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THE

BEST LAI D PLANS

One.

The first entry in Leslie Stewart's diary read:

Dear Diary: This norning | nmet the man | amgoing to
marry.

It was a sinple, optimstic statenent, with not the
slightest portent

of the dramatic chain of events that was about to occur.

It was one of those rare, serendipitous days when nothing



coul d go

wrong, when nothing would dare go wong. Leslie Stewart
had no

interest in astrol ogy, but that norning, as she was

| eafi ng through the

Lexi ngt on Heral d- Leader, a horoscope in an astrol ogy
colum by Zoltaire

caught her eye. It read:

FOR LEO (JULY 23RD TO AUGUST 22ND). THE NEW

MOON | LLUM NATES YOUR LOVE LIFE. YOU ARE | N YOUR LUNAR
CYCLE H GH

NOW

AND MUST PAY CLOSE ATTENTI ON TO AN EXCI TI NG NEW EVENT | N
YOUR LI FE.

YOUR COWPATI BLE SIGN IS Vi RGO. TODAY WLL BE A RED-LETTER
DAY. BE

PREPARED TO ENJOY I T.

Be prepared to enjoy what? Leslie thought wyly. Today
was going to

be |i ke every other day. Astrol ogy was nonsense, m nd
candy for

fool s.

Leslie Stewart was a public relations and adverti sing
executive at the

Lexi ngt on, Kentucky, firmof Bailey & Tonkins. She had

t hree neetings

schedul ed for that afternoon, the first with the Kentucky
Fertilizer

Conpany, whose executives were excited about the new
canpai gn she was

wor ki ng up for them They especially liked its beginning:
"I'f you want

to snell the roses....
Breeders Stud

Farm and the third with the Lexington Coal Conpany.
Red-|l etter day?

The second neeting was with the



In her late twenties, with a slim provocative figure,
Leslie Stewart

had an exciting, exotic |ook; gray, sloe eyes, high
cheekbones, and

soft, honey-colored hair, which she wore | ong and

el egantly sinple. A

friend of Leslie's had once told her,

“If you' re beautiful and have a brain and a vagi na, you
can own the

world." Leslie Stewart was beautiful and had an | Q of
170, and nature

had taken care of the rest. But she found her | ooks a

di sadvant age.

Men were constantly pro positioning her or proposing, but
few of them

bothered to try really to get to know her. Aside fromthe
t wo

secretaries who worked at Bailey & Tonkins, Leslie was the
only woman

there. There were fifteen mal e enpl oyees. It had taken
Leslie | ess

than a week to learn that she was nore intelligent than
any of them It

was a di scovery she decided to keep to herself. In the
begi nni ng, both

partners, Jim Bailey, an overwei ght, soft-spoken nan in
his forties,

and Al Tonki ns, anorexic and hyper, ten years younger than
Bai | ey,

Individually tried to talk Leslie into going to bed with
them She had

st opped them very sinply. "Ask nme once nore, and |'1|
quit." That had

put an end to that. Leslie was too val uabl e an enpl oyee
to | ose. Her

first week on the job, during a coffee break, Leslie had
tol d her

fell ow enpl oyees a joke. "Three nen cane across a female
geni e who

prom sed to grant each one a wish. The first man said, "I
wish | were

twenty-five percent smarter." The genie blinked, and the
man said,



"Hey, | feel smarter already." "The second man said, "I
wish | were

fifty percent smarter.'
excl ai ned,

"That's wonderful! | think I know things now that |
didn't know

before. "

The geni e blinked, and the man

"The third man said, "I'd like to be one hundred percent
smarter."”

"So the genie blinked, and the man changed into a woman.

Leslie | ooked expectantly at the nen at the table. They
wer e al
staring at her, unanused.

Poi nt t aken.

The red-letter day that the astrol oger had prom sed began
at el even

o' clock that norning. JimBailey walked into Leslie's
tiny, cranped

office. "W have a new client,’
you to take

charge." She was al ready handling nore accounts than
anyone el se at

the firm but she knew better than to protest. "Fine,"
she sai d.

he announced. "I want

"What is it?" "It's not a what, it's a who. You' ve heard
of diver

Russel I, of course?" Everyone had heard of Qi ver
Russell. A | ocal

attorney and candi date for governor, he had his face on
bi | | boards all

over Kentucky. Wth his brilliant | egal record, he was
consi dered, at

thirty-five, the nost eligible bachelor in the state. He
was on al

the talk shows on the najor television stations in

Lexi ngt on WVDKY,

WIVQ WKYT and on the popular local radio stations, WQQ
and WLRO

Strikingly handsone, w th bl ack,



unruly hair, dark eyes, an athletic build, and a warm
smle, he had the

reputation of having slept with nost of the ladies in
Lexi ngt on.

"Yes, |'ve heard of him What are we going to do for
hi n?"

"We're going to try to help turn himinto the governor of
Kent ucky.
He's on his way here now. "

A iver Russell arrived a few mnutes |later. He was even
nor e

attractive in person than in his photographs. Wen he was
I ntroduced

to Leslie, he smled warmy. "lI've heard a | ot about you.
|'"'mso glad

you' re going to handle ny canpaign." He was not at al

what Leslie had

expected. There was a conpletely disarm ng sincerity
about the man.

For a nonent, Leslie was at a |loss for words. "I thank
you. Pl ease

sit down." Aiver Russell took a seat. "Let's start at

t he
begi nni ng, '
gover nor ?"
"I't's very sinple. Kentucky's a wonderful state. W know
It is,

because we live here, and we're able to enjoy its magic
but rmuch of the

country thinks of us as a bunch of hillbillies. | want to
change t hat

| mge. Kentucky has nore to offer than a dozen ot her

st at es conbi ned.

The history of this country began here. W have one of

t he ol dest

capitol buildings in Anerica. Kentucky gave this country
t wo

presidents. It's the |and of

Lesli e suggested. "Why are you running for

Dani el Boone and Kit Carson and Judge Roy Bean. W have



t he nost

beautiful scenery in the world exciting caves, rivers,

bl uegrass fields

everything. | want to open all that up to the rest of the
world."

He spoke wth a deep conviction, and Leslie found herself
strongly

drawn to him She thought of the astrology colum. "The
new noon

i1 lum nates your love life. Today will be a red-letter
day. Be

prepared to enjoy it."

A iver Russell was saying, "The canpaign won't work unl ess
you believe
in this as strongly as |I do."

"I do," Leslie said quickly. Too quickly? "I"mreally
| ooki ng forward

to this." She hesitated a nmonent. "May | ask you a
guesti on?"”

"Certainly."
"What's your birth sign?"
"Virgo."

After diver Russell left, Leslie went into JimBailey's
office. "I

like him" she said. "He's sincere. He really cares.
think he'd

make a fine governor.'

Jim| ooked at her thoughtfully.

"lIt's not

going to be easy." She | ooked at him puzzled. "Oh?
VWhy?" Bail ey

shrugged. "I'mnot sure. There's sonething going on that
| can't

explain. You ve seen Russell on all the billboards and on
t el evi si on?"
"Yes." '.f

"Well, that's stopped.” "I don't understand. Way?" "No



one knows for

certain, but there are a lot of strange runors. One of
the runors is

t hat soneone was backi ng Russell, putting up all the noney
for his

canpai gn, and then for sone reason suddenly dropped him"
"In the

m ddl e of a canpai gn he was w nni ng? That doesn't nake
sense, Jim"

"I know." "Why did he cone to us?" "He really wants
this. | think

he's anbitious. And he feels he can nake a difference.
He woul d Ii ke

us to figure out a canpaign that won't cost hima | ot of
noney. He

can't afford to buy any nore airtine or do nuch
advertising. Al we

can really do for himis to arrange interviews, plant
newspaper

articles, that sort of thing." He shook his head.

" Gover nor Addi son

I's spending a fortune on his canpaign. In the |ast two
weeks,

Russell's gone way down in the polls. It's a shane. He's
a good

| awyer. Does a | ot of pro bono work. | think he'd make a
good

governor, too." That night Leslie nmade her first note in
her new

diary. Dear Diary: This norning | nmet the man | am goi ng
to marry.

Leslie Stewart's early childhood was idyllic. She was an
extraordinarily intelligent child. Her father was an
Engl i sh professor

at Lexington Community Coll ege and her nother was a
housew f e.

Leslie's father was a handsone man, patrician and

I ntell ectual. He was

a caring father, and he sawto it that the famly took

t heir vacations

toget her and travel ed together. Her father adored her.
"You' re Daddy's

girl,” he would say. He would tell her how beautiful she
| ooked and



conpliment her on her grades, her behavior, her friends.
Leslie could

do no wong in his eyes. For her ninth birthday, her

fat her bought her

a beautiful brown velvet dress with |lace cuffs. He would
have her put

the dress on, and he would show her off to his friends
when t hey cane

to dinner. "Isn't she a beauty?" he would say. Leslie
wor shi ped him

One norning, a year later, in a split second, Leslie's
wonderful life

vani shed. Her nother, face stained with tears, sat her
down.

"Darling, your father has ... left us." Leslie did not
under st and at
first. "When will he be back?" "He's not com ng back."

And each word

was a sharp knife. My nother has driven himaway, Leslie
t hought. She

felt sorry for her nother because now there would be a

di vorce and a

custody fight. Her father would never |et her go. Never.
He'll cone

for me, Leslie told herself. But weeks passed, and her

f at her never

called. They won't let himcone and see ne, Leslie

deci ded. Mdther's

puni shing him It was Leslie's elderly aunt who expl ai ned
to the child

that there would be no custody battle. Leslie's father had
fallen in

| ove with a wi dow who taught at the university and had
noved in with

her, in her house on Linestone Street.

One day when they were out shopping, Leslie's nother
poi nted out the
house. "That's where they live," she said bitterly.

Leslie resolved to visit her father. When he sees ne, she
t hought
he'll want to cone hone.



On a Friday, after school, Leslie went to the house on
Li mest one Street

and rang the doorbell. The door was opened by a girl
Leslie's age. She

was wearing a brown velvet dress with |ace cuffs. Leslie
stared at

her, in shock.

The little girl was |ooking at her curiously. "W are
you?"

Leslie fled.

Over the next year, Leslie watched her nother retire into
hersel f. She

had lost all interest inlife. Leslie had believed that
"dying of a

broken heart"” was an enpty phrase, but Leslie helplessly
wat ched her

not her fade away and di e, and when peopl e asked her what
her not her had

died of, Leslie answered, "She died of a broken heart.”
And Leslie

resol ved that no man woul d ever do that to her. After her
not her's

death, Leslie noved in with her aunt. Leslie attended
Bryan Station

H gh School and was graduated fromthe University of

Kent ucky summa cum

| aude. In her final year in college, she was voted beauty
queen, and

turned down nunerous offers from nodel i ng agenci es.
Leslie had two

brief affairs, one with a college football hero, and the
other with her

econom cs professor. They quickly bored her. The fact

was that she

was brighter than both of them

Just before Leslie was graduated, her aunt died. Leslie
finished

school and applied for a job at the advertising and public
rel ations

agency of Bailey & Tonkins. Its offices were on Vine



Street in a

U-shaped brick building with a copper roof and a fountain
in the

courtyard.

JimBailey, the senior partner, had exam ned Leslie's
resune, and

nodded. "Very inpressive. You're in |luck. W need a
secretary."

"A secretary? | hoped "
"Yes?"
“Not hi ng. "

Leslie started as a secretary, taking notes at all the
nmeeti ngs, her

mnd all the while judging and thinking of ways to inprove
t he

adverti si ng canpai gns that were being suggested. One
nor ni ng, an

account executive was saying, "lI've thought of the perfect
| ogo for the
Rancho Beef Chili account. On the |abel of the can, we

show a picture
of a cowboy roping a cow. It suggests that the beef is
fresh, and "

That's a terrible idea, Leslie thought. They were all
staring at her,
and to her horror, Leslie realized she had spoken al oud.

"Woul d you m nd explaining that, young | ady?"

"I..." She wi shed she were sonewhere el se. Anywhere.

They were all waiting. Leslie took a deep breath. "Wen
peopl e eat

neat, they don't want to be rem nded that they're eating a
dead

ani nal . "

There was a heavy silence. JimBailey cleared his throat.



"Maybe we
should give this a little nore thought."

The follow ng week, during a neeting on how to publicize a
new beauty

soap account, one of the executives said, "W'I|l use
beauty contest

W nners."

"Excuse ne," Leslie said diffidently. "I believe that's

been done. Wy

couldn't we use lovely flight attendants from around the
world to show

that our beauty soap is universal ?"

In the neetings after that, the nmen found thensel ves
turning to Leslie
for her opinion.

A year l|later, she was a junior copywiter, and two years
after that,

she becanme an account executive, handling both advertising
and

publicity.

A iver Russell was the first real challenge that Leslie
had had at the

agency. Two weeks after Aiver Russell came to them
Bai | ey suggest ed

to Leslie that it mght be better to drop him because he
coul d not

afford to pay their usual agency fee, but Leslie persuaded
himto keep

t he account.

"Call it pro bono," she said.
Bai |l ey studied her a nonent. "Right."

Leslie and Adiver Russell were seated on a bench in
Triangle Park. It

was a cool fall day, with a soft breeze com ng fromthe
| ake. "1 hate

politics," Aiver Russell said.



Leslie | ooked at himin surprise. "Then why in the world
are you ?"

"Because | want to change the system Leslie. It's been
t aken over by

| obbyi sts and corporations that help put the wong people
I n power and

then control them There are a lot of things | want to
do." His voice

was filled with passion. "The people who are running the
country have

turned it into an old boys' club. They care nore about

t hensel ves t han

they do about the people. It's not right, and |'m goi ng
to try to

correct that."

Leslie |istened as Aiver went on, and she was thinking,
He coul d do

it. There was such a conpelling excitenment about him

The truth was

that she found everything about himexciting. She had
never felt this

way about a man before, and it was an exhilarating

experi ence. She had

no way of knowi ng how he felt about her. He is always the
per f ect

gentl eman, damm him It seened to Leslie that every few
m nut es peopl e

were comng up to the park bench to shake diver's hand
and to wish him

wel | . The wonen were visually throw ng daggers at Leslie.
They' ve

probably all been out with him Leslie thought. They've
probabl y al

been to bed with him WlIl, that's none of ny business.

She had heard that until recently he had been dating the
daughter of a

senator. She wondered what had happened. That's none of
ny busi ness,

ei t her.



There was no way to avoid the fact that Aiver's canpaign
was goi ng

badly. Wthout noney to pay his staff, and no tel evision,
radi o, or

newspaper ads, it was inpossible to conpete with Governor
Gary Addi son

whose i nage seened to be everywhere. Leslie arranged for
Aiver to

appear at conpany picnics, at factories, and at dozens of
soci al

events, but she knew t hese appearances were all

m nor -1 eague, and it

frustrated her.

"Have you seen the |atest polls?" JimBailey asked
Leslie. "Your boy

I s going down the tubes.”

Not if I can help it, Leslie thought.

Leslie and Aiver were having dinner at Cheznous. "It's
not wor ki ng,

Is it?" Aiver asked quietly. "There's still plenty of
time," Leslie

said reassuringly. "Wien the voters get to know you
A iver shook his

head. "I read the polls, too. I want you to know I
appreci ate

everything you' ve tried to do for nme, Leslie. You' ve been
great." She

sat there looking at himacross the table, thinking, He's
t he nost

wonderful man |'ve ever nmet, and | can't help him She
wanted to take

himin her arns and hold himand console him Console

hi r? Who am |

ki ddi ng? As they got up to | eave, a nman, a wonman, and two
small girls

approached the table. "Aiver! How are you?" The

speaker was in his

forties, an attractive-looking man with a bl ack eye patch
that gave him

the raffish | ook of an am able pirate.



Aiver rose and held out his hand. "Hello, Peter. 1'd
i ke you to
neet Leslie Stewart. Peter Tager."

"Hell o, Leslie." Tager nodded toward his famly. "This
iIs ny wife,

Betsy, and this is Elizabeth and this is Rebecca." There
was enor nous

pride in his voice.

Peter Tager turned to Aiver. "I"'mawfully sorry about
what happened.

It's a dammed shane. | hated to do it, but I had no
choi ce. "

"I understand, Peter."

"I'f there was anything I could have done "
"It doesn't matter. I'mfine."

"You know I wish you only the best of |uck."

On the way hone, Leslie asked, "Wat was that all about?"

Qiver started to say sonething, then stopped. "It's not
i nportant.”

Leslie lived in a neat one-bedroom apartnent in the
Brandy-w ne section

of Lexington. As they approached the building, diver
said hesitantly,

"Leslie, | know that your agency is handling ne for al nost
not hi ng, but

frankly, | think you' re wasting your tinme. It mght be
better if I

just quit now. "

"No," she said, and the intensity of her voice surprised
her. "You
can't quit. W'll find a way to nake it work."

Aiver turned to look at her. "You really care, don't
you?"



Am | reading too much into that question? "Yes," she said
quietly. "l
really care.”

When they arrived at her apartnent, Leslie took a deep
breath. "Wul d
you like to cone in?"

He | ooked at her a long tine. "Yes."

Afterward, she never knew who nade the first nove. Al
she renenbered

was that they were undressing each other and she was in
his arnms and

there was a wild, feral haste in their | ovemaking, and
after that, a

slow and easy nelting, in a rhythmthat was tinel ess and
ecstatic. It

was the nost wonderful feeling Leslie had ever

experi enced.

They were together the whole night, and it was nagical .

A iver was

I nsati abl e, giving and demanding at the sane tine, and he
went on

forever. He was an aninal. And Leslie thought, Ch, ny
God, |'m one,

t 0o.

In the norning, over a breakfast of orange juice,
scranbl ed eggs,

toast, and bacon, Leslie said, "There's going to be a
picnic at G een

Ri ver Lake on Friday, Oiver. There will be a | ot of
peopl e there.
"Il arrange for you to make a speech. We'll buy radio

time to |et
everyone know you're going to be there. Then we'l|
"Leslie," he

protested, "I haven't the noney to do that." "Ch, don't
wor ry about
that," she said airily. "The agency will pay for it."

She knew t hat



there was not the renptest chance that the agency woul d
pay for it. She

i ntended to do that herself. She would tell Jim Bail ey

t hat the noney

had been donated by a Russell supporter. And it would be
the truth.

1l do anything in the world to help him she thought.

There were two hundred people at the picnic at Green River
Lake, and
when O iver addressed the crowd, he was brilliant.

"Hal f the people in this country don't vote," he told
them "W have

the | owest voting record of any industrial country in the
worl d | ess

than fifty percent. If you want things to change, it's
your

responsibility to nmake sure they do change. It's nore

t han a

responsibility, it's a privilege. There's an el ection
com ng up soon.

Whet her you vote for ne or nmy opponent, vote. Be there.™

They cheered him

Leslie arranged for Aiver to appear at as nmany functions
as possi bl e.

He presided at the opening of a children's clinic,

dedi cated a bri dge,

tal ked to wonen's groups, |abor groups, at charity events,
and

retirement hones. Still, he kept slipping in the polls.
Whenever

A iver was not canpai gning, he and Leslie found sone tine
to be

together. They went riding in a horse-drawn carri age

t hrough Triangl e

Park, spent a Saturday afternoon at the Antique Market,
and had di nner

at Ala Lucie. diver gave Leslie flowers for G oundhog
Day and on the

anniversary of the Battle of Bull Run, and left |oving
nmessages on her



answering machine: "Darling where are you? | m ss you,
m sSsS you, m SsS
you. "

“I'"'mmadly in love with your answering nmachine. Do you
have any idea
how sexy it sounds?"

"I think it nust be illegal to be this happy. | |ove
you. "

It didn't matter to Leslie where she and diver went: She
j ust want ed
to be with him

One of the nost exciting things they did was to go
white-water rafting

on the Russell Fork River one Sunday. The trip started

I nnocent |y,

gently, until the river began to pound its way around the
base of the

nountains in a giant |oop that began a series of

deaf eni ng,

breat ht aki ng vertical drops in the rapids: five feet...
ei ght feet...

nine feet... only a terrifying raft |length apart. The
trip took three

and a half hours, and when Leslie and Oiver got off the
raft, they

wer e soaking wet and glad to be alive. They coul d not
keep their hands

of f each other. They made love in their cabin, in the
back of his

aut onobil e, in the woods.

One early fall evening, Aiver prepared dinner at his
home, a charm ng

house in Versailles, a small town near Lexington. There
were grilled

flank steaks marinated in soy sauce, garlic, and herbs,
served with

baked potato, salad, and a perfect red w ne.

"You're a wonderful cook," Leslie told him She snuggl ed



up to him

"In fact, you're a wonderful everything, sweetheart."
"Thank you, ny

| ove."” He renmenbered sonething. "I have a little
surprise for you

that | want you to try.
for a nonent

and cane out carrying a small bottle wth a clear liquid
i nside. "Here

it is," he said. "What is it?" "Have you heard of
Ecstasy?" "Heard

of it?2 I"minit.” "l mean the drug Ecstasy. This is

i qui d Ecst asy.

It's supposed to be a great aphrodisiac." Leslie frowned.
"Darling

you don't need that. W don't need it. It could be
dangerous." She

hesitated. "Do you use it often?" diver |aughed. "As a
matter of

fact, | don't. Take that | ook off your face. A friend of
m ne gave ne

this and told ne to try it. This would have been the
first tinme."

"Let's not have a first tine,
throw it away?"

"You're right. O course | will." He went into the

bat hroom and a

nonent |later Leslie heard the toilet flush. diver
reappeared. "All

gone." He grinned. "Who needs Ecstasy in a bottle? |

have it in a

better package." And he took her in his arnms. Leslie had
read the

| ove stories and had heard the | ove songs, but nothing had
prepared her

for the incredible reality. She had al ways thought that
romantic

lyrics were sentinental nonsense, w shful dream ng. She
knew better

now. The world suddenly seened brighter, nore beautiful.
Everyt hi ng

was touched with magic, and the nmagic was diver Russell.

He di sappeared into the bedroom

Leslie said. "WII you

One Saturday norning, AQiver and Leslie were hiking in the



Br eaks

Interstate Park, enjoying the spectacul ar scenery that
surrounded

t hem

"“I"ve never been on this trail before,"” Leslie said.
"I think you're going to enjoy it."

They were approaching a sharp curve in the path. As they
rounded it,

Leslie stopped, stunned. In the mddle of the path was a
hand- pai nt ed

wooden sign: LESLIE, WLL YQU

MARRY ME?

Leslie's heart began to beat faster. She turned to
diver,
speechl ess.

He took her in his arnms. "WII| you?"

How did | get so lucky? Leslie wondered. She hugged him
tightly and
whi spered, "Yes, darling. O course | wll."

“I"'mafraid | can't prom se you that you're going to marry
a governor,
but 1'ma pretty good attorney."

She snuggl ed up to himand whi spered, "That wll do
nicely."

A few nights later, Leslie was getting dressed to neet
Aiver for
di nner when he tel ephoned.

"Darling, I'"'mterribly sorry, but |I've bad news. | have
to go to a
neeting tonight, and I'll have to cancel our dinner. WII

you forgive
me?"



Leslie smled and said softly, "You're forgiven."

The follow ng day, Leslie picked up a copy of the State
Journal . The

headl i ne read: WOVAN S BODY FOUND | N KENTUCKY RI VER. The
story went

on: "Early this norning, the body of a nude woman who
appeared to be in

her early twenties was found by police in the Kentucky
River ten mles

east of Lexington. An autopsy is being perforned to
determ ne the

cause of death...."

Leslie shuddered as she read the story. To die so young.
Di d she have

a lover? A husband? How thankful | amto be alive and so
happy and so
| oved.

It seemed that all of Lexington was tal king about the
forthcom ng

weddi ng. Lexington was a small town, and O iver Russel
was a popul ar

figure. They were a spectacul ar-1ooking couple, diver
dark and

handsonme, and Leslie with her lovely face and figure and
honey- bl ond

hair. The news had spread |like wildfire. "I hope he
knows how | ucky

he is,”" JimBailey said. Leslie smled. "W're both

| ucky."

“Are you going to el ope?"

"No. diver wants to have a formal wedding. W're
getting married at

t he Cal vary Chapel church.™

"When does the happy event take place?" "In six weeks."
A few days later, a story on the front page of the State

Jour nal read:
"An aut opsy has reveal ed that the woman found in the



Kent ucky River,

identified as Lisa Burnette, a legal secretary, died of an
over dose of

a dangerous illegal drug known on the streets as liquid
Ecstasy...."

Li quid Ecstasy. Leslie recalled the evening with Aiver.
And she
t hought, How lucky it was that he threw that bottle away.

The next few weeks were filled with frantic preparations
for the

weddi ng. There was so nuch to do. Invitations went out
to two hundred

people. Leslie chose a naid of honor and sel ected her
outfit, a

bal | erina-length dress with nmatchi ng shoes and gl oves to
conpl enent the

| ength of the sleeves. For herself, Leslie shopped at
Fayette Mall on

Ni chol asvill e Road and sel ected a floor-length gown with a
full skirt

and a sweep train, shoes to match the gown, and | ong

gl oves. diver

ordered a black cutaway coat with striped trousers, gray
wai st coat, a

Wi ng-col lared white shirt, and a striped ascot. Hi s best
man was a

| awyer in his firm

"Everything is set," Oiver told Leslie. "I've nade al
t he
arrangenents for the reception afterward. Al nbst everyone

has

accepted.”

Leslie felt a small shiver go through her. "I can't wait,
ny

darling."

On a Thursday ni ght one week before the wedding, diver
came to

Leslie's apartnent. "I'mafraid sonmething has cone up,
Leslie. A



client of mne is in trouble. 1"'mgoing to have to fly to
Paris to

strai ghten things out.'
gone?" "It

shouldn't take nore than two or three days, four days at
the nost. ']

be back in plenty of tine." "Tell the pilot to fly
safely." "l

prom se.” When OQiver left, Leslie picked up the
newspaper on the

table. Idly, she turned to the horoscope by Zoltaire. It
read: FOR

LEO (JULY 23RD TO AUGUST 22ND). THI'S is NOT

"Paris? How long will you be

A GOOD DAY TO CHANGE PLANS. TAKI NG RI SKS CAN LEAD TO
SERI QUS

PROBLEMS.

Leslie read the horoscope again, disturbed. She was

al nost tenpted to

tel ephone Aiver and tell himnot to | eave. But that's
ri di cul ous, she

t hought. It's just a stupid horoscope.

By Monday, Leslie had not heard from diver. She

t el ephoned hi s

office, but the staff had no information. There was no
word from him

Tuesday. Leslie was beginning to panic. At four o'clock
on Wednesday

nor ni ng, she was awakened by the insistent ringing of the
t el ephone.

She sat up in bed and thought: It's Aiver! Thank God.
She knew t hat

she should be angry with himfor not calling her sooner,
but that was

uni nportant now. She picked up the receiver. "Aiver

" A nale
voice said, "Is this Leslie Stewart?" She felt a sudden
cold chill.
"Who who is this?" "A Towers, Associated Press. W have
a story

going out on our wires, Mss Stewart, and we wanted to get



your
reaction."” Sonething terrible had happened. A iver was
dead. "M ss

Stewart?" "Yes." Her voice was a strangl ed whi sper.
"Could we get a

guote fromyou?" "A quote?" "About Aiver Russel

marryi ng Senat or

Todd Davis's daughter in Paris." For an instant the room
seened to

spin. "You and M. Russell were engaged, weren't you?

If we could

get a quote ..." She sat there, frozen. "Mss Stewart."

She found her voice. "Yes." wsh themboth well." She
repl aced the

receiver, nunb. It was a nightmare. She woul d awaken in
a few m nutes

and find that she had been dream ng.

But this was no dream She had been abandoned agai n.
"Yourfather's

not com ng back." She wal ked into the bathroom and stared
at her pale

image in the mrror. "W have a story going out on our
wres." diver

had marri ed soneone el se. \Wy? What have | done w ong?
How have |

failed hinf? But deep down she knew that it was A iver who
had fail ed

her. He was gone. How could she face the future?

When Leslie wal ked into the agency that norning, everyone
was trying

hard not to stare at her. She went into JimBailey's

of fice.

He took one | ook at her pale face and said, "You shouldn't
have cone in
today, Leslie. Wiy don't you go honme and

She took a deep breath. "No, thank you. |I'll be fine."

The radi o and tel evision newscasts and afternoon
newspapers were filled



with details of the Paris weddi ng. Senator Todd Davis was
Wi t hout

doubt Kentucky's nost influential citizen, and the story
of his

daughter's marriage and of the grooms jilting Leslie was
bi g news.

The phones in Leslie's office never stopped ringing.

"This is the Courier-Journal, Mss Stewart. Could you
give us a
statenent about the weddi ng?"

"Yes. The only thing | care about is Aiver Russell's
happi ness. "

"But you and he were going to be

"I't would have been a m stake for us to marry. Senator
Davi s's

daughter was in his life first. Cbviously, he never got
over her. |

wi sh them both well."

"This is the State Journal in Frankfort...."
And so it went.

It seenmed to Leslie that half of Lexington pitied her, and
t he ot her

hal f rejoiced at what had happened to her. \Werever

Leslie went, there

wer e whi spers and hastily broken-off conversations. She
was fiercely

determ ned not to show her feelings.

"How could you let himdo this to ?"

"When you truly | ove soneone," Leslie said firmy, "you
want himto be
happy. O iver Russell is the finest human being |'ve ever

known. |
w sh them both every happi ness."



She sent notes of apology to all those who had been
invited to the
weddi ng and returned their gifts.

Leslie had been half hoping for and half dreading the cal
fromdiver.

Still, when it canme, she was unprepared. She was shaken
by the

fam liar sound of his voice. "Leslie ... | don't know
what to say."

“It's true, isn't it?"

"Yes."

"Then there isn't anything to say."

"I just wanted to explain to you how it happened. Before
| nmet you,

Jan and | were al nbst engaged. And when | saw her again |

| knew t hat
| still |oved her."

"I understand, diver. CGoodbye."
Five mnutes later, Leslie's secretary buzzed her.

"There's a
t el ephone call for you on line one, Mss Stewart."

"I don't want to talk to "

"I't's Senator Davis."

The father of the bride. What does he want with me?
Lesl i e wonder ed.

She picked up the tel ephone.

A deep southern voice said, "Mss Stewart ?"

n Yes. n

"This is Todd Davis. | think you and |I shoul d have a
little talk."”



She hesitated. "Senator, | don't know what we

“I'"l'l pick you up in one hour." The |line went dead.
Exactly one hour later, a linobusine pulled up in front of
the office

bui |l di ng where Leslie worked. A chauffeur opened the car
door for

Leslie. Senator Davis was in the backseat. He was a

di stingui shed-1ooking man with flowng white hair and a
smal |, neat

nmust ache. He had the face of a patriarch. Even in the
fall he was

dressed in his trademark white suit and white

br oad- bri mred | eghorn

hat. He was a classic figure froman earlier century, an
ol d- f ashi oned

sout hern gent| eman.

As Leslie got into the car, Senator Davis said, "You're a
beaut i f ul
young wonman. "

"Thank you," she said stiffly.

The |inmousine started off.

"I didn't nmean just physically, Mss Stewart. |'ve been
heari ng about

t he manner in which you've been handling this whole sordid
matter. It

must be very distressing for you. | couldn't believe the
news when |

heard it." Hs voice filled with anger. "Watever

happened to good

ol d-fashioned norality? To tell you the truth, I'm

di sgusted with

Aiver for treating you so shabbily. And I'mfurious with
Jan for

marrying him In a way, | feel guilty, because she's ny
daughter. They
deserve each other.'

H s voice was choked with enoti on.

They rode in silence for a while. Wen Leslie finally



spoke, she said,

"I know Aiver. I'msure he didn't nean to hurt ne. Wat
happened. . .
j ust happened. | want only the best for him He deserves
that, and |

woul dn't do anything to stand in his way."

"That's very gracious of you." He studied her a nonent.
"You really
are a remarkabl e young | ady. "

The |inmousine had cone to a stop. Leslie |ooked out the
wi ndow. They

had reached Paris Pi ke, at the Kentucky Horse Center.
There were nore

than a hundred horse farnms in and around Lexington, and
the | argest of

t hem was owned by Senator Davis. As far as the eye could
see were

white plank fences, white paddocks with red trim and
rolling Kentucky

bl uegr ass.

Leslie and Senator Davis stepped out of the car and wal ked
over to the

fence surrounding the racetrack. They stood there a few
nonment s,

wat chi ng the beautiful animls working out.

Senator Davis turned to Leslie. "I"'ma sinple man," he
said quietly.

"Oh, | know how that must sound to you, but it's the
truth. I was born

here, and | could spend the rest of ny life here. There's
no place in

the world like it. Just |ook around you, Mss Stewart.
This is as

cl ose as we may ever cone to heaven. Can you blanme ne for
not wanti ng

to leave all this? Mark Twain said that when the world
came to an end,

he wanted to be in Kentucky, because it's always a good
twenty years

behind. | have to spend half ny life in WAashi ngton, and |



| oat he
it."

"Then why do you do it?"

"Because | have a sense of obligation. Qur people voted
me into the

Senate, and until they vote nme out, I'I|l be there trying
to do the best
job I can."™ He abruptly changed the subject. "I want you

to know how
much | admre your sentinents and the way you' ve behaved.
I f you had

been nasty about this, | suppose it could have created
guite a scandal .
As it is, well I'd like to show nmy appreciation.”

Leslie | ooked at him

"I thought that perhaps you would Iike to get away for a
whil e, take a

little trip abroad, spend sone tine traveling. Naturally,
I'd pick up

all the "

"Pl ease don't do this."

"I was only "

"I know. | haven't net your daughter, Senator Davis, but
If Aiver

| oves her, she nust be very special. | hope they'll be
happy. "

He said awkwardly, "I think you should know they're com ng

back here to

get married again. In Paris, it was a civil cerenony, but
Jan wants a

church weddi ng here."

It was a stab in the heart. "I see. Al right. They
have nothing to
worry about."



"Thank you."

The weddi ng took place two weeks later, in the Calvary
Chapel church

where Leslie and Aiver were to have been married. The
church was

packed.

A iver Russell, Jan, and Senator Todd Davis were standing
before the

mnister at the altar. Jan Davis was an attractive
brunette, with an

I nposing figure and an aristocratic air.

The minister was nearing the end of the cerenony. "CGod
meant for man

and wonman to be united in holy matrinony, and as you go
t hrough life

together..."

The church door opened, and Leslie Stewart wal ked in. She
stood at the
back for a nonent, listening, then noved to the | ast pew,
where she
remai ned standi ng.
The m ni ster was saying, "
coupl e shoul d
not be united in holy matrinony, |et himspeak now or
forever hold his

" He glanced up and saw Leslie.

so if anyone knows why this

hol d his peace."”

Al nost involuntarily, heads began to turn in Leslie's

di rection.

Wi spers began to sweep through the crowd. Peopl e sensed
t hat they

were about to witness a dramatic scene, and the church
filled with

sudden tensi on.

The mnister waited a nonent, then nervously cleared his
throat. "Then,

by the power vested in ne, | now pronounce you nan and
wi fe." There was



a note of deep relief in his voice. "You may kiss the
bride."

When the minister | ooked up again, Leslie was gone.
The final note in Leslie Stewart's diary read:

Dear Diary: It was a beautiful wedding. AQiver's bride is
very pretty.

She wore a lovely white | ace-and-satin wedding gown with a
hal ter top

and a bolero jacket. Aiver |ooked nore handsone than
ever. He seened

very happy. |'m pl eased.

Because before I'"'mfinished with him |'mgoing to nake
hi mw sh he had
never been born.

Two.

It was Senator Todd Davis who had arranged the
reconciliation of Aiver

Russel | and his daughter. Todd Davis was a w dower. A
mul ti

billionaire the senator owned tobacco plantations, coal
m nes, oil

fields in Cklahoma and Al aska, and a worl d-class racing
stable. As

Senate majority | eader, he was one of the nost powerful
men in

Washi ngton, and was serving his fifth term He was a nman
with a sinple

phi | osophy: Never forget a favor, never forgive a slight.
He prided

hi nsel f on picking wnners, both at the track and in
politics, and

early on he had spotted Aiver Russell as a coner. The
fact that

Aiver mght marry his daughter was an unexpected pl us,
until, of

course, Jan foolishly called it off. Wen the senator
heard the news

of the inpendi ng weddi ng between Aiver Russell and Leslie



Stewart, he
found it disturbing. Very disturbing.

Senator Davis had first nmet Aiver Russell when Qiver
handl ed a | egal

matter for him Senator Davis was inpressed. diver was
intelligent,

handsone, and articulate, with a boyish charmthat drew
people to him

The senator arranged to have lunch with Adiver on a
regul ar basis, and

A iver had no idea how carefully he was bei ng assessed. A
nonth after

meeting Aiver, Senator Davis sent for Peter Tager. "I
think we' ve

found our next governor.'
had grown up in
areligious famly. H's father was a history teacher and
hi s not her

was a housew fe, and they were devout churchgoers. Wen
Pet er Tager

was el even, he had been traveling in a car with his
parents and younger

brot her when the brakes of the car failed. There had been
a deadly

accident. The only one who survived was Peter, who | ost
an eye. Peter

bel i eved that Goo had spared himso that he could spread
Hi s word.

Pet er Tager understood the dynam cs of politics better

t han anyone

Senator Davis had ever net. Tager knew where the votes
were and how to

get them He had an uncanny sense of what the public
wanted to hear

and what it had gotten tired of hearing. But even nore

| nportant to

Senator Davis was the fact that Peter Tager was a man he
could trust, a

man of integrity. People Iiked him The black eye patch
he wore gave

hi m a dashing | ook. What mattered to Tager nore than
anything in the

world was his famly. The senator had never net a man so

Tager was an earnest nman who



deeply proud
of his wife and chil dren.

When Senator Davis first net him Peter Tager had been
cont enpl ati ng
going into the mnistry.

"So many peopl e need help, Senator. | want to do what |
can."

But Senator Davis had tal ked himout of the idea. "Think
of how many

nore people you can help by working for ne in the Senate
of the United

States."” It had been a felicitous choice. Tager knew how
to get

t hi ngs done.

"The man | have in mnd to run for governor is Aiver
Russel | . "

"The attorney?"

"Yes. He's a natural. | have a hunch if we get behind
him he can't
m ss."

"Sounds interesting, Senator."

The two of them began to discuss it.

Senator Davis spoke to Jan about Aiver Russell. "The boy
has a hot

future, honey." "He has a hot past, too, Father. He's

t he bi ggest

wolf in town." "Now, darling, you nustn't listen to
gossi p. |'ve

invited Aiver to dinner here Friday."

The di nner Friday evening went well. diver was charm ng,
and in spite

of herself, Jan found herself warm ng to him The senator
sat at his

pl ace watchi ng them asking questions that brought out the



best in
Aiver.

At the end of the evening, Jan invited Aiver to a dinner
party the
following Saturday. "I'd be delighted."

From that night on, they started seeing only each other.

"They'|l|l be getting married soon," the senator predicted
to Peter
Tager. "It's tinme we got Aiver's canpaign rolling."

Aiver was summoned to a neeting at Senator Davis's
office. "I want to
ask you a question,
like to be the
governor of Kentucky?" diver |ooked at himin surprise.
"I 1 haven't

t hought about it." "Well, Peter Tager and | have.

There's an el ection

com ng up next year. That gives us nore than enough tine
to build you

up, let people know who you are. Wth us behind you, you
can't |ose."

And Aiver knew it was true. Senator Davis was a powerful
man, in

control of a well-oiled political nmachine, a machine that
could create

nyt hs or destroy anyone who got in its way. "You' d have
to be totally

commtted," the senator warned. "I would be."

the senator said. "How would you

"I have sonme even better news for you, son. As far as |I'm
concer ned,

this is only the first step. You serve a termor two as
governor, and

| prom se you we'll nove you into the White House."

A iver swallowed. "Are are you serious?"
"I don't joke about things like this. | don't have to

tell you that
this is the age of television. You have sonething that



noney can't buy

charisma. People are drawn to you. You genuinely I|ike
people, and it

shows. It's the same quality Jack Kennedy had."

“I 1 don't know what to say, Todd."

"You don't have to say anything. | have to return to
Washi ngt on
tonorrow, but when | get back, we'll go to work."

A few weeks later, the canpaign for the office of governor
began.

Bill boards with Aiver's picture flooded the state. He
appear ed on

television and at rallies and political sem nars. Peter
Tager had his

own private polls that showed Aiver's popularity

I ncreasi ng each week.

"He's up another five points," he told the senator. "He's
only ten

poi nts behind the governor, and we've still got plenty of
time left. In

anot her few weeks, they should be neck and neck." Senat or
Davi s

nodded. "diver's going to win. No question about it."

Todd Davis and Jan were havi ng breakfast. "Has our boy
proposed to you
yet ?"

Jan smled. "He hasn't cone right out and asked ne, but
he's been
hi nti ng around. ™"

"Well, don't et himhint too long. | want you to be
marri ed before he

beconmes governor. It will play better if the governor has
a wfe."

Jan put her arns around her father. "I'mso glad you

brought himinto
ny life. I'"mmad about him"



The senator beaned. "As |ong as he nakes you happy, |I'm
happy. "

Everyt hi ng was goi ng perfectly.

The foll ow ng eveni ng, when Senator Davis cane honme, Jan
was in her

room packing, her face stained with tears. He | ooked at
her,

concerned. "What's going on, baby?" "I'mgetting out of
here. |

never want to see Aiver again as long as | live!" "Whoal
Hol d on

there. Wat are you tal king about?" She turned to him
"I"mtal king

about Aiver." Her tone was bitter. "He spent |ast night

in a not el

with ny best friend. She couldn't wait to call and tell
ne what a

wonderful |over he was." The senator stood there in
shock. "Coul dn't

she have been just ?" "No. | called Aiver. He he
couldn't deny it.
|'ve decided to leave. I'"'mgoing to Paris."

"Are you sure you're doing ?"
“I"'mpositive."

And t he next norning Jan was gone.

The senator sent for Aiver. "I'mdi sappointed in you,
son." diver

took a deep breath. "I'm sorry about what happened, Todd.
It was it

was just one of those things. | had a few drinks and this
wonman cane

on to ne and well, it was hard to say no." "I can

under stand t hat,"

the senator said synpathetically. "After all, you're a

man, right?"
Aiver smled inrelief. "Right. It won't happen again,
| can assure

"It's too bad, though. You would have nade a fine



governor." The

bl ood drained fromdiver's face. "Wat what are you
sayi ng, Todd?"

"Well, diver, it wouldn't look right if | supported you
now, would it?

| nmean, when you think about Jan's feelings " "Wat does
t he
governorship have to do with Jan?" "I|'ve been telling

everybody t hat

there was a good chance that the next governor was goi ng
to be ny

son-in-law. But since you' re not going to be ny
son-in-law, well, 1"l

just have to nmake new plans, won't |?" "Be reasonabl e,
Todd. You

can't " Senator Davis's smle faded. "Never tell nme what
| can or

can't do, diver. | can nmake you and I can break you!"
He sm | ed
again. "But don't m sunderstand ne. No hard feelings. |
wi sh you

only the best."

Aiver sat there, silent for a nonent. "l see. He rose
to his feet.

"I I"'msorry about all this."
"I am too, Aiver. | really am"

Wen Aiver left, the senator called in Peter Tager.
"We' re dropping

t he canpaign.”

"Dropping it? Why? It's in the bag. The latest polls "
"Just do as |

tell you. Cancel all of diver's appearances.

As far as we're concerned, he's out of the race.”

Two weeks later, the polls began to show a drop in diver
Russel | ' s

ratings. The billboards started to di sappear, and the
radi o and

tel evi sion ads had been cancel ed.



"Governor Addison is beginning to pick up ratings in the
polls. If

we're going to find a new candi date, we'd better hurry,"
Pet er Tager

sai d.

The senator was thoughtful. "W have plenty of tine.
Let's play this

out."

It was a few days later that Aiver Russell went to the

Bail ey &
Tonki ns agency to ask themto handl e his canpaign. Jim
Bai | ey

i ntroduced himto Leslie, and AQiver was imredi ately taken
w th her.

She was not only beautiful, she was intelligent and

synpat heti ¢ and

believed in him He had sonetines felt a certain

al oof ness in Jan, but

he had overlooked it. Wth Leslie, it was conpletely
different. She

was warm and sensitive, and it had been natural to fall in
| ove with

her. Fromtine to time, diver thought about what he had

| ost. "

this is only the first step. You serve a termor two as
governor, and

| prom se you we'll nove you into the Wite House."

The hell with it. | can be happy w thout any of that,
A iver persuaded

hi msel f. But occasionally, he could not hel p thinking
about the good

t hi ngs he m ght have acconpli shed.

Wth diver's wedding i mmnent, Senator Davis had sent for
Tager.

"Peter, we have a problem W can't let diver Russel
throw away his

career by marrying a nobody." Peter Tager frowned. "I
don't know what

you can do about it now, Senator. The wedding is al



set." Senat or

Davi s was thoughtful for a nonent. "The race hasn't been
run yet, has

it?" He tel ephoned his daughter in Paris. "Jan, | have
some terrible

news for you. diver is getting married." There was a

| ong sil ence.

"I 1 heard." "The sad part is that he doesn't love this
woman. He

told me he's marrying her on the rebound because you | eft
him He's

still inlove with you." "Did diver say that?"
"Absolutely. It's a

terrible thing he's doing to hinself.

And, in a way, you're forcing himto do it, baby. Wen
you ran out on

him he just fell apart.”

"Father, | | had no idea."

"“I've never seen a nore unhappy man."

"I don't know what to say."

"Do you still |ove hin®"

“I'"l'l always love him | made a terrible m stake."
"Well, then, nmaybe it's not too |late."

"But he's getting married."

"Honey, why don't we just wait and see what happens?
Maybe he' Il cone

to his senses.”

When Senat or Davis hung up, Peter Tager said, "Wat are
you up to,

Senat or ?"

"Me?" Senator Davis said innocently. "Nothing. Just

putting a few
pi eces back together, where they belong. | think I'l]



have a little
talk wwth diver."

That afternoon, diver Russell was in Senator Davis's
office. "It's

good to see you, Aiver. Thank you for dropping by.
You' re | ooki ng

very well." "Thank you, Todd. So are you." "Well, I'm
getting on,

but | do the best I can." "You asked to see ne, Todd?"
"Yes, diver.

Sit down." diver took a chair. "I want you to help ne

out with a

| egal problemI|'mhaving in Paris. One of ny conpanies
over there is

i n trouble.

There's a stockhol ders' neeting comng up. I'd |like you
to be there

for it." "lI'"ll be glad to. When is the neeting? |'|
check ny

calendar and " "I'mafraid you' d have to | eave this
afternoon.” diver

stared at him "This afternoon?" "I hate to give you
such short

notice, but | just heard about it. My plane's waiting at
the airport.

Can you nmanage it? It's inportant to ne.

Adiver was

t hought f ul .

“I''l'l try to work it out, sonehow. " "I appreciate that,
Aiver.

knew | could count on you." He |eaned forward. "I'mreal
unhappy

about what's been happening to you. Have you seen the
| at est pol | s?"

He sighed. "I'mafraid you' re way down." "I know. " "I
woul dn"t m nd

so nmuch, but..." He stopped. "But ?" "You'd have nade a
fine

governor. In fact, your future couldn't have been
brighter. You would

have had noney... power. Let ne tell you sonething about
noney and

power, QAiver. Mney doesn't care who owns it. A bum can



wnit in a

| ottery, or a dunce can inherit it, or soneone can get it
by hol di ng up

a bank. But power that's sonething different. To have
power is to own

the world. If you were governor of this state, you could
affect the

| ives of everybody living here. You could get bills
passed t hat woul d

hel p t he people, and you' d have the power to veto bills
t hat could harm

them | once prom sed you that soneday you coul d be
Presi dent of the

Uni ted
States. Well, | neant it, and you could have been. And
t hi nk about

that power, diver, to be the nost inportant man in the
wor | d, running

the nmost powerful country in the world. That's sonething
wort h

dream ng about, isn't it? Just think about it." He
repeated slowy,

"The nost powerful man in the world."” diver was

| i steni ng, wonderi ng

where the conversation was | eading. As though in answer
to diver's

unspoken question, the senator said, "And you let all that

get away,

for a piece of pussy. | thought you were smarter than
that, son."

Aiver waited. Senator Davis said casually, "I talked to
Jan this

norning. She's in Paris, at the Ritz. Wen | told her
you were

getting married well, she just broke down and sobbed." "I
' msorry,

Todd. | really am" The senator sighed. "It's just a
shanme that you

two couldn't get together again." "Todd, |'mgetting
married next

week." "I know. And | wouldn't interfere with that for
anything in

the world. | suppose I'mjust an old sentinentalist, but



to ne
marriage is the nost sacred thing on earth. You have ny

bl essi ng,

Qiver." "l appreciate that."” "I know you do." The
senat or | ooked at

his watch. "Well, you'll want to go hone and pack. The
background and

details of the neeting wll be faxed to you in Paris."
A iver rose.

"Right. And don't worry. |I'Il take care of things over
there." "I'm

sure you will. By the way, |'ve booked you in at the
Ritz."

On Senator Davis's |uxurious Challenger, flying to Paris,
aiver

t hought about his conversation with the senator. "You'd
have nmade a

fine governor. In fact, your future couldn't have been
brighter, ...

Let me tell you sonething about noney and power,
Aiver.... To have

power is to owm the world. If you were governor of this
state, you

could affect the lives of everybody living here. You
could get bills

passed that would help the people, and you could veto
bills that m ght

harm t hem "

But | don't need that power, Oiver reassured hinself.
No. I'm

getting married to a wonderful woman. We'l|l neke each
ot her happy.

Very happy.

Wen Aiver arrived at the Trans Air Execujet base at Le
Bour get

Airport in Paris, there was a |inousine waiting for him
"Were to,

M. Russell?" the chauffeur asked. "By the way, |'ve
booked you in at

the Ritz." Jan was at the Rtz. It would be smarter,



A iver thought,

If | stayed at a different hotel the Plaza-Athen6e or the
Meurice. The

chauffeur was | ooking at himexpectantly. "The Ritz,"
diver said.

The | east he could do was to apol ogi ze to Jan.

He tel ephoned her fromthe I obby. "It's AQiver. I'min
Paris."

"I know, " Jan said. "Father called ne."

"I mdownstairs. |I'd like to say hello if you "
mn Cone up. [1]
VWhen A iver walked into Jan's suite, he was still not sure

what he was
goi ng to say.

Jan was waiting for himat the door. She stood there a
nmoment ,

smling, then threw her arnms around himand held him
cl ose. "Fat her

told me you were comng here. I'mso glad!"

A iver stood there, at a loss. He was going to have to
tell her about

Leslie, but he had to find the right words. I'msorry
about what

happened with us.... | never neant to hurt you.... |'ve
fallen in | ove

Wi th soneone else.... but I'll always... "I | have to tel
you

sonet hing," he said awkwardly. "The fact is ..." And as
he | ooked at

Jan, he thought of her father's words. "I once prom sed

you that sone

day you could be President of the United States. Well, |
meant it....

And t hink about that power, Oiver, to be the nost

I mportant man in the

wor |l d, running the nost powerful country in the world.
That's



sonet hi ng worth dream ng about, isn't it?"
"Yes, darling?"

And the words poured out as though they had a |life of
their own. "I

made a terrible mstake, Jan. | was a bloody fool. |
| ove you. |

want to marry you."

“diver!"

AA

"WIIl you marry ne?"

There was no hesitation. "Yes. Ch, yes, ny |ove!"

He picked her up and carried her into the bedroom and
nonments | ater

they were in bed, naked, and Jan was sayi ng, "You don't
know how nuch

|'ve m ssed you, darling."

"1 must have been out of ny mnd..

Jan pressed close to his naked body and nbaned. "OCh!
This feels so

wonder ful . "

"It's because we bel ong together.™
tell your

father the news."

Adiver sat up. "Let's

She | ooked at him surprised. "Now?"

"Yes."

And |'mgoing to have to tell Leslie.

Fifteen mnutes |later Jan was speaking to her father.
"Adiver and |

are going to be married." "That's wonderful news, Jan. |
couldn't be



nore surprised or delighted. By the way, the mayor of
Paris is an old

friend of mne. He's expecting your call. He'll marry
you there. 1'11
make sure everything's arranged.” "But " "Put diver on."

"Just a

m nute, Father." Jan held out the phone to Aiver. "He
wants to talk

to you." Aiver picked up the phone. "Todd?" "Well, ny
boy, you've

made ne very happy. You've done the right thing."

"Thank you. | feel the sane way."

“I"marranging for you and Jan to be nmarried in Paris.
And when you

come hone, you'll have a big church wedding here. At the
Cal vary

Chapel . "

A iver frowed. "The Calvary Chapel? | | don't think
that's a good
| dea, Todd. That's where Leslie and I... Wiy don't we ?"

Senat or Davis's voice was cold. "You enbarrassed ny
daughter, diver,

and |'msure you want to make up for that. Am1 right?"

There was a | ong pause. "Yes, Todd. O course."”

"Thank you, Aiver. |I look forward to seeing you in a few
days. W
have a ot to talk about... governor...."

The Paris wedding was a brief civil cerenony in the
mayor's office.

When it was over, Jan | ooked at Aiver and said, "Father
wants to give

us a church wedding at the Cal vary Chapel ."

A iver hesitated, thinking about Leslie and what it woul d
do to her.

But he had cone too far to back down now. "Watever he
wants. "



A iver could not get Leslie out of his mnd. She had done
nothing to

deserve what he had done to her. I'Il call her and

expl ain. But each

time he picked up the tel ephone, he thought: How can
expl ai n? \Wat

can | tell her? And he had no answer. He had finally
gotten up the

nerve to call her, but the press had gotten to her first,
and he had

felt worse afterward.

The day after Aiver and Jan returned to Lexington,
AQiver's election

canpai gn went back into high gear. Peter Tager had set
all the wheels

in notion, and Aiver becane ubi quitous again on
television and radio

and in the newspapers. He spoke to a |large crowd at the
Kent ucky

Ki ngdom Thrill Park and headed a rally at the Toyota Mot or
Plant in

Georgetown. He spoke at the twenty-thousand-square-f oot
mall in

Lancaster. And that was only the begi nning.

Pet er Tager arranged for a canpaign bus to take Qi ver
around the

state. The bus toured from Georgetown down to Stanford
and st opped at

Frankfort... Versailles ... Wnchester ... Louisville.

A iver spoke at

t he Kentucky Fairground and at the Exposition Center. In
Aiver's

honor, they served burgoo, the traditional Kentucky stew
made of

chi cken, veal, beef, lanb, pork, and a variety of fresh
veget abl es

cooked in a big kettle over an open fire.

AQiver's ratings kept going up. The only interruption in
t he canpai gn
had been diver's weddi ng. He had seen Leslie at the back



of the

church, and he had had an uneasy feeling. He tal ked about
it with

Peter Tager. "You don't think Leslie would try to do
anything to hurt

me, do you?" "OF course not. And even if she wanted to,
what coul d

she do? Forget her."

A iver knew that Tager was right. Things were noving

al ong

beautifully. There was no reason to worry. Nothing could
stop him

now. Not hi ng.

On election night, Leslie Stewart sat alone in her
apartnent in front

of her television set, watching the returns. Precinct by
preci nct,

Aiver's |lead kept nmounting. Finally, at five m nutes
bef ore m dni ght,

CGover nor Addi son appeared on television to nmake his
concessi on speech.

Leslie turned off the set. She stood up and took a deep
breat h. Wep

no nore, ny |lady, Oh, weep no nore today! W will sing
one song for

the old Kentucky honme, For the old Kentucky hone far away.
It was

tinme.

Thr ee.

Senator Todd Davis was having a busy norning. He had
flown into

Louisville fromthe capital for the day, to attend a sale
of

Thor oughbreds. "You have to keep up the bl oodlines,"” he
told Peter

Tager, as they sat watching the spl endi d-1ooking horses
being led in

and out of the large arena. "That's what counts, Peter.”
A beauti ful

mare was being led into the center of the ring. "That's



Sail Away, "

Senator Davis said. "I want her." The bidding was
spirited, but ten

mnutes |ater, when it was over, Sail Away bel onged to
Senat or Davi s.

The cel l ul ar phone rang. Peter Tager answered it. "Yes?"
He |istened

a nmonent, then turned to the senator. "Do you want to
talk to Leslie

St ewart ?"

Senator Davis frowned. He hesitated a nonent, then took
t he phone from

Tager. "M ss Stewart?" "I'msorry to bother you, Senator
Davi s, but |

wonder if | could see you? | need a favor." "Well, I'm
flying back to

Washi ngton tonight, so " "I could cone and neet you. It's
real ly

I nportant." Senator Davis hesitated a nmonent. "Well, if
it's that

i nportant, | can certainly acconmodate you, young | ady.
"1l be

| eaving for ny farmin a few mnutes. Do you want to neet
me t here?"

"That wll be fine." "I'll see you in an hour." "Thank
you." Davis

pressed the END button and turned to Tager. "I was w ong
about her. |

t hought she was smarter than that. She shoul d have asked
me for noney

before Jan and A iver got married." He was thoughtful for
a nonent,

then his face broke into a slowgrin. "I'lIl be a son of a
bitch."
"What is it, Senator?" "I just figured out what this

urgency is al

about. Mss Stewart has discovered that she's pregnant
with AQiver's

baby and she's going to need a little financial help.
It's the ol dest

con gane in the world."

One hour later, Leslie was driving onto the grounds of



Dutch Hill, the

senator's farm A guard was waiting outside the main
house. "M ss
Stewart?" "Yes.'
way, please."

He showed Leslie inside, along a wide corridor that led to
a | arge

paneled |ibrary cramed wth books. Senator Davis was at
hi s desk,

t humbi ng t hrough a vol une. He | ooked up and rose as

Leslie entered.

"It's good to see you, ny dear. Sit down, please."

Leslie took a

seat. The senator held up his book. "This is fascinating.
It lists

the name of every Kentucky Derby wi nner fromthe first
derby to the

| atest. Do you know who the first Kentucky Derby w nner
was?" "No."

"Aristides, in 1875. But |'msure you didn't cone here to
di scuss

horses." He put the book down. "You said you wanted a
favor." He

wonder ed how she was going to phrase it. | just found out
I"mgoing to

have A iver's baby, and | don't know what to do.... |

don't want to

“Senator Davis is expecting you. This

cause a scandal, but... I'mwlling to raise the baby, but
| don't have
enough noney.... "Do you know Henry Chanbers?" Leslie

asked. Senat or

Davi s blinked, caught conpletely off guard. "Do | Henry?
Yes, | do.

VWhy?" "I woul d appreciate it very nmuch if you would give
me an

I ntroduction to him"

Senator Davis | ooked at her, hastily reorgani zing his
t houghts. "Is
that the favor? You want to neet Henry Chanbers?"

n YeS. n

"I" mafraid he's not here anynore, Mss Stewart. He's



living in
Phoeni x, Arizona."

"I know. I'mleaving for Phoenix in the norning. |
t hought it would
be nice if | knew soneone there."

Senator Davis studied her a nmonent. H's instinct told him
that there
was somet hi ng going on that he did not understand.

He phrased his next question cautiously. "Do you know
anyt hi ng about

Henry Chanbers?"

“"No. Only that he cones from Kentucky."

He sat there, making up his mnd. She's a beautiful | ady,
he thought.

Henry will owe ne a favor. "I'lIl make a call.™

Five mnutes |ater, he was speaking to Henry Chanbers.

"Henry, it's Todd. You'll be sorry to know that | bought
Sai | Away

this norning. | know you had your eye on her." He

| i stened a nonent,

then laughed. "I'll bet you did. | hear you just got
anot her divorce.

Too bad. | |iked Jessica."

Leslie |istened as the conversation went on for a few nore
m nut es.

Then Senator Davis said, "Henry, I'mgoing to do you a
good turn. A

friend of mne is arriving in Phoenix tonorrow, and she
doesn't know a

soul there. | would appreciate it if you would keep an
eye on her....

What does she | ook |ike?" He | ooked over at Leslie and
smled. "She's

not too bad-| ooking. Just don't get any ideas."

He |istened a nonent, then turned back to Leslie. "Wat



ti me does your
pl ane get in?"

“At two-fifty. Delta flight 159."

The senator repeated the information into the phone. "Her
name is

Leslie Stewart. You'll thank ne for this. You take care
now, Henry.

"1l be in touch."” He replaced the receiver.

"Thank you," Leslie said.
"I's there anything else I can do for you?"
"No. That's all | need.”

Why? What the hell does Leslie Stewart want with Henry
Chanber s?

The public fiasco with Adiver Russell had been a hundred
ti mes worse

than anything Leslie could have imagined. It was a
never - endi ng

ni ght mare. Everywhere Leslie went there were the

whi spers: "She's the

one. He practically jilted her at the altar " "I'm
savi ng ny weddi ng
invitation as a souvenir...." "I wonder what she's going

to do with

her weddi ng gown?. ..
pai n, and the
hum | i ati on was unbearabl e. She woul d never trust a man
agai n. Never.

Her only consol ati on was that sonehow, soneday, she was
goi ng to nmake

A iver Russell pay for the unforgivable thing he had done
to her. She

had no idea how Wth Senator Davis behind him diver
woul d have

noney and power. Then | have to find a way to have nore
noney and nore

power, Leslie thought. But how? How?

The public gossip fueled Leslie's



The inauguration took place in the garden of the state
capitol in

Frankfort, near the exquisite thirty-four-foot floral
cl ock.

Jan stood at diver's side, proudly watching her handsone
husband bei ng
sworn in as governor of Kentucky.

If diver behaved hinself, the next stop was the Wite
House, her

father had assured her. And Jan intended to do everything
I n her power

to see that nothing went wong. Nothing.

After the cerenony, Aiver and his father-in-law were
seated in the

pal atial library of the Executive Mansion, a beautiful
bui | di ng nodel ed

after the Petit Trianon, Marie Antoinette's villa near the
pal ace of

Versailles. Senator Todd Davis | ooked around the

| uxurious room and

nodded in satisfaction. "You're going to do fine here,

son. Just

fine." "I owe it all to you," Aiver said warmy. "I
won't forget

that." Senator Davis waved a hand in dismssal. "Don't
give it a

t hought, diver. You're here because you deserve to be.
Ch, maybe |

hel ped push things along a wee bit. But this is just the
begi nni ng.

|'ve been in politics a long tine, son, and there are a
few things |'ve

| ear ned. "

He | ooked over at Aiver, waiting, and diver said
dutifully, "I'"d | ove

to hear them Todd." "You see, people have got it wong.
It's not who
you know," Senator Davis explained, "it's what you know

about who you
know. Everybody's got a little skeleton buried sonewhere.



Al you

have to do is dig it up, and you'll be surprised how gl ad
they'Il be to

hel p you with whatever you need. | happen to know t hat
there's a

congressman i n Washi ngt on who once spent a year in a

ment al

Institution. A representative fromup North served tine
in areform

school for stealing. Well, you can see what it would do
to their

careers if word ever got out. But it's grist for our
mills." The

senat or opened an expensive | eather briefcase and took out
a sheaf of

papers and handed themto Oiver. "These are the people
you' Il be

dealing with here in Kentucky. They're powerful nen and
wonen, but

they all have Achilles' heels.” He grinned. "The nayor
has an

Achilles' high heel. He's a transvestite.
scanni ng the

papers, Ww de-eyed. "You keep those | ocked up, you hear?
That's pure

gold."” "Don't worry, Todd. I'll be careful." "And, son
don't put too

much pressure on those peopl e when you need sonething from
them Don't

break themjust bend thema little." He studied Aiver a
nonent. " How

are you and Jan getting along?" "Geat," diver said
quickly. It was

true, in a sense. As far as Oiver was concerned, it was

a marriage of

conveni ence, and he was careful to see that he did nothing
to disrupt

It. He would never forget what his earlier indiscretion
had al nost

cost him

Adiver was

"That's fine. Jan's happiness is very inportant to ne."
It was a
war ni ng.



"For nme, as well,"” diver said.
"By the way, how do you |ike Peter Tager?"
A iver said enthusiastically, "I like hima lot. He's

been a
trenendous help to ne."

Senator Davis nodded. "I'mglad to hear that. You won't
find anyone
better. I"'mgoing to lend himto you, Aiver. He can

snooth a | ot of
pat hs for you."

Aiver grinned. "Geat. | really appreciate that."
Senator Davis rose. "Well, | have to get back to
Washi ngton. You | et

me know i f you need anything."

"Thanks, Todd. | will."

On the Sunday after his neeting with Senator Davis, diver
tried to

find Peter Tager. "He's in church, Governor." "Right. |
forgot.

I'll see himtonorrow. " Peter Tager went to church every
Sunday with

his famly, and attended a two-hour prayer neeting three
times a week.

In a way, Aiver envied him He's probably the only truly
happy man

|'ve ever known, he thought. On Monday norni ng, Tager
came into

Qiver's office. "You wanted to see ne, diver?" "I need
a favor.

It's personal."”

Pet er nodded. "Anything | can do." "I need an
apartnent." Tager

gl anced around the |arge roomin nock disbelief. "This
place is too

smal |l for you, Governor?" "No." diver |ooked into



Tager's one good

eye. "Sonetines | have private neetings at night. They
have to be

di screet. You know what | nean?" There was an
unconf ort abl e pause.

"Yes." "I want soneplace away fromthe center of town.
Can you handl e

that for me?" "I guess so." "This is just between us, of
course. "

Pet er Tager nodded, unhappily. One hour |ater, Tager

t el ephoned

Senator Davis in Washington. "Oiver asked ne to rent an
apartnent for

him Senator. Sonething discreet.” "Did he now? Wl I,
he's | earni ng,

Peter. He's learning. Do it. Just make dammed sure Jan
never hears

about it." The senator was thoughtful for a nonment. "Find
hi ma pl ace

out in Indian Hlls. Someplace wwth a private entrance."
"But it's

not right for himto " "Peter just do it."

Four .

The solution to Leslie's problemhad cone in two disparate
itens in the

Lexi ngton Heral d-Leader. The first was a long, flattering
editori al

prai sing Governor A iver Russell. The last line read,
"None of us here
I n Kentucky who knows himw || be surprised when one day

A iver Russel

becones President of the United States.” The itemon the
next page

read: "Henry Chanbers, a forner Lexington resident, whose
hor se

Li ght ni ng won the Kentucky Derby five years ago, and
Jessica, his third

wi fe, have divorced. Chanbers, who now |lives in Phoeni x,
s the owner

and publisher of the Phoenix Star." The power of the
press. That was

real power. Katharine G aham and her Washi ngton Post had



destroyed a
president. And that was when the idea jelled.

Leslie had spent the next two days doi ng research on Henry
Chanbers.

The Internet had sone interesting information on him
Chanbers was a

fifty-five-year-old philanthropi st who had inherited a
t obacco fortune

and had devoted nost of his life to giving it away. But
it was not his

noney that interested Leslie. It was the fact that he
owned a

newspaper and that he had just gotten a divorce.

Hal f an hour after her neeting with Senator Davis, Leslie
wal ked into
JimBailey's office. "I'mleaving, Jim"

He | ooked at her synpathetically. "OF course. You need a

vacati on.
When you cone back, we can "

"I'"'m not com ng back."

"What? | | don't want you to go, Leslie. Running away
won't solve "

“I'"'mnot running away."
"You' ve made up your m nd?"
n YeS. n

"We're going to hate to | ose you. Wien do you want to
| eave?"

"I"ve already left."

Leslie Stewart had given a | ot of thought to the various
ways in which

she coul d neet Henry Chanbers. There were endless fin
possibilities,

but she di scarded them one by one. What she had in m nd



had to be

pl anned very carefully. And then she had thought of
Senat or Davi s.

Davi s and Chanbers had the sane background, traveled in
t he sane

circles. The two nen would certainly know each ot her.
That was when

Leslie had decided to call the senator.

When Leslie arrived at Sky Harbor Airport in Phoenix, on
an i npul se,

she wal ked over to the newsstand in the term nal. She
bought a copy of

t he Phoeni x Star and scanned it. No |uck. She bought the
Ari zona

Republic, and then the Phoeni x Gazette, and there it was,
t he

astrol ogical colum by Zoltaire. Not that | believe in
astrology, I'm

much too intelligent for that nonsense. But... FOR LEO
(JULY 23RD TO

AUGUST 22ND). JUPITER is JO NI NG YOUR SUN. ROVANTI C
PLANS MADE NOW

W LL BE FULFI LLED. EXCELLENT PROSPECTS FOR THE FUTURE
PROCEED

CAUTI QUSLY. There was a chauffeur and |inousine waiting
for her at the

curb. "Mss Stewart?" "Yes." "M . Chanbers sends his
regards and

asked ne to take you to your hotel." "That's very kind of
him"

Lesli e was di sappoi nted. She had hoped that he would cone
to neet her
hi nsel f.

"M. Chanbers would |ike to know whether you are free to
join himfor

di nner this evening." Better. Mich better. "Pl ease tel
him !l would

be delighted."

At eight o'clock that evening, Leslie was dining with



Henry Chanbers.

Chanbers was a pl easant-1ooking man, with an aristocratic
face, graying

brown hair, and an endearing enthusiasm He was studying
Leslie

admringly. "Todd really neant it when he said he was
doing ne a

favor." Leslie smled. "Thank you." "What nade you
decide to cone to

Phoeni x, Leslie?" You don't really want to know. "I've
heard so nuch

about it, | thought | mght enjoy living here," "lIt's a
great place.

You'll love it. Arizona has everything the G and Canyon,
desert,

nount ains. You can find anything you want here." And |
have, Leslie

t hought. "You'll need a place to live. I'msure | can
hel p you | ocate

sonet hing." Leslie knew the noney she had would | ast for
no nore than

three nmonths. As it turned out, her plan took no nore

t han two

nont hs.

Bookstores were filled with howto books for wonen on how
to get a nman.

The vari ous pop psychol ogi es ranged from"Play hard to
get" to "Get

t hem hooked in bed." Leslie followed none of that advice.
She had her

own net hod: She teased Henry Chanbers. Not physically,

but nmentally.

Henry had never net anyone |like her. He was of the old
school that

believed if a blonde was beautiful, she nust be dunb. It
never

occurred to himthat he had al ways been attracted to wonen
who were

beauti ful and not overly bright. Leslie was a revel ation
to him She

was intelligent and articul ate and know edgeabl e about an
amazi ng range

of subjects.



They tal ked about phil osophy and religion and history, and
Henry

confided to a friend, "I think she's reading up on a | ot
of things so

she can keep up with ne."

Henry Chanbers enjoyed Leslie's conpany trenendously. He
showed her

off to his friends and wore her on his armlike a trophy.
He t ook her

to the Carefree Wne and Fine Art Festival and to the
Actors Theater.

They wat ched t he Phoeni x Suns play at the Anerica West
Arena. They

visited the Lyon Gallery in Scottsdal e, the Synphony Hall,
and the

little town of Chandler to see the Doo-dah Parade. One
eveni ng, they

went to see the Phoeni x Roadrunners play hockey. After

t he hockey

game, Henry said, "I really like you a lot, Leslie. |
think we'd be

great together. 1'd like to nmake | ove with you."

She took his hand in hers and said softly, "I |ike you,

t oo, Henry, but
the answer is no."

The follow ng day they had a | uncheon date. Henry

t el ephoned Leslie.

"Why don't you pick nme up at the Star? | want you to see
t he place.”

"I"d love to," Leslie said. That was what she had been
waiting for.

There were two ot her newspapers in Phoenix, the Arizona
Republ i ¢ and

t he Phoeni x Gazette. Henry's paper, the Star, was the
only one | osing

noney.

The offices and production plant of the Phoenix Star were
smal | er than



Leslie had anticipated. Henry took her on a tour, and as
Leslie | ooked

around, she thought, This isn't going to bring down a
governor or a

president. But it was a stepping-stone. She had pl ans
for it.

Leslie was interested in everything she saw. She kept
aski ng Henry

guestions, and he kept referring themto Lyle Bannister,
t he managi ng

editor. Leslie was amazed at how little Henry seened to
know about the

newspaper business and how little he cared. |t nade her
all the nore

determned to | earn everything she coul d.

It happened at the Borgata, a restaurant in a castle |ike
old Italian

village setting. The dinner was superb. They had enjoyed
fid

a | obster bisque, nedallions of veal with a sauce

bear nai se, white

asparagus vinaigrette, and a Gand Marnier souffle. Henry
Chanbers was

charm ng and easy to be with, and it had been a beauti ful
eveni ng. "l

| ove Phoenix," Henry was saying. "lIt's hard to believe
that only fifty

years ago the popul ation here was just sixty-five
thousand. Now it's

over a mllion." Leslie was curious about sonething.
"What nade you

decide to | eave Kentucky and nove here, Henry?" He
shrugged. "It

wasn't ny decision, really. It was nmy dammed | ungs. The
doctors

didn't know how long | had to live. They told nme Arizona
woul d be the

best climate for me. So | decided to spend the rest of ny
life

what ever that neans living it up." He smled at her.

"And here we



are." He took her hand in his. "Wen they told ne how
good it would

be for me, they had no idea. You don't think I'"'mtoo old
for you, do

you?" he asked anxiously. Leslie smled. "Too young.
Mich t oo

young." Henry | ooked at her for a long nonent. "I'm
serious. WII

you marry ne?" Leslie closed her eyes for a nonent. She
could see the

hand- pai nt ed wooden sign on the Breaks Interstate Park
trail: LESLIE,

WLL YOU MARRY ME? ... "I'mafraid | can't prom se you
that you're

going to nmarry a governor, but I'ma pretty good

attorney." Leslie
opened her eyes and | ooked up at Henry. "Yes, | want to
marry you."

More than anything in the world. They were married two
weeks | ater.

When t he weddi ng announcenent appeared in the Lexington
Her al d- Leader,

Senator Todd Davis studied it for a long tine. "I'"msorry
to bot her

you, Senator, but | wonder if | could see you? | need a
favor.... Do

you know Henry Chanbers?... |'d appreciate it if you'd

I ntroduce ne to

him"

If that's all she was up to, there would be no problem
If that's all she was up to.

Leslie and Henry honeynooned in Paris, and wherever they
went, Leslie

wonder ed whether Qiver and Jan had visited those sane
pl aces, wal ked

those streets, dined there, shopped there. She pictured
the two of

t hem t oget her, making |ove, O iver whispering the sane
lies into Jan's

ears that he had whispered into hers. Lies that he was



goi ng to pay
dearly for.

Henry sincerely |loved her and went out of his way to nake
her happy.

Under ot her circunstances, Leslie mght have fallen in

| ove with him

but sonething deep within her had died. | can never trust
any nman

agai n.

A few days after they returned to Phoenix, Leslie
surprised Henry by

saying, "Henry, 1'd like to work at the paper." He

| aughed. "Why?"

"I think it would be interesting. I was an executive at
an adverti sing

agency. | could probably help with that part." He
protested, but in

the end, he gave in.

Henry noticed that Leslie read the Lexington Heral d-Leader
every day.

"Keeping up with the honmetown fol ks?" he teased her
“In a way," Leslie smled. She avidly read every word
that was witten

about Aiver. She wanted himto be happy and successful.
The bi gger

they are ... Wen Leslie pointed out to Henry that the
Star was | osing

noney, he | aughed. "Honey, it's a drop in the bucket.

| ve got noney

comng in fromplaces you never even heard of. It doesn't
matter."

But it mattered to Leslie. It nmattered a great deal. As
she began to

get nore and nore involved in the running of the
newspaper, it seened

to her that the biggest reason it was | osing noney was the
uni ons. The

Phoeni x Star's presses were outdated, but the unions
refused to let the



newspaper put in new equi pnent, because they said it would
cost union

menbers their jobs. They were currently negotiating a new
contract

with the Star. Wien Leslie discussed the situation with
Henry, he

said, "Why do you want to bother with stuff |ike that?
Let's just have

fun." "I'm having fun,'

Leslie assured him

Leslie had a neeting with Craig McAllister, the Star's
attorney. "How

are the negotiations going?" "I wish | had better news,
M s.

Chanbers, but I'"'mafraid the situation doesn't |ook good."
"We're

still in negotiation, aren't we?" "Ostensibly. But Joe
Ril ey, the

head of the printers' union, is a stubborn son of a a

st ubborn man. He

won't give an inch. The pressnmen's contract is up in ten
days, and

Riley says if the union doesn't have a new contract by
then, they're

going to walk." "Do you believe hinP" "Yes. | don't I|ike
to give in

to the unions, but the reality is that w thout them we
have no

newspaper. They can shut us down. Mre than one
publ i cati on has

col | apsed because it tried to buck the unions.” "Wat are
t hey

aski ng?" "The usual. Shorter hours, raises, protection
agai nst future

automation...." "They're squeezing us, Craig. | don't
like it."

"This is not an enotional issue, Ms. Chanbers. This is a
practi cal

I ssue."” "So your advice is to give in?" "I don't think we
have a

choice.” "Wiy don't | have a talk with Joe Riley?"

The neeting was set for two o' clock, and Leslie was |ate
com ng back



fromlunch. When she wal ked into the reception office,
Ril ey was

waiting, chatting with Leslie's secretary, Amy, a pretty,
dar k- hai r ed

young wonan.

Joe Riley was a rugged-looking Irishman in his mddle
forties. He had

been a pressman for nore than fifteen years. Three years
earlier he

had been appoi nted head of his union and had earned the
reputati on of

bei ng the toughest negotiator in the business. Leslie
stood there for

a monent, watching himflirting with Any.

Ri | ey was sayi ng, and then the man turned to her and

said, "That's

easy for you to say, but howw !l | get back?" "
Any | aughed. "Were do you hear those, Joe?"

"I get around, darling' . How about dinner tonight?"

"I"d love it."

Ri | ey | ooked up and saw Leslie. "Afternoon, Ms.
Chanbers. "

"Good afternoon, M. Riley. Cone in, won't you?"

Riley and Leslie were seated in the newspaper's conference
room "Would

you |li ke sonme coffee?" Leslie offered.

"No, thanks."

"Anyt hi ng stronger?"

He grinned. "You know it's against the rules to drink
duri ng conpany

hours, Ms. Chanbers."”

Leslie took a deep breath. "I wanted the two of us to



have a tal k
because |'ve heard that you're a very fair man."

fiQ
"I try to be," Rley said

"I want you to know that |'m synpathetic to the union. |
t hi nk your

nmen are entitled to sonething, but what you're asking for
IS

unr easonabl e. Sone of their habits are costing us
mllions of dollars

a year."

"Coul d you be nore specific?"

“I"'l'l be glad to. They're working fewer hours of straight
time and

finding ways to get on the shifts that pay overtine. Sone
of them put

in three shifts back to back, working the whol e weekend.

| believe

they call it 'going to the whips." W can't afford that
anynore. W're

| osi ng noney because our equipnent is outdated. If we
could put in new

col d-type production "

"Absol utely not! The new equi pnment you want to put in
woul d put ny nen

out of work, and | have no intention of |etting machinery
throw nmy nen

out into the street. Your goddam machi nes don't have to
eat, ny nen

do." Riley rose to his feet. "Qur contract is up next
week. W

ei ther get what we want, or we wal k."

When Leslie nentioned the neeting to Henry that evening,

he said, "Wy

do you want to get involved in all that? The unions are

sonet hi ng we

all have to live with. Let ne give you a piece of advice,



sweet heart.
You're newto all this, and you're a woman. Let the nen
handl e it.

Let's not " He stopped, out of breath. "Are you all

ri ght?"

He nodded. "I saw ny stupid doctor today, and he thinks I
shoul d get

an oxygen tank."
“I''l'l arrange it,"
a nurse so

that when |I'm not here

Leslie said. "And I'"m going to get you

“"No! | don't need a nurse. I'ml'mjust alittle tired."
"Conme on, Henry. Let's get you into bed."

Three days later, when Leslie called an energency board
meeting, Henry

said, "You go, baby. I'll just stay here and take it
easy." The

oxygen tank had hel ped, but he was feeling weak and
depressed.

Leslie tel ephoned Henry's doctor. "He's |l osing too nuch
wei ght and
he's in pain. There nmust be sonething you can do."

"Ms. Chanbers, we're doing everything we can. Just see
that he gets
plenty of rest and stays on the nedication."

Leslie sat there, watching Henry lying in bed, coughing.
"Sorry about the neeting,"”
board. There's

not hi ng anyone can do, anyway."

Henry said. "You handle the

She only smled. Five.

The nmenbers of the board were gathered around the table in
t he
conference room sipping coffee and hel ping thensel ves to



bagel s and

cream cheese, waiting for Leslie. Wien she arrived, she
said, "Sorry

to keep you waiting, |ladies and gentlenen. Henry sends

his regards. "

Thi ngs had changed since the first board neeting Leslie
had attended.

The board had snubbed her then, and treated her as an

i nterl oper. But

gradual ly, as Leslie had | earned enough about the business
to make

val uabl e suggestions, she had won their respect. Now, as

t he neeting

was about to begin, Leslie turned to Any, who was serving
coffee. "Any,

| would like you to stay for the neeting.
her in

surprise. "I"'mafraid nmy shorthand isn't very good, Ms.
Chanbers.

Cynthia can do a better job of

Any | ooked at

"I don't want you to take m nutes of the neeting. Just
make a note of
what ever resol utions we pass at the end."

"Yes, ma'am" Any picked up a notebook and pen and sat in
a chair
agai nst the wal | .

Leslie turned to face the board. "W have a problem Qur
contract

Wi th the pressnen's union is alnost up. W' ve been
negoti ating for

t hree nont hs now, and we haven't been able to reach an
agreenent. We

have to make a decision, and we have to nmake it fast.
You' ve all seen

the reports I sent you. I'd |like to have your opinions."

She | ooked at Gene Gsborne, a partner in a local law firm
"If you ask ne, Leslie, | think they're getting too dam

much al r eady.
G ve them what they want now, and tonorrow they' ||l want



nor e.

Lesli e nodded and | ooked at Aaron Drexel, the owner of a
| ocal
departnent store. "Aaron?"

"I have to agree. There's a hell of a |lot of

f eat her beddi ng goi ng on.

If we give them sonething, we should get sonething in
return. In ny

opinion, we can afford a strike, and they can't."

The comments fromthe others were sim/l ar.

Leslie said, "I have to disagree with all of you." They
| ooked at her

in surprise. "I think we should |let them have what they
want . "

"That's crazy."
"They'll wind up owning the newspaper."

"There won't be any stopping them"™ "You can't give in to
them"

Leslie | et them speak. Wen they had finished, she said,
"Joe Riley is

a fair man. He believes in what he's asking for." Seated
agai nst the

wal I, Amy was follow ng the discussion, astonished. One
of the wonen

spoke up. "lI'msurprised you're taking his side, Leslie."
"1''m not

taki ng anyone's side. | just think we have to be

reasonabl e about

this. Anyway, it's not ny decision. Let's take a vote."
She turned to

| ook at Any. "This is what | want you to put in the
record." "Yes,

ma'am " Leslie turned back to the group. "All those
opposed to the

uni on demands, raise your hands.
the air.

"Let the record show that | voted yes and that the rest of

El even hands went into



t he
commttee has voted not to accept the union demands." Any
was witing
i n her notebook, a thoughtful expression on her face.
Leslie said,
"Well, that's it then." She rose. "If there's no further
busi ness

The others got to their feet. "Thank you all for
com ng." She
wat ched them | eave, then turned to Any. "Wuld you type
t hat up,
pl ease?" "Ri ght away, Ms. Chanbers." Leslie headed for
her
of fice.

The tel ephone call canme a short tinme |ater.
"M. Rley is on |line one," Any said.
Leslie picked up the tel ephone. "Hello."

"Joe Riley. | just wanted to thank you for what you tried
to do."

Leslie said, "I don't understand ..."
"The board neeting. | heard what happened.”

Leslie said, "I'"msurprised, M. Riley. That was a
private
meeting."

Joe Riley chuckled. "Let's just say | have friends in | ow
pl aces.

Anyway, | thought what you tried to do was great. Too bad
it didn't

wor k. "

There was a brief silence, then Leslie said slowy, "M.
Riley ...

what if | could nmake it work?"

"What do you nean?"



"l have an idea. |'d rather not discuss it on the phone.
Coul d we
neet sonmewhere ... discreetly?"

There was a pause. "Sure. Wiere did you have in m nd?"
"Somepl ace where neither of us wll be recognized."
"What about neeting at the Gol den Cup?”

"Right. 1'lIl be there in an hour."

"1l see you."

The Gol den Cup was an infanmous cafe in the seedier section
of Phoeni x,

near the railroad tracks, an area police warned tourists
to stay away

from Joe Riley was seated at a corner booth when Leslie
wal ked in. He

rose as she approached him

"Thank you for being here,"
"I cane

because you said there mght be a way for ne to get ny
contract."

"There is. | think the board is being stupid and
shortsighted. |

tried to talk to them but they wouldn't listen." He
nodded, "I know.

You advised themto give us the new contract." "That's
right. They

don't realize how inportant you pressnen are to our
newspaper." He was

studyi ng her, puzzled. "But if they voted you down, how
can we ... ?"

"The only reason they voted ne down is that they're not
t aki ng your

uni on seriously. If you want to avoid a long strike, and
maybe t he

death of the paper, you have to show t hem you nean

busi ness. " "How do

you nmean?" Leslie said nervously, "What |'mtelling you
IS very

Leslie said. They sat down.



confidential, but it's the only way that you're going to
get what you

want. The problemis sinple. They think you' re bluffing.
They don't

bel i eve you nmean busi ness. You have to show them that you
do. Your

contract is up this Friday at m dni ght.'
"They' |l | expect

you just to quietly walk out.'
"Don't!" He was

listening intently. "Show themthat they can't run the
Star w t hout

you. Don't just go out like |anbs. Do sonme damage." Hi s
eyes

wi dened. "I don't nean anything serious,"
qui ckly. "Just

enough to show them that you nean business. Cut a few
cables, put a

press or two out of commission. Let them|earn that they
need you to

operate them Everything can be repaired in a day or two,
but

meanwhil e, you'll have scared theminto their senses.
They' Il finally

know what they're dealing with."

"Yes ...

She | eaned forward.

Leslie said

Joe Riley sat there for a long tine, studying Leslie.
"You're a
remar kabl e | ady. "

"Not really. | thought it over, and | have a very sinple
choi ce. You

can cause a little damage that can be easily corrected,
and force the

board to deal with you, or you can wal k out quietly and
resi gn yourself

to a long strike that the paper may never recover from
Al | care

about is protecting the paper.”

Aslowsmle lit Riley's face. "Let nme buy you a cup of
coffee, Ms.
Chanbers. "



"We're striking!" Friday night, at one m nute past

m dni ght, under Joe

Riley's direction, the pressnen attacked. They stripped
parts fromthe

machi nes, overturned tables full of equipnent, and set two
printing

presses on fire. A guard who tried to stop them was badly
beaten. The

pressnen, who had started out nmerely to disable a few
presses, got

caught up in the fever of the excitenent, and they becane
nore and nore

destructive. "Let's show the bastards that they can't
shove us

around!" one of the nmen cried. "There's no paper w thout
us!”

"W're the Star!"

Cheers went up. The nen attacked harder. The pressroom
was turning
into a shanbl es.

In the mdst of the wild excitenment, floodlights suddenly
fl ashed on

fromthe four corners of the room The nen stopped,

| ooki ng around in

bew | dernent. Near the doors, television caneras were
recording the

fiery scene and the destruction. Next to themwere
reporters fromthe

Arizona Republic, the Phoeni x Gazette, and several news
servi ces,

covering the havoc. There were at | east a dozen policenen
and

firemen.

Joe Riley was | ooking around in shock. How the hell had

t hey all

gotten here so fast? As the police started to close in
and the firenen

turned on their hoses, the answer suddenly cane to Ril ey,
and he felt

as though soneone had kicked himin the stomach. Leslie



Chanbers had

set himup! Wien these pictures of the destruction the
uni on had

caused got out, there would be no synmpathy for them
Publ i ¢ opi ni on

woul d turn against them The bitch had planned this all
along.... The

television pictures were aired within the hour, and the
radi o waves

were filled with details of the wanton destruction. News
servi ces

around the world printed the story, and they all carried
t he thene of

t he vicious enployees who had turned on the hand that fed
them It was

a public relations triunph for the Phoenix Star.

Leslie had prepared well. Earlier, she had secretly sent
sonme of the

Star's executives to Kansas to learn how to run the giant
presses, and

to teach nonuni on enpl oyees col d-type producti on.

| medi ately after

t he sabotage incident, two other striking unions, the
mai | ers and

phot oengravers, cane to terns with the Star.

Wth the unions defeated, and the way open to nodernize
t he paper's

technol ogy, profits began to soar. Overni ght,
productivity junped 20

percent .

The norning after the strike, Amy was fired.

On a late Friday afternoon, two years fromthe date of

t hei r weddi ng,

Henry had a touch of indigestion. By Saturday norning, it
had becone

chest pains, and Leslie called for an anbul ance to rush
himto the

hospital. On Sunday, Henry Chanbers passed away.

He left his entire estate to Leslie.



The Monday after the funeral, Craig McAIlister cane to see
Leslie. "I

wanted to go over sone |legal matters with you, but if it's
too soon "

"No," Leslie said. "I"'mall right." Henry's death had
affected Leslie

nore than she had expected. He had been a dear, sweet

man, and she had

used hi m because she wanted himto hel p her get revenge
agai nst

Adiver.

And sonehow, in Leslie's mnd, Henry's death becane
anot her reason to
destroy Qi ver.

"What do you want to do with the Star'?" MAIIlister
asked. "I don't

I magi ne you' Il want to spend your tinme running it."
"That's exactly what | intend to do. We're going to
expand. "

Leslie sent for a copy of the Managing Editor, the trade
magazi ne t hat

| i sts newspaper brokers all over the United States.
Leslie sel ected

Dirks, Van Essen and Associates in Santa Fe, New Mexi co.

"This is Ms. Henry Chanbers. |I'minterested in
acqui ri ng anot her
newspaper, and | wondered what m ght be avail able. ..

It turned out to be the Sun in Hanmmond, O egon.

"I"'d like you to fly up there and take a look at it,"
Leslie told
McAl i ster.

Two days later, MAIlister tel ephoned Leslie. "You can
forget about
the Sun, Ms. Chanbers."



"What's the probl enP"

"The problemis that Harmmond is a two- newspaper town. The
dai ly

circulation of the Sun is fifteen thousand. The ot her
newspaper, the

Hanmond Chronicle, has a circulation of twenty-eight

t housand, al nost

doubl e. And the owner of the Sun is asking five mllion
dol l ars. The

deal doesn't neke any sense.”

Leslie was thoughtful for a noment. "Wait for ne," she
said. "lI'mon

ny way. "

Leslie spent the follow ng two days exam ning the
newspaper and
studying its books.

"There's no way the Sun can conpete with the Chronicle,"”
McAl |i ster

assured her. "The Chronicle keeps growi ng. The Sun's
circul ation has

gone down every year for the past five years."

"I know," Leslie said. "I'mgoing to buy it."
He | ooked at her in surprise. "You' re going to what?"
"I"'mgoing to buy it."

The deal was conpleted in three days. The owner of the
Sun was

delighted to get rid of it. "I suckered the lady into
maki ng a deal , "

he crowed. "She paid ne the full five mllion." Walt
Meriwet her, the

owner of the Hammond Chronicle, cane to call on Leslie.
"I understand

you're ny new conpetitor,’
nodded. "That's

right." "If things don't work out here for you, maybe
you' d be

he said genially. Leslie



interested in selling the Sun to ne." Leslie smled.
"And if things

do work out, perhaps you' d be interested in selling the
Chronicle to

rrE. n

Meri wet her | aughed. "Sure. Lots of |uck, Ms.
Chanbers. "

When Meriwet her got back to the Chronicle, he said
confidently, "In six
nonths, we're going to own the Sun."

Leslie returned to Phoenix and tal ked to Lyl e Banni ster,
the Star's

managi ng editor. "You're going with ne to Hanmond,
Oregon. | want you

to run the newspaper there until it gets onits feet."

"I talked to M. MAllister," Bannister said. "The paper
has no feet.
He said it's a disaster waiting to happen.”

She studied hima nonent. "Hunor ne.

In Oregon, Leslie called a staff neeting of the enpl oyees
of the Sun.

"We're going to operate a little differently fromnow on, "
she i nforned

them "This is a two-newspaper town, and we're going to
own them

both." Derek Zornes, the managing editor of the Sun,

sai d, "Excuse ne,

Ms. Chanbers. |I'mnot sure you understand the
situation. CQur

circulation is way below the Chronick's, and we're
slipping every

nonth. There's no way we can ever catch up to it."

"We're not only

going to catch up to it,"
to put the

Chronicl e out of business."

Leslie assured him "we're going

The men in the room | ooked at one another and they all had



t he sane

t hought: Fenal es and amateurs should stay the hell out of
t he newspaper

busi ness.

"How do you plan to do that?" Zornes asked politely.

"Have you ever watched a bullfight?" Leslie asked.

He blinked. "A bullfight? No ..."

"Well, when the bull rushes into the ring, the natador
doesn't go for

the kill right away. He bleeds the bull until it's weak
enough to be

kKilled."

Zornes was trying not to laugh. "And we're going to bl eed
t he
Chr oni cl e?"

"Exactly."
"How are we going to do that?"

"Starting Monday, we're cutting the price of the Sun from
thirty-five

cents to twenty cents. We're cutting our adverti sing
rates by thirty

percent. Next week, we're starting a giveaway contest
where our

readers can win free trips all over the world. W'l

begi n publici zi ng

the contest imrediately."

When the enpl oyees gathered |l ater to discuss the neeting,
t he consensus
was that their newspaper had been bought by a crazy wonman.

The bl eedi ng began, but it was the Sun that was being
bl ed.

McAl | i ster asked Leslie, "Do you have any idea how nuch
noney the Sun



s | osing?"

"I know exactly how nmuch it's losing," Leslie said.

"How |l ong do you plan to go on with this?"
"Until we win," Leslie said. "Don't worry. We will."

But Leslie was worried. The | osses were getting heavier
every week.

Circulation continued to dwi ndl e, and adverti sers’
reactions to the

rate reduction had been | ukewar m

"Your theory's not working," MAllister said. "W've got
to cut our

| osses. | suppose you can keep punping in noney, but
what's the

poi nt ?"

The foll ow ng week, the circul ation stopped dropping.
It took eight weeks for the Sun to begin to rise.

The reduction in the price of the newspaper and in the
cost of

advertising was attractive, but what nade the circul ation
of the Sun

nove up was the giveaway contest. It ran for twelve
weeks, and

entrants had to conpete every week. The prizes were
cruises to the

South Seas and trips to London and Paris and Ri 0. As the
prizes were

handed out and publicized with front-page photographs of
t he wi nners,

the circulation of the Sun began to expl ode.

"You took a hell of a ganble,” Craig MAllister said
grudgi ngly, "but
it's working."

"It wasn't a ganble," Leslie said. "People can't resist
getting



sonet hing for nothing."

When Walt Meriwet her was handed the | atest circul ation
figures, he was

furious. For the first tine in years, the Sun was ahead
of the

Chronicl e.

"All right," Meriwether said grinmy. "Two can play that
stupi d gane. |

want you to cut our advertising rates and start sone kind
of

contest."

But it was too late. Eleven nonths after Leslie had
bought the Sun,

VWalt Meriwether cane to see her.

"I mselling out,"”
t he

Chronicl e?"

he said curtly. "Do you want to buy

n YeS. n

The day the contract for the Chronicle was signed, Leslie
called in her
staff.

"Starting Monday,"
Sun, doubl e our
advertising rates, and stop the contest.”

she said, "we raise the price of the

One nmonth later, Leslie said to Craig McAIlister, "The
Eveni ng St andard

in Detroit is up for sale. It owns a tel evision station,
too. | think

we should nmake a deal." MAIlister protested. "Ms.
Chanbers, we

don't know anyt hi ng about television, and
have to | earn

won't we?" The enpire Leslie needed was beginning to
bui | d.

"Then we'l |

Si X.



Aiver's days were full, and he | oved every m nute of what
he was

doing. There were political appointnents to be nade,

| egi sl ation to be

put forward, appropriations to be approved, neetings and
speeches and

press interviews. The State Journal in Frankfort, the

Her al d- Leader in

Lexi ngton, and the Louisville Courier-Journal gave him

gl owi ng reports.

He was earning the reputation of being a governor who got
t hi ngs done.

Aiver was swept up in the social |ife of the super
weal t hy and he knew

that a |large part of that was because he was narried to

t he daught er of

Senator Todd Davi s.

Aiver enjoyed living in Frankfort. It was a |ovely,
historic city

nestled in a scenic river valley anong the rolling hills
of Kent ucky

fabl ed bl uegrass region. He wondered what it would be
like to live in

Washi ngton, D.C

The busy days nerged into weeks, and the weeks nerged into
nmont hs.
A iver began the last year of his term

Aiver had nade Peter Tager his press secretary. He was

t he perfect

choi ce. Tager was always forthright with the press, and
because of the

decent, ol d-fashioned val ues he stood for and liked to
tal k about, he

gave the party substance and dignity. Peter Tager and his
bl ack eye

pat ch becane al nost as well recognized as diver.

Todd Davis nmade it a point to fly down to Frankfort to see
Aiver at
| east once a nont h.



He said to Peter Tager, "Wen you' ve got a Thoroughbred
runni ng, you
have to keep an eye on himto nmake sure he doesn't | ose
his timng."

On a chilly evening in Cctober, Aiver and Senator Davis
were seated in

AQiver's study. The two nen and Jan had gone out to

di nner at

Gabriel's and had returned to the Executive Mansion. Jan
had | eft the

men to tal k. "Jan seens very happy, Aiver. |I'm

pl eased.” "I try to

make her happy, Todd." Senator Davis |ooked at diver and
wonder ed how

often he used the apartnent. "She |oves you a |ot, son.
"And | |ove

her." diver sounded very sincere.

Senator Davis smled. "I'mglad to hear that. She's
al ready
redecorating the White House." diver's heart skipped a

beat. "I beg

your pardon?" "Ch, didn't | tell you? It's begun. Your
name' s

becom ng a byword in Washington. W' re going to begin our
canpai gn the

first of the year." Oiver was alnost afraid to ask the
next question.

"Do you honestly think |I have a chance, Todd?" "The word
' chance'

inplies a ganble, and | don't ganble, son. | won't get

i nvol ved in

anything unless | knowit's a sure thing." diver took a
deep breath.

"You can be the nost inportant nman in the world." "I want
you to know

how very nuch | appreciate everything you' ve done for ne,
Todd." Todd

patted Aiver's arm "lIt's a man's duty to help his
son-in-law, isn't

It?" The enphasis on "son-in-law' was not |ost on Qiver.
The senat or



said casually, "By the way, Aiver, | was very
di sappoi nted that your

| egi sl ature passed that tobacco tax bill."’
will take care

of the shortfall in our fiscal budget, and " "But of
course you're
going to veto it.'
senat or gave
hima small smile. "OAiver, | want you to know that [|'m
not t hi nking

about nyself. But | have a lot of friends who invested
their

har d- ear ned noney in tobacco plantations, and | woul dn't
want to see

them get hurt by oppressive new taxes, would you?"

"That noney

Oiver stared at him "Veto it?" The

There was a sil ence.

"Would you, diver?"

“"No," Aiver finally said. "I guess it wouldn't be fair."
"I appreciate that. | really do."

Aiver said, "I had heard that you' d sold your tobacco

pl ant ati ons,

Todd. "

Todd Davis | ooked at him surprised. "Way would I want to
do that ?"

"Well, the tobacco conpanies are taking a beating in the
courts. Sales

are way down, and "

"You' re tal king about the United States, son. There's a
great big

world out there. WAit until our advertising canpaigns
start rolling in

China and Africa and India." He |ooked at his watch and
rose. "l have

to head back to Washington. | have a conmttee neeting."

"Have a good flight."



Senator Davis smled. "Now !l wll, son. Now !l wll."

Aiver was upset. "Wat the hell aml going to do, Peter?
The tobacco

tax is by far the nost popul ar neasure the | egislature has
passed this

year. What excuse do | have for vetoing it?" Peter Tager
t ook sever al

sheets of paper fromhis pocket. "All the answers are

ri ght here,

Aiver. I've discussed it with the senator. You won't
have any

problem |'ve set up a press conference for four

o' clock."™ diver

studi ed the papers. Finally, he nodded. "This is good."

“"It's what | do. Is there anything el se you need ne for?"
"No. Thank

you. I'll see you at four." Peter Tager started to

| eave. "Peter."

Tager turned. "Yes?" "Tell ne sonething. Do you think I
real |y have

a chance of becom ng president?" "Wat does the senator
say?" "He

says | do." Tager wal ked back to the desk. "I've known
Senat or Davi s

for many years, Oiver. In all that tinme, he hasn't been
W ong once.

Not once. The man has incredible instincts. |If Todd Davis
says you're

going to be the next President of the United States, you
can bet the
farmon it.'
The door
opened, and an attractive young secretary wal ked in,
carryi ng sone

faxes. She was in her early twenties, bright and eager.
"Oh, excuse

There was a knock at the door. "Cone in."

me, Governor. | didn't know you were in a " "That's al
right,

Mriam" Tager smled. "H, Mriam" "Hello, M.
Tager." diver

said, "I don't know what 1'd do without Mriam She does



everyt hi ng

for me." Mriamblushed. "If there's nothing else " She
put the faxes

on Aiver's desk and turned and hurried out of the office.
"That's a pretty wonman, "
diver.

Tager said. He | ooked over at

n YeS. n
"Aiver, you are being careful, aren't you?"

"OF course | am That's why | had you get that little
apartnent for
rre. n

"I mean big-tinme careful. The stakes have gone up. The
next tinme you

get horny, just stop and think about whether a Mriam or
Alice or Karen

is wrth the Oval O fice.™

"I know what you're saying, Peter, and | appreciate it.
But you don't
have to worry about ne."

"Good." Tager |ooked at his watch. "I have to go. I'm
t aki ng Bet sy

and the kids out to lunch.” He smled. "Did | tell you
what Rebecca

did this norning? She's ny five-year-old. There was a
tape of a kid's

show she wanted to watch at eight o' clock this norning.
Bet sy said,

"Darling, I'lIl run it for you after lunch." Rebecca
| ooked at her and
said, "Mama, | want |lunch now " Pretty smart, huh?"

Aiver had to smle at the pride in Tager's voi ce.

At ten o' clock that evening, Aiver wal ked into the den
where Jan was

readi ng and said, "Honey, | have to | eave. | have a
conference to go



to." Jan | ooked up. "At this tinme of night?" He sighed.
“I'"'mafraid

so. There's a budget committee neeting in the norning,
and they want

to brief nme before the neeting."”

"You're working too hard. Try to cone hone early, wll
you, diver?"
She hesitated a nonent. "You've been out a lot lately."

He wondered whet her that was intended as a warning. He
wal ked over to

her, | eaned down, and kissed her. "Don't worry, honey.
"1l be hone

as early as | can.”

Downstairs Oiver said to his chauffeur, "I won't need you
tonight. I'm
taking the small car."”

"Yes, overnor."

"You're late, darling.” Mriamwas naked.

He grinned and wal ked over to her. "Sorry about that.

" m gl ad you

didn't start w thout ne."

She smled. "Hold ne."

He took her in his arns and held her close, her warm body
pressed

agai nst his.

"Get undressed. Hurry."

Afterward, he said, "How would you |ike to nove to
Washi ngton, D.C ?"

Mriamsat up in bed. "Are you serious?" "Very. | nmay
be goi ng
there. I want you to be with nme." "If your wife ever

found out about
us ..." "She won't." "Wy Washi ngt on?"



"I can't tell you that now All | can say is that it's
goi ng to be

very exciting." "I'll go anywhere you want ne to go, as
| ong as you
| ove ne."” "You know | |ove you." The words slipped out

easily, as

they had so many tines in the past. "Make love to ne
again." "Just a

second. | have sonething for you.'
over to the

j acket he had flung over a chair. He took a small bottle
out of his

pocket and poured the contents into a glass. It was a
clear |iquid.

He got up and wal ked

"Try this." "What is it?" Mriamasked. "You'll like it.
| prom se."

He lifted the glass and drank half of it. Mriamtook a
sip, then

swal l oned the rest of it. She smled. "It's not bad."
"It's going to

make you feel real sexy." "I already feel real sexy.

Cone back to

bed." They were making | ove agai n when she gasped and
said, "I I'mnot

feeling well." She began to pant. "I can't breathe." Her
eyes were

closing. "Mriam" There was no response. She fell back
on the bed.

"Mriam " She |ay there, unconscious. Son of a bitch!

Wy are you

doing this to me? He got up and began to pace. He had

gi ven the

liquid to a dozen wonen, and only once had it harned
anyone. He had to

be careful. Unless he handled this right, it was going to
be the end of

everything. Al his dreans, everything he had worked for.
He coul d not

| et that happen. He stood at the side of the bed, |ooking
down at her.

He felt her pulse. She was still breathing, thank God.
But he coul d

not |l et her be discovered in this apartnent. It would be
traced back



to him He had to | eave her sonewhere where she woul d be
f ound and be

gi ven nedi cal help. He could trust her not to reveal his
name.

It took himalnost half an hour to get her dressed and to
renmove al l

traces of her fromhis apartnent. He opened the door a
crack to nake

sure that the hallway was enpty, then picked her up, put
her over his

shoul der, and carried her downstairs and put her in the
car. It was

al rost mdnight, and the streets were deserted. It was
begi nning to

rain. He drove to Juniper H Il Park, and when he was sure
t hat no one

was in sight, he lifted Mriamout of the car and gently
| ai d her down

on a park bench. He hated to | eave her there, but he had
no choi ce.

None. Hi s whole future was at stake.

There was a public phone booth a few feet away. He
hurried over to it
and di al ed 911.

Jan was waiting up for diver when he returned hone.
"It's after

m dni ght," she said. "What took you ?" "lI'msorry,
darling. W got

into a | ong, boring discussion on the budget, and well,
everyone had a

di fferent opinion.
be

exhausted."” "I ama little tired," he admtted.

"You | ook pale,” Jan said. "You nust

She sm | ed suggestively. "Let's go to bed." He kissed
her on the

forehead. "I've really got to get sone sleep, Jan. That
nmeeti ng

knocked ne out."

The story was on the front page of the State Journal the



foll ow ng
nor ni ng:

GOVERNOR S SECRETARY FOUND UNCONSCI QUS | N PARK

At two o' clock this norning, police found the unconsci ous
woman, Mriam

Friedland, lying on the bench in the rain and i medi ately
called for an

anbul ance. She was taken to Menorial Hospital, where her
condition is

said to be critical.

As diver was reading the story, Peter cane hurrying into
his office,
carrying a copy of the newspaper.

"Have you seen this?"

"Yes. It's it's terrible. The press has been calling all
nor ni ng. "

"What do you suppose happened?" Tager asked.

A iver shook his head. "I don't know. | just talked to
t he hospital

She's in a cona. They're trying to |learn what caused it.
The hospit al

is going to let ne know as soon as they find out."

Tager | ooked at Aiver. "I hope she's going to be al
right."

Leslie Chanbers m ssed seeing the newspaper stories. She
was in
Brazil, buying a television station.

O

The tel ephone call fromthe hospital cane the foll ow ng

day. " Governor,

we've just finished the |aboratory tests. She's ingested
a substance

cal | ed net hyl enedi oxynmet hanphet am ne, commonly known as



Ecstasy. She
took it inliquid form which is even nore |ethal."

"What's her condition?"

“I"'mafraid it's critical. She's in a coma. She could
wake up or " He

hesitated. "It could go the other way."

"Pl ease keep ne inforned."

"OF course. You nust be very concerned, Governor."

" I am "

A iver Russell was in a conference when a secretary
buzzed. "Excuse

me, Governor. There's a tel ephone call for you." "I told
you no

I nterruptions, Heather." "It's Senator Davis on |line
three." "Oh."

Oiver turned to the nen in the room "W'Il finish this
| at er,

gentlenmen. If you'll excuse ne ..." He watched t hem

| eave the room

and when the door closed behind them he picked up the
t el ephone.

"Todd?" "diver, what's this about a secretary of yours
found drugged

on a park bench?" "Yes," Oiver said. "It's aterrible
t hi ng, Todd.

I " "How terrible?" Senator Davis demanded.

"What do you nean?" "You know damm well what | nean."
"Todd, you

don't think I I swear | don't know anythi ng about what
happened. " "I

hope not." The senator's voice was grim "You know how
fast gossip

gets around in Washington, Aiver. It's the snallest town
i n Aneri ca.

We don't want anything negative linked to you. W're
getting ready to

make our nove. |'d be very, very upset if you did



anyt hing stupid.”

"I promse you, |I'mclean."” "Just nmake sure you keep it
t hat way."

"OF course | will. I " The line went dead. diver sat

t here thi nki ng.

"Il have to be nore careful. | can't |let anything stop

nme now. He

gl anced at his watch, then reached for the renpte control
t hat turned

on the television set. The news was on. On the screen

was a picture

of a besieged street, with snipers shooting at random from
bui | di ngs.

The sound of nortar fire could be heard in the background.
An

attractive young fenale reporter, dressed in battle
fatigues and

hol di ng a m crophone, was saying, "The new treaty is
supposed to take

effect at m dni ght tonight, but regardless of whether it
hol ds, it can

never bring back the peaceful villages in this war-torn
country or

restore the lives of the innocents who have been swept up
In the

ruthless reign of terror." The scene shifted to a

cl ose-up of Dana

Evans, a passionate, |lovely young woman in a flak jacket
and conbat

boots. "The people here are hungry and tired. They ask
for only one

thing peace. WII it come? Only time wll tell. This is
Dana

Evans reporting from Sarajevo for WIE, WAshi ngton Tri bune
Enterprises.”

The scene dissolved into a commercial. Dana Evans was a
foreign

correspondent for the Washington Tribune Enterprises

Br oadcasti ng

System She reported the news every day, and Aiver tried
not to mss

her broadcasts. She was one of the best reporters on the
air. She's a



great -1 ooking wonman, QO iver thought, not for the first
time. Wiy the

hel | woul d soneone that young and attractive want to be in
the m ddl e

of a shooting war?

Seven.

Dana Evans was an arny brat, the daughter of a col onel who
travel ed

from base to base as an armanents instructor. By the tine
Dana was

el even years old, she had lived in five Amrerican cities
and in four

foreign countries. She had noved with her father and

not her to the

Aberdeen Proving Gound in Maryland, Fort Benning in
Georgia, Fort Hood

I n Texas, Fort Leavenworth in Kansas, and Fort Mbn-nouth
I n New Jersey.

She had gone to schools for officers' children at Canp
Zama i n Japan,

Chi ensee in CGermany, Canp Darby in Italy, and Fort
Buchanan in Puerto

Ri co. Dana was an only child, and her friends were the
arny personnel

and their famlies who were stationed at the various
posti ngs. She was

precoci ous, cheerful, and outgoing, but her nother worried
about the

fact that Dana was not having a normal chil dhood.

"I know that noving every six nonths nust be terribly hard
on you,
darling," her nother said.

Dana | ooked at her nother, puzzled. "Wy?"
Whenever Dana's father was assigned to a new post, Dana
was thrill ed.

"We're going to nove again!" she would excl ai m

Unfortunately, although Dana enjoyed the constant noving,
her not her



hated it.

When Dana was thirteen, her nother said, "I can't |ive

i ke a gypsy any
| onger. | want a divorce."

Dana was horrified when she heard the news. Not about the
di vorce so

much, but by the fact that she would no | onger be able to
travel around

the world with her father.

"Where am | going to live?" Dana asked her nother.

“In Clarenont, California. | grew up there. It's a
beautiful little
towmn. You'll love it."

Dana's not her had been right about C arenont's being a
beautiful little

town. She was wong about Dana's loving it. C arenont
was at the base

of the San Gabriel Muntains in Los Angel es County, with a
popul ati on

of about thirty-three thousand. Its streets were |ined
with | ovely

trees and it had the feel of a quaint college community.
Dana hat ed

it. The change frombeing a world traveler to settling
down in a snall

town brought on a severe case of cul ture shock.

"Are we going to live here forever?" Dana asked gl oonmily.
"Why, darling?"
"Because it's too small for ne. | need a bigger town."

On Dana's first day at school, she cane hone depressed.
"What' s the

matter? Don't you |ike your school ?" Dana sighed. "It's
all right,

but it's full of kids." Dana's nother |aughed. "They'l|
get over



that, and so will you."

Dana went on to C arenont Hi gh School and becane a
reporter for the

Wl j packet, the school newspaper. She found that she
enj oyed newspaper

wor k, but she desperately m ssed traveling.

"When | grow up," Dana said, "I'mgoing to go all over the
wor | d
again."

When Dana was ei ghteen, she enrolled in O arenont MKenna
Col | ege,

majored in journalism and becane a reporter for the
col | ege newspaper,

the Forum The follow ng year, she was nmade editor of the
paper.

Students were constantly comng to her for favors. "Qur
sorority is

havi ng a dance next week, Dana. Wuld you nention it in
t he paper

on

"The debating club is having a neeting Tuesday...."
"Coul d you review
the play the drama club is putting on...?"

"We need to raise funds for the new library...."

It was endl ess, but Dana enjoyed it enornously. She was
in a position

to help people, and she liked that. In her senior year,
Dana deci ded

that she wanted a newspaper career.

“I''l'l be able to interview inportant people all over the
worl d," Dana

told her nother. "It will be Iike helping to nake

hi story."

G ow ng up, whenever young Dana | ooked in a mrror, she
becane



depressed. Too short, too thin, too flat. Every other
girl was

awesonely beautiful. It was sone kind of California | aw.
l'"'man ugly

duckling in a | and of swans, she thought. She made it a
point to avoid

| ooking in mrrors. |If Dana had | ooked, she would have
real i zed that

at the age of fourteen, her body was beginning to bl ossom
At the age

of sixteen, she had becone very attractive. Wien she was
sevent een,

boys began seriously to pursue her. There was sonet hi ng
about her

eager, heart-shaped face, large inquisitive eyes, and
husky | augh t hat

was both adorabl e and a chal |l enge.

Dana had known since she was twel ve how she wanted to | ose
her

virginity. It would be on a beautiful, nmoon-lit night on
sonme faraway

tropical island, with the waves gently | appi ng agai nst the
shore. There

woul d be soft nusic playing in the background. A

handsone,

sophi sticated stranger woul d approach her and | ook deeply
into her

eyes, into her soul, and he would take her in his arns

Wi t hout a word

and suavely carry her to a nearby palmtree. They woul d
get undressed

and nmake | ove and the nusic in the background woul d swell
to a

cl i max.

She actually lost her virginity in the back of an old
Chevrol et, after

a school dance, to a skinny eighteen-year-old redhead
named Ri chard

Dobbi ns, who worked on the Forumw th her. He gave Dana
his ring and a

nonth |ater, noved to MIwaukee with his parents. Dana
never heard



from hi m agai n.

The nonth before she was graduated fromcollege with a
B.A in

journalism Dana went down to the |ocal newspaper, the

Cl ar enont

Exam ner, to see about a job as a reporter. A nman in the
per sonnel

of fice | ooked over her resune. "So you were the editor of
t he Forum

eh?" Dana smled nodestly. "That's right." "Ckay.

You're in |uck.

W're a little short-handed right now W'Il|l give you a
try." Dana

was thrilled. She had already nade a list of the
countri es she want ed

to cover: Russia ... China ... Africa.... "I know !l can't
start as a

foreign correspondent," Dana said, "but as soon as
"Right. You'll be

wor ki ng here as a gofer. You'll see that the editors have
coffee in

the norning. They like it strong, by the way. And you'l
run copy

down to the printing presses.”

Dana stared at himin shock. "I can't
He | eaned forward, frowning. "You can't what?"
"I can't tell you howglad I amto have this job."

The reporters all conplinented Dana on her coffee, and she
becane t he

best runner the paper had ever had. She was at work early
every day

and made friends wth everyone. She was al ways eager to
hel p out. She

knew t hat was the way to get ahead.

The problemwas that at the end of six nonths, Dana was
still a gofer.
She went to see Bill Crowell, the managi ng editor.



"I really think I'mready,
give nme an
assignnent, |'1]

Dana said earnestly. "If you

He did not even | ook up. "There's no opening yet. My
coffee's
cold.™

It isn't fair, Dana thought. They won't even give ne a
chance. Dana

had heard a line that she firmy believed in. "If
sonet hi ng can stop

you, you mght as well let it." Well, nothing's going to
stop ne, Dana

t hought. Not hing. But how am | going to get started?

One norning, as Dana was wal ki ng through the deserted
Tel et ype room

carrying cups of hot coffee, a police scanner print out
was com ng over

the wires. Curious, Dana wal ked over and read it:

ASSCCl ATED PRESS CLARE MONT CALI FORNI A. I N CLARE MONT
TH' 'S MORNI NG

THERE WAS AN ATTEMPTED KI DNAPPI NG A SI X- YEAR- OLD BOY WAS
Pl CKED UP
BY

A STRANGER AND . .

Dana read the rest of the story, w de-eyed. She took a
deep breath,

ripped the story fromthe teletype, and put it in her
pocket. No one

el se had seen it.

Dana hurried into Bill Crowell's office, breathless. "M.
Crowel |,

sonmeone tried to kidnap a little boy in Carenont this
nor ni ng. He

offered to take himon a pony ride. The boy wanted sone
candy first,

and the ki dnapper took himto a candy store, where the



owner recogni zed
the boy. The owner called the police and the ki dnapper
fled. "

Bill Crowell was excited. "There was nothing on the
W res. How did
you hear about this?"

"I 1 happened to be in the store, and they were tal king
about it and

"'l get a reporter over there right away."

"Why don't you let ne cover it?" Dana said quickly. "The
owner of the
candy store knows ne. He'll talk to ne."

He studi ed Dana a nonent and said reluctantly, "All
right."

Dana i nterviewed the owner of the candy store, and her
story appeared

on the front page of the O arenont Exam ner the next day
and was wel |

recei ved.

"That wasn't a bad job," Bill Crowell told her. "Not bad
at all."

"Thank you."

It was al nost a week before Dana found hersel f al one again
in the

tel etype room There was a story conming in on the wire
fromthe

Associ at ed Press:

POVONA, CALI FORNI A2 FEMALE JUDO | NSTRUCTOR CAPTURES
WOULD- BE RAPI ST.

Perfect, Dana decided. She tore off the printout,
crunpled it, stuffed
it in her pocket, and hurried in to see Bill Crowell. "M



old roommat e
just called ne," Dana said excitedly. "She was | ooking
out the w ndow

and saw a woman attack a would-be rapist. I1'd like to
cover it."
Crowel |l | ooked at her a nonent. "Go ahead." Dana drove

to Ponona to

get an interview with the judo instructor, and again her
story nade the

front page. Bill Crowell asked Dana to conme into his
of fice. "How

woul d you |i ke to have a regul ar beat?" Dana was
thrilled. "Geat!"

It's begun, she thought. My career has finally begun.
The foll ow ng

day, the C arenont Exam ner was sold to the Washi ngton
Tribune in

Washi ngton, D.C.

When the news of the sale cane out, nost of the C arenont
Exam ner

enpl oyees were dismayed. It was inevitable that there
woul d be

downsi zing and that sonme of themwould | ose their jobs.
Dana di d not

think of it that way. I work for the Washi ngton Tri bune
now, she

t hought, and the next | ogical thought was, Wy don't | go
to work at

Its headquarters? She marched into Bill Crowell's office.
"I"'d like a

ten-day | eave." He | ooked at her curiously. "Dana, nost
of the people

around here won't go to the bathroom because they're
scared to death

that their desks won't be there when they get back.
Aren't you

worried?" "Why should | be? I'mthe best reporter you
have," she sai d

confidently. "I"mgoing to get a job at the Washi ngton
Tri bune."” "Are

you serious?" He saw her expression. "You' re serious."

He si ghed.

"All right. Try to see Matt Baker. He's in charge of



Washi ngt on

Tri bune Enterprises newspapers, TV stations, radio,
everything." "Matt

Baker. Right."

Ei ght.

Washi ngton, D.C." was a nmuch larger city than Dana bad

i magi ned. This

was the power center of the world, and Dana could feel the
el ectricity

in the air. This is where |I bel ong, she thought happily.
Her first

nove was to check into the Stouffer Renai ssance Hotel.
She | ooked up

t he address of the Washington Tri bune and headed there.
The Tri bune

was | ocated on 6th Street and took up the entire bl ock.
It consisted

of four separate buildings that seened to reach to
infinity. Dana

found the main | obby and confidently wal ked up to the
uni formed guard

behi nd the desk. "Can | help you, mss?" "I work here.
That is, |
work for the Tribune. I'"'mhere to see Matt Baker.™"

"Do you have an appointnent?" Dana hesitated. "Not yet,
but " " Cone

back when you have one.
several nmen who

had conme up to the desk. "W have an appoi ntnment with the
head of the

circul ati on departnent,"
nonment, please.”

The guard dialed a nunber. In the background, one of the
el evators had

arrived and people were getting out. Dana casually headed
for it. She

stepped inside, praying that it would go up before the
guard noti ced

her. A woman got into the el evator and pressed the
button, and they

started up. "Excuse ne," Dana said. "Wat floor is Mtt

He turned his attention to

one of the nmen said. "Just a



Baker on?"
"Third." She | ooked at Dana. "You're not wearing a
pass.” "I | ost
it," Dana said. Wen the elevator reached the third
fl oor, Dana got
out. She stood there, speechless at the scale of what she
was seei ng.
She was | ooking at a sea of cubicles. It seened as though
there were
hundreds of them occupied by thousands of people. There
wer e
different-colored signs over each cubicle. ED TORI AL .
ART .. . METRO

. SPORTS .. . CALENDAR .. . Dana stopped a man hurrying
by. "Excuse
me. Were's M. Baker's office?" "Matt Baker?" He
poi nt ed. " Down
at the end of the hall to the right, |ast door." "Thank
you." As Dana
turned, she bunped into an unshaven, runpled-| ooking man
carryi ng sone
papers. The papers fell to the fl oor.

"Oh, I"'msorry. | was

"Why don't you | ook where the hell you're going?" the man
snapped. He
stooped to pick up the papers.

"I't was an accident. Here. I'll help you. I " Dana
reached down, and

as she started to pick up the papers, she knocked several
sheet s under

a desk.

The man stopped to glare at her. "Do ne a favor. Don't
hel p nme
anynore."

"As you like," Dana said icily. "I just hope everyone in
Washi ngt on

isn't as rude as you."

Haughtily, Dana rose and wal ked toward M. Baker's



office. The | egend

on the glass w ndow read MATT BAKER. " The office was
enpty. Dana

wal ked i nside and sat down. Looking through the office
wi ndow, she

wat ched the frenetic activity going on.

It's nothing |like the O arenont Exam ner, she thought.
There were
t housands of people working here. Down the corridor, the

grunpy,
runpl ed- 1 ooki ng man was headi ng toward the office.

No! Dana thought. He's not comng in here. He's on his
way somewhere
el se

And the man wal ked in the door. Hi s eyes narrowed. "What
the hell are
you doi ng here?"

Dana swal | owed. "You nust be M. Baker," she said

brightly. "I'm
Dana Evans."

"l asked you what you're doing here."

“I"'ma reporter with the d arenont Exam ner."

" And?"

"You just bought it."

"I did?"

"I I mean the newspaper bought it. The newspaper bought
t he

newspaper." Dana felt it was not going well. "Anyway,
I'"'m here for a

job. O course, | already have a job here. It's nore
li ke a transfer,

isn't it?"

He was staring at her.



"I can start right away." Dana babbled on. "That's no
probl em "

Matt Baker noved toward the desk. "Who the hell |et you
I n here?"

"I told you. I'ma reporter for the C arenont Exam ner
and "

"Go back to O arenont,”
anyone down on

your way out."

he snapped. "Try not to knock

Dana rose and said stiffly, "Thank you very nuch, M.
Baker. |
appreci ate your courtesy.'

She storned out of the office.

Matt Baker | ooked after her, shaking his head. The world
was full of
wei rdos.

Dana retraced her steps to the huge editorial room where
dozens of

reporters were typing out stories on their conputers.
This is where

"' mgoing to work, Dana thought fiercely. Go back to

Cl arenont. How

dare he!

As Dana | ooked up, she saw Matt Baker in the distance,

noving in her direction. The dammed nman was ever ywher e!
Dana qui ckly
st epped behind a cubicle so he could not see her.

Baker wal ked past her to a reporter seated at a desk.
"Did you get the
i ntervi ew, Sanf"

“"No luck. I went to the Georgetown Medical Center, and
t hey said

there's nobody registered by that nanme. Tripp Taylor's
wfe isn't a



patient there."

Matt Baker said, "I know damn well she is. They're
coveri ng sonet hi ng
up, dammt. | want to know why she's in the hospital."

"I'f she is in there, there's no way to get to her, Matt."
"Did you try the flower delivery routine?"
"Sure. It didn't work."

Dana stood there watching Matt Baker and the reporter wal k
away. What

kind of reporter is it, Dana wondered, who doesn't know
how to get an

I ntervi ew?

Thirty mnutes later, Dana was entering the Georgetown
Medi cal Center.

She went into the flower shop. "May | help you?" a clerk
asked.

"Yes. I'd like " She hesitated a nonent.
wort h of

flowers." She al nost choked on the word "fifty." Wen the
cl erk handed

her the flowers, Dana said, "lIs there a shop in the
hospital that m ght

have a little cap of sone kind?" "There's a gift shop
around the

corner."

fifty dollars'

"Thank you."

The gift shop was a cornucopia of junk, with a wide array
of greeting

cards, cheaply nmade toys, balloons and banners, junk-food
racks, and

gaudy itens of clothing. On a shelf were sonme souvenir
caps. Dana

bought one that resenbled a chauffeur's cap and put it on.
She

purchased a get-well card and scri bbl ed sonmet hing on the

I nsi de.



Her next stop was at the information desk in the hospital
| obby. "I
have flowers here for Ms. Tripp Taylor."

The receptioni st shook her head. "There's no Ms. Tripp
Tayl or
regi stered here."

Dana sighed. "Really? That's too bad. These are from

t he Vice

President of the United States." She opened the card and
showed it to

the receptionist. The inscription read, "Get well
quickly.” It was

signed, "Arthur Cannon.™

Dana said, "Quess |I'll have to take these back." She
turned to
| eave.

The receptioni st | ooked after her uncertainly. "Just a
nmonment ! "

Dana st opped. "Yes?"
"I can have those flowers delivered to her."

"Sorry," Dana said. "Vice President Cannon asked t hat

t hey be

delivered personally." She | ooked at the receptionist.
"Could | have

your nane, please? They'll want to tell M. Cannon why I
coul dn't

deliver the flowers."

Panic. "Ch, well. Al right. | don't want to cause any
probl ens.

Take themto Room 615. But as soon as you deliver them
you' Il have to

| eave. "

"Right," Dana said.



Five mnutes later, she was talking to the wife of the
fanous rock star
Tripp Tayl or.

Stacy Taylor was in her mddle twenties. It was difficult
to tell

whet her she was attractive or not, because at the nonent,
her face was

badly battered and swol |l en. She was trying to reach for a
gl ass of

water on a table near the bed when Dana wal ked i n.
"Flowers for " Dana

stopped in shock as she saw the wonan's face. "Who are

t hey fronf"

The words were a nunbl e. Dana had renoved the card.
"From from an

admrer." The wonman was staring at Dana suspi ciously.
"Can you reach

that water for nme?" "OF course." Dana put the flowers
down and handed

the glass of water to the woman in bed. "Can | do

anyt hing el se for

you?" Dana asked. "Sure," she said through swollen |ips.
"You can

get nme out of this stinking place. My husband won't | et
me have

visitors. I'"'msick of seeing all these doctors and
nurses." Dana sat

down on a chair next to the bed. "Wat happened to you?"
The wonman

snorted. "Don't you know? | was in an auto accident."
"You were?"

"Yes."

"That's awful ," Dana said skeptically. She was filled
with a deep
anger, for it was obvious that this woman had been beaten.

Forty-five mnutes |later, Dana energed with the true
story.

Wien Dana returned to the | obby of the Washi ngton Tri bune,
a different
guard was there. "Can | help ?"



"I't'"s not ny fault," Dana said breathlessly. "Believe ne,
it's the

darned traffic. Tell M. Baker I'mon ny way up. He's
going to be

furious with ne for being | ate.
el evator and

pressed the button. The guard | ooked after her
uncertainly, then began

dialing. "Hello. Tell M. Baker there's a young wonman
who "

She hurried toward the

The el evator arrived. Dana stepped in and pressed three.
On the third

floor, the activity seenmed to have increased, if that was
possi bl e.

Reporters were rushing to make their deadlines. Dana
stood there,

| ooki ng around frantically. Finally, she saw what she
wanted. In a

cubicle with a green sign that read GARDENI NG was an enpty
desk. Dana

hurried over to it and sat down. She | ooked at the
conmputer in front

of her, then began typing. She was so engrossed in the
story she was

witing that she lost all track of tinme. Wen she was
finished, she

printed it and pages began spew ng out. She was putting

t hem t oget her

when she sensed a shadow over her shoul der.

"What the hell are you doing?" Matt Baker denmanded.

“I"'mlooking for a job, M. Baker. | wote this story,
and | thought

" "You thought wong,
wal k in here

and take over soneone's desk. Now get the hell out before
| call

security and have you arrested.” "But " "Qut!" Dana

rose. Sunmoni ng

all her dignity, she thrust the pages in Matt Baker's hand
and wal ked

Baker expl oded. "You don't just



around the corner to the elevator. Matt Baker shook his

head in

di sbelief. Jesus! What the hell is the world comng to?

There was a

wast ebasket under the desk. As Matt noved toward it, he

gl anced at the

first sentence of Dana's story:. "Stacy Taylor, her face

battered and

brui sed, clained fromher hospital bed today that she was

t here because

her fanmous rock star husband, Tripp Taylor, beat her.

"Every tine |

get pregnant, he beats ne up. He doesn't want children.™
Mat t

started to read further and stood there rooted. He | ooked

up, but Dana

was gone. Clutching the pages in his hand, Matt raced

toward the

el evators, hoping to find her before she di sappeared. As

he ran around

the corner, he bunped into her. She was | eani ng agai nst

the wal |,

wai ting. "How did you get this story?" he demanded.

Dana sai d

sinmply, "I told you. I"ma reporter.'

breath. "Cone

on back to ny office."

He took a deep

They were seated in Matt Baker's office again. "That's a
good job," he

said grudgingly. "Thank you! | can't tell you how nuch I
appreci ate

this," Dana said excitedly. "I'mgoing to be the best
reporter you

ever had. You'll see. Wat | really want is to be a
foreign

correspondent, but I"'mwlling to work ny way up to that,

even if it
takes a year.'
maybe two."
"The Tribune has no job openings, and there's a waiting
list." She

| ooked at himin astoni shnment. "But | assunmed " "Hold
It." Dana

She saw t he expression on his face. "O



wat ched as he picked up a. pen and wote out the letters
of the word

"assume," ASS u ME. He pointed to the word. "Wen a
reporter assumes

sonet hing, Mss Evans, it nmakes an oss out of you and ne.
Do you

under stand?" "Yes, sir." "Good." He was thoughtful for

a nonent,

then cane to a decision. "Do you ever watch WIE? The

Tri bune

Enterprises television station.” "No, sir. | can't say
that | "
"Well, you will now. You're in luck. There's a job

openi ng there.

One of the witers just quit. You can take his place."
"Doi ng what ?"

Dana asked tentatively. "Witing television copy." Her
face fell.

"Tel evision copy? | don't know anything about " "It's
sinple. The

producer of the news will give you the raw material from
all the news

services. You'll put it into English and put it on the

Tel ePronpTer
for the anchors to read."

Dana sat there, silent.
mn W]at ?Il
"Nothing, it's just that I'"ma reporter.”

"We have five hundred reporters here, and they've all
spent years

earning their stripes. Go over to Building Four. Ask for
M. Hawkins.

If you have to start sonmewhere, television isn't bad."
Matt Baker

reached for the phone. "I'll give Hawkins a call."

Dana si ghed. "Ri ght. Thank you, M. Baker. If you ever
need "

"Qut."



The WE tel evision studios took up the entire sixth floor
of Bui l di ng

Four. Tom Hawki ns, the producer of the nightly news, |ed
Dana into his

of fice. "Have you ever worked in tel evision?" "No, sir.

' ve worked
on newspapers.
present.

And who knows what the future will be? Let ne show you
around." There

wer e dozens of people working at desks and nonitors. Wre
copy from

hal f a dozen news services was appearing on conputers.
"Here's where

stories and news breaks conme in fromall over the world,"
Hawki ns

explained. "I decide which ones we're going with. The
assi gnnent desk

sends out crews to cover those stories. Qur reporters in
the field

send in their stories by mcrowave or transmtters.

Besi des our wire

services, we have one hundred and sixty police channel s,
reporters with

cell phones, scanners, nonitors. Every story is planned
to the second.

The witers work with tape editors to get the timng
exact. The

average news story runs between a mnute and a half and a
m nute and

forty-five seconds."

"Dinosaurs. They're the past. W're the

"How many witers work here?" Dana asked.

"Si x. Then you have a vi deo coordi nator, news tape
edi tors, producers,

directors, reporters, anchors ..
worman wer e

approachi ng them "Speaking of anchors, neet Julia
Bri nkman and

M chael Tate."

He stopped. A nan and

Julia Brinkman was a stunning woman, wi th chestnut-col ored



hair, tinted

contacts that made her eyes a sultry green, and a
practiced, disarm ng

smle. Mchael Tate was an athletic-looking man with a
burs tingly

genial smle and an out goi ng nmanner.

"Qur new witer," Hawki ns said. "Donna Evanston."
"Dana Evans."
"What ever. Let's get to work."

He took Dana back to his office. He nodded toward the
assi gnnent board

on the wall. "Those are the stories |I'I|l choose from
They're call ed

slugs. We're on twice a day. W do the noon news from
twel ve to one

and the nightly news fromten to el even. Wen | tell you
whi ch stories

| want to run with, you'll put them together and make
everyt hing sound

SO0 exciting that the viewers can't swtch channels. The
tape editor

will feed you video clips, and you'll work theminto the
scripts and

i ndi cate where the clips go."

“Ri ght . "

"Sonetines there's a breaking story, and then we'll cut
i nto our
regul ar programming with a live feed."

"That's interesting," Dana said.
She had no idea that one day it was going to save her
life.

The first night's programwas a di saster. Dana had put

t he news | eads

in the mddle instead of the beginning, and Julia Brinknman
f ound



herself reading Mchael Tate's stories while M chael was
readi ng hers.

When t he broadcast was over, the director said to Dana,
"M . Hawkins

would like to see you in his office. Now " Hawki ns was
sitting behind

his desk, grimfaced. "I know," Dana said contritely.

"It was a new

lowin television, and it's all ny fault.” Hawkins sat

t here wat chi ng

her. Dana tried again. "The good news, Tom is that from
now on it

can only get better. R ght?" He kept staring at her.
"And it will

never happen agai n because" she saw the | ook on his face
"I"'mfired."

"No," Hawkins said curtly. "That would be letting you off
too easily.

You're going to do this until you get it right. And I'm
tal ki ng about

t he noon news tonmorrow. Am | maki ng nyself clear?"

"Very."

"Good. | want you here at eight o'clock in the norning."
"Ri ght,
Tom "

"And since we're going to be working together you can cal
me M.
Hawki ns. "

The noon news the next day went snoothly. Tom Hawki ns had
been right,

Dana decided. It was just a matter of getting used to the
rhyt hm Get

your assignnment... wite the story ... work with the tape
editor

set up the Tel ePronpTer for the anchors to read.

From that point on, it becane routine.

Dana's break cane eight nonths after she had started
wor ki ng at WE.



She had just finished putting the evening news report on

t he

Tel ePronpTer at nine forty-five and was preparing to

| eave. When she

wal ked into the television studio to say good night, there
was chaos.

Everyone was tal king at once.

Rob Cline, the director, was shouting, "Were the hell is
she?"

"I don't know. "

"Hasn't anyone seen her?"
"No. "

"Did you phone her apartnent?”

"I got the answering machine."

"Wonderful. We're on the air" he |ooked at his watch "in
twel ve

mnutes.” "Maybe Julia was in an accident,” M chael Tate
sai d. "She

could be dead." "That's no excuse. She shoul d have

phoned. " Dana
said, "Excuse nme ...
| npatiently. "Yes?"
“If Julia doesn't show up, | could do the newscast."
"Forget it." He

turned back to his assistant. "Call security and see if
she's cone

into the building.'

The director turned to her

The assi stant picked up the phone and

di al ed.

"Has Julia Brinkman checked in yet... ? Well, when she
does, tell her

to get up here, fast." "Have himhold an el evator for

her. We're on

the air in" he |ooked at his watch again "seven danmed
m nutes."” Dana

stood there, watching the growing panic. Mchael Tate
said, "I could

do both parts.” "No," the director snapped. "W need two



of you up

there." He |ooked at his watch again. "Three m nutes.
Goddanmmi t .

How coul d she do this to us? We're on the air in " Dana
spoke up. "I

know all the words. | wote them" He gave her a quick
gl ance. "You

have no makeup on. You're dressed wong." A voice cane
fromthe sound

engi neer's booth. "Two m nutes. Take your places,

pl ease."” M chael

Tate shrugged and took his seat on the platformin front
of the

carmer as.

"Pl aces, please!"

Dana smled at the director. "Good night, M. Cdine."
She started
toward the door.

"Wait a mnute!" He was rubbing his hand across his
forehead. "Are
you sure you can do this?"

"Try me," Dana said.

"I don't have any choice, do I?" he noaned. "All right.
Get up

there. My God! Way didn't | listen to ny nother and
becone a

doct or ?"

Dana hurried up to the platformand took the seat next to
M chael

Tat e.

"Thirty seconds ... twenty... ten ... five ..."

The director signaled with his hand, and the red |light on
t he canera

fl ashed on.

"Good evening," Dana said snoothly. "Welcone to the WE



ten-0' cl ock

news. W have a breaking story for you in Holland. There
was an

expl osi on at an Ansterdam school this afternoon and..."

The rest of the broadcast went snoothly.

The follow ng norning, Rob Cine cane into Dana's office.
"Bad news.

Julia was in an autonobile accident |ast night. Her face
I s" he

hesitated "disfigured.” "I'msorry,"'
concerned. "How bad

Is it?" "Pretty bad." "But today plastic surgery can "

Dana sai d,

He shook his head. "Not this tinme. She won't be com ng
back. "

"I"'d like to go see her. \Were is she?"

"They're taking her back to her famly, in Oregon.”
"I"mso sorry."

"You win sone, you |l ose sone." He studied Dana a nonent.
"You were

okay last night. W'll keep you on until we find sonmeone

per manent . "

Dana went to see Matt Baker. "Did you see the news | ast

ni ght ?" she
asked.
"Yes," he grunted. "For God's sakes, try putting on sone

makeup and a
nore appropriate dress.”

Dana felt deflated. "Right."
As she turned to | eave, Matt Baker said grudgingly, "You
weren't bad."

Coming fromhim it was a high conplinent.

On the fifth night of the news broadcast, the director



said to Dana
"By the way, the big brass said to keep you on."

She wondered if the big brass was Matt Baker.

Wthin six nonths, Dana becane a fixture on the Washi ngt on
scene. She

was young and attractive and her intelligence shone

t hrough. At the

end of the year, she was given a raise and speci al

assi gnnents. One of

her shows, Here and Now, interviews with celebrities, had
zooned to the

top of the ratings.

Her interviews were personal and synpathetic, and
celebrities who

hesitated to appear on other tal k shows asked to be on
Dana's show.

Magazi nes and newspapers began interview ng Dana. She was
becom ng a

celebrity herself.

At night, Dana would watch the international news. She
envi ed the

foreign correspondents. They were doi ng sonethi ng

i nportant. They

were reporting history, informng the world about the
| nportant events

t hat were happeni ng around the gl obe. She felt
frustrated.

Dana's two-year contract with WIE was nearly up. Philip
Col e, the

chief of correspondents, called her in.

"You're doing a great job, Dana. W're all proud of you."

"Thank you, Philip."

“It"'s time for us to be tal king about your new contract.
First of all



"I"'mquitting."
"l beg your pardon?"
"When ny contract's up, |I'mnot doing the show anynore."

He was | ooki ng at her incredul ously. "Wiy would you want
to quit?
Don't you like it here?"

"I likeit alot,” Dana said. "I want to be wth WE, but
| want to be

a foreign correspondent.™
"That's a mserable life,"
nanme woul d you

want to do that?" "Because |I'mtired of hearing what
celebrities want

to cook for dinner and how they net their fifth husband.
There are

wars goi ng on, and people are suffering and dying. The
wor |l d doesn't

he expl oded. "Way in God's

give a damm. | want to nmake them care." She took a deep
breath. "I'm
sorry. | can't stay on here." She rose and started

toward the door.

"Wait a minute! Are you sure this is what you want to
do?" "It's what

|'ve always wanted to do,
t houghtful for a

nmoment. "Where do you want to go?" It took her a nonent
for the

i mport of his words to sink in. When Dana found her

voi ce, she said,

" Sar aj evo. "

Dana said quietly. He was

Ni ne.

Bei ng governor was even nore exciting than Aiver Russel
had

antici pated. Power was a seductive mstress, and diver
loved it. H's

deci sions influenced the lives of hundreds of thousands of
peopl e. He



becane adept at swaying the state legislature, and his
I nfl uence and

reputati on kept expanding. | really am nmaking a

di fference, diver

t hought happily. He renenbered Senator Davis's words:
"This is just a

st eppi ng-stone, Aiver. Walk carefully.” And he was
careful. He had

nunmerous affairs, but they were always handled with the
gr eat est

di scretion. He knew that they had to be.

Fromtine to tinme, Aiver checked with the hospital about
Mriams
condi tion.

"She's still in a comm, Governor."
"Keep ne inforned."”

One of Aiver's duties as governor was hosting state

di nners. The

guests of honor were supporters, sports figures,
entertainers, people

with political clout, and visiting dignitaries. Jan was a
graci ous

hostess, and A iver enjoyed the way people reacted to her.

One day Jan cane to Oiver and said, "I just talked to
Father. He's

giving a party next weekend at his hone. He would |ike us
to cone.

There are sone people he wants you to neet."

That Saturday, at Senator Davis's sunptuous honme in
Georgetown, diver

found hi nself shaking hands with sone of the nost

| nportant wheel ers

and deal ers in Washington. It was a beautiful party, and
Adiver was

enjoying hinself imensely. "Having a good tine, diver?"
"Yes. It's

a wonderful party. You couldn't wish for a better one."
Pet er Tager



sai d, "Speaking of wi shes, that rem nds ne. The ot her
day, Eli zabeth,

ny six-year-old, was in a cranky nood and woul dn't get
dressed. Betsy

was getting desperate. Elizabeth | ooked at her and said,
"Mama, what

are you thinking?" Betsy said, "Honey, | was just w shing
t hat you

were in a good nood, and that you would get dressed and
have your

breakfast |ike a good girl." And Elizabeth said, "Mam
your wish is

not being granted!"™ Isn't that great? Those kids are
fantastic. See

you | ater, CGovernor."

A couple wal ked in the door and Senator Davis went to
greet them

The Italian anbassador, Atilio Picone, was an

I nposi ng-1 ooking man in

his sixties, with dark, Sicilian features. H's wfe,

Syl va, was one of

t he nost beautiful wonen O iver had ever seen. She had
been an actress

before she married Atilio and was still popular in Italy.
Aiver could

see why. She had | arge, sensuous brown eyes, the face of
a Madonna,

and the vol uptuous body of a Rubens nude. She was
twenty-five years

younger than her husband.

Senat or Davis brought the couple over to Aiver and
I ntroduced them

"I"' mdelighted to neet you," Oiver said. He could not

take his eyes
of f her.

She smled. "I've been hearing a great deal about you."

"“Not hi ng bad, | hope.™



"1 Her husband cut in. "Senator Davis speaks very highly
of you."

A iver |looked at Sylva and said, "I'mnattered.”

Senator Davis |led the couple away. When he returned to
Adiver, he

said, "That's off limts, Governor. Forbidden fruit.
Take a bite of

that, and you can kiss your future goodbye."

"Rel ax, Todd. | wasn't
“I"'mserious. You can alienate two countries at once."

At the end of the evening, when Sylva and her husband were
| eavi ng,

Atilio said, "It was nice to neet you."

"I't was a pl easure.™

Sylva took Aiver's hand in hers and said softly, "W | ook
forward to

seei ng you again."

Their eyes nmet. "Yes."

And diver thought, | nust be careful.

Two weeks later, back in Frankfort, Oiver was working in
his office

when his secretary buzzed him

"“CGovernor, Senator Davis is here to see you."

"Senator Davis is here?"

"Yes, sir."

"Send himin." Aiver knew that his father-in-Ilaw was
fighting for an

i mportant bill in Washington, and Aiver wondered what he

was doing in
Frankfort. The door opened, and the senator wal ked in.



Pet er Tager
was with him

Senator Todd Davis smled and put his armaround Qi ver.
"Gover nor,
it's good to see you."

"It's great to see you, Todd." He turned to Peter Tager.
" Mor ni ng,
Peter."

"Morning, diver."

"Hope |' m not disturbing you," Senator Davis said. "No,
not at all.

Is is anything wong?" Senator Davis |ooked at Tager and
smled. "Oh,

| don't think you could say anything's wong, Oiver. In
fact, I would

say that everything's just fine." Aiver was studying the
two of them

puzzled. "I don't understand.” "l have sone good news
for you, son

May we sit down?" "Ch, forgive ne. Wiat would you |ike?
Cof f ee?

Whi skey ?" "No. We're pretty well stimulated already."
Again, diver

wondered what was going on. "l've just flown in from
Washi ngt on.

There's a pretty influential group there who think you're
goi ng to be

our next president." Oiver felt a small thrill go

t hrough him "I

really?" "As a matter of fact, the reason | flew down
here is that

it's time for us to start your canpaign. The election is
| ess than two

years away." "It's perfect timng," Peter Tager said

ent husi astically.

"Before we're through, everyone in the world is going to
know who you

are." Senator Davis added, "Peter is going to take charge
of your

canpaign. He'll handle everything for you. You know you



won't find

anyone better." Odiver | ooked at Tager and said warnly,
"l agree."

“It's ny pleasure. W're going to have a | ot of fun,
Aiver."

Aiver turned to Senator Davis. "lIsn't this going to cost
a lot?"

"Don't worry about that. You'll go first-class all the
way. |'ve

convinced a lot of ny good friends that you're the man to
put their

noney on." He leaned forward in his chair. "Don't

under esti mat e

yourself, diver. The survey that cane out a couple of
nont hs ago

listed you as the third nost effective governor in the
country. Well,

you have sonething that the other two don't have. | told
you this

before charisnma. That is sonething that noney can't buy.
Peopl e |ike

you, and they're going to vote for you."

A iver was getting nore and nore excited. "Wen do we get
started?"

"We've already started,” Senator Davis told him "W're
going to build

a strong canpaign team and we're going to start lining up
del egat es

around the country."
"How realistic are ny chances?"

"In the primaries, you're going to bl ow everyone away, "
Tager replied.

"As for the general election, President Norton is riding
pretty high.

If you had to run against him he'd be pretty tough to
beat. The good

news, of course, is that since this is his second term he
can't run



again and Vice President Cannon is a pale shadow A
littl e sunshine
wi || make hi m di sappear. "

The neeting |lasted for four hours. Wen it was over,
Senat or Davi s
said to Tager, "Peter, would you excuse us for a m nute?"

"Certainly, Senator."

They wat ched hi m go out the door.

Senator Davis said, "I had a talk with Jan this norning.
AQiver felt a snall fris son of alarm "Yes?"

Senator Davis |ooked at Aiver and smled. "She's very
happy. "

A iver breathed a sigh of relief. "I"mglad."

"So aml, son. So aml. Just keep the hone fires burning.
You know what | nean?"

"Don't worry about that, Todd.

Senator Davis's smile faded. "I do worry about it,
Aiver.

| can't fault you for being horny just don't let it turn
you into a
toad. "

As Senator Davis and Peter Tager were wal ki ng through the
corridor of

the state capitol, the senator said, "I want you to start
putting a

staff together. Don't spare any expense. To begin wth,

| want

canpai gn offices in New York, Washington, Chicago, and San
Franci sco.

Primaries begin in twelve nonths. The convention is
ei ght een nont hs



away. After that, we should have snooth sailing." They
had reached
the car. "Ride with ne to the airport, Peter.”

"He'll make a wonderful president.”

Senator Davis nodded. And I'Il have himin ny pocket, he
t hought. He's

going to be ny puppet. I'Il pull the strings, and the

Presi dent of the
United States wi |l speak.

The senator pulled a gold cigar case fromhis pocket. "G
gar ?

The primaries around the country started well. Senator
Davi s had been

ri ght about Peter Tager. He was one of the best political
managers in

the worl d, and the organization he created was superb.
Because Tager

was a strong famly man and a deeply religious churchgoer,
he attracted

the religious right. Because he knew what nmade politics
wor k, he was

al so able to persuade the liberals to put aside their

di fferences and

wor k together. Peter Tager was a brilliant canpaign
manager, and his

raf fi sh bl ack eye patch becane a famliar sight on all the
net wor ks.

Tager knew that if Aiver was to be successful, he would
have to go

into the convention with a m ninumof two hundred del egate
votes. He

Intended to see to it that Aiver got them

The schedul e Tager drew up included multiple trips to
every state in
t he uni on.

Aiver | ooked at the programand said, "This this is
| npossi bl e,



Peter!"”

“Not the way we've set it up,"”
all been

coordi nated. The senator's |ending you his Chall enger.
There will be

peopl e to guide you every step of the way, and I'I| be at
your side."

Tager assured him "It's

13it

Senator Davis introduced Sirne Lonbardo to A ver.
Lombardo was a

giant of a man, tall and burly, dark both physically and
enotionally, a

broodi ng man who spoke little.

"How does he fit into the picture?" diver asked the
senat or when t hey
wer e al one.

Senator Davis said, "Sinme is our problemsolver.
Sonet i nes peopl e need

alittle persuasion to go along. Sine is very
convi ncing."

A iver did not pursue it any further.

When the presidential canpai gn began in earnest, Peter
Tager gave

Aiver detailed briefings on what to say, when to say it,
and how to

say it. He sawto it that Aiver made appearances in all
t he key

el ectoral states. And wherever Aiver went, he said what
peopl e want ed

to hear.

I n Pennsylvania: "Manufacturing is the lifeblood of this
country. We're

not going to forget that. W're going to open up the
factories again

and get Anerica back on the track!"



Cheers.

In California: "The aircraft industry is one of Anerica's
nost vital

assets. There's no reason for a single one of your plants
to be shut

down. We're going to open them up again."

13Q
Cheers.

In Detroit: "We invented cars, and the Japanese took the
t echnol ogy

away fromus. Well, we're going to get back our rightful
pl ace as

nunber one. Detroit's going to be the autonobile center
of the world

agai n!"

Cheers.

At coll ege canpuses, it was federally guaranteed student
| oans.

I n speeches at arny bases around the country, it was
pr epar edness.

In the beginning, when Aiver was relatively unknown, the
odds were

stacked against him As the canpaign went on, the polls
showed him

novi ng up.

The first week in July, nore than four thousand del egates
and

al ternates, along wth hundreds of party officials and
candi dat es,

gathered at the convention in Ceveland and turned the
city upside down

Wi th parades and floats and parties. Tel evision caneras
fromall over

the worl d recorded the spectacle. Peter Tager and Sine
Lonbardo saw to



It that Governor Adiver Russell was always in front of the
| enses.

There were half a dozen possible nomnees in Aiver's
party, but

Senator Todd Davis had worked behind the scenes to assure
that, one by

one, they were elimnated. He ruthlessly called in favors
owed, sone

as old as twenty years.

"Toby, it's Todd. How are Enmma and Suzy?... Good. | want
to talk to

you about your boy, Andrew. |'mworried about him Toby.
You know, in

nmy opinion, he's too liberal. The South will never accept
him Here's

what | suggest...."

"Alfred, it's Todd. How s Roy doing?... No need to thank
me. | was

happy to help himout. | want to talk to you about your
candi dat e,

Jerry. In ny opinion, he's too right-wing. If we go with
him we'l|l

| ose the North. Now, here's what | would suggest...."

"Kenneth Todd. | just wanted to tell you that |I'm gl ad
that rea

estate deal worked out for you. We all did pretty well,
didn't we? By

the way, | think we ought to have a little tal k about
Slater. He's

weak. He's a loser. W can't afford to back a | oser, can
we?..."

And so it went, until practically the only viable
candi date left to the
party was Governor O iver Russell.

The nom nation process went snmoothly. On the first
ballot, diver

Russel | had seven hundred votes: nore than two hundred
fromsix



northeastern industrial states, one hundred and fifty from
Si X New

Engl and states, forty from four southern states, another
one hundred

and eighty fromtw farmstates, and the balance from
three Pacific

states. Peter Tager was working frantically to nake sure
the publicity

train kept rolling. Wen the final tally was counted,

A iver Russel

was the winner. And with the excitenment of the circus

at nospher e t hat

had carefully been created, Aiver Russell was nom nated
by

accl amati on. The next step was to choose a vice

presi dent. Melvin

Wcks was a perfect choice. He was a politically correct
Californian a

weal t hy entrepreneur, and a personabl e congressman.
"They' |l conpl enent each other,"
real work

begins. We're going after the magi ¢ nunber two hundred
and seventy."

The nunber of electoral votes needed to win the

presi dency.

Tager said. "Now the

Tager told Aiver, "The people want a young | eader...
Good- | ooki ng, a

little hunmor and a vision.... They want you to tell them
how great they

are and they want to believe it.... Let themknow you're
smart, but

don't be too smart.... If you attack your opponent, keep
it

I npersonal .... Never | ook down on a reporter. Treat them
as friends,

and they'll be your friends.... Try to avoid any show of
petti ness.

Renenber you're a statesman.”

The canpai gn was nonstop. Senator Davis's jet carried
A iver to Texas



for three days, California for a day, Mchigan for half a
day,

Massachusetts for six hours. Every mnute was accounted
for. Sone

days Aiver would visit as many as ten towns and deliver
ten speeches.

There was a different hotel every night, the Drake in

Chi cago, the St.

Regis in Detroit, the Carlyle in New York City, the Place
dAmes in New

Oleans, until, finally, they all seened to blend into
one. \Werever

Aiver went, there were police cars |eading the
procession, |arge

crowds, and cheering voters.

Jan acconpanied Aiver on nost of the trips, and he had to
adm t that

she was a great asset. She was attractive and
intelligent, and the

reporters liked her. Fromtine to tinme, Aiver read about
Leslie's

| at est acquisitions: a newspaper in Madrid, a television
station in

Mexico, a radio station in Kansas. He was happy for her
success. It

made himfeel |less guilty about what he had done to her.

Everywhere O iver went, the reporters photographed him

I ntervi ewed

him and quoted him There were nore than a hundred
correspondent s

covering his canpaign, sonme of themfromcountries at the
far ends of

the earth. As the canpaign neared its climax, the polls
showed t hat

A iver Russell was the front-runner. But unexpectedly,
hi s opponent,

Vi ce President Cannon, began overtaking him Peter Tager
becane

worried. "Cannon's noving up in the polls. W've got to
stop him"

Two tel evision debates between Vice President Cannon and
A iver had



been agreed upon. "Cannon is going to discuss the
econony," Tager told

AQiver, "and he'll do a good job. W have to fake him
out. Here's ny

plan...."

The night of the first debate, in front of the tel evision
caneras, Vice

Presi dent Cannon tal ked about the econony. "America has
never been

nore econom cally sound. Business is flourishing." He
spent the next

ten mnutes el aborating on his thenme, proving his points
with facts and

figures. Wien it was Aiver Russell's turn at the

m crophone, he said,

"That was very inpressive. I'msure we're all pleased
that big

business is doing so well and that corporate profits have
never been

hi gher." He turned to his opponent. "But you forgot to
mention t hat
one of the reasons corporations are doing so well is

because of what is

euphem stically ternmed ' downsi zi ng.
downsi zi ng

sinply nmeans that people are being fired to make way for
machi nes. Mre

peopl e are out of work than ever before. It's the human
side of the

picture we should be examning. | don't happen to share
your view that

corporate financial success is nore inportant than
people...." And so

It went. Wiere Vice President Cannon had tal ked about
busi ness, A ver

Russel |l took a humanitarian approach and tal ked about
enoti ons and

opportunities. By the tine he was through, Russell had
managed to make

Cannon sound |ike a col dbl ooded politician who cared
not hi ng about the

American people. The norning after the debate, the polls
shi fted,

To put it bluntly,



putting Aiver Russell within three points of the vice
presi dent. There
was to be one nore national debate.

Art hur Cannon had | earned his | esson. At the final
debate, he stood

before the m crophone and said, "Qurs is a | and where all
peopl e nust

have equal opportunities. Anmerica has been blessed with
freedom but

that al one is not enough. Qur people nmust have the
freedomto work,

and earn a decent living...."

He stole Aiver Russell's thunder by concentrating on al
t he wonder f ul

plans he had in mnd for the welfare of the people. But
Pet er Tager

had antici pated that. Wen Cannon was finished, diver
Russel | stepped

to the m crophone.

"That was very touching. I'msure we were all very noved
by what you

had to say about the plight of the unenpl oyed, and, as you
call ed him

the 'forgotten nman.'
to say how

you are going to do all those wonderful things for those
people."” And

fromthen on, where Vice President Cannon had dealt in
enotions, diver

Russel | tal ked about issues and his econom ¢ pl ans,

| eavi ng the vice

presi dent hangi ng high and dry.

What disturbs ne is that you forgot

Adiver, Jan, and Senator Davis were having dinner at the
senator's

mansi on in Georgetown. The senator smled at Jan. "I've
just seen the

| atest polls. | think you can begin redecorating the
Wi te House."

Her face Iit up. "Do you really think we're going to w n,
Fat her ?"



"I mwong about a | ot of things, honey, but never about
politics.

That's ny life's blood. In Novenber, we're going to have
a new

president, and he's sitting right next to you."

Ten.

Fasten your seat belts, please."
t hought excitedly.

She | ooked over at Benn Al bertson and Wally Newman. Benn
Al -bert son

Dana' s producer, was a hyperkinetic bearded man in his
forties. He had

produced sone of the top-rated news shows in tel evision
and was highly

respected. Wally Newran, the caneraman, was in his early
fifties. He

was tal ented and ent husi astic, and eagerly | ooking forward
to his new

assi gnnent. Dana thought about the adventure that |ay
ahead. They

would land in Paris and then fly to Zagreb, Croatia, and
finally to

Sar aj evo.

Here we go! Dana

During her |ast week in Washi ngton, Dana had been briefed
by Shel | ey

McGQuire, the foreign editor. "You'll need a truck in
Sarajevo to

transmt your stories to the satellite,” MQuire told her
"We don't

own one there so we'll rent a truck and buy time fromthe
Yugosl av

conpany that owns the satellite. If things go well, we'll

get our own

truck later. You'll be operating on two different |evels.

Sone

stories you'll cover live, but nost of themw || be taped.
Benn

Al bertson will tell you what he wants, and you'll shoot

t he footage and

then do a sound track in a local studio. |I've given you

t he best



producer and caneranman in the business. You shoul dn't
have any

problem " Dana was to renmenber those optimstic words
| at er.

"The day before Dana |eft, Matt Baker had tel ephoned.
"CGet over to ny
office." H's voice was gruff.

“I'"l'l be right there." Dana had hung up with a feeling of
Appr ehensi on. He's changed his m nd about approving ny
transfer ctnd

he's not going to et ne go. How could he do this to ne?
Vel l, she

t hought determnedly, I'"'mgoing to fight him

Ten mnutes |ater, Dana was marching into Matt Baker's
office. "I know

what you're going to say,
you any good.

"' mgoing! |'ve dreaned about this since |l was a little
girl. I think

| can do sone good over there. you've got to give ne a
chance to try."

She took a deep breath. "All right," Dana said defiantly.
"What did

you want to say?"

she began, "but it "Wn't do

Matt Baker | ooked at her and said mldly, "Bon voyage."

Dana bl i nked. "Wat?"

"Bon voyage. It neans 'good journey."
"I know what it neans. | didn't you send for ne to ?"

"I sent for you because |I've spoken to a few of our
foreign

correspondents. They gave ne sone advice to pass on to
you. "

This gruff bear of a man had taken the tine and trouble to
talk to sone
foreign correspondents so that he could help her! "I |



don't know how
to "

"Then don't," he grunted. "You're going into a shooting
war. There's

no guarantee you can protect yourself a hundred percent,
because

bul l ets don't give a damm who they kill. But when you're
in the mddle

of action, the adrenaline starts to flow. It can make you
reckl ess,

and you do stupid things you wouldn't ordinarily do. You
have to

control that. Always play it safe. Don't wander around
the streets

al one. No news story is worth your |ife. Another thing

The | ecture had gone on for alnost an hour. Finally, he
said, "well,

that's it. Take care of yourself. If you |l et anything
happen to you,

"' mgoing to be dammed nad. "

Dana had | eaned over and ki ssed hi mon the cheek.
“"Don't ever do that again,"
"It's going to

be rough over there, Dana. |If you should change your m nd
when you get

there and want to cone hone, just let ne know, and |11
arrange it."

he snapped. He stood up.

“I won't change ny mnd," Dana said confidently.
As it turned out, she was w ong.

The flight to Paris was uneventful. They | anded at
Charles de Gaulle

Airport and the trio took an airport mnibus to Croatia
Airlines. There

was a three-hour del ay.

At ten o' clock that night, the Croatia Airlines plane



| anded at Butmr

Airport in Sarajevo. The passengers were herded into a
security

bui | di ng, where their passports were checked by uniforned
guards and

t hey were waved on. As Dana noved toward the exit, a
short,

unpl easant -1 ooking man in civilian clothes stepped in
front of her,

bl ocki ng her way. "Passport."

"I showed themny "
"I am Col onel Gordan D vjak. Your passport."”

Dana handed her passport to him along with her press
credenti al s.

He flipped through it. "A journalist?" He | ooked at her
shar pl y.
"Whose side are you on?"

“I"'mnot on anyone's side," Dana said evenly.

"Just be careful what you report,"” Col onel Divjak warned.
"We do not
treat espionage lightly."

Wel cone to Saraj evo.

A bull et proof Land Rover was at the airport to neet them
The driver

was a swarthy-looking man in his early twenties. "I am
Jovan Tolj, for

your pleasure. | wll be your driver in Sarajevo." Jovan
drove fast,

swerving around corners and racing through deserted
streets as though

t hey were bei ng pursued. "Excuse ne," Dana said
nervously. "Is there

any special hurry?" "Yes, if you want to get there
alive." "But " In

t he di stance, Dana heard the sound of runbling thunder,
and it seened



to be comng closer. What she was hearing was not

t hunder. In the

dar kness, Dana coul d nmake out buildings with shattered
fronts,

apartnments w thout roofs, stores w thout w ndows. Ahead,
she coul d see

the Holiday Inn, where they were staying. The front of
the hotel was

badl y pocknmarked, and a deep hol e had been gouged in the
driveway. The

car sped past it. "Wait! This is our hotel,"” Dana cried.
"Where are

you goi ng?" "The front entrance is too dangerous." Jovan
said. He

turned the corner and raced into an alley. "Everyone uses
t he back

entrance."” Dana's nouth was suddenly dry. "Ch." The

| obby of the

Holiday Inn was filled with people mlling about and
chatting. An

attractive young Frenchman approached Dana. "Ah, we have
been

expecting you. You are Dana Evans?" "Yes.
Hubert, Mb,

Met r opol e Tel evi si on.
Benn Al bertson
and Wal |y Newmran.'
what's |l eft of

our rapidly disappearing city."

"Jean Paul

“I'"'m happy to neet you. This is

The nmen shook hands. "Wl cone to

O hers were approaching the group to welcone them One by
one, they

st epped up and introduced thensel ves. "Steffan Mieller,
Kabel

Net wor k. " "Roderick Munn, BBC 2." "Marco Benelli, Italia
[." "Akihiro

| shi hara, TV Tokyo." "Juan Santos, Channel 6,
Guadal aj ara." "Chun

Q an, Shanghai Tel evision.'
country in

the world had a journalist there. The introductions
seened to go on

forever. The last one was a burly Russian with a gl eam ng
gol d front

It seemed to Dana that every



tooth. "N kol ai Petrovich, Gorizont 22." "How many
reporters are

her e?" Dana asked Jean Paul. "Over two hundred and
fifty. W don't

see many wars as colorful as this one. Is this your
first?" He nade

It sound as though it were sone kind of tennis nmatch.
"Yes." Jean

Paul said, "If |I can be of any help, please |let ne know.'
"Thank you."

She hesitated. "Who is Col onel Gordan Div-jak?" "You
don't want to

know. We all think he is with the Serbian equi val ent of
t he Gest apo,

but we're not sure. | would suggest you stay out of his
way. " "I1'I1l

remenber. "

Later, as Dana got into her bed, there was a sudden | oud
expl osion from

across the street, and then another, and the room began to
shake. It

was terrifying, and at the sane tinme exhilarating. It
seened unr eal

sonet hing out of a novie. Dana |l ay awake all night,
listening to the

sounds of the terrible killing machi nes and wat chi ng the
fl ashes of

light reflected in the griny hotel w ndows.

In the norning, Dana got dressed jeans, boots, flak

| acket. She felt

sel f-conscious, and yet: "Always play it safe.... No news
story is

worth your life."

Dana, Benn, and Wally were in the | obby restaurant,
tal ki ng about their
famlies.

"I forgot to tell you the good news,"” Wally said. "I'm
going to have a
grandson next nonth."



"That's great!" And Dana thought: WII| | ever have a
child and a

grandchi | d? Que sera sera.

"I have an idea,"
first on what's
happeni ng here and how the people's |ives have been
affected. I'Il go

with Wal |y and scout |ocations. Wiy don't you get us sone
satellite

time, Dana?"

Benn said. "Let's do a general story

"Fi ne."

Jovan Tolj was in the alley, in the Land Rover.
" Dobrojutro. Good
nor ni ng. "

"Good norning, Jovan. | want to go to the place where
t hey rent
satellite tine."

As they drove, Dana was able to get a clear |ook at
Sarajevo for the

first tinme. It seemed to her that there was not a
bui |l di ng that had

been unt ouched. The sound of gunfire was conti nuous.

"Don't they ever stop?" Dana asked.

"They wll stop when they run out of amrunition,” Jovan
said bitterly.

"And they will never run out of amunition."

The streets were deserted, except for a few pedestrians,
and all the

cafes were cl osed. Pavenents were pocknmarked with shel
craters. They

passed t he Osl obodj enje buil ding.

"That is our newspaper,"
keep trying to

destroy it, but they cannot."”

Jovan said proudly. "The Serbs



A few mnutes |ater, they reached the satellite offices.
"I wll wait
for you," Jovan said.

Behind a desk in the |obby, there was a receptioni st who
appeared to be

in his eighties. "Do you speak English?" Dana asked. He
| ooked at

her wearily. "l speak nine | anguages, nadam What do you
wi sh?" "I'm

with WIE. | want to book sone satellite tinme and arrange
" "Third

floor."

The sign on the door read: YUGOSLAVI A SATELLI TE DI VI SI ON.
The

reception roomwas filled with nen seated on wooden
benches | i ned

agai nst the walls.

Dana i ntroduced herself to the young woman at the

reception desk. "I'm
Dana Evans, with WIE. | want to book sone satellite
tine."

"Take a seat, please, and wait your turn."

Dana | ooked around the room "Are all these people here
to book
satellite time?"

The wonman | ooked up at her and said, "OF course.”

Al nost two hours |ater, Dana was ushered into the office
of the

manager, a short, squat man with a cigar in his nouth; he
| ooked Ii ke

the old cliche prototype of a Hollywood producer. He had
a heavy

accent. "How can | help you?" "I'm Dana Evans, with WE.
I'"d like to

rent one of your trucks and book the satellite for half an
hour. Six

o' clock in Washi ngton would be a good tine. And |I'Ill want



t hat sane

time every day indefinitely." She | ooked at his
expression. "Any

probl en?" "One. There are no satellite trucks avail abl e.
They have

all been booked. | will give you a call if soneone
cancel s." Dana

| ooked at himin dismay. "No ? But | need sone satellite
tinme," she

said. "I'"'m" "So does everybody el se, madam Except for
t hose who

have their own trucks, of course.™

When Dana returned to the reception room it was full.
have to do
somet hi ng about this, she thought.

When Dana |eft the satellite office, she said to Jovan,
“I"d li ke you

to drive nme around the city."

He turned to | ook at her, then shrugged. "As you w sh."
He started

the car and began to race through the streets.

"Alittle slower, please. | need to get a feel of this
pl ace. "

Sarajevo was a city under siege. There was no running
wat er or

el ectricity, and nore houses were bei ng bonbed every hour.
The air

raid alarmwent on so frequently that people ignored it.
A m asma of

fatalism seened to hang over the city. If the bullet had
your nane on

it, there was nowhere to hide.

On al nost every street corner, nen, wonen, and children
wer e peddling
the few possessions they had left.

"They are refugees from Bosnia and Croatia," Jovan

expl ai ned, "trying



to get enough noney to buy food."

Fires were ragi ng everywhere. There were no firenen in
si ght .

"Isn't there a fire departnent?" Dana asked.

He shrugged. "Yes, but they don't dare cone. They nake
too good a

target for Serb snipers.”

In the beginning, the war in Bosnia and Herzegovi na had
made little

sense to Dana. It was not until she had been in Sarajevo
for a week

that she realized that it made no sense at all. No one
coul d expl ain

it. Someone had nentioned a professor fromthe

uni versity, who was a

wel | - known historian. He had been wounded and was
confined to his

honme. Dana decided to have a talk with him Jovan drove
her to one of

the ol d nei ghborhoods in the city, where the professor

| i ved. Professor

M adic Staka was a small, gray-haired nman, al nost et hereal
in

appearance. A bullet had shattered his spine and

paral yzed him

"Thank you for comng," he said. "I do not get many
visitors these
days. You said you needed to talk to ne." "Yes. |I'm

supposed to be
covering this war," Dana told him "But to tell the

truth, I'm having
troubl e understanding it." "The reason is very sinple, ny
dear. This

war in Bosnia and Herzegovina is beyond understandi ng.

For decades,

the Serbs, Croats, Bosnians, and Muslins |lived together in
peace, under

Tito. They were friends and nei ghbors. They grew up

t oget her, worked

together, went to the sanme schools, intermarried." "And



now?" "These

same friends are torturing and nurdering one anot her.
Their hatred has

made them do things so disgusting that | cannot even speak
about them?"

"“I'"ve heard sone of the stories,
she had heard

wer e al nost beyond belief: a well filled with bl oody human
testicl es,

babi es raped and sl aughtered, innocent villagers |ocked in
chur ches

that were then set on fire. "Wio started this?" Dana
asked. He shook

his head. "It depends on whom you ask. During the Second
Worl d War,

hundr eds of thousand of Serbs, who were on the side of the
Allies, were

wi ped out by the Croats, who were on the side of the
Nazis. Now t he

Serbs are taking their bloody revenge. They are hol di ng
the country

host age, and they are nerciless. Mdire than two hundred

t housand shells

have fallen on Sarajevo alone. At |east ten thousand
peopl e have been

killed and nore than sixty thousand injured. The Bosni ans
and Muslins

nmust bear the responsibility for their share of the
torture and

killing. Those who do not want war are being forced into
it. No one

can trust anyone. The only thing they have left is hate.
What we have

is a conflagration that keeps feeding on itself, and what
fuels the

fires is the bodies of the innocent."

Dana said. The stories

When Dana returned to her hotel that afternoon, Benn

Al bert-son was

waiting there to tell her that he had received a nessage
that a truck

and satellite tine would be available to themthe
foll owi ng day at 6:00

P.M "I found the ideal place for us to shoot," Wally



Newman tol d her.

"There's a square with a Catholic church, a nosque, a
Pr ot est ant

church, and a synagogue, all within a bl ock of one

anot her. They' ve

all been bonbed out. You can wite a story about
equal - opportunity

hatred, and what it has done to the people who |live here,
who don't

want anything to do with the war but are forced to be a
part of it."

Dana nodded, excited. "Geat. |'ll see you at dinner.
I"mgoing to

wor k. " She headed for her room

At six o' clock the foll ow ng evening, Dana and Wally and
Benn were

gathered in front of the square where the bonbed- out

chur ches and

synagogue were |l ocated. Wally's tel evision canera had
been set up on a

tripod, and Benn was waiting for confirmation from

Washi ngton that the

satellite signal was good. Dana could hear sniper fire in
t he near

background. She was suddenly gl ad she was wearing her
flak jacket.

There's nothing to be afraid of. They're not shooting at
us. They're

shooting at one another. They need us to tell the world
their story.

Dana saw WAl ly signal. She took a deep breath, | ooked
into the canera

| ens, and began. "The bonbed-out churches you see behind
me are a

synbol of what is happening in this country. There are no
wal | s for

peopl e to hide behind anynore, no place that is safe. In
earlier

times, people could find sanctuary in their churches. But
here, the

past and the present and the future have all bl ended
together and " At

that second, she heard a shrill approachi ng whistle,



| ooked up, and saw

Wal ly's head explode into a red nelon. It's a trick of
the light, was

Dana's first thought. And then she watched, aghast, as
Wal | y' s body

slammed to the pavenent. Dana stood there, frozen,
unbel i evi ng. Peopl e

around her were scream ng. The sound of rapid sniper fire
cane cl oser,

and Dana began to trenble uncontroll ably. Hands grabbed
her and rushed

her down the street. She was fighting them trying to
free herself.

No! We have to go back. W haven't used up our ten

m nutes. Waste

not, want not... it was wong to waste things. "Finish
your soup,

darling. Children in China are starving." You think

you' re sone kind

of God up there, sitting on a white cloud? Well, let ne
tell you

sonmet hing. You're a fake. A real God woul d never, never,
never | et

Watty's head be blown off. Wally was expecting his first
grandson. Are

you listening to ne? Are you? Are you?

She was in a state of shock, unaware that she was being
| ed through a
back street to the car.

When Dana opened her eyes, she was in her bed. Benn
Al -bert son and
Jean Paul Hubert were standi ng over her.

Dana | ooked up into their faces. "It happened, didn't
It?" She
squeezed her eyes tightly shut.

"I"'mso sorry,"” Jean Paul said. "lIt's an awful thing to
see. You're
| ucky you weren't killed."



The tel ephone jarred the stillness of the room Benn

pi cked it up.

"Hello." He listened a nonent "Yes. Hold on." He turned
t o Dana.

"It's Matt Baker. Are you able to talk to hinf"

"Yes." Dana sat up. After a nonent, she rose and wal ked
over to the

tel ephone. "Hello." Her throat was dry, and it was
difficult to

speak.

Matt Baker's voice booned over the line. "I want you to
conme hone,

Dana. "

Her voice was a whisper. "Yes. | want to cone hone."

“I''l'l arrange for you to be on the first plane out of
t here. "

"Thank you." She dropped the tel ephone.
Jean Paul and Benn hel ped her back into bed. "I'msorry,"
Jean Paul

said, again. "There's there's nothing anyone can say."
Tears were

runni ng down her cheeks. "Wy did they kill hinf? He

never har ned

anyone. What's happeni ng? Peopl e are bei ng sl aughtered

i ke ani mal s

and no one cares. No one cares!" Benn said, "Dana,
there's nothing we

can do about " "There has to be!"™ Dana's voice was filled
with fury.

"We have to make themcare. This war isn't about
bonmbed- out churches

or buildings or streets. It's about people innocent
peopl e getting

their heads blown off. Those are the stories we should be
doi ng.

That's the only way to nake this war real." She turned to
Benn and

took a deep breath. "I'mstaying, Benn. |I'mnot going to



| et them

scare ne away." He was watching her, concerned. "Dana,
are you sure

you ?" "lI'"msure. | know what | have to do now. WII
you call Matt

and tell hinP" He said reluctantly, "If that's what you
really want."

Dana nodded. "It's what | really want." She watched Benn
| eave t he

room Jean Paul said, "Well, | had better go and |l et you
" "No." For

an instant, Dana's mnd was filled with a vision of
Wal |l y' s head

expl oding, and his body falling to the ground. "No," Dana
sai d. She

| ooked up at Jean Paul. "Please stay. | need you.'
Paul sat

down on the bed. And Dana took himin her arns and hel d
himclose to

her .

Jean

The follow ng norning, Dana said to Benn Al bertson, "Can
you get hol d

of a caneraman? Jean Paul told ne about an orphanage in
Kosovo that's

j ust been bonbed. | want to go there and cover it."
“I'"l'l round up soneone."

"Thanks, Benn. I'll go on ahead and neet you there."
"Be careful."

"Don't worry."

Jovan was waiting for Dana in the alley.

"We're going to Kosovo," Dana told him

Jovan turned to | ook at her. "That is dangerous, madam

The only road
there is through the woods, and

"We've already had our share of bad luck, Jovan. We'll| be



al |
right."

"As you wi sh."

They sped through the city, and fifteen minutes |ater were
driving

through a heavily forested area. "How nuch farther?"

Dana asked.

"Not far. We should be there in " And at that nonment, the
Land Rover

struck a | and m ne.

El even.

As el ection day approached, the presidential race becane
too close to

call. "W've got to win Ohio,
t went y- one

el ectoral votes. We're all right wwth Al abama that's nine
votes and we

have Florida's twenty-five votes." He held up a chart.

Peter Tager said. "That's

"I'l'l'i noi s,

twenty-two votes ... New York, thirty-three, and
California,

forty-four. It's just too dammed early to call it."
Everyone was concerned except Senator Davis. "I've got a
nose," he

said. "I can snell victory."

In a Frankfort hospital, MriamFriedland was still in a

cona.

On election day, the first Tuesday in Novenber, Leslie
stayed hone to

watch the returns on television. Aiver Russell won by
nore than two

mllion popular votes and a huge majority of el ectoral
votes. Aiver

Russel | was the president now, the biggest target in the
wor |l d. No one

had foll owed the el ection canpai gn nore closely than
Leslie Stewart



Chanbers. She had been busily expandi ng her enpire and
had acquired a

chai n of newspapers and television and radi o stations
across the United

States, as well as in England, Australia, and Brazil.
"When are you

going to have enough?" her chief editor, Darin Sol ana,
asked. "Soon, "
Leslie said. "Soon.'
take, and the

| ast piece fell into place at a dinner party in
Scortsdal e. A guest

said, "I heard confidentially that Margaret Port-man is
getting a

di vorce." Margaret Portman was the owner of the

Washi ngton Tribune, in

the nation's capital. Leslie had no coment, but early

t he foll ow ng

norni ng, she was on the tel ephone with Chad Mrton, one of
her

There was one nore step she had to

attorneys. "I want you to find out if the Washi ngton
Tribune is for
sale." The answer canme back later that day. "I don't

know how you

heard about it, Ms. Chanbers, but it |ooks as though you
coul d be

right. Ms. Portman and her husband are quietly getting

a divorce,

and they're dividing up their property. | think

Washi ngton Tri bune

Enterprises is going up for sale.”

"I want to buy it."

"You' re tal king about a nega deal Washington Tribune
Ent er pri ses owns
a newspaper chain, a magazine, a television network, and

"I want it.

That afternoon, Leslie and Chad Morton were on their way
to
Washi ngt on,



D. C

Leslie tel ephoned Margaret Portman, whom she had net
casually a few

years earlier. "I"min Washington," Leslie said, "and | "
"1 know. "

Wrd gets around fast, Leslie thought. "I heard that you
m ght be

interested in selling Tribune Enterprises." "Possibly."
"I wonder if

you woul d arrange a tour of the paper for ne?" "Are you
interested in

buying it, Leslie?" "Possibly." Margaret Portnman sent
for Matt Baker.

"Do you know who Leslie Chanbers is?" "The lIce Princess.
Sure."

"She'll be here in a fewmnutes. I'd |like you to take
her on a tour

of the plant."

Everyone at the Tribune was aware of the inpending sale.

"I't would be a mstake to sell the Tribune to Leslie
Chanbers, " Matt
Baker said flatly.

"What nmkes you say that?"

"First of all, | doubt if she really knows a damm t hing
about the

newspaper busi ness. Have you | ooked at what she's done to
t he ot her

papers she bought? She's turned respectabl e newspapers

i nto cheap

tabl oids. She'll destroy the Tribune. She's " He | ooked
up. Leslie

Chanbers was standing in the doorway, |istening.

Mar garet Portman spoke up. "Leslie! How nice to see you.
This is

Matt Baker, our editor in chief of Tribune Enterprises.™

They exchanged cool greetings.



"Matt is going to show you around."
“I"'m1looking forward to it."

Matt Baker took a deep breath. "Right. Let's get
started.”

At the beginning of the tour, Matt Baker said

condescendi ngly, "The

structure is like this: At the top is the editor in chief
" "That woul d

be you, M. Baker." "R ght. And under ne, the nmanagi ng
editor and

the editorial staff. That includes Metro, National,

Forei gn, Sports,

Busi ness, Life and Style, People, Calendar, Books, Real
Estate, Travel,

Food.... |I'mprobably | eaving a few out.’
many

enpl oyees does Washington Tribune Enterprises have, M.
Baker ?" " Over

five thousand."

"Amazi ng. How

They passed a copy desk. "Here's where the news editor

| ays out the

pages. He's the one who deci des where the photos are
going to go and

whi ch stories appear on which pages. The copy desk wites
t he

headl i nes, edits the stories, and then puts them together
In the

conposing room" "Fascinating." "Are you interested in
seei ng the

printing plants?" "Ch, yes. 1'd like to see everything."
He munbl ed

sonet hi ng under his breath. "I'msorry?" "l said,
"Fine." " They

took the el evator down and wal ked over to the next
bui | di ng. The

printing plant was four stories high and the size of four
f oot bal |

fields. Everything in the huge space was automated. There
were thirty

robot carts in the building, carrying enornmous rolls of



paper that they

dropped of f at various stations. Baker expl ai ned, "Each
roll of paper

wei ghs about twenty-five hundred pounds. If you unrolled
one, it would

be eight mles long. The paper goes through the presses
at twenty-one

mles an hour. Sonme of the bigger carts can carry sixteen
rolls at

once." There were six presses, three on each side of the
room Leslie

and Matt Baker stood there and watched as the newspapers
wer e

automatically assenbl ed, cut, folded, put into bales, and
delivered to

the trucks waiting to carry themoff. "In the old days it
t ook about

thirty nmen to do what one man can do today," Matt Baker
said. "The age

of technol ogy."

Leslie | ooked at hima nonent. "The age of downsi zing."
"I don't know

if you're interested in the econom cs of the operation?”
Matt Baker

asked dryly. "Perhaps you' d prefer your |awer or
accountant to " "I'm

very interested, M. Baker. Your editorial budget is
fifteen mllion

dollars. Your daily circulation is eight hundred and

si xt een t housand,

four hundred and seventy-four, and one mllion, one
hundred and forty

t housand, four hundred and ninety-ei ght on Sunday, and
your advertising

IS sixty-eight point two." Matt | ooked at her and

bli nked. "Wth the

ownership of all your newspapers, your daily circulation
s over two

million, with two mllion four Sunday circulation. O
course, that's

not the | argest paper in the world, is it, M. Baker?
Two of the

| ar gest newspapers in the world are printed in London.



The Sun is the
bi ggest, with a circulation of four mllion daily. The

Daily Mrror

sells over three mllion." He took a deep breath. "I'm
sorry. |

didn't realize you " "In Japan, there are over two hundred
dailies,

I ncl udi ng Asahi Shi nbun, Mai nchi Shi nbun, and Yom uri
Shi nbun. Do you

foll ow ne?" "Yes. | apologize if | seened patronizing."
"Accept ed,

M. Baker. Let's go back to Ms. Portman's office."

The next norning, Leslie was in the executive conference
room of the

Washi ngton Tri bune, facing Ms. Portman and hal f a dozen
att or neys.

"Let's tal k about price," Leslie said. The discussion

| ast ed four

hours, and when it was over, Leslie Stewart Chanmbers was
t he owner of

Washi ngton Tribune Enterprises.

It was nore expensive than Leslie had anticipated. It did
not
mat t er.

There was sonet hing nore inportant.

The day the deal was finalized, Leslie sent for Mtt
Baker. "What are

your plans?" Leslie asked. "I'mleaving." She | ooked at
hi m

curiously. "Way?" "You have quite a reputation. People
don't I|ike

wor king for you. | think the word they use nost is
‘ruthless." |

don't need that. This is a good newspaper, and | hate to
| eave it, but

| have nore job offers than | can handl e.
you wor ked

here?" "Fifteen years.
t hat away?"

“How | ong have

"And you're going to just throw



"I'"'mnot throw ng anything away, I'm" She | ooked himin
t he eye.

"Listen to ne. | think the Tribune is a good newspaper,

t oo, but |

want it to be a great newspaper. | want you to help ne."
"No. |

don't "

"Six nmonths. Try it for six nmonths. W'l|l start by
doubl i ng your

salary." He studied her for a |ong nonent. Young and
beauti ful and

intelligent. And yet... He had an uneasy feeling about
her. "Who wil|

be in charge here?" She smled. "You' re the editor in
chi ef of

Washi ngton Tribune Enterprises. You will be." And he
bel i eved her.

Twel ve.

It had been six nonths since Dana's Land Rover had been
bl own up. She

escaped with nothing worse than a concussion, a cracked
rib, a broken

wrist, and painful bruises. Jovan suffered a fractured
| eg and scrapes

and bruises. Matt Baker had tel ephoned Dana that night
and ordered her

to return to Washi ngton, but the incident had made Dana
nore determ ned

than ever to stay. "These people are desperate,” Dana
told him "I

can't just walk away fromthis. If you order ne hone,

then | quit."

"Are you blackmailing nme?" "Yes." "That's what |

t hought," Matt

snapped. "I don't |et anyone blackmail nme. Do you
under st and?" Dana

wai t ed.

"What about a | eave of absence?" he asked.

"I don't need a | eave of absence."” She could hear his



si gh over the
phone.

"All right. Stay there. But, Dana "
n Yes?ll
"Prom se ne that you'll be careful."

From outsi de the hotel, Dana could hear the sound of
machi ne-gun fire.
"Ri ght."

The city had been under heavy attack all night. Dana had
been unabl e

to sl eep. Each explosion of a nortar |anding neant

anot her bui | di ng

destroyed, another fam ly honel ess, or worse, dead. Early
In the

nor ni ng, Dana and her crew were out on the street, ready
to shoot. Benn

Al bertson waited for the thunder of a nortar to fade away,
t hen nodded

to Dana. "Ten seconds.
poi nted a finger,

and Dana turned away fromthe ruins behind her and faced
the tel evision

camera. "This is a city that is slowy di sappearing from
t he face of

the earth. Wth its electricity cut off, its eyes have

"Ready," Dana said. Benn

been put

out.... Its television and radio stations have been shut
down, and it

has no ears.... Al public transportation has cone to a

halt, so it has
|l ost its legs....
bonbed- out

pl ayground, with the rusty skel etons of swi ngs and sli des.

The canera panned to show a deserted,

“I'n another life, children played here, and the sound of
their | aughter

filled the air." Mrtar fire could be heard again in the
near

di stance. An air raid al arm suddenly sounded. The people



wal ki ng the

streets behind Dana continued as though they had heard
not hi ng. "The

sound you're hearing is another air raid alarm It's the
signal for

people to run and hide. But the citizens of Sarajevo have
found t hat

there is no place to hide, so they walk on in their own
sil ence. Those

who can, flee the country, and give up their apartnents
and all their

possessi ons. Too many who stay, die. It's a cruel

choice. There are

runmors of peace. Too many runors, too little peace. WII
it cone? And

when? WII the children cone out of their cellars and use
this

pl ayground agai n one day? Nobody knows. They can only
hope. This is

Dana Evans reporting from Sarajevo for WIE." The red
light on the

canmera blinked off. "Let's get out of here," Benn said.
Andy Casar ez,

t he new caneraman, hurriedly started to pack up his gear.
A young boy

was standing on the sidewal k, watching Dana. He was a
street urchin,

dressed in filthy, ragged clothes and torn shoes. Intense
brown eyes

flashed out of a face streaked with dirt. His right arm
was m ssing.

Dana wat ched the boy studying her. Dana smled. "Hello."
There was

no reply. Dana shrugged and turned to Benn. "Let's go."

A few mnutes later, they were on their way back to the
Hol i day | nn.

The Holiday Inn was filled with newspaper, radio, and

t el evi sion

reporters, and they forned a disparate famly. They were
rivals, but

because of the dangerous circunstances they found

t hensel ves in, they



were always ready to hel p one another. They covered
breaki ng stories

t oget her:

There was a riot in Mntenegro.... There was a bonbing in
Vukovar.... A

hospital had been shelled in Petrovo Selo.... Jean Pau

Hubert was

gone. He had been given anot her assi gnnment, and Dana
m ssed him

terribly.

As Dana was | eaving the hotel one norning, the little boy
she had seen

on the street was standing in the alley. Jovan opened the
door of the

repl acenent Land Rover for Dana. "Good norning, nmadam "

" Good

norni ng." The boy stood there, staring at Dana. She

wal ked over to

him " Good norning.'
Jovan, "How do

you say 'good norning in Slovene?' The little boy
answer ed, "Dobro

jutro.” Dana turned to him "So you understand English."
"Maybe. "

"What's your nane?"

There was no reply. Dana said to

"Kemal . "
"How ol d are you, Kenal ?"
He turned and wal ked away.

"He's frightened of strangers,” Jovan said.

Dana | ooked after the boy. "I don't blane him So aml."
Four hours | ater, when the Land Rover returned to the
alley in back of

the Holiday Inn, Kemal was waiting near the entrance.

As Dana got out of the car, Kemal said, "Twelve."



"What ?" Then Dana renenbered. "Oh." He was small for

hi s age. She

| ooked at his enpty right shirtsleeve and started to ask
him a

guestion, then stopped herself. "Were do you live,

Kemal ? Can we

t ake you hone?" She watched himturn and wal k away.

Jovan said, "He has no nmnners."”

Dana said quietly, "Maybe he |ost them when he lost his
arm"

That evening in the hotel dining room the reporters were
t al ki ng about
the new runors of an i nm nent peace. "The UN has finally

gotten

i nvol ved," Gabriella Orsi declared. "It's about tine."
"I'f you ask

nme, it's too late." "It's never too late," Dana said
quietly. The

foll owi ng norning, two news stories cane over the wres.
The first one

was about a peace agreenent brokered by the United States
and the

United Nations. The second story was that GOsl obodjenje,
Sar aj evo' s

newspaper, had been bonbed out of existence.

"Qur Washi ngton bureaus are covering the peace agreenent,”
Dana tol d
Benn. "Let's do a story on Osl obodjenje.”

Dana was standing in front of the denolished building that
had once

housed Gsl obodjenje. The canera's red |ight was on.
"Peopl e die here

every day," Dana said into the lens, "and buildings are
destroyed. But

this building was nmurdered. It housed the only free
newspaper in

Saraj evo, Oslobodjenje. It was a newspaper that dared to
tell the

truth. Wien it was bonbed out of its headquarters, it was



noved into

the basenent, to keep the presses alive. Wien there were
no nore

newsstands to sell the papers from its reporters went out
on the

streets to peddle themthensel ves. They were selling nore
t han

newspapers. They were selling freedom Wth the death of
Csl obodj enj e, another piece of freedom has died here."

In his office, Matt Baker was watching the news broadcast.
"Dammi t,

she's good!" He turned to his assistant. "I want her to
have her own

satellite truck. Mwve on it.'

"Yes, sir.

When Dana returned to her room there was a visitor

wai ting for her.

Col onel Gordan Divjak was |ounging in a chair when Dana
wal ked i n. She

stopped, startled. "They didn't tell nme | had a visitor."
"This is

not a social visit." H's beady bl ack eyes focused on her.
"1 wat ched

your broadcast about OGsl obodjenje."” Dana studied him
warily. "Yes?"

"You were permtted to cone into our country to report,
not to meke

judgnments.” "I didn't make any " "Do not interrupt ne.
Your idea of

freedomis not necessarily our idea of freedom Do you
under st and ne?"

"No. I"'mafraid |l " "Then let ne explain it to you, Mss
Evans. You

are a guest in ny country. Perhaps you are a spy for your
gover nnent . "

"I amnot a " "Do not interrupt nme. | warned you at the
airport. W

are not playing ganmes. W are at war. Anyone involved in
espi onage

will be executed." His words were all the nore chilling

because t hey
were spoken softly. He got to his feet. "This is your
| ast warning."



Dana wat ched himleave. I'"'mnot going to kt himfrighten
me, she
t hought defiantly. She was frightened.

A care package arrived from Matt Baker. It was an

enor nous box filled

wi th candy, granola bars, canned foods, and a dozen ot her
nonperi shabl e

itens. Dana took it into the |lobby to share it with the
ot her

reporters. They were delighted.

"Now, that's what | call a boss," Satom Asaka said.

"How do | get a job with the Washi ngton Tri bune?" Juan
Sant os j oked.

Kemal was waiting in the alley again. The frayed, thin
| acket he had
on | ooked as though it was about to fall apart.

"Good norning, Kenmal."

He stood there, silent, watching her from under
hal f-cl osed |i ds.

"1" m goi ng shopping. Wuld you like to go with nme?"

No answer.
"Let ne put it another way,"
opened t he
back door of the vehicle. "Get in the car. Now"

Dana sai d, exasperated. She

The boy stood there a nonent, shocked, then slowy noved
toward the
car.

Dana and Jovan watched himclinb into the backseat.
Dana said to Jovan, "Can you find a departnent store or

cl ot hi ng shop
that's open?"



"1 know one."

"Let's go there."

They rode in silence for the first few m nutes.

"Do you have a nother or father, Kemal?"

He shook hi s head.

"Where do you |ive?" He shrugged.

Dana felt himnove closer to her as though to absorb the
war nt h of her

body.

The clothing store was in the Bascarsija, the old nmarket
of Saraj evo.

The front had been bonbed out, but the store was open.
Dana t ook

Kermal's left hand and led himinto the store. A clerk
said, "Can |

hel p you?" "Yes. | want to buy a jacket for a friend of
m ne." She

| ooked at Kemal. "He's about his size." "This way,

pl ease.” In the

boy's section there was a rack of jackets. Dana turned to
Kemal .

“Whi ch one do you like?" Kenmal stood there, saying
not hi ng. Dana said

to the clerk, "W'll take the brown one." She | ooked at
Kemal ' s

trousers. "And | think we need a pair of trousers and sone
new shoes. "

When they left the store half an hour |ater, Kemal was
dressed in his

new outfit. He slid into the backseat of the car without a
wor d.

"Don't you know how to say thank you?" Jovan denanded
angrily. Kenal

burst into tears. Dana put her arns around him "It's al
right," she

said. "It's all right." Wat kind of a world does this

to children?



When they returned to the hotel, Dana watched Kemal turn
and wal k away
wi t hout a word.

"Wher e does soneone |like that |ive?" Dana asked Jovan.

"On the streets, madam There are hundreds of orphans in
Sar aj evo |ike
him They have no hones, no famlies....

"How do they survive?"
He shrugged. "I do not know. "

The next day, when Dana wal ked out of the hotel, Kemal was
wai ting for
her, dressed in his new outfit. He had washed his face.

The big news at the |uncheon table was the peace treaty
and whether it

woul d work. Dana decided to go back to visit Professor
M adi ¢ St aka

and ask what he thought about it. He | ooked even nore
frail than the

| ast tinme she had seen him "I am happy to see you, M ss
Evans. |

hear you are doi ng wonderful broadcasts, but " He
shrugged.

"Unfortunately, | have no electricity for ny tel evision
set. What can

| do for you?" "I wanted to get your opinion of the new
peace treaty,

Prof essor.” He | eaned back in his chair and said

t houghtfully, "It is

interesting to ne that in Dayton, Chio, they nade a
deci si on about what

IS going to happen to the future of Sarajevo."

"They've agreed to a troika, a three-person presidency,
conposed of a

Muslim a Croat, and a Serb. Do you think it can work,
Pr of essor ?"



"Only if you believe in mracles.” He frowned. "There
will be

ei ghteen national |egislative bodies and anot her hundred
and ni ne

different |ocal governnents. It is a Tower of political
Babel . It is

what you Anericans call a 'shotgun nmarriage." None of
them wants to

give up their autonony. They insist on having their own
flags, their

own |icense plates, their own currency." He shook his
head. "It is a

nor ni ng peace. Beware of the night."

Dana Evans had gone beyond being a nere reporter and was
becom ng an

I nternational |egend. What cane through in her tel evision
br oadcast s

was an intelligent human being filled with passion. And
because Dana

cared, her viewers cared, and shared her feelings.

Matt Baker began getting calls fromother news outlets
sayi ng that they

want ed to syndi cate Dana Evans's broadcasts. He was
del i ghted for her.

She went over there to do good, he thought, and she's
going to wind up

doi ng wel | .

Wth her own new satellite truck, Dana was busier than
ever. She was

no |l onger at the mercy of the Yugoslav satellite conpany
She and Benn

deci ded what stories they wanted to do, and Dana woul d
wite them and

broadcast them Sone of the stories were broadcast |ive,
and ot hers

wer e taped. Dana and Benn and Andy woul d go out on the
streets and

phot ogr aph what ever background was needed, then Dana woul d
t ape her

commentary in an editing roomand send it back on the |line
to



Washi ngt on.

At lunchtinme, in the hotel dining room |arge platters of
sandw ches

were placed in the center of the table. Journalists were
busily

hel pi ng thensel ves. Roderick Minn, fromthe BBC, wal ked
Into the room

with an AP clipping in his hand. "Listen to this,
everybody." He read

the clipping aloud. " "Dana Evans, a foreign
correspondent for WE, is

now bei ng syndi cated by a dozen news stations. Mss Evans
has been

nom nated for the coveted Peabody Award. ...
went on from

there. "Aren't we lucky to be associated with sonebody so
f anous?”

one of the reporters said sarcastically. At that nonent,
Dana wal ked

The story

into the dining room "Hi, everybody. | don't have tine
for lunch
today. I'mgoing to take sone sandwi ches with ne." She

scooped up
several sandw ches and covered them w th paper napkins.

"See you

| ater." They watched in silence as she |left. Wen Dana
got outsi de,

Kemal was there, waiting. "Good afternoon, Kemal." No
response.

"Get into the car."

Kemal slid into the backseat. Dana handed hima sandw ch
and sat

there, watching himsilently wolf it down. She handed him
anot her

sandw ch, and he started to eat it.

"Slow y," Dana said.
"Where to?" Jovan asked.

Dana turned to Kemal. "Were to?" He | ooked at her



unconpr ehendi ngl y
"We're taking you hone, Kemal. \Were do you |ive?"

He shook hi s head.
"I need to know. Were do you live?"

Twenty mnutes later, the car stopped in front of a large
vacant | ot

near the banks of the M| jacka. Dozens of big cardboard
boxes were

scattered around, and the ot was littered with debris of
al | ki nds.

Dana got out of the car and turned to Kemal. "Is this
where you |ive?"

He reluctantly nodded. "And other boys live here, too?"
He nodded

again. "I want to do a story about this, Kemal." He
shook hi s head.

“No." "Why not?" "The police will conme and take us away.
Don't."

Dana studied hima nmonent. "All right. | promse."

The next norning, Dana noved out of her roomat the
Hol i day | nn. Wen

she did not appear at breakfast, Gabriella Osi fromthe
Altre Station

in Italy asked, "Were's Dana?"

Roderick Munn replied, "She's gone. She's rented a
farmhouse to live
I n. She said she wanted to be by herself."

Ni kol ai Petrovich, the Russian from Gorizont 22, said, "W
woul d al |

like to be by ourselves. So we are not good enough for

her ?"

There was a general feeling of disapproval.

The follow ng afternoon, another |arge care package
arrived for Dana.

Ni kol ai Petrovich said, "Since she is not here, we m ght



as well enjoy
it, eh?"

The hotel clerk said, "I"msorry. Mss Evans is having it
pi cked
up. "

A few mnutes |ater, Kemal arrived. The reporters watched
hi mtake the
package and | eave.

"She doesn't even share with us anynore,” Juan Sant os
grunbl ed. "I

think her publicity has gone to her head."

During the next week, Dana filed her stories, but she did
not appear at
t he hotel again. The resentnent agai nst her was grow ng.

Dana and her ego were becom ng the main topic of
conversation. A few

days |l ater, when another huge care package was delivered
to the hotel,

Ni kol ai Petrovich went to the hotel clerk. "Is Mss Evans
having this

package picked up?" "Yes, sir." The Russian hurried back
into the

dining room "There is another package,
"Sonmeone i s going

to pick it up. Wiy don't we follow himand tell Mss
Evans our opi ni on

of reporters who think they're too good for everyone

el se?" There was

a chorus of approval. Wen Kenal arrived to pick up the
package,

Ni kolai said to him "Are you taking that to Mss Evans?"
Kenmal

he sai d.

nodded. "She asked to see us. W'll go along with you."
Kemal | ooked

at hima nonent, then shrugged. "W'I| take you in one of
our cars,"

Ni kol ai Petrovich said. "You tell us where to go." Ten
m nutes | ater,

a caravan of cars was naking its way al ong deserted side



streets. On

the outskirts of the city, Kemal pointed to an old
bonbed- out

farmhouse. The cars cane to a stop. "You go ahead and
bring her the

package," N kolai said. "We're going to surprise her."
They wat ched

Kemal wal k into the farnmhouse. They waited a nonent, then
noved toward

the farnmhouse and burst in through the front door. They
stopped, in

shock. The roomwas filled with children of all ages,

si zes, and

colors. Most of themwere crippled. A dozen arny cots had
been set up

along the walls. Dana was parceling out the contents of
t he care

package to the children when the door flew open. She

| ooked up in

astoni shnment as the group charged in. "Wat what are you
doi ng here?"

Roderi ck Munn | ooked around, enbarrassed. "I'm sorry,
Dana. W nmade a

a m stake. We thought " Dana turned to face the group. "I
see.

They' re orphans. They have nowhere to go and no one to

t ake care of

them Most of themwere in a hospital when it was bonbed.
I f the

police find them they'|ll be put in what passes for an
or phanage, and

they'|l die there. If they stay here, they'll die. |'ve
been trying to

figure out a way to get themout of the country, but so
far, nothing

has worked." She | ooked at the group pleadingly. "Do you
have any

| deas?" Roderick Munn said slowy, "I think | have.
There's a Red

Cross plane leaving for Paris tonight. The pilot is a
friend of mne."

Dana asked hopefully, "Wuld you talk to hin?" Minn
nodded. "Yes."

Ni kol ai Petrovich said, "Wait! We can't get involved in



anything |ike

that. They'Il throw us all out of the country." "You

don't have to be

i nvol ved,” Munn told him "We'Ill handle it." "I'm

against it,"

Ni kol ai said stubbornly. "It will place us all in danger."
"What about

the children?" Dana asked. "W're tal king about their
lives."

Late in the afternoon, Roderick Munn cane to see Dana. "I
tal ked to ny

friend. He said he would be happy to take the children to
Pari s, where

they' Il be safe. He has two boys of his own."

Dana was thrilled. "That's wonderful. Thank you so
much. "

Munn | ooked at her. "It is we who should thank you."

At eight o' clock that evening, a van with the Red Cross
insignia on its

sides pulled up in front of the farmhouse. The driver
bl i nked t he

| ights, and under the cover of darkness, Dana and the
children hurried

into the van. Fifteen mnutes later, it was rolling
toward Butmr

Airport. The airport had been tenporarily cl osed except
to the Red

Cross planes that delivered supplies and took away the
seriously

wounded. The drive was the | ongest ride of Dana's life.
It seened to

t ake forever. When she saw the |lights of the airport
ahead, she said

to the children, "W're alnost there." Kemal was
squeezi ng her hand.

"You'll be fine," Dana assured him "Al of you will be
t aken care
of ." And she thought, I"'mgoing to mss you. At the

airport, a guard
waved the van through, and it drove up to a waiting cargo



pl ane with

the Red Cross markings painted on the fusel age. The pil ot
was st andi ng

next to the pl ane.

He hurried up to Dana. "For God's sake, you're late! Get
t hem aboard,

fast. W were due to take off twenty m nutes ago." Dana
her ded t he

children up the ranp into the plane. Kenmal was the |ast.
He turned to

Dana, his lips trenbling. "WIIl | see you again?" "You
bet you wll,Kk"

Dana sai d. She hugged himand held himclose for a
noment, saying a

silent prayer. "Get aboard now. " Monents |later, the door
cl osed.

There was a roar of the engines, and the plane began to
taxi down the

runway. Dana and Munn stood there, watching. At the end
of the

runway, the plane soared into the air and speared into the
eastern sky,

banki ng north toward Paris. "That was a wonderful thing
you did," the

driver said. "I want you to know " A car screeched to a
st op behind

them and they turned. Col onel Gordan Divjak junped out
of the car and

glared up at the sky where the plane was di sappearing. At
his side was

Ni kol ai Petrovich, the Russian journalist. Colonel D vjak
turned to

Dana. "You are under arrest. | warned you that the

puni shment for

espionage is death." Dana took a deep breath. "Col onel,
If you're

going to put ne on trial for espionage " He | ooked into
Dana's eyes and

said softly, "Wo said anything about a trial ?"

Thirteen.

The inaugural celebrations, the parades, and the



swearing-in cerenonies

were over, and A iver was eager to begin his presidency.
Washi ngt on,

D.C." was probably the only city anywhere conpletely
devoted to and

obsessed with politics. It was the power hub of the
worl d, and diver

Russell was the center of that hub. It seened that
everyone was

connected in one way or another to the federal governnent.
In the

nmetropolitan area of Washington, there were fifteen

t housand | obbyi sts

and nore than five thousand journalists, all of them
nursing at the

nother's mlk of governnent. Oiver Russell renenbered
John Kennedy' s

sly put-down: "Washington, D.C." is a city of southern
efficiency and

northern charm™

On the first day of his presidency, Aiver wandered around
the Wiite

House with Jan. They were famliar with its statistics:
132 roonms, 32

bat hr oons, 29 fireplaces, 3 elevators, a swi nm ng pool,
putting green,

tennis court, jogging track, exercise room horseshoe pit,
bow i ng

all ey, and novie theater, and ei ghteen acres of
beautifully tended

grounds. But actually living init, being a part of it,
was

over whel m ng.

"It's like a dream isn't it?" Jan sighed.

A iver took her hand. "I'mglad we're sharing it,
darling." And he

neant it. Jan had beconme a wonderful conpani on. She was
al ways there

for him supportive and caring. Mre and nore, he found
t hat he

enj oyed being with her.



When Aiver returned to the Oval Ofice, Peter Tager was
waiting to see

him Qdiver's first appointnent had been to nake Tager
his chief of

staff.

Aiver said, "I still can't believe this, Peter." Peter
Tager sm | ed.

"The people believe it. They voted you in, M.
President."

Aiver looked up at him "It's still diver." "A

right. Wien we're

al one. But you have to realize that fromthis nmonent on
anyt hi ng you

do can affect the entire world. Anything you say could

shake up the

econony or have an inpact on a hundred other countries

around the

gl obe. You have nore power than any other person in the
wor |l d. "

The i ntercom buzzed. "M . President, Senator Davis is
here. "

"Send himin, Heather." Tager sighed. "I1'd better get
started. My

desk 1 ooks |Ii ke a paper nountain." The door opened and
Todd Davi s

wal ked in. "Peter ..." "Senator ..." The two nmen shook
hands. Tager

said, "I'll see you later, M. President." Senator Davis

wal ked over
to Aiver's desk and nodded. "That desk fits you just
fine, Aiver. |

can't tell you what a real thrill it is for nme to see you
sitting

there." "Thank you, Todd. I'mstill trying to get used
toit. | nean

Adans sat here ... and Lincoln ... and Roosevelt..."

Senat or Davi s
| aughed. "Don't let that scare you. Before they becane
| egends, they



were nmen just |like you, sitting there trying to do the
ri ght thing.

Putting their asses in that chair terrified themall, in
t he begi nni ng.

| just left Jan. She's in seventh heaven. She's going to
make a great

First Lady." "I know she is.
little list here

I"d like to discuss with you, M. President." The
enphasis on "M.

President” was jovial. "OF course, Todd." Senator Davis
slid the |ist

across the desk. "What is this?" "Just a few suggestions
| have for

your cabinet.” "Ch. Well, |'ve already decided " "I

t hought you mi ght

want to | ook these over.'
"Look them over,

Aiver." The senator's voice had cool ed.

"By the way, | have a

"But there's no point in

Aiver's eyes narrowed. "Todd ..."

Senator Davis held up a hand. "Qiver, | don't want you
to think for

one mnute that I'mtrying to inpose ny will or my w shes
on you. You

woul d be wong. | put together that |ist because | think
they're the
best nen who can help you serve your country. I'ma

patriot, diver,

and I'm not ashamed of it. This country neans everything
to ne." There

was a catch in his voice. "Everything. |If you think

hel ped put you

in this office just because you're nmy son-in-law, you're
gravely

m st aken. | fought to nake sure you got here because |
firmy believe

you're the man best suited for the job. That's what |
care nost

about." He tapped a finger on the piece of paper. "And

t hese nen can

hel p you do that job."



Adiver sat there, silent.

“I"ve been in this town for a lot of years, Aiver. And
do you know

what |'ve | earned? That there's nothing sadder than a
one-term

presi dent. And do you know why? Because during the first
four years,

he's just beginning to get an idea of what he can do to
make this

country better. He has all those dreans to fulfill. And
j ust when

he's ready to do that just when he's ready to really make
a difference"

he gl anced around the office "someone el se noves in here,
and t hose

dreans just vanish. Sad to think about, isn't it? Al
those nmen with

grand dreans who serve only one term Did you know t hat
si nce McKinl ey

took office in 1897, nore than half the presidents who
foll owed him

were one-term presidents? But you, AQiver I'mgoing to
see to it that

you're a two-termpresident. | want you to be able to
fulfill all your

dreans. I'mgoing to see to it that you're reelected."
Senator Davis |ooked at his watch and rose. "I have to
go. W have a

guorumcall at the Senate. I'll see you at dinner

tonight." He wal ked
out the door.

A iver |ooked after himfor a long tine. Then he reached
down and
pi cked up the list Senator Todd Davis had left.

In his dream Mriam Fri edl and awakened and sat up in bed.
A pol i ceman

was at her bedside. He | ooked down at her and said, "Now
you can tel

us who did this to you."



"Yes."
He woke up, soaked in perspiration.

Early the follow ng norning, Aiver tel ephoned the

hospi tal where

Mriamwas. "I'mafraid there's no change, M.
President," the chi ef

of staff told him "Frankly, it doesn't |ook good."
Aiver said

hesitantly, "She has no famly. If you don't think she's
goi ng to nmake

it, would it be nore humane to take her off the

| i fe-support systens?"

"I think we should wait a little while | onger and see what
happens, "

t he doctor said. "Sonetinmes there's a mracle.”

Jay Perkins, chief of protocol, was briefing the
president. "There are

one hundred and forty-seven diplomatic m ssions in
Washi ngton, M.

President. The blue book the Diplomatic List lists the
name of every

representative of a foreign governnent and spouse. The
green book the

Soci al List nanes the top diplomats, Washi ngton residents,
and nenbers

of Congress."

He handed A iver several sheets of paper. "This is a |ist
of the
potential foreign anbassadors you will receive."

Adiver | ooked down the list and found the Italian
anmbassador and his

wife: Atilio Picone and Sylva. Sylva. Qiver asked
I nnocently, "WII

they bring their wives with thenf"

“"No. The wives will be introduced later. | woul d suggest
t hat you
begi n seeing the candi dates as qui ckly as possible."



"Fi ne."

Perkins said, "I'Il try to arrange it so that by next

Sat urday, all the

forei gn anbassadors will be accredited. You mght want to
consi der

havi ng a Wi te House di nner to honor them™

"Good idea." diVer glanced again at the list on his
desk. Atilio and
Syl va Pi cone.

Saturday evening, the State Di ning Roomwas decorated with
flags from

the various countries represented by the foreign
anbassadors. Qi ver

had spoken with Atilio Picone two days earlier when he had
present ed

his credence papers. "Howis Ms. Picone?" Oiver had
asked. There

was a snmall pause. "My wife is fine. Thank you, M.

Presi dent."

The di nner was going beautifully. Aiver went fromtable
to table,

chatting with his guests and charm ng themall. Sone of

t he nost

i nportant people in the world were gathered in that room

A iver Russell approached three | adies who were socially
prom nent and

married to inmportant nen. But they were novers and
shakers in their

own right. "Leonore ... Delores .. . Carol..."

As diver was nmaking his way across the room Sylva
Pi-cone went up to

hi m and held out her hand. "This is a nonent |'ve been
| ooki ng forward

to." Her eyes were sparkling.

"I, too," dAiver nmurnured.

"I knew you were going to be elected.” It was al nost a



whi sper.
"Can we talk | ater?"
There was no hesitation. "Of course."

After dinner, there was dancing in the grand ballroomto
t he nusic of

the Marine Band. diver watched Jan danci ng, and he

t hought: Wat a

beauti ful woman. What a great body. The evening was a
huge success.

The follow ng week, on the front page of the Wshi ngton
Tri bune, the
headl i ne bl azed out: PRESI DENT ACCUSED OF CAMPAI GN FRAUD.

Oiver stared at it in disbelief. It was the worst timng
possi bl e.

How coul d this have happened? And then he suddenly
realized how it had

happened. The answer was in front of himon the nasthead
of the

newspaper: "Publisher, Leslie Stewart."

The follow ng week, a front-page itemin the Washi ngton
Tri bune read:

PRESI DENT TO BE QUESTI ONED ABOUT FALSI FI ED
KENTUCKY STATE | NCOVE TAX RETURNS.

Two weeks | ater, another story appeared on the front page
of the
Tri bune: FORMER ASSI STANT TO PRESI DENT RUSSELL PLANS

TO FI LE LAWBUI T CHARG NG SEXUAL HARASSIVENT.

The door to the Oval Ofice flew open and Jan wal ked in.
"Have you
seen the norning paper?"

"Yes, |



"How could you do this to us, Aiver? You

"Wait a mnute! Don't you see what's happeni ng, Jan?
Leslie Stewart

is behind it. I"msure she bribed that wonman to do this.
She's trying

to get her revenge because | jilted her for you. Al
right. She got

it. It's over."

Senator Davis was on the tel ephone. "Qiver. | would
like to see you

in one hour.” "1'll be here, Todd." diver was in the
small library

when Todd Davis arrived. Aiver rose to greet him "Good
nor ni ng. "

"Like hell it's a good norning." Senator Davis's voice

was filled with
fury. "That woman is going to destroy us."

"No, she's not. She just " "Everyone reads that dammed
gossi p rag, and

peopl e believe what they read." "Todd, this is going to
bl ow over and

" "lIt's not going to blow over. Did you hear the
editorial on WIE this

norni ng? It was about who our next president is going to
be. You were

at the bottomof the list. Leslie Stewart is out to get
you. You nust

stop her. What's the line "hell hath no fury ..."?"
"There's anot her

adage, Todd, about freedom of the press. There's nothing
we can do

about this." Senator Davis |ooked at Aiver

specul atively. "But there

Is." "What are you tal king about?" "Sit down." The two
men sat.

"The woman i s obviously still in love with you, diver.
This is her

way of punishing you for what you did to her. Never argue
W th soneone

who buys ink by the ton. My advice is to nake peace.”
"How do | do



that?" Senator Davis |ooked at Aiver's groin. "Use your
head." "Wait

a mnute, Todd! Are you suggesting that | ?" "What |'m
suggesting is

that you cool her down. Let her know that you're sorry.
I"mtelling

you she still loves you. If she didn't, she wouldn't be
doing this."

"What exactly do you expect nme to do?" "Charm her, ny
boy. You did it

once, you can do it again. You ve got to win her over.
You' re havi ng

a State Departnment dinner here Friday evening. lnvite
her. You nust

per suade her to stop what she's doing."

"I don't know how | can

"l don't care how you do it. Perhaps you could take her
away

somewhere, where you can have a quiet chat. | have a
country house in
Virginia. It's very private. I'mgoing to Florida for

t he weekend,

and |'ve arranged for Jan to go with ne." He took out a
slip of paper

and sone keys and handed themto Oiver. "Here are the
di recti ons and

the keys to the house.™

Aiver was staring at him "Jesus! You had this al

pl anned? What if

Leslie won't what if she's not interested? If she refuses
to go?"

Senator Davis rose. "She's interested. She'll go. I'll
see you
Monday, O iver. Good |uck."

Qiver sat there for a long tinme. And he thought: No.
can't do this

to her again. | won't.

That evening as they were getting dressed for dinner, Jan



sai d,

"Aiver, Father asked ne to go to Florida with himfor the
weekend.

He's getting sone kind of award, and |I think he wants to
show of f the

president's wife. Would you mind very nmuch if | went? I
know t here's

a State Departnent dinner here Friday, so if you want ne
to stay ..."

“No, no. You go ahead. I'll mss you." And | am goi ng

to mss her,

he thought. As soon as | solve this problemwth Leslie,
I"mgoing to

start spending nore tinme with Jan.

Leslie was on the tel ephone when her secretary cane
hurrying in. "M ss

Stewart "

"Can't you see I'm"

"President Russell is on line three."

Leslie | ooked at her a nonent, then smled. "Right." She
said into

t he phone, "I'Il call you back."

She pressed the button on line three. "Hello."
"Leslie?"

"Hello, Adiver. O should | call you M. President?"
"You can call ne anything you like." He added lightly,
"And have."

There was a silence. "Leslie, | want to see you."

"Are you sure this is a good idea?"

"I"mvery sure."

"You're the president. | can't say no to you, can |?"

"Not if you're a patriotic Anerican. There's a State



Depart nent di nner
at the Wiite House Friday night. Please cone."

"What tinme?"
"Eight o'clock."
"All right. I'll be there."

She | ooked stunning in a long, clinging black knit
Mandari n- necked St

John gown fastened in front with buttons over-coated in
twenty-two-karat gold. There was a revealing
fourteen-inch slit on the

| eft side of the dress.

The instant Aiver | ooked at her, nenories cane flooding
back. "Leslie

I on

"M. President."

He took her hand, and it was noist. It's a sign, diver
t hought. But

of what? Nervousness? Anger? A d nenories? "I'm so
gl ad you cane,

Leslie." "Yes. | am too." "We'll talk later." Her
smle warned

him "Yes."

Two tables away fromwhere A iver was seated was a group
of Arab

di pl omats. One of them a swarthy man with sharply etched
features and

dark eyes, seened to be staring intently at diver.

A iver |leaned over to Peter Tager and nodded toward the
Arab. "Who's
t hat ?"

Tager took a quick look. "Ali al-Fulani. He's the
secretary at one of



the United Arab Emrates. Wiy do you ask?"

“"No reason."” diver |ooked again. The man's eyes were
still focused
on him

A iver spent the evening working the room neking his
guests feel

confortable. Sylva was at one table, Leslie at another.
It was not

until the evening was al nost over that diver nanaged to
get Leslie

alone for a nonent. "We need to talk. | have a lot to
tell you. Can

we neet sonmewhere?"

There was the faintest hesitation in her voice. "diver,
per haps it
woul d be better if we didn't "

"I have a house in Manassas, Virginia, about an hour out
of Washi ngt on.
WIIl you neet ne there?”

She | ooked into his eyes. This tine there was no
hesitation. "If you
want ne to."

A iver described the |ocation of the house. "Tonorrow
ni ght at
ei ght ?"

Leslie's voice was husky. "I'Il be there.”

At a National Security Council neeting the follow ng
nor ni ng, Director

of Central Intelligence Janmes Frisch dropped a bonbshell.
" M.

President, we received word this norning that Libya is
buying a variety

of atom c weapons fromlran and China. There's a strong
runor that

they're going to be used to attack Israel. It will take a
day or two



to get a confirmation.
state, said, "I

don't think we should wait. Let's protest now, in the
st rongest
possi bl e termns.
addi ti onal

I nformation you can get.'
Fromtine

to time, Aiver found hinself thinking about the
rendezvous with

Leslie. "Charmher, ny boy.... You ve got to win her
over."

Lou Werner, the secretary of

Aiver said to Werner, "See what

The neeting | asted all norning.

On Saturday evening, Oiver was in one of the Wite House
staff cars,

driven by a trusted Secret Service agent, heading for
Manassas,

Virginia. He was strongly tenpted to cancel the
rendezvous, but it was

too late. I"'mworrying for no reason. She probably won't
even show
up.

At eight o' clock, diver |ooked out the wi ndow and saw
Leslie's car

pull into the driveway of the senator's house. He watched
her get out

of the car and nove toward the entrance. O iver opened
the front door.

The two of them stood there, silently staring at each
other, and tine

di sappeared and sonehow it was as though they had never
been apart.

AQiver was the first to find his voice. "My God! Last

ni ght when |

saw you ... | had al nost forgotten how beautiful you are.™
A iver took

Leslie's hand, and they wal ked into the living room

"What woul d you

like to drink?" "I don't need anything. Thank you."
diver sat down

next to her on the couch. "I have to ask you sonet hi ng,
Leslie. Do

you hate nme?" She shook her head slowy. "No. | thought



| hated

you." She smled wyly. "In a way, | suppose that's the
reason for ny
success." "l don't understand." "I wanted to get back at

you, Qiver.

| bought newspapers and tel evision stations so that |
coul d attack you.

You're the only man |'ve ever |oved. And when you when
you deserted

me, | | didn't think | could stand it." She was fighting
back tears.

Aiver put his armaround her. "Leslie " And then his
i ps were on

hers, and they were kissing passionately. "Oh, ny Cod,"
she said. "I

didn't expect this to happen.” And they were in a fierce
enbrace, and

he took her hand and |l ed her into the bedroom They began
undr essi ng

each other. "Hurry, ny darling," Leslie said. "Hurry..."
And t hey

were in bed, holding each other, their bodies touching,
remenberi ng.

Their | ovemaki ng was gentle and fierce, as it had been in
t he

begi nning. And this was a new begi nning. The two of them

| ay there,

happy, spent. "It's so funny," Leslie said. "Wat?" "All
t hose

terrible things | published about you. | did it to get
your

attention." She snuggled closer. "And | did, didn't |?"
He gri nned.

“I"l'l say." Leslie sat up and | ooked at him "I'm so
proud of you,

Aiver. The President of the United States.” "I'mtrying
to be a dam

good one. That's what's really inportant to ne. | want
to make a

difference."” Aiver |looked at his watch. "I'mafraid I
have to get

back." "Of course. I'll let you leave first." "Wen am

| going to
see you again, Leslie?" "Anytinme you want to." "W're



goi ng to have
to be careful."” "I know. W wll be."

Leslie lay there, dream |y watching Oiver as he dressed.

Wien Aiver was ready to | eave, he | eaned over and said,
"You're ny
mracle."

"And you're mne. You al ways have been.™
He kissed her. "I'Il call you tonorrow. "

AQiver hurried out to the car and was driven back to
Washi ngton. The

nore things change, the nore they stay the sane, diver
t hought . |

have to be careful never to hurt her again. He picked up
t he car

t el ephone and di aled the nunber in Florida that Senator
Davi s had given

hi m

The senator answered the phone hinself. "Hello."
"I't's Aiver."
"Where are you?"

"On ny way back to Washington. | just called to tell you
sone good

news. W don't have to worry about that probl em anynore.
Everyt hi ng

I s under control."

"I can't tell you howglad | amto hear that." There was
a note of
deep relief in Senator Davis's voice.

"I knew you would be, Todd."
The followi ng norning, as Aiver was getting dressed, he

pi cked up a
copy of the Washington Tribune. On the front page was a



phot ogr aph of
Senator Davis's country honme in Manassas The caption
under it read:

PRESI DENT RUSSELL'S SECRET LOVE NEST
Fourt een.

A iver stared at the paper unbelievingly. How coul d she
have done

that? He t hought about how passi onate she had been in
bed. And he had

conpletely msread it. It was a passion filled with hate,
not | ove.

There's no way | can ever stop her, diver thought

despai ringly.

Senator Todd Davis | ooked at the front-page story and was
aghast. He

under st ood the power of the press, and he knew how nuch
this vendetta

could cost him 1'Il have to stop her nyself, Senator
Davi s deci ded.

When he got to his Senate office, he tel ephoned Leslie.
"It's been a

long time," Senator Davis said warmy. "Too | ong.

t hi nk about you a

lot, Mss Stewart."

"I think about you, too, Senator Davis. In a way,
everything | have |

owe to you." He chuckled. "Not at all. Wen you had a
problem | was

happy to be able to assist you.'
can do for you,

Senator?" "No, Mss Stewart. But there's sonething |I'd
like to do for

“I's there sonething |

you. |I'mone of your faithful readers, you know, and I
t hi nk t he
Tribune is a truly fine paper. | just realized that we

haven't been

doi ng any advertising init, and | want to correct that.
"' minvol ved

I n several |arge conpanies, and they do a | ot of



advertising. | nean a

| ot of advertising. | think that a good portion of that
should go to a

fine paper like the Tribune." "I'mdelighted to hear

t hat, Senator.

We can al ways use nore advertising. Wwom shall | have ny
adverti sing

manager talk to?" "Well, before he talks to anyone, |
think you and |

shoul d settle a little problem between us.” "Wat's
that ?" Leslie

asked. "It concerns President Russell." "Yes?" "This is
a rather

delicate matter, Mss Stewart. You said a few nonents ago
t hat you

owed everything you have to nme. Now |I'm asking you to do
me alittle

favor."™ "1'Il be happy to, if I can.” "In nmy own snal
way, | hel ped
the president get elected to office.” "I know. "

"And he's doing a fine job. O course, it nakes it nore
difficult for

hi m when he's attacked by a powerful newspaper like the
Tri bune every

time he turns around.”

"What are you asking ne to do, Senator?"

"Well, | would greatly appreciate it if those attacks
woul d stop."

"And in exchange for that, | can count on getting
advertising from sone

of your conpanies."

"A great deal of advertising, Mss Stewart."

"Thank you, Senator. Wiy don't you call ne back when you
have

sonmet hing nore to offer?"

And the |ine went dead.



In his office at the Washi ngton Tri bune, Matt Baker was
readi ng the

story about President Russell's secret |ove nest. "Wo
t he hel |

aut hori zed this?" he snapped at his assistant. "It cane
fromthe

VWiite Tower." "Goddammit. She's not running this paper,
| am" Wy

the hell do | put up with her? he wondered, not for the
first tinme.

Three hundred and fifty thousand dollars a year plus
bonuses and stock

options, he told hinself wyly. Every tinme he was ready
to quit, she

seduced himw th nore noney and nore power. Besides, he
had to admt

to hinself that it was fascinating working for one of the
nost power f ul

wonen in the world. There were things about her that he
woul d never

under st and.

When she had first bought the Tribune, Leslie had said to
Matt ,

"There's an astrologer | want you to hire. H's nane is
Zoltaire."

"He's syndi cated by our conpetition.”

"I don't care. Hire him"

Later that day, Matt Baker told her, "I checked on
Zoltaire. It would

be too expensive to buy out his contract."”

"Buy it."

The foll ow ng week, Zoltaire, whose real nane Matt | earned
was Davi d

Hayworth, canme to work for the Washi ngton Tribune. He was
in his

fifties, small and dark and intense.

Matt was puzzled. Leslie did not seemlike the kind of



woman who woul d

have any interest in astrology. As far as he coul d see,
there was no

contact between Leslie and David Hay-worth.

What he did not know was that Hayworth went to visit
Leslie at her hone
whenever she had an inportant decision to nmake.

On the first day, Matt had had Leslie's nane put on the
mast head:

"Leslie Chanbers, Publisher."” She had glanced at it and
sai d, "Change

it. It's Leslie Stewart." The lady is on an ego trip,
Matt had

t hought. But he was wong. Leslie had decided to revert
to her maiden

name because she wanted A iver Russell to know exactly who
was

responsi bl e for what was going to happen to him

The day after Leslie took over the newspaper, she said,
"We're going to

buy a health nagazine." Matt | ooked at her curiously.
"\Mhy 2"

"Because the health field is exploding." She had proved
to be right.

The nagazi ne was an instant success. "W're going to
start expanding, "

Leslie told Baker. "Let's get sone people |ooking for
publ i cations

overseas." "All right." "And there's too nuch fat around
here. Cet

rid of the reporters who aren't pulling their weight."
"Leslie " "I

want young reporters who are hungry." Wien an executive
position

becane open, Leslie insisted on being there for the

i nterview. She

would listen to the applicant, and then woul d ask one
guestion: "Wat's

your golf score?" The job would often depend on the
answer. "What the

hell kind of question is that?" Mttt Baker asked the



first time he

heard it. "What difference does a golf score make?" "I
don't want

peopl e here who are dedicated to golf. If they work here,
they're

going to be dedicated to the Washington Tri bune.”

Leslie Stewart's private |life was a subject of endless

di scussi ons at

the Tri bune. She was a beautiful wonman, unattached, and
as far as

anyone knew, she was not involved with any man and had no
per sonal

life. She was one of the capital's preem nent hostesses,
and i nport ant

people vied for an invitation to her dinner parties. But
peopl e

specul at ed about what she did when all the guests had |eft
and she was

al one. There were runors that she was an i nsomi ac who
spent the

ni ghts wor ki ng, planning new projects for the Stewart

enpire.

There were other runors, nore titillating, but there was
no way of
provi ng them

Leslie involved herself in everything: editorials, news
stories,

advertising. One day, she said to the head of the
adverti sing

departnent, "Wiy aren't we getting any ads from

d ea-son' s?" an

upscal e store in Georget own.

"I'"ve tried, but
"I know the owner. I'Il give hima call."
She called himand said, "Allan, you're not giving the

Tri bune any ads.
VWhy ?"



He had | aughed and said, "Leslie, your readers are our
shoplifters.™

Before Leslie went into a conference, she read up on
everyone who woul d

be there. She knew everyone's weaknesses and strengths,
and she was a

t ough negoti ator.

"Sonetinmes you can be too tough,” Matt Baker warned her.
"You have to
| eave them sonet hing, Leslie.”

"Forget it. | believe in the scorched-earth policy."

In the course of the next year, Washington Tribune

Ent er pri ses acquired

a newspaper and radio station in Australia, a television
station in

Denver, and a newspaper in Hammond, | ndi ana. Whenever
there was a new

acqui sition, its enployees were terrified of what was
com ng. Leslie's

reputation for being ruthless was grow ng.

Leslie Stewart was intensely jeal ous of Katharine G aham

"She's just lucky," Leslie said. "And she has the
reputati on of being

a bitch."

Matt Baker was tenpted to ask Leslie what she thought her
own
reputati on was, but he decided not to.

One norning when Leslie arrived at her office, she found
t hat soneone

had placed a small wooden block with two brass balls on
her desk.

Matt Baker was upset. "I'msorry,"” he said. "I'll take "

"No. Leave it."



mn But n
"Leave it."

Matt Baker was having a conference in his office when
Leslie's voice

came on over the intercom "Mtt, come up here.”

No "pl ease,” no "good norning."
bad- hai r day, Matt

Baker thought grimy. The lIce Princess was in one of her
noods.

"That's it for now," Matt said. He left his office and
wal ked t hr ough

the corridors, where hundreds of enployees were busily at
wor k. He

took the elevator up to the Wiite Tower and entered the
sunpt uous

publisher's office. Half a dozen editors were already
gathered in the

room Behind an enornous desk sat Leslie Stewart. She

| ooked up as

Matt Baker entered. "Let's get started." She had called
an editori al

Jt's going to be a

neeting. Matt Baker renenbered her saying, "You'll be
runni ng the

newspaper. |'l1 keep ny hands off." He should have known
better. She

had no business calling neetings like this. That was his
job. On the

ot her hand, she was the publisher and owner of the
Washi ngton Tri bune,

and she could damm well do anything she pl eased. Matt
Baker said, "I

want to talk to you about the story about President
Russel |l 's | ove nest

in Virginia." "There's nothing to tal k about,"
said. She held

up a copy of The Washington Post, their rival. "Have you
seen this?"

Matt had seen it. "Yes, it's just
was called a

scoop, Matt. \Where were you and your reporters when the
Post was

Leslie

“I'n the old days it



getting the news?" The headline in The Washi ngt on Post
read: SECOND

LOBBYI ST TO BE I NDI CTED FOR G VING | LLEGAL @ FTS TO
SECRETARY OF

DEFENSE.

"Why didn't we get that story?" "Because it isn't
official yet. |

checked on it. It's just " "I don't |like being scooped."”
Matt Baker

sighed and sat back in his chair. It was going to be a
storny session.

"We're nunber one, or we're nothing,"’
announced to the

group. "And if we're nothing, there won't be any jobs
here for anyone,

wll there?" Leslie turned to Arnie Cohn, the editor of

t he Sunday

magazi ne section. "When peopl e wake up Sunday norning, we
want themto

read the magazi ne section. We don't want to put our
readers back to

sl eep. The stories we ran | ast Sunday were boring." He
was t hi nki ng,

Leslie Stewart

If you were a man, |I'd "Sorry," he nmunbled. "I1'Il try to
do better

next time." Leslie turned to Jeff Connors, the sports
editor. Connors

was a good-looking man in his md-thirties, tall, with an
athletic

build, blond hair, intelligent gray eyes. He had the easy
manner of

someone who knew that he was good at what he did. Matt
had heard t hat

Leslie had nade a play for him and he had turned her
down. "You wote

that Fielding was going to be traded to the Pirates." "I
was told "

"You were told wong! The Tribune is guilty of printing a
story that
never happened." "I got it from his manager," Jeff



Connor s sai d,

unperturbed. "He told nme that " "Next time check out your
stories, and

then check them out again."” Leslie turned and pointed to
a franed,

yel | oned newspaper article hanging on the wall. It was
the front page

of the Chicago Tribune, dated Novenmber 3,1948. The banner
headl i ne

read: DEWEY DEFEATS TRUMAN. "The worst thing a newspaper
can do,"

Leslie said, "is to get the facts wong. W're in a

busi ness where you

al ways have to get it right." She gl anced at her watch.
"That's it

for now. I'lIl expect you all to do a lot better." As
they rose to

| eave, Leslie said to Matt Baker, "I want you to stay."
"Right." He

sank back into his chair and watched the others depart.
"Was | rough

on then?" she asked. "You got what you wanted. They're
all suicidal."

"We're not here to nake friends, we're here to put out a
newspaper. "

She | ooked up again at the franmed front page on the wall.
"Can you

| magi ne what the publisher of that paper nust have felt
after that

story hit the streets and Truman was president? | never
want to have

that feeling, Matt. Never." "Speaking of getting it
wrong," Matt

said, "that story on page one about President Russell was
nore suitable

for a cheap tabloid publication. Wiy do you keep riding
hi n? G ve him

a chance."

Leslie said enigmatically, "I gave himhis chance." She
stood up and

began to pace. "I got a tip that Russell is going to veto
t he new

communi cations bill. That neans we'll have to call off



the deal for
the San Diego station and the Omaha station.”

"There's nothing we can do about that."

"Oh, yes, there is. | want himout of office, Matt.
W'l |l help put

soneone else in the Wite House, soneone who knows what
he's doing."

Matt had no intention of getting into another argunent
with Leslie

Stewart about the president. She was fanatic on the
subj ect .

"He's not fit to be in that office, and I'm going to do
everything |
can to make sure that he's defeated in the next election.”

Philip Cole, chief of correspondents for WIE, hurried into
Matt Baker's

office as Matt was ready to | eave. There was a worried
expressi on on

his face. "W have a problem Matt." "Can it wait until
t onor r ow?
I"'mlate for a " "It's about Dana Evans." Matt said

sharply, "Wat
about her?" "She's been arrested.”

"Arrested?" Matt asked incredul ously. "Wat for?"
"Espi onage. Do

you want ne to ?" "No. I'll handle this." Matt Baker
hurri ed back to

his desk and dialed the State Departnent. Fifteen.

She was bei ng dragged, naked, out of her cell into a cold,
dar k

courtyard. She struggled wldly against the two nen
hol di ng her, but

she was no nmatch for them There were six soldiers with
rifles

outside, waiting for her as she was carried, screanmng, to
a wooden

post hammered into the ground. Col onel Gordan Divjak



wat ched his nen

tie her to the post. "You can't do this to ne! I'mnot a
spy!" she

yel l ed. But she could not make her voice heard above the
sounds of

nortar fire in the near distance. Colonel Divjak stepped
away from her

and nodded toward the firing squad. "Ready, aim" "Stop
t hat

scream ng!" Rough hands were shaking her. Dana opened
her eyes, her

heart pounding. She was lying on the cot in her small,
dark cell.

Col onel Divjak was standing over her.

Dana sat up, panicky, trying to blink away the ni ghtmare.
"What what
are you going to do to ne?"

Colonel Divjak said coldly, "If there were justice, you
woul d be shot.
Unfortunately, | have been given orders to rel ease you."

Dana's heart ski pped a beat.

"You wll be put on the first plane out of here." Col onel
Di vj ak
| ooked into her eyes and said, "Don't ever cone back."

It had taken all the pressure that the State Departnent
and the

presi dent could nuster to get Dana Evans rel eased. Wen
Pet er Tager

heard about the arrest, he had gone in to see the
president. "I just

got a call fromthe State Departnent. Dana Evans has been
arrested on

charges of espionage. They're threatening to execute
her." "Jesus!

That's terrible. W can't let that happen.” "Right. 1'd
i ke

perm ssion to use your nanme." "You' ve got it. Do

what ever has to be

done.” "I'Il work wwth the State Departnent. If we can



pul | this off,
maybe the Tribune will go a little easier on you." diver
shook his

head. "I wouldn't count on it. Let's just get her the
hel | out of
t here.™

Dozens of frantic tel ephone calls later, with pressure
fromthe Oval

Ofice, the secretary of state, and the secretary-general
of the United

Nations, Dana's captors reluctantly agreed to rel ease her.

When the news cane, Peter Tager hurried in to tell Qiver.
"She' s
free. She's on her way hone."

"Great."

He t hought about Dana Evans on his way to a neeting that
norning. |I'm
glad we were able to save her.

He had no idea that that action was going to cost himhis
life.

When Dana's plane | anded at Dulles International Airport,
Mart Baker

and two dozen reporters from newspapers and tel evision and
radi o

stations were waiting to greet her. Dana | ooked at the
crowd in

di sbelief. "What's ?" "This way, Dana. Smle!" "How

were you

treated? Was there any brutality?" "How does it feel to

be back hone?"

"Let's have a picture.
back?" They

were all talking at once. Dana stood there, overwhel ned.
Matt Baker

hustl ed Dana into a waiting |inmousine, and they sped away.

"Do you have any plans to go

"What's what's going on?" Dana asked.



"You're a celebrity."

She shook her head. "I don't need this, Matt." She
cl osed her eyes
for a monment. "Thanks for getting nme out."

"You can thank the president and Peter Tager. They pushed
all the
buttons. You al so have Leslie Stewart to thank."

When Matt told Leslie the news, she had said, "Those

bast ards! They

can't do that to the Tribune. | want you to see that they
free her.

Pul | every string you can and get her out of there.”

Dana | ooked out the wi ndow of the |inousine. People were
wal ki ng al ong

the street, tal king and | aughing. There was no sound of
gunfire or

nortar shells. It was eerie.

"Qur real estate editor found an apartnent for you. |I'm
t aki ng you

there now | want you to have sone tinme off as nmuch as
you |ike. Wen

you' re ready, we'll put you back to work." He took a

cl oser | ook at

Dana. "Are you feeling all right? If you want to see a
doctor, 1"l

arrange "

“I"'mfine. Qur bureau took ne to a doctor in Paris."
The apartnent was on Calvert Street, an attractively
furni shed pl ace

with one bedroom |iving room kitchen, bath, and snall
st udy.

"WIIl this do?" Matt asked.

"This is perfect. Thank you, WMatt."

"I"ve had the refrigerator stocked for you. You'l



pr obabl y

OTA

want to go shopping for clothes tonorrow, after you get
sone rest.

Charge everything to the paper."”

"Thanks, Matt. Thank you for everything."

"You're going to be debriefed later. I'Il set it up for
you. "

She was on a bridge, listening to the gunfire and watching
bl oat ed

bodi es float by, and she woke up, sobbing. It had been so
real. It

was a dream but it was happening. At that nonent,

I nnocent victins

men, wonen, and children were being sensel essly and
brutal |y

sl aught ered. She thought of Professor Staka's words.
"This war in

Bosni a and Her zegovi na i s beyond under st andi ng.
I ncredi bl e

to her was that the rest of the world didn't seemto care.
She was

afraid to go back to sleep, afraid of the nightnares that
filled her

brain. She got up and wal ked over to the w ndow and

| ooked out at the

city. It was quiet no guns, no people running down the
street,

scream ng. It seened unnatural. She wondered how Kenal
was, and

whet her she woul d ever see himagain. He's probably
forgotten nme by

NOW.

What was

Dana spent part of the norning shopping for clothes.

Wer ever she

went, people stopped to stare at her. She heard whi spers:
"That's Dana

Evans!" The sales clerks all recognized her. She was



f anpbus. She
hated it.

Dana had had no breakfast and no | unch. She was hungry,
but she was

unable to eat. She was too tense. It was as though she
were waiting

for sonme disaster to strike. Wien she wal ked down the
street, she

avoi ded the eyes of strangers. She was suspici ous of
everyone. She

kept listening for the sound of gunfire. | can't go on
i ke this, Dana
t hought .

At noon, she wal ked into Matt Baker's offi ce.

"What are you doi ng here? You're supposed to be on
vacation."

"I need to go back to work, Matt."

He | ooked at her and thought about the young girl who had
come to hima

few years earlier. "I"mhere for a job. O course, |

al ready have a

job here. It's nore like a transfer, isn't it? ... | can
start right

away...." And she had nore than fulfilled her prom se.

If I ever had

a daughter... "Your boss wants to neet you," Matt told
Dana.

They headed for Leslie Stewart's office.

The two wonen stood there appraising each other. "Wl cone
back,

Dana. "

"Thank you."

"Sit down." Dana and Matt took chairs opposite Leslie's
desk.



"I want to thank you for getting ne out of there," Dana
sai d.

"It nmust have been hell. I"msorry." Leslie |ooked at
Matt. " Wat

are we going to do with her now, Matt?"

He | ooked at Dana. "We're about to reassign our Wite
House

correspondent. Wuld you like the job?" It was one of
t he nost

prestigious tel evision assignnents in the country.

Dana's face |it up. "Yes. | would."
Lesli e nodded. "You've got it."
Dana rose. "Well thank you, again.”

"Good | uck."

Dana and Matt left the office. "Let's get you settled, "
Matt said. He

wal ked her over to the tel evision building, where the
whol e staff was

waiting to greet her. It took Dana fifteen mnutes to
wor k her way

t hrough the crowd of well-w shers.

"Meet your new White House correspondent,” Matt said to
Philip Cole.

"That's great. |I'lIl show you to your office."

"Have you had |unch yet?" Matt asked Dana.

“No, | "

"Why don't we get a bite to eat?"

The executive dining roomwas on the fifth floor, a
spaci ous, airy room

wth two dozen tables. Matt |led Dana to a table in the
corner, and



they sat down. "M ss Stewart seened very nice," Dana
said. Matt

started to say sonething. "Yeah. Let's order.” "I'm not
hungry. "

"You haven't had | unch?" "No."

"Did you have breakfast?"

n m. n

"Dana when did you eat |ast?"

She shook her head. "I don't renenber. It's not

| nportant."

"Wong. | can't have our new Wite House correspondent
starving

herself to death.™

The waiter cane over to the table. "Are you ready to
order, M.

Baker ?"

"Yes." He scanned the nenu. "We'|l start you off |ight.
M ss Evans

w Il have a bacon, |ettuce, and tonato sandw ch." He

| ooked over at
Dana. "Pastry or ice crean®"

mn Mt h mn
"Pie ala nmode. And I'lIl have a roast beef sandw ch."
"Yes, sir."

Dana | ooked around. "All this seens so unreal. Life is
what's
happeni ng over there, Matt. It's horrible. No one here
cares."

"Don't say that. O course we care. But we can't run the
wor | d, and
we can't control it. W do the best we can."



"lIt's not good enough,” Dana said fiercely.

"Dana..." He stopped. She was far away, listening to

di stant sounds

that he could not hear, seeing grisly sights that he could
not see.

They sat in silence until the waiter arrived with their

f ood.

"Here we are."
“"Mart, I"mnot really hung "
O'1l A

"You're going to eat," Matt commanded. Jeff Connors was
maki ng hi s way

over to the table. "Hi, Matt." "Jeff." Jeff Connors

| ooked at Dana.

"Hello." Mart said, "Dana, this is Jeff Connors. He's
the Tribune's

sports editor."” Dana nodded. "lI'ma big fan of yours,
M ss Evans.

" mglad you got out safely."” Dana nodded again. Matt
said, "Wuld

you like to join us, Jeff?" "Love to." He took a chair
and said to

Dana, "I tried never to mss any of your broadcasts.
t hought they
were brilliant." Dana munbl ed, "Thank you." "Jeff here

I's one of our
great athletes. He's in the Baseball Hall of Fane."
Anot her snal |

nod. "If you happen to be free," Jeff said, "on Friday,
the Orioles
are playing the Yankees in Baltinore. It's " Dana turned

to | ook at

himfor the first time. "That sounds really exciting.

The obj ect of

the ganme is to hit the ball and then run around the field
whil e the

other side tries to stop you?" He | ooked at her warily.
"Well " Dana

got to her feet, her voice trenbling. "lI've seen people



runni ng around

a field but they were running for their |ives because
soneone was

shooting at themand killing them " She was near
hysteria. "It wasn't

a gane, and it it wasn't about a stupid baseball.™

The other people in the roomwere turning to stare at her.

"You can go to hell," Dana sobbed. And she fled fromthe
room
Jeff turned to Matt. "I'mterribly sorry. | didn't nean
to "

"I't wasn't your fault. She hasn't conme hone yet. And God
knows she's
entitled to a bad case of nerves."

Dana hurried into her office and slamed the door. She
went to her

desk and sat down, fighting hysteria. Ch, Cod. |'ve nmde
a conplete

fool of nyself. They'Il fire me, and | deserve it. Wy
did | attack

that man? How coul d | have done anything so awful ? |
don't bel ong

here. | don't bel ong anywhere anynore. She sat there

wi th her head on

t he desk, sobbing. A few minutes |ater, the door opened
and sonmeone

came in. Dana | ooked up. It was Jeff Connors, carrying a
tray with a

bacon, lettuce, and tomato sandwi ch and a slice of pie a
| a node. "You

forgot your lunch,"” Jeff said mldly. Dana w ped away her
tears,

nortified. "I | want to apologize. I'mso sorry. | had
no right to "

"You had every right,"’
needs to watch a

dunb ol d basebal |l ganme?" Jeff put the tray on the desk.
“"May | join

you for lunch?" He sat down. "I'mnot hungry. Thank

he said quietly. "Anyway, who



you.

He sighed. "You're putting me in a very difficult
position, M ss

Evans. Mart says you have to eat. You don't want to get
me fired, do

you?"

Dana managed a smile. "No." She picked up half of the
sandw ch and
took a small bite.

"Bi gger."
Dana t ook another small bite.
"Bi gger."

She | ooked up at him "You're really going to make ne eat
this, aren't
you?"

"You bet I am"
sandw ch.
"That's better. By the way, if you're not doing anything
Friday night,

| don't know if | nentioned it, but there's a gane between
the Orioles

and the Yankees. Wuld you |ike to go?"

He watched her take a larger bite of the

She | ooked at hi m and nodded. "Yes."

At three o' clock that afternoon, when Dana wal ked into the
Wit e House

entrance, the guard said, "M . Tager would like to see
you, M ss

Evans. |'I|l have soneone take you to his office." A few
m nut es

| ater, one of the guides | ed Dana down a |long corridor to
Peter Tager's

office. He was waiting for her. "M. Tager ..." "I

didn't expect to

see you so soon, Mss Evans. Wn't your station give you
any tinme



off?" "I didn't want any,"” Dana said. "I | need to

wor k. "

"Pl ease sit down." She sat across fromhim "Can | offer
you

anyt hi ng?" "No, thanks. | just had lunch." She smled

to herself at

the recollection of Jeff Connors. "M . Tager, | want to
t hank you and

Presi dent Russell so nmuch for rescuing ne." She
hesitated. "I know

the Tribune hasn't been too kind to the president, and | "
Pet er Tager

rai sed a hand. "This was sonethi ng above politics. There
was no

chance that the president was going to |l et them get away
with this. You

know the story of Helen of Troy?" "Yes." He sm | ed.
"Well, we m ght

have started a war over you. You're a very inportant
person." "I

don't feel very inportant.” "I want you to know how

pl eased both the

president and | are that you've been assigned to cover the
Wi te

House." "Thank you." He paused for a nonent. "It's
unfortunate that
the Tri bune doesn't |ike President Russell, and there's

not hi ng you can

do about it. But in spite of that, on a very personal

| evel , if

there's anything the president or | can do to help ... we
bot h have an

enornous regard for you.'
that." The door

opened and Aiver wal ked in. Dana and Peter Tager stood
up. "Sit

down,"” diver said. He wal ked over to Dana. "Wl cone
hone. "

"Thank you. | appreciate

"Thank you, M. President," Dana said. "And | do nean

t hank you."

AQiver smled. "If you can't save soneone's |life, what's



t he poi nt of

being president? | want to be frank with you, M ss Evans.
None of us

here is a fan of your newspaper. Al of us are your
fans."

"Thank you."
"Peter is going to give you a tour of the Wite House. If
you have any

probl ens, we're here to help you."

"You're very kind."

“If you don't mind, | want you to nmeet with M. Wrner,
the secretary
of state. I1'd |like to have himget a firsthand briefing

fromyou on
the situation in Herzegovina."

“I"d be happy to do that," Dana sai d.

There were a dozen nen seated in the secretary of state's
private

conference room |listening to Dana describe her

experi ences. "Mst of

the buildings in Sarajevo have been damaged or

destroyed.... There's no

electricity, and the people there who still have cars
unhook the car

batteries at night to run their television sets.... "The

streets of the

city are obstructed by the weckage of bonmbed autonobil es,
carts, and

bi cycl es. The main form of transportation is walking....
"When there's

a storm people catch the water fromthe street gutters
and put it into

buckets.... "There's no respect for the Red Cross or for

t he

journalists there. More than forty correspondents have
been killed

covering the Bosnian war, and dozens have been wounded. ...
Whet her the



present revolt agai nst Slobodan M| osevic is successful or
not, the

feeling is that because of the popular uprising, his
regi me has been

badl y damaged...."

The neeting went on for two hours. For Dana it was both
traumati c and

cathartic, because as she descri bed what happened, she
found herself

living the terrible scenes all over again; and at the sane
time, she

found it a. relief to be able to talk about it. Wen she
was finished,

she felt drained.

The secretary of state said, "I want to thank you, Mss
Evans. This

has been very informative." He smled. "I'mglad you got
back here

safely."

"So aml, M. Secretary."”

Friday night, Dana was seated next to Jeff Connors in the
press box at

Canden Yards, watching the baseball game. And for the
first time since

she had returned, she was able to think about sonething
ot her than the

war. As Dana watched the players on the field, she
|istened to the

announcer reporting the gane.
si xth inning

and Nelson is pitching. Alomar hits a line drive down the
left-field

line for a double. Palneiro is approaching the plate.

The count is

two and one. Nelson throws a fastball down the m ddl e and
Palmeiro is

going for it. What a hit! It looks like it's going to
clear the right

9- 30

it's the top of the



field wall. It's over! Palnmeiro is rounding the bases
wth a two-run

homer that puts the Oioles in the lead...."

At the seventh-inning stretch, Jeff stood up and | ooked at
Dana. "Are

you enj oyi ng yoursel f?"

Dana | ooked at hi m and nodded. "Yes."

Back in D.C. after the gane, they had supper at Bistro
Twenty
Fifteen.

"I want to apol ogi ze again for the way | behaved the ot her
day," Dana

said. "lIt's just that |'ve been living in a world where
She st opped,

not sure how to phrase it. "Wiere everything is a matter
of Iife and

death. Everything. It's awful. Because unl ess soneone
stops the war,

t hose peopl e have no hope.™

Jeff said gently, "Dana, you can't put your life on hold
because of

what's happeni ng over there. You have to begin living
again. Here."

"I know. It's just... not easy."

"OF course it isn't. 1'd like to help you. Wuld you | et
me?"

Dana | ooked at himfor a long tinme. "Please."

The next day, Dana had a | uncheon date with Jeff Connors.
"Can you

pi ck nme up?" he asked. He gave her the address.

"Right." Dana

wondered what Jeff was doing there. It was in a very
troubl ed

I nner-city nei ghborhood. Wien Dana arrived, she found the
answer .



Jeff was surrounded by two teans of baseball players,
rangi ng i n age

fromnine to thirteen, dressed in a creative variety of
basebal |

uni fornms. Dana parked at the curb to watch.

"And renenber," Jeff was saying, "don't rush. Wen the
pitcher throws

the ball, imagine that it's comng at you very slowy, so
t hat you have

plenty of tinme to hit it. Feel your bat smacking the
bal | . Let your

m nd hel p gui de your hands so "

Jeff | ooked over and saw Dana. He waved. "All right,
fellows. That's

it for now"

One of the boys asked, "Is that your girl, Jeff?"
"Only if I"'mlucky." Jeff smled. "See you later." He
wal ked over to

Dana' s car

"That's quite a ball club,"” Dana said.

"They're good boys. | coach them once a week."

She smled. "I like that." And she wondered how Kenal
was and what he

was doi ng.

As the days went on, Dana found herself comng to |ike
Jeff Connors

nore and nore. He was sensitive, intelligent, and

anusi ng. She

enj oyed being with him Slowy, the horrible nenories of
Sar aj evo were

begi nning to fade. The norning cane when she woke up

wi t hout havi ng

had ni ght mares. \Wen she told Jeff about it, he took her
hand and

said, "That's ny girl."



And Dana wonder ed whet her she should read a deeper neaning
into it.

There was a hand-printed letter waiting for Dana at the
office. It

read: "m ss evans, don't worry about ne. i'm happy, I am
not |onely, i

don't m ss anybody, and i am going to send you back the
cl ot hes you

bought nme because i don't need them i have ny own

cl ot hes, goodbye."

It was signed "kemal ." The letter was postmarked Pari s,
and the

| etterhead read "Xavier's Hone for Boys." Dana read the
letter tw ce

and then picked up the phone. It took her four hours to
reach Kemal .

She heard his voice, a tentative "Hello .
I s Dana

Evans."” There was no response. "I got your letter."”
Silence. "I

just wanted to tell you that I'mglad you' re so happy, and
that you're

havi ng such a good tine." She waited a nonent, then went
on, "I wish |

were as happy as you are. Do you know why |'m not?
Because | m ss

" "Kemal, this

you. | think about you a lot." "No, you don't," Kema
said. "You
don't care about ne." "You're wong. How would you |ike

to come to
Washi ngton and live with ne?" There was a | ong silence.

"Do you do

you mean that?" "You bet | do. Wuld you |ike that?" "I

" He began

to cry. "Wuld you, Kemal ?" "Yes yes, ma'am"” "I'l| make
t he

arrangenents. "
"M ss Evans?"

"Yes?"



"I love you."

Dana and Jeff Connors were wal king in Wst Pot omac Park
“I think I'm

going to have a roonmate,
I n the next

few weeks." Jeff | ooked at her in surprise. "He?" Dana
found herself

pl eased at his reaction. "Yes. H s nane is Kemal. He's
twel ve years

old.” She told himthe story. "He sounds |like a great
kid." "He is.

Dana said. "He should be here

He's been through hell, Jeff. | want to help himforget."
He | ooked
at Dana and said, "I'd like to help, too." That night

t hey made | ove
for the first tine.

Si xt een.

There are two Washington, D.C."s. One is a city of

I nordi nate beauty:

| nposi ng architecture, world-class nmuseuns, statues,
nonunents to the

giants of the past: Lincoln, Jefferson, Washington... a
city of verdant

par ks, cherry bl ossons, and velvet air.

The other Washington, D.C." is a citadel of the honel ess,
acity with
one of the highest crine rates in the nation, a | abyrinth
of muggi ngs
and nurders.

The Monroe Arnms is an el egant boutique hotel discreetly
tucked away not

far fromthe corner of ayth and K streets. It does no
advertising and

caters mainly to its regular clientele.

The hotel was built a nunmber of years ago by an
enterprising young real

estate entrepreneur naned Lara Caneron. Jereny Robi nson
the hotel's



general manager, had just arrived on his evening shift and
was st udyi ng

the guest register with a perpl exed expression on his
face. He checked

the names of the occupants of the elite Terrace Suites
once again to

make certain soneone had not nmade a m stake. In Suite
325, a faded

actress was rehearsing for a play opening at the National
Theater.

According to a story in The Washi ngton Post, she was
hopi ng to nake a

coneback. In 425, the suite above hers, was a well-known
arnms deal er

who visited Washington regularly. The name on the guest
regi ster was

J. L. Smith, but his | ooks suggested one of the Mddle
East countries.

M. Smth was an extraordinarily generous tipper. Suite
525 was

registered to Wlliam Quint, a congressman who headed the
power f ul drug

oversi ght commttee. Above, Suite 625 was occupied by a
conput er

software sal esman who vi sited Washi ngton once a nont h.
Regi stered in

Suite 725 was Pat Murphy, an international |obbyist. So
far, so good,

Jereny Robinson thought. The guests were all well known
to him It

was Suite 825, the Inperial Suite on the top floor, that
was t he

enigma. It was the nost elegant suite in the hotel, and
it was al ways

held in reserve for the nost inportant VIPs. It occupied
the entire

fl oor and was exquisitely decorated with val uabl e

pai nti ngs and

antiques. It had its own private elevator |eading to the
basenent

garage, so that its guests who wi shed to be anonynous
could arrive and

depart in privacy.



What puzzl ed Jereny Robi nson was the nane on the hotel
regi ster: Eugene

Gant. Was there actually a person by that nane, or had
someone who

enj oyed reading Thonas Wl fe selected it as an alias?

Carl Gorman, the day clerk who had registered the
eponynous M. @Gnt,

had | eft on his vacation a few hours earlier, and was

unr eachabl e.

Robi nson hated nysteries. Who was Eugene Gant and why had
he been

given the Inperial Suite?

In Suite 325, on the third floor, Dane G sella Barrett was
r ehear si ng

for a play. She was a distinguished-|ooking woman i n her

| ate sixties,

an actress who had once nesnerized audi ences and critics
from London's

West End to Manhattan's Broadway. There were still faint
traces of

beauty in her face, but they were overlaid with
bitterness. She had

read the article in The Washi ngton Post that said she had
come to

Washi ngton to nake a coneback. A coneback! Dane Barrett

t hought

i ndignantly. How dare they! |'ve never been away. True,

it had been

nore than twenty years since she had | ast appeared
onstage, but that

was only because a great actress needed a great part, a
brilliant

director, and an understandi ng producer. The directors
today were too

young to cope with the grandeur of real Theater, and the
great English

producers H M Tenant, Binkie Beaunont, C. B. Cochran
were all gone.

Even the reasonably conpetent Anerican producers, Hel burn,
Bel asco, and

Gol den, were no | onger around. There was no question
about it: The



current theater was controlled by know nothi ng parvenus
wth no

background. The ol d days had been so wonderful. There
wer e

pl ayw i ghts back then whose pens were dipped in Iightning.
Dane

Barrett had starred in the part of Ellie Dunn in Shaw s
Heart br eak

House. How the critics raved about nme. Poor George. He
hated to be

call ed George. He preferred Bernard. People thought of
hi m as acerbic

and bitter, but underneath it all, he was really a
romantic |rishman.

He used to send nme red roses. | think he was too shy to
go beyond

that. Perhaps he was afraid | would reject him She was
about to nake

her return in one of the nost powerful roles ever witten
Lady Macbet h.

It was the perfect choice for her. Danme Barrett placed a
chair in

front of a blank wall, so that she would not be distracted
by the view

out si de. She sat down, took a deep breath, and began to
get into the

char act er Shakespeare had created. "Come, you spirits
That tend on

nortal thoughts! Unsex ne here, And fill nme fromthe
crown to the toe

top-full O direst cruelty; nake thick ny blood, Stop up
t he access and

passage to renorse, That no compunctious visitings of

nat ure Shake ny

fell purpose, nor keep the peace between The effect and
it

: For God's sake, how can they be so stupid? After
all the years
| have been staying in this hotel, you would think
that..."

The voi ce was boom ng through the open w ndow, fromthe
sui te above.



In Suite 425, J. L. Smth, the arns dealer, was |oudly
berating a

wai ter fromroom service.
that | order

only Beluga caviar. Beluga!" He pointed to a plate of
cavi ar on the

roomservice table. "That is a dish fit for peasants!”

t hey woul d know by now

“I"'mso sorry, M. Smith. I'll go down to the kitchen
and "

"Never mnd." J. L. Smth | ooked at his dianond-studded
Rol ex. "I

have no tine. | have an inportant appointnent.'
and started

toward the door. He was due at his attorney's office. A
day earlier

a federal grand jury had indicted himon fifteen counts of
gi vi ng

illegal gifts to the secretary of defense. If found
guilty, he was

facing three years in prison and a mllion-dollar fine.

He rose

In Suite 525, Congressman WIlliam Quint, a nenber of a
prom nent

t hi rd-generati on Washington famly, was in conference with
t hree

menbers of his investigating staff. "The drug problemin
this city is

getting conpletely out of hand,” Quint said. "W have to
get it back

under control He turned to Dalton |saak. "What's your

take on it?"

"It's the street gangs. The Brentwood Crew i s
undercutting the

Fourteenth Street Crew and the Sinple City Crew. That's
led to four

killings in the |ast nonth."

"We can't let this go on,”" Quint said. "It's bad for
busi ness. |'ve
been getting calls fromthe DEA and the chief of police



aski ng what
we're planning to do about it."

“"What did you tell then?"

"The usual. That we're investigating." He turned to his
assi stant.

"Set up a neeting with the Brentwood Crew. Tell themif
t hey want

protection fromus, they're going to have to get their
prices in |line
Wi th the others.
"How nuch

did we take in last nonth?"

He turned to another of his assistants.

"Ten mllion here, ten mllion offshore.™

"Let's bunp that up. This city is getting too damed
expensi ve. "

In 625, the suite above, Norman Haff |ay naked in the dark
i n bed,

wat ching a porno filmon the hotel's closed-circuit
channel. He was a

pal e-ski nned man wth an enornous beer belly and a fl abby
body. He

reached over and stroked the breast of his bed nate.

"Look what

they're doing, I|rnma.

H s voice was a strangl ed whisper.

"Woul d you
like me to do that to you?" He circled his fingers around
her bellvy,

his eyes fastened to the screen where a woman was maki ng
passi onat e

| ove to a man. "Does that excite you, baby? It sure gets
me hot."

He slipped two fingers between Irma's legs. "I'mready,"
he groaned.

He grabbed the inflated doll, rolled over, and pushed

hi nsel f into her.

The vagi na of the battery-operated doll opened and cl osed
on him

squeezing himtighter and tighter.



"Oh, ny God!" he exclained. He gave a satisfied groan.
"Yes! Yes!"

He switched off the battery and |lay there panting. He
felt wonderful.

He woul d use Irma again in the norning before he defl ated
her and put

her in a suitcase.

Nor man was a sal esman, and he was on the road nost of the
time in

strange towns where he had no conpani onshi p. He had

di scovered Irma

years ago, and she was all the fenal e conpany he needed.
H's stupid

sal esnmen friends travel ed around the country picking up
sluts and

prof essi onal whores, but Norman had the |ast |augh.

I rma woul d never give hima disease.

On the floor above, in Suite 725, Pat Miurphy's famly had

j ust cone

back fromdi nner. Tim Miurphy, twelve, was standing on the
bal cony

over | ooki ng the park. "Tonorrow can we clinb up to the
top of the

nonunent, Daddy?" he begged. "Pl ease?" H s younger
br ot her sai d,

"No. | want to go to the Smthsonian Institute."
"Institution,” his

father corrected him

"Whatever. | want to go." It was the first tine the
children had been

In the nation's capital, although their father spent nore
t han hal f of

every year there. Pat Mirphy was a successful | obbyi st
and had access

to sone of the nost inportant people in Washington. Hi s
fat her had

been the mayor of a small town in Chio, and Pat had grown
up fascinated



by politics. His best friend had been a boy naned Joey.
They had gone

t hrough school together, had gone to the sane sumrer
canps, and had

shared everything. They were best friends in the truest
sense of the

phrase. That had all changed one holiday when Joey's
parents were away

and Joey was staying with the Miurphys. In the mddle of
t he ni ght,

Joey had cone to Pat's roomand clinbed into his bed.
"Pat," he

whi spered. "Wake up." Pat's eyes had fl own open. "Wat?
What' s the

matter?" "I'mlonely," Joey whispered. "I need you."
Pat Mur phy was

confused. "Wat for?" "Don't you understand? | | ove
you. | want

you." And he had kissed Pat on the |ips. And the
horrible realization

had dawned that Joey was a honobsexual. Pat was sickened
by it. He

refused ever to speak to Jney again. Pat Mirphy | oathed
honosexual s.

They were freaks, faggots, fairies, cursed by God, trying
to seduce

i nnocent children. He turned his hatred and di sgust into
a lifelong

canpai gn, voting for anti honosexual candi dates and

| ecturing about the

evils and dangers of honpbsexuality. In the past, he had
al ways cone to

Washi ngton alone, but this time his wife had stubbornly
I nsi sted that

he bring her and the children.

"We want to see what your life here is |like," she said.
And Pat had
finally given in.

He | ooked at his wife and children now and thought, It's
one of the

last tines I'lI|l ever see them How could | have ever nade
such a



stupid mstake? Well, it's alnost over now Hs famly
had such grand

pl ans for tonorrow. But there would be no tonorrow. In

t he norni ng,

before they were awake, he would be on his way to Brazil.

Alan was waiting for him

In Suite 825, the Inperial Suite, there was total silence.
Br eat he, he

told hinself. You nust breathe ... slower, slower.... He
was at the

edge of panic. He | ooked at the slim naked body of the
young girl on

the floor and thought, It wasn't ny fault. She sli pped.
Her head had

split open where she had fallen against the sharp edge of
t he

wrought-iron table, and bl ood was oozing from her

f orehead. He had

felt her wist. There was no pulse. It was incredible.
One nonent

she had been so alive, and the next nonment... |'ve got to
get out of

here. Now He turned away fromthe body and hurriedly
began to dress.

This woul d not be just another scandal. This would be a
scandal t hat

rocked the world. They nust never trace nme to this suite.
Wen he

finished dressing, he went into the bathroom noistened a
towel, and

began polishing the surfaces of every place he m ght have
t ouched.

Wien he was finally sure he had left no fingerprints to
mark his

presence, he took one last |ook around. Her purse! He

pi cked up the

girl's purse fromthe couch, and wal ked to the far end of
t he

apartnment, where the private elevator waited.

He stepped inside, trying hard to control his breathing.



He pressed G

and a few seconds |later, the el evator door opened and he
was in the

garage. It was deserted. He started toward his car,

t hen, suddenly

remenbering, hurried back to the elevator. He took out
hi s

handkerchi ef and w ped his fingerprints fromthe el evator
buttons. He

stood in the shadows, |ooking around again to make sure he
was stil

alone. Finally satisfied, he wal ked over to his car,
opened t he door,

and sat behind the wheel. After a nonent, he turned on
the ignition

and drove out of the garage.

It was a Filipina maid who found the dead girl's body
spraw ed on the

floor. "O Dios ko, kawawa naman iyong babae!" She nade

t he sign of

the cross and hurried out of the room scream ng for help.
Thr ee

mnutes |ater, Jereny Robinson and Thorn Peters, the
hotel's head of

security, were in the Inperial Suite staring down at the
naked body of

the girl. "Jesus,'
si xteen or
seventeen years old." He turned to the manager. "W'd
better call the

police."

Thorn said. "She can't be nobre than

"Wait!" Police. Newspapers. Publicity. For one wild
nmoment ,

Robi nson wondered whether it would be possible to spirit
the girl's

body out of the hotel. "I suppose so," he finally said
reluctantly.

Thorn Peters took a handkerchief fromhis pocket and used
It to pick up
t he tel ephone.



"What are you doi ng?" Robi nson demanded. "This isn't a
Crime scene.
It was an accident.”

"We don't know that yet, do we?" Peters said.
He di al ed a nunber and waited. "Hom cide."

Det ective Nick Reese | ooked |ike the paperback version of
a

street-smart cop. He was tall and brawny, with a broken
nose that was

a nmenmento froman early boxing career. He had paid his
dues by

starting as an officer in Washington's Metropolitan Police
Depart nent

and had slowy worked his way through the ranks: Master
Patrol O ficer,

Sergeant, Lieutenant. He had been pronoted from Detective
Da to

Detective Di, and in the past ten years had sol ved nore
cases than

anyone else in the departnent. Detective Reese stood
there quietly

studying the scene. In the suite wwth himwere half a
dozen nen. "Has

anyone touched her?" Robi nson shuddered. "No." "Who is
she?" "I

don't know. "

Reese turned to | ook at the hotel manager. "A young girl
I's found dead

in your Inperial Suite, and you don't have any idea who
she is? Doesn't

this hotel have a guest register?" "OF course, Detective,
but in this

case " He hesitated. "In this case ... ?" "The suite is
regi stered to

a Eugene Gant." "Who's Eugene Gant?" "I have no idea."
Det ecti ve

Reese was getting inpatient. "Look. |If soneone booked
this suite, he

had to have paid for it... cash, credit card sheep
what ever. Whoever



checked this Gant in nust have gotten a | ook at him Who
checked him

in?" "Qur day clerk, Gorman." "I want to talk to him™"
"I I"'mafraid

that's inpossible.” "Ch? Why?" "He |eft on his vacation
t oday. "

"Call him" Robinson sighed. "He didn't say where he was
goi ng."

"When will he be back?" "In two weeks." "I'Il let you in
on alittle

secret. I'mnot planning to wait two weeks. | want sone

i nformation

now. Sonmebody nust have seen soneone entering or |eaving
this suite.™

"Not necessarily,’
t he regul ar

exit, this suite has a private el evator that goes directly
to the

basenent garage.... | don't know what the fuss is al

about. It it was

obvi ously an accident. She was probably on drugs and took
an overdose

and tripped and fell." Another detective approached

Det ecti ve Reese.

"l checked the closets. Her dress is fromthe Gap, shoes
fromthe WId

Pair. No help there." "There's nothing to identify her

at all?" "No.

If she had a purse, it's gone." Detective Reese studied

t he body

again. He turned to a police officer standing there.

"Get nme sone

soap. Wet it." The police officer was staring at him
"I"'msorry?"
"Wet soap."
knel t down
besi de the body of the girl and studied the ring on her
finger. "It

| ooks like a school ring." A mnute |later, the police
of ficer returned

and handed Reese a bar of wet soap. Reese gently rubbed
t he soap al ong

the girl's finger and carefully renoved the ring. He
turned it from

Robi nson sai d apol ogetically. "Besides

"Yes, sir." He hurried off. Detective Reese



side to side, examning it. "It's a class ring from
Denver Hi gh.

There are initials onit, P.Y." He turned to his partner.
"Check it

out. Call the school and find out who she is. Let's get
an I D on her

as fast as we can." Detective Ed Nel son, one of the
fingerprint nmen,

came up to Detective Reese. "Sonething dammed weird is
goi ng on, N ck.

We're picking up prints all over the place, and yet
sonmeone took the

trouble to wipe the fingerprints off all the doorknobs."
"So soneone

was here with her when she died. Wiy didn't he call a
doctor? Wy did

he bot her wi ping out his fingerprints? And what the hell
IS a young

kid doing in an expensive suite like this?" He turned to
Robi nson.

"How was this suite paid for?" "Qur records show that it
was paid for

I n cash. A nessenger delivered the envel ope. The
reservati on was made

over the phone." The coroner spoke up. "Can we nove the
body now,

Ni ck?" "Just hold it a mnute. Did you find any nmarks of
vi ol ence?"

"Only the trauma to the forehead. But of course we'll do
an aut opsy."

"Any track marks?" "No. Her arns and |l egs are clean."
"Does it | ook

| i ke she's been raped?" "We'Il have to check that out."
Det ecti ve

Reese sighed. "So what we have here is a schoolgirl from
Denver who

cones to Washi ngton and gets herself killed in one of the
nost

expensive hotels in the city. Soneone w pes out his
fingerprints and

di sappears. The whole thing stinks. | want to know who
rented this
suite." He turned to the coroner. "You can take her out

now." He



| ooked at Detective Nelson. "Did you check the
fingerprints in the

private elevator?" "Yes. The elevator goes fromthis
suite directly

to the basenent. There are only two buttons. Both
buttons have been

w ped cl ean.”

"You checked the garage?" "Right. Nothing unusual down
t here."

"Whoever did this went to a hell of a lot of trouble to
cover his

tracks. He's either soneone with a record, or a V.I.P
who' s been

pl ayi ng ganes out of school."
"Who usual |y

He turned to Robi nson.

rents this suite?" Robinson said reluctantly, "It's
reserved for our

nost i nportant guests. Kings, prine mnisters ..." He
hesi t at ed.

" Presidents." "Have any tel ephone calls been placed
fromthis

phone in the | ast twenty-four hours?" "I don't know. "

Det ecti ve Reese
was getting irritated. "But you would have a record if
t here was?"

"OF course." Detective Reese picked up the tel ephone.
"Qperator, this

Is Detective Nick Reese. | want to know if any calls were
made from

the Inperial Suite within the |ast twenty-four hours...
"1 wait."

He watched as the white-coated coroner's nen covered the
naked girl

with a sheet and placed her on a gurney. Jesus Christ,
Reese t hought.

She hadn't even begun to live yet. He heard the
operator's voi ce.
"Detective Reese?" "Yes.'
fromthe suite

yesterday. It was a local call.’
not epad and pencil.

"What was the nunmber? ...

Four -five-si x-seven-zero-four-one?...

"There was one call placed

Reese t ook out a

Reese



started to wite the nunbers down, then suddenly stopped.
He was

staring at the notepad. "Ch, shit!" "Wat's the matter?"
Det ecti ve

Nel son asked. Reese | ooked up. "That's the nunber of the
Wi te

House. "

Sevent een.

The next norning at breakfast, Jan asked, "Were were you
| ast ni ght,

Aiver?" diver's heart skipped a beat. But she could

not possibly

have known what happened. No one could. No one. "I was
neeting with

" Jan cut himshort. "The nmeeting was called off. But

you didn't get

home until three o' clock in the norning. | tried to reach
you. Were

were you?" "Well, sonething cane up. Wiy? Did you need

? Was

sonet hi ng wong?" "It doesn't matter now," Jan said

wearily. "diver,

you're not just hurting ne, you're hurting yourself.

You' ve cone so

far. | don't want to see you lose it all because because
you can't "

Her eyes filled with tears.

A iver stood up and wal ked over to her. He put his arns
around her.

“It's all right, Jan. Everything's fine. | |ove you very
much. "

And | do, diver thought, in ny own way. \Wat happened
| ast ni ght

wasn't ny fault. She was the one who called. | never
shoul d have gone

to nmeet her. He had taken every possible precaution not
to be seen.

I"'min the clear, Aiver decided.

Peter Tager was worried about Aiver. He had | earned that



It was

| npossible to control Aiver Russell's |ibido, and he had
finally

wor ked out an arrangenent with him On certain nights,

Pet er Tager set

up fictitious neetings for the president to attend, away
fromthe Wite

House, and arranged for the Secret Service escort to

di sappear for a

few hours.

When Peter Tager had gone to Senator Davis to conplain
about what was

happeni ng, the senator had said calmy, "Wll, after all,
AQiver is a

very hot - bl ooded nman, Peter. Sonetines it's inpossible to
contr ol

passions like that. | deeply admre your norals, Peter.

| know how

much your famly neans to you, and how di stasteful the
president's

behavi or nust seemto you. But let's not be too

j udgnental . You just

keep on seeing that everything is handl ed as discreetly as
possi bl e. "

Det ective Nick Reese hated going into the forbidding,
white-wal | ed
autopsy room It snelled of fornal dehyde and deat h.

When he wal ked in the door, the coroner, Helen Chuan, a
petite,

attractive woman, was waiting for him "Mrning,'
said. "Have

you finished with the autopsy?" "I have a prelimnary
report for you,

Ni ck. Jane Doe didn't die fromher head injury. Her
heart stopped

before she hit the table. She died of an overdose of
nmet hyl enedi oxymnet hanphe-tam . He sighed. "Don't do this
to ne,

Hel en.” "Sorry. On the streets, it's called Ecstasy."
She handed him

a coroner's report. "Here's what we have so far."

Reese



AUTOPSY PROTOCOL

NAVE OF DECEDENT: JANE DOE FILE No: C-1x6
ANATOM C SUMVARY

| . DI LATED AND HYPERTROPH C CARDI OMYOPATHY
A. CARDI OVEGALY (750 GW)

B. LEFT VENTRI CULAR HYPERTROPHY, HEART
(2.3 CM

C. CONGESTI VE HEPATOVEGALY (2750 GM

D. CONGESTI VE SPLENOVEGALY (350 M3>

I1. ACUTE OPI ATE | NTOXI CATI ON

A. ACUTE PASSI VE CONGESTI ON, ALL VI SCERA
I11. TOXI COLOGY (SEE SEPARATE REPORT)

| V. BRAIN HEMORRHAGE ( SEE SEPARATE REPORT) CONCLUSI ON:
( CAUSE OF

DEATH)

DI LATED AND HYPERTROPHI C CARDI OWOPATHY ACUTE OPI ATE
| NTOXI CATI ON

Ni ck Reese | ooked up. "So if you translated this into
English, she

died of a drug overdose of Ecstasy?" "Yes." "Was she
sexual |y

assaul ted?" Hel en Chuan hesitated. "Her hynmen had been
br oken, and

there were traces of senen and a little blood al ong her
thighs." "So

she was raped."” "I don't think so."” "Wat do you nean
you don't think

so?" Reese frowned. "There were no signs of violence."



Det ecti ve

Reese was | ooki ng at her, puzzled. "Wat are you sayi ng?"
"I think

that Jane Doe was a virgin. This was her first sexual
experience. "

Det ecti ve Reese stood there, digesting the infornmation.
Soneone had

been able to persuade a virgin to go up to the I|nperi al
Sui te and have

sex with him It would have had to be soneone she knew.
O soneone

famous or powerful. The tel ephone rang. Hel en Chuan

pi cked it up.

"Coroner's office." She |istened a nonent, then handed

t he phone to

the detective. "It's for you.'
phone. "Reese."

H s face brightened.

Ni ck Reese took the

"Oh, yes, Ms. Hol brook. Thanks for returning ny call.
It's a class

ring fromyour school with the initials P.Y. onit. Do
you have a

femal e student with those initials?. .. I'd appreciate it.
Thank you.

"Il wait." He | ooked up at the coroner. "You're sure
she coul dn't

have been raped?" "I found no signs of violence. None."
"Coul d she

have been penetrated after she died?" "I would say no."
Ms.

Hol br ook' s voi ce cane back on the phone. "Detective
Reese?" "Yes."

"According to our conputer, we do have a fenal e student
with the

initials P.Y. Her nanme is Pauline Young." "Could you
descri be her for

me, Ms. Hol brook?" "Wy, yes. Pauline is eighteen.
She's short and

stocky, with dark hair...." "l see.
that's the

only one?" "The only fenmal e, yes.
"You nean you

have a nale with those initials? "Yes. Paul Yerby. He's

Wong girl. "And

He picked up on it.



a senior.

As a matter of fact, Paul happens to be in Washi ngton,
D.C." right

now. " Detective Reese's heart began to beat faster. "He's
her e?"

"Yes. A class of students from Denver High is on a trip

t o Washi ngton

to visit the Wiite House and Congress and " "And they're
all in the

city now?"

"That's right."
"Do you happen to know where they're stayi ng?"

"At the Hotel Lonmbardy. They gave us a group rate there.
| tal ked
with several of the other hotels, but they woul dn't

"Thank you very much, Ms. Hol brook. | appreciate it."

Ni ck Reese replaced the receiver and turned to the
coroner. "Let ne
know when the autopsy is conplete, will you, Helen?"

"Of course. Good luck, N ck."
He nodded. "I think I've just had it."

The Hotel Lonbardy is |ocated on Pennsyl vania Avenue, two
bl ocks from

Washi ngton Crcle and within wal king di stance of the Wite
House, sone

nonunments, and a subway station. Detective Reese wal ked
into the

ol d-fashi oned | obby and approached the cl erk behind the
desk. "Do you

have a Paul Yerby registered here?" "I'msorry. W don't
gi ve out "

Reese flashed his badge. "I'min a big hurry, friend."
"Yes, sir."

The clerk | ooked through his guest register. "There's a
M. Yerby in
Room 315. Shall I ?" "No, |I'll surprise him Stay away



fromthe

phone." Reese took the elevator, got off on the third

fl oor, and

wal ked down the corridor. He stopped before Room 315. He
coul d hear

voi ces inside. He unfastened the button of his jacket and
knocked on

the door. It was opened by a boy in his |ate teens.

"Hello." "Paul Yerby?" "No." The boy turned to soneone
in the room

"Paul , soneone for you.'
the room A

slim tousle-haired boy in jeans and a sweater was com ng
out of the

bat hroom "Paul Yerby?" "Yes. Wio are you?" Reese

pul l ed out his

badge. "Detective Nick Reese. Hom cide." The boy's
conpl exi on turned

pale. "I what can | do for you?" Ni ck Reese could snell
the fear. He

took the dead girl's ring fromhis pocket and held it out.
"Have you

ever seen this ring before, Paul?" "No," Yerby said
quickly. "I " "It

has your initials onit." "It has? OCh. Yeah." He
hesitated. "I

guess it could be mne. | nmust have lost it somewhere.”
"Or given it

to soneone?" The boy licked his lips, "Unh, yeah. | m ght
have. "

"Let's go downtown, Paul." The boy | ooked at him
nervously. "Am |

under arrest?" "What for?" Detective Reese asked. "Have
you

comritted a crine?" "OF course not. |..." The words
trailed off.

Ni ck Reese pushed his way into

"Then why would | arrest you?"

“I 1 don't know. | don't know why you want ne to go
downt own. "

He was eyei ng the open door. Detective Reese reached out



and took a
grip on Paul's arm "Let's go quietly."

The roonmmate said, "Do you want ne to call your nother or
anybody,
Paul ?"

Paul Yerby shook his head, m serable. "No. Don't cal
anyone." Hi s
voi ce was a whi sper

The Henry |. Daly Building at 300 I ndiana Avenue, NW in
downt own

Washi ngton is an unprepossessing six-story gray brick
bui | di ng t hat

serves as police headquarters for the district. The
Hom ci de Branch

office is on the third floor. Wile Paul Yerby was being
phot ogr aphed

and fingerprinted, Detective Reese went to see Captain
Qto MlIler. "I

think we got a break in the Monroe Arns case.” Ml ler

| eaned back in

his chair. "Go on." "I picked up the girl's boyfriend.
The kid's

scared out of his wts. W're going to question himnow.
Do you want

to sit in?" Captain MI|ler nodded toward a pile of papers
heaped on

his desk. "I'mbusy for the next few nonths. Gve ne a
report."

"Right." Detective Reese started toward the door. "N ck
be sure to

read himhis rights."

Paul Yerby was brought into an interrogation room It was
smal |, nine

by twelve, with a battered desk, four chairs, and a video
canmera. There

was a one-way mrror so that officers could watch the

I nterrogation

fromthe next room

Paul Yerby was facing Nick Reese and two ot her detectives,



Doug Hogan
and Edgar Bernstein. "You' re aware that we're videotaping
this

conversation?" Detective Reese "Yes, sir.

"You have the

right to an

attorney. If you cannot afford an attorney, one will be
appointed to

represent you." "Wuld you like to have a | awer
present?" Detective

Bernstein "I don't need a |lawer." "All right. You have
aright to

remain silent. If you waive that right, anything you say
here can and

wi |l be used against you in a court of law |[|s that
cl ear?" "Yes,

sir.” "What's your |egal nane?" "Paul Yerby." "Your
addr ess?"

"Three-twenty Marion Street, Denver, Col orado. Look, I
haven't done
anyt hi ng wrong."

“"No one says you have. W're just trying to get sone

I nf ormati on,

Paul . You'd like to help us, wouldn't you?" "Sure, but I
| don't know

what it's all about."” "Don't you have any idea?" "No,
sir." "Do you

have any girlfriends, Paul?" "Well, you know..." "No, we
don't know.

Wiy don't you tell us?" "Well, sure. | see girls ..."
"You nean you

date girls? You take girls out?" "Yeah." "Do you date
any one

particular girl?" There was a silence. "Do you have a
girlfriend,

Paul ?" "Yes." "What's her nanme?" Detective Bernstein
"Chl oe. "

"Chl oe what ?" Detective Reese "Chl oe Houston." Reese
made a not e.

"What' s her address, Paul ?" "Six-oh-two Qak Street,
Denver." "Wat

are her parents' nanes?" "She lives with her nother."
"And her nane?"

"Jacki e Houston. She's the governor of Col orado." The



det ecti ves
| ooked at one another. Shit! That's all we need!

Reese held up a ring. "Is this your ring, Paul?" He
studied it a

nonment, then said reluctantly, "Yeah." "Did you give
Chl oe this ring?"

He swal | owed nervously. "I | guess | did." "You' re not
sure?" "I

remenber now. Yes, | did." "You cane to WAashington with
some

classmates, right? Kind of a school group?" "That's
right." "Was

Chl oe part of that group?" "Yes, sir." "Were's Chloe
now, Paul ?"

Det ective Bernstein "I | don't know " "When did you | ast
see her?"

Det ecti ve Hogan "I guess a couple of days ago." "Two days
ago?"

Det ecti ve Reese "Yeah." "And where was that?" Detective
Bernstein "In

the White House." The detectives | ooked at one another in
surpri se.

"She was in the Wiite House?" Reese asked. "Yes, sir.

W were all on

a private tour. Chloe's nother arranged it." "And Chl oe
was with
you?" Detective Hogan "Yes." "D d anything unusual happen

on the
tour?" Detective Bernstein

"What do you nean?" "Did you neet or talk to anyone on

t he tour?"

Det ective Bernstein "Well, sure, the guide.” "And that's
al | ?"

Detective Reese "That's right." "Was Chloe with the group
all the

time?" Detective Hogan "Yes " Yerby hesitated. "No. She
sl i pped away

to go to the ladies' room She was gone about fifteen

m nut es. When

she cane back, she " He stopped. "She what?" Reese
asked. " Not hi ng.

She just cane back." The boy was obviously lying. "Son,"



Det ecti ve

Reese asked, "do you know that Chloe Houston is dead?"
They were

wat ching himclosely. "No! My God! How?" The surprised
| ook on his

face could have been feigned. "Don't you know?"

Det ecti ve Bernstein

“"No! I | can't believe it." "You had nothing to do with
her deat h?"
Det ecti ve Hogan "OF course not! | love ... | |oved

Chloe.” "D d you

ever go to bed with her?" Detective Bernstein "No. W we
wer e

waiting. W were going to get married." "But sonetines
you di d drugs

t oget her ?" Detective Reese

“No! We never did drugs."” The door opened and a burly
detective,

Harry Carter, canme into the room He wal ked over to Reese
and

whi spered sonething in his ear. Reese nodded. He sat
there staring at

Paul Yerby. "Wen was the last tine you saw Chl oe
Houston?" "I told

you, in the Wite House." He shifted unconfortably in his
chair.

Detective Reese | eaned forward. "You're in a | ot of
troubl e, Paul

Your fingerprints are all over the Inperial Suite at the
Monr oe Arns

Hotel. How did they get there?" Paul Yerby sat there,

pal e-f aced.

"You can quit lying now. W've got you nailed.” "I |
didn't do

anything." "Did you book the suite at the Monroe Arns?"
Det ecti ve

Bernstein "No, | didn't." The enphasis was on the "I."
Det ecti ve

Reese pounced on it. "But you know who did?" "No." The
answer cane

too quickly. "You admt you were in the suite?"

Det ecti ve Hogan " Yes,

but but Chloe was alive when | left." "Wy did you



| eave?" Detective
Hogan "She asked nme to. She she was expecting soneone."
"Cone on,

Paul . W know you killed her.'

Detective Bernstein "No!"

He was

trenbling. "I swear | had nothing to do with it. | |
just went up to

the suite with her. | only stayed a little while."

"Because she was expecting soneone?" Detective Reese
"Yes. She she

was kind of excited." "Did she tell you who she was goi ng
to neet ?"

Det ecti ve Hogan He was licking his lips. "No." "You're

| yi ng. She

did tell you."™ "You said she was excited. Wat about?"
Det ecti ve

Reese Paul licked his |Iips again. "About about the man
she was goi ng

to neet there for dinner." "Who was the man, Paul ?"

Det ecti ve

Bernstein "I can't tell you."” "Wy not?" Detective Hogan
"l prom sed

Chl oe I would never tell anyone."” "Chloe is dead." Paul
Yerby's eyes

filled with tears. "I just can't believe it." "G ve us
the man's

nanme." Detective Reese "I can't do that. | prom sed."”

"Here's what's

going to happen to you: You're going to spend tonight in

jail. In the

norning, if you give us the nane of the nman she was goi ng
to neet,

we'll let you go. Otherwi se, we're going to book you for

mur der one."

Det ecti ve Reese They waited for himto speak. Silence.

Ni ck Reese

nodded to Bernstein. "Take himaway."

Det ecti ve Reese returned to Captain MIller's office. "I
have bad news

and | have worse news." "I haven't tine for this, Nick."
"The bad

news is that I'mnot sure it was the boy who gave her the



drug. The

worse news is that the girl's nother is the governor of
Col orado. "

"COh, God! The papers will love this." Captain MIler took
a deep

breath. "Wy don't you think the boy's guilty?" "He
admts he was in

the girl's suite, but he said she told himto | eave
because she was

expecting soneone. | think the kid's too snart to cone up
with a story

that stupid. What | do believe is that he knows who Chl oe
Houst on was

expecting. He won't say who it was." "Do you have any

i dea?" "It was

her first time in Washington, and they were on a tour of
the Wiite

House. She didn't know anyone here. She said she was
going to the

| adi es' room There is no public rest roomin the Wite
House. She

woul d have had to go outside to the Visitor's Pavilion on
the Ellipse

at 15th and E streets or to the Wite House Visitor
Center. She was

gone about fifteen mnutes. What | think happened is that
while trying

to find a |ladies' room she ran into soneone in the Wite
House,

sonmeone she m ght have recogni zed. Maybe soneone she saw
on TV.

Anyway, it nust have been sonebody inportant. He |ed her
to a private

washroom and i npressed her enough that she agreed to neet
himat the
Monroe Arns.
call the

Wi te

" Captain MIller was thoughtful. "I1'd better

House. They asked to be kept up-to-date on this. Don't
| et up on the
kid. I want that nane."”

"Ri ght . "



As Detective Reese wal ked out the door, Captain Ml er
reached for the

t el ephone and dialed a nunber. A few mnutes |ater, he
was sayi ng,

"Yes, sir. We have a material witness in custody. He's
I n a holding

cell at the Indiana Avenue police station.... W won't,
sir. | think
the boy will give us the man's nane tonorrow.... Yes, sSir.

I
under st and.

The |ine went dead.

Captain MIler sighed and went back to the pile of papers
on his
desk.

At eight o' clock the foll ow ng norning, when Detective

Ni ck Reese went

to Paul Yerby's cell, Yerby's body was hangi ng from one of
the top

bar s.

Ei ght een.

DEAD 16- YEAR- OLD | DENTI FI ED AS DAUGHTER OF COLORADO
GOVERNOR
BOYFRI END

I N POLI CE CUSTCDY HANGS HI MSELF POLI CE HUNT MYSTERY
W TNESS

He stared at the headlines and felt suddenly faint.

Si xt een years ol d.

She had | ooked ol der than that. What was he guilty of ?
Mur der ?

Mansl aughter, naybe. Plus statutory rape. He had wat ched
her cone out

of the bathroom of the suite, wearing only a shy snile.
"1've never

done this before.” And he had put his arns around her and
stroked her.

"I'mglad the first tine is with ne, honey.
had shared a

Earlier, he



glass of liquid Ecstasy with her. "Drink this. It wll
make you feel

good. " They had nade | ove, and afterward she had
conpl ai ned about not

feeling well. She had gotten out of bed, stunbled, and
hit her head

agai nst the table. An accident. O course, the police
woul d not see

it that way. But there's nothing to connect ne with her.
Not hi ng.

The whol e epi sode had an air of unreality, a nightmare
t hat had

happened to soneone el se. Sonehow, seeing it in print
made it real

Through the walls of the office, he could hear the sound
of traffic on

Pennsyl vani a Avenue, outside the Wite House, and he
becane aware again

of his surroundings. A cabinet neeting was schedul ed to
begin in a few

m nutes. He took a deep breath. Pull yourself together.

In the Oval Ofice were gathered Vice President Melvin
W cks, Sine

Lonbardo, and Peter Tager. A iver wal ked in and sat
behi nd hi s desk.

"Good norning, gentlenen.
Pet er Tager

said, "Have you seen the Tribune, M. President?" "No."
"They' ve

identified the girl who died at the Monroe Arns Hotel.
I"'mafraid it's

bad news." diver unconsciously stiffened in his chair.
"Yes?" "Her

name i s Chl oe Houston. She's the daughter of Jackie
Houst on. "

There were general greetings.

"Ch, ny God!" The words barely escaped the president's
i ps. They

were staring at him surprised at his reaction. He
recovered quickly.

"l I knew Jackie Houston ... a long tine ago. This this



Is terrible

news. Terrible." Sinme Lonbardo said, "Even though

Washi ngton crine is

not our responsibility, the Tribune is going to hamer us
on this."

Mel vin Wcks spoke up. "Is there any way we can shut
Leslie Stewart

up?" A iver thought of the passionate evening he had spent
with her.

“"No," diver said. "Freedomof the press, gentlenen."

Pet er Tager

turned to the president. "About the governor ... ?"

“I''l'l handle it."

He flicked down an intercomkey. "Get nme Governor Houston
i n Denver."

"We've got to start sone danage control,’
saying. "I'Il

get together statistics on how nmuch crinme has gone down in
this

country, you've asked Congress for nore noney for our
police

departnents, et cetera.
his own

ears. "This is terrible timng," Melvin Wcks said. The
I nt ercom

buzzed. A iver picked up the tel ephone. "Yes?" He

| i stened a nonent,

then replaced the receiver. "The governor is on her way
to

Washi ngton."” He | ooked at Peter Tager. "Find out what

pl ane she's on,

Peter. Meet her and bring her here.™

Pet er Tager was

The words sounded holl ow even to

"Right. There's an editorial in the Tribune. It's pretty
rough. "

Peter Tager handed O iver the editorial page of the
newspaper .

PRESI DENT UNABLE TO CONTROL CRI ME I N THE CAPI TAL. "It
goes on from

t here. "

"Leslie Stewart is a bitch,"
" Sonmeone

should have a little talk with her."

Sime Lonbardo said quietly.



In his office at the Washi ngton Tri bune, Matt Baker was
rereadi ng the

editorial attacking the president for being soft on crine
when Frank

Lonergan wal ked in. Lonergan was in his early forties, a
bri ght,

street-smart journalist who had at one tine worked on the
police force.

He was one of the best investigative journalists in the
busi ness.

"You wote this editorial, Frank?"

"Yes," he said.

"Thi s paragraph about crinme going down twenty-five percent
I n

M nnesota, that's still bothering nme. Wiy did you j ust
tal k about

M nnesot a?"

Lonergan said, "It was a suggestion fromthe Ice
Princess."

"That's ridiculous," Matt Baker snapped. "I'll talk to
her . "

Leslie Stewart was on the tel ephone when Matt Baker wal ked
i nto her

office. "I'll leave it to you to arrange the details, but

| want us to

rai se as nmuch noney for himas we can. As a matter of

fact,

Senator Enbry of M nnesota is stopping by for |unch today,
and 'l get

a list of nanes fromhim Thank you." She repl aced the
receiver.

“Matt." Matt Baker wal ked over to her desk. "I want to
talk to you

about this editorial.’
stinks, Leslie.

It's propaganda. The president's not responsible for

“It's good, isn't it?" "It



controlling crine

I n Washi ngton, D.C. W have a mayor who's supposed to do
that, and a

police force. And what's this crap about crinme going down
twenty-five

percent in M nnesota? Wiere did you cone up with those
statistics?"

Leslie Stewart | eaned back and said calmy, "Matt, this is
ny paper,

f'1l1 say anything | want to say. Oiver Russell is a

| ousy president,

and Gregory Enbry would nake a great one. We're going to
hel p hi m get

into the White House." She saw the expression on Mart's
face and

softened. "Conme on, Matt. The Tribune is going to be on

t he side of

the winner. Enbry will be good for us. He's on his way
here now.

Wuld you like to join us for lunch?" "No. | don't Ilike
peopl e who

eat with their hands out.” He turned and left the office.
In the

corridor outside, Matt Baker ran into Senator Enbry. The
senat or was

in his fifties, a self-inportant politician. "Oh,

Senat or!
Congr at ul ati ons.
"Thank you. Er
for what ?"

Senator Enbry | ooked at him puzzl ed,

"For bringing crine down twenty-five percent in your
state.” And Matt

Baker wal ked away, |eaving the senator |ooking after him
wi th a bl ank

expression on his face.

Lunch was in Leslie Stewart's antique-furnished dining
room A chef

was working in the kitchen preparing lunch as Leslie and
Senat or Enbry

wal ked in. The captain hurried up to greet them
"Luncheon is ready

whenever you wish, Mss Stewart. Wuld you care for a



dri nk?" " Not

for me," Leslie said. "Senator?" "Well, | don't usually
drink during
the day, but I'lIl have a martini." Leslie Stewart was

awar e t hat

Senator Enbry drank a lot during the day. She had a
conplete file on

him He had a wife and five children and kept a Japanese

m stress.

H s hobby was secretly funding a paramlitary group in his
hone st ate.

None of this was inportant to Leslie. Wiat nmattered was
that G egory

Enbry was a man who believed in letting big business al one
and

Washi ngton Tri bune Enterprises was big business. Leslie

I ntended to

make it bigger, and when Enbry was president, he was going
to help her.

They were seated at the dining table. Senator Enbry took

a sip of his

second martini. "I want to thank you for the fundraiser,
Lesli e.
That's a nice gesture.” She smled warmy. "It's ny

pl easure. 1'll do
everything | can to help you beat Aiver Russell."

“"Well, | think | stand a pretty good chance."

"I think so, too. The people are getting tired of him and
hi s

scandals. My guess is that if there's one nore scandal

bet ween now and

el ection, they'll throw himout."

Senat or Enbry studied her a nonment. "Do you think there
will be?"

Lesli e nodded and said softly, "I wouldn't be surprised.”
The lunch was delicious.

The call came from Antoni o Val dez, an assistant in the
coroner's



office. "Mss Stewart, you said you wanted ne to keep you
I nf or med

about the Chl oe Houston case?" "Yes ..
us to keep a

lid on it, but since you ve been such a good friend, |
t hought " "Don't

worry. You'll be taken care of. Tell ne about the
autopsy. " "Yes,

ma' am The cause of death was a drug call ed Ecstasy."
"\What ?"

"The cops asked

"Ecstasy. She took it in liquid form" "I have a little
surprise for

you that | want you to try.... This is |liquid Ecstasy...
A friend of

mne gave ne this...." And the wonman who had been found

in the

Kentucky Ri ver had died of an overdose of |iquid Ecstasy.
Leslie sat

there notionl ess, her heart pounding. There is a CGod.

Leslie sent for Frank Lonergan, "I want you to follow up
on the death
of Chl oe Houston. | think the president is involved."

Frank Lonergan was staring at her incredulously. "The
presi dent ?"

"There's a cover-up going on. |'mconvinced of it. That
boy t hey

arrested, who conveniently conmmtted suicide ... dig into
that. And |

want you to check on the president's novenents the
af t ernoon and

eveni ng of her death. | want this to be a private
I nvestigation. Very
private. You'll report only to ne."

Frank Lonergan took a deep breath. "You know what this
coul d nmean?"

"Get started. And Frank?"

"Yes?"



"Check the Internet for a drug called Ecstasy. And | ook
for a
connection with diver Russell."

In a medical Internet site devoted to the hazards of the
drug, Lonergan

found the story of Mriam Friedland, the fornmer secretary
to Aiver

Russell. She was in a hospital in Frankfort, Kentucky.
Loner gan

t el ephoned to inquire about her. A doctor said, "Mss

Fri edl and passed

away two days ago. She never recovered fromher coma."”

Frank Lonergan put in a tel ephone call to the office of
Gover nor
Houst on.
""" msorry, "
on her way to
Washi ngton. ™

her secretary told him "Governor Houston is

Ten mnutes |ater, Frank Lonergan was on his way to
Nati onal Airport.
He was too | ate.

As the passengers descended fromthe plane, Lonergan saw
Pet er Tager

approach an attractive blonde in her forties and greet
her. The two of

themtal ked for a nonent, and then Tager led her to a
wai ting

| i mousi ne.

Wat ching in the distance, Lonergan thought, |I've got to
talk to that

| ady. He headed back toward town and began neking calls
on his car

phone. On the third call, he | earned that Governor
Houst on was

expected at the Four Seasons Hotel.

When Jacki e Houston was ushered into the private study
next to the Oval



Ofice, Aiver Russell was waiting for her. He took her
hands in his

and said, "I'mso terribly sorry, Jackie. There are no
words." It had

been al nbst seventeen years since he had | ast seen her.
They had net

at a lawers' convention in Chicago. She had just gotten
out of |aw

school . She was young and attractive and eager, and they
had had a

brief, torrid affair. Seventeen years ago. And Chl oe was
si xt een

years ol d.

He dared not ask Jackie the question in his mnd. | don't
want to

know. They | ooked at each other in silence, and for a
nonment diver

t hought she was going to speak of the past. He | ooked
away. Jackie

Houst on said, "The police think Paul Yerby had sonething
to do with

Chl oe's death.” "That's right."” "No." "No?" "Paul was

in love with

Chl oe. He never woul d have harnmed her." Her voice broke.
"They they

were going to get married one day.'
i nformation,

Jacki e, they found the boy's fingerprints in the hotel
room where she

was killed." Jackie Houston said, "The newspapers said
that it... that

it happened in the Inperial Suite at the Monroe Arns."
"Yes."

"Aiver, Chloe was on a small allowance. Paul's father
was a retired

clerk. Where did Chloe get the noney for the Inperial
Suite?" "I |

don't know. " "Sonmeone has to find out. I won't |eave
until | know who

I's responsible for the death of ny daughter." She
frowned. "Chl oe had

an appointnment to see you that afternoon. Did you see
her ?" There was

"According to ny



a brief hesitation. "No. | wish | had. Unfortunately,
an energency
came up, and | had to cancel our appointnent."”

In an apartnent at the other end of town, lying in bed,

t heir naked

bodi es spooned together, he could feel the tension in her.
"Are you

okay, Jo Ann?" "I'mfine, Alex." "You seemfar away,

baby. What are

you t hi nki ng about?" "Nothing," JoAnn McGrath said.

" Not hi ng?"

"Well, to tell the truth, I was thinking about that poor
little girl

who was nurdered at the hotel." "Yeah, | read about it.

She was sone
governor's daughter.’
was w th?"

"No. They were all over the hotel questioning everybody."
"You, too?"

"Yeah. Al | could tell them was about the tel ephone
call." "What

t el ephone cal | ?" "The one soneone in that suite nmade to
the Wite

House." He was suddenly still. He said casually, "That
doesn't nean

anyt hi ng. Everybody gets a kick out of calling the Wite
House. Do

that to nme again, baby. Got any nore maple syrup?"

"Yes." "Do the police know who she

Frank Lonergan had just returned to his office fromthe
ai rport when
t he phone rang. "Lonergan."

"Hell o, M. Lonergan. This is Shallow Throat." Al ex

Cooper, a

smal |l -time parasite who fancied hinself a Watergate-class
tipster. It

was his idea of a joke. "Are you still paying for hot
tips?”

"Depends on how hot."

"This one will burn your ass. | want five thousand



dollars for it.
" Goodbye. "

"Wait a mnute. Don't hang up. It's about that girl who
was mnur der ed
at the Monroe Arns."

Frank Lonergan was suddenly interested. "Wat about her?"
"Can you and ne neet sonewhere?"
"'l see you at Ricco's in half an hour.™

At two o' clock, Frank Lonergan and Al ex Cooper were in a
boot h at

Ricco's. Al ex Cooper was a thin weasel of a man, and
Loner gan hat ed

doi ng business with him Lonergan wasn't sure where
Cooper got his

i nformati on, but he had been very hel pful in the past. "I
hope you're

not wasting ny tine,
it's a waste

of time. How would you feel if | told you there's a Wite
House

connection to the girl's nmurder?" There was a snug snile
on his

face.

Lonergan said. "Ch, | don't think

Frank Lonergan managed to conceal his excitenent. "Go
on."

"Five thousand dol | ars?"

"One thousand. "

"Two. "

"You have a deal. Talk."

"My girlfriend s a tel ephone operator at the Monroe Arns."

"What' s her nane?"



"JoAnn McG ath."

Lonergan nmade a note. "So?"

"Sonmeone in the Inperial Suite nmade a tel ephone call to
t he White House

during the tinme the girl was there."

“I think the president is involved," Leslie Stewart had
said. "Are you

sure about this?"

"Horse's nouth."

“I'"l'l check it out. If it's true, you'll get your noney.
Have you

menti oned this to anyone el se?"

" Nope. "

"Good. Don't." Lonergan rose. "We'Il keep in touch."

"There's one nore thing," Cooper said.
Lonergan st opped. "Yes?"
"You' ve got to keep nme out of this. |I don't want JoAnn to

know t hat |
tal ked to anyone about it.

"No problem™

And Al ex Cooper was al one, thinking about how he was goi ng
to spend the
two thousand dollars wi thout JoAnn's know ng about it.

T70

The Monroe Arns switchboard was in a cubicle behind the

| obby reception

desk. Wien Lonergan wal ked in carrying a clipboard, JoAnn
MG ath was

on duty. She was saying into the nouthpiece, "I'mringing



for you."

She connected a call and turned to Lonergan. "Can | help
you?"

"Tel ephone Conpany, '
I dentification.

"We have a problemhere.” JoAnn McG ath | ooked at him
surprised.

"What ki nd of problen?" "Soneone reported that they're
bei ng charged

for calls they didn't nake." He pretended to consult the
cl i pboard.

"October fifteenth. They were charged for a call to
Germany, and they

don't even know anyone in Germany. They're pretty teed

of f." "Wwell, I

don't know anyt hing about that,"” JoAnn said indignantly.
"I don't even

remenber placing any calls to Germany in the last nonth."

Lonergan said. He flashed sone

"Do you have
a record of the fifteenth?" "Of course.” "I'd like to
see it." "Very

well." She found a folder under a pile of papers and

handed it to him

The swi tchboard was buzzing. Wiile she attended to the

calls, Lonergan

qui ckly went through the folder. October 12th ... i3th
i 4th ...

i6th ... The page for the fifteenth was m ssing.

Frank Lonergan was waiting in the |obby of the Four
Seasons when Jacki e

Houston returned fromthe Wite House. "Governor

Houst on?" She

turned. "Yes?" "Frank Lonergan. I'mw th the Washi ngton
Tri bune. |

want to tell you how sorry all of us are, CGovernor."
"Thank you." "I

wonder if | could talk to you for a mnute?" "I'mreally
not in the "

“I mght be able to be helpful." He nodded toward the

| ounge of f the

mai n | obby. "Could we go in there for a nonent?" She took
a deep

breath. "All right." They wal ked into the | ounge and sat



down. "I

under stand that your daughter went on a tour of the Wite
House t he day

she..." He couldn't bring hinself to finish the sentence.
"Yes. She

she was on a tour with her school friends. She was very
exci ted about

nmeeting the president." Lonergan kept his voice casual.

" She was

going to see President Russell?" "Yes. | arranged it.
W're old
friends.” "And did she see him Governor Houston?" "No.

He wasn't
able to see her." Her voice was choked. "There's one
thing I'msure

of." "Yes, ma'am"”
"Paul Yerby didn't kill her. They were in | ove with each
ot her."

"But the police said

"I don't care what they said. They arrested an innocent
boy, and he he
was so upset that he hanged hinself. It's awful."

Frank Lonergan studied her for a nonent. "If Paul Yerby
didn't Kil

your daughter, do you have any idea who m ght have? |
mean, did she

say anythi ng about neeting anyone in Washi ngton?"

“"No. She didn't know a soul here. She was so | ooki ng
forward to ...

to ..." Her eyes brimed with tears. "I'msorry. You'll
have to
excuse ne."

"Of course. Thanks for your tine, Governor Houston."

Lonergan's next stop was at the norgue. Hel en Chuan was
just com ng

out of the autopsy room "Well, |ook who's here." "H,
Doc. " "What



bri ngs you down here, Frank?" "I wanted to talk to you
about Paul

Yerby." Helen Chuan sighed. "It's a damm shame. Those

ki ds were both

so young." "Way would a boy like that commt suicide?"
Hel en Chuan

shrugged. "Wio knows?" "I nean are you sure he commtted
sui ci de?"

“If he didn't, he gave a great imtation. Hs belt was
wr apped ar ound

his neck so tightly that they had to cut it in half to
bring him

down. "

"There were no other marks or anything on his body that
m ght have
suggested foul play?”

She | ooked at him curious. "No."

Loner gan nodded. "Ckay. Thanks. You don't want to keep
your patients
wai ting."

"Very funny."

There was a phone booth in the outside corridor. Fromthe
Denver

I nformati on operator, Lonergan got the nunber of Pau

Yer by' s parents.

Ms. Yerby answered the phone. Her voice sounded weary.
"Hello."

"Ms. Yerby?" "Yes." "lI'msorry to bother you. This is
Fr ank

Lonergan. I'mw th the Washington Tribune. | wanted to "
"I can't..."

A nonment later, M. Yerby was on the line. "lI'msorry.
M wifeis

Newspapers have been bothering us all norning. W
don't want to "
"This will only take a mnute, M. Yerby. There are sone
people in
Washi ngton who don't believe your son killed Chloe
Houston." "Of



course he didn't!" H's voice suddenly becane stronger.
"Paul coul d
never, never have done anything like that."

"Did Paul have any friends in Washington, M. Yerby?"
"No. He didn't

know anyone there." "I see. Well, if there's anything I
can do ..."

"There is sonething you can do for us, M. Lonergan.

W' ve arranged

to have Paul's body shi pped back here, but |'mnot sure
how to get his

possessions. W'd |ike to have whatever he ... If you
could tell e

who to talk to ..." "I can handle that for you." "W'd
appreciate it.

Thank you."

In the Hom ci de Branch office, the sergeant on duty was
openi ng a

carton containing Paul Yerby's personal effects. "There's
not much in

it," he said. "Just the kid's clothes and a canera."”

Lonergan reached into the box and picked up a bl ack
| eat her belt.

It was uncut.

When Frank Lonergan wal ked into the office of President
Russel | 's

appoi ntnents secretary, Deborah Kanner, she was getting
ready to | eave

for lunch. "Wat can | do for you, Frank?" "l've got a
probl em

Deborah.” "What else is new?" Frank Lonergan pretended

to | ook at

some notes. "I have information that on Cctober fifteenth
t he

presi dent had a secret neeting here with an em ssary from
China to talk
about Tibet."

"I don't know of any such neeting."



"Could you just check it out for nme?"
"What did you say the date was?"

"COctober fifteenth." Loriergan watched as Deborah pull ed
an
appoi nt rent book froma drawer and skinmed through it.

"Cctober fifteenth? What tine was this neeting supposed
to be?"

"Ten P.M" here in the Oval Ofice."

She shook her head. "Nope. At ten o' clock that night the
presi dent
was in a neeting wwth General Witmn."

Lonergan frowned. "That's not what | heard. Could I have
a | ook at
t hat book?"

"Sorry. It's confidential, Frank."
"Maybe | got a bum steer. Thanks, Deborah." He left.

Thirty mnutes |later, Frank Lonergan was talking to
General Steve

Whi t man. " CGeneral, the Tribune would like to do sone
coverage on the

neeting you had with the president on Cctober fifteenth.
| understand

some i nportant points were discussed.
his head. "I

don't know where you get your information, M. Lonergan.
That neeting

was called off. The president had anot her appointnent."
"Are you

sure?"

The general shook

"Yes. We're going to reschedule it." "Thank you,
CGeneral . "

Frank Lonergan returned to the Wiite House. He wal ked



I nt o Deborah

Kanner's office again. "What is it this tinme, Frank?"
"Same thing,"

Lonergan said ruefully. "My informant swears that at ten
o' cl ock on

t he night of Cctober fifteenth the president was here in a
meeting with

a Chinese emssary to discuss Tibet." She | ooked at him
exasper at ed.

"How many tines do | have to tell you that there was no
such neeti ng?"

Lonergan sighed. "Frankly, | don't know what to do. My
boss really

wants to run that story. It's big news. | guess we'll
just have to go

with it." He started toward the door. "Wait a m nute!"
He turned.

"Yes?" "You can't run that story. It's not true. The
president w ||

be furious.” "It's not ny decision." Deborah hesitated.
"I'f I can

prove to you that he was neeting with General Witman
will you forget

about it?" "Sure. | don't want to cause any problens."
Loner gan

wat ched Deborah pull the appoi ntnent book out again and
flip the pages.

"Here's a list of the president's appointnents for that
date. Look.

Oct ober fifteenth." There were two pages of |istings.
Debor ah poi nted

to a 10:00 P.M entry. "There it is, in black and white."
"You're

right," Lonergan said. He was busy scanni ng the page.
There was an

entry at three o'clock. Chloe Houston.

Ni net een.

The hastily called neeting in the Oval Ofice had been
going on for

only a few mnutes and the air was already crackling with
di ssensi on.

The secretary of defense was saying, "If we delay any



| onger, the

situation is going to get conpletely out of control. It
will be too
|late to stop it.” "We can't rush into this." Ceneral

St ephen Gossard

turned to the head of the CIA. "How hard is your

I nformation?" "It's

difficult to say. We're fairly certain that Libya is
buying a variety

of weapons fromlran and China." Oiver turned to the
secretary of

state. "Libya denies it?" "OF course. So do China and
Iran.” diver

asked, "What about the other Arab states?"

The CI A chief responded. "Fromthe information | have,
M. President,

If a serious attack is |aunched on Israel, | think it's
going to be the

excuse that all the other Arab states have been waiting
for. They'll

joinin to wipe Israel out."

They were all looking at Aiver expectantly. "Do you have
reliable
assets in Libya?" he asked.

"Yes, sir.

"I want an update. Keep ne inforned. If there are signs
of an attack,
we have no choice but to nove."

The neeting was adj our ned.

Aiver's secretary's voice cane over the intercom "M.
Tager woul d

li ke to see you, M. President."

"Have himcone in."

"How did the neeting go?" Peter Tager asked. "Ch, it was

j ust your
average neeting," diver said bitterly, "about whether |



want to start

a war now or later." Tager said synpathetically, "It goes
with the

territory." "Right." "Sonething of interest has cone

up." "Sit

down." Peter Tager took a seat. "What do you know about

the United

Arab Emrates?" "Not alot,” Aiver said. "Five or six
Arab states

got together twenty years ago or so and forned a
coalition." "Seven of

them They joined together in 1971. Abu Dhabi, Fujaira,
Dubai ,

Sharj ah, Ras al - Khai rah, Unm al - Qai wan, and

Aj man. \Wen they started out, they weren't very strong,
but the

Em rates have been incredibly well run. Today they have
one of the

wor |l d's highest standards of living. Their gross donestic
product | ast

year was over thirty-nine billion dollars.™

Aiver said inpatiently, "I assunme there's a point to
this, Peter?"

"Yes, sir. The head of the council of the United Arab
Em rates wants
to neet with you."

"All right. I'll have the secretary of defense "
"Today. In private."
“"Are you serious? | couldn't possibly "

"diver, the Majus their council is one of the nost

| nportant Arab

i nfluences in the world. It has the respect of every

ot her Arab

nation. This could be an inportant breakthrough. | know
this is

unor t hodox, but | think you should neet wwth them"™



"State would have a fit if |
“I'"l'l nake the arrangenents.”
There was a long silence. "Were do they want to neet ?"

"They have a yacht anchored in Chesapeake Bay, near
Annapolis. | can
get you there quietly."

A iver sat there, studying the ceiling. Finally, he

| eaned forward and

pressed down the intercomsw tch. "Cancel ny appointnents
for this

af t ernoon. "

The yacht, a 212-foot Feadship, was noored at the dock.
They were
waiting for him Al the crew nenbers were Arabs.

"Wel cone, M. President." It was Ali al-Ful ani, the
secretary at one

of the United Arab Emrates. "Please cone aboard.™

A iver stepped

aboard and Ali al-Fulani signaled to one of the nen. A
few nonent s

| ater, the yacht was underway. "Shall we go bel ow?"

Ri ght. Were |

can be killed or kidnapped. This is the stupidest thing I
have ever

done, diver decided. Maybe they brought ne here so they
can begin

their attack on Israel, and | won't be able to give orders
to

retaliate. Way the hell did | let Tager talk nme into
this? Aiver

followed Ali al-Fulani downstairs into the sunptuous main
sal oon, which

was decorated in Mddle Eastern style. There were four
nmuscul ar Arabs

standi ng on guard in the sal oon. An inposing-|ooking man
seated on the

couch rose as Aiver cane in. Ali al-Fulani said, "M.
President, His



Maj esty King Hamad of Ajman." The two nmen shook hands.
"Your

Maj esty."” "Thank you for comng, M. President. Wuld

you care for

sonme tea?" "No, thank you." "I believe you will find this
visit well

worth your while." King Hamad began to pace. "M.

Presi dent, over

the centuries, it has been difficult, if not inpossible,
to bridge the

probl enms that divide us philosophical, |inguistic,
religious, cultural.

Those are the reasons there have been so many wars in our
part of the

world. If Jews confiscate the | and of Pal estinians, no
one in QOraha or

Kansas is affected. Their lives go on the sane. If a
synagogue in

Jerusalemis bonbed, the Italians in Rone and Veni ce pay
no attention."

A iver wondered where this was heading. Was it a warning
of a com ng

war? "There is only one part of the world that suffers
fromall the

wars and bl oodshed in the Mddle East. And that is the
M ddl e East."

He sat down across fromQiver. "It is time for us to put
a stopto
this madness."” Here it cones, diver thought. "The heads

of the Arab

states and the Majlis have authorized nme to nmake you an
of fer." "Wat

kind of an offer?" "An offer of peace.'
"Peace?"

"W want to make peace with your ally, Israel. Your

enbar goes agai nst

Iran and other Arab countries have cost us untold billions
of doll ars.

W want to put an end to that. If the United States w ||
act as a

sponsor, the Arab countries including Iran, Libya, and
Syria have

agreed to sit down and negotiate a pernanent peace treaty
wth Israel."”

" diver blinked.



A iver was stunned. Wien he found his voice, he said,
"You' re doi ng

this because " "I assure you it is not out of |love for the
| sraelis or

for the Anericans. It is in our own interests. Too many
of our sons

have been killed in this nmadness. W want it to end. It
I s enough. We

want to be free to sell all our oil to the world again.
W are

prepared to go to war if necessary, but we would prefer
peace. "

A iver took a deep breath. "I think I would |ike sone
tea."

"I wish you had been there,"”
"I't was

I ncredi ble. They're ready to go to war, but they don't
want to.

They're pragmatists. They want to sell their oil to the
worl d, so they

want peace."

Aiver said to Peter Tager.

"That's fantasti c,
this gets out,
you're going to be a hero."

Tager said enthusiastically. "Wen

"And | can do this on ny own," Aiver told him "It
doesn't have to go

t hrough Congress. |I'll have a talk with the Prine

M nister of Israel.

W'll help himnmke a deal with the Arab countries.” He
| ooked at

Tager and said ruefully, "For a few m nutes there,

t hought | was

going to be kidnapped."

"No chance, "
hel i copt er
foll owi ng you."

Pet er Tager assured him "I had a boat and a

"Senator Davis is here to see you, M. President. He has
no



appoi ntnent, but he says it's urgent."

"Hol d up ny next appointnent and send the senator in."
The door opened

and Todd Davis wal ked into the Oval

Ofice.

"This is a nice surprise, Todd. Is everything all right?"
Senat or

Davis took a seat. "Fine, Odiver. | just thought you and
| should

have a little chat."

oA

Qiver smled. "I have a pretty full schedul e today, but
for you "

"This will take only a few mnutes. | ran into Peter

Tager. He told

me about your neeting with the Arabs.’
"I'sn't that

wonderful ? It |ooks |like we're finally going to have
peace in the

Mddle East." He slammed a fist on the desk. "After all
t hese

decades! That's what my administration is going to be
remenbered for,

Todd." Senator Davis asked quietly, "Have you thought
thi s through,

AQiver?" diver frowned. "Wat? What do you nean?"
"Peace is a

sinple word, but it has a lot of ramfications. Peace
doesn't have any

financial benefits. Wen there's a war, countries buy
billions of

dollars' worth of armanents that are nade here in the
United States. In

peacetinme, they don't need any. Because lran can't sell
its oil, oil

prices are up, and the United States gets the benefit of
that." diver

was listening to himunbelievingly. "Todd this is the
opportunity of a

A iver grinned.



lifetinme!" "Don't be naive, Aiver. If we had really

want ed to nake

peace between |Israel and the Arab countries, we could have
done it long

ago. Israel is a tiny country. Any one of the |ast

hal f - dozen

presidents could have forced themto nake a deal with the
Ar abs, but

they preferred to keep things as they were. Don't

m sunder st and ne.

Jews are fine people. | work with sonme of themin the
Senate." "I
don't believe that you can " "Believe what you |ike,

Adiver. A peace

treaty now would not be in the best interest of this
country. | don't

want you to go ahead with it."

"l have to go ahead with it."

"Don't tell nme what you have to do, diver." Senator
Davi s | eaned
forward. "I'll tell you. Don't forget who put you in

that chair."

Aiver said quietly, "Todd, you may not respect ne, but
you mnust

respect this office. Regardless of who put nme here, |I'm
t he

president."

Senator Davis got to his feet. "The president? You're a
f ucki ng

bl ow-up toy! You're nmy dummy, diver. You take orders,
you don't give

them"

A iver |ooked at himfor a |long nonent. "How many oi
fields do you
and your friends own, Todd?"

"That's none of your goddam business. |If you go through
with this,
you're finished. Do you hear nme? |'m giving you



twenty-four hours to
conme to your senses."

At di nner that evening, Jan said, "Father asked ne to talk
to you,

Aiver. He's very upset.
his wfe and

He | ooked across the table at

t hought, I'mgoing to have to fight you, too. "He told ne
what was

happening.” "Did he?" "Yes." She | eaned across the

table. "And |

t hi nk what you're going to do is wonderful."

It took a nonment for Aiver to understand. "But your
fat her's agai nst
it."

"I know. And he's wong. If they're willing to nake
peace you have to
hel p. "

A iver sat there listening to Jan's words, studying her.
He t hought

about how wel| she had handl ed herself as the First Lady.
She had

becone involved in inportant charities and had been an
advocate for a

hal f - dozen maj or causes. She was |ovely and intelligent
and caring and

It was as though Aiver were seeing her for the first
time. Wiy have |

been runni ng around? A iver thought. | have everything I
need ri ght

her e.

"WIIl it be a long neeting tonight?"

"No," Oiver said slowy. "I'"'mgoing to cancel it. |I'm
stayi ng

hone. "

That evening, Oiver nade love to Jan for the first tine
i n weeks, and
It was wonderful. And in the norning, he thought, I'm



goi ng to have
Peter get rid of the apartnent.

The note was on his desk the next norning. | want you to
know t hat |

ama real fan of yours, and | would not do anything to
harm you. | was

In the garage of the Monroe Arns on the iph, and | was
very surprised

to see you there. The next day when | read about the

mur der of that

young girl, I knew why you went back to w pe your
fingerprints off the

el evator but tons. I'msure that all the newspapers would
be

interested in ny story and would pay ne a | ot of noney.
But |ike |

said, I'ma fan of yours. | certainly would not want to
do anything to

hurt you. | could use sone financial help, and if you are
I nt erest ed,

this will be just between us. | will get in touch with

you in a few
days while you think about it.

Sincerely, Afriend

"Jesus," Sine Lonbardo said softly. "This is incredible.
How was it

del i ver ed?"

"I't was mailed," Peter Tager told him "Addressed to the

presi dent,

"Personal ." "

Sinme Lonbardo said, "It could be sone nut who's just
trying to "

"W can't take a chance, Sine. | don't believe for a

mnute that it's

true, but if even a whisper of this gets out, it would
destroy the

president. W nust protect him"



"How do we do that?"
"First, we have to find out who sent this."

Peter Tager was at the Federal Bureau of Investigation
headquarters at

| oth Street and Pennsyl vani a Avenue, tal king to Speci al
Agent d ay

Jacobs. "You said it was urgent, Peter?" "Yes.'
Tager opened a

bri efcase and took out a single sheet of paper. He slid
It across the

desk. Clay Jacobs picked it up and read it al oud:

Pet er

want you to know that I'ma real fan of yours....
will get in
touch with you in a few days while you think about it." "

Everything in between had been whited out.

Jacobs | ooked up. "Wat is this?"
“I't involves the highest security,"”
"The president

asked ne to try to find out who sent it. He would |ike
you to check it

for fingerprints.”

Pet er Tager said.

Cl ay Jacobs studied the paper again, frowing. "This is
hi ghl y

unusual , Peter."

n W]y?ll

"It just snells wong."

"All the president wants is for you to give himthe nane
of the

i ndi vi dual who wote it."

"Assum ng his fingerprints are on it."

Pet er Tager nodded. "Assuming his fingerprints are on
it."



"Wait here." Jacobs rose and |eft the office.

Pet er Tager sat there | ooking out the w ndow, thinking
about the letter
and its possible terrible consequences.

Exactly seven mnutes |later, Clay Jacobs returned.
"You're in luck," he said.
Peter Tager's heart began to race. "You found sonethi ng?"

"Yes." Jacobs handed Tager a slip of paper. "The man
you' re | ooki ng

for was involved in a traffic accident about a year ago.
H's nanme is

Carl Gorman. He works as a clerk at the Monroe Arns." He
stood there

a nonent, studying Tager. "Is there anything el se you'd
like to tell

me about this?" "No," Peter Tager said sincerely. "There
isn't."

"Frank Lonergan is on line three, Mss Stewart. He says
It's
urgent."

“I'"'l'l take it." Leslie picked up the tel ephone and
pressed a button.
" Frank?"

"Are you al one?"
"Yes."

She heard himtake a deep breath. "Ckay. Here we go."
He spoke for
the next ten mnutes wi thout interruption.

Leslie Stewart hurried into Matt Baker's office. "W have
to tal Kk,

Matt." She sat down across fromhis desk. "What if |

tol d you that



A iver Russell is involved in the nurder of Chloe

Houst on?" " For

openers, |'d say you are paranoid and that you've gone
over the edge."

"Frank Lonergan just phoned in. He tal ked to Governor
Houst on, who

doesn't believe that Paul Yerby killed her daughter. He
tal ked to Paul

Yerby's parents. They don't believe it either." "I

woul dn't expect

themto," Matt Baker said. "If that's the only " "That's
just the

begi nning. Frank went down to the norgue and spoke to the
coroner. She

told himthat the kid's belt was so tight that they had to
cut it away
fromhis throat.'
"And ?" "Frank
went down to pick up Yerby's belongings. H's belt was
there. Intact."

Matt Baker drew a deep breath. "You're telling nme that he
was nur dered

He was |istening nore intently now.

in prison and that there was a cover-up?" "I'm not
telling you
anything. I'mjust reporting the facts. Odiver Russel

tried to get

nme to use Ecstasy once. When he was runni ng for governor,
a woman who

was a |l egal secretary died fromEcstasy. Wile he was
governor, his

secretary was found in a park in an Ecstasy-induced conma.
Loner gan

| earned that Aiver called the hospital and suggested they
t ake her off

| i fe-support systens.
a tel ephone

call fromthe Inperial Suite to the Wiite House the night
Chl oe Houst on

was murdered. Frank checked the hotel tel ephone records.
The page for

the fifteenth was m ssing. The president's appointnents
secretary told

Lonergan that the president had a neeting with General
VWi t man t hat

Leslie | eaned forward. "There was



ni ght. There was no neeting. Frank spoke to Governor
Houst on, and she

said that Chloe was on a tour of the White House and t hat
she had

arranged for her daughter to neet the president."” There
was a | ong

silence. "Were's Frank Lonergan now?" Natt Baker asked.
"He's

tracking dowmn Carl Gornan, the hotel clerk who booked the

| mperi al

Suite."

Jereny Robi nson was saying, "lI'msorry. W don't give out
per sonal

i nformati on about our enpl oyees." Frank Lonergan said,
"All 1'm asking

for is his hone address so | can " "It wouldn't do you any
good. M.

Gorman is on vacation." Lonergan sighed. "That's too

bad. | was

hopi ng he could fill in a few blank spots."” "Bl ank

spots?" "Yes.

W' re doing a big story on the death of Governor Houston's
daughter in

your hotel. Well, I'll just have to piece it together

wi t hout Gornman."

He took out a pad and a pen. "How |l ong has this hotel

been here? |

want to know all about its background, its clientele, its

" Jereny

Robi nson frowned. "Wait a mnute! Surely that's not
necessary. |

nmean she coul d have di ed anywhere." Frank Lonergan said
synpat hetically, "I know, but it happened here. Your
hotel is going to

becone as fanous as Watergate." "M . ?" "Lonergan."

"M . Lonergan,

| would appreciate it if you could I nean this kind of
publicity is

very bad. Isn't there sonme way ?" Lonergan was

t houghtful for a

monment. "Well, if |I spoke to M. Gorman, | suppose |
could find a

different angle.” "I would really appreciate that. Let



nme get you his
addr ess. "

Frank Lonergan was becom ng nervous. As the outline of
events began to

take shape, it becane clear that there was a nurder
conspiracy and a

cover-up at the highest |level. Before he went to see the
hotel clerk,

he decided to stop at his apartnent house. H s wfe,
Rita, was in the

ki tchen preparing dinner. She was a petite redhead with
spar Kkl i ng

green eyes and a fair conplexion. She turned in surprise
as her

husband wal ked in. "Frank, what are you doing home in the
m ddl e of

the day?" "Just thought 1'd drop in and say hello." She
| ooked at his

face. "No. There's sonething going on. What is it?" He
hesi t at ed.

"How |l ong has it been since you've seen your nother?" "I
saw her | ast

week. Why?" "Way don't you go visit her again, honey?"
"I's anything

wrong?" He grinned. "Wong?" He wal ked over to the
mantel . "You'd

better start dusting this off. We're going to put a
Pulitzer Prize

here and a Peabody Award here.
about?" "I'm on

to sonething that's going to bl ow everybody away and |
mean people in

hi gh places. It's the nost exciting story |'ve ever been
I nvol ved

in."

"What are you talking

"Why do you want ne to go see ny not her?"

He shrugged. "There's just an outside chance that this
could get to be

a little dangerous. There are sone people who don't want
this story to

get out. I'd feel better if you were away for a few days,



just until
this breaks."

"But if you're in danger
“I'"'mnot in any danger."
"You're sure nothing's going to happen to you?"
"Positive. Pack a fewthings, and I'Il call you tonight."
"All right," Rita said reluctantly.

Lonergan | ooked at his watch. "I'll drive you to the
train station."”

One hour | ater, Lonergan stopped in front of a nodest
brick house in

t he Wheaton area. He got out of the car, wal ked to the
front door, and

rang the bell. There was no answer. He rang again and

wai ted. The

door suddenly swung open and a heavyset m ddl e-aged woman
stood in the

doorway, regarding himsuspiciously. "Yes?" "I'mwth

the I nternal
Revenue Servi ce, "
i dentification.
"I want to see Carl Gorman." "My brother's not here."
"Do you know

where he is?" "No." Too fast. Lonergan nodded. "That's

a shane.

Vell, you mght as well start packing up his things. 'l
have t he

departnent send over the vans.
down t he

driveway toward his car. "Wait a mnute! Wat vans?
What are you

tal ki ng about ?" Lonergan stopped and turned. "Didn't
your brother

tell you?" "Tell ne what?" Lonergan took a few steps
back toward the

house. "He's in trouble." She | ooked at him anxiously.
"What ki nd of

Lonergan said. He flashed a piece of

Lonergan started back



trouble?" "I'"'mafraid |'"'mnot at liberty to discuss it."
He shook his

head. "He seens |like a nice guy, too." "He is,"” she said
fervently.
"Carl is a wonderful person."” Lonergan nodded. "That was
ny feeling

when we were questioning himdown at the bureau." She was
pani cky.

"Questioni ng himabout what?" "Cheating on his incone
tax. It's too

bad. | wanted to tell himabout a | oophole that could
have hel ped him

out, but " He shrugged. "If he's not here..." He turned
to go again.

"Wait! He's he's at a fishing lodge. |I |I'mnot supposed
to tell

anybody." He shrugged. "That's okay with nme." "No ...

but this is

different. It's the Sunshine Fishing Lodge on the |ake in
Ri chnond,

Virginia." "Fine. I'll contact himthere." "That woul d
be wonderful.

You're sure he'll be all right?" "Absolutely,” Lonergan
said. "I"1lI

see that he's taken care of."

Lonergan took 1-95, heading south. Richnond was a little
over a

hundred m |l es away. On a vacation, years ago, Lonergan
had fished the

| ake, and he had been | ucky.

He hoped he woul d be as lucky this tine.

It was drizzling, but Carl Gorman did not mnd. That's
when the fish

were supposed to bite. He was fishing for striped bass,
usi ng | arge

m nnows on slip bobbers, far out behind the row boat. The
waves | apped

against the small boat in the mddle of the | ake, and the
bait drifted

behi nd the boat, untouched. The fish were in no hurry.

[t did not



matter. Neither was he. He had never been happier. He
was going to

be rich beyond his wildest dreans. It had been sheer

| uck. You have

to be at the right place at the right tine. He had
returned to the

Monroe Arns to pick up a jacket he had forgotten and was
about to | eave

t he garage when the private el evator door opened. Wen he
saw who got

out, he had sat in his car, stunned. He had watched the
man return,

w pe off his fingerprints, then drive away. It was not
until he read

about the nmurder the follow ng day that he had put it all
together. In

a way, he felt sorry for the man. | really ama fan of
his. The

trouble is, when you're that fanous, you can never hide.
Wher ever you

go, the world knows you. He'll pay ne to be quiet. He
has no choi ce.

"Il start with a hundred thousand. Once he pays that,
he'll have to

keep payi ng.

Maybe 1'1l buy a chateau in France or a chalet in
Swi t zer | and.

He felt a tug at the end of his line and snapped the rod
toward him He

could feel the fish trying to get away. You're not going
anywher e.

|'ve got you hooked.

In the di stance, he heard a | arge speedboat approachi ng.
They

shoul dn't all ow power boats on the |ake. They'll scare
all the fish

away. The speedboat was bearing down on him

"Don't get too close,” Carl shouted.

The speedboat seened to be heading right toward him



"Hey! Be careful. Watch where you're going. For God's
sake "

The speedboat plowed into the rowboat, cutting it in half,
t he wat er
sucki ng Gorman under.

Damm drunken fool! He was gasping for air. He managed to
get his head

above water. The speedboat had circled and was headi ng
strai ght for

himagain. And the last thing Carl Gorman felt before the
boat smashed

into his skull was the tug of the fish on his |ine.

When Frank Lonergan arrived, the area was crowded with
police cars, a

fire engine, and an anbul ance. The anbul ance was j ust
pul | i ng awnay.

Frank Lonergan got out of his car and said to a bystander,
"What ' s al

the excitenment?" "Sone poor guy was in an accident on the
| ake.

There's not nuch left of him" And Lonergan knew.

At mdni ght, Frank Lonergan was working at his conputer,
alone in his

apartnment, witing the story that was going to destroy the
Presi dent of

the United States. It was a story that would earn hima
Pulitzer

Prize. There was no doubt about it in his mnd. This was
going to

make him nore fanous than Wodward and Bernstein. It was
the story of

the century. He was interrupted by the sound of the
doorbell. He got

up and wal ked over to the front door. "W is it?" "A
package from
Leslie Stewart.'
opened the

door. There was a glint of netal, and an unbearabl e pain
tore his chest

She's found sone new i nformati on. He



apart. Then not hi ng.
Twent y.

Frank Lonergan's living rooml|ooked as if it had been
struck by a

mniature hurricane. Al the drawers and cabi nets had
been pull ed open

and their contents had been scattered over the floor.

Ni ck Reese

wat ched Frank Lonergan's body being renoved. He turned to
Det ecti ve

Steve Brown. "Any sign of the nurder weapon?" "No."

"Have you tal ked

to the nei ghbors?" "Yeah. The apartnent building is a
zoo, full of

nonkeys. See no evil, hear no evil, speak no evil. Nada.
Ms.

Lonergan is on her way back here. She heard the news on

t he radio.

There have been a coupl e other robberies here in the | ast
si x nont hs,

and "

"I" mnot so sure this was a robbery."

"What do you nean?"

"Lonergan was down at headquarters the other day to check
on Paul

Yerby's things. 1'd like to know what story Lonergan was
wor ki ng on.

No papers in the drawers?”

n mpe' n

"No notes?"

“Not hi ng. "

"So either he was very neat, or soneone took the trouble
to cl ean

everything out.'
There was a

Reese wal ked over to the work tabl e.



cabl e dangling off the table, connected to nothing. Reese
held it up.
"What's this?"

Det ecti ve Brown wal ked over. "It's a power cable for a
conmputer. There

must have been one here. That neans there coul d be
backups

sonewhere. "

"They may have taken the conputer, but Lonergan m ght have
saved copi es
of his files. Let's check it out."

They found the backup disk in a briefcase in Lonergan's
aut onobi | e.

Reese handed it to Brown. "I want you to take this down
to

headquarters. There's probably a password to get into it.
Have Chris

Col by look at it. He's an expert.'
apar t ment

opened and Rita Lonergan wal ked in. She | ooked pal e and
di straught.

She stopped when she saw the nen. "Ms. Lonergan?"

The front door of the

"Who are ?"

"Detective Nick Reese, Homcide. This is Detective
Br own. "

Rita Lonergan | ooked around. "Were is ?"

"We had your husband's body taken away, Ms. Lonergan.
I"mterribly

sorry. | knowit's a bad tine, but I'd like to ask you a
few

questions."”

She | ooked at him and her eyes suddenly filled with fear.
The | ast

reacti on Reese had expected. \What was she afraid of?

"Your husband was working on a story, wasn't he?"



Hi s voice echoed in her mnd. "I"'mon to sonething that's
going to

bl ow everybody away and | nean people in high places.
It's the nost

exciting story |I've ever been involved in."

"Ms. Lonergan?"

“I 1 don't know anything,"

"You don't know what assignnent he was working on?"
"No. Frank never discussed his work with ne."

She was obvi ously |ying.

"You have no idea who m ght have killed hin®"

She | ooked around at the open drawers and cabinets. "It
it nust have

been a burglar.™

Det ecti ve Reese and Detective Brown | ooked at each ot her.

“I'f you don't mind, I'dIl'd like to be alone. This has
been a terrible
shock. "

"OF course. |Is there anything we can do for you?"

“No. Just... just |eave."

"We'll be back,"” N ck Reese prom sed.

When Detective Reese returned to police headquarters, he
t el ephoned

Matt Baker. "lI'minvestigating the Frank Lonergan

nur der," Reese sai d.

“Can you tell ne what he was working on?"

"Yes. Frank was investigating the Chloe Houston killing."

"I see. Dd he file a story?"



“"No. W were waiting for it, when " He stopped.

"Ri ght. Thank you, M. Baker."

"If you get any information, will you |let ne know?"
"You'l | be the first," Reese assured him

The foll ow ng norning, Dana Evans went into Tom Hawki ns's
office. "I

want to do a story on Frank's death. 1'd like to go see
his w dow. "
"Good idea. |I'll arrange for a canera crew. "

Late that afternoon, Dana and her canera crew pulled up in
front of

Frank Lonergan's apartnment building. Wth the crew
foll ow ng her, Dana

approached Lonergan's apartnent door and rang the bell.
This was the

kind of interview Dana dreaded. It was bad enough to show
on

television the victins of horrible crinmes, but to intrude
on the grief

of the stricken famlies seemed even worse to her.

The door opened and Rita Lonergan stood there. "Wat do

you ?ll n I 1 m
sorry to bother you, Ms. Lonergan. |'m Dana Evans, wth
WE. Ww'd

like to get your reaction to
nonment, and

then screaned, "You nurderers!” She turned and ran inside
t he

apartnent. Dana | ooked at the cameraman, shocked. "Wit
here." She

went inside and found Rita Lonergan in the bedroom "Ms.
Lonergan "

"Get out! You killed nmy husband!" Dana was puzzl ed.

"What are you

tal ki ng about?" "Your people gave himan assignnent so
danger ous t hat

Rita Lonergan froze for a



he made ne | eave town because he... he was afraid for ny
life." Dana

| ooked at her, appalled. "Wat what story was he worKking
on?" "Frank
wouldn't tell ne.
It was too too
dangerous. It was sonething big. He tal ked about the
Pulitzer Prize

and the " She started to cry. Dana went over to her and
put her arns

around her. "lI'mso sorry. Did he say anything el se?"
"No. He said

| should get out, and he drove ne to the train station.
He was on his

way to see sone sone hotel clerk." "Were?" "At the
Monroe Arns. "

She was fighting hysteria. "He said

"I don't know why you're here, Mss Evans," Jereny

Robi nson pr ot est ed.

"Lonergan prom sed ne that if | cooperated, there would be
no bad

publicity about the hotel."

"M . Robinson, M. Lonergan is dead. All | want is sone
I nformation."

Jereny Robi nson shook his head. "I don't know anything."
"What did you tell M. Lonergan?"

Robi nson si ghed. "He asked for the address of Carl
Gorman, ny hot el

clerk. I gave it to him"

"Did M. Lonergan go to see hinP"

"I have no idea."

“I"d I'ike to have that address.”

Jereny | ooked at her a nonent and sighed again. "Very

well. He lives
wth his sister.”



A few mnutes |ater, Dana had the address in her hands.
Robi nson

wat ched her | eave the hotel, and then he picked up the
phone and di al ed

t he White House.

He wondered why they were so interested in the case.

Chris Col by, the departnent's conputer expert, wal ked into
Det ecti ve

Reese's office holding a floppy disk. He was al nost
trenbling with

excitenent. "What did you get?" Detective Reese asked.
Chris Col by

took a deep breath. "This is going to bl ow your n nd.
Here's a

printout of what's on this disk."

Detective Reese started to read it and an incredul ous
expressi on cane

over his face. "Mother of God," he said. "I've got to
show this to

Captain Mller.™

When Captain Oto MIler finished reading the printout, he
| ooked up at
Det ective Reese. "I |'ve never seen anything like this."

"There's never been anything like this," Detective Reese
sai d. "What
the hell do we do with it?"

Captain MIler said slowy, "I think we have to turn it
over to the
U.S. attorney general."

They were gathered in the office of Attorney General
Barbara Gatlin.

Wth her in the roomwere Scott Brandon, director of the
FBI ; Dean

Bergstrom the Washi ngton chief of police; James Frisch,
di rector of

Central Intelligence, and Edgar G aves, Chief Justice of
t he Suprene



Court. Barbara Gatlin said, "I asked you gentlenen here
because | need

your advice. Frankly, | don't know how to proceed. W
have a

situation that's unique. Frank Lonergan was a reporter
for the

Washi ngton Tri bune. Wien he was killed, he was in the

m ddl e of an

i nvestigation into the nurder of Chloe Houston. |'m going
to read you

a transcript of what the police found on a disk in
Lonergan's car." She

| ooked at the printout in her hand and started to read
al oud:

" "I have reason to believe that the President of the
United States has

committed at | east one nurder and is involved in four nore
" "\What ?"

Scott Brandon exclainmed. "Let nme go on." She started to
read agai n.

" "1 obtained the following informati on from vari ous
sources. Leslie

Stewart, the owner and publisher of the Washi ngton
Tribune, is wlling

to swear that at one tine, Aiver Russell tried to

per suade her to take

an illegal drug called liquid Ecstasy. " "Wen QAiver
Russel | was

runni ng for governor of Kentucky, Lisa Burnette, a |egal
secretary who

worked in the state capitol building, threatened to sue
hi m f or sexual

harassnment. Russell told a coll eague that he woul d have a
talk with

her. The next day, Lisa Burnette's body was found in the
Kent ucky

Ri ver. She had died of an overdose of |iquid Ecstasy.
"Then- Governor O iver Russell's secretary, Mriam

Fri edl and, was found

unconsci ous on a park bench late at night. She was in a
coma i nduced

by liquid Ecstasy. The police were waiting for her to
come out of it



so that they could find out who had given it to her.

A iver Russel

t el ephoned the hospital and suggested they take her off
|ife support.

Mriam Fried-1and passed away w t hout com ng out of the
coma. " "Chloe

Houst on was killed by an overdose of |iquid Ecstasy. |

| earned that on

the night of her death, there was a phone call fromthe
hotel suite to

the Wiite House. When | | ooked at the hotel tel ephone
records to check

It, the page for that day was m ssing.

" "1 was told that the president was at a neeting that

ni ght, but I

di scovered that the neeting had been cancel ed. No one
knows t he

presi dent's whereabouts that night. " "Paul Yerby was
detai ned as a

suspect in Chloe Houston's nurder. Captain Oto Ml er
told the Wite

House where Yerby was being held. The foll ow ng norning
Yer by was

found hanging in his cell. He was supposed to have hanged
hinsel f with

his belt, but when | |ooked through his effects at the
police station,

his belt was there, intact. " "Through a friend at the
FBI, | |earned

that a blacknmail |etter had been sent to the Wiite House.
Pr esi dent

Russel | asked the FBI to check it for fingerprints. Most
of the letter

had been whited out, but with the aid of an infra scope
the FBI was

able to decipher it. " "The fingerprints on the letter
were identified

as belonging to Carl Gornman, a clerk at the Monroe Arns
Hot el , probably

the only one who m ght have known the identity of the
person who booked

the suite where the girl was killed. He was away at a
fishing canp,



but his name had been revealed to the Wite House. Wen
arrived at

t he canp, Gorman had been killed in what appeared to be an
acci dent. "

"There are too many connections for these killings to be a
coi nci dence.
| am going ahead with the investigation, but frankly, |I'm
fri ght ened.

At least | have this on the record, in case anything
shoul d happen to

nme. More later."” " "My God," Janes Frisch excl ai ned.
"This is ...

horrible.” "I can't believe it." Attorney Ceneral Gatlin
sai d,

"Lonergan believed it, and he was probably killed to stop
this
i nformation fromgetting out."

"What do we do now?" Chief Justice G aves asked. "How do
you ask the

President of the United States if he's killed half a dozen
peopl e?"

"That's a good question. |npeach hin? Arrest hin? Throw
himin
jail?"

"Before we do anything,"” Attorney General Gatlin said, "I
t hi nk we have

to present this transcript to the president hinself and
gi ve him an

opportunity to conment."

There were murnurs of agreenent.

“I'n the neantine, 1'll have a warrant for his arrest drawn
up. Just in

case it's necessary."

One of the nen in the roomwas thinking, |I've got to

I nform Pet er

Tager .

Pet er Tager put the tel ephone down and sat there for a



| ong ti ne,
t hi nki ng about what he had just been told. He rose and
wal ked down t he

corridor to Deborah Kanner's office. "I have to see the
president."
"He's in a neeting. If you can " "I have to see himnow,

Deborah. It's

urgent." She saw the | ook on his face. "Just a nonent."
She pi cked

up the tel ephone and pressed a button. "lI'msorry to

I nterrupt you,

M. President. M. Tager is here, and he said he nust
see you." She

| istened a nonent. "Thank you." She replaced the

recei ver and turned

to Tager. "Five mnutes."

Five mnutes |ater, Peter Tager was alone in the Oval
Ofice with
Presi dent Russell.

"What's so inportant, Peter?"

Tager took a deep breath. "The Attorney General and the
FBI think
you' re involved in six nurders."

Qiver smled. "This is sone kind of joke....'

"I's it? They're on their way here now. They believe you
killed Chloe
Houst on and "

A iver had gone pale. "Wat?"

"I knowit's crazy. Fromwhat | was told, all the
evidence is

circunstantial. |I'msure you can explain where you were
t he night the

girl died."

Aiver was silent.

Peter Tager was waiting. "Oiver, you can explain, can't



you?"

Aiver swallowed. "No. | can't.
"You have to!"
Aiver said heavily, "Peter, | need to be al one."

Pet er Tager went to see Senator Davis in the Capitol
"What is it

that's so urgent, Peter?" "It's it's about the
president." "Yes?"

"The attorney general and the FBI think that AQiver is a
mur derer."

Senator Davis sat there staring at Tager. "Wat the hel
are you
t al ki ng about ?"

"They're convinced Aiver's commtted several nurders. |
got atip
froma friend at the FBI."

Tager told Senator Davis about the evidence.

When Tager was through, Senator Davis said slowy, "That
dunmb son of a
bitch! Do you know what this neans?"

"Yes, sir. It neans that diver

"Fuck Aiver. |I've spent years putting himwhere | want
him | don't

care what happens to him I'min control now, Peter. |

have t he

power. I'mnot going to let Aiver's stupidity take it

away from ne.
|"mnot going to | et anyone take it away fromne!l"

"I don't see what you can "

"You said the evidence was all circunstantial ?"

"That's right. | was told they have no hard proof. But



he has no
alibi."

"Where is the president now?"
“I'n the Oval Ofice."

"I'"ve got sone good news for him" Senator Todd Davis
sai d.

Senator Davis was facing Oiver in the Oval Ofice. "l've
been heari ng

sone very disturbing things, diver. It's insane, of
course. | don't

know how anyone could possibly think you " "I don't,
either. | haven't

done anything wong, Todd."

"I"msure you haven't. But if word got out that you were
even

suspected of horrible crinmes |ike these well, you can see
how t hi s

woul d affect the office, can't you?" "OF course, but
"You're too

i nportant to |let anything |like this happen to you. This
of fice

controls the world, diver. You don't want to give this
up." "Todd

I"'mnot guilty of anything.
I"'mtold you

have no alibi for the evening of Chloe Houston's nurder?"
There was a

nonmentary silence. "No." Senator Davis smled. "Wat
happened to

your nenory, son? You were with me that evening. W

spent the whole

eveni ng together."” Aiver was |ooking at him confused.
"What ?"

“But they think you are.

"That's right. I"myour alibi. No one's going to question
nmy word. No
one. I'mgoing to save you, Oiver." There was a | ong

si |l ence.
Aiver said, "Wiat do you want in return, Todd?" Senator
Davi s nodded.



"We'll start wwth the M ddl e Eastern peace conference.
You'll call

that off. After that, we'll talk. | have great plans for
us. We're

not going to let anything spoil them" diver said, "I'm
goi ng ahead

wi th the peace conference.
narrowed. "What did

you say?" "l've decided to go ahead with it. You see,
what ' s

i nportant is not how long a president stays in this
of fice, Todd, but

what he does when he's init."

Senat or Davis's eyes

Senator Davis's face was turning red. "Do you know what
you' re doi ng?"

"Yes." The senator | eaned across the desk. "I don't

t hi nk you do.

They're on their way here to accuse you of nurder, diver.
Where are

you goi ng to make your goddam deals fromthe penitentiary?
You' ve j ust

thrown your whole life away, you stupid " A voice cane
over the

intercom "M. President, there are sonme people here to
see you.

Attorney General Gatlin, M. Brandon fromthe FBI, Chief
Justice

Graves, and "Send themin.
savagely, "It | ooks

like | should stick to judging horseflesh. | nmade a big
m stake with

you, Aiver. But you just made the biggest m stake of
your life. |I'm

going to destroy you.'
General Gatlin
entered, followed by Brandon, Justice G aves, and
Bergstrom Justice

Graves said, "Senator Davis ..." Todd Davis nodded curtly
and strode

out of the room Barbara Gatlin closed the door behind
hi m She

wal ked up to the desk. "M. President, this is highly
enbar r assi ng,

Senator Davis said

The door opened and Attorney



but | hope you will understand. W have to ask you sone
questions."”

A iver faced them "I've been told why you' re here. O
course, | had

nothing to do with any of those deaths.
all relieved

to hear that, M. President," Scott Brandon said, "and |
assure you

that none of us really believes that you could be

i nvol ved. But an

accusation has been made, and we have no choice but to
pursue it."

""" msure we're

"l understand."

"M . President, have you ever taken the drug Ecstasy?"
n m. n

The group | ooked at one anot her.

"M. President, if you could tell us where you were on
Oct ober

fifteenth, the evening of Chloe Houston's death ..
There was a sil ence.

"M . President?"

"I"msorry. | can't."

"But surely you can renenber where you were, or what you
wer e doi ng on

t hat eveni ng?"

Si |l ence.

"M . President?"

“I 1 can't think right now 1'd |like you to conme back
| ater."

"How much | ater?" Bergstrom asked.



"Eight o'clock."

A iver watched them | eave. He got up and slowy wal ked
into the small

sitting roomwhere Jan was working at a desk. She | ooked
up as diver

ent er ed.

He took a deep breath and said, "Jan, | | have a
confession to nake."

Senator Davis was in an icy rage. How could I have been
so stupid? |
pi cked the wong man. He's trying to destroy everything

|'"ve worked for. I'll teach himwhat happens to people
who try to

doubl e-cross ne. The Senator sat at his desk for a | ong
time, deciding

what he was going to do. Then he picked up a tel ephone
and di al ed.

"Mss Stewart, you told ne to call you when | had
sonet hi ng nore for
you. "

"Yes, Senator?"

"Let nme tell you what | want. Fromnow on, |'l| expect
the full

support of the Tribune canpaign contributions, gl ow ng
editorials, the

wor ks. "

"And what do | get in exchange for all this?" Leslie
asked.

"The President of the United States. The attorney general
has j ust

sworn out a warrant for his arrest for a series of
murders. "

There was a sharp intake of breath. "Keep tal king."



Leslie Stewart was speaking so fast that Matt Baker could
not

understand a word. "For God's sake, cal mdown,'
"What are

you trying to say?" "The president! W've got him Matt!

| just

tal ked to Senator Todd Davis. The chief justice of the
Suprene Court,

the chief of police, the director of the FBI, and the U S
att or ney

general are in the president's office nowwith a warrant
for his arrest

on charges of nmurder. There's a pile of evidence agai nst
him WMatt,

and he has no alibi. It's the story of the goddam
century!"

he sai d.

"You can't print it." She | ooked at himin surprise.
"What do you

mean?" "Leslie, a story like this is too big to just |
mean the facts

have to be checked and rechecked
until it

becones a headline in The Washi ngton Post? No, thank you.
" m not

"“And rechecked again

going to lose this one."” "You can't accuse the President
of the United
States of murder without " Leslie smled. "I'mnot going
to, Matt. All

we have to do is print the fact that there is a warrant
for his arrest.

That's enough to destroy him" "Senator Davis " " is
turning in his

own son-in-law. He believes the president is guilty. He
told ne so."

"That's not enough. We'll verify it first, and " "Wth
whom Kat hari ne

Grahan? Are you out of your mnd? W run this right now,
or we | ose

it." "l can't let you do this, not w thout verifying
everything that "

"Who do you think you're talking to? This is ny paper,
and 'l do

anything I like wwth it." Matt Baker rose. "This is



I rresponsi ble. |

won't let any of my people wite this story." "They don't
have to.

"1l wite it nmyself."'
| eavi ng. For

good." "No, you're not, Matt. You and | are going to
share a

“"Leslie, if you do this, I'm

Pulitzer Prize." She watched himturn and wal k out of the
of fice.

"You'l | be back."

Leslie pressed down the intercombutton. "Have Zoltaire
come in
here."

She | ooked at himand said, "I want to know ny horoscope
for the next
twenty-four hours.
do that."

From his pocket, Zoltaire took a small epheneris, the
astrol ogi cal

bi bl e, and opened it. He studied the positions of the
stars and the

pl anets for a nonent, and his eyes w dened. "Wat is it?"
Zoltaire

| ooked up. "I sonething very inportant seens to be
happeni ng. " He

pointed to the epheneris. "Look. Transiting Mars is

goi ng over your

ninth house Pluto for three days, setting off a square to
your " "Never

mnd that," Leslie said inpatiently. "Cut to the chase."
He bl i nked.

"The chase? Ah, yes." He | ooked at the book again.

"There is sone

kind of maj or event happening. You are in the mddle of
it. You're

going to be even nore fanous than you are now, M ss
Stewart. The whol e

world is going to know your nane." Leslie was filled with
a feeling of

I ntense euphoria. The whole world was goi ng to know her
name. She was

"Yes, Mss Stewart. I'I|l be happy to



at the awards cerenonies and the speaker was saying, "And
now, the

recipient of this year's Pulitzer Prize for the nost

I nportant story in

newspaper history. | give you Mss Leslie Stewart."

There was a

standi ng ovation, and the roar was deafeni ng.

"Mss Stewart..."

Lesli e shook away the dream

"WIIl there be anything el se?"

No," Leslie said. "Thank you, Zoltaire. That's enough."”

At seven o' clock that evening, Leslie was |ooking at a
proof of the
story she had witten. The headline read: MJRDER WARRANT

SERVED ON PRESI DENT RUSSELL. PRESI DENT ALSO TO BE
QUESTI ONED | N

| NVESTI GATI ON OF SI X DEATHS.

Leslie skimed her story under it and turned to Lyle
Banni ster, her

managi ng editor. "Run it," she said. "Put it out as an
extra. | want

it to hit the streets in an hour, and WIE can br oadcast
the story at

the sane tine."

Lyl e Banni ster hesitated. "You don't think Matt Baker
shoul d take a

| ook at ?"

"This isn't his paper, it's mne. Run it. Now "

"Yes, ma'am " He reached for the tel ephone on Leslie's
desk and di al ed

a nunber. "We're going with it."

At seven-thirty that evening, Barbara Gatlin and the



others in the
group were preparing to return to the Wite House.
Barbara Gatlin said

heavily, "I hope to God it isn't going to be necessary to
use it, but

just to be prepared, |I'mbringing the warrant for the
president's

arrest.”

Thirty mnutes later, Aiver's secretary said, "Attorney
General Gatlin

and the others are here.” "Send themin." diver

wat ched, pal e-faced,

as they wal ked into the Oval Ofice. Jan was at his side,
hol di ng hi s

hand tightly. Barbara Gatlin said, "Are you prepared to
answer our

guestions now, M. President?" diver nodded. "I am"
"M

President, did Chl oe Houston have an appointnent to see
you on Cct ober

fifteenth?" "She did." "And did you see her?" "No.

had to

cancel ." The call had cone in just before three o'clock.
"Darling,
iIt's me. I'"'mlonely for you. I"'mat the |lodge in

Maryland. |'m
sitting by the pool, naked.” "W'IlI|l have to do sonething
about that."

"When can you get away?" "I'Il be there in an hour."
Aiver turned to

face the group. "If what |'mabout to tell you should ever
| eave this

office, it would do irreparable damage to the presidency
and to our
relati ons wi th another country.

|"'mdoing this with the greatest reluctance, but you | eave
me no

choice." As the group watched in wonder, diver wal ked
over to a side

door leading to a den and opened it. Sylva Picone stepped
Into the

room "This is Sylva Picone, the wwfe of the Italian



anbassador. On

the fifteenth, Ms. Picone and | were together at her
| odge in

Maryl and fromfour o' clock in the afternoon until two
o' clock in the

norni ng. | know absol utely nothing about the nurder of
Chl oe Houst on,

or any of the other deaths."

Twent y- One.

Dana wal ked i nto Tom Hawki ns's office. "Tom I'mon to
sonet hi ng

I nteresting. Before Frank Lonergan was nurdered, he went
to the hone

of Carl Gorman, a clerk who worked at the Monroe Arns.
Gor man was

killed in a supposed boating accident. He lived with his
sister. 1'd

like to take a crew over there to do a taped segnent for
t he

ten-o0' cl ock news tonight.'

"You don't think it was a

boati ng

accident?" "No. Too many coi nci dences."” Tom Hawki ns was
t hought f ul

for a monent. "Ckay. |'ll set it up." "Thanks. Here's

t he address.

"Il neet the camera crew there. |'m going hone to
change. "

When Dana wal ked i nto her apartnent, she had a sudden
feeling that

somet hing was wong. It was a sense she had devel oped in
Sar aj evo, a

war ni ng of danger. Sonebody had been here. She wal ked

t hrough t he

apartnent slowy, warily checking the closets. Nothing
was am ss. It's

nmy imagi nation, Dana told herself. But she did not
believe it.

VWhen Dana arrived at the house that Carl Gorman's sister
lived in, the
el ectroni c news-gathering vehicle had arrived and was



par ked down the

street. The ENG was an enornobus van with a |l arge antenna
on the roof

and sophi sticated el ectronic equi pnent inside. Wiiting
for Dana were

Andrew Wi ght, the sound man and Vernon MIIs, the
cameraman. "Were

are we doing the interview?" MIls asked. "I want to do
it inside the
house. 1'I1l call you when we're ready." "Right." Dana

went up to the
front door and knocked. Marianne Gorman opened the door.
n Yes?ll n I 1 m

"Oh! | know who you are. |'ve seen you on television."
"Ri ght,"
Dana said. "Could we talk for a m nute?" Marianne Gornman
hesi t at ed.

"Yes. Cone in." Dana followed her into the living room

Mari anne Gorman offered Dana a chair. "It's about ny
brother, isn't

it? He was nurdered. | know it." "Wo killed hinP"
Mar i anne Gor man

| ooked away. "I don't know. " "Did Frank Longergan cone
here to see

you?" The woman's eyes narrowed. "He tricked ne. | told
hi m where he

could find ny brother and " Her eyes filled with tears.
"Now Carl is

dead." "What did Lonergan want to talk to your brother
about ?" " He

said he was fromthe IRS." Dana sat there watching her.
"Woul d you

mndif | did a brief television interview wth you? You
can just say

a few words about your brother's nurder and how you feel
about the

crime in this city." Marianne Gornman nodded. "I guess
that will be
all right." "Thank you." Dana went to the front door,

opened it, and

waved to Vernon MIIs. He picked up his canera equi pnent
and started

toward the house, followed by Andrew Wight. "I've never



done this

kind of thing before," Marianne said. "There's nothing to
be nervous

about. It will only take a few m nutes.'
the living

roomw th the canera. "Wiere do you want to shoot this?"
"We'll do it

here, in the living room" She nodded toward a corner.
"You can put

the canmera there.” Vernon placed the canmera, then wal ked
back to Dana.

He pinned a | avaliere mcrophone on each wonman's jacket.
"You can

turn it on whenever you're ready." He set it down on a

t abl e.

Ver non entered

Mari anne Gorman said, "No! Wait a mnute! I'msorry. |
| can't do

this." "Why?" Dana asked. "It's ... it's dangerous.
Coul d coul d |

talk to you al one?" "Yes." Dana | ooked at Vernon and
Wight. "Leave

the camera where it is. I'Il call you." Vernon nodded,
"We'll be in

the van." Dana turned to Marianne Gorman. "Wy is it
dangerous for you

to be on television?" Marianne said reluctantly, "I don't
want themto

see ne." "You don't want who to see you?" Marianne
swal | oned. "Carl

did sonething he... he shouldn't have done. He was killed
because of

it. And the nmen who killed himwll try to kill nme." She
was

trenbling. "What did Carl do?" "Oh, ny God," Marianne
noaned. "I

begged himnot to." "Not to what?" Dana persisted. "He
he wote a

bl ackmai| letter." Dana | ooked at her in surprise. "A
bl acknai |

letter?" "Yes. Believe ne, Carl was a good nman. It's
just that he

| i ked he had expensive tastes, and on his salary, he
couldn't afford to

live the way he wanted to. | couldn't stop him He was



mur der ed

because of that letter. | knowit. They found him and
now t hey know

where | am |'mgoing to be killed.
"I I don't

know what to do."

She was sobbi ng.

"Tell nme about the letter." Marianne Gorman took a deep
breath. "My

brot her was going away on a vacation. He had forgotten a
j acket that

he wanted to take with him and he went back to the hotel.
He got his

j acket and was back in his car in the garage when the
private el evator

door to the Inperial Suite opened. Carl told ne he saw a
man get out.

He was surprised to see himthere. He was even nore
surprised when the

man wal ked back to the elevator and w ped off his
fingerprints. Carl

couldn't figure out what was going on. Then the the next
day, he read

about that poor girl's nurder, and he knew that this man
had kil l ed

her." She hesitated. "That's when he sent the letter to
the Wiite

House." Dana said slowy, "The Wite House?" "Yes."

"Who did he send

the letter to?" "The man he saw in the garage. You know
the one with

the eye patch. Peter Tager."

Twent y- Two.

Through the walls of the office, he could hear the sound
of traffic on

Pennsyl vani a Avenue, outside the Wite House, and he
becanme awar e again

of his surroundings. He reviewed everything that was
happeni ng, and he

was satisfied that he was safe. diver Russell was going
to be

arrested for nmurders he hadn't commtted, and Melvin



W cks, the vice

presi dent, would becone president. Senator Davis woul d
have no probl em

controlling Vice President Wcks. And there's nothing to
link me to

any of the deaths, Tager thought. There was a prayer
neeti ng that

eveni ng, and Peter Tager was | ooking forward to it. The
group enjoyed

hearing himtal k about religion and power.

Pet er Tager had becone interested in girls when he was
fourteen. God

had gi ven himan extraordinarily strong |ibido, and Peter
had t hought

that the | oss of his eye would make hi munattractive to
t he opposite

sex. Instead, girls found his eye patch intriguing. In
addi ti on, Cod

had given Peter the gift of persuasion, and he was able to
charm

diffident young girls into the backseats of cars, into
barns, and into

beds. Unfortunately, he had gotten one of them pregnant
and had been

forced to marry her. She bore himtwo children. H's
fam |y could have

become an onerous burden, tying himdown. But it turned
out to be a

mar vel ous cover for his extracurricular activities. He
had seriously

t hought of going into the mnistry, but then he had net
Senat or Todd

Davis, and his |life had changed. He had found a new and
bi gger forum

Politics.

In the beginning, there had been no problens with his
secret

rel ati onships. Then a friend had given hima drug called
Ecstasy, and

Peter had shared it with Lisa Burnette, a fellow church
menber in

Frankfort. Sonething had gone wong, and she had di ed.



They found her

body in the Kentucky River. The next unfortunate incident
had occurred

when MriamFriedland, Oiver Russell's secretary, had had
a bad

reaction and | apsed into a coma. Not ny fault, Peter
Tager thought. It

had not harnmed him Mriam had obviously been on too many
ot her drugs.

Then, of course, there was poor Chl oe Houston. He had run
into her in

a corridor of the Wite House where she was | ooking for a
rest room

She had recognized himinstantly and was i npressed.
"You're Peter

Tager! | see you on television all the tinme." "Well, [I'm
del i ght ed.
Can | help you with sonething?" "I was |ooking for a

| adi es’ room"

She was young and very pretty. "There are no public rest
roons in the

White House, miss." "Ch, dear." He said

conspiratorially, "I think

can help you out. Come with me." He had | ed her upstairs
to a private

bat hroom and wai ted outside for her. \Wen she cane out, he
asked, "Are

you just visiting Washi ngton?" "Yes.
me show you

the real Washi ngton? Wuld you like that?" He could feel
t hat she was

"Why don't you | et

attracted to him "I | certainly would if it isn't too
much trouble.”
"For soneone as pretty as you? No trouble at all. W'l

start with
di nner tonight." She smled. "That sounds exciting." "I
prom se you

it will be. Now, you nustn't tell anyone we're neeting.
It's our
secret.” "I won't. | promse." "I have a high-1level

neeting with the

Russi an governnent at the Monroe Arns Hotel tonight." He
coul d see

that she was inpressed. "W can have di nner at the



| mperial Suite
t here,

afterward. Way don't you neet ne there about seven

o' cl ock?" She

| ooked at him and nodded excitedly. "All right." He had
explained to

her what she had to do to get inside the suite. "There
won't be any

problem Just call nme to et ne know you're there." And
she had.

In the begi nning, Chloe Houston had been reluctant. Wen
Pet er took

her in his arns, she said, "Don't. |I I"ma virgin." That
made him all

the nore excited. "I don't want you to do anything you
don't want to

do," he assured her. "We'Ill just sit and talk." "Are you

di sappoi nt ed?" He squeezed her hand. "Not at all, ny
dear." He took

out a bottle of liquid Ecstasy and poured sonme into two
gl asses. "What

Is that?" Chloe asked. "It's an energy booster.

Cheers." He raised

his glass in a toast and watched as she finished the
liquid in her

glass. "It's good," Chloe said. They had spent the next
hal f hour

tal king, and Peter had waited as the drug began to work.
Finally, he

noved next to Chloe and put his arns around her, and this
time there

was no resistance. "Cet undressed," he said. "Yes."

Peter's eyes followed her into the bathroom and he began
t o undress.

Chl oe cane out a few mnutes | ater, naked, and he becane
excited at the

si ght of her young, nubile body. She was beautiful.

Chl oe got into

bed beside him and they nade | ove. She was

| nexperienced, but the

fact that she was a virgin gave Peter the extra excitenent



t hat he

needed. In the mddle of a sentence, Chloe had sat up in
bed, suddenly

di zzy. "Are you all right, ny dear?" "I I'mfine.

just feel a

little " She held on to the side of the bed for a nonent.
"Il be

ri ght back." She got up. And as Peter watched, Chloe
stunbl ed, fell,

and smashed her head agai nst the sharp corner of the iron
tabl e.

"Chl oe!" He | eaped out of bed and hurried to her side.
"Chl oe!" He

could feel no pulse. Oh, God, he thought. How could you
do this to

me? It wasn't ny fault. She slipped. He | ooked around.
They nustn't

trace me to this suite. He had quickly gotten dressed,
gone into the

bat hroom noistened a towel, and begun polishing the
surfaces of every

pl ace he m ght have touched. He picked up Chloe's purse,
| ooked around

to make sure there were no signs that he had been there,
and took the

el evator down to the garage. The last thing he had done
was to w pe

his fingerprints off the el evator buttons. Wen Paul
Yer by had

surfaced as a threat, Tager had used his connections to
di spose of him

There was no way anyone coul d connect Tager to Chloe's
deat h.

And then the blackmail letter had conme. Carl Gornman, the
hot el cl erk,

had seen him Peter had sent Sine to get rid of Gornman,
telling him

that it was to protect the president. That should have
been the end of

the problem But Frank Lonergan had started asking
guestions, and it

had been necessary to dispose of him too. Now there was
anot her nosy



reporter to deal wwth. So there were only two threats
| eft: Marianne

CGorman and Dana Evans. And Sine was on his way to kill
t hem bot h.

Twent y- Thr ee.

Mari anne Gorman repeated, "You know the one with the eye
pat ch. Peter

Tager." Dana was stunned. "Are you sure?" "Well, it's
hard not to
recogni ze soneone who | ooks |ike that, isn't it?" "l need

to use your

phone." Dana hurried over to the tel ephone and di al ed
Matt Baker's

nunber. Hi s secretary answered. "M . Baker's office."
"1t's Dana.

| have to talk to him It's urgent." "Hold on, please.”
A noment

| ater, Matt Baker was on the line. "Dana is anything

wr ong?"

She took a deep breath. "Matt, | just found out who was
w th Chloe

Houst on when she died.” "W know who it was. It was "
"Peter Tager."

"What ?" It was a shout. "I'mwth the sister of Carl

Gor man, the
hotel clerk who was nurdered. Carl Gornman saw Tager

W ping his

fingerprints off the elevator in the hotel garage the

ni ght Chl oe

Houst on di ed. Gornman sent Tager a blackmail letter, and |
t hi nk Tager

had hi m nurdered. | have a canera crew here. Do you want

me to go on

the air wwth this?" "Don't do anything right now" Matt
or der ed.

"I'"l'l handle it. Call ne back in ten mnutes." He

sl ammed down t he

recei ver and headed for the White Tower. Leslie was in
her offi ce.

"Leslie, you can't print " She turned and held up the
nock-up of the



headl i ne: MJRDER WARRANT SERVED ON PRESI DENT RUSSELL
"Look at this,

Matt." Her voice was filled with exaltation. "Leslie |
have news for

you. There's " "This is all the news | need." She nodded
smugly. "I

told you you'd cone back. You couldn't stay away, could
you? This was

just too big to walk away from wasn't it, Matt? You need
me. You'l

al ways need ne." He stood there, |ooking at her,
wonderi ng: Wat

happened to turn her into this kind of woman? It's stil
not too late

to save her. "Leslie "

"Don't be enbarrassed because you nade a m stake," Leslie
said

conpl acently. "What did you want to say?" Matt Baker

| ooked at her

for along tine. "I wanted to say goodbye, Leslie." She
wat ched him

turn and wal k out the door.

Twent y- Thr ee.

Wat's going to happen to nme?" Marianne Gornan asked.
"Don't worry,"

Dana told her. "You'll be protected." She made a quick
deci si on.

"Marianne, we're going to do a live interview, and ||
turn the tape

of it over to the FBI. As soon as we finish the
interview, |'ll get

you away from here." Qutside, there was the sound of a
car scream ng

to a stop. Marianne hurried over to the window. "Oh, ny
God! " Dana

noved to her side. "What is it?" Sinme Lonbardo was
getting out of the

car. He | ooked at the house, then headed toward the door.
Mar i anne

stammered, "That's the the other man who was here asking
about Carl,



the day Carl was killed. I'msure he had sonething to do
with his
mur der . "

Dana pi cked up the phone and hastily dialed a nunber.
"M . Hawkins's office.”

"Nadi ne, | have to talk to himright away."

"He's not in. He should be back in about "

"Let ne talk to Nate Erickson.”

Nat e Erickson, Hawkins's assistant, cane on the phone.
n mna?ll

"Nate | need help fast. | have a breaking news story. |
want you to

put me on live, imedi ately."

"I can't do that,"
aut hori ze

it."

Eri ckson protested. "Tom woul d have to

"There's no tinme for that," Dana expl oded.

Qut si de the wi ndow, Dana saw Si ne Lonbardo novi ng toward
t he front
door.

In the news van, Vernon MIIls | ooked at his watch. "Are
we going to do
this interview or not? | have a date."

I nside the house, Dana was saying, "lIt's a matter of life
and deat h,

Nate. You've got to put nme on live. For God's sake, do

it nom" She

sl ammed the receiver down, stepped over to the tel evision
set, and

turned it on Channel Six. A soap opera was in progress.
An ol der man

was tal king to a young wonan.



"You never really understood ne, did you, Kristen?" "The
truth is that
| understand you too well. That's why |I want a divorce,
George." "Is
t here soneone el se?" Dana hurried into the bedroom and
turned on the
set there. Sine Lonbardo was at the front door. He
knocked. "Don't
open it," Dana warned Marianne. Dana checked to make sure
t hat her
m crophone was |live. The knocking at the door becane
| ouder. "Let's
get out of here," Marianne whispered. "The back " At that
noment, the
front door splintered open and Sine charged into the room
He cl osed
t he door behind himand | ooked at the two wonen. "Ladi es.
| see that
| have both of you." Desperately, Dana gl anced toward the
t el evi sion
set. "If there is soneone else, it's your fault, Ceorge."
" Per haps |
amat fault, Kristen." Sinme Lonbardo took a .22 caliber
sem automati c
pi stol out of his pocket and started screwing a silencer
onto the
barrel. "No!" Dana said. "You can't " Sinme raised the
gun. " Shut
up. Into the bedroomgo on." Mrianne munbl ed, "Ch, ny
God!" "Listen

Dana said. "W can " "I told you to shut up. Now
nmove. " Dana
| ooked at the tel evision set.

"I'"ve always believed in second chances, Kristen. | don't
want to | ose

what we had what we could have again." The sane voi ces
echoed fromthe

television set in the bedroom Sinme comranded, "I told
you two to

nove! Let's get this over with." As the two pani cky wonen
took a

tentative step toward the bedroom the red light on the



canera in the

corner suddenly turned on. The inmages of Kristen and
George faded from

the screen and an announcer's voice said, "W interrupt
this programto

take you now live to a breaking story in the Wea-ton
area." As the

soap opera faded, the Gorman |iving room suddenly appeared
on the

screen. Dana and Marianne were in the foreground, Sinme in
t he

background. Sinme stopped, confused, as he saw hinself on
t he

tel evision set. "Wat what the hell is this?" In the
van, the

techni ci ans wat ched the new i mage flash on the screen.
"My, God, "

Vernon MIls said. "W're live!" Dana gl anced at the
screen and

breathed a silent prayer. She turned to face the canera.
"This is

Dana Evans comng to you live fromthe hone of Carl

Gor man, who was

nmurdered a few days ago. We're interviewi ng a nman who has
sone

I nformati on about his nurder." She turned to face him
"So woul d you

like to tell us exactly what happened?" Lonbardo stood

t here,

paral yzed, watching hinself on the screen, licking his
lips. "Hey!"

Fromthe tel evision set, he heard hinself say, "Hey!"

and he saw his i nage nove, as he swung toward Dana. "What
what the
hel | are you doi ng? What kind of trick is this?"

"I't'"s not a trick. We're on the air, live. There are two
mllion

peopl e watching us."

Lonbardo saw his image on the screen and hastily put the

gun back into
hi s pocket.



Dana gl anced at Mari anne Gorman, then | ooked Sinme Lonbardo
square in

the eye. "Peter Tager is behind the nurder of Carl

Gorman, isn't

he?"

In the Daly Building, Nick Reese was in his office when an
assi st ant

rushed in. "Quick! Take a | ook at this! They're at
CGorman' s house. "

He turned the television set to Channel Six, and the

pi cture flashed on

t he screen.

"Did Peter Tager tell you to kill Carl Gornman?"
"I don't know what you're tal king about. Turn that dammed

t el evi si on
set off before |

"Before you what? Are you going to kill us in front of
two mllion
peopl e?"

"Jesus!" Nick Reese shouted. "Get sone patrol cars out
t her e,
fast!"

In the Blue Roomin the Wiite House, diver and Jan were
wat chi ng

station WIE, stunned. "Peter?" Oiver said slowy. "I
can't believe

it

Peter Tager's secretary hurried into his office. "M.
Tager, | think

you had better turn on Channel Six." She gave hima
nervous | ook and

hurri ed out again. Peter Tager |ooked after her, puzzled.
He pi cked

up the renote and pressed a button, and the tel evision set
came to

life.



Dana was saying, "... and was Peter Tager also responsible
for the
deat h of Chl oe Houston?"

"I don't know anything about that. You'll have to ask
Tager . "

Pet er Tager | ooked at the tel evision set unbelievingly.
This can't be

happeni ng! God wouldn't do this to ne! He sprang to his
feet and

hurried toward the door. I'mnot going to |let them get
me. |'Il hide!

And then he stopped. Where? Wiere can | hide? He wal ked
sl ow y back

to his desk and sank into a chair. Witing.

In her office, Leslie Stewart was watching the interview,
I n shock.

Pet er Tager? No! No! No! No! Leslie snatched up the
phone and

pressed a nunber. "Lyle, stop that story! It nust not go
out! Do you

hear me? It " Over the phone she heard himsay, "Mss
Stewart, the

papers hit the streets half an hour ago. You said..."
Slowy, Leslie

repl aced the receiver. She | ooked at the headline of the
Washi ngt on

Tri bune: MJURDER WARRANT SERVED

ON PRESI DENT RUSSELL.

Then she | ooked up at the framed front page on the wall:
DEVEY DEFEATS TRUMAN.

"You're going to be even nore fanous than you are now,
Mss Stewart.

The whole world is going to know your nane."

Tonorrow she woul d be the | aughi ngstock of the world.



At the Gorman hone, Sinme Lonbardo took one |last, frantic
| ook at

hi msel f on the television screen and said, "I'mgetting
out of here.”

He hurried to the front door and opened it. Half a dozen
squad cars

were screamng to a stop outside.

Twent y- Four .

Jeff Connors was at Dulles International Airport with
Dana, waiting for

Kemal 's plane to arrive. "He's been through hell," Dana
expl ai ned

nervously. "He he's not like other little boys. | mean
don't be

surprised if he doesn't show any enotion." She
desperately wanted Jeff
to like Kemal. Jeff sensed her anxiety. "Don't worry,

darling. I'm
sure he's a wonderful boy." "Here it conmes!" They | ooked
up and

wat ched the small speck in the sky grow | arger and | arger
until it

becane a shining 747. Dana squeezed Jeffs hand tightly.
"He's

here."

The passengers were depl ani ng. Dana wat ched anxi ously as
t hey exited
one by one. "Were's ?"

And there he was. He was dressed in the outfit that Dana
had bought

himin Sarajevo, and his face was freshly washed. He cane
down t he

ranp slowly, and when he saw Dana, he stopped. The two of
t hem st ood

there, notionless, staring at each other. And then they
wer e runni ng

toward each other, and Dana was hol ding him and his good
arm was

squeezing her tightly, and they were both crying.



When Dana found her voice, she said, "Wel cone to Aneri ca,
Kenal . "

He nodded. He coul d not speak.

"Kemal, | want you to nmeet ny friend. This is Jeff
Connors. "

Jeff | eaned down. "Hello, Kemal. |'ve been hearing a | ot
about

you. "

Kemal clung to Dana fiercely.

"You'll be coming tolive with nme," Dana said. "Wuld you
l'i ke
t hat ?"

Kemal nodded. He woul d not et go of her.

Dana | ooked at her watch. "W have to leave. |I'm
covering a speech at
t he White House."

It was a perfect day. The sky was a deep, clear blue, and
a cooling

breeze was blowing in fromthe Potomac River. They stood
in the Rose

Garden, with three dozen other television and newspaper
reporters.

Dana's canmera was focused on the president, who stood on a
podiumw th

Jan at his side. President Aiver Russell was saying, "I
have an

| nportant announcenent to nake. At this nonent, there is
a nmeeting of

the heads of state of the United Arab Em rates, Libya,

I ran, and Syri a,

to discuss a lasting peace treaty with Israel. | received
word this

norning that the neeting is going extrenely well and that
the treaty

shoul d be signed within the next day or two. It is of the
ut nost



I nportance that the Congress of the United States solidly
support us in

hel ping this vital effort.’
standi ng next to

him "Senator Todd Davis." Senator Davis stepped up to

t he

m crophone, wearing his trademark white suit and white,

br oad- bri nmed

| eghorn hat, beam ng at the crowd. "This is truly a

hi storic nonment in

the history of our great country. For many years, as you
know, | have

been striving to bring about peace between Israel and the
Ar ab

countries. It has been a long and difficult task, but now,
at | ast,

with the hel p and gui dance of our wonderful president, |
am happy to

say that our efforts are finally comng to fruition." He
turned to

Aiver. "W should all congratul ate our great president
on the

magni ficent part he has played in helping us to bring this
about...."

Dana was thinking, One war is conmng to an end. Perhaps
this is a

begi nning. Maybe one day we'll have a world where adults
learn to

settle their probknms with | ove instead of hate, a world
where chil dren

can grow up wi thout ever hearing the obscene sounds of
bonbs and

machi ne-gunfire, without fear of their |linbs being torn
apart by

facel ess strangers. She turned to | ook at Kemal, who was
excitedly

whi spering to Jeff. Dana smled. Jeff had proposed to
her. Kenal

woul d have a father. They were going to be a famly. How
did | get so

| ucky? Dana wondered. The speeches were w ndi ng down.

The caner aman

swung the canera away fromthe podi umand noved into a

cl ose-up of

Aiver turned to the man



Dana. She | ooked into the lens. "This is Dana Evans,
reporting for
WE, Washington, D.C "
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