fortress on Front Street with a
vengeance. The parking lot was full by seven-thirty. They sat fixed and
confortabl e behind their heavy desks, drank coffee by the gallon,
nmedi t ated over nmamil and correspondence and docunents and nunbl ed

i ncoherently and furiously into their Dictaphones. They barked orders at
secretaries and clerks and paral egals, and at each other. There were a
few "How was your Christmas?" greetings in the halls and around the

cof feepots, but small talk was cheap and unbillable. The sounds of
typewiters, intercons and secretaries all harnonized into one glorious
hum as the mint recovered fromthe nuisance of Christmas. diver Lanbert



wal ked the halls, smling with satisfaction and |istening, just
listening to the sounds of wealth being nade by the hour

At noon, Lamar wal ked into the office and | eaned across the desk. Mtch
was deep into an oil and gas deal in Indonesia.

“Lunch?" Lamar asked.

“"No, thanks. |'m behind."

“"Aren't we all. | thought we could run down to the Front Street Deli for
a bow of chili."

“I"l'l pass. Thanks."

Lamar gl anced over his shoul der at the door and | eaned closer as if he
had extraordi nary news to share. "You know what today is, don't you?"
Mtch gl anced at his watch. "The twenty-eighth."

"Right. And do you know what happens on the twenty-ei ghth of Decenber of
every year?"

"You have a bowel novenent."

"Yes. And what el se?"

"Ckay. | give up. \What happens?"'

"At this very nmonent, in the dining roomon the fifth floor, all the
partners are gathered for a lunch of roast duck and French wi ne."

"Wne, for lunch?"

"Yes. It's a very special occasion.”

"Ckay?"

"After they eat for an hour, Roosevelt and Jessie Frances will |eave and
Lanbert will lock the door. Then it's all the partners, you see. Only
the partners. And Lanbert will hand out a financial summary for the
year. It's got all the partners listed, and beside each name is a nunber
that represents their total billing for the year. Then on the next page
is a summary of the net profits after expenses. Then, based on
production, they divide the pie!"

Mtch hung on every word. "And?"

"And, last year the average piece of pie was three hundred and thirty

t housand. And, of course, it's expected to be even higher this year
Goes up every year."

"Three hundred and thirty thousand,” Mtch repeated slowy.

"Yep. And that's just the average. Locke will get close to a mllion
Victor MIligan will run a cl ose second."

"And what about us?"

"We get a piece too. A very small piece. Last year it was around nine

t housand, on the average. Depends on how | ong you've been here and
production.”

"Can we go watch?"

"They wouldn't sell a ticket to the President. It's supposed to be a
secret meeting, but we all know about it. Word will begin drifting down
late this afternoon.”

"When do they vote on who to make the next partner?"

“"Normally, it would be done today. But, according to runor, there may
not be a new partner this year because of Marty and Joe. | think Marty
was next in line, then Joe. Now, they mght wait a year or two."

"So who's next in |ine?"

Lamar stood straight and smled proudly. "One year from today, ny

friend, | will beconme a partner in Bendini, Lanmbert & Locke. |'mnext in
line, so don't get in nmy way this year."
"I heard it was Massengill-a Harvard man, | might add."

"Massengil|l doesn't have a prayer. | intend to bill a hundred and forty



hours a week for the next fifty-two weeks, and those birds will beg ne
to become a partner. |I'lIl go to the fourth floor, and Massengill will go
to the basenment with the paral egals."

“I'"'mputting my noney on Massengill.
"He's a winp. I'll run himinto the ground. Let's go eat a bow of

chili, and I'Il reveal ny strategy."

"Thanks, but | need to work."

Lamar strutted fromthe office and passed Nina, who was carrying a stack
of papers. She laid themon a cluttered corner of the desk. "I'm going
to lunch. Need anyt hi ng?"

“"No. Thanks. Yes, a Diet Coke."

The halls quietened during lunch as the secretaries es-

caped the building and wal ked toward downtown to a dozen small cafes and
del i catessens nearby. Wth half the |awers on the fifth floor counting
their noney, the gentle roar of commerce took an interm ssion

Mtch found an apple on Nina's desk and rubbed it clean. He opened a
manual on IRS regulations, laid it on the copier behind her desk and
touched the green PRINT button. A red warning lit up and flashed the
message: | NSERT FI LE NUMBER. He backed away and | ooked at the copier
Yes, it was a new one. Next to the PRINT button was another that read
BYPASS. He stuck his thumb on it. A shrill siren erupted fromw thin the
machi ne, and the entire panel of buttons turned bright red. He | ooked
around hel pl essly, saw no one and frantically grabbed the instruction
manual

"What's going on here?" soneone denmanded over the wailing of the copier
"I don't know" Mtch yelled, waving the manual

Lela Pointer, a secretary too old to walk fromthe building for |unch
reached behind the nmachine and flipped a switch. The siren died.

"What the hell?" Mtch said, panting.

"Didn't they tell you?" she denmanded, grabbing the manual and placing it
back in its place. She drilled a hole in himwith her tiny fierce eyes,
as if she had caught himin her purse.

"Obviously not. What's the deal ?"

"We have a new copyi ng system" she | ectured downward through her nose.
"It was installed the day after Christmas. You nust code in the file

nunber before the machine will copy. Your secretary was supposed to tel
you. "

“You nean this thing will not copy unless | punch in a ten-digit
nunber ?"

"That's correct."

"What about copies in general, with no particular file?"

"Can't be done. M. Lanbert says we | ose too nuch noney on unbilled
copies. So, fromnow on, every copy is automatically billed to a file.
You punch in the nunber first. The nachine records the nunmber of copies

and sends it to the main terminal, where it goes on the client's billing
account."

"What about personal copies?"

Lel a shook her head in total frustration. "I can't believe your

secretary didn't tell you all this."

"Well, she didn't, so why don't you help ne out."

"You have a four-digit access nunber for yourself. At the end of each
month you'll be billed for your personal copies."

Mtch stared at the machi ne and shook his head. "Why the dammed al arm
syst enf?"



"M . Lanbert says that after thirty days they will cut off the al arns.
Ri ght now, they're needed for people like you. He's very serious about
this. Says we've been | osing thousands on unbilled copies."

"Right. And | suppose every copier in the building has been replaced."
She smiled with satisfaction. "Yes, all seventeen."

"Thanks." Mtch returned to his office in search of a file nunber.

At three that afternoon, the celebration on the fifth floor canme to a
joyous concl usion, and the partners, now rmuch wealthier and slightly
drunker, filed out of the dining roomand descended to their offices
bel ow. Avery, Oiver Lanbert and Nathan Locke wal ked the.short hall way
to the security wall and pushed the button. DeVashej was waiting.

He waved at the chairs in his office and told themto sit down. Lambert
passed around hand-w apped Hondurans, and everyone lit up

"Well, | see we're all in a festive nood," DeVasher said

with a sneer. "How nmuch was it? Three hundred and ni nety thousand,

aver age?"

"That's correct, DeVasher," Lanbert said. "It was a very good year." He

puffed slowmy and bl ew snmoke rings at the ceiling.

"Did we all have a wonderful Christmas?" DeVasher asked.

"What's on your m nd?" Locke dermanded.

“"Merry Christmas to you too, Nat. Just a fewthings. | net with Lazarov
two days ago in New Ol eans. He does not celebrate the birth of Christ,
you know. | brought himup to date on the situation down here, with
enphasis on McDeere and the FBI. | assured himthere had been no further
contact since the initial neeting. He did not quite believe this and
said he would check with his sources within the Bureau. | don't know
what that neans, but who am | to ask questions? He instructed nme to
trail MDeere twenty-four hours a day for the next six nonths. | told
hi m we were al ready doing so, sort of. He does not want another Hodge-
Kozi nski situation. He's very distressed about that. MDeere is not to
| eave the city on firm business unless at least two of us go with him"
"He's going to Washington in two weeks," Avery said.

"What for?"
"American Tax Institute. It's a four-day sem nar that we require of al
new associ ates. It's been promsed to him and he'll be very suspicious

if it's canceled."

"We made his reservations in Septenber," Olie added.

“I"ll see if | can clear it with Lazarov," DeVasher said. "G ve ne the
dates, flights and hotel reservations. He won't like this."

"What happened Christmas?" Locke asked.

“Not nmuch. His wife went to her honme in Kentucky. She's still there.
McDeere took the dog and drove to Pan-

ama City Beach, Florida. We think he went to see his nom but we're not
sure. Spent one night at a Holiday Inn on the beach. Just he and the
dog. Pretty boring. Then he drove to Birmi ngham stayed in another
Holiday Inn, then early, yesterday norning he drove to Brushy Muntain
to visit his brother. Harm ess trip."

"What's he said to his wi fe?" asked Avery.

"Not hing, as far as we can tell. It's hard to hear everything."

"Who el se are you watchi ng?" asked Avery.

"We're listening to all of them sort of sporadically. W have no rea
suspects, other than MDeere, and that's just because of Tarrance. Right
now all's quiet."

"He's got to go to Washi ngton, DeVasher," Avery insisted.



"Okay, okay. I1'Il get it cleared with Lazarov. He'll nake us send five
men for surveillance. What an idiot."

Ernie's Airport Lounge was indeed near the airport. Mtch found it after
three attenpts and parked between two four-wheel -drive swanpnobiles with
real mud caked on the tires and headlights. The parking | ot was full of
such vehicles. He | ooked around and instinctively renoved his tie. It
was al nost el even. The | ounge was deep and | ong and dark with colorfu
beer signs flashing in the painted w ndows.

He | ooked at the note again, just to be sure. "Dear M. MDeere: Please
nmeet me at Ernie's Lounge on Wnchester tonight-late. It's about Eddie
Lomax. Very inportant. Tammy Henphill, his secretary.”

The note had been tacked on the door to the kitchen when he arrived
hone. He remenbered her fromthe one visit to Eddie's office, back in
Novenber. He renenbered the tight |eather skirt, huge breasts, bleached
hair, red sticky

lips and snmoke billowi ng fromher nose. And he renenbered the story
about her husband, Elvis.

The door opened without incident, and he slid inside. A row of poo

tabl es covered the left half of the room Through the darkness and bl ack
snmoke, he could nake out a small dance floor in the rear. To the right
was a | ong sal oon-type bar crowded with cowboys and cowgirls, al

dri nki ng Bud | ongnecks. No one seened to notice him He wal ked quickly
to the end of the bar and slid onto the stool. "Bud | ongnheck," he told

t he bartender.

Tamry arrived before the beer. She was sitting and waiting on a crowded
bench by the pool tables. She wore tight washed jeans, faded denim shirt
and ki nky red high-heels. The hair had just received a fresh bl eachi ng.
"Thanks for coming," she said into his face. "I've been waiting for four
hours. | knew of no other way to find you."

Mtch nodded and smiled as if to say, "It's okay. You did the right
thing."

"What's up?" he said.

She | ooked around. "W need, to talk, but not here."

"Where do you suggest?”

"Could we maybe drive around?"

"Sure, but not in ny car. It, uh, it my not be a good idea."

"I"ve got a car. It's old, but it'll do."

Mtch paid for the beer and foll owed her to the door. A cowpoke sitting
near the door said, "Getta |oada this. Guy shows up with a suit and

pi cks her up in thirty seconds." Mtch snmiled at himand hurried out the
door. Dwarfed in a row of nmassive nud-eating machinery was a well-worn
Vol kswagen Rabbit. She unlocked it, and Mtch doubl ed over and squeezed
into the cluttered seat. She punped the accelerator five tines and
turned the key. Mtch held his breath until it started.

"Where would you like to go?" she asked.

Where we can't be seen, Mtch thought. "You're driving."

"You're married, aren't you?" she asked.

"Yes. You?"

"Yes, and nmy husband woul d not understand this situation right here.
That's why | chose that dunp back there. We never go there."

She said this as if she and her husband were discrimnating critics of
dark redneck dives.

"I don't think my wife would understand either. She's out of town,

t hough. "



Tamry drove in the direction of the airport. "I've got an idea," she
said. She clutched the steering wheel tightly and spoke nervously.
"What's on your mnd?" Mtch asked.

"Well, you heard about Eddie."

"Yes."

"When did you | ast see hinR"

"W nmet ten days or so before Christmas. It was sort of a secret
neeting. "

"That's what | thought. He kept no records of the work he was doing for
you. Said you wanted it that way. He didn't tell me nuch. But me and
Eddie, well, we, uh, we were . . . close.”

Mtch could think of no response.

"I nmean, we were very close. Know what | nean?"

Mtch grunted and si pped the | ongneck

"And he told nme things | guess he wasn't supposed to tell nme. Said you
had a real strange case, that sone |awers in your firm had died under
suspi ci ous circunstances. And that you always thought sonebody was
following and |istening. That's pretty weird for a law firm™"

So nmuch for the confidentiality, thought Mtch. "That it is."

She turned, made the exit to the airport and headed for the acres of
par ked cars.

"And after he finished his work for you, he told ne once, just once, in
bed, that he thought he was being foll owed. This was three days before
Christrmas. And | asked himwho it was. He said he didn't know, but
menti oned your case and sonething about it was probably related to the
same people who were followi ng you. He didn't say nuch."

She parked in the short-term section near the term nal

"Who el se would follow hinP" Mtch asked.

“"No one. He was a good investigator who left no trail. | nean, he was an
ex-cop and an ex-con. He was very street-smart. He got paid to foll ow
people and collect dirt. No one foll owed him Never."

"So who killed hinP"

"Whoever was following him The paper nmade |ike he got caught snooping
on sone rich guy and was wasted. It's not true."

Suddenly, from out of nowhere, she produced a filter-tip 1000 and shot a
flame at the end. Mtch rolled down the w ndow.

"Mnd if |I snoke?" she asked.

“"No, just blow it that way," he said, pointing to her w ndow.

"Anyway, |'m scared. Eddie was convinced the people follow ng you are
extrenely dangerous and extrenely smart. Very sophisticated, was what he
said. And if they killed him what about ne? Maybe they think | know
sonmething. | haven't been to the office since the day he was kill ed.
Don't plan to go back."

“I wouldn't if I were you."

"I"'mnot stupid. | worked for himfor two years and |l earned a | ot.
There's a lot of nuts out there. W saw all kinds."

"How did they shoot hinP"

"He's got a friend in Honmicide. Guy told ne confidentially that Eddie
got hit three tines in the back of the head, point-blank range, with a
.22 pistol. And they don't have a clue. He told ne it was a very cl ean,
prof essi onal job."

Mtch finished the | ongneck and laid the bottle on the floorboard with a
hal f dozen enpty beer cans. A very clean, professional job

"It doesn't make sense," she repeated. "I nean, how coul d anyone sneak



up behi nd Eddi e, sonehow get in the back seat and shoot himthree tines
in the back of the head? And he wasn't even supposed to be there."
"Maybe he fell asleep and they anmbushed him"

“"No. He took all kinds of speed when he worked |ate at night. Stayed
wired."

“"Are there any records at the oflice?"

"You nean about you?"

"Yeah, about me."

"I doubt it. I never saw nothing in witing. He said you wanted it that
way. "

"That's right," Mtch said with relief.

They watched a 727 lift off to the north. The parking | ot vibrated.
"I'mreally scared, Mtch. Can | call you Mtch?"

"Sure. Wy not ?"

"I think he got killed because of the work he did for you. That's all it
could be. And if they'd kill him because he knew sonet hi ng, they
probably assune | know it too. What do you think?"

"I wouldn't take any chances."

"I mght disappear for a while. My husband does a little nightclub work,
and we can get mobile if we have to. | haven't told himall this, but |
guess | have to. What do you think?"

"Where would you go?"

"Little Rock, St. Louis, Nashville. He's laid off, so we can nove
around, | guess." Her words trailed off. She |it another one.

A very clean, professional job, Mtch repeated to hinself. He gl anced at
her and noticed a snall tear on her cheek. She was not ugly, but the
years in lounges and ni ghtclubs were taking their toll. Her features
were strong, and m nus the bleach and heavy nmakeup she woul d be sonmewhat
attractive for her age. About forty, he guessed.

She took a mighty drag and sent a cloud of smoke surging fromthe
Rabbit. "I guess we're in the sane boat, aren't we? | nmean, they're
after both of us. They've killed all those | awers, now Eddi e, and
guess we're next."

Don't hold back, baby, just blurt it out. "Look, let's do this. W need
to keep in touch. You can't call ne on the phone, and we can't be seen
together. My wife knows everything, and I'Il tell her about this little
neeting. Don't worry about her. Once a week, wite me a note and tell ne
where you are. Wiat's your nother's nane?"

"Doris."

"Good. That's your code nane. Sign the nanme Doris on anything you send
nme.
"Do they read your nmail too?"

"Probably so, Doris, probably so."

ATfive P.M, Mtch turned off the light in his office, grabbed both

bri efcases and stopped at Nina's desk. Her phone was glued to one

shoul der while she typed on the IBM She saw himand reached in a drawer
for an envelope. "This is your confirmation at the Capital Hilton," she
said into the receiver.

"The dictation is on nmy desk," he said. "See you Monday." He took the
stairs to the fourth floor, to Avery's office in the corner, where a
small riot was in progress. One secretary stuffed files into a massive
bri ef case. Another one spoke sharply to Avery, who was yelling on the
phone to soneone el se. A paral egal shot orders to the first secretary.
Avery slamed the phone down. "Are you ready!" he demanded at Mtch



"Waiting for you," Mtch replied.

"I can't find the Geenmark file," a secretary snarled at the paral egal
"It was with the Rocconi file," said the paral egal

"I don't need the Greenmark file!" Avery shouted. "How many tinmes do
have to tell you? Are you deaf?"

The secretary glared at Avery. "No, | can hear very well. And
distinctly heard you say, Tack the Greenmark file." "

"The linpbusine is waiting," said the other secretary.

"I don't need the damed Greennmark file!" Avery shouted.

"How about Rocconi ?" asked the paral egal

"Yes! Yes! For the tenth time. | need the Rocconi filel"

"The airplane is waiting too," said the other secretary.

One briefcase was sl ammed shut and | ocked. Avery dug through a pile of
docunents on his desk. "Were's the Fender file? Where are any of ny
files? Why can't | ever find a file?"

"Here's Fender," said the first secretary as she stnifed it into another
bri ef case.

Avery stared at a piece of notepaper. "All right. Do | have Fender
Rocconi, Canbridge Partners, Greene G oup, Sonny Capps to Otaki, Burton
Brot hers, Galveston Frei ght and McQuade?"

"Yes, yes, yes," said the first secretary.

"That's all of them" said the paral egal

"I don't believe it," Avery said as he grabbed his jacket. "Let's go."
He strode through the door with the secretaries, paralegal and Mtch in
pursuit. Mtch carried two briefcases, the paral egal had two, and a
secretary had one. The other secretary scribbled notes as Avery barked
the orders and dermands he wanted carried out while he was away. The
entourage crowded onto the snmall elevator for the ride to the first
floor. Qutside, the chauifeur sprang into action, opening doors and
loading it all in the trunk.

Mtch and Avery fell into the back seat.

"Rel ax, Avery," Mtch said. "You're going to the Caymans for three days.
Just relax."

"Right, right. I'mtaking with me enough work for a nmonth. |'ve got
clients screanming for ny hide, threatening suits for | egal malpractice.
I'"'mtwo nonths behind, and now you're | eaving for four days of boredom
at a tax sem nar in Washington. Your timng is great, MDeere. Just
great."

Avery opened a cabinet and nmixed a drink. Mtch declined. The |inm noved
around Riverside Drive in the rush-hour traffic. After three swall ows of
gin, the partner breathed deeply.

"Continui ng education. What a joke," Avery said.

"You did it when you were a rookie. And if I'mnot nistaken, you spent a
week not long ago at that international tax semi nar in Honolulu. O did
you forget?"

"I't was work. Al work. Are you taking your files with you?"

"Of course, Avery. |I'mexpected to attend the tax sem nar eight hours a
day, learn the latest tax revisions Congress has bestowed upon us and in
my spare tine bill five hours a day."

"Six, if you can. W're behind, Mtch."

"We're always behind, Avery. Fix another drink. You need to unw nd."

"I plan to unwi nd at Rumheads."

Mtch thought of the bar with its Red Stripe, dom noes, darts and, yes,
string bikinis. And the girl.



"I's this your first flight on the Lear?" Avery asked, nore rel axed now.

"Yes. |'ve been here seven nonths, and |'mjust now seeing the plane. If
I had known this last March, |I'd have gone to work with a Wall Street
firm"

"You're not Wall Street material. You know what those guys do? They've
got three hundred lawers in a firm right? And each year they hire
thirty new associ ates, maybe nore. Everybody wants a job because it's
Wall Street, right? And after about a nonth they get all thirty of them
together in one big roomand informthemthey' re expected to work ninety
hours a week for five years, and at the end of five years, half of them

wi |l be gone. The turnover is incredible. They try to kill the rookies,

bill them out at a hundred,

hundred-fifty an hour, nmake a bundle off them then run themoff. That's
Wall Street. And the little boys never get to see plane. O [|inmp. You

are truly lucky, Mtch. You should thank God every day that we chose to
accept you here at good old Bendini, Lanbert & Locke."

“Ni nety hours sounds like fun. | could use the rest."

“I't'1l pay off. Did you hear what ny bonus was | ast year?"

"No. "

"Four-eight-five. Not bad, huh? And that's just the bonus."

"I got six thousand," Mtch said.

"Stick with me and you'll be in the big | eagues soon enough.”

"Yeah, but first | gotta get ny continuing | egal education."

Ten minutes later the Iinp turned into a drive that led to a row of
hangars. Menphis Aero, the sign said. A sleek silver Lear 55 taxied
slowy toward the termnal. "That's it," Avery said.

The briefcases and | uggage were | oaded quickly onto the plane, and
within mnutes they were cleared for takeoff. Mtch fastened his seat
belt and admired the |eather-and-brass cabin. It was |avish and

| uxurious, and he had expected nothing |less. Avery m xed another drink
and buckl ed hinmsel f in.

An hour and fifteen minutes later, the Lear began its descent into

Bal ti nore- Washi ngton International Airport. After it taxied to a stop,
Avery and Mtch descended to the tarmac and opened the baggage door
Avery pointed Jto a man in a uniform standing near a gate. "That's your
chauffeur. The lim is in front. Just follow him You' re about forty

m nutes fromthe Capital Hilton."

"Anot her |inm?" Mtch asked.

"Yeah. They wouldn't do this for you on Wall Street."

They shook hands, and Avery clinbed back on the plane. The refueling
took thirty m nutes, and when the Lear took off and turned south, he was
asl eep again.

Three hours later, it landed in Georgetown, Grand Cayman. It taxied past
the terminal to a very small hangar where it would spend the night. A
security guard waited on Avery and his |uggage and escorted himto the
term nal and through custons. The pilot and copilot ran through the post
flight ritual. They too were escorted through the term nal

After midnight, the lights in the hangar were extingui shed and the half
dozen planes sat in the darkness. A side door opened, and three nmen, one
of them Avery, entered and wal ked quickly to the Lear 55. Avery opened

t he baggage conpartnment, and the three hurriedly unl oaded twenty-five
heavy cardboard boxes. In the nmuggy tropical heat, the hangar was |ike
an oven. They sweated profusely but said nothing until all boxes were
out of the plane.



"There should be twenty-five. Count them" Avery said to a nuscl e-bound
native with a tank top and a pistol on his hip. The other man held a
clipboard and watched intently as if he was a receiving clerk in a

war ehouse. The native counted quickly, sweat dripping onto the boxes.
"Yes. Twenty-five."

"How nuch?" asked the man with the clipboard.

"Six and a half mllion."

"Al'l cash?"

"All cash. U S. dollars. Hundreds and twenties. Let's get it |oaded."
"Where's it going?"

"Quebecbang. They're waiting for us."

They each grabbed a box and wal ked t hrough the dark to the side door
where a conrade was waiting with an Uzi.

The boxes were loaded into a dil apidated van with CAYMAN PRODUCE
stenciled badly on the side. The arned natives sat with guns drawn as
the receiving clerk drove away from the hangar in the direction of
downt own Geor get own.

Regi stration began at eight outside the Century Room on the nezzani ne.
Mtch arrived early, signed in, picked up the heavy notebook of
materials with his nane printed neatly on the cover and went inside. He
took a seat near the center of the large room Registration was linmted
to two hundred, the brochure said. A porter served coffee, and Mtch
spread the Washi ngt on Post before him The news was dom nated by a dozen
stories of the bel oved Redskins, who were in the Super Bow again.

The roomfilled slowy as tax | awers from around the country gathered
to hear the | atest developnents in tax |aws that changed daily. A few
m nutes before nine, a clean-cut, boyish attorney sat to Mtch's left
and said nothing. Mtch glanced at himand returned to the paper. \Wen
the room was packed, the nmoderator wel conmed everyone and introduced the
first speaker. Congressman sonething or other from Oregon, chairman of a
House Ways and Means subcomrittee. As he took the podium for what was
supposed to be a one-hour presentation, the attorney to Mtch's left

| eaned over and offered his hand.

"H, Mtch," he whispered. "I'm Grant Harbison, FBI." He handed Mtch a
card.

The congressman started with a joke that Mtch did not hear. He studied
the card, holding it near his chest. There were five people seated
within three feet of him He didn't know anyone in the room but it
woul d be enbarrassing if anyone knew he was hol ding an FBlI card. After
five minutes, Mtch shot a blank stare at Harbison

Har bi son whi spered, "I need to see you for a few mnutes."”

"What if |'m busy?" Mtch asked.

The agent slid a plain white envel ope from his seni nar notebook and
handed it to Mtch. He opened it near his chest. It was handwitten.
Across the top, in small but inposing letters, the words read sinply:
"Office of the Director -FBI."'

The note read:

Dear M. McDeere:

I would like to speak with you for a few nmoments during lunch. Please
follow the instructions of Agent Harbison. It won't take |long. W
appreci ate your cooperation.

Thanks.

F. DENTON VOYLES

Di rector



Mtch folded the letter in the envelope and slowy placed it in his

not ebook. We appreciate your cooperation. Fromthe Director of the FBI
He realized the inportance at this nonment of maintaining his conposure,
of keeping a straight, calmface as if it was sinply routine. But he
rubbed his tenples with both hands and stared at the floor in front of
him He closed his eyes and felt dizzy. The FBI. Sitting next to him
Waiting on him The Director and hell knows who el se. Tarrance woul d be
cl ose at hand.

Suddenly, the room exploded in laughter at the congressman's punch |ine.
Har bi son | eaned quickly toward Mtch and whi spered, "Meet nme in the
men's room around the corner in ten mnutes." The agent left his

not ebooks on the table and exited am d the |aughter

Mtch flipped to the first section of the notebook and pre-

tended to study the materials. The congressman was detailing his
courageous battle to protect tax shelters for the wealthy while at the
same time easing the burden on the working class. Under his fearless

gui dance, the subcomm ttee had refused to report legislation limting
deductions for oil and gas exploration. He was a one-nan army on the
Hill.

Mtch waited fifteen minutes, then another five, then began coughing. He
needed water, and with hand over nmouth he slid between the chairs to the
back of the room and out the rear door. Harbison was in the nen's room
washi ng his hands for the tenth tine.

Mtch wal ked to the basin next to himand turned on the cold water

"What are you boys up to?" Mtch asked.

Har bi son | ooked at Mtch in the mirror. "I'mjust follow ng orders.
Director Voyles wants to personally neet you, and | was sent to get
you. "

"And what m ght he want?"

"I wouldn't want to steal his thunder, but I'msure it's rather

i mportant."

Mtch cautiously glanced around the rest room It was enpty. "And what
if I"'mtoo busy to neet with hinP"

Har bi son turned of I f the water and shook his hands into the basin. "The
nmeeting is inevitable, Mtch. Let's not play games. Wen your little

sem nar breaks for lunch, you'll find a cab, nunber 8667, outside to the
left of the main entrance. It will take you to the Vietnam Veterans
Menorial, and we'll be there. You nust be careful. Two of them foll owed

you here from Menphis."

"Two of whon®"

"The boys from Menphis. Just do as we say and they' Il never know. "

The noderator thanked the second speaker, a tax professor from New York
Uni versity, and disnissed themfor |unch

Mtch said nothing to the taxi driver. He sped away |like a naniac, and
they were soon lost in traffic. Fifteen mnutes later, they parked near
t he Menori al

"Don't get out yet," the driver said with authority. Mtch did not nove.
For ten minutes, he did not nove or speak. Finally, a white Ford Escort
pul | ed al ongsi de the cab and honked. It then drove away.

The driver stared ahead and said, "Ckay. Go to the Wall. They'Il find
you after about five mnutes."

Mtch stepped to the sidewal k, and the cab left. He stuck his hands deep
in the pockets of his wool overcoat and wal ked slowy to the Menori al
Bitter wind gusts fromthe north scattered leaves in all directions. He



shivered and flipped the collar of his coat around his ears.

A solitary pilgrimsat rigidly in a wheelchair and stared at the Wall
He was covered with a heavy quilt. Under his oversized canoufl age beret,
a pair of aviator's sunglasses covered his eyes. He sat near the end of
the wall, near the names of those killed in 1972. Mtch followed the
years down the sidewal k until he stopped near the wheelchair. He

sear ched the nanes, suddenly oblivious of the man.

He breathed deeply and was aware of a nunbness in his |egs and stomach.
He | ooked sl owly downward, and then, near the bottom there it was.
Engraved neatly, .matter-of-factly, just like all the others, was the
name Rusty McDeere.

A basket of frozen and wilted flowers sat on its side next to the
nmonunent, inches under his name. Mtch gently laid themto one side and
knelt before the Wall. He touched the engraved letters of Rusty's nane.
Rusty McDeere. Age eighteen, forever. Seven weeks in Vietnam when he
stepped on a land nine. Death was instantaneous, they said. They al ways
said that, according to Ray. Mtch wiped a small tear and stood staring
at the length of the Wall. He thought of the

fifty-eight thousand famlies who had been told that death was

i nst ant aneous and no one suffered over there.

"Mtch, they're waiting."

He turned and | ooked at the man in the wheelchair, the only human in
sight. The aviator's glasses stared at the Wall and did not | ook up
Mtch gl anced around in all directions.

"Rel ax, Mtch. W' ve got the place sealed off. They're not watching."
"And who are you?" Mtch asked.

"Just one of the gang. You need to trust us, Mtch. The Director has

i mportant words, words that could save your life."

"Where is he?"

The man in the wheelchair turned his head and | ooked down the sidewal k.
"Start wal king that way. They'Il find you."

Mtch stared for a nonent |onger at his brother's name and wal ked behi nd
t he wheel chair. He wal ked past the statue of the three soldiers. He

wal ked slowy, waiting, with hands deep in his pockets. Fifty yards past
t he nonunent, Wayne Tarrance stepped from behind a tree and wal ked
beside him "Keep wal king," he said.

"Why am | not surprised to see you here?" Mtch said.

"Just keep wal king. W know of at |east two goons from Menphis who were
flown in ahead of you. They're at the sanme hotel, next door to you. They
did not follow you here. | think we | ost them"

"What the hell's going on, Tarrance?"

"You're about to find out. Keep wal king. But relax, no one is watching
you, except for about twenty of our agents."

"Twent y?"

"Yeah. We've got this place sealed off. W want to nake sure those
bastards from Menphis don't show up here. | don't expect them"
"Who are they?"

"The Director will explain."

"Why is the Director involved?"

"You ask a Il ot of questions, Mtch."

"And you don't have enough answers."

Tarrance pointed to the right. They left the sidewal k and headed for a
heavy concrete bench near a footbridge leading to a small forest. The
wat er on the pond bel ow was frozen white.



"Have a seat," Tarrance instructed. They sat down. Two nen wal ked across
the footbridge. Mtch i medi ately recogni zed the shorter one as Voyl es.
F. Denton Voyles, Director of the FBI under three Presidents. A tough-
tal ki ng, heavy-handed crinme buster with a reputation for ruthless-ness.
Mtch stood out of respect when they stopped at the bench. Voyles stuck
out a cold hand and stared at Mtch with the sane |arge, round face that
was fanous around the world. They shook hands and exchanged nanes.
Voyl es pointed to the bench. Tarrance and the other agent wal ked to the
footbridge and studied the horizon. Mtch glanced across the pond and
saw two nen, undoubtedly agents with their identical black trench coats
and close haircuts, standing against a tree a hundred yards away.

Voyl es sat close to Mtch, their |legs touching. A brown fedora rested to
one side of his large, bald head. He was at |east seventy, but the dark
green eyes danced with intensity and m ssed nothing. Both nmen sat stil
on the cold bench with their hands stuck deep in their overcoats.

"I appreciate you com ng," Voyles started.

"I didn't feel as though | had a choice. You fol ks have been
relentless.™

"Yes. It's very inmportant to us."

Mtch breathed deeply. "Do you have any idea how con-

fused and scared | am |I'mtotally bewildered. I would like an

expl anation, sir."

"M. MDeere, can | call you Mtch?"

"Sure. Wiy not."

"Fine. Mtch, | ama man of very few words. And what |'m about to tel
you will certainly shock you. You will be horrified. You may not believe
me. But | assure you it's all true, and with your help we can save your
life."

M tch braced hinself and waited.

"Mtch, no | awyer has ever left your law firmalive. Three have tried,
and they were killed. Two were about to | eave, and they died | ast

sumrer. Once a |lawyer joins Bendini, Lanbert & Locke, he never |eaves,
unl ess he retires and keeps his nouth shut. And by the tine they retire,
they are a part of the conspiracy and cannot tal k. has an extensive
surveill ance operation on the fifth floor. Your house and car are
bugged. Your phones are tapped. Your desk and office are wired.
Virtually every word you utter is heard and recorded on the fifth floor
They follow you, and sonetinmes your wife. They are here in Washi ngton as

we speak. You see, Mtch, 1is nmore than a firm It is a division of a
very large business, a very profitable business. A very illega
busi ness. is not owned by the partners."

Mtch turned and watched himclosely. The Director |ooked at the frozen
pond as he spoke.

"You see, Mtch, the law firmof Bendini, Lanmbert & Locke is owned by
the Morolto crinme fanmily in Chicago. The Mafia. The Mob. They call the
shots fromup there. And that's why we're here." He touched Mtch firmy

on the knee and stared at himfromsix inches away. "It's Mafia, Mtch
and illegal as hell."
"I don't believe it," he said, frozen with fear. H's voice was weak and

shrill.

The Director sniled. "Yes you do, Mtch. Yes you do. You've been
suspi cious for sonme tinme now That's why you tal ked to Abanks in the
Caymans. That's why you hired that sleazy investigator and got him
killed by those boys on the fifth floor. You know stinks, Mtch."



Mtch | eaned forward and rested his el bows on his knees. He stared at
the ground between his shoes. "I don't believe it," he munbl ed weakly.
"As far as we can tell, about twenty-five percent of their clients, or
shoul d say your clients, are legitimte. There are sonme very good
lawyers in that firm and they do tax and securities work for rich
clients. It's a very good front. Mst of the files you ve worked on so
far have been legit. That's how they operate. They bring in a new
rooki e, throw noney at him buy the BMN the house, all that jazz, w ne
and dine and go to the Caymans, and they work his ass off" with what is
really legitimte legal stuff. Real clients. Real |awer stuff. That
goes on for a few years, and the rookie doesn't suspect a thing, right?
It's a great firm great bunch of guys. Plenty of nobney. Hey,
everything's wonderful. Then after five or six years, when the noney is
really good, when they own your nortgage, when you have a w fe and kids
and everything is so secure, they drop the bonb and tell the truth.
There's no way out. It's the Mafia, Mtch. Those guys don't play ganes.
They'I'l kill one of your children or your wife, they don't care. You're
maki ng nore noney than you coul d possi bly nake anywhere el se. You're

bl ackmai | ed because you've got a family that doesn't nean a damed thing
to the Mob, so what do you do, Mtch? You stay. You can't leave. |If you
stay you meke a million and retire young with your famly intact. If you
want to leave, you'll wind up with your picture on the wall in the
first-floor library. They're very persuasive."

Mtch rubbed his tenples and began shivering.

"Look, Mtch, | know you nust have a thousand questions. Okay. So I|'|
just keep talking and tell you what | know. The five dead | awers al
wanted out after they learned the truth. W never talked to the first

t hree, because, frankly, we knew nothing about until seven years ago.
They' ve done an excellent job of staying quiet and | eaving no trail. The
first three just wanted out, probably, so they got out. In coffins.
Hodge and Kozi nski were different. They approached us, and over the
course of a year we had several neetings. They dropped the bonmb on

Kozi nski after he'd been there for seven years. He told Hodge. They

whi spered between thenselves for a year. Kozinski was about to nake
partner and wanted out before that happened. So he and Hodge nade the
fatal decision to get out. They never suspected the first three were
killed, or at least they never mentioned it to us. W sent Wayne
Tarrance to Menphis to bring themin. Tarrance is an organi zed-crine
speci alist from New York. He and the two were getting real close when
that thing happened in the Caymans. These guys in Menphis are very good,
Mtch. Don't ever forget that. They've got the noney and they hire the
best. So after Hodge and Kozinski were killed, | made the decision to
get . If we can bust that firm we can indict every significant nenber
of the Morolto family. There could be over five hundred indictnents. Tax
evasi on, | aundering, racketeering, just whatever you want. It could
destroy the Mirolto fam |y, and that woul d be the single nost
devastating blow to organized crime in the past thirty years. And,

Mtch, it's all inthe files at the quiet little Bendini firmin
Menphi s. "
"Why Menphi s?"

"Ah, good question. Wio would suspect a small firmin Menphis,
Tennessee? There's no nob activity down there. It's a quiet, |ovely,
peaceful city by the river. It could' ve been Durham or Topeka or Wchita
Falls. But they chose



Menmphis. It's big enough, though, to hide a forty-man firm Perfect
choice. "

"You nean every partner His words trailed off.

"Yes, every partner knows and plays by the rules. W suspect that nost

of the associates know, but it's hard to tell. There's so nmuch we don't
know, Mtch. | can't explain how operates and who's in on it. But we
strongly suspect a lot of crimnal activity down there."

"Such as?"

"Tax fraud. They do all the tax work for the Morolto bunch. They file
ni ce, neat, proper-looking tax returns each year and report a fraction
of the inconme. They | aunder noney |like crazy. They set up legitimte
busi nesses with dirty noney. That bank in St. Louis, big client, what is
it?"

"Conmercial Guaranty."

"Right, that's it. Mafia-owned. Firmdoes all its legal work. Mrolto
takes in an estinmated three hundred mllion a year from ganbling, dope,
nunber s® everything. Al cash, right? Myst of it goes to those banks in
the Caymans. How does it nmove from Chicago to the islands? Any idea? The
pl ane, we suspect. That gol d-plated Lear you flew up here on runs about
once a week to Georgetown."

Mtch sat straight and watched Tarrance, who was out of hearing range
and standi ng now on the footbridge. "So why don't you get your

i ndictments and bust it all up?"

"We can't. We will, | assure you. |'ve assigned five agents to the
project in Menphis and three here in Washington. |I'Il get them Mtch,
prom se you. But we nust have soneone fromthe inside. They are very
smart. They have plenty of nobney. They're extremely careful, and they
don't make m stakes. | am convinced that we nmust have help fromyou or
anot her nmenber of . W need copies of files, copies of bank records,
copies of a mllion docunents that can only come fromwithin. It's

i mpossi bl e ot herwi se. "

"And | have been chosen."

"And you have been chosen. |If you decline, then you can go on your way
and nmake plenty of money and in general be a successful |awer. But we
will keep trying. We'll wait for the next new associate and try to pick
himoff. And if that doesn't work, we'll nove in on one of the ol der
associates. One with courage and nmorals and guts to do what's right.
We'll find our man one day, Mtch, and when that happens we'll indict
you along with all the rest and ship your rich and successful ass off to
prison. It will happen, son, believe nme."

At that nonment, at that place and tine, Mtch believed him "M. Voyles,
I"mcold. Could we wal k around?"

"Sure, Mtch."

They wal ked slowmy to the sidewal k and headed in the direction of the
Vi et nam Menorial. Mtch glanced over his shoulder. Tarrance and the

ot her agent were followi ng at a di stance. Another agent in dark brown
sat suspiciously on a park bench up the sidewal k.

"Who was Ant hony Bendini ?" Mtch asked.

"He married a Morolto in 1930. The old man's son-in-law. They had an
operation in Philadel phia back then, and he was stationed there. Then,
in the forties, for sonme reason, he was sent to Menphis to set up shop
He was a very good | awyer, though, from what we know. "

A thousand questions flooded his brain and fought to be asked. He tried
to appear calm under control, skeptical



"What about O iver Lanbert?"

"A prince of a guy. The perfect senior partner, who just happened to
know al |l about Hodge and Kozinski and the plans to elinmnate them The
next tinme you see M. Lanbert around the office, try to remenber that he
is a col d-bl ooded nurderer. O course, he has no choice. If he didn't
cooperate, they'd find himfloating somewhere. They're all I|ike

that, Mtch. They started off just |ike you. Young, bright, anbitious,

t hen suddenly one day they were in over their heads with no place to go.
So they play along, work hard, do a helluva job putting up a good front
and looking like a real respectable little law firm Each year or so
they recruit a bright young | aw student from a poor background, no
famly money, with a wife who wants babies, and they throw noney at him
and sign himup."

Mtch thought of the nobney, the excessive salary froma small firmin
Menphi s, and the car and | owinterest nortgage. He was headed for Wl
Street and had been sidetracked by the npney. Only the noney.

"What about Nat han Locke?"

The Director snmiled. "Locke is another story. He grew up a poor kid in
Chi cago and was running errands for old man Mdrolto by the tinme he was
ten. He's been a hood all his life. Scratched his way through | aw
school, and the old nman sent him South to work with Anthony Bendini in
the white-collar-crine division of the fanmily. He was always a favorite
of the old man."

"When did Morolto die?"

"El even years ago at the age of eighty-eight. He has two sliny sons,

M ckey the Mouth and Joey the Priest. Mckey lives in Las Vegas and has
alimted role in the fanm |y business. Joey is the boss."

The sidewal k reached an intersection with another one. In the distance
to the left, the Washi ngton Monument reached upward in the bitter w nd.
To the right, the walkway led to the Wall. A handful of people were now
staring at it, searching for the nanes of sons and husbands and friends.
Mtch headed for the Wall. They wal ked sl owy.

Mtch spoke softly. "I don't understand how can do so nuch illegal work
and keep it quiet. That place is full of secretaries and clerks and
paral egal s. "

"Good point, and one | cannot fully answer. We think it operates as two
firms. One is legitinate, with the new associ ates, nost of the
secretaries and support people. Then, the senior associates and partners
do the dirty work. Hodge and Kozi nski were about to give us plenty of

i nformati on, but they never made it. Hodge told Tarrance once that there
was a group of paralegals in the basement he knew little about. They

wor ked directly for Locke and MIIligan and McKnight and a few ot her
partners, and no one was really sure what they did. Secretaries know
everything, and we think that sone of themare probably in on it. If so,
I"'msure they're well paid and too scared to tal k. Think about it,
Mtch. If you work there making great noney with great benefits, and you
know that if you ask too many questions or start talking you wind up in
the river, what do you do? You keep your nouth shut and take the noney."
They stopped at the beginning of the Wall, at a point where the bl ack
granite began at ground |evel and started its run of 246 feet until it
angled into the second row of identical panels. Sixty feet away, an

el derly couple stared at the wall and cried softly. They huddl ed
together, for warmh and strength. The nother bent down and laid a
framed bl ack-and-white photo at the base of the Wall. The father laid a



shoebox full of high school menprabilia next to the photo. Foot bal
programnms, class pictures, love letters, key rings and a gold chain. They
cried | ouder.

Mtch turned his back to the Wall and | ooked at the Washi ngton Monunent.
The Director watched his eyes.

"So what am | supposed to do?" Mtch asked.

"First of all, keep your mouth shut. If you start asking questions, your
life could be in danger. Your wife's also. Don't have any kids in the
near future. They're easy targets. It's best to play dunb, as if
everything is wonderful and you still plan to be the world's greatest

| awyer. Second, you nust

make a deci sion. Not now, but soon. You nust decide if you will

cooperate or not. If you choose to help us, we will of course nmake it
worth your while. If you choose not to, then we will continue to watch
until we decide to approach another associate. As | said, one of these
days we'll find soneone with guts and nail those bastards. And the
Morolto crine family as we know it will cease to exist. W' IlIl protect
you, Mtch, and you'll never have to work again in your life."

"What life? I'lIl live in fear forever, if | live. |'ve heard stories of

Wi t nesses the FBI has supposedly hidden. Ten years later, the car

expl odes as they back out the driveway to go to work. The body is
scattered over three bl ocks. The Mob never forgets, Director. You know
that."

"They never forget, Mtch. But | prom se you, you and your wife will be
protected. "

The Director |ooked at his watch. "You' d better get back or they'll be
suspi cious. Tarrance will be in touch. Trust him Mtch. He's trying to

save your |life. He has full authority to act on ny behalf. If he tells
you sonething, it's coming fromnme. He can negotiate."

"Negoti ate what ?"

"Ternms, Mtch. What we give you in return for what you give us. W want
the Morolto famly, and you can deliver. You nane your price, and this
government, working through the FBI, will deliver. Wthin reason, of
course. And that's coming fromnme, Mtch." They wal ked slowy along the
Wal | and stopped by the agent in the wheelchair. Voyles stuck out his
hand. "Look, there's a taxi waiting where you cane in, nunber 1073. Sane

driver. You' d better |eave now. We will not neet again, but Tarrance
will contact you in a couple of weeks. Please think about what | said.
Don't convince yourself is invincible and can operate forever,
because | will not allowit. We will make a nove in the near future, |
prom se that. | just hope you're on our side."

"I don't understand what |'m supposed to do."

"Tarrance has the gane plan. A lot will depend upon you and what you

| earn once you're comitted."”

"Commi tted?"

"That's the word, Mtch. Once you conmmt, there's no turning back. They
can be nore ruthless than any organi zation on earth."

"Why did you pick ne?"

"We had to pick soneone. No, that's not true. We picked you because you
have the guts to walk away fromit. You have no fanmly except a wife. No
ties, no roots. You' ve been hurt by every person you ever cared for
except Abby. You raised yourself, and in doing so becane self-reliant
and i ndependent. You don't need . You can |leave it. You' re hardened and
cal | oused beyond your years. And you're smart enough to pull it off,



Mtch. You won't get caught. That's why we picked you. Good day, Mtch
Thanks for coming. You' d better get back."

Voyl es turned and wal ked qui ckly away. Tarrance waited at the end of the
Wal |, and gave Mtch a quick salute, as if to say, "So |ong-for now"
AFTER nmaking the obligatory stop in Atlanta, the Delta DC-9 |landed in a
cold rain at Menphis International. It parked at Gate 19, and the
tightly packed crowd of business travelers quickly disenbarked. Mtch
carried only his briefcase and an Esquire. He saw Abby waiting near the
pay phones and noved qui ckly through the pack. He threw the briefcase
and rmagazi ne agai nst the wall and bear-hugged her. The four days in
Washi ngton seenmed |ike a nonth. They kissed again and again, and

whi spered softly.

"How about a date?" he asked.

"“I'"ve got dinner on the table and wine in the cooler," she said. They
hel d hands and wal ked t hrough the nob pushing down the concourse in the
general direction of the luggage pickup

He spoke quietly. "Well, we need to talk, and we can't do it at hone."
She gripped his hand tighter. "Oh?"

"Yes. In fact, we need to have a long talk."

"What happened?"

"It'1l take a while." "Why am | suddenly nervous?"

"Just keep cool. Keep smiling. They're watching."

She sniled and gl anced to her right. "Wo's watching?"

“I'"l'l explain in just a nonent."

Mtch suddenly pulled her to his left. They cut through the wave of
human traffic and darted into a dark, crowded | ounge full of businessnen
dri nki ng and wat ching the tel evision above the bar and waiting for their
nights. A small, round table covered with enpty beer nugs had just been
vacated, and they sat with their backs to the wall and a view of the bar
and the concourse. They sat close together, within three feet of another
table. Mtch stared at the door and anal yzed every face that wal ked in.
"How | ong are we going to be here?" she asked.

" \Nhy 2"

She slid out of the full-length fox and folded it on the chair across
the table. "What exactly are you | ooking for?"

"Just keep smiling for a nonent. Pretend you really mssed ne. Here,
give ne a kiss." He pecked her on the lips, and they smiled into each
other's eyes. He kissed her cheek and returned to the door. A waiter
rushed to the table and cleaned it off". They ordered wi ne.

She sniled at him "How was your trip?"

"Boring. We were in class eight hours a day, for four days. After the
first day, | hardly left the hotel. They cramred six nonths' worth of
tax revisions into thirty-two hours."

"Did you get to sightsee?"

He smled and | ooked dreanmily at her. "I missed you, Abby. Mre than
|'ve ever nissed anyone in ny life. | love you. | think you' re gorgeous,
absol utely, stunning. | do not enjoy traveling alone and waking up in a
strange hotel bed without you. And | have sonething horrible to tel
you. "

She stopped snmling. He slowmy | ooked around the room They were three
deep at the bar and yelling at the Knicks-Lakers gane. The | ounge was
suddenl y | ouder.

“I'"l'l tell you about it," he said. "But there's a very good chance
sonmeone is in here right now watching us. They



cannot hear, but they can observe. Just snmile occasionally, although it
will be hard."

The wine arrived, and Mtch began his story. He left nothing out. She
spoke only once. He told her about Anthony Bendini and old nman Morolto,
and then Nat han Locke growing up in Chicago and O iver Lanbert and the
boys on the fifth floor

Abby nervously sipped her wine and tried valiantly to appear as the
normal |oving wife who m ssed her husband and was now enjoyi ng i mensely
his recollection of the tax sem nar. She watched the people at the bar
sipped a little and occasionally grinned at Mtch as he told of the
nmoney | aundering and the nurdered | awers. Her body ached with fear. Her
breath was wildly irregular. But she |listened, and pretended.

The waiter brought nore wine as the crowd thinned. An hour after he
started, Mtch finished in a | ow whi sper

"And Voyl es said Tarrance would contact nme in a couple of weeks to see
if I will cooperate. He said goodbye and wal ked away."

"And this was Tuesday?" she asked.

"Yes. The first day."

"What did you do the rest of the week?"

"I slept little, ate little, wal ked around with a dull headache npbst of
the tine."

"I think I feel one com ng."

"I"'msorry, Abby. |I wanted to fly home i mediately and tell you. |'ve
been in shock for three days."
“I''"'min shock now. I'mnot believing this, Mtch. This is |like a bad

dream only much worse."

"And this is only the beginning. The FBlI is dead serious. Wy else would
the Director hinself nmeet with ne, an insignificant rookie | awer from
Menmphis, in fifteen-degree weather on a concrete park bench? He's
assigned five agents

in Menphis and three in Washington, and he said they'll spend whatever
it takes to get . So if | keep my nouth shut, ignore them and go about
nmy busi ness of being a good and faithful nmenber of Bendini, Lanmbert &

Locke, one day they'll show up with arrest warrants and haul everybody
away. And if | choose to cooperate, you and | will |eave Menphis in the
dead of the night after I hand to the feds, and we'll go off and live
in Boise, ldaho, as M. and Ms. WIlbur Gates. W'll have plenty of
nmoney, but we'll have to work to avoid suspicion. After ny plastic
surgery, |I'Il get a job driving a forklift in a warehouse, and you can
work part-tinme at a day care. We'll have two, maybe three kids and pray
every night that people we've never net keep their nouths shut and
forget about us. We'll live every hour of every day in norbid fear of

bei ng di scovered. "

"That's perfect, Mtch, just perfect." She was trying hard not to cry.
He smiled and gl anced around the room "W have a third option. W can
wal k out that door, buy two tickets to San Di ego, sneak across the
border and eat tortillas for the rest of our lives."

"Let's go."

"But they'd probably follow us. Wth nmy luck, Qiver Lanbert will be
waiting in Tijuana with a squad of goons. It won't work. Just a

t hought . "

"What about Lamar?"

"I don't know. He's been here six or seven years, so he probably knows.
Avery's a partner, so he's very nmuch a part of the conspiracy."



"And Kay?"

"Who knows. It's very likely none of the wives know. 1've thought about

it for four days, Abby, and it's a marvelous front. |ooks exactly I|ike

it's supposed to | ook. They could fool anyone. | nean, how would you and
| or any

ot her prospective recruit even think of such an operation. It's perfect.
Except, now the feds know about it."

"And now the feds expect you to do their dirty work. Wiy did they pick
you, Mtch? There are forty lawers in ."

"Because | knew nothing about it. | was a sitting duck. The FBI is not
sure when the partners spring the surprise on the associates, so they
couldn't take a chance with anyone el se. | happened to be the new guy,

so they set the trap as soon as | passed the bar exam"”

Abby chewed her |ip and held back tears. She | ooked blankly at the door

across the dark room "And they listen to everything we say," she said.

"No. Just every phone call and conversation around the house and in the
cars. We're free to neet here or in nost restaurants, and there's al ways
the patio. But | suggest we nove farther away fromthe sliding door. To
be safe, we need to sneak behind the storage shed and whi sper softly."

“"Are you trying to be funny? | hope not. This is no time for jokes. I'm
so scared, angry, confused, mad as hell and not sure where to turn. |'m
afraid to speak in my owmn house. | watch every word | utter on the
phone, even if it's a wong nunber. Every tine the phone rings, | junp

and stare at it. And now this."

"“You need another drink."

"I need ten drinks."

Mtch grabbed her wist and squeezed firnmy. "Wait a mnute. | see a
fam liar face. Don't |ook around."

She held her breath. "Were?"

"On the other side of the bar. Smile and | ook at ne.
Sitting on a barstool and staring intently at-the TV was a wel |l -tanned
bl ond man with a | oud bl ue-and-white al pi ne sweater. Fresh fromthe

sl opes. But Mtch had seen the tan and the bl ond bangs and the bl ond
nmust ache somewhere in

Washi ngton. Mtch watched himcarefully. The blue light fromthe tube
illuminated his face. Mtch hid in the dark. The man lifted a bottle of
beer, hesitated, then, there!, shot a glance into the corner where the
McDeer es huddl ed cl osely together

"“Are you sure?" Abby asked through, clenched teeth.

"Yes. He was in Washington, but | can't place him In fact, | saw him
twi ce.”

"I's he one of thenP"

"How am | supposed to know?"

"Let's get out of here."

Mtch laid a twenty.on the table and they left the airport.

Driving her Peugeot, he raced through the short-term parking lot, paid
the attendant and sped away toward m dtown. After five mnutes of

sil ence, she | eaned across and whispered in his ear, "Can we tal k?"

He shook his head. "Well, how s the weather been while | was away?"
Abby rolled her eyes and | ooked through the passenger w ndow. "Cold,"
she said. "Chance of |ight snow tonight."

"It was below freezing the entire week in Washi ngton."

Abby | ooked fl abbergasted at this revelation. "Any snow?" she asked with
rai sed eyebrows and wi de eyes as if enthralled with the conversation.



"No. Just raw cold."

"What a coinci dence! Cold here and cold there."

Mtch chuckled to hinmself. They rode silently on the interstate |oop
"So who's gonna win the Super Bow ?" he asked.

"Olers."

"Think so, huh? I"'mfor the Redskins. That's all they tal ked about in
Washi ngton. "

"My, ny. Must be a real fun city."

More sil ence. Abby placed the back of her hand over her nouth and
concentrated on the taillights ahead. At this nmonment of bewi | dernent,
she woul d take her chances in Ti-juana. Her husband, nunber three in his
class (at Harvard), the one with Wall Street firnms rolling out the red
carpet, the one who could have gone anywhere, to any firm had signed up
with the . . . Mafial Wth five dead | awyers notched on their belts,
they nmost surely wouldn't hesitate with nunmber six. Her husband! Then
the many conversations with Kay Quin swirled around her brain.
encourages babies. permits wives to work, but not forever. hires no
one with fanm |y noney. denmands loyalty to . has the |owest turnover
rate in the country. Small wonder.

Mtch watched her carefully. Twenty mnutes after they left the airport,
t he Peugeot parked in the carport next to the BMN They held hands and
wal ked to the end of the driveway.

"This is crazy, Mtch."

"Yes, but it's real. It will not go away."

"What do we do?"

"I don't know, babe. But we gotta do it quick, and we can't nmake

m st akes. "

“I'"mscared.”

"I"'mterrified."

Tarrance did not wait | ong. One week after he waved goodbye to Mtch at
the Wall, he spotted himwal king hurriedly in the cold in the direction
of the Federal Building on North Main, eight blocks fromthe Bendin

Buil ding. He followed himfor two blocks, then slid into a small coffee
shop with a row of wi ndows facing the street, or the mall, as it was
called. Cars were prohibited on Main Street in Menphis. The asphalt had
been covered with tile when the boul evard

had ceased being a street and had been transformed into the M d-Anerica
Mal | . An occasional useless and desol ate tree rose fromthe tile and
stretched its barren |inmbs between the buildings. Wnos and urban nonads
drifted aimessly fromone side of the mall to the other, begging for
noney and food.

Tarrance sat at a front wi ndow and watched in the distance as Mtch

di sappeared into the Federal Building. He ordered coffee and a chocol ate
doughnut. He checked his watch. It was 10 AAM According to the docket,
McDeere had a brief hearing in Tax Court at this nonent. It should be
very brief, the clerk of the court had infornmed Tarrance. He waited.
Nothing is ever brief in court. An hour |ater, Tarrance noved his face
closer to the wi ndow and studi ed the scattered bodi es wal king quickly in
the distance. He drained his coffee cup for the third tine, laid two
dollars on the table and stood hidden in the door. As Mtch approached
on the other side of the mall, Tarrance nmoved swiftly toward him

Mtch saw himand sl owed for a second.

"Hello, Mtch. Mnd if | walk with you?"

"Yes, | mind, Tarrance. It's dangerous, don't you think?"



They wal ked briskly and did not | ook at each other. "Look at that store
over there," Tarrance said, pointing to their right. "I need a pair of
shoes." They ducked into Don Pang's House of Shoes. Tarrance wal ked to
the rear of the narrow store and stopped between two rows of fake
Reeboks at $4.99 for two pairs. Mtch foll owed himand picked up a pair
of size tens. Don Pang or sone ot her Korean eyed them suspiciously but
sai d nothing. They watched the front door through the racks.

"The Director called me yesterday," Tarrance said w thout noving his
lips. "He asked about you. Said it was tinme you nade a decision."

"Tell himIl'mstill thinking."
"Have you told the boys at the office?"
“"No. I"'mstill thinking."

"That's good. | don't think you should tell them" He handed Mtch a
busi ness card. "Keep this. There are two nunbers on the back. Use either
one froma pay phone. You'll get a recorder, so just |eave a nessage and
tell me exactly when and where to neet you."

Mtch put the card in his pocket.

Suddenly, Tarrance ducked |ower. "What is it!" Mtch demanded.

"I think we've been caught. | just saw a goon wal k past the store and
ook in. Listen to ne, Mtch, and listen carefully. Walk with nme out of
the store right now, and the instant we get out the door, yell at ne to
get lost and shove me away. |'ll act like I want to fight, and you run
in the direction of your office.”

"You're gonna get ne killed, Tarrance."

"Just do as | say. As soon as you get to the office, report this
incident to the partners. Tell them | cornered you and you got away as
soon as possible."

Qutside, Mtch shoved harder than necessary and yelled, "Get the hel
away fromnme! And | eave ne alone!" He ran two bl ocks to Union Avenue,
then wal ked to the Bendini Building. He stopped in the nmen's roomon the
first floor to catch his breath. He stared at hinself in the mrror and
breat hed deeply ten tines.

Avery was on the phone, with two lights holding and blinking. A
secretary sat on the sofa, ready with a steno pad for the onslaught of
commands. Mtch | ooked at her and said, "Wuld you step outside, please.
I need to speak with Avery in private." She stood and Mtch escorted her
to the door. He closed it.

Avery wat ched himclosely and hung up. "Wat's going on?" he asked.
Mtch stood by the sofa. "The FBI just grabbed me as | was returning
from Tax Court."

"Damm! Who was it?" ' "Same agent. CGuy by the name of Tarrance."

Avery picked up the phone and kept talking. "Wiere did it happen?”

"On the mall. North of Union. | was just wal king alone, mnding my own
busi ness. "

“Is this the first contact since that other thing?"

"Yes. | didn't recognize the guy at first."

Avery spoke into the receiver. "This is Avery Tolar. | need to speak to
A iver Lanbert imrediately. ... | don't care if he's on the phone

Interrupt him and now. "

"What's going on, Avery?" Mtch asked.

"Hello, Oiver. Avery here. Sorry for the interruption. Mtch MDeere is
here in my office. A few mnutes ago he was wal ki ng back fromthe
Federal Buil di ng when an FBI agent approached himon the nall.

What ? Yes, he just walked in ny office and told ne about it. ... Al



right, we'll be there in five mnutes.'
been through this before."

"I know, Avery, but this does not nake sense. Why woul d they bother with
me? |'mthe newest man in ."

"It's harassnment, Mtch. Pure and sinple. Nothing but harassnent. Sit
down. "

Mtch wal ked to the wi ndow and | ooked at the river in the distance.
Avery was a cool liar. It was nowtinme for the "they' re just picking on
us" routine. Relax, Mtch. Relax? Wth eight FBI agents assigned to and
the Director, M. Denton Voyles hinself, nonitoring the case daily?

Rel ax? He'd just been caught whispering to an FBI agent in-

side a dollar shoe store. And now he was forced to act |ike he was an

i gnorant pawn being preyed upon by the evil forces of the federa
government. Harassnent? Then why was the goon followi ng himon a routine
wal k to the courthouse? Answer that, Avery.

"You're scared, aren't you?" Avery asked as he put his arm around him
and gazed out the w ndow.

“"Not really. Locke explained it all last tine. | just wi sh they would

| eave me al one.”

"It's a serious matter, Mtch. Don't take it lightly. Let's walk over
and see Lanbert."

Mtch followed Avery around the corner and down the hall. A stranger in
a black suit opened the door for them then closed it. Lanbert, Nathan
Locke and Royce M- Kni ght stood near the small conference table. Again,
a tape recorder sat on the table. Mtch sat across fromit. Black Eyes
sat at the head of the table and glared at Mtch

He spoke with a nmenacing frown. There were no smles in" the room
"Mtch, has Tarrance or anyone else fromthe FBI contacted you since the
first neeting | ast August?"

He hung up. "Relax, Mtch. W' ve

"No. "

"Are you certain?"

Mtch sl apped the table. "Damrit! | said no! Wiy don't you put ne under
oat h?"

Locke was startled. They were all startled. A heavy, tense silence
followed for thirty seconds. Mtch glared at Bl ack Eyes, who retreated
ever so slightly with a casual nmovenent of his head.

Lanbert, ever the diplomat, the nediator, intervened. "Look, Mtch, we
know this is frightening."

"Damm right it is. | don't like it at all. I'mminding my owmn business,
wor ki ng ny ass off ninety hours a week, trying to be nothing but a good
| awyer and nenber of this firm and for sone .unknown reason | keep
getting these

little visits fromthe FBI. Now, sir, | would |like some answers."

Locke pressed the red button on the recorder. "W'Il talk about that in
a mnute. First, you tell us everything that happened."

"It's very sinmple, M. Locke. | walked to the Federal Building at ten
for an appearance before Judge Kofer on the Ml col m Del aney case. | was
there about an hour, and | finished nmy business. | left the Federa
Building, and | was walking in the direction of our office-in a hurry, |
m ght add. It's about twenty degrees out there. A block or two north of
Uni on, this guy Tarrance canme out of nowhere, grabbed my arm and pushed
me into a small store. | started to knock the hell out of him but,
after all, he is an FBI agent. And | didn't want to nmake a scene.
Inside, he tells ne he wants to talk for a minute. | pulled away from



him and ran to the door. He followed ne, tried to grab nme, and | shoved
hi m away. Then | ran here, went straight to Avery's office, and here we
are. That's all that was said. Play by play, everything."

"What did he want to tal k about?"

"I didn't give hima chance, M. Locke. | have no plans to talk to any
FBlI agent unl ess he has a subpoena."

"Are you sure it's the sanme agent?"

"I think so. | didn't recognize himat first. | haven't seen him since
| ast August. Once inside the store, he pulled his badge and gave ne his
nanme again. At that point, | ran."

Locke pressed anot her button and sat back in the chair. Lanbert sat
behi nd himand smiled ever so warmy. "Listen, Mtch, we explained this
| ast tine. These guys are getting bol der and bol der. Just |ast nonth

t hey approached Jack Al drich while he was eating lunch in a little gril
on Second Street. W're not sure what they're up to, but Tarrance is out
of his mind. It's nothing but harassnent."”

Mtch watched his lips but heard little. As Lanbert spoke, he thought of
Kozi nski and Hodge and their pretty wi dows and children at the funerals.
Bl ack Eyes cleared his throat. "It's a serious matter, Mtch. But we
have nothing to hide. They could better spend their tinme investigating
our clients if they suspect wongdoing. We're |awers. W may represent
people who flirt with the law, but we have done nothing wong. This is
very baffling to us."

Mtch smled and opened his hands. "Wat do you want ne to do?" he asked
si ncerely.

"There's nothing you can do, Mtch," said Lanmbert. "Just stay away from
this guy, and run if you see him |If he so much as | ooks at you, report
it imediately."

"That's what he did," Avery said defensively.

Mtch | ooked as pitiful as possible.

"You can go, Mtch," Lanmbert said. "And keep us posted."

He left the office by hinself.

DeVasher paced behind his desk and ignored the partners. "He's lying, |
tell you. He's lying. The sonofabitch is Iying. | know he's lying."
"What did your man see?" asked Locke.

"My man saw sonething different. Slightly different. But very different.
He says McDeere and Tarrance wal ked sort of nonchalantly into the shoe
store. No physical intimdation by Tarrance. None at all. Tarrance wal ks
up, they talk, and both sort of duck into the store. My man says they

di sappear into the back of the store, and they're back there for three,
maybe four m nutes. Then another one of our guys wal ks by the store,

| ooks in and sees nothing. Evidently, they saw our nman, because within
seconds they conme flying

out of the store with McDeere shoving and yelling. Sonething ain't
right, | tell you."

"Did Tarrance grab his armand force himinto the store?" Nathan Locke
asked slowy, precisely.

"Hell no. And that's the problem MDeere went voluntarily, and when he
said the guy grabbed his arm he's lying. My man says he thinks they
woul d' ve stayed in there for a while if they hadn't seen us."

"But you're not sure of that," Nathan Locke said.

"I wasn't sure, damrit. They didn't invite ne into the store."

DeVasher kept pacing while the |awers stared at the floor. He unw apped
a Roi-Tan and crammed it into his fat nouth.



Finally, Oiver Lanmbert spoke. "Look, DeVasher, it's very possible
McDeere is telling the truth and your man got the wong signals. It's
very possible. | think McDeere is entitled to the benefit of the doubt."
DeVasher grunted and ignored this.

"Do you know of any contact since |ast August?" asked Royce MKni ght.
"We don't know of any, but that doesn't mean they ain't tal ked, does it
now? We didn't know about those other two until it was alnpst too |ate.
It's inpossible to watch every nove they make. |npossible."

He wal ked back and forth by his credenza, obviously deep in thought. "I
gotta talk to him" he finally said.

"Who?"

"McDeere. It's tine he and | had a little talk."

"About what?" Lanbert asked nervously.

"You et ne handle it, okay? Just stay out of ny way."

"I think it's a bit premature," Locke said.

"And | don't give a dam what you think. If you clowns were in charge of
security, you'd all be in prison."

Mtch sat in his office with the door closed and stared at the walls. A
m graine was formng at the base of his skull, and he felt sick. There
was a knock at the door.

"Cone in," he said softly.

Avery peeked inside, then wal ked to the desk. "How about |unch?"

“"No, thanks. |I'mnot hungry."

The partner slid his hands into his trouser pockets and smiled warmy
"Look, Mtch, | know you're worried. Let's take a break. |'ve got to run
downtown for a neeting. Wiy don't you neet ne at the Manhattan Club at
one. We'll have a long lunch and talk things over. |'ve reserved the
lim for you. It'll be waiting outside at a quarter till."

Mtch managed a weak smile, as if he was touched by this. "Sure, Avery.
Why not . "

"Good. I'lIl see you at one."

At a quarter till, Mtch opened the front door and wal ked to the |ino.

The driver opened the door, and Mtch fell in. Conpany was waiting.

A thick, bald-headed man with a huge, bul gi ng, hangi ng neck sat snugly
in the corner of the rear seat. He stuck out a hand. "Nane's DeVasher
Mtch. Nice to neet you."

"Am | in the right linm?" Mtch asked.

"Sure. Sure. Relax." The driver pulled away fromthe curb

"What can | do for you?" Mtch asked.

"You can listen for a while. We need to have a little talk." The driver
turned on Riverside Drive and headed for the Hernando De Soto Bridge.
"Where are we goi ng?" Mtch asked.

"For a little ride. Just relax, son."

So |I'm nunber six, thought Mtch. This is it. No, wait a

"m nute. They were much nore creative than this with their killing.
"Mtch, can | call you Mtch?"

"Sure."

"Fine. Mtch, I"'min charge of security for , and-"

"Why does need security?"

"Just listen to ne, son, and |I'Il explain. has an extensive security

program thanks to old nman Bendi ni. He was a nut about security and
secrecy. My job is to protect , and quite frankly, we're very concerned
about this FBI business."

"So am|."



"Yes. W believe the FBI is determined to infiltrate our firmin hopes
of collecting information on certain clients.”

"Whi ch clients?"

"Sonme high rollers with questionable tax shelters."

M tch nodded and | ooked at the river below. They were now i n Arkansas,
with the Menphis skyline fading behind them DeVasher recessed the
conversation. He sat like a frog with his hands fol ded across the gut.
Mtch waited, until it became apparent that |apses in conversation and
awkwar d silence did not bother DeVasher. Several niles across the river,
the driver left the interstate and found a rough county road that
circled and ran back to the east. Then he turned onto a gravel road that
went for a mle through lowlying bean fields next to the river. Menphis
was suddenly visible again, across the water.

"Where are we going?" Mtch asked, with some alarm

"Relax. | want to show you sonething."

A gravesite, thought Mtch. The linmo stopped on a cliff that fell ten
feet to a sandbar next to the bank. The skyline stood inpressively on
the other side. The top of the Bendini Building was visible.

"Let's take a wal k," DeVasher said.

"Where to?" Mtch asked.

"Cone on. It's okay." DeVasher opened his door and wal ked to the rear
bunper. Slowly, Mtch followed him

"As | was saying, Mtch, we are very troubled by this contact with the
FBI. If you talk to them they will get bolder, then who knows what the
fools will try. It's inperative that you not speak to them ever again.
Under st and?"

"Yes. |'ve understood since the first visit in August."

Suddenly, DeVasher was in his face, nose to nose. He smiled wckedly. "I
have sonething that will keep you honest." He reached in his sport coat
and pulled out a manila envel ope.

"Take a |l ook at these," he said with a sneer, and wal ked away.

Mtch | eaned on the linm and nervously opened the envel ope. There were
four photographs, black and white, eight by ten, very clear. On the
beach. The girl.

"Ch ny god! Who took these?" Mtch yelled at him

"What difference does it nmake? It's you, ain't it?"

There was no doubt about who it was. He ripped the photographs into
smal | pieces and threw themin DeVasher's direction.

"We got plenty at the office," DeVasher said calmy. "Bunch of them W
don't want to use them but one nore little conversation with M.
Tarrance or any other Fibbie and we'll mail themto your w fe. How woul d
you |like that, Mtch? |Imgine your pretty little wife going to the
mai | box to get her Redbook and catal ogues and she sees this sftrange
envel ope addressed to her. Try to think of that, Mtch. The next tine
you and Tarrance decide to shop for plastic shoes, think about us,
Mtch. Because we'll be watching."

"Who knows about these?" Mtch asked.

“"Me and the photographer, and now you. Nobody in the

firmknows, and | don't plan to tell them But if you screw up again, |
suspect they'll be passing them around at lunch. | play hardball

Mtch."

He sat on the trunk and rubbed his tenples. DeVasher wal ked up next to
him "Listen, son. You're a very bright young man, and you're on your
way to big bucks. Don't screw it up. Just work hard, play the ganme, buy



new cars, build bigger honmes, the works. Just like all the other guys.
Don't try to be no hero. | don't want to use the pictures."”

"Ckay, okay."

FOR seventeen days and seventeen nights, the troubled lives of Mtch and
Abby McDeere proceeded quietly without interference from Wayne Tarrance
or any of his confederates. The routines returned. Mtch worked ei ghteen
hours a day, every day of the week, and never left the office for any
reason except to drive honme. Lunch was at the desk. Avery sent other
associates to run errands or file notions or appear in court. Mtch
seldomleft his office, the fifteen-by-fifteen sanctuary where he was
certain Tarrance could not get him |If possible, he stayed out of the
halls and nmen's roons and coffee room They were watchi ng, he was sure.
He was not sure who they were, but there was no doubt that a bunch of
folks were vitally interested in his novenents. So he stayed at his
desk, with the door shut nost of the time, working diligently, billing
like crazy and trying to forget that the building had a fifth floor and
on the fifth floor was a nasty little bastard named DeVasher who had a
col l ection of photographs that could ruin him

Wth each uneventful day, Mtch withdrew even nore into his asylum and
becanme even nore hopeful that perhaps the | ast episode in the Korean
shoe store had scared Tarrance or maybe gotten himfired. Maybe Voyl es
woul d just sinply forget the entire operation, and Mtch could con-

ti nue along his happy way of getting rich and maki ng partner and buyi ng
everything in sight. But he knew better

To Abby, the house was a prison, though she could cone and go at will.
She worked | onger hours at school, spent nore time wal king the malls and
made at | east one trip each day to the grocery store. She watched
everyone, especially men in dark suits who | ooked at her. She wore bl ack
sungl asses so they could not see her eyes. She wore them when it was

rai ning. Late at night, after supper alone while she waited for him she
stared at the walls and resisted the tenptation to investigate. The
phones coul d be exanmined with a magnifying glass. The wires and m kes
could not be invisible, she told herself. Mre than once she thought of
finding a book on such devices so she could identify them But Mtch
said no. They were in the house, he assured her, and any attenpt to find
t hem coul d be di sastrous.

So she noved silently around her own house, feeling violated and know ng
it could not |ast rmuch | onger. They both knew the inportance of
appearing normal, of sounding normal. They tried to engage in nornal
tal k about how the day went, about the office and her students, about

t he weat her, about this and that. But the conversations were flat, often
forced and strained. Wen Mtch was in | aw school the | ovenaki ng had
been frequent and rowdy; now it was practically nonexistent. Soneone was
i stening.

M dni ght wal ks around the bl ock becane a habit. After a quick sandwi ch
each night, they would deliver the rehearsed |ines about needing
exerci se and head for the street. They held hands and wal ked in the
cold, talking about and the FBI, and which way to turn; always the sane
conclusion: there was no way out. None. Seventeen days and seventeen

ni ghts.

The ei ghteenth day brought a new twist. Mtch was exhausted by 9 P. M
and deci ded to go hone. He had worked

nonstop for fifteen and a half hours. At two hundred per. As usual, he
wal ked the halls of the second floor, then took the stairs to the third



floor. He casually checked each office to see who was still working. No
one on the third floor. He followed the stairs to the fourth floor and
wal ked the wi de rectangul ar hallway as if in search of sonething. Al
lights except one were off. Royce MKnight was working |late. Mtch eased
by his office w thout being seen. Avery's door was closed, and Mtch
grabbed the doorknob. It was |ocked. He wal ked to the library down the
hall, | ooking for a book he did not need. After two weeks of the casua

| at e-ni ght inspections, he had found no closed-circuit caneras above the
halls or offices. They just listen, he decided. They do not see.

He sai d goodbye to Dutch Hendrix at the front gate and drove hone. Abby
was not expecting himat such an early hour. He quietly unl ocked the
door fromthe carport and eased into the kitchen. He flipped on a |ight
switch. She was in the bedroom Between the kitchen and the den was a
small foyer with a rolltop desk where Abby |eft each day's nmail. He laid
his briefcase softly on the desk, then sawit. A large brown envel ope
addressed with a black felt narker to Abby MDeere. No return address.
Scraw ed in heavy black letters were the words PHOTOGRAPHS- DO NOT BEND
Hi s heart stopped first, then his breathing. He grabbed the envelope. It
had been opened.

A heavy | ayer of sweat broke across his forehead. His nouth was dry and
he could not swallow. His heart returned with the fury of a jackhamrer.
The breathing was heavy and pai nful. He was nauseous. Slowy, he backed
away from the desk, holding the envel ope. She's in the bed, he thought.
Hurt, sick, devastated and mad as hell. He wi ped his forehead and tried
to collect hinself. Face it |ike a man, he said.

She was in the bed, reading a book with the television on. The dog was
in the backyard. Mtch opened the bedroom door, and Abby bolted upri ght
in horror. She alnpst screaned at the intruder, until she recognized
hi m

"You scared ne, Mtch!"

Her eyes glowed with fear, then fun. They had not been crying. They

| ooked fine, normal. No pain. No anger. He could not speak.

"Why are you home?" she demanded, sitting up in bed, smling now.
Smling? "I live here," he said weakly.

"Why didn't you call?"

"Do | have to call before I can cone honme?" H s breathing was now al npst
normal . She was fine!

“I't would be nice. Come here and kiss ne."

He | eaned across the bed and ki ssed her. He handed her the envel ope.
"What's this?" he asked nonchal antly.

"You tell nme. It's addressed to ne, but there was nothing inside. Not a
thing." She closed her book and laid it on the night table.

Not a thing! He snmiled at her and ki ssed her again. "Are you expecting
phot ographs from anyone?" he asked in conplete ignorance.

"Not that | know of. Must be a nistake."

He coul d al nost hear DeVasher | aughing at this very nmoment on the fifth
floor. The fat bastard was standing up there somewhere in sone dark room
full of wires and machines with a headset stretched around his massive
bow i ng ball of a head, |aughing uncontrollably.

"That's strange," Mtch said. Abby pulled on a pair of jeans and pointed
to the backyard. Mtch nodded. The signal was sinple, just a quick point
or a nod of the head in the direction of the patio.

Mtch laid the envel ope on the rolltop desk and for a

second touched the scrawl ed markings on it. Probably DeVasher's



handwriting. He could al nost hear him |l aughing. He could see his fat
face and nasty snile. The photographs had probably been passed around
during lunch in the partners' dining room He could see Lanbert and M-
Kni ght and even Avery gawking adm ringly over coffee and dessert.
They' d better enjoy the pictures, dammit. They'd better enjoy the
remai ni ng few nonths of their bright and rich and happy | egal careers.
Abby wal ked by and he grabbed her hand. "Wat's for dinner?" he asked
for the benefit of those listening.

"Why don't we go out. W should cel ebrate since you're honme at a decent
hour . "

They wal ked t hrough the den. "Good idea," said Mtch. They eased through
the rear door, across the patio and into the darkness.

"What is it?" Mtch asked.

"You got a letter today from Doris. She said she's in Nashville, but
will return to Menphis on the twenty-seventh of February. She says she
needs to see you. It's inportant. It was a very short letter."

"The twenty-seventh! That was yesterday."

"I know. | presune she's already in town. | wonder what she wants."
"Yeah, and | wonder where she is."

"She said her husband had an engagenent here in town."

"CGood. She'll find us," Mtch said.

Nat han Locke cl osed his office door and pointed DeVasher in the
direction of the small conference table near the wi ndow The two men
hat ed each other and nade no attenpt to be cordial. But business was
busi ness, and they took orders fromthe sane man.

"Lazarov wanted ne to talk to you, alone," DeVasher said. "l've spent
the past two days with himin Vegas, and he's very anxious. They're al
anxi ous, Locke, and he trusts you nore than anyone el se around here. He
likes you nore than he likes nme."

"That's understandable,” Locke said with no snmile. The ripples of black
around his eyes narrowed and focused intently on DeVasher

"Anyway, there are a few things he wants us to discuss."
"“I'mlistening."

"McDeere's lying. You know how Lazarov's al ways bragged about having a
nole inside the FBI. Well, |'ve never believed him and still don't, for
the nost part. But according to Lazarov, his little source is telling
himthat there was sone kind of secret neeting involving MDeere and
some FBI heavywei ghts when your boy was in Washi ngton back in January.
W were there, and our nen saw nothing, but it's inpossible to track
anyone twenty-four hours a day without getting caught. It's possible he
could've slipped away for a little while wi thout our know edge."

"Do you believe it?"

“I't's not inportant whether | believe it. Lazarov believes it, and
that's all that natters. At any rate, he told me to nake prelinmnary

pl ans to, uh, take care of him"

"Damm DeVasher! W can't keep elimnating people."

"Just prelimnary plans, nothing serious. | told Lazarov | thought it
was nmuch too early and that it would be a m stake. But they are very
worried, Locke."

"This can't continue, DeVasher. | nean, damm! We have reputations to
consider. W have a higher casualty rate than oil rigs. People wll
start talking. We're gonna reach a point where no |aw student in his
right mind would take a job here."

"I don'.t think you need to worry about that. Lazarov has



put a freeze on hiring. He told ne to tell you that. He also wants to
know how many associates are still in the dark."

"Five, | think. Let's see, Lynch, Sorrell, Buntin, Myers and MDeere."
"Forget McDeere. Lazarov is convinced he knows nuch nore than we think.
Are you certain the other four know nothing?"

Locke thought for a nmonment and munbl ed under his breath. "Well, we
haven't told them You guys are |istening and watching. What do you
hear ?"

"“Not hing, fromthose four. They sound ignorant and act as if they
suspect nothing. Can you fire thenP"

"Fire theml They're | awers, DeVasher. You don't fire lawers. They're
| oyal memnbers of .'

" is changing, Locke. Lazarov wants to fire the ones who don't know and
stop hiring new ones. It's obvious the Fibbies have changed their
strategy, and it's time for us to change as well. Lazarov wants to
circle the wagons and plug the |l eaks. W can't sit back and wait for
themto pick off our boys."

"Fire them" Locke repeated in disbelief. "This firmhas never fired a
| awyer."

"Very touching, Locke. W' ve disposed of five, but never fired one.
That's real good. You' ve got a nonth to do it, so start thinking of a
reason. | suggest you fire all four at one tinme. Tell themyou |ost a
bi g account and you're cutting back."

"We have clients, not accounts."

"Ckay, fine. Your biggest client is telling you to fire Lynch,' Sorrell
Buntin and Myers. Now start making plans."

"How do we fire those four without firing MDeere?"

"You'll think of something, Nat. You got a nonth. Get rid of them and
don't hire any new boys. Lazarov wants a

tight little unit where everyone can be trusted. He's scared, Nat.
Scared and nmad. | don't have to tell you what could happen if one of
your boys spilled his guts."

“No, you don't have to tell ne. Wat does he plan to do with MDeere?"
"Ri ght now, nothing but the sane. We're |listening twenty-four hours a
day, and the kid has never nmentioned a word to his wife or anyone el se.
Not a word! He's been corralled twice by Tarrance, and he reported both
incidents to you. | still think the second neeting was sonewhat

suspi cious, so we're being very careful. Lazarov, on the other hand,
insists there was a neeting in Washington. He's trying to confirm He
said his sources knew little, but they were digging. If in fact MDeere
met with the Fibbies up there and failed to report it, then |I'm sure
Lazarov will instruct me to nove quickly. That's why he wants
prelimnary plans to take MDeere out."

"How do you plan to do it?"

"It's too early. | haven't given it much thought."
"You know he and his wife are going to the Caynmans in two weeks for a
vacation. They'll stay in one of our condos, the usual."

"W wouldn't do it there again. Too suspicious. Lazarov instructed nme to
get her pregnant."

"McDeere's wife?"

"Yep. He wants themto have a baby, a little | everage. She's on the
pill, so we gotta break in, take her little box, match up the pills and
replace themw th placebos."

At this, the great black eyes saddened just a touch and | ooked through



the wi ndow. "What the hell's going on, De-Vasher?" he asked softly.
"This place is about to change, Nat. It appears as though the feds are
extrenely interested, and they keep pecking

away. One day, who knows, one of your boys may take the bait, and you'l

all leave town in the nmddle of the night."

"I don't believe that, DeVasher. A |lawer here would be a fool to risk
his life and his fanmily for a few prom ses fromthe feds. | just don't
believe it will happen. These boys are too snmart and they're naking too

nmuch noney. "

"I hope you're right."

THE | easi ng agent | eaned agai nst the rear of the elevator and adnired
the black | eather miniskirt frombehind. He followed it down al npbst to
the knees, where it ended and the seans in the black silk stockings
began and snaked downward to bl ack heels. Kinky heels, with little red
bows across the toes. He slowly worked his way back up the seans, past
the | eather, pausing to admre the roundness of her rear, then upward to
the red cashnere sweater, which fromhis vantage point revealed little
but fromthe other side was quite inpressive, as he had noticed in the

| obby. The hair |anded just bel ow the shoul der bl ades and contrasted
nicely with the red. He knew it was bl eached, but add the bleach to the
| eather mini and the seams and the kinky heels and the tight sweater
huggi ng those things around the front, add all that together and he knew
this was a worman he could have. He would Iike to have her in the
bui l di ng. She just wanted a small office. The rent was negoti abl e.

The el evator stopped. The door opened, and he followed her into the
narrow hall. "This way"-he pointed, flipping on a light switch. In the
corner, he noved in front of her and stuck a key in a badly aged wooden
door.

"It's just two roons,
hundred square feet."

he sai d, nipping on another switch. "About two

She wal ked straight to the wi ndow. "The view is okay," Tammy said,
staring into the distance.

"Yes, a nice view. The carpet is new Painted |last fall. Rest roons
down the hall. It's a nice place. The entire building' s been renovated

within the past eight years." He stared at the black seans as he spoke.
"It's not bad," Tamry said, not in response to anything he had
nmentioned. She continued to stare out the wi ndow. "What's the name of
this place?"

"The Cotton Exchange Buil ding. One of the oldest in Menphis. It's really
a prestigious address.”

"How prestigious is the rent?"

He cleared his throat and held a file before him He did not |ook at the
file. He was gaping at the heels now "Well, it's such a snmall office.
What did you say you needed it for?"

"Secretarial work. Free-lance secretarial." She noved to the other

wi ndow, ignoring him He followed every nove.

"I see. How long will you need it?"

"Six nonths, with an option for a year."

"Ckay, for six months we can lease it for three-fifty a nmonth."

She did not flinch or ook fromthe wi ndow. She slid her right foot out
of the shoe and rubbed the left calf with it. The seam continued, he
observed, under the heel and along the bottom of the foot. The toenails
were . . . red! She cocked her rear to the left and | eaned on the

wi ndowsill. His file was shaking



“I"l'l pay two-fifty a nonth," she said with authority.

He cleared his throat. There was no sense being greedy. The tiny roomns
were dead space, usel ess to anyone el se, and had not been occupied in
years. The building could use a free-lance secretary. Hell, he m ght
even need a free-lance secretary.

"Three hundred, but no less. This building is in demand.

Ni nety percent occupied right now Three hundred a nmonth, and that's too
low. We're barely covering costs at that."

She turned suddenly, and there they were. Staring at him The cashnere
was stretched tightly around them "The ad said there were furnished
of fices avail able," she said.

"We can furnish this one," he said, eager to cooperate. "Wat do you
need?"

She | ooked around the office. "I would |ike a secretarial desk with
credenza in here. Several file cabinets. A couple of chairs for clients.
Not hi ng fancy. The other room does not have to be furnished. I'll put a

copier in there,”

"No problem" he said with a snile.

"And I'Il pay three hundred a nonth, furnished."

"Good," he said as he opened a file and withdrew a blank | ease. He laid
it on a folding table and began witing.

"Your nanme?"

"Doris Greenwood." Her nother was Doris G eenwood, and she had been

Tamry I nez Greenwood before she ran up on Buster Henphill, who |ater
became (legally) Elvis Aaron Henphill, and life had pretty nuch been
downhill since. Her nother lived in Effingham I1linois.

"Okay, Doris," he said with an effort at suaveness, as if they were now
on a first-nanme basis and growi ng closer by the nonment. "Hone address?”
"Why do you need that?" she asked with irritation.

"Well, uh, we just need that information."

"It's none of your business."

"Okay, okay. No problem" He dramatically scratched out that portion of
the | ease. He hovered above it. "Let's see. W'll run it fromtoday,
March 2, for six nonths until Septenber 2. |s that okay?"

She nodded and |it a cigarette.

He read the next paragraph. "Okay, we require a three-

hundr ed- dol | ar deposit and the first nonth's rent in advance."

From a pocket in the tight black |leather skirt, she produced a roll of
cash. She counted six one-hundred-dollar bills and laid themon the
tabl e. "Receipt, please," she demanded.

"Certainly." He continued writing.

"What floor are we on?" she asked, returning to the w ndows.

"Ninth. There's a ten percent |ate charge past the fifteenth of the
nmonth. We have the right to enter at any reasonable time to inspect.
Prem ses cannot be used for any illegal purpose. You pay all utilities
and i nsurance on contents. You get one parking space in the |ot across
the street, and here are two keys. Any questions?"

"Yeah. What if | work odd hours? | nean, real late at night."

“"No big deal. You can cone and go as you please. After dark the security
guard at the Front Street door will let you pass."

Tamry stuck the cigarette between her sticky lips and wal ked to the
tabl e. She gl anced at the | ease, hesitated, then signed the nane of
Dori s Greenwood.

They | ocked up, and he foll owed her carefully down the hall to the



el evat or.

By noon the next day, the odd assortnent of furniture had been delivered
and Doris Greenwood of Greenwood Services arranged the rented typewiter
and the rented phone next to each other on the secretarial desk. Sitting
and facing the typewiter, she could look slightly to her left out the
wi ndow and watch the traffic on Front Street. She filled the desk
drawers with typi ng paper, notepads, pencils, odds and ends. She pl aced
magazi nes on the filing cabinets and

the small table between the two chairs where her clients would sit.
There was a knock at the door. "Who is it?" she asked.

"It's your copier," a voice answered.

She unl ocked the door and opened it. A short, hyperactive little man
nanmed Gordy rushed in, |ooked around the room and said rudely, "Ckay,
where do you want it?"

“I'n there," Tamry said, pointing to the eight-by-ten enpty roomw th no
door on the hinges. Two young nen in blue unifornms pushed and pulled the
cart hol ding the copier.

Gordy laid the paperwork on her desk. "It's a mighty big copier for this
place. We're talking ninety copies a mnute with a collator and
automatic feed. It's a big machine.”

"Where do | sign?" she asked, ignoring the small talk.

He pointed with the pen. "Six nonths, at two-forty a nonth. That

i ncl udes service and mai ntenance and five hundred sheets of paper for
the first two nonths. You want |egal or letter-sized?"

"Legal . "

"First paynment due on the tenth, and same thereafter for five nonths.
Operator's manual is on the rack. Call me if you have any questions.”
The two servicenen gawked at the tight stonewashed jeans and the red
heels and slowy left the office. Gordy ripped off the yellow copy and
handed it to her. "Thanks for the business," he said.

She | ocked the door behind them She wal ked to the wi ndow next to her
desk and | ooked north, along Front. Two bl ocks up on the opposite side,
floors four and five of the Bendini Building were visible.

He kept to hinself with his nose buried deep in the books and the piles
of paperwork. He was too busy for any of them except Lamar. He was very
much aware that his with-

drawal was not going unnoticed. So he worked harder. Perhaps they would
not be suspicious if he billed twenty hours a day. Perhaps noney could

i nsul ate him

Nina left a box of cold pizza when she checked out after lunch. He ate
it while he cleared his desk. He called Abby. Said he was going to see
Ray and that he would return to Menphis |ate Sunday. He eased through
the side door and into the parking |ot.

For three and a half hours, he raced along Interstate 40 with his eyes
on the rearview mrror. Nothing. He never saw them They probably just
call ahead, he thought, and wait for him sonmewhere up there. In
Nashvill e, he nmade a sudden exit into downtown. Using a map he had

scri bbled, he darted in and out of traffic, making U turns wherever
possible and in general driving like a nut. To the south of town, he
turned quickly into a | arge apartnent conplex and crui sed between the
buil dings. It was nice enough. The parking lots were clean and the faces
were white. Al of them He parked next to the office and | ocked the
BMWN The pay phone by the covered pool worked. He called a cab and gave
an address two bl ocks away. He ran between the buil dings, down a side



street, and arrived precisely with the cab. "G eyhound bus station," he
said to the driver. "And in a hurry. |I've got ten mnutes."

"Relax, pal. It's only six blocks away."

M tch ducked low in the rear seat and watched the traffic. The driver
noved with a slow confidence and seven mnutes |ater stopped in front of
the station. Mtch threwtwo fives over the seat and darted into the
term nal. He bought a oneway ticket on the four-thirty bus to Atlanta.
It was four thirty-one, according to the clock on the wall. The clerk
poi nted through the sw nging doors. "Bus No. 454," she said. "Leaving in
a nmonent . "

The driver slanmed the baggage door, took his ticket and

followed Mtch onto the bus. The first three rows were filled with

el derly bl acks. A dozen nobre passengers were scattered toward the rear
Mtch wal ked slowmy down the aisle, gazing at each face and seeing no
one. He took a wi ndow seat on the fourth row fromthe rear. He slipped
on a pair of sunglasses and gl anced behind him No one. Damit! Was it
the wong bus? He stared out the dark wi ndows as the bus noved quickly
into traffic. They would stop in Knoxville. Maybe his contact woul d be
t here.

When they were on the interstate and the driver reached his cruising
speed, a man in blue jeans and madras shirt suddenly appeared and slid
into the seat next to Mtch. It was Tarrance. Mtch breathed easier
"Where have you been?" he asked.

“In the rest room Did you |lose then?" Tarrance spoke in a | ow voice
whi l e surveying the backs of the heads of the passengers. No one was
listening. No one could hear

"I never see them Tarrance. So | cannot say if | lost them But | think
they woul d have to be supernmen to keep ny trail this tinme."

"Did you see our man in the termnal?"

"Yes. By the pay phone with the red Fal cons cap. Black dude."

"That's him He woul d've signaled if they were follow ng."

"He gave ne the go-ahead."

Tarrance wore silver reflective sunglasses under a green M chigan State
baseball cap. Mtch could snell the fresh Juicy Fruit.

"Sort of out of uniform aren't you?" Mtch said with no smle. "D d
Voyl es give you perm ssion to dress like that?"

"I forgot to ask him I'll nmention it in the norning."

"Sunday norning?" Mtch asked.

"Of course. He'll wanna know all about our little bus ride. | briefed
himfor an hour before I left town."

"Well, first things first. What about ny car?"

"We'll pick it upin a few mnutes and babysit it for you. It'll be in

Knoxvill e when you need it. Don't worry."

"You don't think they'll find us?"

“"No way. No one foll owed you out of Menphis, and we detected nothing in
Nashville. You're clean as a whistle."

"Pardon nmy concern. But after that fiasco in the shoe store, | know you
boys are not above stupidity."

"I't was a mstake, all right. We-"

"A big nmistake. One that could get nme on the hit list."

"You covered it well. It won't happen again."
“"Promi se ne, Tarrance. Pronmise me no one will ever again approach ne in
public.”

Tarrance | ooked down the aisle and nodded.



"No, Tarrance. | need to hear it fromyour nouth. Pronm se ne."

"Ckay, okay. It won't happen again. | promse."
"Thanks. Now maybe | can eat at a restaurant w thout fear of being
grabbed. "

"You' ve made your point."

An ol d black man with a cane inched toward them sniled and wal ked past.
The rest-room door slanmed. The Greyhound rode the left |ane and bl ew
past the |awful drivers.

Tarrance flipped through a magazine. Mtch gazed into the countryside.
The man with the cane finished his business and wobbled to his seat on
the front row

"So what brings you here?" Tarrance asked, flipping pages.

"I don't like airplanes. | always take the bus."

"I see. Where would you like to start?"

"Voyl es said you had a ganme plan."

"I do. | just need a quarterback."

"Good ones are very expensive."

"We've got the nmoney."

“I't'1l cost a helluva |ot nore than you think. The way | figure it, 1"l
be throwi ng away a forty-year |egal career at, say, an average of half a
mllion a year."

"That's twenty mllion bucks."

"I know. But we can negotiate."

"That's good to hear. You're assuming that you'll work, or practice, as

you say, for forty years. That's a very precarious assunption. Just for
fun, let's assune that within five years we bust up and indict you
along with all of your buddies. And that we obtain convictions, and you
go off to prison for a few years. They won't keep you | ong because
you're a white-collar type, and of course you've heard how nice the
federal pens are. But at any rate, you'll lose your |icense, your house,
your little BMN Probably your wife. Wen you get out, you can open up a
private investigation service |ike your old friend Lomax. It's easy
wor k, unless you sniff the wong underwear."

"Like | said. It's negotiable."

“"All right. Let's negotiate. How rmuch do you want ?"

"For what ?"

Tarrance cl osed the nagazine, placed it under his seat and opened a

t hi ck paperback. He pretended to read. Mtch spoke fromthe corner of
his mouth with his eyes on the nedi an

"That's a very good question," Tarrance said softly, just above the
distant grind of the diesel engine. "Wat do we want from you? Good
question. First, you have to give up your career as a |lawer. You'l

have to divul ge secrets and records that belong to your clients. That,
of course, is enough to get you disbarred, but that won't seem

i mportant. You and | nust agree that you will hand us on a
silver platter. Once we agree, if we agree, the rest will fall in place
Second, and nost inportant, you will give us enough docunentation to

i ndict every nenber of and nobst of the top Morolto people. The records
are inthe little building there on Front Street."

"How do you know t his?"

Tarrance sm | ed. "Because we spend billions of dollars fighting

organi zed crinme. Because we've tracked the Moroltos for twenty years.
Because we have sources within the famly. Because Hodge and Kozi nsk
were tal king when they were nurdered. Don't sell us short, Mtch."



“And you think I can get the information out?"

"Yes, Counselor. You can build a case fromthe inside that will coll apse
and break up one of the largest crinme famlies in the country. You gotta
lay out for us. Whose office is where? Nanes of all secretaries,
clerks, paral egals. Who works on what files? Who's got which clients?
The chain of command. Who's on the fifth floor? What's up there? Were
are the records kept? Is there a central storage area? How nuch is
conmput eri zed? How nmuch is on mcrofiln? And, nobst inportant, you gotta
bring the stuff out and hand it to us. Once we have probabl e cause, we
can go in with a small arnmy and get everything. But that's an awfully
big step. We gotta have a very tight and solid case before we go
crashing in with search warrants.”

"I's that all you want?"

"No. You'll have to testify against all of your buddies at their trials.
Coul d take years."

Mtch breathed deeply and cl osed his eyes. The bus sl owed behind a
caravan of nobile hones split in two. Dusk was approachi ng, and, one at
atime, the cars in the westbound | ane brightened with headlights.
Testifying at trial!

This, he had not thought of. Wth millions to spend for the best
crimnal |awers, the trials could drag on forever.

Tarrance actually began readi ng the paperback, a Louis L' Anour. He

adj usted the reading |ight above them as if he was indeed a rea
passenger on a real journey. After thirty nmles of no talk, no
negotiation, Mtch renpved his sungl asses and | ooked at Tarrance.

"What happens to nme?"

"You'll have a | ot of nobney, for what that's worth. |If you have any
sense of norality, you can face yourself each day. You can |live anywhere
in the country, with a newidentity, of course. W'll find you a job

fix your nose, do anything you want, really."

Mtch tried to keep his eyes on the road, but it was inpossible. He
glared at Tarrance. "Morality? Don't ever mention that word to nme again,
Tarrance. |'man innocent victim and you know it."

Tarrance grunted with a smart-ass grin.

They rode in silence for a few m|es.

"What about my wi fe?"

"Yeah, you can keep her."

"Very funny."

"Sorry. She'll get everything she wants. How nuch does she know?"
"Everything." He thought of the girl on the beach. "WlIl, al nost

everyt hing."

"We'l|l get her a fat government job with the Social Security

Admi ni stration anywhere you want. It won't be that bad, Mtch."

“I't'1l be wonderful. Until an unknown point in the future when one of
your people opens his or her nouth and lets sonething slip to the wong
person, and you'll read about ne or ny wife in the paper. The Mb never

forgets, Tarrance. They're worse than el ephants. And they keep secrets
better than your side. You guys have | ost people, so don't deny it."

“I won't deny it. And I'll admit to you that they can be ingeni ous when
they decide to kill."

"Thanks. So where do | go?"

“It's up to you. Right now we have about two thousand wi tnesses |ivVing
all over the country under new names with new honmes and new jobs. The
odds are overwhelnmngly in your favor."



"So | play the odds?"

"Yes. You either take the nobney and run, or you play big-shot |awer and
bet that we never infiltrate."

"That's a hell of a choice, Tarrance."

"It is. I'mglad it's yours."

The femal e conpani on of the ancient black man with the cane rose feebly
fromher seat and began shuffling toward them She grabbed each aisle
seat as she progressed. Tarrance | eaned toward Mtch as she passed. He
woul d not dare speak with this stranger in the vicinity. She was at

| east ninety, half crippled, probably illiterate, and could care less if
Tarrance received his next breath of air. But Tarrance was instantly

mut e.

Fifteen minutes later, the rest-room door opened and rel eased the sounds
of the toilet gurgling dowmmward into the pit of the Greyhound. She
shuffled to the front and took. her seat.

"Who is Jack Aldrich?" Mtch asked. He suspected a cover-up with this
one, and he carefully watched the reaction fromthe corner of his eye.
Tarrance | ooked up fromthe book and stared at the seat in front of him
"Nane's familiar. | can't place him"

Mtch returned his gaze to the wi ndow. Tarrance knew. He had flinched,
and his eyes had narrowed too quickly before he answered. Mtch watched
t he westbound traffic.

"So who is he?" Tarrance finally asked.

"You don't know hi n"

“I'f I knew him | wouldn't ask who he was."

"He's a menber of our firm You should' ve known that, Tarrance."

"The city's full of |lawers. | guess you know themall."

"I know the ones at Bendini, Lanmbert & Locke, the quiet little firmyou
guys have been studying for seven years. Al-drich is a six-year man who
al | egedly was approached by the FBI a couple of nonths ago. True or

fal se?"

"Absolutely false. Who told you this?"

"It doesn't matter. Just a runmor around the office.”

"It's alie. W've talked to no one but you since August. You have ny
word. And we have no plans to talk to anyone el se, unless, of course,
you decline and we nust find another prospect.”

"You' ve never talked to Al drich?"

"That's what | said."

M tch nodded and picked up a magazi ne. They rode in silence for thirty
m nutes. Tarrance gave up on his novel, and finally said, "Look, Mtch

we'll be in Knoxville in an hour or so. W need to strike a deal, if
we're going to. Director Voyles will have a thousand questions in the
nor ni ng. "

"How nuch noney?"

"Half a mllion bucks."

Any |awer worth his salt knew the first offer had to be rejected.

Al ways. He had seen Avery's nouth drop open in shock and his head shake
wildly in absolute disgust and disbelief with first offers, regardless
of how reasonable. There would be counteroffers, and counter-
counteroffers, and further negotiations, but always, the first offer was
rej ected.

So by shaking his head and sniling at the window as if this was what he
expected, Mtch said no to half a mllion

"Did | say sonething funny?" Tarrance, the nonlawer, the nonnegoti ator,



asked.

“"That's ridicul ous, Tarrance. You can't expect ne to walk away from a
gold nmine for half a million bucks. After taxes, | net three hundred

t housand at best."

"And if we close the gold mne and send all you Gucci-footed hotshots to
jail?"

“I'f. If. If. If you knew so nuch, why haven't you done sonethi ng? Voyl es
said you boys have been watching and waiting for seven years. That's
real good, Tarrance. Do you al ways nmove so fast?"

"Do you wanna take that chance, MDeere? Let's say it takes us another
five years, okay? After five years we bust the joint and send your ass

to jail. At that point it won't nmeke any difference how long it took us,
will it? The result will be the sane, Mtch."

"I"'msorry. | thought we were negotiating, not threatening."

“I"ve made you an offer.”

"Your offer is too | ow. You expect me to nmake a case that will hand you

hundreds of indictnments against a group of the sleaziest crimnals in
America, a case that could easily cost me ny life. And you offer a
pittance. Three million, at l|least."

Tarrance did not flinch or frown. He received the counteroffer with a
good, straight poker face, and Mtch, the negotiator, knew it was not
out of the ball park.

"That's a |l ot of money," Tarrance said, alnost to himself. "I don't
think we've ever paid that nuch."

"But you can, can't you?"

“I doubt it. I'Il have to talk to the Director."

"The Director! | thought you had conplete authority on this case. Are we
gonna run back and forth to the Director until we have a deal ?"

"What el se do you want ?"

"I"ve got a fewthings in mnd, but we won't discuss themuntil the
noney gets right."

The old man with the cane apparently had weak ki dneys. He stood again
and began the awkward wobble to the rear of the bus. Tarrance again
started his book. Mtch flipped through an old copy of Field & Stream
The Greyhound left the interstate in Knoxville two minutes before eight.
Tarrance | eaned cl oser and whi spered, "Take the front door out of the
terminal. You'll see a young man wearing an orange University of
Tennessee sweat suit standing beside a white Bronco. He'll recognize you
and call you Jeffrey. Shake hands like lost friends and get in the
Bronco. He'll take you to your car."

"Where is it?" Mtch whispered.

"Behi nd a dorm on canpus."

"Have they checked it for bugs?"

"I think so. Ask the man in the Bronco. If they were tracking you when
you | eft Menphis, they might be suspicious by now You should drive to
Cookeville. It's about a hundred nmiles this side of Nashville. There's a
Holiday Inn there. Spend the night and go see your brother tonorrow.
We'lIl be watching also, and if things look fishy, I'll find you Monday
nor ni ng. "

"When's the next bus ride?"

"Your wife's birthday is Tuesday. Make reservations for eight at
Grisanti's, that Italian place on Airways. At precisely nine, go to the
cigarette machine in the bar, insert six quarters and buy a pack of
anything. In the tray where the cigarettes are released, you will find a



cassette tape. Buy yourself one of those snmall tape players that joggers
wear with earphones and listen to the tape in your car, not at

home, and sure as hell not at the office. Use the earphones. Let your
wife listen toit. I'll be on the cassette, and I'll give you our top
dollar. I'Il also explain a few things. After you've listened to it a
few tines, dispose of it."

"This is rather elaborate, isn't it?"

"Yes, but we don't need to speak to each other for a couple of weeks.
They're watching and listening, Mtch. And they're very good. Don't
forget that."

"Don't worry."

"What was your football jersey number in high school ?"

"Fourteen."

"And col | ege?"

"Fourteen."

"Ckay. Your code numnber is 1-4-1-4. Thursday night, froma touch-tone
pay phone, call 757-6000. You'll get a voice that will |ead you through
alittle routine involving your code nunber. Once you're cleared, you
will hear my recorded voice, and I will ask you a series of questions.
We'll go fromthere."

"Why can't | just practice |aw?"

The bus pulled into the term nal and stopped. "I'm going on to
Atlanta," Tarrance said. "I will not see you for a couple of weeks. I|f
there's an energency, call one of the two nunbers | gave you before."
Mtch stood in the aisle and | ooked down at the agent. "Three mllion
Tarrance. Not a penny less. If you guys can spend billions fighting
organi zed crinme, surely you can find three mllion for ne. And,
Tarrance, | have a third option. | can disappear in the m ddle of the
ni ght, vanish into the air. If that happens, you and the Mroltos can
fight each other till hell freezes over, and I'll be playing dom noes in

t he Cari bbean."

"Sure, Mtch. You mght play a game or two, but they'd

find you within a week. And we wouldn't be there to protect you. So

| ong, buddy."

Mtch junmped fromthe bus and darted through the termn nal

AT eight-thirty A.M on Tuesday, Nina fornmed neat piles out of the
rubbl e and debris on his desk. She enjoyed this early-nmorning ritual of
strai ghtening the desk and pl anning his day. The appoi ntnent book | ay
unobstructed on a corner of his desk. She read fromit. "You have a very
busy day today, M. MDeere."

Mtch flipped through a file and tried to ignore her. "Every day is
busy. "

"You have a neeting at ten o' clock in M. Mhan's office on the Delta
Shi ppi ng appeal . "

"I can't wait," Mtch rmunbl ed.

"You have a neeting at eleven-thirty in M. Tolar's office on the
Greenbriar dissolution, and his secretary inforned ne it would | ast at
| east two hours."

"Why two hours?"

"I"'mnot paid to ask those questions, M. MDeere. If | do | night get
fired. At three-thirty, Victor MIligan wants to neet with you."

" About what ?"

"Again, M. MDeere, |I'mnot supposed to ask questions. And you're due
in Frank Mul holland's office downtown in fifteen mnutes."”



"Yes, | know. Where is it?"

"The Cotton Exchange Buil di ng. Four or five blocks up Front at Union
You' ve wal ked by it a hundred tines."

"Fi ne. \Wat else?"

“Shall 1 bring you something back from |l unch?"

“No, I'l'l grab a sandw ch downt own."

"Wonderful. Do you have everything for Ml holl and?"

He pointed to the heavy bl ack briefcase and said nothing. She left, and
seconds later Mtch wal ked down the hall, down the stairs and out the
front door. He paused for a second under a streetlight, then turned and
wal ked qui ckly toward downtown. The bl ack briefcase was in his right
hand, the burgundy eel-skin attache was in his left. The signal

In front of a green building with boarded wi ndows, he stopped next to a
fire hydrant. He waited a second, then crossed Front Street. Another

si gnal

On the ninth floor of the Cotton Exchange Buil di ng, Tammy G eenwood of
Greenwood Servi ces backed away fromthe wi ndow and put on her coat. She
| ocked the door behind her and pushed the el evator button. She waited.
She was about to encounter a man who could easily get her killed.

Mtch entered the | obby and went straight to the elevators. He noticed
no one in particular. A half dozen businessmen were in the process of
tal king as they cane and went. A wonan was whi spering into a pay phone.
A security guard loitered near the Union Avenue entrance. He pushed the
el evator button and waited, alone. As the door opened, a young clean-cut
Merrill Lynch type in a black suit and sparkling wing tips stepped into
the elevator. Mtch had hoped for a solitary ride upward.

Mul hol l and' s office was on the seventh floor. Mtch pushed the seven
button and ignored the kid in the black suit. As the el evator noved,
both men dutifully stared at the

bl i nki ng nunbers above the door. Mtch eased to the rear of the snall

el evator and set the heavy briefcase on the floor, next to his right
foot. The door opened on the fourth floor, and Tammy wal ked nervously
in. The kid glanced at her. Her attire was remarkably conservative. A
sinmple, short knit dress with no plunging necklines. No kinky shoes. Her
hair was tinted to a soft shade of red. He gl anced agai n and pushed the
CLCOSE DOOR button.

Tamry brought aboard a |arge black briefcase, identical to Mtch's. She
i gnored his eyes, stood next to him quietly setting it next to his. On
the seventh floor, Mtch grabbed her briefcase and | eft the elevator. On
the eighth floor, the cute young man in the black suit made his
departure, and on the ninth floor Tammy picked up the heavy bl ack
briefcase full of files from Bendini, Lanmbert & Locke and took it to her
of fice. She | ocked and bolted the door, quickly renmoved her coat and
went to the small room where the copier was waiting and runni ng. There
were seven files, each at least an inch thick. She laid themnneatly on
the folding table next to the copier and took the one marked "Koker-
Hanks to East Texas Pipe." She unhooked the alum num cl asp, renoved the
contents fromthe file and carefully placed the stack of docunents and
letters and notes into the automatic feed. She pushed the PRINT button
and watched as the machi ne nmade two perfect copies of everything.
Thirty minutes later, the seven files were returned to the briefcase.
The new files, fourteen of them were |ocked away in a fireproof file
cabinet hidden in a small closet, which was al so | ocked. Tammy pl aced
the briefcase near the door, and waited.



Frank Mul hol | and was a partner in a ten-man firmthat specialized in
banki ng and securities. His client was an old man who had founded and
built a chain of do-it-yourself

har dware stores and at one point had been worth eighteen nmillion before
his son and a renegade board of directors took control and forced him
into retirenent. The old man sued. The conpany countersued. Everybody
sued everybody, and the suits and countersuits had been hopel essly

deadl ocked for eighteen nonths. Now that the | awers were fat and happy,
it was tinme to talk settlenent. Bendini, Lanbert & Locke handled the tax
advice for the son and the new board, and two nmonths earlier Avery had

i ntroduced Mtch to the hostilities. The plan was to offer the old nman a
five-mllion-dollar package of comon stock, convertible warrants and a
f ew bonds.

Mul hol | and was not inpressed with the plan. His client was not greedy,
he expl ai ned repeatedly, and he knew he woul d never regain control of
the conpany. His conpany, remenber. But five nmillion was not enough. Any
jury of any degree of intelligence would be synpathetic to the old man,
and a fool could see the |awsuit was worth at |east, well ... at |east
twenty mllion

After an hour of sliding proposals and offers and counteroffers across
Mul hol | and' s desk, Mtch had increased the package to eight mllion and
the old man's | awer said he m ght consider fifteen. Mtch politely
repacked his attache case and Mil hol |l and politely escorted himto the
door. They prom sed to neet again in a week. They shook hands |i ke best
friends.

The el evator stopped on the fifth floor, and Tammy wal ked casual |y
inside. It was enpty, except for Mtch. Wen the door closed, he said,
"“Any probl ens?"

"Nope. Two copies are | ocked away."

"How long did it take?"

"Thirty mnutes.”

It stopped on the fourth floor, and she picked up the enpty briefcase.
"Noon tonorrow?" she asked.

"Yes," he replied. The door opened and she di sappeared onto the fourth
floor. He rode alone to the | obby, which was enpty except for the sane
security guard. Mtchell MDeere, Attorney and Counsel or at Law, hurried
fromthe building with a heavy briefcase in each hand and wal ked

i mportantly back to his office.

The cel ebration of Abby's twenty-fifth birthday was rather subdued.
Through the dimcandlelight in a dark corner of Gisanti's, they

whi spered and tried to smile at each other. It was difficult. Somewhere
at that nmonment in the restaurant an invisible FBI agent was hol ding a
cassette tape that he would insert into a cigarette machine in the

| ounge at precisely nine o' clock, and Mtch was supposed to be there
seconds later to retrieve it wi thout being seen or caught by the bad
guys, whoever they were and whatever they | ooked |ike. And the tape
woul d reveal just how much cold hard cash the MDeeres would receive in
return for evidence and a subsequent |ife on the run

They picked at their food, tried to snile and carry on an extended
conversation, but mainly they fidgeted and gl anced at their watches. The
di nner was brief. By eight forty-five they were finished with the
plates. Mtch left in the direction of the rest room and he stared into
the dark | ounge as he wal ked by. The cigarette machine was in the
corner, exactly where it should be.



They ordered coffee, and at exactly nine Mtch returned to the |ounge,
to the machi ne, where he nervously inserted six quarters and pulled the
| ever under Marl boro Lights, in nenory of Eddie Lomax. He quickly
reached into* the tray, took the cigarettes and, fishing around in the
darkness, found the cassette tape. The pay tel ephone next to the machi ne
rang, and he junped. He turned and surveyed the |ounge. It was enpty
except for two nmen at the bar watch-

ing the television behind and above the bartender. Drunk | aughter

expl oded from a dark corner far away.

Abby watched every step and nove until he sat across from her. She

rai sed her eyebrows. "And?"

"I got it. Your basic black Sony cassette tape." Mtch sipped coffee and
sm |l ed i nnocently while quickly surveying the crowded di ning room No
one was watching. No one cared.

He handed the check and the American Express card to the waiter. "W're
in a hurry," he said rudely. The waiter returned within seconds. Mtch
scri bbl ed his nane.

The BMW was indeed wired. Heavily wired. Tarrance's gang had very
quietly and very thoroughly examned it with nmagnifying glasses while
waiting for the Greyhound four days earlier. Expertly wired, with
terribly expensive equi prment capabl e of hearing and recording the
slightest sniffle or . cough. But the bugs could only |isten and record;
they could not track. Mtch thought that was awfully nice of them just
to listen but not follow the nmovements of the BMW

It left the parking lot of Gisanti's with no conversation between its
occupants. Abby carefully opened a portable tape recorder and placed the
cassette inside. She handed Mtch the earphones, which he, stuck onto
hi s head. She pushed the PLAY button. She watched himas he |listened and
drove aimessly toward the interstate.

The voi ce bel onged to Tarrance: "Hello, Mtch. Today is Tuesday, March
9, sonetine after nine P.M Happy Birthday to your lovely wife. This
tape will run about ten minutes, and | instruct you to listen to it
carefully, once or twice, then dispose of it. | had a face-to-face
nmeeting with Director Voyles |ast Sunday and briefed himon everything.
By the way, | enjoyed the bus ride. Director Voyles is very pleased with
the way things are going, but he thinks we've tal ked | ong enough. He
wants to cut a deal, and rather

qui ckly. He explained to me in no uncertain terns that we have never
paid three mllion dollars and we're not about to pay it to you. He
cussed a lot, but to nmake a long story short, Director Voyles said we
could pay a million cash, no nore. He said the noney woul d be deposited
in a Sw ss bank and no one, not even the IRS, would ever know about it.
A nmllion dollars, tax-free. That's our best deal, and Voyles said you
can go to hell if you said no. W're gonna bust that little firm Mtch
with or wthout you."

Mtch smled grimy and stared at the traffic racing past themon the 1-
240 | oop. Abby watched for a sign, a signal, a grunt or groan, anything
to indicate good news or bad. She said nothing.

The voice continued: "W'IIl take care of you, Mtch. You'll have access
to FBI protection anytinme you think you need it. We'IIl check on you
periodically, if you want. And if you want to nove on to another city
after a few years, we'll take care of it. You can nove every five years
if you want, and we'll pick up the tab and find jobs for you. Good jobs
with the VA or Social Security or Postal Service. Voyles said we'd even



find you a high-paying job with a private governnment contractor. You
name it, Mtch, and it's yours. OF course, we'll provide new identities
for you and your wife, arid you can change every year if you desire. No
problem O if you got a better idea, we'll listen. You- wanna live in
Europe or Australia, just say so. You'll get special treatnment. | know
we're promising a lot, Mtch, but we're dead serious and we'll put it in
writing. We'll pay a million in cash, tax-free, and set you up wherever
you choose. So that's the deal. And in return, you nmust hand us , and
the Moroltos. We'll talk about that later. For now, your tinme is up
Voyl es i s breathing down ny neck, and things nmust happen quickly. Cal

me at that nunber Thursday ni ght at

nine fromthe pay phone next to the nen's rest roomin Houston's on
Poplar. So long, Mtch."

He sliced a finger across his throat, and Abby pushed the STOP button,
then REW ND. He handed her the earphones, and she began to listen
intently.

It was an innocent walk in the park, two | ovebirds hol di ng hands and
strolling casually through the cool, clear noonlight. They stopped by a
cannon and gazed at the nmjestic river inching ever so slowy toward New
Ol eans. The sane cannon where the | ate Eddi e Lomax once stood in a

sl eet storm and delivered one of his |ast investigative reports.

Abby held the cassette in her hand and watched the river below She had
listened to it twice and refused to leave it in the car, where who knows
who nmight snatch it. After weeks of practicing silence, and then
speaki ng only outdoors, words were beconing difficult.

"You know, Abby," Mtch finally said as he tapped the wooden wheel of
the cannon, "I've always wanted to work with the post office. | had an
uncl e once who was a rural mail carrier. That would be neat."

It was a ganble, this attenpt at hunor. But it worked. She hesitated for
three seconds, then | aughed slightly, and he could tell she indeed

t hought it was funny. "Yeah, and | could nop floors in a VA hospital."
“You woul dn't have to nop floors. You could change bedpans, sonething
meani ngful , something inconspicuous. We'd live in a neat little white
frame house on Maple Street in Oraha. |'d be Harvey and you' d be Thel ma,
and we'd need a short, unassum ng | ast nane."

"Poe," Abby added.

"That's great. Harvey and Thel na Poe. The Poe family. W'd have a
mllion dollars in the bank but couldn't spend a di me because everyone
on Maple Street would know it and

then we'd becone different, which is the last thing we want."

“I'"d get a nose job."

"But your nose is perfect."

"Abby's nose is perfect, but what about Thelnma's? We'd have to get it
fixed, don't you think?"

"Yeah, | suppose." He was i mediately tired of the hunor and becane

qui et. Abby stepped in front of him and he draped his arns over her
shoul ders. They watched a tug quietly push a hundred barges under the
bri dge. An occasional cloud di med the nmoonlight, and the cool w nds
fromthe west rose intermttently, then dissipated.

"Do you believe Tarrance?" Abby asked.

“I'n what way?"

"Let's suppose you do nothing. Do you believe one day they' Il eventually
infiltrate ?"

“I"'mafraid not to believe."



"So we take the nobney and run?"

"It's easier for me to take the noney and run, Abby. | have nothing to
| eave behind. For you, it's different. You'll never see your fanmly
again."

"Where would we go?"

"I do not know. But | wouldn't want to stay in this country. The feds
cannot be trusted entirely. I'll feel safer in another country, but |
won't tell Tarrance."

"What's the next step?”

"We cut a deal, then quickly go about the job of gathering enough
information to sink the ship. | have no idea what they want, but | can
find it for them Wen Tarrance has enough, we di sappear. W take our
noney, get our nose jobs and di sappear."”

"How nuch noney?"

“"More than a million. They're playing games with the noney. It's al
negoti abl e.”

"How nuch will we get?"

"Two mllion cash, tax-free. Not a dime less."

"WIIl they pay it?"

"Yes, but that's not the question. The question is, will we take it and
run?"

She was cold, and he draped his coat over her shoulders. He held her
tightly. "It's a rotten deal, Mtch," she said, "but at |east we'll be
t oget her."

"The nane's Harvey, not Mtch."

"Do you think we'll be safe, Harvey?"

"We're not safe here."

"I don't like it here. I'mlonely and scared."”

"I"'mtired of being a | awer."

"Let's take the nobney and haul ass."

"You' ve got a deal, Thelnma."

She handed the cassette tape to him He glanced at it, then threwit far
bel ow, beyond Riverside Drive, in the direction of the river. They held
hands and strolled quickly through the park toward the BMW parked on
Front Street.

FOR only the second tinme in his career, Mtch was allowed to visit the
pal atial dining roomon the fifth floor. Avery's invitation came with
the explanation that the partners were all quite inpressed with the
seventy-one hours per week he averaged in billing for the nonth of
February, and thus they wi shed to offer the small reward of lunch. It
was an invitation no associate could turn down, regardl ess of schedul es
and neetings and clients and deadlines and all the other terribly

i mportant and urgently critical aspects of careers at Bendini, Lanbert &
Locke. Never in history had an associate said no to an invitation to the
di ning room Each received two invitations per year. Records were kept.
Mtch had two days to prepare for it. His first inpulse was to decline,
and when Avery first nmentioned it a dozen | ame excuses crossed his mnd.
Eating and smiling and chatting and fraternizing with crimnals, f
egardl ess of how rich and polished, was | ess attractive than sharing a
bow of soup with a honel ess down at the bus station. But to say no
woul d be a grievous breach of tradition. And as things were going, his
novenents were al ready suspici ous enough.

So he sat with his back to the window and forced sniles and small talk
in the direction of Avery and Royce M-Knight and, of course, Qiver



Lanbert. He knew he would eat at the sane table with those three. Knew
it for two days.

He knew they woul d watch himcarefully but nonchalantly, trying to
detect any |l oss of enthusiasm or cynicism or hopel essness. Anything,
really. He knew they would hang on his every word, regardl ess of what he
said. He knew they woul d | avi sh prai se and prom ses upon his weary

shoul ders.

A iver Lanbert had never been nore charm ng. Seventy-one hours a week
for a February for an associate was a firmrecord, he said as Roosevelt
served prine rib. Al the partners were anazed, and delighted, he
expl ai ned softly while glancing around the room Mtch forced a smle
and sliced his serving. The other partners, anmazed or indifferent, were
talking idly and concentrating on the food. Mtch counted ei ghteen
active partners and seven retirees, those with the khakis and sweaters
and rel axed | ooks about them

"You have remarkabl e stamina, Mtch," Royce M-Knight said with a

mout hful . He nodded politely. Yes, yes, | practice ny stanmina all the
time, he thought to hinself. As much as possible, he kept his mind off
Joe Hodge and Marty Kozinski and the other three dead | awers
menorialized on the wall downstairs. But it was inpossible to keep his
mnd off the pictures of the girl in the sand, and he wondered if they
all knew. Had they all seen the pictures? Passed them around during one
of these little lunches when it was just the partners and no guests?
DeVasher had promised to keep themto hinself, but what's a pronmise from
a thug? OF course they'd seen them Voyles said every partner and nost
of the associates were in on the conspiracy.

For a man with no appetite, he managed the food nicely. He even buttered
and devoured an extra roll, just to appear normal. Nothing wong with
hi s appetite.

"So you and Abby are going to the Caymans next week?" O iver Lanbert

sai d.

"Yes. It's her spring break, and we booked one of the condos two nonths
ago. Looking forward to it."

"It's a terrible time to go," Avery said in disgust. "W're a nonth
behind ri ght now "

"We're always a nonth behind, Avery. So what's another week? | guess you
want me to take my files with nme?"

"Not a bad idea. | always do."
"Don"t do it, Mtch," Oiver Lanmbert said in nock protest. "This place
wi |l be standing when you return. You and Abby deserve a week to

yoursel ves. "

"You'll/love it down there," Royce MKnight said, as if Mtch hap never
been and that thing on the beach didn't happen and no one knew anyt hi ng
about any phot ographs.

"When do you | eave?" Lanmbert asked.

"Sunday norning. Early."

"Are you taking the Lear?"

"No. Delta nonstop."

Lanbert and McKni ght exchanged qui ck | ooks that Mtch was not supposed
to see. There were other |ooks fromthe other tables, occasional quick
glances filled with curiosity that Mtch had caught since he entered the
room He was there to be noticed.

"Do you scuba-dive?" asked Lanmbert, still thinking about the Lear versus
the Delta nonstop.



"No, but we plan to do sonme snorkeling."

"There's a guy on Rum Point, on the north end, nane of Adrian Bench
who's got a great dive |odge and will certify you in one week. It's a
hard week, lot of instruction, but it's worth it."

In other words, stay away from Abanks, Mtch thought. "What's the nane
of the | odge?" he asked.

"Rum Point Divers. Great place."

Mtch frowned intelligently as if making a nmental note of this hel pfu
advi ce. Suddenly, Oiver Lanmbert was hit with sadness. "Be careful
Mtch. It brings back nmenories of Marty and Joe."

Avery and MKnight stared at their plates in a split-second nenorial to
the dead boys. Mtch swallowed hard and al nost sneered at Qi ver
Lanmbert. But he kept a straight face, even managed to | ook sad with the
rest of them Marty and Joe and their young w dows and fatherl ess
children. Marty and Joe, two young wealthy | awers expertly killed and
renoved before they could talk. Marty and Joe, two prom sing sharks
eaten by their own. Voyles had told Mtch to think of Marty and Joe
whenever he saw O iver Lanbert.

And now, for a nmere mllion bucks, he was expected to do what Marty and
Joe were about to do, without getting caught. Perhaps a year from now

t he next new associate would be sitting here and watching the saddened
partners tal k about young Mtch MDeere and his remarkabl e stam na and
what a helluva | awer he woul d have been but for the accident. How many
woul d they kill?

He wanted two million. Plus a couple of other itens.

After an hour of inmportant talk and good food, the |lunch began breaking
up as partners excused thensel ves, spoke to Mtch and |left the room
They were proud of him they said. He was their brightest star of the
future. The future of Ben-dini, Lanbert & Locke. He smiled and thanked
t hem

About the tinme Roosevelt served the banana cream pie and coffee, Tammy
Gr eenwood Henphill of Greenwood Services parked her dirty brown Rabbit
behi nd the shiny Peugeot in the St. Andrew s Epi scopal School parking
lot. She left the nmotor running. She took four steps, stuck a key into
the trunk of the Peugeot and renoved the heavy bl ack briefcase. She
slammed the trunk and sped away in the Rabbit. Froma small w ndow in
the teachers' |ounge, Abby sipped coffee and stared through the trees,
across the playground and into the parking lot in the distance. She
coul d

barely see her car. She sniled and checked her watch. Twelve-thirty, as
pl anned.

Tamry weaved her way carefully through the noon traffic in the direction
of downtown. Driving was tedi ous when watching the rearview mrror. As
usual , she saw not hing. She parked in her designated place across the
street fromthe Cotton Exchange Buil di ng.

There were nine files in this | oad. She arranged them neatly on the

fol ding table and began maki ng copies. Sigalas Partners, Lettie Plunk
Trust, HandyMan Hardware and two files bound | ocosely with a thick rubber
band and marked AVERY'S FILES. She ran two copies of every sheet of
paper in the files and neticul ously put them back together. In a | edger
book, she entered the date, tinme and nane of each file. There were now
twenty-nine entries. He said there would eventually be about forty. She
pl aced one copy of each file into the | ocked and hi dden cabinet in the
cl oset, then repacked the briefcase with the original files and one copy



of each.

Pursuant to his instructions, a week earlier she had rented in her name
a twel ve-by-twel ve storage room at the Sumrer Avenue M ni Storage. It
was fourteen mles fromdowntown, and thirty minutes |later she arrived
and unl ocked nunmber 38C. In a small cardboard box she placed the other
copies of the nine files and scribbled the date on the end of the flap
She placed it next to three other boxes on the floor

At exactly 3 P.M, she wheeled into the parking |ot, stopped behind the
Peugeot, opened its trunk and left the briefcase where she'd found it.
Seconds later, Mtch stepped fromthe front door of the Bendini Building
and stretched his arns. He breathed deeply and gazed up and down Front
Street. A lovely spring day. Three bl ocks to the north and nine floors
up, in the window, he noticed the blinds had been pulled all the way
down. The signal. Good. Everything's fine. He smled to hinmself, and
returned to his office.

At three o' clock the next norning, Mtch eased out of bed and quietly
pulled on a pair of faded jeans, flannel |aw school shirt, white

i nsul ated socks and a pair of old work boots. He wanted to | ook like a
truck driver. Wthout a word, he kissed Abby, who was awake, and |eft

t he house. East Meadowbr ook was deserted, as were all the streets

bet ween home and the interstate. Surely they would not follow him at
this hour.

He drove Interstate 55 south for twenty-five mles to Senatobia,

M ssi ssippi. A busy, all-night truck stop called the 4-55 shone brightly
a hundred yards fromthe four-lane. He darted through the trucks to the
rear where a hundred senis were parked for the night. He stopped next to
the Truck Wash bay and waited. A dozen ei ghteen-wheel ers i nched and
weaved around the punps.

A bl ack guy wearing a Fal cons football cap stepped from around the
corner and stared at the BMN Mtch recogni zed himas the agent in the
bus term nal in Knoxville. He killed the engine and stepped fromthe
car.

"McDeere?" the agent asked.

"Of course. \Wo el se? Where's Tarrance?"

"Inside in a booth by the window. He's waiting."

Mtch opened the door and handed the keys to the agent. "Were are you
taking it?"

"Down the road a little piece. W'll take care of it. You were clean
com ng out of Menphis. Relax."

He clinmbed into the car, eased between two di esel punps and headed for
the interstate. Mtch watched his little BMNdi sappear as he entered the
truck-stop cafe. It was three forty-five.

The noisy roomwas filled with heavy nmi ddl e-aged nen

drinki ng coffee and eating store-bought pies. They picked their teeth
with colored toothpicks and tal ked of bass fishing and politics back at
the terminal. Many spoke with | oud Northern twangs. Merle Haggard wail ed
fromthe jukebox.

The | awer noved awkwardly toward the rear until he saw in an unlit
corner a familiar face hidden beneath aviator's sunshades and the same
M chi gan State baseball cap. Then the face sniled. Tarrance was hol di ng
a menu and watching the front door. Mtch slid into the booth.

"Hel l o, good buddy," Tarrance said. "How s the truckin' ?"

"Wonderful. | think I prefer the bus, though."

"Next tinme we'll try a train or sonething. Just for variety. Laney get



your car?"

"Laney?"

"The bl ack dude. He's an agent, you know. "

"We haven't been properly introduced. Yes, he's got nmy car. \Were is he
taking it?"

"Down the interstate. He'll be back in an hour or so. W'll try to have
you on the road by five so you can be at the office by six. W'd hate to
nmess up your day."

"It's already shot to hell."

A partially crippled waitress named Dot anmbl ed by and demanded to know
what they wanted. Just coffee. A surge of Roadway drivers swarmed in the
front door and filled up the cafe. Merle could barely be heard.

"So how are the boys at the office?" Tarrance asked cheerfully.
"Everything's fine. The neters are ticking as we speak and everyone's
getting richer. Thanks for asking."

“"No problem"”

"How s ny old pal Voyles doing?" Mtch asked.

"He's quite anxious, really. He called ne twi ce today and repeated for
the tenth time his desire to have an answer

fromyou. Said you'd had plenty of tine and all that. | told himto

rel ax. Told himabout our little roadside rendezvous toni ght and he got
real excited. |'m supposed to call himin four hours, to be exact."

"Tell hima mllion bucks won't do it, Tarrance. You boys like to brag
about spending billions fighting organized crime, so | say throw a
little ny way. What's a couple of mllion cash to the federa

gover nment ?"

"So it's a couple of mllion now?"

"Dammed right it's a couple of mllion. And not a dine less. | want a
mllion nowand a mllion later. I'min the process of copying all of ny

files, and | should be finished in a few days. Legitimate files,

think. If I gave themto anyone |'d be permanently disbarred. So when
give themto you, | want the first mllion. Let's just call it good-
faith nmoney."

"How do you want it paid?"

"Deposited in an account in a bank in Zurich. But we'll discuss the
details later."

Dot slid two saucers onto the table and dropped two misnmatched cups on
them She poured froma height of three feet and splashed coffee in al
directions. "Free refills," she grunted, and left.

"And the second mllion?" Tarrance asked, ignoring the coffee.

"When you and | and Voyl es decide |'ve supplied you with enough
docunents to get the indictnments, then | get half. After | testify for
the last tinme, | get the other half. That's incredibly fair, Tarrance."
"It is. You' ve got a deal."

Mtch breathed deeply, and felt weak. A deal. A contract. An agreenent.
One that could never be put in witing, but one that was terribly

enf orceabl e nonet hel ess. He sipped the

coffee but didn't taste it. They had agreed on the nbney. He was on a
roll. Keep pushing.

"And there's one other thing, Tarrance."

The head | owered and turned slightly to the right. "Yeah?""

Mtch | eaned closer, resting on his forearns. "It won't cost you a dineg,
and you boys can pull it off with no sweat. Okay?"

"“I'"'mlistening."



"My brother Ray is at Brushy Muntain. Seven years until parole. | want
hi mout . "

"That's ridiculous, Mtch. We can do a |lot of things, but we damed sure
can't parole state prisoners. Federal maybe, but not state. No way."
"Listen to nme, Tarrance, and listen good. If |I hit the road with the
Mafia on ny tail, my brother goes with nme. Sort of |ike a package deal

And | know if Director Voyles wants himout of prison, he'll get out of
prison. | know that. Now, you boys just figure out a way to neke it
happen. "

"But we have no authority to interfere with state prisoners.”

Mtch smled and returned to his coffee. "Janes Earl Ray escaped from
Brushy Muntain. And he had no help fromthe outside."

"Ch, that's great. We attack the prison |ike conmandos and rescue your
brot her. Beautiful."

"Don't play dunmb with ne, Tarrance. It's not negotiable."

"All right, all right. 1'll see what | can do. Anything else? Any nore
surprises?”

"No, just questions about where we go and what we do. Where do we hide
initially? Where do we hide during the trials? Were do we"live for the
rest of our lives? Just mnor questions |ike that."

"We can discuss it later."

"What di d Hodge and Kozi nski tell you?"

“"Not enough. We've got a notebook, a rather thick notebook, in which
we' ve accunul ated and i ndexed everythi ng we know about the Mroltos and

Most of it's Morolto crap, their organization, key people, illega
activities and so on. You need to read it all before we start to work."
"Whi ch, of course, will be after |'ve received the first nillion."

"Of course. \When can we see your files?"
“I'n about a week. |'ve managed to copy four files that belong to someone
else. | may get ny hands on a few nore of those."

"Who' s doing the copyi ng?"
"None of your business."
Tarrance thought for a second and let it pass. "How many files?"

"Between forty and fifty. | have to sneak themout a few at a tinme. Sone
I've worked on for eight nonths, others only a week or so. As far as |
can tell, they're all legitinate clients.”

"How nmany of these clients have you personally net?"

"Two or three."

"Don't bet they're all legitimte. Hodge told us about sone dumry files,
or sweat files as they are known to the partners, that have been around
for years and every new associate cuts his teeth on them heavy files
that require hundreds of hours and nake the rookies feel like rea

| awyers. "

"Sweat files?"

"That's what Hodge said. It's an easy game, Mtch. They lure you with
the noney. They snother you with work that | ooks legitimate and for the
nost part probably is legitimte.

Then, after a few years, you've unwittingly becone a part of the
conspiracy. You're nailed, and there's no getting out. Even you, Mtch
You started work in July, eight nonths ago, and you've probably already
touched a few of the dirty files. You didn't know.it, had no reason to
suspect it. But they've already set you up."

"Two nmillion, Tarrance. Two nmillion and my brother."

Tarrance sipped the | ukewarm coffee and ordered a pi ece of coconut pie



as Dot cane within earshot. He glanced at his watch and surveyed the
crowd of truckers, all snoking cigarettes and drinking coffee and
gossi pi ng.

He adj usted the sunglasses. "So what do | tell M. Voyles?"

"Tell himwe ain't got a deal until he agrees to get Ray out of prison.
No deal, Tarrance."

"We can probably work sonething out."

“I'"'m confident you can."

"When do you | eave for the Caymans?"

"Early Sunday. Why?"

"Just curious, that's all."

"Well, 1'd like to know how nmany different groups will be follow ng ne
down there. |Is that asking too much? |'msure we'll attract a crowd, and
frankly, we had hoped for a little privacy."

"Fi rm condo?"

"Of course."

"Forget privacy. It's probably got nore wires than a switchboard. Mybe
even sone caneras."

"That's conforting. We might stay a couple of nights at Abanks Dive
Lodge. If you boys are in the nei ghborhood, stop by for a drink."

"Very funny. If we're there, it'll be for a reason. And you won't know
it."

Tarrance ate the pie in three bites. He left two bucks on

the table and they wal ked to the dark rear of the truck stop. The dirty
asphalt pavenent vibrated under the steady hum of an acre of diesel

engi nes. They waited in the dark.

“I''l'l talk to Voyles in a few hours," Tarrance said. "Wy don't you and
your wife take a | eisurely Saturday-afternoon drive tonorrow. "

"Anypl ace in particul ar?"”

"Yeah. There's a town called Holly Springs thirty miles east of here.

O d place, full of antebellum hones and Confederate history. Wonen | ove
to drive around and | ook at the old mansions. Make your appearance
around four o'clock and we'll find you. Qur buddy Laney will be driving
a bright red Chevy Blazer with Tennessee plates. Follow him We'Ill find
a place and talk."

"Is it safe?"

"Trust us. If we see or snell sonething, we'll break off. Drive around
town for an hour, and if you don't see Laney, grab a sandw ch and go
back hone. You'll know they were too close. W won't take chances."

"Thanks. A great bunch of guys."

Laney eased around the corner in the BMV and junped out. "Everything's
clear. No trace of anyone."

"Good," Tarrance said. "See you tonorrow, Mtch. Happy truckin' ." They
shook hands.

"I't's not negotiable, Tarrance," Mtch said again.

"You can call nme Wayne. See you tonorrow. "

THE bl ack thunderheads and driving rain had |ong since cleared the
tourists from Seven M| e Beach when the MDeeres, soaked and tired,
arrived at the |uxury condom ni um dupl ex. Mtch backed the rented

M t subi shi jeep over the curb, across the small lawn and up to the front
door. Unit B. His first visit had been to Unit A They appeared to be

i dentical, except for the paint and trim The key fit, and they grabbed
and threw |l uggage as the clouds burst and the rain grew thicker

Once inside and dry, they unpacked in the master bedroom upstairs with a



| ong bal cony facing the wet beach. Cautious with their words, they

i nspected the town house and checked out each room and cl oset. The
refrigerator was enpty, but the bar was very well stocked. Mtch m xed
two drinks, rum and Coke, in honor of the islands. They sat on the

bal cony with their feet in the rain and watched the ocean churn and
spill toward the shore. Rumheads was quiet and barely visible in the
di stance. Two natives sat at the bar, drinking and watching the sea.
"That's Rumheads over there," Mtch said, pointing with his drink.
"Rumheads?"

"I told you about it. It's a hot spot where tourists drink and the

| ocal s play dom noes."

"I see." Abby was uni npressed. She yawned and sank |ower into the

pl astic chair. She closed her eyes.

"Oh, this is great, Abby. Qur first trip out of the country, our first
real honeynmoon, and you're asleep ten mnutes after we hit land."
"I"'mtired, Mtch. | packed all night while you were sleeping."”

"You packed ei ght suitcases-six for you and two for nme. You packed every
garnment we own. No wonder you were awake all night."

“I don't want to run out of clothes."

"Run out ? How many bikinis did you pack? Ten? Twel ve?"

"Six."

"Great. One a day. Why don't you put one on?"

"What ?"

"You heard ne. Go put on that little blue one with high legs and a
couple of strings around front, the one that weighs half a gram and cost
si xty bucks and your buns hang out when you wal k. | wanna see it."
"Mtch, it's raining. You've brought me here to this island during the
nonsoon season. Look at those clouds. Dark and thick and extrenely

stationary. | won't need any bikinis this week."
Mtch smled and began rubbing her legs. "I rather like the rain. In
fact, | hope it rains all week. It'll keep us inside, in the bed,

sipping rumand trying to hurt each other."

"“I"m shocked. You nean you actually want sex? We've al ready done it once
this nmonth."

"Twi ce. "

"I thought you wanted to snorkel and scuba-dive all week."

"Nope. There's probably a shark out there waiting for ne."

The wi nds bl ew harder and the bal cony was being drenched. "Let's go take
of f our clothes,” Mtch said.

After an hour, the storm began to nove. The rain slackened, then turned
to a soft drizzle, then it was gone. The sky lightened as the dark, |ow
clouds left the tiny island and headed northeast, toward Cuba. Shortly
before its schedul ed departure over the horizon, the sun suddenly
energed for a brief encore. It enptied the beach cottages and town hones
and condos and hotel roons as the tourists strolled through the sand
toward the water. Rumheads was suddenly packed with dart throwers and
thirsty beachconbers. The domi no gane picked up where it had left off.
The reggae band next door at the Palns tuned up

Mtch and Abby wal ked ai m essly along the edge of the water in the
general direction of Georgetown, away fromthe spot where the girl had
been. He thought of her occasionally, and of the photographs. He had
deci ded she was a pro and had been paid by DeVasher to seduce and
conquer him' in front of the hidden cameras. He did not expect to see
her this tinme.



As if on cue, the music stopped, the beach strollers froze and wat ched,
the noi se at Rumheads quietened as all eyes turned to watch the sun neet
the water. Gray and white clouds, the trailing remants of the storm
lay | ow on the horizon and sank with the sun. Slowy they turned shades
of orange and yell ow and red, pale shades at first, then, suddenly,
brilliant tones. For a few brief moments, the sky was a canvas and the
sun splashed its awesone array of colors with bold strokes. Then the

bri ght orange ball touched the water and within seconds was gone. The

cl ouds becane bl ack and di ssipated. A Cayman sunset.

Wth great fear and caution, Abby slowy maneuvered the jeep through the
early-nmorning traffic in the shopping district. She was from Kentucky.
She had never driven on the left side of the road for any substantia
period of time. Mtch gave directions and watched the rearview nmrror.
The narrow streets and si dewal ks were already crowded with tourists

wi ndow shoppi ng for duty-free china, crystal, perfunme, caneras and

jewelry.

Mtch pointed to a hidden side street, and the jeep darted between two
groups of tourists. He kissed her on the cheek. "I'lIl neet you right
here at five."

"Be careful," she said. "I'lIl go to the bank, then stay on the beach

near the condo."

He sl ammed the door and di sappeared between two small shops. The all ey
led to a wider street that |led to Hogsty Bay. He ducked into a crowded
T-shirt store filled with racks and rows of tourist shirts and straw
hats and sungl asses. He sel ected a gaudy green-and-orange flowered shirt
and a Panama hat. Two minutes |ater he darted fromthe store into the
back seat of a passing taxi. "Airport," he said. "And nmeke it quick

Wat ch your tail. Soneone may be follow ng."

The driver nmade no response, just eased past the bank buil dings and out
of town. Ten minutes |later he stopped in front of the termn nal

"“Anybody follow us?" Mtch asked, pulling noney from his pocket.

“"No, nmon. Four dollars and ten cents."

Mtch threw a five over the seat and wal ked quickly into the term nal
The Cayman Airways flight to Cayman Brae would | eave at nine. At a gift
shop Mtch bought a cup of coffee and hid between two rows of shelves
filled with souvenirs. He watched the waiting area and saw no one. O
course, he had no idea what they |ooked Iike, but he saw no one sniffing
around and searching for |ost people. Perhaps

they were following the jeep or conbing the shopping district |ooking
for him Perhaps.

For seventy-five Cayman dollars he had reserved the | ast seat on the

t en- passenger, three-engine Trislandef. Abby had nade the reservation by
pay phone the night they arrived. At the |ast possible second, he jogged
fromthe terminal onto the tarmac and clinbed on board. The pil ot

sl ammed and | ocked the doors, and they taxied down the runway. No ot her
pl anes were visible. A small hangar sat to the right.

The ten tourists admired the brilliant blue sea and said little during
the twenty-minute flight. As they approached Cayman Brae, the pil ot
becanme the tour guide and made a wide circle around the small island. He
paj d special attention to the tall bluffs that fell into the sea on the

east end. Wthout the bluffs, he said, the island would be as flat as
Grand Caynman. He | anded the plane softly on a narrow asphalt strip.

Next to the small white frame building with the word Al RPORT pai nted on
all sides, a clean-cut Caucasian waited and watched the passengers



qui ckly di sembark. He was Rick Acklin, Special Agent, and sweat dripped
fromhis nose and glued his shirt to his back. He stepped slightly
forward. "Mtch," he said alnost to hinself.

Mtch hesitated and then wal ked over.

“Car's out front," Acklin said.

"Where's Tarrance?" Mtch | ooked around.

"He's waiting."

"Does the car have air conditioning?"

"Afraid not. Sorry."

The car was mnus air, power anything and signal lights. It was a 1974
LTD, and Acklin explained as they foll owed the dusty road that there
sinmply was not nmuch of a selection of rental cars on Caynan Brae. And
the reason the U.S. governnment had rented the car was because he and
Tarrance

had been unable to find a taxi. They were lucky to find a room on such
| ate noti ce.

The smal |l neat honmes were cl oser together, and sea appeared. They parked
in the sand parking |lot of an establishnment called Brae Divers. An aging
pier jutted into the water and anchored a hundred boats of all sizes. To
the west along the beach a dozen thatched-roof cabins sat two feet above
t he sand and housed di vers who came from around the world. Next to the
pi er was an open-air bar, naneless, but conplete with a domi no gane and
a dartboard. Gak-and-brass fans hung fromthe ceiling through the
rafters and rotated slowy and silently, cooling the dom no players and
t he bartender.

Wayne Tarrance sat at a table by hinself drinking a Coke and watching a
dive crew |l oad a thousand identical yellow tanks fromthe pier onto a
boat. Even for a tourist, his dress was hysterical. Dark sunglasses with
yel l ow franmes, brown straw sandals, obviously brand-new, wth bl ack
socks, a tight Hawaiian luau shirt with twenty [oud colors and a pair of
gold gym shorts that were very old and very short and covered little of
the shiny, sickly-white | egs under the table. He waved his Coke at the
two enpty chairs.

“"Nice shirt, Tarrance," Mtch said in undi sgui sed anusenent.

"Thanks. You gotta real w nner yourself."

"Nice tan too."

"Yeah, yeah. CGotta | ook the part, you know. "

The waiter hovered nearby and waited for themto speak. Acklin ordered a
Coke. Mtch said he wanted a Coke with a splash of rumin it. Al three
becanme engrossed with the dive boat and the divers |oading their bulky
gear.

"What happened in Holly Springs?" Mtch finally asked.

"Sorry, we couldn't help it. They followed you out of

Menphi s and had two cars waiting in Holly Springs. W couldn't get near
you. "

"Did you and your wife discuss the trip before you left?" asked Acklin.
"I think so. W probably nmentioned it around the house a coupl e of
times."

Acklin seened satisfied. "They were certainly ready for you. A green
Skyl ark foll owed you for about twenty nmiles, then got lost. W called it
of f then."

Tarrance sipped his Coke and said, "Late Saturday night the Lear |eft
Menphi s and flew nonstop to Grand Caynman. We think two or three of the
goons were on board. The plane left early Sunday norning and returned to



Menphi s. "

"So they're here and they're follow ng us?"

"Of course. They probably had one or two people on the plane with you
and Abby. M ght have been nen, wonen or both. Could' ve been a bl ack dude
or an oriental woman. Who knows? Renmenber, Mtch, they have plenty of
noney. There are two that we recognize. One was in Washi ngton when you
were there. A blond fellow, about forty, six-one, maybe six-two, with
real short hair, alnpst a crew cut, and real strong, Nordic-Iooking
features. He noves quickly. W saw himyesterday driving a red Escort he
got from Coconut Car Rentals on the island.”

“I think I've seen him" Mtch said.

"Wher e?" asked Acklin.

“In a bar in the Menphis airport the night | returned from Washi ngton.
caught himwatching ne, and | thought at the tine that | had seen himin
Washi ngton. "

"That's him He's here."

"Who' s the other one?"

"Tony Verkler, or Two-Ton Tony as we call him He's a con with an

i mpressive record of convictions, nost of it in Chicago. He's worked for
Morolto for years. Wi ghs about

t hree hundred pounds and does a great job of watching people because no
one woul d ever suspect him"

"He was at Runmheads | ast night," Acklin added.

"Last night? We were there last night."

Wth great cerenony, the dive boat pushed fromthe pier and headed for
open water. Beyond the pier, fishermen in their snmall catboats pulled
their nets and sailors navigated their brightly col ored catanarans away
fromland. After a gentle and dreamy start, the island was awake now.
Hal f the boats tied to the pier had |left or were in the process of

| eavi ng.

"So when did you boys get in towji?" Mtch asked, sipping his drink

whi ch was nore rumthan Coke.

"Sunday night," Tarrance answered while watching the dive boat slowy

di sappear.

"Just out of curiosity, how nany nmen do you have on the islands?"

"“Four men, two wonen," said Tarrance. Acklin becane nmute and deferred
all conversation to his supervisor

"And why exactly are you here?" Mtch asked.

"Oh, several reasons. Nunber one, we wanted to talk to you and nail down
our little deal. Director Voyles is terribly anxi ous about reaching an
agreenent you can live with. Nunmber two, we want to watch themto

deternmi ne how many goons are here. W'Ill spend the week trying to
identify these people. The island is small, and it's a good place to
observe."

"And nunber three, you wanted to work on your sun-tan?"

Acklin managed a slight giggle. Tarrance sniled and then frowned. "No,
not exactly. W're here for your protection."

"My protection?"

"Yes. The last time | sat at this very table | was talking to

Joe Hodge and Marty Kozinski. About nine nonths ago. The day before they
were killed, to be exact."

“And you think I'm about to be killed?"

"No. Not yet."

Mtch nmotioned at the bartender for another drink. The dom no ganme grew



heat ed, and he watched the natives argue and drink beer

"Look, boys, as we speak the goons, as you call them are probably
following ny wife all over Gand Cayman. |'Il be sort of nervous until |
get back. Now, what about the deal ?"

Tarrance left the sea and the dive boat and stared at Mtch. "Two
mllion's fine, and-"

"Of course it's fine, Tarrance. W agreed on it, did we not?"

"Rel ax, Mtch. We'll pay a mllion when you turn over all of your files.
At that point, there's no turning back, as they say. You're in up to
your neck."

"Tarrance, | understand that. It was my suggestion, renmenber?"

"But that's the easy part. We really don't want your files, because
they're clean files. Good files. Legitinate files. W want the bad
files, Mtch, the ones with indictments witten all over them And these

files will be nuch harder to cone by. But when you do so, we'll pay
another half mllion. And the rest after the last trial."

“And ny brother?"

"We'lll try."

"Not good enough, Tarrance. | want a comrtnent."

"We can't pronise to deliver your brother. Hell, he's got at |east seven
nore years."

"But he's ny brother, Tarrance. | don't care if he's a serial nurderer

sitting on death row waiting for his last nmeal. He's nmy brother, and if
you want me, you have to release him"

3"l said we'll try, but we can't comrit. There's no legal, formal,
legitimate way to get himout, so we nust try other means. Wat if he
gets shot during the escape?"

"Just get himout, Tarrance."

"We'll try."

"You'll throw the power and resources of the FBI in assisting ny brother
in escaping fromprison, right, Tarrance?"

"You have nmy word."

Mtch sat back in his chair and took a long sip of his drink. Now the
deal was final. He breathed easier and smiled in the direction of the
magni fi cent Cari bbean.

"So when do we get your files?" Tarrance asked.

"Thought you didn't want them They're too clean, renenber?"

"We want the files, Mtch, because when we get the files, then we've got
you. You've proved yourself when you hand us your files, your license to
practice |law, so to speak."

"Ten to fifteen days."

"How many fil es?"

"Between forty and fifty. The small ones are an inch thick. The big ones
woul dn't fit on this table. | can't use the copiers around the office,
so we've had to nake other arrangements."”

"Perhaps we could assist in the copying," said Acklin.

"Perhaps not. Perhaps if | need your help, perhaps I'll ask for it."
"How do you propose to get themto us?" Tarrance asked. Acklin w thdrew
agai n.

"Very sinple, Wayne. When |'ve copied themall, and once | get the
million where | want it, then I'll hand you a key to a certain little
roomin the Menphis area, and you can get themin your pickup."

"I told you we'd deposit the noney in a Swi ss bank account," Tarrance
sai d.



“"And now | don't want it in a Swiss bank account, okay? I'll dictate the

terms of the transfer, and it'l|l be done exactly as | say. It's ny neck
on the line fromnow on, boys, so | call the shots. Mst of them
anyway. "

Tarrance smled and grunted and stared at the pier. "So YOU don't trust
the Swi ss?"

"Let's just say | have another bank in mnd. | work for noney
| aunderers, renmenber, \Wayne, so |'ve becone an expert on hiding noney in
of f shore accounts."

"We'll see."

"When do | see this notebook on the Mroltos?"

"After we get your files and pay our first installnment. W'll brief you
as nmuch as we can, but for the nobst part you're on your own. You and
will need to neet a lot, and of course that'll be rather dangerous. My

have to take a few bus rides."

"Okay, but the next tine | get the aisle seat."

"Sure, sure. Anybody worth two million can surely pick his seat on a
Greyhound. "

“I''"'l'l never live to enjoy it, Wayne. You know |l won't."

Three m | es out of CGeorgetown, on the narrow and w nding road to Sodden
Town, Mtch saw him The man was squatting behind an ol d Vol kswagen
Beetle with the hood up as if engine trouble had stopped him The man
was dressed like a native, without tourist clothes. He could easily pass
for one of the Brits who worked for the government or the banks. He was
wel | tanned. The man held a wench of sone sort and appeared to study it
and watch the Mtsubishi jeep as it roared by on the |eft-hand side of
the road. The nman was the Nordic. He was supposed to have gone

unnoti ced.

Mtch instinctively slowed to thirty miles per hour, to wait for him
Abby turned and watched the road. The narrow hi ghway to Bodden Town
clung to the shoreline for five mles, then forked, and the ocean

di sappeared. Wthin m nutes the Nordic's green VWcane racing around a
slight bend. The MDeere jeep was much closer than the Nordic

antici pated. Being seen, he abruptly slowed, then turned into the first
white-rock driveway on the ocean side.

Mtch gunned the jeep and sped to Bodden Town. West o the snall
settlenent he turned south and less than a nile later found the ocean.
It was 10 A M and the parking | ot of Abanks Dive Lodge was half full
The two norning dive boats had left thirty minutes earlier. The MDeeres
wal ked quickly to the bar, where Henry was al ready shuffling beer and
cigarettes to the dom no pl ayers.

Barry Abanks | eaned on a post supporting the thatched roof of the bar
and watched as his two dive boats di sappeared around the corner of the

i sland. Each woul d nake two dives, at places |like Bonnie's Arch, Devil's
Grotto, Eden Rock and Roger's Weck Point, places he had dived and
toured and gui ded through a thousand tines. Sone of the places he had

di scovered hinsel f.

The McDeeres approached, and Mtch quietly introduced his wife to M.
Abanks, who was not polite but not rude. They started for the small

pi er, where a deckhand was preparing a thirty-foot fishing boat; Abanks
unl oaded an i ndeci pherable string of comands in the general direction
of the young deckhand, who was either deaf or unafraid of his boss.
Mtch stood next to Abanks, the captain now, and pointed to the bar
fifty yards away down the pier. "Do you know all those people at the



bar?" he asked.
Abanks frowned at Mtch

321

"They tried to follow ne here. Just curious," Mtch said. "The usua
gang," Abanks said. "No strangers." "Have you noticed any strangers
around this nmorning?" "Look, this place attracts strange people. | keep
no | edger of the strange ones and the nornmal ones."

"Have you seen a fat Anerican, red hair, at |east three hundred pounds?"
Abanks shook his head. The deckhand eased the boat ,uckward, away from
the pier, then toward the horizon. Abby sat on a small padded bench and
wat ched the dive | odge di sappear. In a vinyl bag between her feet were
two new sets of snorkeling fins and dive nasks. It was ostensibly a
snorkeling trip with maybe a little light fishing if they were biting.
The great man hinsel f had agreed to acconpany them but only after Mtch
i nsisted and told himthey needed to discuss personal matters. Private
matters, regarding the death of his son.

From a screened bal cony on the second floor of a Cayman Kai beach house,
the Nordic watched the two snorkel ed heads bob and di sappear around the
fishing boat. He handed the binoculars to Two-Ton Tony Verkler, who,

qui ckly bored, handed them back. A striking blonde in a black one-piece
with legs cut high, alnost to the rib cage, stood behind the Nordic and
took the binoculars. O particular interest was the deckhand.
Tony spoke. "I don't understand. If they were tal king serious, why the
boy? Why have anot her set of ears around?"

"Perhaps they're tal king about snorkeling and fishing," said the Nordic.
"I don't know," said the blonde. "It's unusual for Abanks to spend tine
on a fishing boat. He |ikes the divers. There

nmust be a good reason for himto waste a day with two novice snorkel ers.
Sonet hing's up."

"Who's the boy?" asked Tony.

"Just one of the gofers," she said. "He's got a dozen."

"Can you talk to himlater?" asked the Nordic.

"Yeah," said Tony. "Show him sone skin, snort sonme candy. He'll talk."
“I'"l'l try," she said.

"What's his name?" asked the Nordic.

"Keith Rook."

Kei th Rook maneuvered the boat al ongside the pier at Rum Point. Mtch
Abby and Abanks clinbed fromthe boat and headed for the beach. Keith
was not invited to lunch. He stayed behind and | azily washed the deck
The Shi pwreck Bar sat inland a hundred yards under a heavy cover of rare
shade trees. It was dark and danp with screened wi ndows and squeaky
ceiling fans. There was no reggae, dom noes, or dartboard. The noon
crowd was quiet with each table engrossed in its own private talk.
The view fromtheir table was out to sea, to the north. They ordered
cheeseburgers and beer-island food.

"This bar is different," Mtch observed quietly.

"Very much so," said Abanks. "And with good reason. It's a hangout for
drug deal ers who own many of the nice homes and condos around here. They
fly in on their private jets, deposit their noney in our many fine banks
and spend a few days around here checking their real estate.”

“"Ni ce nei ghborhood."

"Very nice, really. They have nillions and they keep to thensel ves."
The waitress, a husky, well-m xed mul atto, dropped three bottles of
Jamai can Red Stripe on the table without saying a word. Abanks | eaned



forward on his el bows with his head

| owered, the customary manner of speaking in the Shipweck Bar. "So you
think you can wal k away?" he said.

Mtch and Abby | eaned forward in unison, and all three heads net low in
the center of the table, just over the beer. "Not wal k, but run. Run
like hell, but I'Il get away. And I'll need your help."

He thought about this for a nonent and raised his head. He shrugged.
"But what am | to do?" He took the first sip of his Red Stripe.

Abby saw her first, and it would take a wonman to spot another woman
straining ever so elegantly to eavesdrop on their little conversation.
Her back was to Abanks. She was a solid blonde partially hidden under
cheap bl ack rubber sungl asses that covered nost of her face, and she had
been watching the ocean and listening a bit too hard. When the three of
them | eaned over, she sat up straight and listened Iike hell. She was by
herself at a table for two.

Abby dug her fingernails into her husband's |leg, and their table becane
qui et. The blonde in black listened, then turned to her table and her
dri nk.

Wayne Tarrance had i nproved his wardrobe by Friday of Cayman Wek. Gone
were the straw sandals and tight shorts and teenybop sungl asses. Gone
were the sickly-pale | egs. Now they were bright pink, burned beyond
recognition. After three days in the tropical outback known as Cayman
Brae, he and Acklin, acting on behalf of the U S. governnment, had
pounced on a rather cheap roomon Grand Cayman, niles from Seven Ml e
Beach and not within wal king di stance of any renote portion of the sea.
Here they had established a command post to nonitor the comi ngs and

goi ngs of the MDeeres and other interested people. Here, at the Coconut
Motel, they had shared a small roomw th two single beds and cold
showers. Wednesday norning, they

had contacted the subject, MDeere, and requested a nmeeting as soon as
possi bl e. He said no. Said he was too busy. Said he and his wife were
honeynmooni ng and had no time for such a neeting. Maybe later, was all he
sai d.

Then | ate Thursday, while Mtch and Abby were enjoying grilled grouper
at the Lighthouse on the road to Bodden Town, Laney, Agent Laney,
dressed in appropriate island garb and | ooking very rmuch Iike an island
Negro, stopped at their table and |aid down the |aw. Tarrance insisted
on a neeting.

Chi ckens had to be inported into the Cayman |slands, and not the best
ones. Only nedi um grade chickens, to be consuned not by native islanders
but by Americans away from home without this nost basic staple. Colone
Sanders had the damedest tine teaching the island girls, though bl ack
or close to it, howto fry chicken. It was foreign to them

And so it was that Special Agent Wayne Tarrance, of the Bronx, arranged
a quick secret neeting at -the Kentucky Fried Chicken franchise on the

i sland of Grand Cayman. The only such franchise. He thought the place
woul d be deserted. He was w ong.

A hundred hungry tourists from Georgi a, Al abama, Texas and M ssi ssipp
packed the place and devoured extra-crispy with cole slaw and creaned
potatoes. It tasted better in Tupelo, but it would do.

Tarrance and Acklin sat in a booth in the crowded restaurant and
nervously watched the front door. It was not too late to abort. There
were just too many people. Finally, Mtch entered, by hinself, and stood
in the long line. He brought his little red box to their table and sat



down. He did not say hello or anything. He began eating the three-piece
di nner for which he paid $4.89, Cayman dollars. Inported chicken

"Where have you been?" Tarrance asked.

Mtch attacked a thigh. "On the island. It's stupid to neet here,
Tarrance. Too nmany people."

"We know what we're doing."

"Yeah, |ike the Korean shoe store."
"Cute. Why wouldn't you see us Wednesday?"
"I was busy Wednesday. | didn't want to see you Wednesday. Am | cl ean?"

"Of course you're clean. Laney woul d've tackled you at the front door if
you weren't clean."

"This place makes ne nervous, Tarrance."

"Why did you go to Abanks?"

Mtch w ped his mouth and held the partially devoured thigh. A rather
small thigh. "He's got a boat. | wanted to fish and snorkel, so we cut a
deal . Where were you, Tarrance? In a submarine trailing us around the

i sl and?"

"What di d Abanks say?"

"COh, he knows lots of words. Hello. Gve ne a beer. Who's follow ng us?
Buncha words. "

"They foll owed you, you know?"

"They! Which they? Your they or their they? |I'm being followed so much
I'"mcausing traffic janms."

"The bad guys, Mtch. Those from Menphis and Chi cago and New York. The
ones who' Il kill you tonmorrow if you get real cute."

"I"'mtouched. So they followed nme. Where'd | take thenf? Snorkeling?

Fi shing? Cone on, Tarrance. They follow ne, you follow them you foll ow
me, they follow you. If | slamon brakes | get twenty noses up ny ass.
Why are we neeting here, Tarrance? This place is packed."

Tarrance gl anced around in frustration.

Mtch closed his chicken box. "Look, Tarrance, |'m nervous and |'ve | ost
nmy appetite."

"Rel ax. You were clean coming fromthe condo." N

"I"'m al ways cl ean, Tarrance. | suppose Hodge and Kozi nski were cl ean
every time they noved. Clean at Abanks. Clean on the dive boat. Clean at
the funerals. This was not a good idea, Tarrance. |'m | eaving."

"Ckay. When does your plane | eave?"

"Why? You guys plan to follow? WII you follow ne or then? What if they
foll ow you? What if we all get real confused and | follow everybody?"
"“Come on, Mtch."

“"Nine-forty in the norning. I'll try to save you a seat. You can have

t he wi ndow next to Two-Ton Tony."

"When do we get your files?"

Mtch stood with his chicken box. "In a week or so. Gve ne ten days,
and, Tarrance, no nore nmeetings in public. They kill I|awers, renenber,
not stupid FBI agents.”

AT ei ght Monday norning, Oiver Lanmbert and Nathan Locke were cleared
through the concrete wall on the fifth floor and wal ked through the naze
of small rooms and of fices. DeVasher was waiting. He closed the door
behi nd them and pointed to the chairs. Hi s wal k was not as quick. The
ni ght had been a long losing battle with the vodka. The eyes were red
and the brain expanded with each breath.

"I talked with Lazarov yesterday in Las Vegas. | explained as best |
could why you boys were so reluctant to fire your four |awers, Lynch



Sorrell, Buntin and Myers. | gave himall your good reasons. He said
he'd think about it, but in the meantime, nmake dammed sure those four
wor k on nothing but clean files. Take no chances and watch them
closely."

"He's really a nice guy, isn't he?" Oiver Lanbert said.

"Oh yes. Areal charner. He said M. Mrolto has asked about once a
week for six weeks now Said they're all anxious."

"What did you tell hinP" ,

"Told himthings are secure, for now Leaks are plugged, for now. |
don't think he believes nme."

"What about MDeere?" asked Locke.

"He had a wonderful week with h'is wi fe. Have you ever

seen her in a string bikini? She wore one all week. CQutstanding! W got
some pictures, just for fun."

"I didn't come here to | ook at pictures," Locke snapped.

"You don't say. They spent an entire day with our little pal Abanks,
just the three of them and a deckhand. They played in the water, did
some fishing. And they did a |lot of talking. About what, we don't know.
Never could get close enough. But it nmakes nme very suspicious, guys.
Very suspi cious. "

"I don't see why," said Oiver Lanmbert. "What can they tal k about

besi des fishing and diving, and, of course, Hodge and Kozi nski? And so
they tal k about Hodge and Kozi nski, what's the harnP"

"He never knew Hodge and Kozinski, Oiver," said Locke. "Why would he be
so interested in their deaths?"

"Keep in nmnd," said DeVasher, "that Tarrance told himat their first
neeting that the deaths were not accidental. So now he's Sherl ock Hol nes
| ooki ng for clues."

"He won't find any, will he, DeVasher?"

"Hell no. It was a perfect job. Oh sure, there are a few unanswered
guestions, but the Caymani an police dammed sure can't answer them
Nei t her can our boy MDeere."

"Then why are you worried?" asked Lanbert.

"Because they're worried in Chicago, Olie, and they pay ne real good
noney to stay worried down here. And until the Fibbies | eave us al one,
everybody stays worried, okay?"

"What el se did he do?"

"The usual Cayman vacation. Sex, sun, rum a little shopping and

si ghtseeing. We had three people on the island, and they lost hima
couple of times, but nothing serious, | hope. Like I've always said, you
can't trail a man twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, without
getting caught. So we have to play it cool sonetines."

"You think MDeere's tal king?" asked Locke.

"I know he lies, Nat. He |ied about the incident in the Korean shoe
store a nonth ago. You guys didn't want to believe it, but |I'm convinced
he went into that store voluntarily because he wanted to talk with
Tarrance. One of our guys nmade a m stake, got too close, so the little
neeting broke up. That ain't MDeere's version, but that's what
happened. Yeah, Nat, | think he's talking. Maybe lie nmeets with Tarrance
and tells himto go to hell. Maybe they're smoking dope together. |
don't know. "

"But you have nothing concrete, DeVasher," Olie said.

The brain expanded and pressed mghtily against the skull. It hurt too
much to get mad. "No, Olie, nothing |like Hodge and Kozinski, if that's



what you nmean. We had those boys on tape and knew they were about to
talk. McDeere's a little different."

"He's also a rookie," said Nat. "An eight-nmonth | awer who knows
not hi ng. He's spent a thousand hours on sweat files, and the only
clients he's handl ed have been legitimte. Avery's been extrenely
careful about the files MDeere's touched. W' ve tal ked about it."

"He has nothing to say, because he knows nothing," added Olie. "Marty
and Joe knew a helluva | ot, but they'd been here for years. MDeere's a
new recruit.”

DeVasher gently massaged his tenples. "So you' ve hired a real dunb-ass.
Let's just suppose the FBI has a hunch who our biggest client is. Okay.
Think along with me. And let's just suppose Hodge and Kozi nski fed them
enough to confirmthe identity of this particular client. See where |I'm
goi ng? And let's suppose the Fibbies have told MDeere all they know,
along with a certain anount of enbellishment. Suddenly, your ignorant
rookie recruit is a very smart man. And a very dangerous one."

"How do you prove this?"

"We step up surveillance, for starters. Put his w fe under
twenty-four-hour watch. 1've already called Lazarov and requested nore
men. Told hi mwe needed sone fresh faces. |'m going to Chicago tonorrow
to brief Lazarov, and maybe M. Morolto. Lazarov thinks Mxrolto has a
lead on a mole within the Bureau, sone guy who's close to Voyles and
will sell information. But it's expensive, supposedly. They wanna assess
t hi ngs and deci de where to go."

"And you'll tell them McDeere's talking?" asked Locke.

“I'"l'l tell themwhat | know and what | suspect. |I'mafraid that if we
sit back and wait for concrete, it mght be too late. |I'm sure Lazarov
wi |l wanna discuss plans to elininate him"

"Prelimnary plans?" Olie asked, with a touch of hope.

"We've passed the prelimnary stage, Olie."

The Hour gl ass Tavern in New York City faces Forty-sixth Street, near its
corner with Ninth Avenue. A small, dark hole-in-the-wall with twenty-two
seats, it grewto fane with its expensive nmenu and fifty-nine-ninute
time limt on each neal. On the walls not far above the tables,
hour gl asses with white sand silently collect the seconds and ninutes
until the tavern's tinekeeper-the waitress-finally makes her
calculations and calls tinme. Frequented by the Broadway crowd, it is
usual |y packed, with |oyal fans waiting on the sidewal k. Lou Lazarov

i ked the Hourgl ass because it was dark and private conversations were
possi bl e. Short conversations, under fifty-nine nmnutes. He liked it
because it was not in Little Italy, and he was not Italian, and although
he was owned by Sicilians, he did not have to eat their food. He I|iked
it because he was born and spent the first forty years of his life in
the theater district. Then corporate headquarters was noved to Chicago,
and he was transferred. But business required his presence in New York
at least twice a week, and when the business included neeting a nenber
of equal stat-

ure fromanother fanmily, Lazarov al ways suggested the Hourgl ass.
Tubertini had equal stature, and a little extra. Reluctantly, he agreed
on the Hourgl ass.

Lazarov arrived first and did not wait for a table. He knew from
experience the crowd thinned around 4 P.M, especially on Thursdays. He
ordered a glass of red wine. The waitress tipped the hourglass above his
head, and the race was on. He sat at a front table, facing the street,



his back to the other tables. He was a heavy man of fifty-eight, with a
thi ck chest and ponderous belly. He | eaned hard on the red-checkered
tabl ecl oth and watched the traffic on Forty-sixth.

Thankful |y, Tubertini was pronpt. Less than a fourth of the white sand
was wasted on him They shook hands politely, while Tubertini scornfully
surveyed the tiny sliver of a restaurant. He flashed a plastic snile at
Lazarov and glared at his seat in the window H s back would face the
street, and this was extrenmely irritating. And dangerous. But his car
was just outside with two of his nen. He decided to be polite. He deftly
maneuvered around the tiny table and sat down.

Tubertini was polished. He was thirty-seven, the son-in-law of old man
Pal unbo hinself. Fanmily. Married his only daughter. He was beautifully
thin and tanned with his short black hair oiled to perfection and
slicked back. He ordered red wi ne.

"How s ny pal Joey Morolto?" he asked with a perfect brilliant smle
"Fine. And M. Pal unmbo?"

"Very ill, and very ill-tenpered. As usual."

"Pl ease give himnmy regards."

"Certainly."

The waitress approached and | ooked nenacingly at the tinepiece. "Just
wi ne," said Tubertini. "I won't be eating."

Lazarov | ooked at the nenu and handed it to her. "Sauteed bl ackfish,

wi th anot her glass of wne."

Tubertini glanced at his nmen in the car. They appeared to be napping.
"So, what's wrong in Chicago?"

“"Nothing's wong. We just need a little information, that's all. W' ve
heard, unconfirned of course, that you have a very reliable man
somewhere deep in the Bureau, somewhere close to Voyles."

"And i f we do?"

"We need sone information fromthis nan. W have a small wunit in
Menphi s, and the Fibbies are trying |like hell to infiltrate. W suspect
one of our enployees may be working with them but we can't seemto
catch him™"

"And if you caught hi n?"

"We'd slice out his liver and feed it to the rats."

"Serious, huh?"

"Extrenely serious. Sonething tells nme the feds have targeted our little
unit down there, and we've grown quite nervous."

"Let's say his name is Alfred, and let's say he's very close to Voyles."
"Ckay. We need a very sinple answer from Al fred. We need to know, yes or
no, if our enployee is working with the Fibbies."

Tubertini watched Lazarov and sipped his wine. "Alfred specializes in
sinmple answers. He prefers the yes and no variety. W' ve used himtwi ce,
only when it's critical, and both tinmes it was a question of 'Are the
feds coming here or there?" He's extrenely cautious. | don't think he
woul d provide too many details."

"I's he accurate?"

"Deadly accurate."

"Then he should be able to help us. If the answer is yes,

we nove accordingly. If no, the enployee is off the hook and it's

busi ness as usual . "

"Alfred' s very expensive."

"I was afraid so. How nuch?"

"Well, he has sixteen years with the Bureau and is a career man. That's



why he's so cautious. He has nuch to | ose.”

"How much?"

"Half a million."

"Damm!"

"Of course, we have to nmeke a small profit on the transaction. After
all, Alfred is ours."

"A small profit?"

"Quite small, really. Mst of it goes to Alfred. He tal ks to Voyles
daily, you know. Hs office is two doors down."

"All right. W'll pay."

Tubertini flashed a conquering smile and tasted his wine. "I think you
lied, M. Lazarov. You said it was a snall unit in Menphis. That's not
true, is it?"

"No. "

"What's the name of this unit?"

"The Bendini firm™"

"Od man Mrolto's daughter nmarried a Bendini.
"That's it."

"What's the enpl oyee's nanme?"

"Mtchell MDeere."

"It might take two or three weeks. Meeting with Alfred is a mgjor
production.”

"Yes. Just be quick about it."

I T was highly unusual for wives to appear at the quiet little fortress
on Front Street. They were certainly welcome, they were told, but seldom
invited. So Abby McDeere arrived through the front door, into the
reception area uninvited and unannounced. It was inperative that she see
her husband, she insisted. The receptionist phoned Nina on the second
floor, and within seconds she appeared in a rush and warmy greeted her
boss's wife. Mtch was in a neeting, she explained. He's always in a
damed neeting, Abby replied. Get himout! They rushed to his office,
where Abby cl osed the door and waited.

Mtch was observing another one of Avery's chaotic departures.
Secretaries bunped into each other and packed briefcases while Avery
yelled into the phone. Mtch sat on the sofa with a | egal pad and

wat ched. Hi s partner was scheduled for two days on Grand Caynman. Apri

15 I oomed on the calendar like a date with a firing squad, and the banks
down there had certain records that had become critical. It was al

wor k, Avery insisted. He tal ked about the trip for five days, dreading
it, cursing it, but finding it conpletely unavoi dable. He would take the
Lear, and it was now waiting, said a secretary.

Probably waiting with a | oad of cash, thought Mtch

Avery slamed the phone down and grabbed his coat.

Ni na wal ked through the door and glared at Mtch. "M . MDeere, your
wife is here. She says it's an energency."

The chaos becane silent. He | ooked blankly at Avery. The secretaries
froze. "What is it?" he asked, standing.

"She's in your office," Nina said.

"Mtch, |I've gotta go," Avery said. "I'"Il call you tonorrow. | hope

t hi ngs are okay."

"Sure." He followed Nina down the hall, saying nothing, to his office.
Abby sat on his desk. He closed and | ocked the door. He watched her
careful ly.

“"Mtch, | have to go hone."



"Why? What's happened?”
"My father just called at school. They found a tunor in one of Mther's
lungs. They're operating tonorrow. "

He breathed deeply. "I'mso sorry." He did not touch her. She was not
crying.

"I must go. |'ve taken a | eave of absence at school ."

"For how long?" It was a nervous question.

She | ooked past him to the Ego Wall. "I don't know, Mtch. W need sone
time apart. I'mtired of a lot of things right now, and | need tinme. |

think it will be good for both of us."

"Let's talk about it."

"You're too busy to talk, Mtch. |'ve been trying to talk for six

nmont hs, but you can't hear ne."

"How long will you be gone, Abby?"

"I don't know. | guess it depends on Mother. No, it depends on a | ot of
t hi ngs. "

"You're scaring ne, Abby."

“I'"l'l be back, | prom se. |I don't know when. Maybe a week. Maybe a

month. | need to sort out sone things."

"“A nmont h?"

"I don't know, Mtch. | just need sonme tine. And | need to be with

Mot her . "
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"I hope she's okay. | nean that."

"I know. |'m going home to pack a fewthings, and I'I|l |eave in an hour
or so."

"All right. Be careful."

"I love you, Mtch."

He nodded and watched as she opened the door. There was no enbrace.

On the fifth floor, a technician rewound the tape and pushed the
energency button direct to DeVasher's office. He appeared instantly and
sl apped the headphones over his extra-large cranium He listened for a
nmonment. "Rew nd," he demanded. He was quiet for another noment.

"When did this happen?" he asked.

The technician | ooked at a panel of digital nunbers. "Two ninutes
fourteen seconds ago. In his office, second floor."

"Damm, damm. She's leaving him ain't she? No talk of separation or

di vorce before this?"

“No. You woul d've known about it. They've argued about his workaholic
routine, and he hates her parents. But nothing like this."

"Yeah, yeah. Check with Marcus and see if he's heard anything before.
Check the tapes, in case we've mssed sonething. Damm, damm, damm!"

Abby started for Kentucky, but did not make it. An hour west of
Nashville, she left Interstate 40, and turned north on H ghway 13. She
had noti ced nothi ng behind her. She drove eighty at tinmes, then fifty.
Not hing. At the small town of Clarksville, near the Kentucky |ine, she
abruptly turned east on Highway 12. An hour | ater she entered Nashville
t hrough a county hi ghway, and the red Peugeot was lost in city traffic.
She parked it in the long-termsection at. Nashville Airport and caught
a shuttle to the termnal. In a rest roomon the first floor she changed
i nto khaki wal ki ng shorts, Bass |loafers and a navy knit pullover. It was
a cool outfit, alittle out of season, but she was headed for warmer
weat her. She pull ed her shoulder-length hair into a ponytail and forced
it under her collar. She changed sungl asses and stuffed the dress, heels



and panty hose into a canvas gym bag.

Al nost five hours after she left Menphis, she walked to the Delta
boardi ng gate and presented her ticket. She asked for a w ndow seat.

No Delta flight in the free world can bypass Atlanta, but fortunately
she was not forced to change planes. She waited by her w ndow and

wat ched darkness fall on the busy airport. She was nervous, but tried
not to think about it. She drank a glass of wine and read a Newsweek
Two hours |ater she landed in Manm and left the plane. She wal ked
rapidly through the airport, catching stares but ignoring them They're
just the usual everyday stares of admiration and lust, she told herself.
Not hi ng nore.

At the one and only Caynman Airways boardi ng gate, she produced her
round-trip ticket and the required birth certificate and driver's
license. Wonderful people, these Caynani-ans, but they won't allow you
in their country unless you've already purchased a ticket to get out.

Pl ease cone and spend your money, then |eave. Pl ease.

She sat in a corner of the crowded roomand tried to read. A young
father with a pretty wife and two babies kept staring at her |egs, but
no one el se noticed her. The flight to Grand Caynman woul d | eave in
thirty mnutes.

After a rough start, Avery gai ned nmomentum and spent seven hours at the
Royal Bank of Montreal, Georgetown, Grand Cayman branch. Wen he left at
5 P.M, the conpli-
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mentary conference roomwas filled with conputer printouts and account
summaries. He would finish tonmorrow. He needed M:Deere, but

ci rcunst ances had worked to seriously curtail his travel plans. Avery
was now exhausted and thirsty. And things were hot on the beach

At Rumheads, he picked up a beer at the bar and worked his well-tanned
body through the crowmd to the patio, where he | ooked for a table. As he
strode confidently past the dom no gane, Tammy Greenwood Henphill, of
Greenwood Services, nervously but nonchalantly entered the crowd and sat
on a stool at the bar. She watched him Her tan was store-bought,

machi ne-inflicted, with sone areas browner than others. But on the
whole, it was an enviable tan for |ate March. The hair was now col ored,
not bl eached, to a soft sandy bl ond, and the makeup |ikew se had been
tenpered. The bikini was state of the art, bright fluorescent orange

t hat demanded attention. The | arge breasts hung wonderful Iy and
stretched the strings and patches to their linmit. The small patch across
the rear was woefully incapable of covering anything. She was forty, but
twenty sets of hungry eyes foll owed her to the bar, where she ordered a
club soda and fired up a cigarette. She snoked it, and watched him

He was a wol f. He | ooked good, and he knew it. He sipped his beer and
slowy exam ned every female within fifty yards. He |l ocked into one, a
young bl onde, and seened ready to pounce when her nman arrived and she
sat in his lap. He sipped his beer and continued to survey.

Tamry ordered another club soda, with a twist of linme, and started for
the patio. The wolf | ocked into the big breasts i medi ately and wat ched
t hem bounce his way.

"Mnd if | sit down?" she asked.

He hal f stood and reached for the chair. "Please do." It was a great
monment for him O all the hungry wol ves lusting around the bar and
pati o at Runmheads, she picked him

He' d had younger babes, but at this nonent at this place, she was the



hottest.

“I'"'m Avery Tol ar. From Menphis."

“"Nice to neet you. |'m Libby. Libby Lox from Birm ngham" Now she was
Li bby. She had a sister nanmed Libby, a nother named Doris, and her nane
was Tanmy. And she hoped to hell she could keep it all straight.

Al t hough she wore no rings, she had a husband whose | egal name was

El vis, and he was supposed to be in Cklahoma City inpersonating the

Ki ng, and probably screwing teenage girls with

LOVE ME TENDER T-shirts.

"What brings you here?" Avery asked.

"Just fun. Got in this norning. Staying at the Palnms. You?"

"I"'ma tax | awer, and believe it or n'ot, |I'mhere on business. |I'm
forced to cone down several tinmes a year. Real torture."

"Where are you stayi ng?"

He pointed. "My firmowns those two condos over there. It's a nice
little wite-oif."

"Very pretty."

The wol f did not hesitate. "Wuld you like to see then?"

She giggled like a sophonore. "Maybe later."

He smiled at her. This would be easy. He loved the islands.

"What' re you drinking?" he asked.

"G n and tonic. Twist of linme."

He left for the bar, and returned with the drinks. He nmoved his chair
closer to her. Now their |egs were touching. The breasts were resting
confortably on the table. He | ooked down between them

"“Are you al one?" Obvious question, but he had to ask it.

“Yeah. You?"

"Yeah. Do you have pl ans for dinner?"

“Not really."

"Good. There's this great cookout there at the Pal ns begi nning at six.
The best seafood on the island. Good nusic. Rum punch. The works. No
dress code."

"1''m gane. "

They moved cl oser together, and his hand was suddenly between her knees.
Hi s el bow nestled next to her left breast, and he smiled. She sniled.
This was not al together unpl easant, she thought, but there was business
at hand.

The Barefoot Boys began to tune up, and the festival began. Beachconbers
fromall directions flocked to the Palns. Natives in white jackets and
white shorts lined up folding tables and | aid heavy cotton cloths over
them The snell of boiled shrinp and grilled anmberjack and barbecued
shark filled the beach. The | ovebirds, Avery and Libby, wal ked hand in
hand into the courtyard of the Palns and lined up for the buffet.

For three hours they dined and danced, drank and danced, and fell madly
in heat over each other. Once he becane drunk, she returned to straight
club soda. Business was at hand. By ten, he was sloppy and she led him
away fromthe dance floor, to the condo next door. He attacked her at
the front door, and they kissed and groped for five m nutes. He managed
the key, and they were inside.

"One nore drink," she said, ever the party girl. He went to the bar and
fixed her a gin and tonic. He was drinking scotch and water. They sat on
t he bal cony outside the nmaster bedroom and wat ched a hal f-noon decorate
the gentl e sea.

She had matched himdrink for drink, he thought, and if she could handl e



anot her, then so could he. But nature was calling again, and he excused
hi nsel f. The scotch and water sat on the wi cker table between them and
she smiled at it. Miuch easier than she had prayed for. She took a small
pl astic packet fromthe orange strap between her |egs and dunped one
capsul e of chloral hydrate into his drink. She sipped her gin and tonic.
"Drink it up, big boy," she said when he returned. "I'mready for bed."
He grabbed his whiskey and gul ped it down. The taste buds had been nunb
for hours. He took another swallow, then began to rel ax. Another
swal l ow. Hi s head wobbl ed from shoul der to shoul der, and finally his
chin hit his chest. The breathing becanme heavy.

"Sleep well, lover boy," she said to herself.

Wth a man of a hundred ei ghty pounds, one shot of chloral hydrate would
i nduce a dead sleep for ten hours. She took his glass and gauged what
was | eft. Not much. Eight hours, to be safe. She rolled himout of the
chair and dragged himto the bed. Head first, then feet. Very gently,
she pulled his yell ow and-blue surfer shorts down his legs and laid them
on the floor. She stared for a long second, then tucked the sheets and
bl ankets around him She ki ssed hi m good ni ght.

On the dresser she found two key rings, eleven keys. Downstairs in the
hal | between the kitchen and the great roomwith a view of the beach

she found the nysterious | ocked door Mtch had found in Novenber. He had
paced of f every room wupstairs and down, and determned this roomto be
at least fifteen by fifteen. It was suspici ous because the door was
nmetal, and because it was | ocked, and because a small STORAGE sign was
affixed to it. It was the only labeled roomin the condo. A week earlier
in Unit B, he and Abby had found no such room

One key ring held a key to a Mercedes, two keys to the Bendini Buil ding,
a house key, two apartnent keys and a desk key. The keys on the other
ring were unmarked and fairly generic. She tried it first, and the
fourth key fit. She

hel d her breath and opened the door. No electric shocks, no al arns,
nothing. Mtch told her to open the door, wait five mnutes and, if
not hi ng happened, then turn on the |ight.

She waited ten minutes. Ten long and frightful minutes. Mtch had

specul ated that Unit A was used by the partners and trusted guests, and
that Unit B was used by the associates and others who required constant
surveillance. Thus, he hoped, Unit A would not be laden with wires and
canmeras and recorders and alarns. After ten minutes, she opened the door
wi de and turned on the light. She waited again, and heard nothing. The
roomwas square, about fifteen by fifteen, with white walls, no carpet,
and, as she counted, twelve fireproof |egal-size file cabinets. Slowy,
she wal ked over to one and pulled the top drawer. It was unl ocked.

She turned off the light, closed the door and returned to the bedroom
upstairs, where Avery was now comatose and snoring loudly. It was ten-
thirty. She would work like crazy for eight hours and quit at six in the
nor ni ng.

Near a desk in a corner, three large briefcases sat neatly in a row. She
grabbed them turned off the lights and I eft through the front door. The
smal | parking |ot was dark and enpty with a gravel drive leading to the
hi ghway. A sidewal k ran next to the shrubbery in front of both units and
stopped at a white board fence along the property line. A gate led to a
slight grassy knoll, with the first building of the Palns just over it.
It was a short walk fromthe condos to the Pal ms, but the briefcases had
grown nuch heavi er when she reached Room 188. It was on the first fl oor



front side, with a view of the pool but not of the beach. She was
panti ng and sweati ng when she knocked on the door

Abby yanked it open. She took the briefcases and placed them on the bed.
"“Any probl ens?"

“"Not yet. | think he's dead." Tanmmy w ped her face with a towel and
opened a can of Coke.

"Where is he?" Abby was all business, no smles.

“I'n his bed. | figure we've got eight hours. Until six."

"Did you get in the roon?" Abby asked as she handed her a pair of shorts
and a bul ky cotton shirt.

"Yeah. There's a dozen big file cabinets, unlocked. A few cardboard
boxes and ot her junk, but not nuch else."

"A dozen?"

"Yeah, tall ones. Al legal size. W'll be lucky to finish by six."

It was a single motel roomwith a queen-size bed. The sofa, coffee table
and bed were pushed to the wall, and a Canon Mdel 8580 copier with
automatic feed and collator sat in the center with engi nes running. On

| ease fromlIsland Ofice Supply, it cane at the scalper's price of three
hundred dollars for twenty-four hours, delivered. It was the newest and
| argest rental copier on the island, the sal esman had expl ai ned, and he
was not excited about parting with it for only a day. But Abby charned
hi m and began | ayi ng hundred-dollar bills on the counter. Two cases of
copy paper, ten thousand sheets, sat next to the bed.

They opened the first briefcase and renoved six thin files. "Same type
of files," Tammy munbl ed to hersel f. She unhitched the two-prong cl asp
on the inside of the file and renoved the papers. "Mtch says they're
very particular about their files," Tamry expl ai ned as she unstapled a

t en- page docunent. "He says | awers have a sixth sense and can al nost
smell if a secretary or a clerk has been in a file. So you'll have to be
careful. Wrk slowy. Copy one docunent, and when you restaple it, try
toline up with the old staple holes. It's tedious. Copy only one
docunent at a tine, regardl ess of the number of pages. Then put it back
t oget her

slowy and in order. Then staple your copy so everything stays in
order."

Wth the automatic feed, the ten-page docunent took ei ght seconds.
"Pretty fast," Tammy said.

The first briefcase was finished in twenty nminutes. Tamry handed the two
key rings to Abby and picked up two new, enpty, all-canvas Sansonite
handbags. She left for the condo.

Abby foll owed her out the door, then | ocked it. She wal ked to the front
of the Palnms, to Tammy's rented Ni ssan Stanza. Dodgi ng at oncom ng
traffic fromthe wong side of the road, she drove al ong Seven Mle
Beach and i nto Georgetown. Two bl ocks behind the stately Swi ss Bank

Buil ding, on a narrow street lined with neat frane houses, she found the
one owned by the only locksmith on the island of Grand Cayman. At | east,
he was the only one she'd been able to |ocate without assistance. He
owned a green house with open wi ndows and white trimaround the shutters
and the doors.

She parked in the street and wal ked through the sand to the tiny front
porch, where the | ocksmith and his neighbors were drinking and |istening
to Radi o Cayman. Solid-gold reggae. They qui et ened when she approached,
and none of them stood. It was al nost el even. He had said that he would
do the job in his shop out back, and that his fees were nodest, and that



he would like a fifth of Myers's Rum as a down paynent before he
started.

"M. Dantley, I"'msorry I"'mlate. |I've brought you a little gift." She
held out the fifth of rum

M. Dantley energed fromthe darkness and took the rum He inspected the
bottle. "Boys, a bottle of Myers's."

Abby coul d not understand the chatter, but it was obvious the gang on
the porch was terribly excited about the

bottle of Myers's. Dantley handed it to them and | ed Abby behind his
house to a small outbuilding full of tools and small machi nes and a
hundred gadgets. A single yellow light bulb hung fromthe ceiling and
attracted nosquitoes by the hundreds. She handed Dantley the el even
keys, and he carefully laid themon a bare section of a cluttered

wor kbench. "This will be easy," he said w thout |ooking up.

Al t hough he was drinking at el even at night, Dantley appeared to be in
control. Perhaps his systemhad built an imunity to rum He worked
through a pair of thick goggles, drilling and carving each replica.
After twenty mnutes, he was finished. He handed Abby the two origi na
sets of keys and their copies.

"Thank you, M. Dantley. How nmuch do | owe you?" "They were quite

easy," he draw ed. "A dollar per key." . She paid him quickly and
left.

Tamry filled the two small suitcases with the contents of the top drawer
of the first file cabinet. Five drawers, twelve cabinets, sixty trips to
the copi er and back. In eight hours. It could be done. There were files,
not ebooks, conputer printouts and nore files. Mtch said to copy it all
He was not exactly sure what he was | ooking for, so copy it all

She turned off the light and ran upstairs to check on |over boy. He had
not nmoved. The snoring was in slow notion.

The Sansonites weighed thirty pounds apiece, and her arnms ached when she
reached Room 188. First trip t)ut of sixty, she would not nmeke it. Abby
had not returned from Georgetown, so Tamy unl oaded the suitcases neatly
on the bed. She took one drink fromher Coke and left with the enpty
bags. Back to the condo. Drawer two was identical. She fitted the files
in order into the suitcases and strong-arnmed zi ppers. She was sweating
and gasping for breath. Four packs a day, she thought. She vowed to cut
back to

two. Maybe even one pack. Up the stairs to check on him He had not

breat hed since her last trip

The copier was clicking and humm ng when she returned fromtrip two.
Abby was finishing the second briefcase, about to start on the third.
"Did you get the keys?" Tanmy asked.

"Yeah, no problem What's your man doi ng?"

"If the copier wasn't running, you could hear himsnoring." Tanmmy
unpacked i nto anot her neat stack on the bed. She wi ped her face with a
wet towel and left for the condo.

Abby finished the third briefcase and started on the stacks fromthe
file cabinets. She quickly got the hang of the automatic feed, and after
thirty mnutes she noved with the efficient grace of a seasoned copy-
room cl erk. She fed copies and unstapl ed and restapled while the nachine
clicked rapidly and spat the reproductions through the collator

Tamry arrived fromtrip three out of breath and with sweat dripping from
her nose. "Third drawer," she reported. "He's still snoring." She

unzi pped the suitcases and nmade another neat pile on the bed. She caught



her breath, w ped her face and | oaded the now copi ed contents of drawer
one into the bags. For the rest of the night, she would be | oaded com ng
and goi ng.

At mdnight, the Barefoot Boys sang their |ast song, and the Pal ns
settled down for the night. The quiet hum of the copier could not be
heard outsi de Room 188. The door was kept | ocked, the shades pulled
tightly, and all lights extingui shed except for a |lanp near the bed. No
one noticed the tired |ady, dripping with sweat, |ugging the sanme two
suitcases to and fromthe room

After midnight they did not speak. They were tired, too busy and scared,
and there was nothing to report except |over boy's novenents in bed, if
any. And there was none, until around 1 A .M, when he subconsciously
rolled onto his

si de, where he stayed for about twenty minutes, then returned to his
back. Tammy checked on himw th each visit and asked herself each tine
what she would do if his eyes suddenly opened and he attacked. She had a
smal | tube of Mace in her shorts pocket, just in case a confrontation
occurred and escape becane necessary. Mtch had been vague on the
details of such an escape. Just don't |ead himback to the motel room
he said. H't himwith the Mace, then run like crazy and scream "Rape!"
But after twenty-five trips, she becane convinced he was hours away from
consci ousness. And it was bad enough hiking |like a pack mule to and
from but she also had to clinb the stairs, fourteen of them each trip
to check on Casanova. So she went to check every other trip. Then one
out of three.

By 2 AM, halfway through the project, they had copied the contents
fromfive of the file cabinets. They had nade over four thousand copi es,
and the bed was covered with neat little stacks of materials. Their

copi es stood along the wall next to the sofa in seven even rows al nost
wai st hi gh.

They rested for fifteen ninutes.

At five-thirty the first flicker of sunrise rose in the east, and they
forgot about being tired. Abby quickened her novements around the copier
and hoped it would not burn up. Tanmy rubbed the cranps in her cal ves
and wal ked qui ckly back to the condo. It was either trip nunber fifty-
one or fifty-two. She had |ost count. It would be her last trip for a
while. He was waiting.

She opened the door and went straight to the storage room as usual. She
set the packed Sansonites on the floor, as usual. She quietly wal ked up
the stairs, into the bedroom and froze. Avery was sitting on the edge
of the bed, facing the balcony. He heard her and turned slowy to face
her. His eyes were swollen and gl azed. He scow ed at her

Instinctively, she unbuttoned the khaki shorts and they fell to the
floor. "Hey, big boy," she said, trying to breathe normally and act I|ike
a party girl. She wal ked to the edge of the bed where he was sitting.
"You're up kinda early. Let's get sone nore sleep."

Hi s gaze returned to the wi ndow. He said nothing. She sat beside himand
rubbed the inside of his thigh. She slid her hand up the inside of his

| eg, and he did not nove.

"Are you awake?" she asked.

No response.

"Avery, talk to nme, baby. Let's get sone nore sleep. It's still dark out
t here."

He fell sideways, onto his pillow. He grunted. No attenpt at speech



Just a grunt. Then he closed his eyes. She lifted his |egs onto the bed
and covered hi m agai n.

She sat by himfor ten minutes, and when the snoring returned to its
former intensity, she slid into the shorts and ran to the Pal ns.

"He woke up, Abby!" she reported in panic. "He woke up, then passed out
again."

Abby st opped and stared. Both wonen | ooked at the bed, which was covered
wi th uncopi ed docunents.

"Okay. Take a quick shower," Abby said coolly. "Then go get in bed with
himand wait. Lock the door to the storage room and call me when he
wakes up and gets in the shower. |'Il keep copying what's left, and
we'll try to nove it later, after he goes to work."

"That's awfully risky."

"It's all risky. Hurry."

Five m nutes |ater, Tamry/Doris/Libby with the bright orange string

bi ki ni made another trip-w thout the suitcases-to the condo. She | ocked
the front door and the storage door and went to the bedroom She renoved
the orange top and craw ed under the covers.

The snoring kept her awake for fifteen nminutes. Then she dozed. She sat
up in bed to prevent sleep. She was scared, sitting there in bed with a
nude man who would kill her if he knew. Her tired body rel axed, and

sl eep becane unavoi dabl e. She dozed agai n.

Lover boy broke fromhis coma at three mnutes past nine. He npaned
loudly and rolled to the edge of the bed. His eyelids were stuck

toget her. They opened slowy, and the bright sun came piercing through
He moaned agai n. The head wei ghed a hundred pounds and rocked awkwardly
fromright to left, shifting the brain violently each tine. He breathed
deeply, and the fresh oxygen went scream ng through his tenples. Hs

ri ght hand caught his attention. He tried to raise it, but the nerve

i mpul ses woul d not penetrate the brain. Slowy it went up, and he
squinted at it. He tried to focus with the right eye first, then the
left. The cl ock

He | ooked at the digital clock for thirty seconds before he could

deci pher the red numbers. Nine-oh-five. Damn! He was expected at the
bank at nine. He nopaned. The wonan!

She had felt himmove and heard his sounds, and she lay still with her
eyes shut. She prayed he would not touch her. She felt him staring.

For this career rogue and bad boy, there had been many hangovers. But
none like this. He | ooked at her face and tried to remenber how good she
had been. He could always renenber that, if nothing el se. Regardless of
the size of the hangover, he could always renenber the wonmen. He watched
her for a moment, then gave it up

"Dam!" he said as he stood and tried to walk. His feet were like |ead
boots and only reluctantly conplied with his wi shes. He braced hinsel f
agai nst the sliding door to the bal cony.

The bat hroom was twenty feet away, and he decided to go

for it. The desk and dresser served as braces. One painful, clunsy step
after another, and he finally nade it. He hovered above the toilet and
relieved hinself.

She rolled to face the bal cony, and when he finished she felt himsit on
her side of the bed. He gently touched her shoul der. "Libby, wake up."
He shook her, and she bolted stiff.

"Wake up, dear," he said. A gentleman.

She gave him her best sleepy snile. The nmorning-after snile of



fulfillment and conmitnent. The Scarlett O Hara snmile the norning after
Rhett nailed her. "You were great, big boy," she cooed with her eyes

cl osed.

In spite of the pain and nausea, in spite of the |lead boots and bow i ng-
ball head, he was proud of hinself. The wonan was inpressed. Suddenly,
he renmenbered that he was great |ast night.

"Look, Libby, we've overslept. | gotta go to work. I'malready late."
“"Not in the mood, huh?" she giggled. She prayed he wasn't in the npod.
“Naw, not now. How about tonight?"

“I'"l'l be here, big boy."

"Good. | gotta take a shower."

"Wake nme up when you get out."

He stood and nunbl ed sonet hing, then | ocked the bathroom door. She slid
across the bed to the phone and called Abby. After three rings, she
answer ed.

"He's in the shower."

"Are you okay?"

"Yeah. Fine. He couldn't do it if he had to."

"What took so | ong?"

"He woul dn't wake up."

"I's he suspici ous?"

"No. He renmenbers nothing. | think he's in pain."

"How long will you be there?"

“I'"l'l kiss him goodbye when he gets out of the shower. Ten, maybe
fifteen mnutes.”

"Okay. Hurry." Abby hung up, and Tamy slid to her side of the bed. In
the attic above the kitchen, a recorder clicked, reset itself and was
ready for the next call

By ten-thirty, they were ready for the final assault on the condo. The
contraband was divided into three equal parts. Three daring raids in
open daylight. Tammy slid the shiny new keys into her bl ouse pocket and
took off with the suitcases. She wal ked qui ckly, her eyes darting in al
di rections behind the sunglasses. The parking lot in front of the condos
was still enpty. Traffic was |ight on the highway.

The new key fit, and she was inside. The key to the storage door also
fit, and five mnutes |ater she left the condo. The second and third
trips were equally quick and uneventful. Wen she left the storage room
for the last tinme, she studied it carefully. Everything was in order
just as she found it. She | ocked the condo and took the enpty, well-worn
Sansonites back to her room

For an hour they |ay beside each other on the bed and | aughed at Avery
and his hangover. It was over now, for the nobst part, and they had
committed the perfect crinme. And |lover boy was a willing but ignorant
participant. It had been easy, they decided.

The smal|l nountain of evidence filled eleven and a half corrugated
storage boxes. At two-thirty, a native with a straw hat and no shirt
knocked on the door and announced he was froman outfit called Cayman
St orage. Abby pointed at the boxes. Wth no place to go and no hurry to
get there, he took the first box and ever so slowy carried it to his
van.

Like all the natives, he operated on Caynman tinme. No hurry, non.

They followed himin the Stanza to a warehouse in Georgetown. Abby

i nspected the proposed storage room and paid cash for three nonths

rent al



WAYNE Tarrance sat on the back row of the 11:40 P.M G eyhound from
Louisville to Indianapolis to Chicago. Although he sat by hinself, the
bus was crowded. It was Friday night. The bus left Kentucky thirty

m nutes earlier, and by now he was convi nced sonet hi ng had gone w ong.
Thirty minutes, and not a word or signal from anyone. Maybe it was the
wrong bus. Maybe MDeere had changed his mind. Maybe a | ot of things.
The rear seat was inches above the diesel engine, and Wayne Tarrance, of
the Bronx, now knew why Greyhound Frequent Ml ers fought for the seats
just behind the driver. His Louis L' Amour vibrated until he had a
headache. Thirty nminutes. Nothing.

The toilet flushed across the aisle, and the door flew open. The odor
filtered out, and Tarrance | ooked away, to the southbound traffic. From
nowhere, she slid into the aisle seat and cl eared her throat. Tarrance
jerked to his right, and there she was. He'd seen her before, sonmewhere.
"Are you M. Tarrance?" She wore jeans, white cotton sneakers and a
heavy green rag sweater. She hid behind dark gl asses.

"Yeah. And you?"

She grabbed his hand and shook it firmy. "Abby MDeere."

"l was expecting your husband."

"I know. He decided not to come, and so here | am"

“Well, uh, | sort of wanted to talk to him"

"Yes, but he sent ne. Just think of ne as his agent."

Tarrance |l aid his paperback under the seat and watched the hi ghway.
"Where is he?"

"Why is that inportant, M. Tarrance? He sent me to tal k business, and
you're here to talk business. So let's talk."

"Okay. Keep your voice down, and if anybody conmes down the aisle, grab
my hand and stop talking. Act like we're married or sonething. Ckay?
Now, M. Voyl es-do you know who he is?"

"I know everything, M. Tarrance."

"Good. M. Voyles is about to stroke out because we haven't got Mtch's
files yet. The good files. You understand why they're inportant, don't
you?"

"Very much so."

"So we want the files."

"And we want a nmillion dollars."

"Yes, that's the deal. But we get the files first."

“"No. That's not the deal. The deal, M. Tarrance, is that we get the
mllion dollars exactly where we want it, then we hand over the files."
"You don't trust us?"

"That's correct. We don't trust you, Voyles or anyone el se. The nobney is
to be deposited by wire transfer to a certain nunbered account in a bank
in Freeport, Bahanas. W will imediately be notified, and the nobney
will then be wired by us to another bank. Once we have it where we want
it, the files are yours."

"Where are the files?"

“In a mni-storage in Menphis. There are fifty-one files in all, al
boxed up real neat and proper like. You'll be inpressed. W do good
wor k. "

"We? Have you seen the files?"

"Of course. Hel ped box them up. There are these surprises in box nunber
eight."

"Ckay. What ?"

"Mtch was able to copy three of Avery Tolar's files, and they appear to



be questionable. Two deal with a conpany called Dunn Lane, Ltd., which
we know to be a Mafia-controlled corporation chartered in the Caynans.
It was established with ten million |laundered dollars in 1986. The files
deal with two construction projects financed by the corporation. You'l
find it fascinating reading."

"How do you know it was chartered in the Caymans? And how do you know
about the ten mllion? Surely that's « not in the files."

"No, it's not. We have other records."

Tarrance thought about the other records for six mles. It was obvious
he woul dn't see themuntil the MDeeres had the first mllion. He let it
pass.

“I"'mnot sure we can wire the noney as you wi sh without first getting
the files." It was a rather weak bluff. She read it perfectly and
sm | ed.

"Do we have to play ganes, M. Tarrance? Wiy don't you just give us the
nbney and quit sparring.”

A foreign student of sone sort, probably an Arab, sauntered down the
aisle and into the rest room Tarrance froze and stared at the w ndow.
Abby patted his armlike a real girlfriend. The flushing sounded |ike a
short waterfall.

"How soon can this happen?" Tarrance asked. She was not touching him
anynore.

"The files are ready. How soon can you round up a mllion bucks?"
"Tonorrow. "

Abby | ooked out the wi ndow and tal ked fromthe |eft

corner of her mouth. "Today's Friday. Next Tuesday, at ten A.M Eastern
time, Bahamas tine, you transfer by wire the mllion dollars fromyour
account at the Chemical Bank in Manhattan to a nunbered account at the
Ontario Bank in Freeport. It's a clean, legitimte wire transfer-take
about fifteen seconds.”

Tarrance frowned and listened hard. "What if we don't have an account at
t he Chemi cal Bank in Manhattan?"

"You don't now, but you will Monday. |'m sure you've got someone in
Washi ngton who can handle a sinple wire transfer."

“I"msure we do."

" Cood. "

"But why the Chem cal Bank?"

"Mtch's orders, M. Tarrance. Trust him he knows what he's doing."

"I see he's done his honmework."

"He al ways does his honmework. And there's sonmething you need to al ways
remenber. He's nuch smarter than you are."

Tarrance snorted and faked a |light chuckle. They rode in silence for a
mle or two, each thinking of the next question and answer.

"Ckay," Tarrance said, alnost to hinmself. "And when do we get the
files?"

"When the noney's safe in Freeport, we'll be notified. Wednesday norning
before ten-thirty, you'll receive at your Menphis office a Federa
Express package with a note and the key to the mni-storage."

"So | can tell M. Voyles we'll have the files by Wednesday afternoon?”
She shrugged and said nothing. Tarrance felt stupid for asking the
question. Quickly, he thought of a good one.

"We'l|l need the account nunber in Freeport."”

"It's witten down. I'll give it to you when the bus stops."

The particulars were now conpl ete. He reached under the seat and



retrieved his book. He ni pped pages and pretended to read. "Just sit
here a mnute," he said.

"Any questions?" she asked.

"Yeah. Can we tal k about these other records you nentioned?"

"Sure."

"Where are they?"

"Good question. The way the deal was explained to nme, we would first get
the next installnent, a half mllion, | believe, in return for enough
evidence to allow you to obtain the indictnments. These other records are
part of the next installnment."

Tarrance flipped a page. "You mean you've al ready obtained the, uh,
dirty files?"

"We have npst of what we need. Yes, we have a bunch of dirty files."
"Where are they?"

She sniled softly and patted his arm "I assure you they're not in the
mni-storage with the clean files."

"But you have possession of thenP"

"Sort of. Would you like to see a coupl e?"

He cl osed the book and breathed deeply. He | ooked at her. "Certainly."

"I thought so. Mtch says we'll give you ten inches of docunents on Dunn
Lane, Ltd.-copies of bank records, corporate charters, mnutes, byl aws,
of ficers, stockholders, wire-transfer records, letters from Nathan Locke
to Joey Morolto, working papers, a hundred other juicy norsels that'l
make you | ose sleep. Wonderful stuff. Mtch says you can probably get
thirty indictnments just fromthe Dunn Lane records."

Tarrance hung on every word, and believed her. "Wen can | see it?" he
asked quietly but so eagerly.

"When Ray is out of prison. It's part of the deal, renenber?”

"Aw yes. Ray."
"Aw yes. He goes over the wall, M. Tarrance, or you can forget the
Bendini firm Mtch and | will take our paltry mllion and di sappear

into the night."

"I"mworking on it."

"Better work hard." It was nore than a threat, and he knew it. He opened
the book again and stared at it.

Abby pulled a Bendi ni, Lanbert & Locke business card from her pocket and
dropped it on the book. On the back she had witten the account nunber:
477DL- 19584, Ontari o Bank, Freeport.

"“I'"'m going back to my seat near the front, away fromthe engine. Are we
cl ear about next Tuesday?"

"No problems, nmon. Are you getting off in |Indianapolis?"

"Yes."

"Where are you goi ng?"

"To ny parents' hone in Kentucky. Mtch and | are separated.”

She was gone.

Tamry stood in one of a dozen long, hot lines at Mam custons. She wore
shorts, sandals, halter top, sunglasses and a straw hat and | ooked j ust
like the other thousand weary tourists returning fromthe sun-drenched
beaches of the Caribbean. In front of her were two ill-tenpered new y-
weds carrying bags of duty-free liquor and perfune and obviously in the
m ddl e of a serious disagreenent. Behind her were two brand-new Hart man
| eat her suitcases filled with enough docunents and records to indict
forty |l awers. Her enployer, also a |lawer, had suggested she purchase

| uggage



with little wheels on the bottom so they could be pulled through the

M am International Airport. She also had a small overnight bag with a
few cl othes and a toothbrush, to | ook legitimte.

About every ten mnutes, the young couple noved forward six inches, and
Tamry foll owed with her baggage. An hour after she entered the line, she
made it to the checkpoint.

“"No declarations!" the agent snapped in broken English.

“No!" she snapped back

He nodded at the big | eather bags. "Wat's in there?"

"Papers.”

"Papers?"

"Papers.”

"What ki nd of papers?"

Toi |l et paper, she thought; | spend ny vacations traveling the Caribbean
collecting toilet paper. "Legal docunents, crap like that. I'ma

| awyer."

"Yeah, yeah." He unzi pped the overni ght bag and gl anced in. "Okay.
Next!"

She carefully pulled the bags, just so. They were inclined to tip over.
A bel | boy grabbed them and | oaded all three pieces onto a two-wheeler.
"Delta Flight 282, to Nashville. Gate 44, Concourse B," she said as she
handed hima five-dollar bill

Tamry and all three bags arrived in Nashville at nidnight Saturday. She
| oaded theminto her Rabbit and left the airport. In the suburb of
Brentwood, she parked in her designated parking place and, one at a
time, pulled the Hartmans into a one-bedroom apartment.

Except for a rented fol daway sofa, there was no furniture. She unpacked
the suitcases in the bedroom and began the tedi ous process of arranging
t he evidence. Mtch wanted a

list of each docunent, each bank record, each corporation. He wanted it
just so. He said one day he would pass through in a great hurry, and he
wanted it all organized.

For two hours she took inventory. She sat on the floor and nade carefu
notes. After three one-day trips to Grand Cayman, the room was begi nni ng
to fill. Monday she woul d | eave agai n.

She felt like she'd slept three hours in the past two weeks. But it was
urgent, he said. A matter of Iife and death.

Tarry Ross, alias Alfred, sat in the darkest corner of the |ounge of the
Washi ngt on Phoeni x Park Hotel. The neeting would be terribly brief. He
drank coffee and waited on his guest.

He waited and vowed to wait only five nore mnutes. The cup shook when
he tried to sip it. Coffee splashed on the table. He | ooked at the table
and tried desperately not to |look around. He waited.

Hi s guest arrived from nowhere and sat with his back to the wall. His
name was Vi nnie Cozzo, a thug from New York. From the Palunbo famly.
Vinni e noticed the shaking cup and the spilled coffee. "Relax, Alfred.
This place is dark enough."

"What do you want?" Al fred hissed.

"I wanna drink."

“"No time for drinks. I'mleaving." (

"Settle down, Alfred. Relax, pal. There ain't three people in here." <e
"What do you want?" he hissed again.

"Just a little information."

“I't'1l cost you."



"It always does." A waiter ventured by, and Vinnie ordered Chivas and
wat er .

"How s ny pal Denton Voyles?" Vinnie asked.

"Kiss nmy ass, Cozzo. |I'mleaving. |I'mwalking outta here."

"Ckay, pal. Relax. | just need sonme info."

“"Make it quick." Alfred scanned the | ounge. H's cup was enpty, nost of
it on the table.

The Chivas arrived, and Vinnie took a good drink. "Gotta little
situation down in Menphis. Sone of the boys're sorta worried about it.
Ever hear of the Bendini firnmP"

Instinctively, Alfred shook his head in the negative. Always say no, at
first. Then, after careful digging, return with a nice little report and
say yes. Yes, he'd heard of the Bendini firmand their prized client.
Operation Laundromat. Voyles hinmself had naned it and was so proud of
his creativity.

Vi nni e took another good drink. "Well, there's a guy down there naned
McDeere, Mtchell MDeere, who works for this Bendini firm and we
suspect he's al so playing grab-ass with your people. Know what | nean?
We think he's selling info on Bendini to the feds. Just need to know if
it's true. That's all."

Alfred listened with a straight face, although it was not easy. He knew
McDeere's blood type and his favorite restaurant in Menphis. He knew
that McDeere had tal ked to Tarrance half a dozen tinmes now and that

tomorrow, Tuesday, MDeere would becone a millionaire. Piece of cake.
“I"'l'l see what | can do. Let's talk money."
Vinnie lit a SalemLight. "Well, Afred, it's a serious matter. | ain't

gonna lie. Two hundred thousand cash."

Al fred dropped the cup. He pulled a handkerchief fromhis rear pocket
and furiously rubbed his glasses. "Two hundred? Cash?"

"That's what | said. What'd we pay you |ast tinme?"

"Seventy-five."

"See what | nmean? It's pretty dammed serious, Alfred. Can you do it?"
"Yes." "When?" "G ve me two weeks."

A week before April 15, the workaholics at Bendini, Lanbert & Locke
reached maxi mum stress and ran at full throttle on nothing but
adrenaline. And fear. Fear of nissing a deduction or a wite-off or sone
extra depreciation that would cost a rich client an extra mllion or so.
Fear of picking up the phone and calling the client and inform ng him
that the return was now finished and, sorry to say, an extra eight
hundred thousand was due. Fear of not finishing by the fifteenth and
being forced to file extensions and incurring penalties and interest.
The parking lot was full by 6 AM The secretaries worked twelve hours a
day. Tenpers were short. Tal k was scarce and hurri ed.

Wth no wife to go hone to, Mtch worked around the clock. Sonny Capps
had cursed and berated Avery because he owed $450,000. On earned incone
of six million. Avery had cursed Mtch, and together they plowed through
the Capps files again, digging and cursing. Mtch created two very
questionable wite-offs that lowered it to $320,000. Capps said he was
considering a new tax firm One in Washi ngton.

Wth six days to go, Capps denmanded a neeting with Avery in Houston. The
Lear was avail able, and Avery left at mdnight. Mtch drove himto the
airport, receiving instructions along the way.

Shortly after 1:30 A .M, he returned to the office. Three Mercedeses, a
BMW and a Jaguar were scattered through the parking | ot. The security



guard opened the rear door, and Mtch rode the elevator to the fourth
floor. As usual, Avery locked his office door. The partners' doors were
al ways | ocked. At the end of the hall, a voice could be heard. Victor

M I1ligan, head of tax, sat at his desk and said ugly things to his
conmputer. The other offices were dark and | ocked.

Mtch held his breath and stuck a key into Avery's door. The knob
turned, and he was inside. He switched on all the lights and went to the
smal | conference table where he and his partner had spent the day and
nost of the night. Files were stacked |ike bricks around the chairs.
Papers thrown here and there. I RS Reg. books were piled on top of each
ot her.

Mtch sat at the table and continued his research for Capps. According
to the FBI notebook, Capps was a |egitinmate busi nessman who had used

for at | east eight years. The Fibbies weren't interested in Sonny Capps.
After an hour, the tal king stopped and MI1ligan closed and | ocked the
door. He took the stairs wi thout saying good night. Mtch quickly
checked each office on the fourth floor, then the third. Al enpty. It
was al nost 3 A M

Next to the bookshel ves on one wall of Avery's office, four solid-oak
file cabinets sat undisturbed. Mtch had noticed them for nmonths but had
never seen them used. The active files were kept in three netal cabinets
next to the wi ndow. Secretaries dug through these, usually while Avery
yelled at them He |ocked the door behind himand wal ked to the oak

cabi nets. Locked, of course. He had narrowed it down to two small Kkeys,
each less than an inch long. The first one fit the first cabinet, and he
opened it.

From Tamry's inventory of the contraband in Nashville,

he had nenorized nany of the names of the Cayman conpani es operating
with dirty noney that was now cl ean. He thunbed through the files in the
top drawer, and the nanes junped at him Dunn Lane, Ltd., Eastpointe,
Ltd., Virgin Bay Ltd., Inland Contractors, Ltd., Gulf-South, Ltd. He
found nore familiar nanes in the second and third drawers. The files
were filled with | oan docunents from Cayman banks, wire-transfer
records, warranty deeds, |eases, nortgage deeds and a thousand ot her
papers. He was particularly interested in Dunn Lane and Gul f - Sout h.
Tamry had recorded a significant nunber of documents for these two
conpani es.

He picked out a Gulf-South file full of wire-transfer records and | oan
docunents fromthe Royal Bank of Montreal. He walked to a copier in the
center of the fourth floor and turned it on. While it warned, he
casual ly glanced around. The place was dead. He | ooked al ong the
ceilings. No canmeras. He had checked it many tines before. The ACCESS
NUMBER | i ght flashed, and he punched in the file nunber for Ms. Lettie
Pl unk. Her tax return was sitting on his desk on the second floor, and
it could spare a few copies. He laid the contents on the automatic feed,
and three mnutes later the file was copi ed. One hundred twenty-ei ght
copies, charged to Lettie Plunk. Back to the file cabinet. Back to the
copier with another stack of Gulf-South evidence. He punched in the
access nunber for the file of G eenmark Partners, a real estate

devel opnent conpany in Bartlett, Tennessee. Legitimte fol ks. The tax
return was sitting on his desk and could spare a few copies. N nety-one,
to be exact.

Mtch had eighteen tax returns sitting in his office waiting to be
signed and filed. Wth six days to go, he had finished his deadline



work. All eighteen received automatic billings for copies of CGulf-South
and Dunn Lane evidence. He had

scribbled their access nunbers on a sheet of notepaper, and it sat on
the table next to the copier. After using the eighteen nunbers, he
accessed with three nunmbers borrowed from Lamar's files and three
nunbers borrowed fromthe Capps files.

A wire ran fromthe copier through a hole in the wall and down the
inside of a closet, where it connected with wires fromthree other
copiers on the fourth floor. The wire, |arger now, ran down through the
ceiling and al ong a baseboard to the billing roomon the third fl oor
where a conputer recorded and billed every copy nade within . An

i nnocuous-1ooking little gray wire ran fromthe computer up a wall and
through the ceiling to the fourth floor, and then up to the fifth, where
anot her conputer recorded the access code, the nunber of copies and the
| ocati on of the machi ne maki ng each copy.

At 5 P.M, April 15, Bendini, Lanmbert & Locke shut down. By six, the
parking | ot was enpty, and the expensive autonobiles reassenbled two

nm | es away behind a venerabl e seaf ood establishment called Anderton's. A
smal | banquet room was reserved for the annual April 15 bl owout. Every
associ ate and active partner was present, along with eleven retired
partners. The retirees were tanned and well rested; the actives were
haggard and frayed. But they were all in a festive spirit, ready to get
pl astered. The stringent rules of clean |iving and noderati on woul d be
forgotten this night. Another firmrule prohibited any | awer or
secretary fromworking on April 16.

Platters of cold boiled shrinp and raw oysters sat on tables along the
wal I's. A huge wooden barrel filled with ice and cold Mosehead greeted
them Ten cases stood behind the barrel. Roosevelt popped tops as

qui ckly as possible. Late in the night, he would get drunk with the rest
of them

and O iver Lanmbert would call a taxi to haul himhonme to Jessie Frances.
It was a ritual

Roosevelt's cousin, Little Bobby Blue Baker, sat at a baby grand and
sang sadly as the lawers filed in. For now, he was the entertainment.
Later, he would not be needed.

Mtch ignored the food and took an icy green bottle to a table near the
pi ano. Lamar followed with two pounds of shrinp. They watched their

col | eagues shake off coats and ties and attack the Mdosehead.

"Get 'emall finished?" Lamar asked, devouring the shrinp.

"Yeah. | finished m ne yesterday. Avery and | worked on Sonny Capps's
until five P.M It's finished."
"How much?"

"Quarter of a mll."

"Quch." Lamar turned up the bottle and drained half of it. "He's never
pai d that much, has he?"

"No, and he's furious. | don't understand the guy. He cleared six
mllion fromall sorts of ventures, and he's mad as hell because he had
to pay five percent in taxes."

"How s Avery?"

"Somewhat worried. Capps made himfly to Houston | ast week, and it did
not go well. He left on the Lear at m dnight. Told nme | ater Capps was
waiting at his office at four in the nmorning, furious over his tax ness.
Blamed it all on Avery. Said he m ght change firnms."

"I think he says that all the tine. You need a beer?"



Lamar | eft and returned with four Moseheads. "How s Abby's non?"
Mtch borrowed a shrinp and peeled it. "She's okay, for now. They
renmoved a |lung."

"And how s Abby?" Lamar was watching his friend, and not eating.
Mtch started another beer. "She's fine."

"Look, Mtch, our kids go to St. Andrew s. It's no secret Abby took a
| eave of absence. She's been gone for two weeks. W know it, and we're
concerned. "

"Things will work out. She wants to spend a little tinme away. It's no
big deal, really."

"Conme on, Mtch. It's a big deal when your wife |eaves honme wi thout

sayi ng when she'll return. At |least that's what she told the headnaster
at school . "
"That's true. She doesn't know when she'll cone back. Probably a nonth

or so. She's had a hard tine coping with the hours at the office."

The | awyers were all present and accounted for, so Roosevelt shut the
door. The room became noi sier. Bobby Blue took requests.

"Have you thought about slow ng down?" Lamar asked.

“No, not really. Why should I?"

"Look, Mtch, I"'myour friend, right? I'mworried about you. You can't
make a mllion bucks the first year."

Oh yeah, he thought. | nmade a nmillion bucks |ast week. In ten seconds
the little account in Freeport junped fromten thousand to a million ten
t housand. And fifteen mnutes later, the account was cl osed and the
noney was resting safely in a bank in Switzerland. Ah, the wonder of

wire transfer. And because of the mllion bucks, this would be the first
and only April 15 party of his short, but distinguished |egal career

And his good friend who is so concerned about his nmarriage will npst
likely be in jail before long. Along with everyone else in the room
except for Roosevelt, Hell, Tarrance m ght get so excited he'll indict
Roosevelt and Jessie Frances just for the fun of it.

Then the trials. "I, Mtchell Y. MDeere, do solemmly swear to tell the

truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth. So help ne God." And
he'd sit in the witness chair and point the finger at his good friend
Lamar Quin. And

Kay and the kids would be sitting in the front row for jury appeal
Crying softly.

He finished the second beer and started the third. "I know, Lamar, but |
have no plans to slow down. Abby will adjust. Things'll be fine."

"If you say so. Kay wants you over tonmorrow for a big steak. We'll cook
on the grill and eat on the patio. How about it?"

"Yes, on one condition. No discussion about Abby. She went honme to see
her nmother, and she'll be back. OCkay?"

"Fine. Sure."

Avery sat across the table with a plate of shrinp. He began peeling

t hem

"We were just discussing Capps," Lamar said.

"That's not a pleasant subject," Avery replied. Mtch watched the shrinp
intently until there was a little pile of about six freshly peeled. He
grabbed them across the table and shoved the handful into his nouth.
Avery glared at himwith tired, sad eyes. Red eyes. He struggled for
sonmet hi ng appropriate, then began eating the unpeeled shrinp. "I wi sh
the heads were still on them" he said between bites. "Mich better with
t he heads."



Mtch raked across tw handful s and began crunching. "I like the tails
nmysel f. Al ways been a tail man."

Lamar stopped eating and gawked at them "You nust be kidding."

“"Nope," said Avery. "When | was a kid in El Paso, we used to go out with
our nets and scoop up a bunch of fresh shrinp. W'd eat 'em on the spot,
while they were still wiggling." Chonp, chonp. "The heads are the best
part because of all the brain juices."

“Shrinp, in El Paso?"

"Yeah, Rio Grande's full of them"

Lamar |eft for another round of beer. The wear, tear

stress and fatigue mxed quickly with the al cohol and the room becane
rowdi er. Bobby Bl ue was playing Step-penwlf. Even Nathan Locke was
smling and tal king loudly. Just one of the boys. Roosevelt added five
cases to the barrel of ice.

At ten, the singing started. Wally Hudson, minus the bow tie, stood on a
chair by the piano and | ed the howing chorus through a riotous nedl ey
of Australian drinking songs. The restaurant was cl osed now, so who
cared. Kendall Mahan was next. He had played rugby at Cornell and had an
amazi ng repertoire of raunchy beer songs. Fifty untalented and drunk
voi ces sang happily along with him

Mtch excused hinself and went to the rest room A bus-boy unl ocked the
rear door, and he was in the parking lot. The singing was pleasant at
this distance. He started for his car, but instead wal ked to a w ndow.
He stood in the dark, next to the corner of the building, and watched
and listened. Kendall was now on the piano, |eading his choir through an
obscene refrain.

Joyous voi ces, of rich and happy people. He studied themone at a tineg,
around the tables. Their faces were red. Their eyes were gl ow ng. They
were his friends-famly nmen with wives and children-all caught up in
this terrible conspiracy.

Last year Joe Hodge and Marty Kozi nski were singing with the rest of

t hem

Last year he was a hotshot Harvard man with job offers in every pocket.
Now he was a millionaire, and would soon have a price on his head.
Funny what a year can do.

Sing on, brothers.

Mtch turned and wal ked away.
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Around m dnight, the taxis lined up on Madison, and the richest |awers
in town were carried and dragged into the back seats. Of course, diver
Lanbert was the soberest of the Iot, and he directed the evacuation
Fifteen taxis in all, with drunk | awers |ying everywhere.

At the sanme tinme, across town on Front Street, two identical navy-blue-
and-yel | ow Ford vans with DUSTBUSTERS pai nted brightly on the sides
pulled up to the gate. Dutch Hendrix opened it and waved them t hrough
They backed up to the rear door, and eight wonmen with matching shirts
began unl oadi ng vacuum cl eaners and buckets filled with spray bottles.
They unl oaded broons and nops and rolls of paper towels. They chattered
qui etly anong thensel ves as they went through the building. As directed
from above, the technicians cleaned one floor at a tinme, beginning with
the fourth. The guards wal ked the floors and watched them carefully.
The wonen ignhored them and buzzed about their business of enptying

gar bage cans, polishing furniture, vacuum ng and scrubbi ng bat hroons.
The new girl was slower than the others. She noticed things. She pulled



on desk drawers and file cabinets when the guards weren't |ooking. She
pai d attention.

It was her third night on the job, and she was | earning her way around.
She'd found the Tolar office on the fourth floor the first night, and
smled to herself.

She wore dirty jeans and ragged tennis shoes. The bl ue DUSTBUSTERS shirt
was extra large, to hide the figure and make her appear plunp, like the
ot her technicians. The patch above the pocket read DORIS. Doris, the

cl eani ng technici an.

When the crew was half finished with the second floor, a guard told
Doris and two others, Susie and Charlotte, to follow him He inserted a
key in the elevator panel, and it
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stopped in the basenment. He unl ocked a heavy netal door, and they wal ked
into a large roomdivided into a dozen cubicles. Each small desk was
cluttered, and dominated by a |arge conputer. There were termnals
everywhere. Black file cabinets lined the walls. No w ndows.

"The supplies are in there," the guard said, pointing to a closet. They
pul l ed out a vacuum cl eaner and spray bottles and went to worKk.

"Don't touch the desks," he said.

M

LITCH tied the | aces of his Ni ke Air Cushion jogging shoes and sat on
the sofa waiting by the phone. Hearsay, depressed after two weeks

wi t hout the woman around, sat next to himand tried to doze. At exactly
ten-thirty, it rang. It was Abby.

There was no mushy "sweet hearts" and "babes" and "honeys." The di al ogue
was cool and forced.

"How s your nother?" he asked.

"Doi ng nmuch better. She's up and around, but very sore. Her spirits are
good. "

"That's good to hear. And your dad?"

"The sane. Al ways busy. How s ny dog?"

"Lonesone and depressed. | think he's cracking up."

“I miss him How s work?"

"We survived April 15 without disaster. Everyone's in a better npod.
Hal f the partners left for vacation on the sixteenth, so the place is a
ot quieter."

"l guess you've cut back to sixteen hours a day?"

He hesitated, and let it sink in. No sense starting a fight. "Wen are
you comi ng honme?"

"I don't know. Momwill need nme for a couple nore weeks. I'mafraid
Dad's not much hel p. They've got a nmaid and all, but Mom needs ne now. "
She paused, as if sone-
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thing heavy was conming. "I called St. Andrew s today and told them

woul dn't be back this senester.”

He took it in stride. "There are two nmonths left in this senester.
You' re not coming back for two nonths?"

"At least two nmonths, Mtch. | just need sone time, that's all."
"Time for what?"

"Let's not start it again, okay? |"'mnot in the nood to argue."
"Fine. Fine. Fine. What are you in the nood for?"

She ignored this, and there was a | ong pause. "How nany mles are you

j oggi ng?"



"A couple. I've been walking to the track, then running about eight

| aps. "

"Be careful at the track. It's awfully dark."

"Thanks. "

Anot her | ong pause. "I need to go," she said. "Monms ready for bed."

"WIll you call tomorrow night?"

"Yes. Same time."

She hung up without a "goodbye" or "I love you" or anything. Just hung
up.

Mtch pulled on his white athletic socks and tucked in his white | ong-
sl eeved T-shirt. He | ocked the kitchen door and trotted down the dark
street. West Junior Hi gh School was six blocks to the east of East
Meadowbr ook. Behind the redbrick classrooms and gymasi um was t he
baseball field, and farther away at the end of a dark driveway was the
football field. A cinder track circled the field, and was a favorite of
| ocal joggers.

But not at 11 P.M, especially with no noon. The track was deserted, and
that was fine with Mtch. The spring air was |ight and cool, and he
finished the first mle in eight m nutes. He began wal king a | ap. As he
passed the al umi -

num bl eachers on the hone side, he saw soneone fromthe corner of his
eye. He kept wal ki ng.

"Pssssssst. "

Mtch stopped. "Yeah. Who is it?"

A hoarse, scratchy voice replied, "Joey Mrolto."

Mtch started for the bl eachers. "Very funny, Tarrance. Am | clean?"
"Sure, you're clean. Laney's sitting up there in a school bus with a
flashlight. He flashed green when you passed, and if you see sonething
red flash, get back to the track and nmeke like Carl Lew s."

They wal ked to the top of the bleachers and into the unl ocked press box.
They sat on stools in the dark and watched the school. The buses were
parked in perfect order along the driveway.

"I's this private enough for you?" Mtch asked.

“I't'1l do. Who's the girl?"

"I know you prefer to neet in daylight, preferably where a crowd has
gathered, say like a fast-food joint or a Korean shoe store. But | like
t hese pl aces better."

"Great. Who's the girl?"

"Pretty clever, huh?"

"CGood idea. Wio is she?"

"An enpl oyee of mne."

"Where'd you find her?"

"What difference does it make? Why are you al ways aski ng questions that
are irrel evant ?"

“Irrelevant? | get a call today from some woman |'ve never net, tells ne
she needs to talk to me about a little natter at the Bendi ni Buil ding,
says we gotta change phones, instructs ne to go to a certain pay phone
outside a certain grocery store and be there at a certain tine, and

she'll call exactly at one-thirty. And | go there, and she calls at
exactly one-thirty. Keep in mnd, |I've got three nen
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within a hundred feet of the phone watching everybody that noves. And
she tells ne to be here at exactly ten forty-five tonight, to have the
pl ace sealed off, and that you'll cone trotting by."



"Worked, didn't it?"

"Yeah, so far. But who is she? | mean, now you got soneone el se

i nvolved, and that really worries ne, MDeere. W is she and how much
does she know?"

"Trust ne, Tarrance. She's ny enployee and she knows everything. In
fact, if you knew what she knows you'd be serving indictnents right now
i nstead of sitting here bitching about her."

Tarrance breathed deeply and thought about it. "Okay, so tell ne what
she knows."

"She knows that in the last three years the Mdirolto gang and its
acconpl i ces have taken over eight hundred mllion bucks in cash out of
this country and deposited it in various banks in the Cari bbean. She
knows whi ch banks, which accounts, the. dates, a bunch of stuff. She
knows that the Moroltos control at |east three hundred and fifty
conpani es chartered in the Caynans, and that these conpanies regularly
send cl ean noney back into the country. She knows the dates and amounts
of the wire transfers. She knows of at least forty U S. corporations
owned by Cayman corporations owned by the Miroltos. She knows a helluva
| ot, Tarrance. She's a very know edgeabl e woman, don't you think?"
Tarrance coul d not speak. He stared fiercely into the darkness up the
dri veway.

Mtch found it enjoyable. "She knows how they take their dirty cash,
trade it up to one-hundred-dollar bills and sneak it out of the
country."

" How?"

" Lear, of course. But they also nmule it. They've

got a small army of nules, usually their mni numwage thugs and their
girlfriends, but also students and other freelancers, and they'll give
t hem ni nety-ei ght hundred in cash and buy thema ticket to the Caynans
or the Bahanmas. No decl arations are required for amounts under ten

t housand, you understand. And the mules will fly down |ike regular
tourists with pockets full of cash and take the noney to their banks.
Doesn't sound |ike nuch noney, but you get three hundred peopl e making
twenty trips a year, and that's sonme serious cash wal ki ng out of the
country. It's also called snmurfing, you know. "

Tarrance nodded slightly, as if he knew.

"A lot of folks wanna be snurfers when they can get free vacations and
spendi ng noney. Then they've got their super nules. These are the
trusted Morolto people who take a million bucks in cash, wap it up rea
neat in newspaper so the airport nmachines won't see it, put it in big
bri efcases and walk it onto the planes |ike everybody el se. They wear
coats and ties and | ook |ike Wall Streeters. Or they wear sandals and
straw hats and nmule it in carry-on bags. You guys catch them

occasional ly, about one percent of the tine, | believe, and when that
happens the super nmules go to jail. But they never talk, do they,
Tarrance? And every now and then a snmurfer will start thinking about al
this money in his briefcase and how easy it would be just to keep flying
and enjoy all the noney hinself. And he'll disappear. But the Mb never
forgets, and it nay take a year or two, but they'Il find ,himsonewhere.
The noney' 11 be gone, of course, but then so will he. The Mb never
forgets, does it, Tarrance? Just |ike they won't forget about ne."
Tarrance listened until it was obvious he needed to say sonething. "You
got your nmillion bucks."

“"Appreciate it. |I'malnost ready for the next installnent."”
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" Al npst ?"

"Yeah, ne and the girl have a couple nore jobs to pull. W're trying to
get a few nore records out of Front Street.”

"How many docunments do you have?"

"Over ten thousand."

The lower jaw collapsed and the mouth fell open. He stared at Mtch
"Damm! Where'd they cone fron®?"

"Anot her one of your questions."

"Ten thousand documents," said Tarrance.

"At least ten thousand. Bank records, wire-transfer records, corporate
charters, corporate |oan docunments, internal nenps, correspondence
between all sorts of people. A lot of good stuff, Tarrance."

"Your wife nentioned a conpany called Dunn Lane, Ltd. W' ve reviewed the
files you've already given us. Pretty good material. What else do you
know about it?"

"Alot. Chartered in 1986 with ten mllion, which was transferred into
the corporation froma nunmbered account in Banco de Mexico, the sane ten
mllion that arrived in Grand Cayman in cash on a certain Lear jet
registered to a quiet little law firmin Menphis, except that it was
originally fourteen mllion but after payoffs to Cayman custons and
Cayman bankers it was reduced to ten mllion. When the conpany was
chartered, the registered agent was a guy nanmed Di ego Sanchez, who
happens to be a VP with Banco de Mexico. The president was a delightfu
soul named Nathan Locke, the secretary was our old pal Royce MKnight
and the treasurer of this cozy little corporation was a guy named Al
Rubi nstein. |I'msure you know him | don't."

"He's a Moirolto operative."

"Surprise, surprise. Want nore?"

"Keep tal king."

"After the seed noney of ten mllion was invested into this venture,
anot her ninety mllion in cash was deposited

over the next three years. Very profitable enterprise. The conpany began
buying all sorts of things in the U S.-cotton farms in Texas, apartnent
conpl exes in Dayton, jewelry stores in Beverly Hills, hotels in St.
Pet er sburg and Tanpa. Mst of the transactions were by wire transfer
fromfour or five different banks in the Caymans. It's a basic noney-

| aundering operation."

"And you' ve got all this docunented?"

"Stupid question, Wayne. If | didn't have the docunents, how would
know about it? I only work on clean files, renmenber?"

"How nuch longer will it take you?"
"Coupl e of weeks. Me and mnmy enpl oyee are still snooping around Front
Street. And it doesn't look good. It'll be very difficult to get files

out of there."

"Where'd the ten thousand documents cone fronP"

Mtch ignored the question. He junped to his feet and started for the
door. "Abby and | want to live in Al buquerque. It's a big town, sort of
out of the way. Start working on it."

"Don't junp the gun. There's a lot of work to do."

"I said two weeks, Tarrance. |'Il be ready to deliver in tw weeks, and
that means |'1l have to di sappear."”
"Not so fast. | need to see a few of these docunents."

"You have a short nenory, Tarrance. My lovely wife prom sed a big stack



of Dunn Lane documents just as soon as Ray goes over the wall."

Tarrance | ooked across the dark field. "I'lIl see what | can do."
Mtch wal ked to himand pointed a finger in his face. "Listen to ne,
Tarrance, and listen closely. | don't think we're getting through. Today

is April 17. Two weeks fromtoday is May 1, and on May 1 | will deliver
to you, as pronised, over ten thousand very incrimnating and highly
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admi ssi bl e docunments that will seriously cripple one of the | argest
organi zed crime famlies in the world. And, eventually, it will cost ne
my life. But | promised to do it. And you' ve promi sed to get ny brother
out of prison. You have a week, until April 24. If not, |I'Il disappear
And so will your case, and career."

"What's he gonna do when he gets out?"

"You and your stupid questions. He'll run like hell, that's what he'l
do. He's got a brother with a nmillion dollars who's an expert in noney
| aundering and el ectronic banking. He'll be out of the country within
twel ve hours, and he'll go find the mllion buck's."

"The Bahanes. "

"Bahanas. You're an idiot, Tarrance. That noney spent |ess than ten

m nutes in the Bahanas. You can't trust those corrupt fools down there."
"M . Voyles doesn't |ike deadlines. He gets real upset."

"Tell M. Voyles to kiss my ass. Tell himto get the next half mllion
because |I'm al nost ready. Tell himto get ny brother out or the deal's
of f. Tell himwhatever you want, Tarrance, but Ray goes over the wall in

a week or |'m gone."
Mtch slamed the door and started down the bl eachers. Tarrance
foll owed. "When do we tal k agai n?" he yell ed.

Mtch junmped the fence and was on the track. "My enployee will call you.
Just do as she says."
NATI

THAN Locke's annual three-day post-April 15 vacation in Vail had been
cancel ed. By DeVasher, on orders from Lazarov. Locke and Oiver Lanbert
sat in the office on the fifth floor and |istened. DeVasher was
reporting the bits and pieces and trying unsuccessfully to put the
puzzl e together.

"H's wife | eaves. Says she's gotta go honme to her nother, who's got |ung
cancer. And that she's tired of a bunch of his crap. W' ve detected a
little trouble here and there over the nonths. She bitched a little
about his hours and all, but nothing this serious. So she goes home to
Mommy. Says she don't know when she's coning back. Momry's sick, right?
Renmoved a lung, right? But we can't find a hospital that's heard of

Maxi ne Sut herl and. We've checked every hospital in Kentucky, |ndiana and
Tennessee. Seens odd, doesn't it, fellas?"

"Cone on, DeVasher," Lanbert said. "My wife had surgery four years ago,
and we flew to the Mayo Clinic. | know of no |aw requiring one to have
surgery within a hundred mles of honme. That's absurd. And these are
soci ety people. Maybe she checked in under another name to keep it

qui et. Happens all the tinme."

Locke nodded and agreed. "How nuch has he tal ked to her?"

"She calls about once a day. They've had sone good
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tal ks, about this and that. The dog. Her nom The office. She told him
| ast night she ain't conming back for at |east two nonths."

"Has she ever indicated which hospital ?" asked Locke.



"Never. She's been real careful. Doesn't talk much about the surgery.
Mommy is supposedly home now. If she ever left."

"What're you getting at, DeVasher?" asked Lanbert.

"Shut up and I'Il finish. Just suppose it's all a ruse to get her outta
town. To get her away fromus. From what's coning down. Fol |l ow?"

"You' re assum ng he's working with then?" asked Locke.

"I get paid for making those assunptions, Nat. |'m assuni ng he knows the
phones are bugged, and that's why they're so careful on the phone. |'m
assum ng he got her outta town to protect her."

"Pretty shaky," said Lanmbert. "Pretty shaky."

DeVasher paced behind his desk. He glared at Olie and let it pass.
"About ten days ago, sonebody nmkes a bunch of unusual copies on the
fourth floor. Strange because it was three in the nmorning. According to
our records, when the copies were nmade only two | awers were here.
McDeere and Scott Kinble. Neither of whom had any business on the fourth
floor. Twenty-four access nunbers were used. Three belong to Lamar
Quin's files. Three belong to Sonny Capps. The other eighteen belong to
McDeere's files. None belong to Kinble. Victor MIligan left his office
around two-thirty, and McDeere was working in Avery's office. He had
taken himto the airport. Avery says he |ocked his office, but he could
have forgotten. Either he forgot or McDeere's got a key. | pressed Avery
on this, and he feels alnpst certain he locked it. But it was m dni ght
and he was dead tired and in a hurry. Could' ve forgotten, right? But he
did not authorize MDeere to go back to his office and work. No big

deal
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really, because they had spent the entire day in there working on the
Capps return. The copi er was nunber el even, which happens to be the

cl osest one to Avery's office. | think it's safe to assume MDeere nmde
the copies."”

"How many?"

"Two thousand and twelve."

"Which files?"

"The eighteen were all tax clients. Now, |'msure he'd explain it all by

sayi ng he had finished the returns and was nerely copyi ng everything.
Sounds pretty legitimte, right? Except the secretaries always nmeke the
copies, and what the hell was he doing on the fourth floor at three A M
runni ng two thousand copies? And this was the norning of April 7. How
many of your boys finish their April 15 work and run all the copies a
week early?"

He stopped paci ng and watched them They were thinking. He had them
"And here's the kicker. Five days later his secretary entered the sane
ei ghteen access nunbers on her copier on the second floor. She ran about
three hundred copies, which, | ain't no lawer, but | figure to be nore
in line. Don't you think?"

They both nodded, but said nothing. They were | awers, trained to argue
five sides of every issue. But they said nothing. DeVasher smled

wi ckedly and returned to his pacing. "Now, we caught him making two

t housand copi es that cannot be explained. So the big question is: Wat
was he copying? If he was using wong access nunbers to run the machine,
what the hell was he copying? | don't know. All of the offices were

| ocked, except, of course, Avery's. So | asked Avery. He's got a row of
net al cabi nets where he keeps the real files. He keeps 'em | ocked, but
he and McDeere and the secretaries have been rummagi ng through those



files all day. Could ve forgot to lock 'em when he ran to neet the
pl ane. Big deal. Why would McDeere copy legit-
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imate files? He wouldn't. Like everybody else on the fourth floor
Avery's got those four wooden cabinets with the secret stuff. No one
touches them right? Firmrules. Not even other partners. Locked up
tighter than nmy files. So McDeere can't get in without a key. Avery
showed me his keys. Told me he hadn't touched those cabinets in two
days, before the seventh. Avery has gone through those files, and

everything seens in order. He can't tell if they' ve been tanmpered with.
But can you |l ook at one of your files and tell if it's been copied? No,
you can't. Neither can |. So | pulled the files this nmorning, and |'m

sending them to Chicago. They're gonna check 'em for fingerprints. Take
about a week."

"He couldn't copy those files," Lanbert said.

"What el se would he copy, Alie? | nmean, everything's |ocked on the
fourth floor and the third floor. Everything, except Avery's office. And
assum ng he and Tarrance are whispering in each other's ears, what would
he want from Avery's office. Nothing but the secret files."

“Now you're assum ng he's got keys," Locke said.

"Yes. |'massum ng he's nade a set of Avery's keys."

O lie snorted and gave an exasperated laugh. "This is incredible. |
don't believe it."

Bl ack Eyes gl ared at DeVasher with a nasty snile. "How would he get a
copy of the keys?"

"Good question, and one that | can't answer. Avery showed nme his keys.
Two rings, eleven keys. He keeps 'emwith himat all times. Firmrule
right? Like a good little |lawer's supposed to do. \Wen he's awake, the
keys are in his pocket. When he's asleep away from hone, the keys are
under the mattress."

"Where's he traveled in the |ast nonth?" Bl ack Eyes asked.

"Forget the trip to see Capps in Houston | ast week. Too
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recent. Before that, he went to Grand Cayman for two days on April 1."
"I remenber," said Olie, listening intently.
"Good for you, Olie. |I asked himwhat he did both nights, and he said
not hi ng but work. Sat at a bar one night, but that's it. Swears he sl ept
by hinmself both nights." De-Vasher pushed a button on a portable tape
recorder. "But he's lying. This call was made at nine-fifteen, April 2,
fromthe phone in the master bedroom of Unit A " The tape began
"He's in the shower." First fenmale voice.
"Are you okay?" Second fermale voice.
"Yeah. Fine. He couldn't do it if he had to."
"What took so | ong?"
"He woul dn't wake up."
"I's he suspici ous?"
"No. He renmenbers nothing. | think he's in pain."
"How long will you be there?"
“I'"l'l kiss him goodbye when he gets out of the shower. Ten, maybe
fifteen mnutes.”
"Ckay. Hurry."
DeVasher punched another button and continued pacing. "I have no idea
who they are, and | haven't confronted Avery. Yet. He worries nme. His
wi fe has filed for divorce, and he's lost control. Chases wonen all the



time. This is a pretty serious breach of security, and | suspect Lazarov

will go through the roof."
"She talked like it was a bad hangover," Locke said.
"Evidently."

"You think she copied the keys?" Olie asked.

DeVasher shrugged and sat in his worn | eather chair. The cockiness
vani shed. "It's possible, but | doubt it. I've thought about it for
hours. Assuming it was sonme wonan he picked up in a bar, and they got
drunk, then it was probably
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| ate when they went to bed. How woul d she nake copies of the keys in the
m ddl e of the night on that tiny island? | just don't think so."

"But she had an acconplice," Locke insisted.

"Yeah, and | can't figure that out. Maybe they were trying to steal his
wal | et and sonething went wong. He carries a couple of thousand in
cash, and if he got drunk, who knows what he told them Maybe she
planned to |ift the noney at the | ast second and haul ass. She didn't do
it. I don't know. "

"No nore assunptions?" O lie asked.

“"Not now. | love to nake them but it goes too far to assunme these wonen
took the keys, sonehow managed to copy themin the middle of the night
on the island, w thout his know edge, and then the first one craw ed
back in the bed with him And that somehow all of this is related to
McDeere and his use of the copier on the fourth floor. It's just too
nmuch. "

"I agree," said Olie.

"What about the storage roonP" asked Bl ack Eyes.

"“I'"ve thought about that, Nat. In fact, |I've |lost sleep thinking about
it. If she was interested in the records in the storage room there nust
be sone connection with MDeere, or soneone el se poking around. And
can't make that connection. Let's say she found the room and the
records, what could she do with themin the niddle of the night with
Avery asl eep upstairs?"

"She could read them"

"Yeah, there's only a mllion. Keep in mnd, now, she nust have been
drinking along with Avery, or he woul d've been suspicious. So she's
spent the night drinking and screwing. She waits until he goes to sleep
t hen suddenly she has this urge to go downstairs and read bank records.
It don't work, boys."
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"She could work for the FBI," Olie said proudly.

"No, she couldn't."

"\Ahy 2"

"It's sinple, Olie. The FBI wouldn't do it because the search woul d be
illegal and the records woul d be i nadmi ssible. And there's a nuch better
reason.”

"What ?"
"If she was a Fi bbie, she wouldn't have used the phone. No professiona
woul d' ve made that call. | think she was a pickpocket."

The pi ckpocket theory was explained to Lazarov, who poked a hundred

hol es but coul d devise nothing better. He ordered changes in all the

| ocks on the third and fourth floors, and the basement, and both condos
on Grand Cayman. He ordered a search for all the |ocksmiths on the

i sland-there couldn't be many, he said-to determne if any had



reproduced keys the night of April 1 or the early nmorning of April 2.
Bri be them he told DeVasher. They'll talk for a little noney. He
ordered a fingerprint exam nation of the files from Avery's office.
DeVasher proudly explained he had already started this. MDeere's prints
were on file with the state bar association.

He al so ordered a sixty-day suspension of Avery Tol ar. DeVasher
suggested this might alert MDeere to sonmething unusual. Fine, said
Lazarov, tell Tolar to check into the hospital with chest pains. Two
nmont hs of f-doctor's orders. Tell Tolar to clean up his act. Lock up his
of fice. Assign McDeere to Victor MIIigan.

"You said you had a good plan to elininate MDeere," DeVasher said.

Lazarov grinned and picked his nose. "Yeah. | think we'll use the plane.
We'll send himdown to the islands on a little business trip, and there
will be this nysterious explosion.”
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"Waste two pilots?" asked DeVasher
"Yeah. It needs to | ook good."
"Don'"t do it anywhere around the Caymans. That'l|l be too coincidental."
"Ckay, but it needs to happen over water. Less debris. We'Il use a big
device, so they won't find nmuch."
"That plane's expensive."
"Yeah. 1'Il run it by Joey first."
"You're the boss. Let ne know if we can help down there."
"Sure. Start thinking about it."
"What about your man in Washi ngton?" DeVasher asked.

"I"'mwaiting. | called New York this norning, and they're checking into
it. We should know in a week."

"That woul d make it easy."

"Yeah. If the answer is yes, we need to elimnate himw thin twenty-four
hours. "

“I'"l'l start planning."
The office was quiet for a Saturday norning. A handful of partners and a
dozen associates | oitered about in khakis and polos. There were no
secretaries. Mtch checked his mail and dictated correspondence. After
two hours he left. It was tinme to visit Ray.

For five hours, he drove east on Interstate 40. Drove like an idiot. He
drove forty-five, then eighty-five. He darted into every rest stop and
wei gh station. He made sudden exits fromthe |left |ane. He stopped at an
under pass and waited and watched. He never saw them Not once did he
notice a suspicious car or truck or van. He even watched a few ei gh-
t een-wheel ers. Nothing. They sinply were not back there. He would have
caught them

Hi s care package of books and cigarettes was cl eared
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t hrough the guard station, and he was pointed to stall nunber nine.

M nutes |l ater, Ray sat through the thick screen

"Where have you been?" he said with a hint of irritation. "You're the
only person in the entire world who visits ne, and this is only the
second tine in four nonths."

"I know. It's tax season, and |'ve been swanped. |'Il do better. |'ve
written, though."

"Yeah, once a week | get two paragraphs. 'Hi, Ray. How s the bunk? How s
the food? How are the walls? How s the Greek or Italian? |I'mfine.
Abby's great. Dog's sick. Gotta run. I'Il cone visit soon. Love,



Mtch." You wite some rich letters, little brother. | really treasure
them "

“Yours aren't much better."

"What have | got to say? The guards are selling dope. A friend got
stabbed thirty-one tinmes. | saw a kid get raped. Come on, Mtch, who
wants to hear it?"

“I"1l do better."

"How s MonP?"

"I don't know. | haven't been back since Christmas."

"I asked you to check on her, Mtch. I'"'mworried about her. If that goon
is beating her, | want it stopped. If |I could get out of here, 1'd stop
it nyself."

"You will." It was a statenent, not a question. Mtch placed a finger

over his lips and nodded slowy. Ray |eaned forward on his el bows and
stared intently.

Mtch spoke softly. "Espanol. Habl e despotic.
Ray smled slightly. "tCudndo?" Wen?

"La semana proxinmo." Next week.

"i Que dia?" What day?

Mtch thought for a second. "Maries o miercoles." Tuesday or Wednesday.
"iQue tienpo?" What tine?

Mtch smled and shrugged, and | ooked around.
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"How s Abby?" Ray asked.

"She's been in Kentucky for a couple of weeks. Her nother's sick." He
stared at Ray and softly nouthed the words "Trust ne."

"What's wrong with her?"

"They renoved a |lung. Cancer. She's snmoked heavy all her life. You
should quit."

“I' will if | ever get out of here."

Mtch smled and nodded slowy. "You' ve got at |east seven nore years."
"Yeah, and escape is inpossible. They try it occasionally, but they're
ei ther shot or captured.”

"Janes Earl Ray went over the wall, didn't he?" Mtch nodded slowy as
he asked the question. Ray smiled and watched his brother's eyes.

"But they caught him They bring in a bunch of nountain boys with

bl oodhounds, and it gets pretty nasty. | don't think anyone's ever
survived the nmountains after they got over the wall."

"Let's tal k about sonething else,” Mtch said.

"CGood idea."

Two guards stood by a w ndow behind the row of visitors' booths. They
were enjoying a stack of dirty pictures soneone took with a Polaroid and
tried to sneak through the guard station. They giggled anong thensel ves
and ignored the visitors. On the prisoners' side, a single guard with a
stick wal ked benignly back and forth, half asleep

"When can | expect little nieces and nephews?" Ray asked.

“"Maybe in a few years. Abby wants one of each, and she would start now
if I would. |I'mnot ready."

The guard wal ked behind Ray, but did not |ook. They stared at each
other, trying to read each other's eyes.

"j Addnde voy?" Ray asked quickly. Where am | goi ng?
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"Perdi do Beach H lton. W went to the Cayman |Islands | ast nonth, Abby
and |I. Had a beautiful vacation."

Spani sh. Speak sl owy.



"Never heard of the place. Wiere is it?"

“I'n the Caribbean, bel ow Cuba."

"iQue es m nonbre?" What is nmy nane?

"Lee Stevens. Did sone snorkeling. The water is warm and gorgeous. owns

two condos right on Seven MIle Beach. Al | paid for was the airfare. It
was great."
"Get ne a book. I'd like to read about it. jPasaporte?"

Mtch nodded with a snmle. The guard wal ked behind Ray and stopped. They
tal ked of old tines in Kentucky.

At dusk he parked the BMWVWon the dark side of a suburban mall in
Nashville. He left the keys in the ignition and | ocked the door. He had
a spare in his pocket. A busy crowd of Easter shoppers noved en nasse

t hrough the Sears doors. He joined them |Inside he ducked into the nmen's
cl ot hing departnment and studi ed socks and underwear while watching the
door. Nobody suspicious. He left Sears and wal ked qui ckly through the
cromd down the mall. A black cotton sweater in the wi ndow of a men's
store caught his attention. He found one inside, tried it on and deci ded
to wear it out of there, he liked it so nuch. As the clerk laid his
change on the counter, he scanned the yell ow pages for the number of a
cab. Back into the mall, he rode the escalator to the first floor, where
he found a pay phone. The cab would be there in ten m nutes.

It was dark now, the cool early dark of spring in the South. He watched
the mall entrance frominside a singles bar. He was certain he had not
been foll owed through the mall. He wal ked casually to the cab
"Brentwood," he said to the driver, and di sappeared into the back seat.
Brentwood was twenty ninutes away. "Savannah Creek Apartments,"” he said.
The cab searched through the spraw -
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i ng compl ex and found nunber 480E. He threw a twenty over the seat and
sl ammed the door. Behind an outside stairwell he found the door to 480E
It was | ocked.

"Who is it?" a nervous fenmale voice asked fromw thin. He heard the

voi ce and felt weak.

"Barry Abanks," he said.

Abby pulled the door open and attacked. They kissed violently as he
lifted her, wal ked inside and sl ammed the door with his foot. H s hands
were wild. In less than two seconds, he pulled her sweater over her

head, unsnapped her bra and slid the rather |oose-fitting skirt to her
knees. They continued kissing. Wth one eye, he gl anced apprehensively
at the cheap, flinmsy rented fol d-a-bed that was waiting. Either that or
the floor. He laid her gently on it and took off his clothes.

The bed was too short, and it squeaked. The mattress was two i nches of
foam rubber wrapped in a sheet. The netal braces underneath jutted
upward and were dangerous.

But the McDeeres did not notice.

When it was good and dark, and the crowd of shoppers at the mall thinned
for a nonent, a shiny black Chevrolet Silverado pickup pulled behind the
BMW and stopped. A small man with a neat haircut and sideburns junped
out, | ooked around and stuck a pointed screwdriver into the door |ock of
the BMN Mont hs | ater when he was sentenced, he would tell the judge
that he had stolen over three hundred cars and pickups in eight states,
and that he could break into a car and start the engine faster than the
judge could with the keys. Said his average tinme was twenty-eight
seconds. The judge was not inpressed.



Occasionally, on a very lucky day, an idiot would | eave the keys in the
car, and the average tinme was reduced dramatically. A scout had found
this car with the keys. He
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smled and turned them The Silverado raced away, followed by the BMN
The Nordic junped fromthe van and watched. It was too fast. He was too
| ate. The pickup just pulled up, blocked his vision for an instant, then
wham , the BMWwas gone. Stolen! Before his very eyes. He kicked the
van. Now, how would he explain this?

He crawl ed back into the van and waited for MDeere.

After an hour on the couch, the pain of |oneliness had been forgotten
They wal ked t hrough the small apartnent hol di ng hands and kissing. In
the bedroom Mtch had his first view ng of what had becone known anobng
the three as the Bendini Papers. He had seen Tammy's notes and
summaries, but not the actual docunments. The roomwas |ike a chessboard
with rows of neat stacks of papers. On two of the walls, Tamry had
tacked sheets of white poster board, then covered themw th the notes
and lists and flowcharts.

One day soon he woul d spend hours in the room studying the papers and
preparing his case. But not tonight. In a few mnutes, he would | eave
her and return to the mall.

She | ed hi mback to the couch

IE hall on the tenth floor, Madison Wng, of the Baptist Hospital was
enpty except for an orderly and a male nurse witing on his clipboard.
Vi siting hours had ended at nine, and it was ten-thirty. He eased down
the hall, spoke to the orderly, was ignored by the nurse and knocked on
t he door.

"Cone in," a strong voice said.

He pushed the heavy door open and stood by the bed.

"Hello, Mtch," Avery said. "Can you believe this?"

"What happened?"

, "I woke up at six this nmorning with stomach cranps, | thought.

took a shower and felt a sharp pain right here, on my shoulder. MWy
breat hi ng got heavy, and | started sweating. | thought no, not ne. Hell
I"'mforty-four, in great shape, work out all the tine, eat pretty good,
drink a little too much, maybe, but not me. | called ny doctor, and he
said to neet himhere at the hospital. He thinks it was a slight heart
attack. Nothing serious, he hopes, but they're running tests for the
next few days."

"“A heart attack."

"That's what he said."

"I'"'mnot surprised, Avery. It's a wonder any lawer in that firmlives
past fifty."

"Capps did it to me, Mtch. Sonny Capps. This is his heart attack. He
called Friday and said he'd found a new tax
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firmin Washington. Wants all his records. That's ny biggest client.
billed himal nost four hundred thousand | ast year, about what he paid in
taxes. He's not nad about the attorney's fees, but he's furious about
the taxes. It doesn't nake sense, Mtch."

"He's not worth dying for." Mtch | ooked for an IV, but did not see one.
There were no tubes or wires. He sat in the only chair and laid his feet
on the bed.

"Jean filed for divorce, you know. "



"I heard. That's no surprise, is it?"

"Surprised she didn't do it last year. |'ve offered her a small fortune
as a settlenment. | hope she takes it. | don't need a nasty divorce."
Who does? thought Mtch. "What did Lanbert say?"

"I't was kind of fun, really. In nineteen years |'ve never seen-himlose
his cool, but he lost it. He told ne | was drinking too much, chasing
wonen and who knows what else. Said | had embarrassed . Suggested | see
a psychiatrist."

Avery spoke slowy, deliberately, and at tinmes with a raspy, weak voice.
It seened phony. A sentence later he would forget about it and return to
his normal voice. He lay perfectly still like a corpse, with the sheets
tucked neatly around him Hi s color was good.

"I think you need a psychiatrist. Maybe two."

"Thanks. | need a nonth in the sun. Doc said he would discharge ne in
three or four days, and that | couldn't work for two nonths. Sixty days,
Mtch. Said | cannot, under any circunstances, go near the office for

si xty days."

"What" a blessing. | think I'lIl have a slight heart attack."

"At your pace, it's guaranteed."

"What are you, a doctor now?"

"No. Just scared. You get a scare like this, and you start thinking
about things. Today is the first tinme inny life |I've

396

ever thought about dying. And if you don't think about death, you don't
appreciate life."

"This is getting pretty heavy."

"Yeah, | know. How s Abby?"

"Okay. | guess. | haven't seen her in a while."
"You' d better go see her and bring her hone. And get her happy. Sixty
hours a week is plenty, Mtch. You'll ruin your marriage and Ki l

yourself if you work nore. She wants babies, then get them | wish | had
done things differently."

"Damm, Avery. When's the funeral? You're forty-four, and you had a
slight heart attack. You're not exactly a vegetable."

The male nurse glided in and glared at Mtch. "Visiting hours are over,
sir. You need to |eave."

Mtch junmped to his feet. "Yeah, sure." He slapped Avery's feet and

wal ked out. "See you in a couple of days."

"Thanks for comng. Tell Abby | said hello."

The el evator was enpty. Mtch pushed the button to the sixteenth floor
and seconds later got off. He ran two flights of stairs to the

ei ghteenth, caught his breath and opened the door. Down the hall, away
fromthe el evators, Rick Acklin watched and whi spered into a dead

t el ephone receiver. He nodded at Mtch, who wal ked toward him Acklin
poi nted, and Mtch stepped into a snmall area used as a waiting room by
worried relatives. It was dark and enpty, with two rows of folding
chairs and a television that did not work. A Coke machi ne provided the
only light. Tarrance sat next to it and flipped through an ol d nmagazi ne.
He wore a sweat suit, headband, navy socks and white canvas sneakers.
Tarrance the jogger.

Mtch sat next to him facing the hall

"You're clean. They foll owed you fromthe office to the parking |ot,
then left. Acklin's in the hall. Laney's around somewhere. Rel ax."

THE FI RM 397



"I |ike the headband."

"Thanks. "

"I see you got the message."

"Obviously. Real clever, MDeere. I'msitting at ny desk this afternoon,
m ndi ng my own business, trying to work on sonmething other than the
Bendi ni case. |'ve got others, you know. And ny secretary conmes in and
says there's a woman on the phone who wants to tal k about a nan naned
Marty Kozinski. | junmp fromny chair, grab the phone, and of course it's

your girl. She says it's urgent, as always. So | say okay, let's talk.
No, she don't play it. She makes nme drop everything |'m doing, run over
to the Peabody, go to the | ounge-what's the name of it? Mllards-and
have a seat. So |'msitting there, thinking about how stupid this is
because our phones are clean. Damrit, Mtch, | know our phones are
clean. We can talk on our phones! |I'mdrinking coffee and the bartender
wal ks over and asks if ny name is Kozinski. Kozinski who? | ask. Just
for fun. Since we're having a ball, right? Marty Kozinski, he says with
a puzzled look on his face. | say yeah, that's ne. | felt stupid, Mtch
And he says | have a call. | walk over to the bar, and it's your girl.
Tolar's had a heart attack or something. And you'll be here around

el even. Real clever."

"Worked, didn't it?"

"Yeah, and it would work just as easily if she would talk to me on ny
phone in ny office."

"I like it better ny way. It's safer. Besides, it gets you out of the
of fice."

"Dammed right, it does. Me and three others."

"Look, Tarrance, we'll do it nmy way, okay? It's my neck on the line, not
yours. "

"Yeah, yeah. Wat the hell are you driving?"

"Arented Celebrity. N ce, huh?"

"What happened to the little black |awer's car?"
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"It had an insect problem Full of bugs. | parked it at a mall Saturday
night in Nashville and left the keys in it. Soneone borrowed it. | |ove
to sing, but | have a terrible voice. Ever since | could drive |'ve done
my singing in the car, alone. But with the bugs and all, | was too
enbarrassed to sing. | just got tired of it."

Tarrance could not resist a smle. "That's pretty good, MDeere. Pretty
good. "

"You shoul d've seen O iver Lanbert this norning when | wal ked in and
laid the police report on his desk. He stuttered and stammered and told

me how sorry he was. | acted like | was real sad. Insurance will cover
it, so old Aiver says they'll get nme another one. Then he says they'l
go get ne a rental car for the nmeantine. | told himl already had one.

Got it in Nashville Saturday night. He didn't like this, because he knew
it was insect-free. He calls the BMNV deal er hinself, while I'm standi ng
there, to check on a new one for me. He asked me what color | wanted. |
said | was tired of black and wanted a burgundy one with tan interior.
drove to the BMW pl ace yesterday and | ooked around. | didn't see a
burgundy of any nodel. He told the guy on the phone what | wanted, and
then he tells himthey don't have it. How about black, or navy, or gray,
or red, or white? No, no, no, | want a burgundy one. They'll have to
order it, he reports. Fine, | said. He hung up the phone and asked ne if
| was sure | couldn't use another color. Burgundy, | said. He wanted to



argue, but realized it would seem foolish. So, for the first tinme in ten
months, | can sing in ny car."

"But a Celebrity. For a hotshot tax |awyer. That's got to hurt."

"I can deal with it."

Tarrance was still snmiling, obviously inpressed. "I wonder what the boys
in the chop shop will do when they strip it down and find all those
bugs. "
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"Probably sell it to a pawnshop as stereo equi pnent. How nuch was it
wor t h?"
"Qur boys said it was the best. Ten, fifteen thousand. | don't know.

That's funny."

Two nurses wal ked by talking loudly. They turned a corner, and the hal
was quiet. Acklin pretended to place another phone call

"How s Tol ar?" Tarrance asked.

"Superb. | hope ny heart attack is as easy as his. He'll be here for a
few days, then off for two nonths. Nothing serious."

"Can you get in his office?"

"Why should |? I've already copied everything init."

Tarrance | eaned cl oser and waited for nore.

“No, | cannot get in his office. They've changed the | ocks on the third
and fourth floors. And the basement."

"How do you know t his?"

"The girl, Tarrance. In the |ast week, she's been in every office in the
bui I di ng, including the basenent. She's checked every door, pulled on
every drawer, |ooked in every closet. She's read nmil, |ooked at files
and rummaged through the garbage. There's not nmuch garbage, really. The
bui l di ng has ten paper shredders in it. Four in the basenment. Did you
know t hat ?"

Tarrance listened intently and did not nove a nuscle. "How did she-"
"Don't ask, Tarrance, because | won't tell you."

"She works there! She's a secretary or sonething. She's hel ping you from
the inside."

M tch shook his head in frustration. "Brilliant, Tarrance. She called
you twi ce today. Once at about two-fifteen and then about an hour |ater
Now, how woul d a secretary make two calls to the FBI an hour apart?"
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"Maybe she didn't work today. Maybe she called from hone."

“You're wong, Tarrance, and quit guessing. Don't waste tinme worrying
about her. She works for me, and together we'll deliver the goods to
you. "

"What's in the basenent?"

"One big roomwi th twelve cubicles, twelve busy desks and a thousand
file cabinets. Electronically wired file cabinets. | think it's the
operations center for their noney-laundering activities. On the walls of
the cubicles, she noticed names and phone nunmbers of dozens of banks in
the Cari bbean. There's not nuch information |ying around down there.
They're very careful. There's a smaller roomoff to the side, heavily

| ocked, and full of conmputers |larger than refrigerators."”

"Sounds |ike the place."

"It is, but forget it. There's no way to get the stuff out w thout
alerting them Inpossible. | know of only one way to bring the goods
out."

"Ckay. "



"A search warrant."

"Forget it. No probable cause."

"Listen to nme, Tarrance. This is howit's gonna be, okay? | can't give
you all the documents you want. But | can give you all you need. | have
in my possession over ten thousand docunents, and although |I have not
reviewed all of them |'ve seen enough to know that if you had them you
could show themto a judge and get a search warrant for Front Street.
You can take the records | have now and obtain indictnments for maybe
hal f . But the sane docunents will get your search warrant and,
consequently, a truckload of indictrments. There's no other way to do
it."

Tarrance wal ked to the hall and | ooked around. Enpty. He stretched his
| egs and wal ked to the Coke nmachine. He
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| eaned on it and | ooked through the snmall wi ndow to the east. "Wy only
hal f 2"

“Initially, only half. Plus a nunber of retired partners. Scattered

t hrough ny docunents are various nanes of partners who've set up the
bogus Cayman conpanies with Morolto noney. Those indictnents will be
easy. Once you have all the records, your conspiracy theory will fall in
pl ace and you can indict everyone."

"Where did you get the docunents?"”

"I got lucky. Very lucky. |I sort of figured had nore sense than to keep
the Cayman bank records in this country. | had a hunch the records m ght
be in the Caymans. Fortunately, | was right. W copied the docunents in

the Caymans."

e

"The girl. And a friend."

"Where are the records now?"

"You and your questions, Tarrance. They're in my possession. That's al
you need to know. "

"I want those documents from the basenent."

"Listen to nme, Tarrance. Pay attention. The docunents in the basenent
are not coming out until you go in with a search warrant. It is

i mpossi bl e, do you hear?"

"Who are the guys in the basenent ?"

"Don't know. |'ve been there ten nonths and never seen them | don't
know where they park or how they get in and out. They're invisible. |
figure the partners and the boys in the basenent do the dirty work."
"What ki nd of equipnment is down there?"

"Two copiers, four shredders, high-speed printers and all those
conputers. State of the art."

Tarrance wal ked to the wi ndow, obviously deep in thought. "That nakes

sense. Makes a |l ot of sense. |'ve always wondered how , with all those
secretaries and
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clerks and paral egals, could maintain such secrecy about Morolto."

"It's easy. The secretaries and clerks and paral egal s know not hi ng about
it. They're kept busy with the real clients. The partners and seni or
associates sit in their big offices and dream up exotic ways to |aunder
noney, and the basenent crew does the grunt work. It's a great setup."
"So there are plenty of legitinate clients?”

"Hundreds. They're talented |awers with an amazing clientele. It's a
great cover."



"And you're telling ne, MDeere, that you've got the documents now to
support indictnents and search warrants? You' ve got themthey're in your
possessi on?"

"That's what | said."

“I'n this country?"

"Yes, Tarrance, the docunents are in this country. Very close to here,
actual ly."

Tarrance was fidgety now. He rocked fromone foot to the other and
cracked his knuckl es. He was breathing quickly. "Wat else can you get
out of Front Street?"

"Nothing. It's too dangerous. They've changed the | ocks, and that sort

of worries ne. | mean, why woul d they change the | ocks on the third and
fourth floors and not on the first and second? | made sone copies on the
fourth floor two weeks ago, and | don't think it was a good idea. |I'm

getting bad vibes. No nore records from Front Street."

"What about the girl?"

"She no | onger has access."

Tarrance chewed his fingernails, rocking back and forth. Still staring
at the window. "I want the records, MDeere, and | want themreal soon.
Li ke tonmorrow. "

"When does Ray get his wal ki ng papers?"

"Today's Monday. | think it's set up for tonorrow night. You woul dn't
believe the cussing |'ve taken from Voyl es.
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He's had to pull every string in the book. You think |I'mkidding? He
called in both senators from Tennessee, and they personally flewto
Nashville to visit the governor. Oh, |'ve been cussed, MDeere. Al
because of your brother."

"He appreciates it."

"What's he gonna do when he gets out?"

“I"l'l take care of that. You just get himout."

"No guarantees. If he gets hurt, it ain't our fault."

Mtch stood and | ooked at his watch. "Cotta run. |'m sure soneone's out
there waiting for nme."

"When do we neet again?"

"She'll call. Just do as she says."

"Ch, cone on, Mtch! Not that routine again. She can talk to me on ny
phone. | swear! We keep our lines clean. Please, not that again."
"What's your nother's nane, Tarrance?"

"What ? Doris."

"Doris?"

"Yeah, Doris."

"Smal |l world. We can't use Doris. Whomdid you take to your senior

pr onf"

"Uh, | don't think | went."

“I"'mnot surprised. Who was your first date, if you had one?"

“"Mary Alice Brenner. She was hot too. She wanted ne."

"I"'msure. My girl's name is Mary Alice. The next tinme Mary Alice calls,
you"do exactly as she says, okay?"

"I can't wait."

"Do nme a favor, Tarrance. | think Tolar's faking, and |'ve got a weird
feeling his fake heart attack is sonehow related to ne. Get your boys to
snoop around here and check out his alleged heart attack."

"Sure. W have little else to do."



| UESI

SDAY norning the office buzzed with concern for Avery Tolar. He was
doing fine. Running tests. No permanent damage. Overworked. Stressed
out. Capps did it. Divorce did it. Leave of absence.

Ni na brought a stack of letters to be signed. "M. Lanbert would like to
see you, if you're not too busy. He just called.”

"Fine. 1'm supposed to neet Frank Ml holland at ten. Do you know that ?"
"Of course | know that. I'mthe secretary. | know everything. Your

of fice or his?"

Mtch | ooked at his appoi ntment book and pretended to search

Mul hol l and' s office. In the Cotton Exchange Buil di ng.

"His," he said with a frown.

"You net there last tine, didn't you? Didn't they teach you about turf

hi | aw school ? Never, | repeat, never neet two times in a row on the
adversary's turf. It's unprofessional. It's uncool. Shows weakness."
"How can you ever forgive ne?"

"Wait till | tell the other girls. They all think you' re so cute and
macho. Wien | tell themyou're a winp, they' Il be shocked."

"They need to be shocked, with a cattle prod."

405

"How s Abby's nother?"

"Much better. |'mgoing up this weekend."

She picked up two files. "Lanbert's waiting."

A iver Lanbert pointed at the stiff sofa and offered coffee. He sat
perfectly erect in a wing chair and held his cup like a British
aristocrat. "I'mworried about Avery," he said.

"I saw himlast night," Mtch said. "Doctor's forcing a two-nonth
retirement.”

"Yes, that's why you're here. | want you to work with Victor MIIligan
for the next two nonths. He'll get nobst of Avery's files, so it's
famliar territory."

"That's fine. Victor and | are good friends."

"You'll learn a lot fromhim A genius at taxation. Reads two books a
day."

Great, thought Mtch. He should average ten a day in prison. "Yes, he's
a very smart man. He's hel ped ne out of a jamor two."

"Good. | think you'll get along fine. Try and see him sonetine this
nor ni ng. Now, Avery had sonme unfinished business in the Caynmans. He goes
there a lot, as you know, to neet with certain bankers. In fact, he was
schedul ed to | eave tonmorrow for a couple of days. He told ne this
norning you're familiar with the clients and the accounts, so we need
you to go."

The Lear, the loot, the condo, the storage room the accounts. A

t housand thoughts flashed in his mnd. It did not add up. "The Caynmans?
Tonor r ow?"

"Yes, it's quite urgent. Three of his clients are in dire need of
summari es of their accounts and other legal work. | wanted MIligan to
go, but he's due in Denver in the norning. Avery said you could handl e
it."

"Sure, | can handle it."
"Fine. The Lear will take you. You'll |eave around noon
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and return by comrercial flight late Friday. Any problens?"
Yes, many problens. Ray was | eaving prison. Tarrance was demandi ng t he



contraband. A half mllion bucks had to be collected. And he was
schedul ed to di sappear anyti ne.

“No problens."

He wal ked to his office and | ocked the door. He kicked off his shoes,
lay on the floor and closed his eyes.

The el evator stopped on the seventh floor, and Mtch bolted up the
stairs to the ninth. Tamy opened the door and | ocked it behind him He
wal ked to the w ndow

"Were you wat chi ng?" he asked.

"Of course. The guard by your parking | ot stood on the sidewal k and

wat ched you wal k here."

"Wonderful. Even Dutch follows me."

He turned and i nspected her. "You | ook tired."

"Tired? I'm dead. In the past three weeks |I've been a janitor, a
secretary, a |lawer, a banker, a whore, a courier and a private
investigator. |I've flown to Grand Cayman nine tines, bought nine sets of
new | uggage and haul ed back a ton of stolen docunents. |'ve driven to
Nashville four tines and flown ten. |'ve read so many bank records and
legal crap I'mhalf blind. And when it's bedtine, | put on ny little
Dust busters shirt and play maid for six hours. |'ve got so nany nanes,
|'"ve wwitten themon ny hand so | won't get confused."

"“I'"ve got another for you."

"This doesn't surprise nme. Wat?"

“"Mary Alice. From now on, when you talk to Tarrance, you're Mary Alice."

"Let ne wite that down. | don't like him He's very rude on the phone."
"I'"ve got great news for you."
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"I can't wait."

"You can quit Dustbusters."

“I think I'I'l lie down and cry. Wy?"

"I't's hopel ess.™

"I told you that a week ago. Houdini couldn't get files out of there,
copy them and sneak them back in wi thout getting caught."”

"Did you talk to Abanks?" Mtch asked.

"Yes."

"Did he get the noney?"

"Yes. It was wired Friday."

"I's he ready?"

"Said he was."

"Good. What about the forger?"

"I"'mneeting with himthis afternoon." - "Who is he?"

"An ex-con. He and Lomax were old pals. Eddie said he was the best
docunents man in the country."

"He'd better be. How much?"

"Five thousand. Cash, of course. New | Ds, passports, driver's |icenses
and visas."

"How long will it take hinP"

"I don't know. When do you need it?"

Mtch sat on the edge of the rented desk. He breathed deeply and tried
to think. To calculate. "As soon as possible. | thought |I had a week,
but now | don't know. Just get it as soon as possible. Can you drive to
Nashvill e tonight?"

"Ch yes. 1'd love to. |I haven't been there in two days."

"I want a Sony canctorder with a tripod set up in the bedroom Buy a case



of tapes. And | want you to stay there, by the phone, for the next few
days. Review the Bendi ni Papers again. Wrk on your sumaries."”

“You nean | have to stay there?"

"Yeah. Why?"
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“I"ve ruptured two disks sleeping on that couch.",

"You rented it."

"What about the passports?"

"What's the guy's nane?"

"Doc sonebody. |'ve got his nunber."

"Gve it tonme. Tell himl'll call in a day or so. How nuch noney do you
have?"

"I"'mglad you asked. | started with fifty thousand, right? |I've spent
ten thousand on airfare, hotels, luggage and rental cars. And |I'm stil
spendi ng. Now you want a video canera. And fake IDs. 1'd hate to | ose

noney on this deal."

Mtch started for the door. "How about another fifty thousand?"

"'l take it."

He wi nked at her and cl osed the door, wondering if he would ever see her
agai n.

The cell was eight by eight, with a toilet in a corner and a set of bunk
beds. The top bunk was uni nhabited and had been for a year. Ray lay on
the bottom bunk with wires running fromhis ears. He spoke to hinself in
a very foreign | anguage. Turkish. At that nmonment on that floor, it was

safe to bet he was the only soul listening to Berlitz jabber in Turkish.
There was quiet talk up and down the hall, but npost |ights were out.

El even o' cl ock, Tuesday ni ght.

The guard wal ked silently to his cell. "MDeere," he said softly,

secretly, through the bars. Ray sat on the edge of the bed, under the
bunk above, and stared at him He renopved the wires.

"Warden wants to see you."

Sure, he thought, the warden's sitting at his desk at 11 P.M waiting on
me. "Wiere are we going?" It was an anxi ous questi on.

"Put your shoes on and conme on."
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Ray gl anced around the cell and took a quick inventory of his worldly
possessions. In eight years he had accunul ated a bl ack-and-white
television, a |arge cassette player, two cardboard boxes full of tapes
and several dozen books. He nade three dollars a day working in the
prison |laundry, but after cigarettes there had been little to spend on
tangi bl es. These were his only assets. Eight years.

The guard fitted a heavy key in the door and slid it open a few inches.
He turned off the light. "Just follow ne, and no cute stuff. | don't
know who you are, mster, but you got sone heavy-duty friends."

O her keys fit other doors, and they were outside under the basket bal
hoop. "Stay behind ne," the guard said.

Ray' s eyes darted around the dark conpound. The wall |ooned like a
nmountain in the distance, beyond the courtyard and wal ki ng area where he
had paced a thousand niles and snoked a ton of cigarettes. It was

si xteen feet tall in the daylight, but |ooked rmuch [arger at night. The
guard towers were fifty yards apart and well |it. And heavily arned.
The guard was casual and unconcerned. O course, he had a uniformand a
gun. He noved confidently between two cinder-block buildings, telling
Ray to foll ow and be cool. Ray tried to be cool. They stopped at the



corner of a building, and the guard gazed at the wall, eighty feet away.
Fl oodl i ghts nmade a routine sweep of the courtyard, and they backed into
t he darkness.

Why are we hiding? Ray asked hinself. Are those guys up there with the
guns on our side? He would like to know before he made any dramatic
noves.

The guard pointed to the exact spot on the wall where Janes Earl Ray and
hi s gang went over. A rather fampous spot, studied and admired by nost of

the inmates at Brushy Mountain. Mdst of the white ones anyway. "In about
five minutes, they'll throw a | adder up there. The wire has al -
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ready been cut on top. You'll find a heavy rope on the other side."

"Mnd if | ask a few questions?"
“Make it quick."
"What about all these |ights?"

"They'l|l be diverted. You'll have total darkness."

"And t hose guns up there?"

"Don'"t worry. They'll | ook the other way."

"Dammit! Are you sure?"

"Look, man, |'ve seen sone inside jobs before, but this takes the cake.

Warden Lattemer hinself planned this one. He's right up there." The
guard pointed to the nearest tower.

"The warden?"

"Yep. Just so nothing'll go wong."

"Who's throwi ng up the | adder?"

"Coupl a guards. "

Ray wi ped his forehead with his sl eeve and breathed deeply. His nouth
was dry and his knees were weak.

The guard whi spered, "There'll be a dude waiting for you. His nane is
Bud. White dude. He'll find you on the other side, and just do what he
says. "

The floodlights swept through again, then died. "Get ready," the guard
sai d. Darkness settled in, followed by a dreadful silence. The wall was
now bl ack. From the nearest tower, a whistle blew two short signals. Ray
knelt and wat ched.

From behi nd the next building, he could see the silhouettes running to
the wall. They grabbed at something in the grass, then hoisted it.

"Run, dude," the guard said. "Run!"

Ray sprinted with his head | ow. The honenade | adder was in place. The
guards grabbed his arnms and threw himto the first step. The | adder
bounced as he scurried up the two-
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by-fours. The top of the wall was two feet wi de. A generous openi ng had
been cut in the coiled barbed wire. He slid through w thout touching it.
The rope was right where it was supposed to be, and he eased down the

outside of the wall. Eight feet frompay dirt, he turned | oose and
junped. He squatted and | ooked around. Still dark. The floodlights were
on hol d.

The cl earing stopped a hundred feet away, and the dense woods began.
"Over here," the voice said calmy. Ray started for it. Bud was waiting
in the first cluster of black bushes.

"Hurry. Follow ne."

Ray followed himuntil the wall was out of sight. They stopped in a
small clearing next to a dirt trail. He stuck out a hand. "I'm Bud



Riley. Kinda fun, ain't it?"

"Unbel i evabl e. Ray MDeere."

Bud was a stocky nman with a black beard and a bl ack beret. He wore
conmbat boots, jeans and a canoufl age jacket. No gun was in sight. He
offered Ray a cigarette.

"Who are you with?" Ray asked.

“Nobody. | just do a little free-lance work for the warden. They usually
call nme when sonmebody goes over the wall. Course, this is alittle
different. Usually | bring nmy dogs. | thought we'd wait here for a
mnute until the sirens go off, so you can hear. Wuldn't be right if
you didn't get to hear "em | nmean, they're sorta in your honor."
"That's okay. |'ve heard them before."

"Yeah, but it's different out here when they go off. It's a beautiful
sound. "

"Look, Bud, I-"

"Just listen, Ray. We got plenty of time. They won't chase you, nuch."
"Miuch?"

"Yeah, they gotta nmake a big scene, wake ever'body up
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just like a real escape. But they ain't conmng after you. | don't know
what ki nda pull you got, but it's sonething."

The sirens began screaning, and Ray junped. Lights flashed across the
bl ack sky, and the faint voices of the tower guards were audible.

"See what | nean?"

"Let's go," Ray said, and began wal ki ng.

"My truck's just up the road a piece. | brought you sonme clothes. Warden
gave ne your sizes. Hope you like them"

Bud was out of breath when they reached the truck. Ray quickly changed
into the olive Duckheads and navy cotton work shirt. "Very nice, Bud,"
he said.

"Just throw them prison clothes in the bushes."

They drove the winding mountain trail for two mles, then turned onto
bl acktop. Bud listened to Conway Twitty and sai d nothing.

"Where are we goi ng, Bud?" Ray finally asked.

"Well, the warden said he didn't care and really didn't want to know.
Said it was up to you. |'d suggest we get to a big town where there's a
bus station. After that, you're on your own."

"How far will you drive ne?"

"I got all night, Ray. You nanme the town."

“I"'d like to get some mil|les behind us before |I start hanging around a
bus station. How about Knoxville?"

"Knoxville it is. Were are you going fromthere?"

"I don't know. | need to get out of the country."

"Wth your friends, that should be no problem Be careful, though. By
tomorrow, your picture will be hanging in every sheriff's office in ten
states.”

Three cars with blue lights canme blazing over the hill in front of them

Ray ducked onto the fl oorboard.

"Rel ax, Ray. They can't see you."
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He wat ched t hem di sappear through the rear wi ndow. "Wat about

roadbl ocks?"

"Look, Ray. Ain't gonna be no roadbl ocks, okay? Trust nme." Bud stuck a
hand in a pocket and threw a wad of cash on the seat. "Five hundred



bucks. Hand-delivered by the warden. You got sonme stout friends, buddy."
\E

' EDNESDAY nmorning. Tarry Ross clinmbed the stairs to the fourth floor of
t he Phoeni x Park Hotel. He paused on the | anding outside the hall door
and caught his breath. Sweat beaded across his eyebrows. He renoved the
dark sungl asses and wi ped his face with the sleeve of his overcoat.
Nausea hit below the belt, and he | eaned on the stair rail. He dropped
his enpty briefcase on the concrete and sat on the bottom step. His
hands shook |ike severe pal sy, and he wanted to cry. He clutched his
stomach and tried not to vomt.

The nausea passed, and he breathed again. Be brave, man, be brave.
There's two hundred thousand waiting down the hall. If you got guts, you
can go in there and get it. You can walk out with it, but you nust have
courage. He breathed deeper, and his hands settled down. Guts, man,
guts.

The weak knees wobbl ed, but he nade it to the door. Down the hall, past
the roonms. Eighth door on the right. He held his breath, and knocked.
Seconds passed. He watched the dark hall through the dark gl asses and
coul d see nothing. "Yeah," a voice inside said, inches away.

"It's Alfred." Ridicul ous nane, he thought. Were'd it cone fronf
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The door cracked, and a face appeared behind the little chain. The door
cl osed, then opened wi de. Alfred wal ked in.

"Good nmorning, Alfred," Vinnie Cozzo said warmy. "Wuld you I|ike
cof f ee?"

"I didn't come here for coffee," Alfred snapped. He placed the briefcase
on the bed and stared at Cozzo.

"You're always so nervous, Alfred. Why don't you relax. There's no way
you can get caught."”

"Shut up, Cozzo. Where's the noney?"

Vinnie pointed to a | eather handbag. He stopped smling. "Talk to ne,

Al fred."

The nausea hit again, but he kept his feet. He stared at them His heart
beat |ike pistons. "Okay, your man, MDeere, has been paid a mllion
bucks al ready. Another mllion is on the way. He's delivered one | oad of
Bendi ni docunents and clainms to have ten thousand nore." A sharp pain
hit his groin, and he sat on the edge of the bed. He renoved his

gl asses.

"Keep tal king," Cozzo denmanded.

"McDeere's talked to our people many tines in the last six nonths. He'l
testify at the trials, then hit the road as a protected witness. He and
his wife."

"Where are the other docunents?"

"Danmmit, | don't know. He won't tell. But they're ready to be delivered.
I want ny noney, Cozzo."

Vinnie threw the handbag on the bed. Alfred opened it and the briefcase.
He attacked the stacks of bills, his hands shaking violently.

"Two hundred thousand?" he asked desperately.

Vinnie smled. "That was the deal, Alfred. | got another job for you in
a couple of weeks."

“"No way, Cozzo. | can't take any nore of this." He slamed the briefcase
shut and ran to the door. He stopped
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and tried to calmhinself. "What will you do with MDeere?" he asked,



staring at the door.

"What do you think, Alfred?"

He bit his lip, clenched the briefcase and wal ked fromthe room Vinnie
sm |l ed and | ocked the door. He pulled a card from his pocket and pl aced
a call to the Chicago hone of M. Lou Lazarov.

Tarry Ross wal ked in panic down the hall. He could see little from
behi nd the gl asses. Seven doors down, alnobst to the elevator, a huge
hand reached from the darkness and pulled himinto a room The hand

sl apped hi m hard, and another fist |anded in his stomach. Another fi st
to the nose. He was on the floor, dazed and bl eeding. The briefcase was
enptied on the bed.

He was thrown into a chair, and the lights came on. Three FBI agents,
his conrades, glared at him Director Voyles wal ked up to him shaking
his head in disbelief. The agent with the huge, efficient hands stood
nearby, within striking distance. Another agent was counting noney.
Voyl es | eaned into his face. "You're a traitor, Ross. The | owest form of
scum | can't believe it."

Ross bit his |ip and began sobbi ng.

"Who is it?" Voyles asked intently.

The crying was | ouder. No answer.

Voyl es swung wildly and sl apped Ross's left tenple. He shrieked in pain.
"Who is it, Ross? Talk to me."

"Vinni e Cozzo," he blurted between sobs.

"I know it's Cozzo! Dammit! | know that! But what did you tell hinP"
Tears ran from his eyes and bl ood poured from his nose. H's body shook
and gyrated pitifully. No answer.

Voyl es sl apped hi m again, and again. "Tell me, you little sonofabitch
Tell me what Cozzo wants." He sl apped hi m agai n.
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Ross doubl ed over and dropped his head on his knees. The crying
sof t ened.

"Two hundred thousand dollars," an agent said.

Voyl es dropped to one knee and al nost whi spered to Ross. "Is it MDeere,
Ross? Pl ease, oh please, tell ne it's not McDeere. Tell nme, Tarry, tel
me it's not McDeere."

Tarry stuck his elbows on his knees and stared at the floor. The bl ood
dri pped neatly into one little puddle on the carpet. Gut check, Tarry.
You don't get to keep your noney. You're on the way to jail. You're a
di sgrace, Tarry. You're a sliny little scuzzball of a chicken, and it's
over. What coul d possibly be gained by keeping secrets? Gut check
Tarry.

Voyl es was pl eading softly. Sinners, won't you cone? "Please say it
ain't McDeere, Tarry, please tell me it ain't."

Tarry sat straight and wiped his eyes with his fingers. He breathed
deeply. Cleared his throat. He bit his lip, |ooked squarely at Voyl es
and nodded.

DeVasher had no tine for the elevator. He ran down the stairs to the
fourth floor, to the corner, a power one, and barged into Locke's
office. Half the partners were there. Locke, Lanbert, MIIigan

McKni ght, Dunbar, Denton, Lawson, Banahan, Kruger, Wl ch and Shottz. The
ot her half had been summoned.
A quiet panic filled the room DeVasher sat at the head of the
conference table, and they gathered around.

"Okay, boys. It's not tine to haul ass and head for Brazil. Not yet,



anyway. We confirmed this norning that he has tal ked extensively to the
Fi bbi es, that they have paid hima mllion cash, that they have prom sed
another million, that he has certain docunents that are believed to be
fatal. This cane straight fromthe FBI. Lazarov and a snmall arny are
flying into Menphis as we speak. It appears as though the
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damage has not been done. Yet. According to our source-a very high-
ranki ng Fi bbi e- McDeere has over ten thousand docunents in his
possession, and he is ready to deliver. But he has only delivered a few
so far. We think. Evidently, we have caught this thing in tine. If we
can prevent further damage, we should be okay. | say this, even though
t hey have sone docunents. Obviously, they don't have much or they
woul d' ve been here with search warrants."

DeVasher was onstage. He enjoyed this i mensely. He spoke with a
patroni zing snmle and | ooked at each of the worried faces. "Now, where
i s McDeere?"

MI1ligan spoke. "In his office. |I just talked to him He suspects
not hi ng. "

"Wonderful. He's scheduled to | eave in three hours for Grand Cayman.
Correct, Lanbert?"

"That's correct. Around noon."

"Boyi, the plane will never nake it. The pilot will land in New Ol eans
for an errand, then he'll take off for the island. About thirty ninutes
over the Gulf, the little blip will disappear fromradar, forever.
Debris will scatter over a thirty-square-mle area, and no bodies will
ever be found. It's sad, but necessary."

"The Lear?" asked Denton.

"Yes, son, the Lear. We'll buy you another toy."

"We're assunming a |lot, DeVasher," Locke said. "W're assuning the
docunents already in their possession are harm ess. Four days ago you

t hought McDeere had copied sone of Avery's secret files. What gives?"
"They studied the files in Chicago. Yeah, they're full of incrimnating
evi dence, but not enough to nove with. They couldn't get the first
conviction. You guys know the damming materials are on the island. And,
of course, in the basenent. No one can penetrate the basenent. W
checked the files in the condo. Everything | ooked in order."

419

Locke was not satisfied. "Then where did the ten thousand cone fron®"
"You' re assum ng he has ten thousand. | rather doubt it. Keep in mnd,
he's trying to collect another one mllion bucks before he takes off.
He's probably lying to them and snoopi ng around for nore docunents. |f
he had ten thousand, why woul dn't the Fibbies have them by now?"

"Then what's to fear?" asked Lanbert.

"The fear is the unknown, Olie. W don't know what he's got, except
that he's got a million bucks. He's no dunmy, and he just m ght stunble
across sonething if left alone. W cannot allow that to happen. Lazarov,
you see, said to blow his ass outta the air. Quote unquote."

"There's no way a rookie associate could find and copy that many
incrimnating records," Kruger said boldly, and | ooked around the group
for approval. Several nodded at himw th intense frowns.

"Why is Lazarov com ng?" asked Dunbar, the real estate man. He said
"Lazarov" as if Charles Manson was com ng to di nner

"That's a stupid question," DeVasher snapped, and |ooked around for the
idiot. "First, we've got to take care of MDeere and hope the danmmge is



mnimal. Then we'll take a long look at this unit and nmake whatever
changes are necessary."

Locke stood and glared at Oiver Lanbert. "Make sure MDeere's on that
pl ane. "

Tarrance, Acklin and Laney sat in stunned silence and |listened to the

speaker phone on the desk. It was Voyles in Washi ngton, explaining
exactly what had happened. He would | eave for Menphis within the hour
He was al npst desperate.

"You gotta bring himin, Tarrance. And qui ck. Cozzo
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doesn't know that we know about Tarry Ross, but Ross told ' him MDeere

was on the verge of delivering the records. They could take hi mout at
any time. You've got to get him Now Do you know where he is?"

"He's at the office," Tarrance said.

"Ckay. Fine. Bring himin. I'lIl be there in two hours. | wanna talk to
hi m Goodbye. "

Tarrance punched the phone, then dialed the nunber.

"Who are you calling?" Acklin asked.

"Bendi ni, Lanmbert & Locke. Attorneys-at-Ilaw. "

"Are you crazy, Wayne?" Laney asked.

"Just listen."

The receptioni st answered the phone. "Mtch MDeere, please,’

sai d.

"One nonent, please," she said. Then the secretary: "M . MDeere's

of fice."

"I need to speak to Mtchell MDeere."

"I"'msorry, sir. He's in a neeting."

"Listen, young lady, this is Judge Henry Hugo, and he was supposed to be
in my courtroomfifteen mnutes ago. We're waiting for him It's an
emer gency. "

"Well, | see nothing on his calendar for this norning."

"Do you schedul e his appoi nt nents?"

"Well, yes, sir."

"Then it's your fault. Now get him on the phone."

Nina ran across the hall and into his office. "Mtch, there's a Judge
Hugo on the phone. Says you're supposed to be in court right now You'd
better talk to him"

Mtch junmped to his feet and grabbed the phone. He was pale. "Yes," he
sai d.

"M . MDeere," Tarrance said. "Judge Hugo. You're late for ny court. Get
over here."

"Yes, Judge." He grabbed his coat and briefcase and frowned at N na.
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"I"'msorry," she said. "It's not on your cal endar."

Mtch raced down the hall, down the stairs, past the receptionist and
out the front door. He ran north on Front Street to Union and darted

t hrough the | obby of the Cotton Exchange Buil ding. On Union, he turned
east and ran toward the M d-America Mall

The sight of a well-dressed young man with a briefcase running like a
scared dog may be a common sight in sonme cities, but not in Menphis.
Peopl e noti ced.

He hid behind a fruit stand and caught his breath. He saw no one running
behind him He ate an apple. If it cane to a footrace, he hoped Two-Ton
Tony was chasing him

Tarrance



He had never been particularly inpressed with Wayne Tarrance. The Korean
shoe store was a fiasco. The chicken place on Grand Cayman was equal ly
dunb. Hi s notebook on the Moroltos would bore a Cub Scout. But his idea
about a Mayday code, a "don't ask questions, just run for your life"
alert, was a brilliant idea. For a nmonth, Mtch knew if Judge Hugo
called, he had to hit the door on a dead run. Sonething bad had gone
wrong, and the boys on the fifth floor were noving in. Were was Abby?
he thought.

A few pedestrians wal ked in pairs along Union. He wanted a crowded

si dewal k, but there was none. He stared at the corner of Front and Union
and saw not hi ng suspicious. Two bl ocks east, he casually entered the

| obby of the Peabody and | ooked for a phone. On the nezzani ne

overl ooki ng the | obby, he found a neglected one in a short hallway near
the nen's room He dialed the Menphis office of the Federal Bureau of

I nvesti gation.

"Wayne Tarrance, please. It's an energency. This is Mtch MDeere."
Tarrance was on the phone in seconds. "Mtch, where are you?"

"Ckay, Tarrance, what's going on?"
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"Where are you?"

“I'"'mout of the building, Judge Hugo. |I'msafe for now. What's
happened?”

"Mtch, you've gotta come in."

"I don't have to do a dammed thing, Tarrance. And | won't, until you
talk to nme."

"Well, we've, uh, we've had a slight problem There's been a small |eak
You need-"

"Leak, Tarrance? Did you say |eak? There's no such thing as a snall

| eak. Talk to nme, Tarrance, before | hang up this phone and di sappear
You're tracing this call, aren't you, Tarrance? |'m hanging up."

“No! Listen, Mtch. They know. They know we've been tal king, and they
know about the nobney and the files."

There was a | ong pause. "A small |eak, Tarrance. Sounds |ike the dam
burst. Tell me about this |eak, and quick."
"God this hurts. Mtch, | want you to know how nuch this hurts. Voyles

is devastated. One of our senior men sold the information. W caught him
this morning at a hotel in Washington. They paid himtwo hundred

t housand for the story on you. We're in shock, Mtch."

"Oh, I'"'mtouched. I"'mtruly concerned over your shock and pain,

Tarrance. | guess now you want ne to run down there to your office so we
can all sit around and consol e each other."

"Voyles will be there by noon, Mtch. He's flying in with his top

people. He wants to neet with you. W'll get you out of town."

"Right. You want me to rush into your arnms for protection. You' re an
idiot, Tarrance. Voyles is an idiot. You're all idiots. And I'ma foo
for trusting you. Are you tracing this call, Tarrance?"

"No! "
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“"You're lying. |I'mhanging up, Tarrance. Sit tight and I'Il call you in
thirty mnutes from another phone."

“"No! Mtch, listen. You're dead if you don't cone in."

"Goodbye, Wayne. Sit by the phone."
Mtch dropped the receiver and | ooked around. He wal ked to a narble
colum and peeked at the | obby below. The ducks were swi ming around the



fountain. The bar was deserted. A table was surrounded with rich old

| adi es sipping their tea and gossiping. A solitary guest was

regi stering.

Suddenly, the Nordic stepped frombehind a potted tree and stared at

him "Up there!" he yelled across the |obby to an acconplice. They

wat ched himintently and glanced at the stairway under him The
bartender | ooked up at Mtch, then at the Nordic and his friend. The old
| adi es stared in silence.

"Call the police!™ Mtch yelled as he backed away fromthe railing. Both
men sprang across the lobby and hit the stairs. Mtch waited five
seconds, and returned to the railing. The bartender had not noved. The

| adi es were frozen.

There were heavy noises on the stairs. Mtch sat on the railing, dropped
his briefcase, swng his | egs over, paused, then junped twenty feet onto
the carpet of the |obby. He fell |ike a rock, but |anded squarely on
both feet. Pain shot through his ankles and hips. The football knee
buckl ed, but did not coll apse.

Behind him next to the elevators, was a snmall haberdashery wi th w ndows
full of ties and Ralph Lauren's latest. He linped into it. A kid of no
nore than nineteen waited eagerly behind the counter. There were no
custoners. An outside door opened onto Union

"I's that door |ocked?" Mtch asked calmy

"“Yes, sir."

"You wanna nmake a thousand dollars cash? Nothing ille-
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gal ." Mtch quickly peeled off ten hundred-dollar bills and threw t hem
on the counter.

"Uh, sure. | guess."

“"Nothing illegal, okay? | swear. | wouldn't get you in trouble. Unlock

t hat door, and when two nmen conme running in here in about twenty
seconds, tell them | ran through that door and junped in a cab."

The kid smiled even brighter and raked up the noney. "Sure. No problem"”
"Where's the dressing roon"

"Yes, sir, over there next to the closet."

"Unl ock the door," Mtch said as he slid into the dressing room and sat
down. He rubbed his knees and ankl es.

The clerk was straightening ties when the Nordic and his partner ran

t hrough the door fromthe | obby. "Good norning," he said cheerfully.
"Did you see a man runni ng through here, nediumbuild, dark gray suit,
red tie?"

"Yes, sir. He just ran through there, through that door, and junped in a
cab."

"A cab! Dam!" The door opened and cl osed, and the store was silent. The
kid wal ked to a shoe rack near the closet. "They're gone, sir."

Mtch was rubbing his knees. "Good. Go to the door and watch for two

m nutes. Let ne know if you see them"

Two m nutes |ater, he was back. "They're gone."

Mtch kept his seat and smled at the door. "Great. | want one of those
kel ly-green sport coats, forty-four long, and a pair of white buckskins,
ten D. Bring them here, would you? And keep watching."

"Yes, sir." He whistled around the store as he collected the coat and
shoes, then slid them under the door. Mtch yanked off his tie and
changed quickly. He sat down.

"How nuch do | owe you?" Mtch asked fromthe room
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"Well, let's see. How about five hundred?"

"Fine. Call ne a cab, and let ne know when it's outside."

Tarrance wal ked three niles around his desk. The call was traced to the
Peabody, but Laney arrived too |ate. He was back now, sitting nervously
with Acklin. Forty mnutes after the first call, the secretary's voice
bl asted through the intercom "M. Tarrance. It's MDeere."

Tarrance |unged at the phone. "Were are you?"

“I'n town. But not for |long."

"Look, Mtch, you won't |ast two days on your own. They'll fly in enough
thugs to start another war. You've got to let us help you."

"I don't know, Tarrance. For sonme strange reason | just don't trust you
boys right now | can't imagine why. Just a bad feeling."

"Pl ease, Mtch. Don't nake this m stake."

"l guess you want ne to believe you boys can protect ne for the rest of
my life. Sorta funny, isn't it, Tarrance? | cut a deal with the FBI, and
| al nobst get gunned in ny own office. That's real protection.”

Tarrance breathed deeply into the phone. There was a | ong pause. "What

about the docunents? We've paid you a mllion for them™
"You're cracking up, Tarrance. You paid me a mllion for ny clean files.
You got them and | got the million. OF course, that was just part of

the deal. Protection was also a part of it."

"G ve us the dammed files, Mtch. They're hidden sonewhere close to us,
you told nme that. Take off if you want to, but |leave the files."

"Wn't work, Tarrance. Right now | can di sappear, and the Mroltos may

or may not conme after ne. If you don't get the files, you don't get the
indictments. If the Mroltos
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don't get indicted, maybe, if |I'mIlucky, one day they'll just forget
about nme. | gave thema real scare, but no permanent danage. Hell, they
may even hire nme back one of these days."

"You don't really believe that. They'll chase you until they find you.
If we don't get the records, we'll be chasing too. It's that sinple,
Mtch."

“Then I'Il put my noney on the Mroltos. If you guys find me first,
there'll be a | eak. Just a small one."

"You're outta your mind, Mtch. If you think you can take your nmillion
and ride into the sunset, you're a fool. They'll have goons on canels

riding the deserts |ooking for you. Don't do it, Mtch."

"Goodbye, Wayne. Ray sends his regards.”

The |line was dead. Tarrance grabbed the phone and threw it against the
wal | .

Mtch gl anced at the clock on the airport wall. He punched in another
call. Tamy answer ed.

"Hel l o, sweetheart. Hate to wake you."

"Don't worry, the couch kept nme awake. What's up?"

“Major trouble. Get a pencil and listen very carefully. | don't have a
second to waste. |'mrunning, and they're right behind nme."
"Fire away."

"First, call Abby at her parents'. Tell her to drop everything and get
out of town. She doesn't have tine to kiss her nother goodbye or to pack
any clothes. Tell her to drop the phone, get in her car and drive away.
And don't | ook back. She takes Interstate 64 to Huntington, West
Virginia, and goes to the airport. She flies from Huntington to Mbile.



In Mobile, she rents a car and drives east on Interstate 10 to CGulf
Shores, then east on Hi ghway 182 to Perdi do Beach. She checks in at the
Perdi do Beach Hilton under the nanme of Rachel Janes. And she waits. Got

t hat ?"
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"Yeah."

"Second. | need you to get on a plane and fly to Menphis. | called Doc,
and the passports, etc., are not ready. | cussed him but to no avail

He promi sed to work all night and have themready in the norning. | wll
not be here in the norning, but you will. Get the documents."

"“Yes, sir."

"Third. Get on a plane and get back to the apartnment in Nashville. Sit
by the phone. Do not, under any circunstances, |eave the phone."

"Got it."

"Fourth. Call Abanks."

"Ckay. What are your travel plans?"

"I"'mconmng to Nashville, but I'mnot sure when |'I|l be there. | gotta
go. Listen, Tamry, tell Abby she could be dead within the hour if she
doesn't run. So run, danmit, run!"

"Ckay, boss.."

He wal ked quickly to Gate 22 and boarded the 10:04 Delta flight to
Cincinnati. He clutched a nagazine full of one-way tickets, all bought
with MasterCard. One to Tulsa on American Flight 233, |eaving at 10: 14,
and purchased in the name of Mtch MDeere; one to Chicago on Northwest
Flight 861, |eaving at 10:15, and purchased in the name of M tchel
McDeere; one to Dallas on United Flight 562, |eaving at 10:30, and
purchased in the nane of Mtchell MDeere; and one to Atlanta on Delta
Flight 790, leaving at 11:10, and purchased in the name of M tchel
McDeer e.

The ticket to Cincinnati had been bought with cash, in the nanme of Sam
For t une.

Lazarov entered the power office on the fourth floor and every head
bowed. DeVasher faced himlike a scared,
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whi pped child. The partners studied their shoel aces and held their
bowel s.

"We can't find him" DeVasher said.

Lazarov was not one to scream and cuss. He took great pride in being
cool under pressure. "You nean he just got up and wal ked out of here?"
he asked coolly.

There was no answer. None was needed.

“"All right, DeVasher, this is the plan. Send every nman you' ve got to the
airport. Check with every airline. Were's his car?"

“In the parking lot."

"That's great. He left here on foot. He wal ked out of your little
fortress on foot. Joey' 1l love this. Check with every rental -car
conmpany. Now, how many honorabl e partners do we have here."

"Si xteen present."

"Divide themup in pairs and send themto the airports in Man, New
Ol eans, Houston, Atlanta, Chicago, L.A., San Francisco and New York.
Roam t he concourses of these airports. Live in these airports. Eat in
these airports. Watch the international flights in these airports. W'l
send reinforcenents tonorrow. You honorabl e esquires know himwell, so
go find him It's a long shot, but what have we got to lose? It'll keep



you counselors busy. And | hate to tell you boys, but these hours are
not billable. Now, where's his wfe?"
"Danesboro, Kentucky. At her parents'.
"Go get her. Don't hurt her, just bring her in.
"Do we start shreddi ng?" DeVasher asked.

"We'll wait twenty-four hours. Send sonmeone to Grand Cayman and destroy
those records. Now hurry, DeVasher."

The power office enptied.
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Voyl es stonped around Tarrance's desk and barked commands. A dozen
lieutenants scribbled as he yelled. "Cover the airport. Check every
airline. Notify every office in every mgjor city. Contact custons. Do we
have a picture of hinP"

"We can't find one, sir."

"Find one, and find it quick. It needs to be in every FBI and custons

of fice by tonight. He's on the run. Sonofa-bitch!"

J. HE bus left Birnm ngham shortly before 2 P.M, Wdnesday. Ray sat in
the rear and studi ed every person who clinbed in and found a seat. He

| ooked sporty. He had taken a cab to a mall in Birm nghamand in thirty
m nut es had purchased a new pair of faded Levi's, a plaid short-sleeved
golf shirt and a pair of red-and-white Reeboks. He had al so eaten a

pi zza and received a severe Marine-style haircut. He wore aviator
sunshades and an Auburn cap

A short, fat, dark-skinned | ady sat next to him

He smiled at her. "jDe donde es usted?" he asked. Where are you fronf?
Her face broke into unrestrained delight. A wide snle revealed few
teeth. "Mexico," she said proudly. "jHabla es-panol?" she asked eagerly.
"SiL "

For two hours, they jabbered in Spanish as the bus rolled along to

Mont gonmery. She had to repeat occasionally, but he surprised hinself. He
was eight years out of practice and a little rusty.

Behi nd the bus, Special Agents Jenkins and Jones followed in a Dodge
Aries. Jenkins drove while Jones slept. The trip had beconme boring ten
m nutes out of Knoxville. Just routine surveillance, they were told. If
you lose him no big deal. But try not to lose him
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The flight fromHuntington to Atlanta was two hours away, and Abby sat
in a secluded corner of a dark | ounge watching. Just watching. In the
chair next to her was a carry-on bag. Contrary to her urgent

i nstructions, she had packed a toothbrush, makeup and a few cl ot hes. She
had al so witten a note to her parents, giving a brief story about how
she had to run to Menphis, needed to see Mtch, everything's fine, don't
worry, hugs and ki sses, |ove, Abby. She ignored the coffee and watched
the arriving and departing.

She did not know if he was dead or alive. Tammy said he was scared, but
very much in control. As always. She said he was flying to Nashville,
and she, Tanmmy, was flying to Menphis. Confusing, but she was certain he
knew what he was doing. Get to Perdi do Beach and wait.

Abby had never heard of Perdido Beach. And she was certain he'd never
been there either.

The | ounge was nerve-racking. Every ten mnutes a drunk busi nessman
woul d venture over and throw sonething suggestive at her. Get |ost, she
said a dozen times.

After two hours, they boarded. Abby was stuck in the aisle seat. She



buckl ed her belt and rel axed. And then she saw her

She was a striking blonde with high cheekbones and a firmjaw that was
al nrost unfem nine, yet strong and attractive. Abby had seen the partia
face before. Partial, because the eyes were covered, as before. She

| ooked at Abby and gl anced away as she passed and went to her seat
somewhere in the rear.

The Shi pwreck Bar! The blonde in the Shipweck Bar. The bl onde who was
eavesdroppi ng on her and Mtch and Abanks. They had found her. And if
they had found her, where was her husband? What had they done to hin®
She thought of the two-hour drive from Danesboro to Hunti ng-

432

ton, through the wi nding nountain roads. She had driven |ike a maniac.
They coul d not have foll owed her.

They taxied fromthe ternmnal and minutes later lifted off for Atlanta.
For a second tine in three weeks, Abby watched dusk fromthe inside of a
727 at the airport in Atlanta. She and the bl onde. They were on the
ground for thirty mnutes and then left for Mobile.

From Cincinnati, Mtch flew to Nashville. He arrived at 6 P.M,
Wednesday, |long after the banks had closed. He found a U Haul truck
rental place in the phone book and flagged a cab

He rented one of the smaller nodels, a sixteen-footer. He paid cash, but
was forced to use his driver's license and a credit card for a deposit.

I f DeVasher could track himto a U-Haul place in Nashville, so be it. He
bought twenty cardboard packi ng boxes and | eft for the apartnent.

He had not eaten since Tuesday night, but he was in |uck. Tamy had | eft
a bag of nicrowave popcorn and two beers. He ate |like a pig. At eight,
he made his first call to the Perdido Beach Hilton. He asked for Lee
Stevens. He had not arrived, she said. He stretched out on the den fl oor
and thought of a hundred things that could happen to Abby. She could be
dead in Kentucky and he woul dn't know. He couldn't call

The couch had not been folded, and the cheap sheets hung off the end and
fell to the floor. Tamy was not nuch for housework. He | ooked at the
smal |, tenmporary bed and thought of Abby. Only five nights ago, they had
tried to kill each other on the bed. Hopefully, she was on the pl ane.
Al one.

In the bedroom he sat on the unopened Sony box and narvel ed at the
roonful of docunents. Across the carpet
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she had built perfect colums of paper, all painstakingly divided into
Cayman banks and Cayman conpanies. On top of each stack was a yel |l ow

| egal pad, with the conpany nane foll owed by pages of dates and entries.
And names!

Even Tarrance could follow the paper trail. A grand jury would eat it

up. The U.S. Attorney would call press conferences. And the trial juries
woul d convict, and convict and convict.

Speci al Agent Jenkins yawned into the tel ephone receiver and punched the
nunbers to the Menphis office. He had not slept in twenty-four hours.
Jones was snoring in the car.

"FBlI," a male voice said.

"Yeah, who's there?" Jenkins asked. Just a routine check-in.

"Acklin."

"Hey, Rick. This is Jenkins. W've-"

"Jenki ns! \Where have you been? Hold on!"

Jenkins quit yawni ng and | ooked around the bus termnal. An angry voice



yelled into the earpiece.

"Jenki ns! Where are you?" It was Wayne Tarrance.

"We're at the bus station in Mbile. We've lost him"

"You what? How could you | ose hin®"

Jenki ns was suddenly alert and | eaning into the phone. "Wait a mnute,
Wayne. CQur instructions were to follow himfor eight hours to see where
he went. Routine, you said."

"I can't believe you lost him™"

"Wayne, we weren't told to follow himfor the rest of his life. Eight
hours, Wayne. We've followed for twenty hours, and he's di sappeared.
What's the big deal ?"

"Why haven't you called in before now?"

"We called in twice. In Birm ngham and Montgonery. Line was busy both
times. What's going on, Wayne?"

"Just a minute."
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Jenki ns grabbed the phone tighter and waited. Another voice: "Hello,
Jenki ns?"

"Yes."
"Director Voyles here. What the hell happened?"
Jenkins held his breath and | ooked wildly around the terminal. "Sir, we

lost him We followed himfor twenty hours, and when he got off the bus
here in Mbile, we lost himin the crowd."

"That's great, son. How | ong ago?"

"Twenty mnutes.”

"All right, listen. W desperately need to find him H s brother has
taken our noney and di sappeared. Call the locals there in Mbile. Tel

t hem who you are, and that an escaped nmurderer is on the |oose in town.
They' ve probably got Ray MDeere's nane and picture stuck to the walls.
His mother lives in Panama City Beach, so alert every |ocal between

there and Mobile. |I'msending in our troops."
"Ckay. |I'msorry, sir. W weren't told to trail" himforever."
"We'|l discuss it later."

At ten, Mtch called the Perdido Beach Hilton for the second tine. He
asked for Rachel James. No arrival. He asked for Lee Stevens. One
monment, she said. Mtch sat on the floor and waited intently. The line
to the roomwas ringing. After a dozen rings, sonmeone picked up
"Yeah." It was quick

"Lee?" Mtch asked.

A pause. "Yeah."

"This is Mtch. Congratul ations."

Ray fell on the bed and cl osed his eyes. "It was so easy, Mtch. How d
you do it?"

“I'"l'l tell you when we have tine. Right now, there are a

435

bunch of folks trying to kill ne. And Abby. We're on the run

"Who, Mtch?"

"I't would take ten hours to tell the first chapter. W'll do it later
Wite this nunber down. 615-889-4380."

"That's not Menphis."

“"No, it's Nashville. I'min an apartnment that's serving as ni ssion
control. Menorize that nunber. |If |I'mnot here, the phone will be
answered by a girl named Tammy."

" Tanmmy?"



"It's a long story. Just do as | say. Sometinme tonight, Abby will check
in there under the nane of Rachel Janes. She'll be in a rented car."
"She's coning here!"

"Just listen, Ray. The canni bals are chasing us, but we're a step ahead
of them"

"Ahead of who?"

"The Mafia. And the FBI."

"I's that all?"

"Probably. Now listen to nme. There is a slight chance Abby is being
foll owed. You've got to find her, watch her and make dammed sure no one
i s behind her."

"And if they are?"

“Call me, and we'll talk about it."

“"No problem"”

"Don't use the phone except to call this nunber. And we can't talk
nmuch. "

"“I'"ve got a bunch of questions, little brother."

"And |'ve got the answers, but not now Take care of ny wife and call ne
when she gets there."

"WIl do. And, Mtch, thanks."

"Adi os. "
* * *
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An hour | ater Abby turned off Hi ghway 182 onto the wi nding driveway to
the Hilton. She parked the four-door Cutlass with Al abanma tags and
wal ked nervously under the sprawling veranda to the front doors. She
st opped for a second, | ooked behind her at the driveway and went inside.
Two mnutes |ater, a yellow cab from Mobil e stopped under the veranda,
behi nd the shuttle vans. Ray watched the cab. A woman was in the back
seat | eaning forward and talking to the driver. They waited a m nute.
She pull ed noney from her purse and paid him She got out and waited
until the cab drove away. The wonman was a bl onde, and that was the first
thing he noticed. Very shapely, with tight black corduroy pants. And

bl ack sungl asses, which seened odd to hi m because it was pushing

m dni ght. She wal ked suspiciously to the front doors, waited a m nute,
then went in. He watched her carefully. He noved toward the | obby.

The bl onde approached the only clerk behind the registration desk. "A
single room please," he heard her say.

The clerk slid a registration formacross the counter. The bl onde wote
her name and asked, "That |ady who just checked in before nme, what's her
nane? | think she's an old friend."

The cl erk ni pped through the registration cards. "Rachel Janes."

"Yeah, that's her. Where's she fron®"

"It's a Menphis address," the clerk said.

"What's her roomnunber? |1'd like to say hello."

"I can't give room nunbers," the clerk said.

The bl onde quickly pulled two twenties from her purse and slid them
across the counter. "l just want to say hello."

The clerk took the noney. "Room 622."

The woman paid in cash. "Were are the phones?”

“Around the corner," the clerk said. Ray slid around the
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corner and found four pay phones. He grabbed a niddle one and began
talking to hinself.



The bl onde took a phone on the end and turned her back to him She spoke

softly. He could hear only pieces.

" checked in ... Room622 . . . Mbile . . . sone help ... | can't
an hour? . . . yes . . . hurry . "

She hung up, and he tal ked | ouder into his dead phone.

Ten m nutes |ater, there was a knock at the door. The bl onde junped from

the bed, grabbed her .45 and stuck it in the corduroys under the shirt.

She ignored the safety chain and cracked the door

It burst open and knocked her against the wall. Ray |unged at her
grabbed the gun and pinned her to the floor. Wth her face in the
carpet, he stuck the barrel of the .45 in her ear. "If you nake a sound,
"1l kill you!"

She stopped struggling and cl osed her eyes. No response.

"Who are you?" Ray demanded. He pushed the barrel deeper into her ear
Agai n, no response.

“Not a nobve, not a sound. Ckay? |'d love to bl ow your head off."

He rel axed, still sitting on her back, and ripped open her flight bag.
He dunped its contents on the floor and found a pair of clean tennis
socks. "Open your nouth," he denmanded.

She did not nmove. The barrel returned to her ear, and she slowy opened
her mouth. Ray crammed the socks in between her teeth, then tightly

bl i ndf ol ded her with the silk nightshirt. He bound her feet and hands
with panty hose, then ripped the bedsheets into |ong strips. The wonman
did not nove. When he finished the binding and gaggi ng, she resenbled a
munmy. He slid her under the bed.

The purse contained six hundred dollars in cash and a wallet with an
Illinois driver's license. Karen Adair from
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Chi cago. Date of birth: March 4, 1962. He took the wallet and gun

The phone rang at 1 AM, and Mtch was not asleep. He was in bank
records up to his waist. Fascinating bank records. Highly incrimnating.
"Hello," he answered cautiously.

“I's this nmission control?" The voice was in the vicinity of a |oud
j ukebox.

"Where are you, Ray?"

"Ajoint called the Floribam | ounge. Right on the state line."
"Where's Abby?"

"She's in the car. She's fine."

Mtch breathed easier and grinned into the phone. He |istened.

"We had to | eave the hotel. A woman foll owed Abby in- same woman you saw
in sonme bar in the Caymans. Abby is trying to explain everything. The
woman followed her all day and showed up at the hotel. | took care of
her, and we di sappeared.”

"You took care of her?"

"Yeah, she wouldn't talk, but she's out of the way for a short tinme."
"Abby's fine?"

"Yeah. We're both dead tired. Exactly what do you have in m nd?"

"You' re about three hours away from Panama City Beach. | know you're
dead tired, but you need to get away fromthere. Get to Panama City
Beach, ditch the car and get two roons at the Holiday Inn. Call nme when
you check in."

"I hope you know what you're doing."
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"Trust nme, Ray."



"I do, but I'mbeginning to wish | was back in prison.'
back, Ray. W either disappear or we're dead."

J.HE cab stopped at a red light in downtown Nashville, and Mtch hopped
out on stiff and aching | egs. He linped through the busy intersection
dodgi ng the nmorning traffic.

The Sout heastern Bank Building was a thirty-story glass cylinder,

desi gned along the sanme |ines as a tennis-ball can. The tint was dark
al nost black. It stood prom nently away fromthe street corner am dst a
maze of sidewal ks and fountains and nmani cured greenery.

Mtch entered the revolving doors with a swarm of enpl oyees rushing to
work. In the marbl e-1aden atrium he found the directory and rode the
escalators to the third floor. He opened a heavy gl ass door and wal ked
into a large circular office. A striking woman of forty or so watched
hi m from behi nd the gl ass desk. She offered no snile

"M . Mason Laycook, please," he said.

She pointed. "Have a seat."

M. Laycook wasted no tinme. He appeared from around a corner and was as
sour as his secretary. "May | help you?" he asked through his nose.

"You can't go

Mtch stood. "Yes, | need to wire a little noney."
"Yes. Do you have an account at Sout heastern?”
"Yes."

"And your name?"
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“It's a nunbered account." In other words, you don't get a name, M.
Laycook. You don't need a nane.

"Very well. Follow me." His office had no wi ndows, no view. A row of
keyboards and nonitors sat on the credenza behind his glass desk. Mtch
sat down.

"The account numnber, please."

It came from nmenory. "214-31-35."

Laycook pecked at his keyboard and watched a nonitor. "That's a Code

Three account, opened by a T. Henphill, with access only by her and a
certain male neeting the foll owi ng physical requirenents: approxi mately
six feet tall, one seventy-five to one eighty-five, blue eyes, brown

hai r, about twenty-five or twenty-six years old. You fit that
description, sir." Laycook studied the screen. "And the last four digits
of your Social Security nunber are?"

"8585."

"Very well. You are accessed. Now what can | do for you?"

"I want to wire in some funds froma bank in Grand Cayman."

Laycook frowned and took a pencil from his pocket. "Wich bank in G and
Cayman?"

"Royal Bank of Montreal."

"What type of account?”

"It's a nunbered account."”

"I presunme you have the nunber?"

"499DFH2122. "

Laycook wote the nunmber and stood. "I'I|l be just a noment." He left the
room

Ten m nutes passed. Mtch tapped his bruised feet and | ooked at the

noni tors across the desk.

Laycook returned with his supervisor, M. Nokes, a vice president of
somet hi ng. Nokes introduced hinself from be-
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hi nd the desk. Both nmen appeared nervous. They stared downward at Mtch
Nokes did the talking. He held a small sheet of conmputer paper. "Sir
that is a restricted account. You nust have certain information before
we can start the wire."

M tch nodded confidently.

"The dates and anounts of the |ast three deposits, sir?" They watched
himintently, knowi ng he would fail

Again, it came fromnmenory. No notes. "February third of this year, six
and a half mllion. Decenber fourteenth, |ast year, nine point two
mllion. And Cctober eighth, |ast year, eleven mllion."

Laycook and Nokes gaped at the small printout. Nokes managed a tiny
professional smile. "Very well. You are cleared to the Pen nunber."
Laycook stood ready with his pencil

"Sir, what is your Pen nunber?" Nokes asked.

Mtch smled and recrossed his damaged | egs. "72083."

"And the terns of the wire?"

"Ten million dollars wired inmediately into this bank, account 214-31-
35. I'll wait."

“It's not necessary to wait, sir."

“I"l'l wait. When the wire is conplete, |'ve got a few nore for you."
"We'l|l be a nmonment. Would you |ike sonme coffee?”

"No. Thanks. Do you have a newspaper?"

"Certainly," Laycook said. "On the table there."

They scurried fromthe office, and Mtch's pul se began its descent. He
opened the Nashville Tennessean and scanned three sections before he
found a brief paragraph about the escape at Brushy Mountain. No picture.
Few details. They were safe at the Holiday Inn on the Mracle Strip in
Panama City Beach, Florida.

Their trail was clear, so far. He thought. He hoped.
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Laycook returned alone. He was friendly now. A real backslapper. "Wre's
conpl ete. The noney is here. Now what can we do for you?"

"I want to wire it out. Mst of it, anyway."

"How many transfers?”

“"Three."

"Gve nme the first one."

"Amllion dollars to the Coast National Bank in Pensa-cola, to a
nunber ed account, accessible to only one person, a white fenuale,
approximately fifty years of age. | will provide her with the Pen
nunber. "

"I's this an existing account?"

“"No. | want you to open it with the wire."

"Very well. The second transfer?"

"One million dollars to the Dane County Bank in Danes-boro, Kentucky, to
any account in the name of Harold or Maxine Sutherland, or both. It's a
smal | bank, but it has a correspondent relationship with United Kentucky
in Louisville."

"Very well. The third transfer?"

"Seven million to the Deutschebank in Zurich. Account number 772-03BL-
600. The renmmi nder of the nobney stays here.”

"This will take about an hour," Laycook said as he wote.
“I''l'l call you in an hour to confirm"
"Very well."

"Thank you, M. Laycook."



Each step was painful, but the pain was not felt. He noved in a
controlled jog down the escalators and out of the buil ding.
On the top floor of the Royal Bank of Montreal, Grand Cayman branch, a
secretary fromWre Transfers slid a conputer printout under the very
poi nted and proper nose of
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Randol ph Osgood. She had circled an unusual transfer of ten mllion
Unusual because the noney in this account did not normally return to the
United States and unusual because it went to a bank they had, never
dealt with. Osgood studied the printout and called Menphis. M. Tol ar
was on | eave of absence, the secretary inforned him Then Nathan Locke?
he asked. M. Locke is out of town. Victor MIligan? M. MIlligan is
away al so.
Osgood placed the printout in the pile of things to do tonorrow.
Al ong the Enmerald Coast of Florida and Al abama, fromthe outskirts of
Mobi | e east through Pensacola, Fort Walton Beach, Destin and Panana
City, the warm spring night had been peaceful. Only one violent crine
al ong the coast. A young worman was robbed, beaten and raped in her room
at the Perdi do Beach Hilton. Her boyfriend, a tall blond-headed man with
strong Nordic features, had found her bound and gagged in her room His
name was Ri mrer, Aaron Rimmer, and he was from Menphis.
The real excitenment of the night was a nassive manhunt in the Mbile
area for the escaped murderer, Ray MDeere. He had been seen arriving at
the bus station after dark. H's mug shot was on the front page of the
nor ni ng paper, and before ten, three witnesses had cone forth and
reported sightings. His novenents were traced across Mbile Bay to
Fol ey, Al abama, then to Gulf Shores.
Since the Hilton is only ten mles from Gulf Shores al ong H ghway 182,
and since the only known escaped nmurderer was in the vicinity when the
only violent crinme occurred, the conclusion was quick and inescapabl e.
The hotel's night clerk made a probable ID of Ray MDeere, and the
records reflected that he checked in around nine-thirty as a M. Lee
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Stevens. And he paid cash. Later, the victimchecked in and was
attacked. The victimalso identified M. Ray MDeere. The night clerk
renmenbered that the victimasked about a Rachel Janes, who checked in
five mnutes before the victimand paid cash. Rachel Janmes vani shed
sometinme during the night w thout bothering to check out. Likew se for
Ray McDeere, alias Lee Stevens. A parking-lot attendant nmade a probabl e
I D of McDeere and said he got in a white four-door Cutlass with a woman
bet ween mi dni ght and one. Said she was driving and appeared to be in a
hurry. Said they went east on 182.
Calling fromhis roomon the sixth floor of the Hilton, Aaron R mrer
anonynously told a Bal dwin County sheriff's deputy to check the car
rental conpanies in Mbile. Check themfor an Abby MDeere. That's your
white Cutlass, he told him
From Mobile to Mam, the search began for the Cutlass rented from Avis
by Abby McDeere. The sheriffs investigator pronmised to keep the victins
boyfriend, Aaron Ri nmer, posted on all devel opnents.
M. R mer would wait at the Hilton. He shared a roomw th Tony Verkler
Next door was his boss, DeVasher. Fourteen of his friends sat in their
rooms on the seventh floor and waited.
It took seventeen trips fromthe apartnment to the U Haul, but by noon
t he Bendi ni Papers were ready for shipnment. Mtch rested his swollen



| egs. He sat on the couch and wote instructions to Tammy. He detail ed
the transactions at the bank and told her to wait a week before
contacting his nother. She would soon be a mllionaire.

He set the telephone in his lap and prepared hinmself for
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an unpl easant task. He called the Dane County Bank and asked for Harold
Sutherland. It was an energency, he said.

"Hello," his father-in-1law answered angrily.

“"M. Sutherland, this is Mtch. Have you-"

"Where's ny daughter. |Is she okay?"

"Yes. She's fine. She's with ne. We'll be |leaving the country for a few
days. Maybe weeks. Maybe nont hs."

"I see," he replied slowmy. "And where m ght you be goi ng?"

"Not sure. We'Il just knock around for a while."

"I's sonmething wong, Mtch?"

"Yes, sir. Sonmething is very wong, but | can't explain now Maybe one
of these days. Watch the newspapers closely. You'll see a mpjor story
out of Menphis within two weeks."

“Are you in danger?"

"Sort of. Have you received any unusual wire transfers this norning?"
"As a matter of fact we have. Sonebody parked a million bucks here about
an hour ago."

"That sonebody was me, and the noney is yours."

There was a very long pause. "Mtch, | think | deserve an explanation."
"Yes, sir, you do. But | can't give you one. If we nake it safely out of
the country, you'll be notified in a week or so. Enjoy the noney. Gotta
run. "

Mtch waited a mnute and call ed Room 1028 at the Holiday |Inn, Panana
City Beach

"Hello." It was Abby.

"Hi, babe. How are you?"

"Terrible, Mtch. Ray's picture is on the cover of every newspaper down
here. At first it was the escape and the fact that soneone saw himin
Mobile. Now the TV news is claiming he is the prinme suspect in a rape

| ast night."
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"What! Where!™

"At the Perdido Beach Hilton. Ray caught that blonde following nme into
the hotel. He junped her in her roomand tied her up. Nothing serious.
He took her gun and her noney, and now she's claim ng she was beaten and
raped by Ray McDeere. Every cop in Florida is |ooking for the car |
rented | ast night in Mbile."

“"Where's the car?"

"We left it about a mle west of here at a big condo devel oprment. |'m so
scared, Mtch."

"Where's Ray?"

"He's lying on the beach trying to sunburn his face. The picture in the
paper is an old one. He's got long hair and | ooks real pale. It's not a
good picture. Now he's got a crew cut and he's trying to turn pink. |
think it will help."

“Are both roons in your nane?"

"Rachel James."

"Li sten, Abby. Forget Rachel and Lee and Ray and Abby. Wit until al npst
dark, then | eave the roons. Just wal k away. About a half a nmile east is



a small notel called the Blue Tide. You and Ray enjoy a little walk on
the beach until you find it. You go to the desk and get two roons next
to each other. Pay in cash. Tell them your nanme is Jacki e Nagel. Cot
that ? Jacki e Nagel. Use that nane, because when | get there I'll ask for
it."

"What if they don't have two roons next to each other?"

"Ckay, if anything goes wong, two doors down is another dunp called the
Seasi de. Check in there. Same nane. |'m |l eaving here now, say one
o'clock, and | should be there in ten hours."

"What if they find the car?"

"They'll find it, and they'll throw a bl anket over Panana City Beach
You've got to be careful. After dark, try to
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sneak into a drugstore and buy sone hair dye. Cut your hair extrenely
short and dye it blond."

"Bl ond! "

"Or red. | don't give a dann. But change it. Tell Ray not to |eave his
room Do not take any chances."”

"He's got a gun, Mtch."

"Tell himl said not to use it. There will be a thousand cops around
there, probably tonight. He can't win a gunfight."

"I love you, Mtch. I'mso scared."

"It's okay to be scared, babe. Just keep thinking. They don't know where
you are, and they can't catch you if you nmove. |I'I|l be there by

m dni ght . "

Lamar Quin, Wally Hudson and Kendall Mahan sat in the conference room on
the third floor and contenplated their next nove. As senior associates,

t hey knew about the fifth floor and the basenent, about M. Lazarov and
M. Morolto, about Hodge and Kozi nski. They knew that when one j oi ned
one did not |eave.

They told their stories about the Day. They conpared it to the day they
| earned the sad truth about Santa Claus. A sad and frightening day, when
Nat han Locke talked to themin his office and told them about their

bi ggest client. And then he introduced themto DeVasher. They were

enpl oyees of the Morolto family, and they were expected to work hard,
spend their handsone paychecks and remain very quiet about it. Al three
did. There had been thoughts of |eaving, but never serious plans. They
were famly men. In tinme, it sort of went away. There were so many cl ean
clients to work for. So nmuch hard, legitimte work.

The partners handl ed nost of the dirty work, but growi ng seniority had
brought increasing involvenent in the conspiracy. They woul d never be
caught, the partners assured
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them They were too smart. They had too nmuch noney. It was a perfect
cover. O particular concern at the conference table was the fact that
the partners had skipped town. There was not a single partner in
Menphi s. Even Avery Tol ar had di sappeared. He had wal ked out of the
hospi t al

They tal ked about Mtch. He was out there somewhere, scared and running
for his life. If DeVasher caught him he was dead and they woul d bury
him i ke Hodge and Kozin-ski. But if the feds caught him they got the
records, and they got , which, of course, included the three of them
What if, they specul ated, no one caught hin? What if he nade it, just
vani shed? Along with his docunents, of course. What if he and Abby were



now somewhere on a beach, drinking rum and counting their noney? They
liked this thought and tal ked about it for a while.

Finally, they decided to wait until tonorrow. If Mtch was gunned down
somewhere, they would stay in Menmphis. If he was never found, they would
stay in Menphis. |If the feds caught him they would hit the road, Jack
Run, Mtch, run

The roonms at the Blue Tide Mdtel were narrow and tacky. The carpet was
twenty years old and badly worn. The bedspreads had cigarette burns. But
[ uxury was uni nportant.

After dark Thursday, Ray stood behind Abby with a pair of scissors and
sni pped delicately around her ears. Two towels under the chair were
covered with her dark hair. She watched himcarefully in the nmirror next
to the antique color television --and was free with her instructions. It
was a boyish cut, well above the ears, with bangs. He stepped back and
admired his work.

"Not bad," he said.

She sniled and brushed hair fromher arms. "I guess |
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need to color it now," she said sadly. She wal ked to the tiny, bathroom
and cl osed the door.

She energed an hour |ater as a blonde. A yellow sh blonde. Ray was

asl eep on the bedspread. She knelt on the dirty carpet and scooped up
the hair.

She picked it fromthe floor and filled a plastic garbage bag. The enpty
dye bottle and the applicator were thrown in with the hair, and she tied
the bag. There was a knock at the door

Abby froze, and |listened. The curtains were pulled tightly. She sl apped
Ray's feet. Another knock. Ray junped fromthe bed and grabbed the gun.
"Who is it?" she whispered |loudly at the w ndow,

"Sam Fortune," he whi spered back

Ray unl ocked the door, and Mtch stepped in. He grabbed Abby and bear-
hugged Ray. The door was | ocked, the lights turned off, and they sat on
the bed in the darkness. He held Abby tightly. Wth so much to say, the
three sai d nothing.

Atiny, weak ray of light fromthe outside filtered under the curtains
and, as mnutes passed, gradually Iit the dresser and television. No one
spoke. There were no sounds fromthe Blue Tide. The parking | ot was
virtually enpty.

"I can alnpst explain why I'mhere," Ray finally said, "but |I'mnot sure
why you're here."

"We've got to forget why we're here," Mtch said, "and concentrate on

| eaving here. All together. Al safe."

"Abby's told nme everything," Ray said.

"I don't know everything," she said. "I don't know who's chasing us."
"I"'massuning they're all out there," Mtch said. "De-Vasher and his
gang are nearby. Pensacola, | would guess. It's the nearest airport of
any size. Tarrance is sonewhere along the coast directing his boys in
their all-out search for
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Ray MDeere, the rapist. And his acconplice, Abby MDeere."
"What happens next ?" Abby asked.

"They'll find the car, if they haven't already done so. That will

pi npoi nt Panama City Beach. The paper said the search' extended from
Mobile to Manm, so now they're spread out. Wen they find the car, they



zero in here. Now, there's a thousand cheap notels just like this one
along the Strip. For twelve niles, nothing but notels, condos and T-
shirt shops. That's a Iot of people, a lot of tourists with shorts and

sandal s, and tonorrow we'll be tourists too, shorts, sandals, the whole
bit. I figure even if they have a hundred nen after us, we've got two or
three days."

"Once they decide we're here, what happens?" she asked.

"You and Ray coul d have sinply abandoned the car and taken off in

anot her one. They can't be certain we're on the Strip, but they'll start
| ooki ng here. But they're not the Gestapo. They can't crash a door and
search wi thout probable cause."

"DeVasher can," Ray said.

"Yeah, but there's a million doors around here. They'll set up

roadbl ocks and watch every store and restaurant. They'll talk to every
hotel clerk, show them Ray's mug shot. They'll swarmlike ants for a few
days, and with luck, they'Il mss us."

"What are you driving, Mtch?" Ray asked.

"A U Haul ."

"I don't understand why we don't get in the U-Haul, right now, and haul
ass. | nean, the car is sitting a nmle down the road, just waiting to be
found, and we know they're com ng. | say we haul it."

"Listen, Ray. They might be setting roadbl ocks right now. Trust ne. D d
| get you out of prison? Cone on."
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A siren went screami ng past on the Strip. They froze, and listened to it
fade away.

"Ckay, gang," Mtch said, "we're noving out. | don't |ike this place.
The parking lot is enpty and too close to the highway. |'ve parked the
U- Haul three doors down at the elegant Sea Gull's Rest Mdtel. |'ve got

two lovely roons there. The roaches are nmuch smaller. W're taking a
qui et stroll on the beach. Then we get to unpack the truck. Sound
exciting?"

J OEY Morolto and his squad of stormtroopers |anded at the Pensacol a
airport in a chartered DC-9 before sunrise Friday. Lazarov waited with
two linps and eight rented vans. He briefed Joey on the past twenty-four
hours as the convoy |left Pensacola and travel ed east on H ghway 98.
After an hour of briefing, they arrived at a twelve-floor condo called
the Sandpiper, in the mddle of the Strip at Destin. An hour from Panama
City Beach. The penthouse on the top floor had been procured by Lazarov
for only four thousand dollars a week. O f-season rates. The remai nder
of the twelfth floor and all of the eleventh had been | eased, for the
goons.

M. Morolto snapped orders like an agitated drill sergeant. A comuand
post was set up in the great room of the penthouse, overl ooking the calm
enerald water. Nothing suited him He wanted breakfast, and Lazarov sent
two vans to a Del chanps supermarket nearby. He wanted MDeere, and
Lazarov asked himto be patient.

By daybreak, the troops had settled into their condos. They waited.
Three mles away al ong the beach, and within view of the Sandpiper, F.
Dent on Voyl es and Wayne Tarrance sat on the bal cony of an eighth-floor
room at the Sandestin Hilton. They drank coffee, watched the sun rise
gently on the hori -
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zon and tal ked strategy. The night had not gone well. The car had not



been found. No sign of Mtch. Wth sixty FBI agents and hundreds of

| ocal s scouring the coast, they should have at |east found the car. Wth
each passing hour, the MDeeres were farther away.

In a file by a coffee table inside were the warrants. For Ray MDeere,
the warrant read: escape, unlawful flight, robbery and rape. Abby's sin
was nerely being an acconplice. The charges for Mtch required nore
creativity. Obstruction of justice and a nebul ous racketeering charge.
And of course the old standby, mail fraud. Tarrance was not sure where
the mail fraud fit, but he worked for the FBI and had never seen a case
that did not include mail fraud.

The warrants were issued and ready and had been fully discussed with
dozens of reporters from newspapers and tel evision stations throughout
the Southeast. Trained to maintain a stone face and | oathe the press,
Tarrance was having a delightful tine with the reporters.

Publicity was needed. Publicity was critical. The authorities nmust find
the McDeeres before the Mb did.

Ri ck Acklin ran through the roomto the bal cony. "They've found the
car!"

Tarrance and Voyles junped to their feet. "Were?"

"Pananma City Beach. In the parking lot of a high rise."

“Call our nmen in, every one of thenml" Voyles yelled. "Stop searching
everywhere. | want every agent in Panama City Beach. We'Il turn the

pl ace inside out. Get all the locals you can. Tell themto set up
roadbl ocks on every highway and gravel road in and out of there. Dust
the car for prints. What's the town | ook Iike?"

"Simlar to Destin. Atwelve-mle strip along the beach with hotels,
notel s, condos, the works," Acklin answered.

“Start our nmen door to door at the hotels. Is her conposite ready?"
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"Shoul d be," Acklin said.

"Get her conposite, Mtch's conposite, Ray's conposite and Ray's mnug

shot in the hands of every agent and cop. | want people wal king up and
down the Strip waving those danmm conposites."”
"“Yes, sir."

"How far away is Panama City Beach?"

"About fifty mnutes due east."

"Get ny car."

The phone woke Aaron Rimrer in his roomat the Perdido Beach Hilton. It
was the investigator with the Baldwin County Sheriff's Departnment. They
found the car, M. Rimer, he said, in Panana City Beach. Just a few

m nutes ago. About a nmile fromthe Holiday Inn. On Hi ghway 98. Sorry
agai n about the girl, he said. Hope she's doing better, he said.

M. R mmer said thanks, and i medi ately called Lazarov at the Sandpi per
Ten m nutes |ater, he and his roommte, Tony, and DeVasher and fourteen
ot hers were speeding east. Panama City Beach was three hours away.

In Destin, Lazarov nobilized the stormtroopers. They noved out quickly,
piled into the vans and headed east. The blitzkrieg had begun

It took only a matter of m nutes for the U-Haul to becone a hot item
The assi stant nmanager of the rental conpany in Nashville was a guy naned
Billy Weaver. He opened the office early Friday nmorning, fixed his

cof fee and scanned the paper. On the bottom half of the front page,
Billy read with interest the story about Ray MDeere and the search

al ong the coast. And then Abby was nentioned. Then the escapee's
brother, Mtch MDeere, was nentioned. The nanme rang a bell
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Billy opened a drawer and flipped through the records of outstanding
rental s. Sure enough, a man naned McDeere had rented a sixteen-footer

| ate Wednesday night. M Y. MDeere, said the signature, but the
driver's license read Mtchell Y. From Menphis.

Bei ng a patriot and honest taxpayer, Billy called his cousin at Metro
Police. The cousin called the Nashville FBI office, and fifteen mnutes
|ater, the U-Haul was a hot item

Tarrance took the call on the radio while Acklin drove. Voyles was in
the back seat. A U-Haul ? Why woul d he need a U-Haul ? He | eft Menphis

wi t hout his car, clothes, shoes or toothbrush. He left the dog unfed. He
took nothing with him so why the U Haul ?

The Bendi ni records, of course. Either he left Nashville with the
records in the truck or he was in the truck en route to get them But
why Nashville?

Mtch was up with the sun. He took one long, lustful look at his wfe
with the cute blond hair and forgot about sex. It could wait. He |et her
sl eep. He wal ked around the stacks of boxes in the small room and went
to the bathroom He showered quickly and slipped on a gray sweat suit
he'd bought at a Wal-Mart in Montgomery. He eased al ong the beach for a
half mle until he found a conveni ence store. He bought a sackful of
Cokes, pastries and chi ps, sungl asses, caps and three newspapers.

Ray was waiting by the U Haul when he returned. They spread the papers
on Ray's bed. It was worse than they expected. Mbile, Pensacola and
Mont gomery had front page stories with conposites of Ray and Mtch, along
with the nmug shot again. Abby's conposite had not been rel eased,
according to the Pensacol a paper

As conposites go, they were close here and there and badly off in other
areas. But it was hard to be objective
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Hell, Mtch was staring at his own conposite and trying to give an

unbi ased opi ni on about how close it was. The stories were full of al
sorts of wild statements from one Wayne Tarrance, special agent, FBI
Tarrance said Mtchell MDeere had been spotted in the Gulf Shores-
Pensacol a area; that he and Ray both were known to be heavily arnmed and
extrenely dangerous; that they had vowed not to be taken alive; that
reward noney was being gathered; that if anyone saw a man who faintly
resenbl ed either of the McDeere brothers, please call the local police.
They ate pastries and deci ded the conposites were not close. The nug
shot was even conical. They eased next door and woke Abby. They began
unpacki ng the Bendi ni Papers and assenbling the video camera.

At nine, Mtch called Tamy, collect. She had the new I Ds and passports.
He instructed her to Federal Express themto Sam Fortune, front desk,
Sea Gull's Rest Mdtel, 16694 Hi ghway 98, West Panama City Beach
Florida. She read to himthe front-page story about hinself and his
smal | gang. No conposites.

He told her to ship the passports, then | eave Nashville. Drive four
hours to Knoxville, check into a big nmotel and call himat Room 39, Sea
GQull's Rest. He gave her the nunber.

Two FBI agents knocked on the door of the old ragged trailer at 486 San
Luis. M. Ainsworth came to the door in his underwear. They fl ashed

t hei r badges.

"So whatta you want with nme?" he grow ed.

An agent handed hi mthe norning paper. "Do you know those two nmen?"



He studied the paper. "I guess they're nmy wife's boys. Never net them"
"And your wife's name is?"
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"Eva Ai nsworth."

"Where is she?"

M. Ainsworth was scanning the paper. "At work. At the Waffle Hut. Say
they' re around here, huh?"

"Yes, sir. You haven't seen thenP"

"Hell no. But I'll get my gun."

"Has your wife seen then?"

“"Not to my know edge."

"Thanks, M. Ainsworth. W've got orders to set up watch here in the
street, but we won't bother you."

"Good. These boys are crazy. |'ve always said that."
A nmile away, another pair of agents parked discreetly next to a Waffle
Hut and set up watch.

By noon, all highways and county roads into the coast around Panama City
Beach were bl ocked. Along the Strip, cops stopped traffic every four
mles. They wal ked fromone T-shirt shop to the next, handi ng out
conposites. They posted themon the bulletin boards in Shoney's, Pizza
Hut, Taco Bell and a dozen nore fast-food places. They told the cashiers
and waitresses to keep their eyes open for the MDeeres. Very dangerous
peopl e.

Lazarov and his nmen canped at the Best Western, two nmiles west of the
Sea Gull's Rest. He rented a | arge conference room and set up comrand.
Four of his troops were dispatched to raid a T-shirt shop, and they
returned with all sorts of tourist clothes and straw hats and caps. He
rented two Ford Escorts and equi pped themwi th police scanners. They
patrolled the Strip and listened to the endl ess squawki ng. They

i medi ately caught the search for the U Haul and joined in. DeVasher
strategically spread the rented vans along the Strip. They sat

i nnocently in large parking lots and waited with their radios.
Around two, Lazarov received an energency call from an
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enpl oyee on the fifth floor of the Bendini Building. Two things. First,
an enpl oyee snoopi ng around the Caymans had found an old | ocksm th who,
after being paid, recalled nmaking el even keys around nidni ght of Apri

1. Eleven keys, on two rings. Said the woman, a very attractive
American, a brunette with nice legs, had paid cash and was in a hurry.
Said the keys had been easy, except for the Mercedes key. He wasn't sure
about that one. Second, a banker from Grand Cayman call ed. Thursday at
9:33 AM, ten mllion dollars had been wired fromthe Royal Bank of
Montreal to the Southeastern Bank in Nashville.

Between four and four-thirty, the police scanners went wild. The
squawki ng was nonstop. A clerk at the Holiday Inn nade a probable ID of
Abby, as the woman who paid cash for two roons at 4:17 A. .M, Thursday.
She paid for three nights, but had not been seen since the roons were
cl eaned around one on Thursday. Evidently, neither room had been sl ept
i n Thursday night. She had not checked out, and the roons were paid for
t hrough noon Saturday. The clerk saw no sign of a male acconplice. The
Holiday I nn was swanped with cops and FBI agents and Morolto thugs for
an hour. Tarrance hinself interrogated the clerk.

They were there! Somewhere in Panama City Beach. Ray and Abby were
confirmed. It was suspected Mtch was with them but it was unconfirned.



Until 4:58, Friday afternoon.

The bonbshell. A county deputy pulled into a cheap notel and noticed the
gray-and-white hood of a truck. He wal ked between two buil di ngs and
smled at the small U-Haul truck hidden neatly between a row of two-
story roons and a | arge garbage Dunpster. He wrote down all the nunbers
on the truck and called it in.

It hit! In five minutes the notel was surrounded. The owner charged from
the front office and demanded an expl a-
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nati on. He | ooked at the conposites and shook his head. Five FBI badges
napped in his face, and he becane cooperative.

Acconpani ed by a dozen agents, he took the keys and went door to door
Forty-ei ght doors.

Only seven were" occupi ed. The owner expl ai ned as he unl ocked doors that
it was a slow tinme of the year at the Beachconber Inn. Al of the
smal l er notels struggle until Menorial Day, he explained.

Even the Sea Gull's Rest, four mles to the west, was struggling.

Andy Patrick received his first felony conviction at the age of nineteen
and served four nonths for bad checks. Branded as a felon, he found
honest work inpossible, and for the next twenty years worked
unsuccessfully as a small-tine crimnal. He drifted across the country
shoplifting, witing bad checks and breaking into houses here and there.
A small, frail nonviolent man, he was severely beaten by a fat, arrogant
county deputy in Texas when he was twenty-seven. He |ost an eye and | ost
all respect for the | aw

Six nmonths earlier, he |landed in Panama City Beach and found an honest

j ob paying four bucks an hour working the night shift at the front and
only desk of the Sea Gull's Rest Mdtel. Around nine, Friday night, he
was wat ching TV when a fat, arrogant county deputy swaggered through the
door.

"Got a manhunt goi ng on," he announced, and laid copies of the
conposites and mug shot on the dirty counter. "Looking for these folks.
We think they're around here."

Andy studi ed the conposites. The one of Mtchell Y. MDeere | ooked
pretty famliar. The wheels in his smalltine felonious brain began to
churn.

Wth his one good eye, he |ooked at the fat, arrogant
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county deputy and said, "Ain't seen them But |'l|l keep an eye out."
"They' re dangerous," the deputy said.

You' re the dangerous one, Andy thought.

"Post these up on the wall there," the deputy instructed.

Do you own this damed place? Andy thought. "I'msorry, but |'m not
authorized to post anything on the walls."

The deputy froze, cocked his head sideways and gl ared at Andy through
thi ck sungl asses. "Listen, Peewee, | authorized it."

"I"'msorry, sir, but |I can't post anything on the walls unless nmy boss
tells ne to."

"And where is your boss?"

"I don't know. Probably in a bar somewhere.”

The deputy carefully picked up the conposites, wal ked behind the counter
and tacked themon the bulletin board. Wen he finished, he glared down
at Andy and said, "I'Il cone back in a coupla hours. If you renove
these, 1'Il arrest you for obstruction of justice."



Andy did not flinch. "Won't stick. They got ne for that one tinme in
Kansas, so | know all about it."

The deputy's fat cheeks turned red and he gritted his teeth. "You're a
little smart-ass, aren't you?"

"“Yes, sir."

"You take these down and | pronise you you'll go to jail for something."
“I'"ve been there before, and it ain't no big deal."

Red lights and sirens screanmed by oiuihe Strip a few feet away, and the
deputy turned and watched the excitenment. He nunbl ed sonething and
swaggered out the door. Andy threw the conposites in the garbage. He
wat ched the squad cars dodge each other on the Strip for a few m nutes
t hen
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wal ked through the parking ot to the rear building. He knocked on the
door of Room 38.

He waited and knocked agai n.

"Who is it?" a wonman asked.

"The manager," Andy replied, proud of his title. The door opened, and
the man who favored the conposite of Mtchell Y. MDeere slid out.
"Yes, sir," he said. "Wat's going on?"

He was nervous, Andy could tell. "Cops just canme by, know what | nean?"
"What do they want?" he asked innocently.

Your ass, Andy thought. "Just asking questions and show ng pictures.

| ooked at the pictures, you know?"

"Uh- huh, " he said.

"Pretty good pictures," Andy said.

M. MDeere stared at Andy real hard.

Andy said, "Cop said one of them escaped from prison. Know what | nean?
I been in prison, and | think everybody ought to escape. You know?"

M. MDeere sniled, a rather nervous snile. "What's your nane?" he
asked.

"Andy. "
“I"ve got a deal for you, Andy. I1'Il give you a thousand bucks now, and
tomorrow, if you're still unable to recognize anybody, |1'Il give you

anot her thousand bucks. Sane for the next day."

A wonder ful deal, thought Andy, but if he could afford a thousand bucks
a day, certainly he could afford five thousand a day. It was the
opportunity of his career.

"Nope," Andy said firmy. "Five thousand a day."

M. MDeere never hesitated. "It's a deal. Let me get the noney." He
went in the roomand returned with a stack of bills.

"Five thousand a day, Andy, that's our deal ?"
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Andy took the nmoney and gl anced around. He would count it later. "I
guess you want nme to keep the nmids away?" Andy asked.

"Great idea. That would be nice."

"Anot her five thousand,"” Andy said.

M. MDeere sort of hesitated. "Ckay, |'ve got another deal. Tonorrow
norni ng, a Fed Ex package will arrive at the desk for Sam Fortune. You
bring it to nme, and keep the maids away, and |'Il give you another five
t housand. "

"Wn't work. | do the night shift."
"Ckay, Andy. What if you worked all weekend, around the clock, kept the
mai ds away and delivered nmy package? Can you do that?"



"Sure. My boss is a drunk. He'd love for ne to work all weekend."

"How nuch noney, Andy?"

Go for it, Andy thought. "Another twenty thousand."

M. MDeere smled. "You got it."

Andy grinned and stuck the noney in his pocket. He wal ked away wi t hout
saying a word, and Mtch retreated to Room 38

"Who was it?" Ray snapped.

Mtch smled as he glanced between the blinds and the w ndows.

"I knew we woul d have to have a lucky break to pull this off. And

think we just found it."

M

LR. Mdxrolto wore a black suit and a red tie and sat at the head of the
pl asti c-coated executive conference table in the Dunes Room of the Best
Western on the Strip. The twenty chairs around the table were packed
with his best and brightest nmen. Around the four walls stood nore of his
trusted troops. Though they were thick-necked killers who did their
deeds efficiently and wi thout renorse, they | ooked |ike clows in their
colorful shirts and wild shorts and amazi ng potpourri of straw hats. He
woul d have snmiled at their silliness, but the urgency of the nonent
prevented smling. He was |istening.

On his imediate right was Lou Lazarov, and on his imediate | eft was
DeVasher, and every ear in the small roomlistened as the two played tag
team back and forth across the table.

"They're here. | know they're here," DeVasher said dramatically,
sl appi ng both palnms on the table with each syllable. The man had rhythm
Lazarov's turn: "I agree. They're here. Two cane in a car, one cane in a

truck. We've found both vehicl es abandoned, covered with fingerprints.
Yes, they're here."

DeVasher: "But why Panama City Beach? It makes no sense."

Lazarov: "For one, he's been here before. Cane here
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Christmas, renmenber? He's fanmiliar with this place, so he figures with
all these cheap notels on the beach it's a great place to hide for a
while. Not a bad idea, really. But he's had sone bad |uck. For a man on
the run, he's carrying too nuch baggage, |ike a brother who everybody
wants. And a wife. And a truckload of docunents, we presune. Typica
school boy nentality. If | gotta run, |I'mtaking everybody who | oves ne.
Then his brother rapes a girl, they think, and suddenly every cop in
Al abama and Florida is |ooking for them Some pretty bad luck, really."
"What about his nmother?" M. Morolto asked.

Lazarov and DeVasher nodded at the great man and acknow edged this very
intelligent question.

Lazarov: "No, purely coincidental. She's a very sinple wonan who serves
waf f| es and knows nothi ng. We've watched her since we got here.”
DeVasher: "I agree. There's been no contact."

Morolto nodded intelligently and lit a cigarette.

Lazarov: "So if they're here, and we know they're here, then the feds
and the cops al so know they're here. W've got sixty people here, and

t hey got hundreds. Odds are on them"

"You're sure they're all three together?" M. Mrolto asked.

DeVasher: "Absolutely. W know the worman and the convict checked in the
same night at Perdido, that they left and three hours | ater she checked
in here at the Holiday Inn and paid cash for two roons and that she
rented the car and his fingerprints were on it. No doubt. W know M tch



rented a U-Haul Wednesday in Nashville, that he wired ten million bucks
of our noney into a bank in Nashville Thursday norning and then
evidently haul ed ass. The U-Haul was found here four hours ago. Yes,
sir, they are together."

Lazarov: "If he left Nashville imrediately after the
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noney was wi red, he would have arrived here around dark. The U Haul was
found enpty, so they had to unload it somewhere around here, then hide
it. That was probably sonmetinme |ate |ast night, Thursday. Now, you gotta
figure they need to sleep sonmetinme. | figure they stayed here | ast night
with plans of noving on today. But they woke up this norning and their
faces were in the paper, cops running around bumping into each other

and suddenly the roads were blocked. So they're trapped here."

DeVasher: "To get out, they've got to borrow, rent or steal a car. No
rental records anywhere around here. She rented a car in Mbile in her
name. Mtch rented a U-Haul in Nashville in his nane. Real proper ID So
you gotta figure they ain't that dammed smart after all."

Lazarov: "Evidently they don't have fake IDs. If they rented a car
around here for the escape, the rental records would be in the rea

nane. No such records exist."

M. Morolto waved his hand in frustration. "All right, all right. So
they're here. You guys are geniuses. |I'mso proud of you. Now what?"
DeVasher's turn: "The Fibbies are in the way. They're in control of the
search, and we can't do nothing but sit and watch."

Lazarov: "I've called Menphis. Every senior associate in is on the way
down here. They know McDeere and his wife real well, so we'll put them
on the beach and in restaurants and hotels. Maybe they'll see
somet hi ng. "

DeVasher: "I figure they're in one of the little notels. They can give
fake names, pay in cash and nobody'l|l be suspicious. Fewer people too.

Less likelihood of being seen. They checked in at the Holiday |Inn but
didn't stay long. | bet they noved on down the Strip."

Lazarov: "First, we'll get rid of the feds and the cops. They don't know
it yet, but they're about to nove their
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show on down the road. Then, early in the nmorning, we start door to door
at the small nmotels. Mdst of these dunps have less than fifty rooms. |

figure two of our nen can search one in thirty mnutes. | knowit'll be
slow, but we can't just sit here. Maybe when the cops pull out, the
McDeeres will breathe a little and make a nistake."

"You nean you want our nmen to start searching hotel roons?" M. Mrolto
asked.

DeVasher: "There's no way we can hit every door, but we gotta try."

M. Morolto stood and gl anced around the room "So what about the
wat er ?" he asked in the direction of Lazarov and DeVasher.

They stared at each other, thoroughly confused by the question.

"The water!" M. Mrolto screaned. "Wat about the water?"

All eyes shot desperately around the table and quickly | anded upon
Lazarov. "lI'msorry, sir, |'mconfused."

M. Mrolto | eaned into Lazarov's face. "\Wat about the water, Lou?
We're on a beach, right? There's | and and hi ghways and rail roads and
airports on one side, and there's water and boats on the other. Now, if
the roads are blocked and the airports and railroads are out of the
gquestion, where do you think they mght go? It seens obvious to ne they



would try to find a boat and ease out in the dark. Makes sense, don't
it, boys?"

Every head in the room nodded qui ckly. DeVasher spoke first. "Makes a
hell of a lot of sense to ne."

"Wonderful ," said M. Mrolto. "Then where are our boats?"

Lazarov junped from his seat, turned to the wall and began barking
orders at his lieutenants. "Go down to the docks! Rent every fishing
boat you can find for tonight and
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all day tonmorrow. Pay them whatever they want. Don't answer any
guestions, just pay 'emthe noney. Get our nen on those boats and start
patrolling as soon as possible. Stay within a nle of shore."

Shortly before el even, Friday night, Aaron Ri mrer stood at the checkout
counter at an all-night Texaco in Tall ahassee and paid for a root beer
and twel ve gallons of gas. He needed change for the call. CQutside, next
to the car wash, he flipped through the blue pages and called the

Tal | ahassee Police Departnent. It was an energency. He expl ai ned

hi msel f, and the di spatcher connected himwith a shift captain.

"Listen!" Rimrer yelled urgently, "I'mhere at this Texaco, and five

nm nutes ago | saw these convicts everybody is | ooking for! |I know it was
them "

"Whi ch convi cts?" asked the captain.

"The McDeeres. Two men and a worman. | | eft Panama City Beach not two

hours ago, and | saw their pictures in the paper. Then |I stopped here
and filled up, and | saw them™"

Ri mrer gave his location and waited thirty seconds for the first patro
car to arrive with blue lights flashing. It was quickly followed by a
second, third and fourth. They |loaded Rimmer in a front seat and raced
himto the South Precinct. The captain and a small crowd waited
anxiously. Rinmrer was escorted like a celebrity into the captain's

of lice, where the three conposites and nmug shot were waiting on the
desk.

"That's thenml " he shouted. "I just saw them not ten m nutes ago. They
were in a green Ford pickup with Tennessee plates, and it was pulling a
| ong doubl e-axle U-Haul trailer."

"Exactly where were you?" asked the captain. The cops hung on every
wor d.
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"I was punping gas, punp nunber four, regular unleaded, and they eased
into the parking lot, real suspicious |ike. They parked away fromthe
punps, and the wonan got out and went inside." He picked up Abby's
conposite and studied it. "Yep. That's her. No doubt. Her hair's a | ot
shorter, but it's dark. She came right back out, didn't buy a thing. She

seenmed nervous and in a hurry to get back to the truck. | was finished
punpi ng, so | wal ked inside. Ri ght when | opened the door, they drove
within two, feet of me. | saw all three of them"™

"Who was driving?" asked the captain. Rimmer stared at Ray's mug shot.
“"Not him The other one." He pointed at Mtch's conposite.

"Could | see your driver's license," a sergeant said.

Rimrer carried three sets of identification. He handed the sergeant an
I1linois driver's license with his picture and the name Frank-Tenpl e.
"Which direction were they headed?" the captain asked.

"East."

At the same nonment, about four niles away, Tony Ver-kler hung up the pay



phone, smiled to hinself and returned to the Burger King.

The captain was on the phone. The sergeant was copying i nformation from
Ri mrer/ Tenpl e's driver's license and a dozen cops chatted excitedly when
a patrolman rushed into the office "Just got a call! Another sighting,

at a Burger King east of town. Same info! Al three of themin a green
Ford pickup pulling a U-Haul . Guy wouldn't |eave a nane, but said he saw
their pictures in the paper. Said they pulled through the carry-out
wi ndow, bought three sacks of food and took off."

"It's gotta be them" the captain said with a huge smle
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The Bay County sheriff sipped thick black coffee froma Styrofoam cup
and rested his black boots on the executive conference table in the

Cari bbean Room at the Holiday Inn. FBI agents were in and out, fixing
cof fee, whispering and updating each other on the latest. Hi s hero, the
big man hinself, Director F. Denton Voyles, sat across the table and
studied a street map with three of his underlings. |nmagine, Denton

Voyl es in Bay County. The room was a beehive of police activity. Florida
state troopers filtered in and out. Radi os and tel ephones rang and
squawked on a nakeshift command post in a corner. Sheriff's deputies and
city policenmen fromthree counties loitered about, thrilled with the
chase and suspense and presence of all those FBI agents. And Voyl es.
A deputy burst through the door with a wild-eyed gl ow of sheer
excitenment. "Just got a call from Tall ahassee! They've got two positive
IDs in the last fifteen mnutes! Al three of themin a green Ford

pi ckup with Tennessee tags!"

Voyl es dropped his street map and wal ked over to the deputy. "Were were
the sightings?" The roomwas silent, except for the radios.

"First one was at a Texaco Quick Shop. Second one was four niles away at
a Burger King. They drove through the drive-in wi ndow. Both w tnesses
were positive and gave identical IDs."

Voyl es turned to the sheriff. "Sheriff, call Tall ahassee and confirm
How far away is it?"

The bl ack boots hit the floor. "Hour and a half. Straight down
Interstate 10."

Voyl es pointed at Tarrance, and they stepped into a small room used as
the bar. The quiet roar returned to mission control

"If the sightings are real," Voyles said quietly in Tar-ranee's face,
"we're wasting our time here."
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"Yes, sir. They sound legitimte. A single sighting could be a fluke or
a prank, but two that close together sound awfully legitimte."

"How the hell did they get out of here?"

"It's gotta be that wonman, Chief. She's been helping himfor a nonth. |
don't know who she is, or where he found her, but she's on the outside
wat chi ng us and feedi ng hi m what ever he needs."

"Do you think she's with then®"

"Doubt it. She's probably just followi ng closely, away fromthe action
and taking directions fromhim'

"He's brilliant, Wayne. He's been planning this for nonths."
"Evidently."

"You mentioned the Bahamas once."

"Yes, sir. The mllion bucks we paid himwas wired to a bank in

Freeport. He later told nme it didn't stay there long."
“You think, maybe, he's headed there?"



"Who knows. Obviously he has to get out of the country. | talked to the
war den today. He told me Ray McDeere can speak five or six |anguages
fluently. They could be goi ng anywhere."

"I think we should pull out," Voyles said.

"Let's get the roadbl ocks set up around Tal |l ahassee. They won't | ast
long if we've got a good description of the vehicle. W should have them
by morning."

"I want every cop in central Florida on the highways in an hour

Roadbl ocks everywhere. Every Ford pickup is autonmatically searched,
okay? Qur men will wait here until daybreak, then we'll pull up stakes."
"Yes, sir," Tarrance answered with a weary grin.

Wrd of the Tall ahassee sightings spread instantly along the Enmerald
Coast. Panama City Beach rel axed. The MDeeres

472

were gone. For reasons unknown only to them their flight had noved
inland. Sighted and positively identified, not once but twi ce, they were
now sonmewhere el se speedi ng desperately toward the inevitable
confrontation on the side of a dark highway.

The cops al ong the coast went honme. A few roadbl ocks renmi ned through
the night in Bay County and Gulf County; the predawn hours of Saturday
were al nost normal. Both ends of the Strip renmai ned bl ocked, with cops
maki ng cursory exanms of driver's licenses. The roads north of town were
free and clear. The search had noved east.

On the outskirts of Ccala, Florida, near Silver Springs on H ghway 40,
Tony Verkler lunbered froma 7-El even and stuck a quarter in a pay
phone. He called the Ocala Police Departnent with the urgent report that
he had just seen those three convicts everybody was | ooking for up
around Panama City Beach. The McDeeres! Said he saw their pictures in

t he paper the day before when he was driving through Pensacol a, and now
he had just seen them The dispatcher informed himall patrolnen were on
the scene of a bad accident and asked if he would m nd driving over to
the police station so they could file a report. Tony said he was in a
hurry, but since it was sonewhat inportant, he would be there in a

m nut e.
When he arrived, the chief of police was waiting in a T-shirt and bl ue
jeans. His eyes were swollen and red, and his hair was not in place. He
led Tony into his office and thanked himfor com ng by. He took notes as
Tony expl ai ned how he was punping gas in front of the 7-El even and a
green Ford pickup with a U-Haul trailer behind it pulled up next to the
store and a wonan got out and used the phone. Tony was in the process,
he expl ai ned, of driving fromMbile to Mam and had driven through the
manhunt
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up around Panama City. He had seen the newspapers and had been |istening
to his radio and knew all about the three MDeeres. Anyway, he went in
and paid for the gas and thought that he had seen the woman sonewhere
before. Then he renenbered the papers. He wal ked over to a nagazi ne rack
in the front wi ndow and got a good | ook at the men. No doubt in his

m nd. She hung up, got back in the truck between the nmen, and they left.
Green Ford with Tennessee pl ates.
The chi ef thanked himand called the Marion County Sheriff's Departnment.
Tony sai d goodbye and returned to his car, where Aaron R nmmer was asl eep
in the back seat.
They headed north, in the direction of Panana City Beach



SATURDAY, 7 A.M Andy Patrick | ooked east and west along the Strip, then
wal ked quickly across the parking lot to Room 39. He knocked gently.
After a delay, she asked, "Wwo is it?"

"The manager," he answered. The door opened, and the nman who resenbl ed
the conposite of Mtchell Y. MDeere slid out. H s hair was now very
short and gol d-col ored. Andy stared at his hair

"Good norning, Andy," he said politely while glancing around the parking
| ot.

"Good nmorning. | was kinda wondering if you folks were still here.”

M. MDeere nodded and continued to | ook around the parking |ot.

"I nmean, according to the television this norning, you folks travel ed
hal fway across Florida | ast night."

"Yeah, we're watching it. They're playing ganmes, aren't they, Andy?"
Andy kicked at a rock on the sidewal k. "Tel evision said there were three
positive identifications last night. At three different places. Kinda
strange, | thought. | was here all night, working and being on the

| ookout and all, and | didn't see you | eave. Before sunrise | sneaked
across the highway to a coffee shop, just over there, and as usual

t here
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were cops in there. | sat close to them According to them the search
has been called off around here. They said the FBI nmoved out right after
the last sighting cane in, around four this nmorning. Mst of the other
cops left too. They're gonna keep the Strip bl ocked until noon and cal
it off. Runor has it you've got help fromthe outside, and you're trying
to get to the Bahanas."

M. MDeere listened closely as he watched the parking lot. "Wat else
did they say?"

"They kept tal king about a U-Haul truck full of stolen goods, and how
they found the truck, and it was enpty, and how nobody can figure out
how you | oaded the stolen goods into a trailer and sneaked outta town

ri ght under their noses. They're very inpressed, all right. O course,
didn't say nothing, but |I figured it was the sane U-Haul you drove in
here Thursday night."

M. MDeere was deep in thought and did not say anything. He didn't
appear to be nervous. Andy studied his face carefully.

"You don't seemtoo pleased," Andy said. "I mean, the cops are |eaving
and calling off the search. That's good, ain't it?"

"Andy, can | tell you sonething?"

"Sure."

"It's nore dangerous now than before.”

Andy t hought about this for a long mnute, then said, "How s that?"

"The cops just wanted to arrest ne, Andy. But there are sone people who
want to kill nme. Professional killers, Andy. Many of them And they're
still here."

Andy narrowed his good eye and stared at M. MDeere. Professiona
killers! Around here? On the Strip? Andy took a step backward. He wanted
to ask exactly who they were and why they were chasing him but he knew
he woul dn't
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get rmuch of an answer. He saw an opportunity. "Wy don't you escape?”
"Escape? How could we escape?"

Andy ki cked another rock and nodded in the direction of a 1971 Ponti ac
Bonnevil | e parked behind the office. "Well, you could use nmy car. You



could get in the trunk, all three of you, and | could drive you outta
town. You don't appear to be broke, so you could catch a plane and be
gone. Just like that."

"“And how much woul d that cost?"

Andy studied his feet and scratched his ear. The guy was probably a
doper, he thought, and the boxes were probably full of cocaine and cash.
And t he Col onbi ans were probably after him "That'd be pretty expensive,
you know. | nean, right now, at five thousand a day, |'mjust an

i nnocent notel clerk who's not very observant. Not part of nothing, you
understand. But if | drive you outta here, then | beconme an acconpli ce,
subject to indictnment and jail and all that other crap |'ve been

t hrough, you know? So it'd be pretty expensive."

"How nuch, Andy?"

"“A hundred thousand."

M. MDeere did not flinch or react; he just kept a straight face and
gl anced across the beach to the ocean. Andy knew i mediately it was not
out of the question.

"Let ne think about it, Andy. For right now, you keep your eyes open.
Now that the cops are gone, the killers will nmove in. This could be a
very dangerous day, Andy, and | need your help. If you see anyone
suspi ci ous around here, call us quick. W're not |eaving these roons,
okay?"

Andy returned to the front desk. Any fool would junp in the trunk and
haul ass. It was the boxes, the stolen goods. That's why they woul dn't

| eave.

The McDeeres enjoyed a |ight breakfast of stale pastries
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and warm soft drinks. Ray was dying for a cold beer, but another trip to
t he conveni ence store was too risky. They ate quickly and watched the
early-nmorning news. COccasionally a station along the coast would fl ash
their conposites on the screen. It scared themat first, but they got
used to it.

A few nminutes after 9 AAM, Saturday, Mtch turned off the television
and resuned his spot on the floor anmpbng the boxes. He picked up a stack
of docunents and nodded at Abby, the canmera operator. The deposition
conti nued.

Lazarov waited until the maids were on duty, then scattered his troops
along the Strip. They worked in pairs, knocking on doors, peeking in

wi ndows and sliding through dark hallways. Mdst of the small places had
two or three nmmids who knew every room and every guest. The procedure
was sinple, and nost of the tinme it worked. A goon would find a maid,
hand her a hundred-dollar bill, and show her the conposites. If she
resi sted, he would continue giving noney until she becane cooperative.
If she was unable to nake the I D, he would ask if she had noticed a U
Haul truck, or a roomfull of boxes, or two nen and a woman acting
suspi ci ous or scared, or anything unusual. If the maid was of no help
he woul d ask which roonms were occupi ed, then go knock on the doors.
Start with the maids, Lazarov had instructed them Enter fromthe beach
side. Stay away fromthe front desks. Pretend to be cops. And if you hit
pay dirt, kill theminstantly and get to a phone.

DeVasher placed four of the rented vans along the Strip near the

hi ghway. Lamar Quin, Kendall Mahan, Wally Hudson and Jack Aldrich posed
as drivers and watched every vehicle that passed. They had arrived in
the m ddle of the night on a private plane with ten other senior



associ ates of Bendini, Lanmbert & Locke. In the souvenir shops and
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cafes, the former friends and coll eagues of Mtch MDeere mlled about
with the tourists and secretly hoped they would not see him The
partners had been called home from airports around the country, and by
m drmorni ng they were wal ki ng the beach and inspecting pools and hote

| obbi es. Nat han Locke stayed behind with M. Mrolto, but the rest of
the partners disguised thenselves with golf caps and sungl asses and t ook
orders from General DeVasher. Only Avery Tolar was m ssing. Since
wal ki ng out of the hospital, he had not been heard from Including the
thirty-three lawers, M. Mrolto had al nost a hundred men participating
in his private little manhunt.

At the Blue Tide Mdtel, a janitor took a hundred-dollar bill, |ooked at
the conposites and said he thought he might have seen the wonman and one
of the nen check into two roons early Thursday evening. He stared at
Abby's sketch and becane convinced it was her. He took some nore noney
and went to the office to check the registration records. He returned
with the information that the woman had checked in as Jacki e Nagel and
pai d cash for two roons for Thursday, Friday and Saturday. He took sone
nore noney, and the two gunnmen followed himto the roonms. He knocked on
both doors. No answer. He unl ocked them and allowed his new friends to
i nspect them The roons had not been used Friday night. One of the
troops called Lazarov, and five minutes |ater DeVasher was poking around
the rooms | ooking for clues. He found none, but the search was

i medi ately constricted to a four-mle stretch of beach between the Bl ue
Ti de and the Beachconmber, where the U Haul was found.

The vans noved the troops closer. The partners and senior associ ates
scoured the beach and restaurants. And the gunmen knocked on doors.
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Andy signed the Federal Express ticket at 10:35 and inspected the
package for Sam Fortune. It had been shipped by Doris Greenwood, whose
address was |listed as 4040 Poplar Avenue, Menphis, Tennessee. No phone
nunber. He was certain it was valuable and for a nonment contenpl at ed
anot her quick profit. But its delivery had already been contracted for
He gazed al ong both ends of the Strip and left the office with the
package.
After years of dodging and hiding, Andy had subconsciously trained
himsel f to wal k quickly in the shadows, near the corners, never in the
open. As he turned the corner to cross the parking |lot, he saw two nen
knocki ng on the door to Room 21. The room happened to be vacant, and he
was i medi ately suspicious of the two. They wore odd-fitting matching
white shorts that fell alnpst to their knees, although it was difficult
to tell exactly where the shorts stopped and the snow-white | egs began.
One wore dark socks with battered | oafers. The other wore cheap sandal s
and wal ked i n obvious pain. Wite Panama hats adorned their beefy heads.
After six nonths on the Strip, Andy could spot a fake tourist. The one
beating on the door hit it again, and when he did Andy saw the bul ge of
a |l arge handgun stuck in the back of his shorts.

He quickly retraced his quiet footsteps and returned to the office. He
call ed Room 39 and asked for Sam Fortune.

"This is Sam"

"Sam this is Andy at the desk. Don't | ook out, but there are two very
suspi ci ous nmen knocki ng on doors across the parking lot."

"Are they cops?"



"I don't think so. They didn't check in here.”

"Where are the maids?" Sam asked.
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"They don't conme in till eleven on Saturday."

"Good. We're turning off the lights. Watch them and call when they

| eave. "

From a dark window in a closet, Andy watched the men go from door to
door, knocking and waiting, occasionally getting one to open. Eleven of
the forty-two roons were occupi ed. No response at 38 and 39. They
returned to the beach and di sappeared. Professional killers! At his

not el .

Across the Strip, in the parking ot of a mniature golf course, Andy
saw two identical fake tourists talking to a man in a white van. They
poi nted here and there and seened to be arguing.

He called Sam "Listen, Sam they're~gone. But this place is crawing
with these people."

"How many?"

"I can see two nore across the Strip. You folks better run for it.
"Rel ax, Andy. They won't see us if we stay in here."

"But you can't stay forever. My boss'll catch on before nmuch I onger."
"We're | eaving soon, Andy. What about the package?"
"It's here."

"Good. | need to see it. Say, Andy, what about food? Could you ease
across the street and get sonething hot?"

Andy was a manager, not a porter. But for five thousand a day the Sea
Qull's Rest could provide a little roomservice. "Sure. Be there in a
m nute."

Wayne Tarrance grabbed the phone and fell across the single bed in his
Ramada Inn roomin Ol ando. He was exhausted, furious, baffled and sick
of F. Denton Voyles. It was 1:30 P.M, Saturday. He called Menmphis. The
secretary had nothing to report, except that Mary Alice called and
wanted to talk to him They had traced the call to a pay phone in
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Atlanta. Mary Alice said she would call again at 2 P.M to see if Wayne-
she call ed hi m Wayne-had checked in. Tar-ranee gave his room nunber and
hung up. Mary Alice. In Atlanta. MDeere in Tall ahassee, then Ccal a.
Then no McDeere. No green Ford pickup with Tennessee plates and trailer
He had vani shed agai n.

The phone rang once. Tarrance slowy |lifted the receiver. "Mary Alice,"
he said softly.

"Wayne baby! How d you guess?"

"Where is he?"

"Who?" Tanmy giggl ed.

"McDeere. Where is he?"

"Well, Wayne, you boys were hot for a while, but then you chased a wild
rabbit. Now you're not even close, baby. Sorry to tell you."

"We've got three positive IDs in the past fourteen hours."

"Better check themout, Wayne. Mtch told me a few ninutes ago he's
never been to Tall ahassee. Never heard of Ocala. Never driven a green
Ford pickup. Never pulled a U-Haul trailer. You boys bit hard, Wyne.
Hook, |ine and sinker."

Tarrance pinched the bridge of his nose and breathed into the phone.
"So how s Ol ando?" she asked. "Gonna see Disney Wirld while you're in
t own?"



“"Where the hell is he!"
"Wayne, Wayne, relax, baby. You'll get the docunents."
Tarrance sat up. "Okay, when?"

"Well, we could be greedy and insist on the rest of our noney. I'mat a
pay phone, Wayne, so don't bother to trace it, okay? But we're not
greedy. You'll get your records within twenty-four hours. If all goes
wel |."

"Where are the records?"
“I''"l'l have to call you back, baby. If you stay at this num
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ber, I'"ll call you every four hours until Mtch tells nme where the
docunents are. But, Wayne, if you leave this nunber, | night |ose you,
baby. So stay put."

“I''l'l be here. Is he still in the country?"

“I think not. I"msure he's in Mexico by now His brother speaks the

| anguage, you know?"

"I know." Tarrance stretched out on the bed and said to hell with it.
Mexi co coul d have them as |long as he got the records.

"Stay where you are, baby. Take a nap. You gotta be tired. 1'Il call
around five or six."

Tarrance |l aid the phone on the nightstand, and took a nap

The dragnet |ost its steam Saturday afternoon when the Panama City Beach
police received the fourth conmplaint fromnotel owners. The cops were

di spatched to the Breakers Mtel, where an irate owner told of armed nen
harassi ng the guests. Mire cops were sent to the Strip, and before | ong
they were searching the motels for gunmen who were searching for the
McDeeres. The Eneral d Coast was on the brink of war.

Weary and hot, DeVasher's nmen were forced to work al one. They spread

t hensel ves even thinner along the beach and stopped the door-to-door
wor k. They lounged in plastic chairs around the pools, watching the
tourists come and go. They lay on the beach, dodging the sun, hiding
behi nd dark shades, watching the tourists cone and go.

As dusk approached, the armnmy of goons and thugs and gunmen, and | awyers,
slipped into the darkness and waited. |If the McDeeres were going to
nove, they would do it at night. A silent arny waited for them
DeVasher's thick forearns rested unconfortably on a bal cony railing

out side his Best Western room He watched the
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enpty beach bel ow as the sun slowly di sappeared on the horizon. Aaron

Ri mrer wal ked through the sliding glass door and stopped behind
DeVasher. "We found Tolar," R mer said.

DeVasher did not nove. "Where?"

"Hiding in his girlfriend s apartnment in Menphis."

"Was he al one?"

"Yeah. They iced him Mde it | ook |like a robbery."

In Room 39, Ray inspected for the hundredth tine the new passports,
visas, driver's licenses and birth certificates. The passport photos for
Mtch and Abby were current, with plenty of dark hair. After the escape,
time would take care of the bl ondness. Ray's photo was a slightly
altered Harvard Law School mnmug shot of Mtch, with the long hair

st ubbl e and rough academ c | ooks. The eyes, noses and cheekbones were
simlar, after careful analysis, but nothing else. The docunents were in
the nanes of Lee Stevens, Rachel Janes and Sam Fortune, all with
addresses in Murfreesboro, Tennessee. Doc did good work, and Ray sm | ed



as he studied each one.

Abby packed the Sony video canera into its box. The tripod was fol ded
and | eaned against the wall. Fourteen vid-eocassette tapes with stick-on
| abel s were stacked neatly on the tel evision.

After sixteen hours, the video deposition was over. Starting with the
first tape, Mtch had faced the canera, raised his right hand and sworn
to tell the truth. He stood next to the dresser with docunents covering
the floor around him Using Tammy's notes, sunmaries and flowcharts, he
nmet hodi cal |y wal ked through the bank records first. He identified over
two hundred and fifty secret accounts in eleven Cayman banks. Sone had
nanmes, but nobst were just nunbered. Using copies of conmputer printouts,
he constructed
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the histories of the accounts. Cash deposits, wire transfers and

wi t hdrawal s. At the bottom of each document used in his deposition, he
wote with a black marker the initials MM and then the exhibit nunber:
MML, MW2, MMB and so on. After Exhibit MML485, he had identified nine
hundred million dollars hiding in Caynman banks.

After the bank records, he painstakingly pieced together the structure
of the enpire. In twenty years, nore than four hundred Cayman
corporations had been chartered by the Moroltos and their incredibly
rich and incredibly corrupt attorneys. Many of the corporations owned
all or pieces of each other and used the banks as registered agents and
per manent addresses. Mtch | earned quickly that he had only a fraction
of the records and specul ated, on canera, that npst docunments were

hi dden in the basenment in Menphis. He also explained, for the benefit of
the jury, that it would take a small arny of IRS investigators a year or
so to piece together the Morolto corporate puzzle. He slowy explained
each exhibit, marked it carefully and filed it away. Abby operated the
camera. Ray watched the parking | ot and studied the fake passports.

He testified for six hours on various nethods used by the Mroltos and
their attorneys to turn dirty noney into clean. Easily the nost favored
method was to fly in a load of dirty cash on a Bendini plane, usually
with two or three |awers on board to legitinmate the trip. Wth dope
pouring in by land, air and sea, U S. custons cares little about what's
| eaving the country. It was a perfect setup. The planes left dirty and
came back clean. Once the noney | anded on Grand Caynan, a | awyer on
board handl ed the required payoffs to Cayman custons and to the
appropriate banker. On sone |oads, up to twenty-five percent went for
bri bes.

Once deposited, usually in unnamed, numbered accounts, the noney becane
al nost inpossible to trace. But many of
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t he bank transactions coincided nicely with significant corporate
events. The nmoney was usually deposited into one of a dozen nunbered
hol di ng accounts. Or "super accounts," as Mtch called them He gave the
jury these account nunbers, and the nanes of the banks. Then, as the new
corporations were chartered, the noney was transferred fromthe super
accounts to the corporate accounts, often in the sane bank. Once the
dirty noney was owned by a legitimte Cayman corporation, the |aundering
began. The sinplest and nost common net hod was for the conpany to
purchase real estate and other clean assets in the United States. The
transactions were handl ed by the creative attorneys at Bendini, Lanbert
& Locke, and all noney nmoved by wire transfer. Oten, the Cayman



corporation woul d purchase anot her Cayman corporation that happened to
own a Panama corporation that owned a hol di ng conpany in Denmark. The
Danes woul d purchase a ball-bearing factory in Toledo and wire in the
purchase noney from a subsidiary bank in Minich. And the dirty noney was
now cl ean.

After marking Exhibit MwW292, Mtch quit the deposition. Sixteen hours
of testinmony was enough. It would not be admi ssible at trial, but it
woul d serve its purpose. Tar-ranee and his buddies could show the tapes
to a grand jury and indict at least thirty |awers fromthe Bendi ni

firm He could show the tapes to a federal nmgistrate and get his search
warrants.

Mtch had held to his end of the bargain. Although he would not be
around to testify in person, he had been paid only a mllion dollars and
was about to deliver nore than was expected. He was physically and
enotionally drained, and sat on the edge of the bed with the Iights off.
Abby sat in a chair with her eyes cl osed.

Ray peeked through the blinds. "W need a cold beer," he said.
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"Forget it," Mtch snapped.

Ray turned and stared at him "Relax, little brother. It's dark, and the
store is just a short walk down the beach. | can take care of nyself."
"Forget it, Ray. There is no need to take chances. We're leaving in a
few hours, and if all goes well, you'll have the rest of your life to

drink beer."

Ray was not listening. He pulled a baseball cap firmy over his
forehead, stuck sone cash in his pockets and reached for the gun.

"Ray, please, at |east forget the gun," Mtch pl eaded.

Ray stuck the gun under his shirt and eased out the door. He wal ked
qui ckly in the sand behind the snmall motels and shops, hiding in the
shadows and craving a cold beer. He stopped behind the conveni ence
store, | ooked quickly around and was certain no one was watchi ng, then
wal ked to the front door. The beer cooler was in the rear.

In the parking lot next to the Strip, Lamar Quin hid under a | arge straw
hat and made snmall talk with some teenagers from | ndi ana. He saw Ray
enter the store and thought he m ght recogni ze sonet hing. There was a
casual ness about the man's stride that |ooked vaguely famliar. Lamar
noved to the front wi ndow and gl anced in the direction of the beer
cooler. The man's eyes were covered with sungl asses, but the nose and
cheekbones were certainly fanmliar. Lamar eased inside the small store
and picked up a sack of potato chips. He waited at the checkout counter
and cane face-to-face with the man, who was not Mtchell MDeere but
greatly resenbl ed him

It was Ray. It had to be. The face was sunburned, and the hair was too
short to be stylish. The eyes were covered. Sanme hei ght. Sanme weight.
Sane wal k.

"How s it going?" Lamar said to the man.

"Fine. You?" the voice was simlar
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Lamar paid for his chips and returned to the parking lot. He calmy
dropped the bag in a garbage can next to a phone booth and quickly
wal ked next door to a souvenir shop to continue his search for the
McDeer es.

"ARKNESS brought a cool breeze to the beach along the Strip. The sun
di sappeared qui ckly, and there was no nmoon to replace it. A distant



ceiling of harm ess dark clouds covered the sky, and the water was

bl ack.

Dar kness brought fishernmen to the Dan Russell Pier in the center of the
Strip. They gathered in groups of three and four along the concrete
structure and stared silently as their lines ran into the black water
twenty feet below They | eaned notionless on the railing, occasionally
spitting or talking to a friend. They enjoyed the breeze and the

qui etness and the still water nuch nore than they enjoyed the occasi ona
fish that ventured by and hit a hook. They were vacationers fromthe
North who spent the same week each year at the sane notel and cane to
the pier each night in the darkness to fish and marvel at the sea.

Bet ween t hem sat buckets full of bait and small coolers full of beer.
Fromtine to tine throughout the night, a nonfisherman or a pair of

| ovebi rds would venture onto the pier and wal k a hundred yards to the
end of it. They would gaze at the black, gentle water for a few m nutes
then turn and adnire the glow of a million flickering |ights along the
Strip. They would watch the inert, huddled fishernen | eaning on their

el bows. The fishermen did not notice them

The fishermen did not notice Aaron Rimer as he casu-
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ally wal ked behind them around el even. He snoked a cigarette at the end
of the pier and tossed the butt into the ocean. He gazed al ong the beach
and thought of the thousands of notel rooms and condos.

The Dan Russell Pier was the westernnost of the three at Panama City
Beach. It was the newest, the |longest and the only one built with
not hi ng but concrete. The other two were ol der and wooden. In the center
there was a small brick building containing a tackle shop, a snack bar
and rest rooms. Only the rest roons were open at night.

It was probably a half nmile east of the Sea Gull's Rest. At el even-
thirty, Abby left Room 39, eased by the dirty pool and began wal ki ng
east along the beach. She wore shorts, a white straw hat and a

wi ndbreaker with the collar turned up around her ears. She wal ked
slowy, with her hands thrust deep in the pockets |ike an experienced,
contenpl ati ve beachconber. Five nminutes later, Mtch left the room
eased by the dirty pool and followed her footsteps. He gazed at the
ocean as he wal ked. Two joggers approached, splashing in the water and
tal ki ng between breaths. On a string around his neck and tucked under
his black cotton shirt was a whistle, just in case. In all four pockets
he had crammed sixty thousand in cash. He | ooked at the ocean and
nervously watched Abby ahead of him Wen he was two hundred yards down
the beach, Ray left Room 39 for the last tine. He locked it and kept a
key. Wapped around his wai st was a forty-foot piece of black nylon
rope. The gun was stuck under it. A bul ky w ndbreaker covered it all-
nicely. Andy had charged another two thousand for the clothing and
items.

Ray eased onto the beach. He watched Mtch and coul d barely see Abby.
The beach was deserted.

It was al nost midnight, Saturday, and nost of the fisher-
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men had | eft the pier for another night. Abby saw three in a snall
cluster near the rest roons. She slipped past them and nonchal antly
strolled to the end of the pier, where she | eaned on the concrete
railing and stared at the vast bl ackness of the Gulf. Red buoy |ights
were scattered as far as she could see. Blue and white channel |ights



formed a neat |line to the east. A blinking yellow light on sonme vesse

i nched away on the horizon. She was alone at the end of the pier

Mtch hid in a beach chair under a folded unbrella near the entrance to
the pier. He could not see her, but had a good view of the ocean. Fifty
feet away, Ray sat in the darkness on a brick ledge. H's feet dangled in
the sand. They waited. They checked their watches.
At precisely mdnight, Abby nervously unzi pped her wi ndbreaker and
untied a heavy flashlight. She glanced at the water bel ow and gripped it
fiercely. She shoved it into her stomach, shielded it with the
wi ndbreaker, ainmed at the sea and pushed the switch three tines. On and
off. On and off. On and off. The green bulb flashed three tinmes. She
held it tightly and stared at the ocean

No response. She waited an eternity and two nminutes |ater flashed again.
Three tines. No response. She breathed deeply and spoke to herself. "Be
calm Abby, be calm He's out there sonmewhere." She flashed three nore
times. Then waited. No response.

Mtch sat on the edge of the beach chair and anxiously surveyed the sea.
From the corner of an eye, he saw a figure wal king, alnost running from
the west. It junped onto the steps of the pier. It was the Nordic. Mtch
bol ted across the beach after him
Aaron Ri nmer wal ked behind the fishernmen, around the snmall buil ding, and
wat ched the woman in the white hat at the end of the pier. She was bent
over clutching something. It flashed again, three tinmes. He wal ked
silently up to her.
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" Abby. "

She jerked around and tried to scream Ri mrer |unged at her and shoved
her into the railing. Fromthe darkness, Mtch dived head first into the
Nordic's legs, and all three went down hard on the slick concrete. Mtch
felt the gun at the Nordic's back. He swung wildly with a forearm and

m ssed. Rimmer whirled and | anded a wi cked smash to Mtch's left eye.
Abby ki cked and crawl ed away. Mtch was blind and dazed. Ri mer stood
qui ckly and reached for the gun, but never found it. Ray charged |like a
battering ram and sent the Nordic crashing into the railing. He | anded
four bulletlike jabs to the eyes and nose, each one draw ng bl ood.
Skills learned in prison. The Nordic fell to all fours, and Ray snapped
his head with four powerful kicks. He groaned pitifully and fell, face
first.

Ray rempoved the gun and handed it to Mtch, who was standi ng now and
trying to focus with his good eye. Abby watched the pier. No one.

"Start flashing," Ray said as he unwound the rope fromhis waist. Abby
faced the water, shielded the flashlight, found the switch and began
flashing |like crazy.

"What' re you gonna do?" Mtch whispered, watching Ray and the rope.

"Two choices. We can either blow his brains out or drown him"

"Ch ny god!" Abby said as she flashed.

"Don't fire the gun," Mtch whispered.

"Thank you," Ray said. He grabbed a short section of rope, twisted it
tightly around the Nordic's neck and pulled. Mtch turned his back and
st epped between the body and Abby. She did not try to watch. "I'msorry.
We have no choice," Ray munbl ed al nost to hinself.

There was no resistance, no nmovenent from the unconscious man. After
three m nutes, Ray exhaled |oudly and
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announced, "He's dead." He tied the other end of the rope to a post,
slid the body under the railing and lowered it quietly into the water
"I"m going down first," Ray said as he crawl ed through the railing and
slid down the rope. Eight feet under the deck of the pier, an iron cross
brace was attached to two of the thick concrete colums that disappeared
into the water. It nade a nice hideout. Abby was next. Ray grabbed her

| egs as she clutched the rope and eased downward. Mtch, with his one
eye, lost his equilibriumand alnpbst went for a swim

But they made it. They sat on the cross brace, ten feet above the cold,
dark water. Ten feet above the fish and the barnacles and the body of
the Nordic. Ray cut the rope so the corpse could fall to the bottom
properly before it nade its ascent in a day or two.

They sat like three oms on a |inb, watching the buoy |ights and channe
lights and waiting for the nessiah to cone wal king across the water. The
only sounds were the soft splashing of the waves bel ow and the steady
clicking of the flashlight.

And t hen voices fromthe deck above. Nervous, anxious, panicked voices,
searching for soneone. Then they were gone.

"Well, little brother, what do we do now?" Ray whi spered.

"Plan B," Mtch said.

"And what's that?"

"Start swi mmng."

"Very funny," Abby said, clicking away.

An hour passed. The iron brace, though perfectly |located, was not
confortable.

"Have you noticed those two boats out there?" Ray asked quietly.

The boats were small, about a nile oifshore, and for the
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past hour had been cruising slowy and suspiciously back and forth in
sight of the beach. "I think they're fishing boats," Mtch said.

"Who fishes at one o'clock in the norning?" Ray asked.

The three of them thought about this. There was no expl anation.

Abby saw it first, and hoped and prayed it was not the body now floating
toward them "Over there," she said, pointing fifty yards out to sea. It
was a black object, resting on the water and noving slowy in their
direction. They watched intently. Then the sound, like that of a sew ng
machi ne.

"Keep flashing," Mtch said. It grew closer

It was a man in a small boat.

"Abanks!" Mtch whispered |oudly. The humm ng noise died.

"Abanks!" he sai d again.

"Where the hell are you?" cane the reply.

"Over here. Under the pier. Hurry, dammt!"

The hum grew | ouder, and Abanks parked an ei ght-foot rubber raft under
the pier. They swung fromthe brace and | anded in one joyous pile. They
qui etly hugged each other, then hugged Abanks. He revved up the five-
hor sepower electric trolling notor and headed for open water

"Where have you been?" Mtch asked.

"Cruising," Abanks answered nonchal antly.

"Why are you | ate?"

"I"'mlate because |'ve been dodgi ng these fishing boats filled with
idiots in tourist clothes posing as fishernen."

"You think they're Mrroltos or Fibbies?" Abby asked.

"Well, if they're idiots, they could be either one."



"What happened to your green light?"

Abanks pointed to a flashlight next to the notor. "Battery went dead."
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The boat was a forty-foot schooner that Abanks had found in Janmmica for
only two hundred thousand. A friend waited by the | adder and hel ped them
aboard. Hi s name was George, just George, and he spoke English with a
qui ck accent. Abanks said he could be trusted.

"There's whiskey if you like. In the cabinet," Abanks said. Ray found

t he whi skey. Abby found a bl anket and |lay down on a small couch. Mtch
stood on the deck and adnmired his new boat. \When Abanks and George had
the raft aboard, Mtch said, "Let's get out of here. Can we | eave now?"
"As you wish," George snapped properly.

Mtch gazed at the lights along the beach and said farewell. He went

bel ow and poured a cup of scotch

Wayne Tarrance sl ept across the bed in his clothes. He had not noved
since the last call, six hours earlier. The phone rang beside him After
four rings, he found it.

"Hello." His voice was slow and scratchy.

"Wayne baby. Did | wake you?"

"Of course."
"You can have the docunents now. Room 39, Sea Gull's Rest Mdtel, H ghway
98, Panama City Beach. The desk clerk is a guy naned Andy, and he'll |et

you in the room Be careful with them OQur friend has themall marked
real nice and precise, and he's got sixteen hours of videotape. So be
gentle."

"I have a question," Tarrance said.

"Sure, big boy. Anything."

"Where did he find you? This woul d' ve been i npossible w thout you."
"CGee, thanks, Wayne. He found ne in Menphis. W got to be friends, and
he offered ne a bunch of noney."
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"How much?"
"Why is that inportant, Wayne? |'Il never have to work again. Gotta run

baby. It's been real fun."

"Where is he?"

"As we speak, he's on a plane to South America. But please don't waste
your time trying to catch him Wyne, baby, | |ove you, but you couldn't
even catch himin Menphis. Bye now." She was gone.

"AWN. Sunday. The forty-foot schooner sped south with full sails under a
clear sky. Abby was in a deep sleep in the master suite. Ray was in a
scot ch-i nduced coma on a couch. Abanks was sonewhere bel ow catching a
nap.

Mtch sat on the deck sipping cold coffee and |istening to George
expound on the basics of sailing. He was in his late fifties, with |ong,
gray, bleached hair and dark, sun-cured skin. He was small and wiry,
much |i ke Abanks. He was Australian by birth, but twenty-eight years
earlier had fled his country after the | argest bank heist inits

hi story. He and his partner split eleven mllion in cash and silver and
went their separate ways. His partner was now dead, he had heard.

George was not his real nane, but he'd used it for twenty-eight years
and forgotten the real one. He discovered the Caribbean in the late
sixties, and after seeing its thousands of small, primtive English-
speaki ng i sl ands, decided he'd found hone. He put his nobney in banks in
t he Bahamas, Belize, Panama and, of course, Grand Cayman. He built a



smal | conpound on a deserted stretch of beach on Little Cayman and had
spent the past twenty-one years touring the Caribbean in his thirty-foot
schooner. During the sumer and early fall, he stayed close to honme. But
from Qctober to June, he lived on his boat and hopped fromisland to
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island. He'd been to three hundred of themin the Caribbean. He once
spent two years just in the Bahanms.

"There are thousands of islands," he explained. "And they'll never find
you if you nove a lot."

"Are they still looking for you?" Mtch asked.

"I don't know. | can't call and ask, you know. But | doubt it."
"Where's the safest place to hide?"

"On this boat. It's a nice little yacht, and once you learn to sail it,
it'"ll be your honme. Find you a little island somewhere, perhaps Little
Cayman or Brae-they're both still primtive-and build a house. Do as

I've done. And spend nobst of your tinme on this boat."

"When do you stop worryi ng about being chased?"

"Oh, | still think about it, you know. But | don't worry about it. How
much did you get away with?"

"Eight million, give or take," Mtch said.

"That's nice. You've got the noney to do as you please, so forget about
them Just tour the islands for the rest of your life. There are worse

t hi ngs, you know. "

For days they sailed toward Cuba, then around it in the direction of
Jamai ca. They wat ched George and |istened to his | ectures. After twenty
years of sailing through the Caribbean, he was a nman of great know edge
and patience. Ray, the linguist, listened to and nenorized words |ike
spi nnaker, mast, bow, stern, aft, tiller, halyard w nches, masthead
fittings, shrouds, lifelines, stanchions, sheet w nch, bow pulpit,

coami ngs, transom clew outhaul, genoa sheets, nminsail, jib, jibstays,
jib sheets, cam cleats and boom vangs. Ceorge | ectured on heeling,
luffing, running, blanketing, backw nding, heading up, trinmming and

poi nting. Ray absorbed the | anguage of sailing; Mtch studied the

techni que. Abby stayed in the cabin, saying little and smling only
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when necessary. Life on a boat was not something she dreanmed about. She
m ssed her house and wondered what woul d happen to it. Maybe M. Rice
woul d cut the grass and pull the weeds. She m ssed the shady streets and
neat | awns and the small gangs of children riding bicycles. She thought
of her dog, and prayed that M. Rice would adopt it. She worried about
her parents-their safety and their fear. When woul d she see them agai n?
It would be years, she decided, and she could |live with that if she knew
they were safe.

Her thoughts could not escape the present. The future was inconceivable.
During the second day of the rest of her life, she began witing
letters; letters to her parents, Kay Quin, M. Rice and a few friends.
The letters would never be mailed, she knew, but it helped to put the
wor ds on paper.

Mtch watched her carefully, but |left her alone. He had nothing to say,
really. Maybe in a few days they could talk.

By the end of the fourth day, Wdnesday, Grand Cayman was in sight. They
circled it slowy once and anchored a nile fromshore. After dark, Barry
Abanks sai d goodbye. The MDeeres sinply thanked him and he eased away
in the rubber raft. He would |l and three miles from Bodden Town at



anot her dive | odge, then call one of his dive captains to come get him
He woul d know i f anyone suspici ous had been around. Abanks expected no
troubl e.

George's conpound on Little Cayman consisted of a small main house of
whi t e- pai nted wood and two smaller outbuildings. It was inland a quarter
of amle, on a tiny bay. The nearest house could not be seen. A native
woman lived in the smallest building and mai ntai ned the place. Her nane
was Fay.

The McDeeres settled in the main house and tried to be-
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gin the process of starting over. Ray, the escapee, roaned the beaches
for hours and kept to hinself. He was euphoric, but could not showit.
He and George took the boat out for several hours each day and drank
scotch while exploring the islands. They usually returned drunk.
Abby spent the first days in a small room upstairs overlooking the bay.
She wote nore letters and began a diary. She sl ept al one.

Twi ce a week, Fay drove the Vol kswagen bus into town for supplies and
mai | . She returned one day with a package from Barry Abanks. George
delivered it to Mtch. Inside the package was a parcel sent to Abanks
fromDoris Greenwod in Mam . Mtch ripped open the thick |egal-sized
envel ope and found three newspapers, two from Atlanta and one from

M am .

The headlines told of the mass indicting of the Bendini law firmin
Menmphis. Fifty-one present and forner nenbers of were indicted, along
with thirty-one all eged nenbers of the Morolto crine famly in Chicago.
More indictnents were coming, promised the U S. Attorney. Just the tip
of the iceberg. Director F. Denton Voyles allowed hinself to be quoted
as saying it was a major blow to organized crime in Anerica. It should
be a dire warning, he said, to legitinmte professionals and busi nessnmen
who are tenpted to handle dirty noney.

Mtch fol ded the newspapers and went for a long walk on the beach. Under
a cluster of palnms, he found sonme shade and sat down. The Atlanta paper
listed the nanes of every Bendini |awer indicted. He read them slowy.
There was no joy in seeing the nanes. He alnost felt sorry for Nathan
Locke. Al npst. Wally Hudson, Kendall Mahan, Jack Al -drich and, finally,
Lamar Quin. He could see their faces. He knew their wives and their
children. Mtch gazed across the
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brilliant ocean and thought about Lamar and Kay Quin. He |oved them and
he hated them They had hel ped seduce himinto , and they were not
wi t hout blame. But they were his friends. Wat a waste! Maybe Lamar
woul d only serve a couple of years and then be paroled. Maybe Kay and
the kids could survive. Maybe.

"I love you, Mtch." Abby was standing behind him She held a plastic
pitcher and two cups.

He smiled at her and waved to the sand next to him "Wat's in the
pitcher?"

"Rum punch. Fay mxed it for us."

"I's it strong?"

She sat next to himon the sand. "It's nostly rum | told Fay we needed
to get drunk, and she agreed."

He held her tightly and sipped the rum punch. They watched a smnal |
fishing boat inch through the sparkling water

"Are you scared, Mtch?"



"Terrified."

“"Me too. This is crazy."

"But we rmade it, Abby. We're alive. W're safe. We're together."

"But what about tonorrow? And the next day?"

"I don't know, Abby. Things could be worse, you know. My nanme coul d be
in the paper there with the other freshly indicted defendants. O we
coul d be dead. There are worse things than sailing around the Cari bbean
with eight mllion bucks in the bank."

"Do you think nmy parents are safe?"

"I think so. What would Morolto have to gain by harmi ng your parents?
They're safe, Abby."

She refilled the cups with rum punch and ki ssed himon the cheek. "I'l|

be okay Mtch. As long as we're together, | can handl e anything."
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"Abby," Mtch said slowy, staring at the water, "l have a

confession to make." "I'mlistening."

"The truth is, | never wanted to be a | awer anyway." "Oh, really."
“"Naw. Secretly, |'ve always wanted to be a sailor." "Is that so? Have
you ever made | ove on the beach?" Mtch hesitated for a slight second.
"Uh, no." "Then drink up, sailor. Let's get drunk and rmake a

baby. "



