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*Chapter 1: Manhattan*

Laurel "Blue" Hunbol dt finished cleaning her 9 mmautomatic, pulling
one | ast cleaning pad through the barrel. She laid the heavy bl ack gun aside,
and si ghed as she thought about the ness in her so-called love life. A nug of
decaf |enmon tea steaned by her bed, and she rubbed the nug absently sorting
t hrough j agged i npressions of recent dates. Did one ever neet another nice
person?

She was 28. A ledge of dark hair floated over her forehead, and her
pal e skin had a creany luster in the drowsy half-light of |late afternoon. She
had a square, fresh face. Alert, dark eyes and skeptical eyebrows under rich
dark hair. A pale nose whose narrow verticality had a straight, porcelain
look. Thin lips in a wide gentle nmouth; a firmjaw and even white teeth. She
lay on her single bed lined with stuffed animals and wiggled her toes, clad
i n pink wool knee-socks. Her jeans skirt fit the tooled curves of her
wel | - exerci sed body. Her short fingernails had chipped red nail polish.

W nd shoved oppressive gusts of icy rain against her window. It was
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| ate afternoon in Manhattan. It had been her day off, but now she had to go
in. DEA had a mgjor informant about to drop dinmes right and left, and she was
to escort himto prison, take a deposition, and waste half the night sitting
around.

She stepped into the shower, |eaving her tea nmug on the tile w ndow
sill. Hot water caressed her, pumel ed her, warned her bones. Her nipples
hardened with pl easure. She soaped herself. Wth cl osed eyes, she turned and
l et the water gurgle against her face while she cupped her breasts. After the
shower, she towel ed briskly, put on bikini underwear froma scented drawer,
wat er pr oof boots, faded dungarees, a T-shirt with a black kung fu dragon on
the front, a bulky white sweater, and her knee-length ski parka. Scarf. Hat.
No gl oves. 9 mmin shoul der holster. A dab of Opium behind each ear. Mascara,
faint eye shadow. Ready to do battle.

* * * %
A viscous mass of Arctic cold hogged the air currents from Canada. Manhattan
temper atures dove as darkness set in early. Snoky cl ouds bunped anong hi gh
bui | di ngs whose conputer-card |ights wi nked out one by one. Blue ascended from
t he subway tunnel. There was a sweet crackle of nystery about the wet brick
wal l's, and snells of steaks and beer and snoke fromrestaurants, the bluish
light of street |anps, the exhaust funes of taxis, pedestrians with hurried
secrets.

Bl ue pushed through the | obby door of Mercy M dtown Hospital and | ooked
for her colleague Vito in the Energency Room She found Antoni o Guzman before
she found Vito. According to the armed guard keeping a watchful eye, Guzman
was in no shape to run away, and Vito had gone outside for a snoke. Guzman,
key governnent witness, had been beaten up at the court house and taken to
Mercy. Blue found him puffy-eyed in one of the treatment rooms, with
bl oodstai ns on his prison overalls and a shiner to beat the band. Hi s ankles
were chained. Hi s hands had been freed and he gingerly, grimacingly, |eaned on
his gurney to sip water through a straw

A green prison van pulled with noisy brakes and gasoline funes to the
| oadi ng dock. The driver was a tall Latino, 25, with sunglasses he made a show
of removing. He carried a .357 Magnum Police Special on a wide belt with cuffs
and extra rounds. He wore a BOP w ndbreaker, green trousers, and heavy bl ack
boots that offset the slimess of his |l egs. She introduced herself and asked,
"Are you here to pick up Guzman?"

He fiddled with his sungl asses and showed his orders. "CGeorge O vera. |
sure am" A ladies' man, she thought, pleased at his visible interest, but
noti ng the weddi ng band. Wiy was it always married nen or jerks, or both,
maki ng passes at her? He said, "It's just a fifteen mnute drive."

Anmbul ances canme and went with wailing sirens. The hospital | ooned
around them a concrete world. She spotted Vito on the |oading ranp and waved.
Vito saw George O vera and | ooked jealous. Vito used Blue's coat belt to pul
her against the icicled wall sheltered fromthe stabbing wind. He produced a
pack of Canels. They lit one and took turns puffing, flapping their arnms and
stonping up and down to keep warm Vito, as always, was dressed inpeccably and
expensi vely. Under a dark belted | oden overcoat he wore a gray suit and pointy
bl ack shoes. He wore a gold watch with dianond chip nunmerals and a gold
bracel et on the other wist. Vito had sharp bl ack eyes, a |l arge nose, and
small rosy lips. "What's the matter? You | ook sad.”

She | ooked at him sharply. Could he know about Maggie?

Vito poked the icy air with his scarred little chin. "Got a bumin your
life?" Vito's eyes | ooked greedy.

"Yes and no." There was nobody in her life, but anything to keep Vito
at bay. Blue had a habit of keeping her sanity by dividing her mnd into boxes
and keeping things separate. Her love |life had been a sealed box for quite a
while, and now Vito was funbling with the | ock

"Bl ue," he said.

"Vito," she mmcked. "What's with this guy's shoes?"

He chewed and inhal ed and tal ked, eyes darting around. "Guzman and sone



dude got into it back at the court house this norning, something about his
shoes then it was the other guy's nmother and so on. He got the shit beat out
of him the fool." They hopped, snoking. "This guy's worth a lot. Watch him"

"You get to go hone. Lucky Vito."

He jangl ed a set of keys. "You got yourself this Nunber One shitbox
federal vehicle to drive." He handed her the keys. "Conpliments, Chief Tonasi.
Take a good deposition." She accepted two grimy keys on a | arge paper clip.
Vito started to turn away, then changed his nind. He flicked the butt away and
st onped desperately. "Blue."

"What ?"

"Does he beat you?"

"Who?"

"The animal. The guy. The I ove of your life."

She grinned. "Thanks. Actually, | beat him™"

"I can help you," Vito said.

" Oh?"

"Buy you dinner for a start, you know? Treat you right."

"Dinner. Ch. And then what."

"Bl ue."

"Vito, you've got a wife and three kids, or is it four?"

"Four," he said glumy. "That's marriage. This is |love."

"Vito, go blowit out your ear."

"You're the girl next door."

"Vito, | love you too. Fuck off, will you?"

Vito turned and made | ong annoyed pointy strides away.

Antoni o Guznan, face pitted by chil dhood acne, snoked a cigarette as
the E.R attendant rolled himout in a wheel chair. Guzman insisted on
entering the prison van under his own power, despite the |eg chains.

CGeorge A vera parked his sunglasses on his forehead, though the gray
scuddi ng cl ouds were turning black and it was getting darker. The government
car was like a stale refrigerator. She got it stoked and they drove through
the city. She nearly | ost George and had to speed through an anber |ight.
Several other cars nmade the same |leap, just as the light turned red, including
a dented brown TransAmwith a | oose license plate.

CGeorge drove along Central Park. By now two cars were between them and
Bl ue cursed loudly. No opportunity to pass. Qut of habit, she scanned for city
patrol units. None in sight. The van slowy pulled into a tree-lined parking
strip.

"Gawd, " Bl ue said and maneuvered her derby box after him Ice and snow
crunched under the tires. The suspension creaked. A small, dirty white car
craw ed before her, driven by a girl looking for a parking space. A hundred
yards ahead, the prison van pulled to a stop. George stepped over crunbling
ice. The girl hadn't found a parking space, so she sinply stopped.

Way back the TransAm pul |l ed over. Blue heard a noise. Had its door
opened and cl osed?

"Come on, girl!" Wy did people stop before parking?

George lifted the hood of the prison van and waved.

A jogger ran past, big blond man with a scar on one cheek

Wth glacial slowness, the girl in the white car probed forward. Bl ue
pul | ed up al ongside the van. No George in sight. The wi ndows were dark. "Hey
O vera!" Blue wal ked around to the front of the van expecting to find hi mbent
over the engine.

CGeorge lay on the snow, eyes w de open. There was a bullet hole in his
face and bl ood issued fromhis lips. H's shattered sungl asses |ay severa
yards away. "No," Bl ue whispered. Scrabbling around the van, funbling for her
gun, she found the side wi ndow shattered, Guzman slunped on the seat, still in
chains. He had been shot several tinmes; had to be a silencer. Blood and brains
were splattered on the wi ndow. Like George, his face had a vapid, surprised
expr essi on.

Hearing a car door, she whirled. The brown TransAm She was just in



time to see the jogger junp in. He glanced at Blue, and she got chills up and
down her spine. His cold gray eyes bored into her, nmenorized her face. The car
spewed burnt rubber snmoke and ski dded away.

"Stop!" Blue yelled, running after them Her boots felt soggy and fel
behi nd stuck in the snow. Her wet socks stayed in the boots. She ran barefoot,
slipping, ignoring the pain in her feet. "Stop!"™ She was within fifty feet of
them She knelt and ained. Carefully, she squeezed off a round at the right
rear tire. Her balance on the ice slipped. The shot m ssed and punctured the
license plate. The TransAmranmed the white car out of its way and tore away
catching the lights just right so that they escaped up Fifth Avenue.

Bl ue rose. The 9 mm pi stol dangled from her joined hands between her
knees as she stood bent over, gasping for breath. Her feet hurt like hell.
Poor CGeorge O vera. "She has a gun," someone said. People were stil
scattering in all directions.

W ping her nose with her sleeve, giving a nmassive sniff, she waved her
badge. "Police!" she yelled hoarsely. As she retrieved her shoes, easing her
cold feet into them she kept seeing the jogger's deadly heavy eyes gazing at
her fromthe rear w ndow, mnenorizing her face.

*Chapter 2: San D ego*

John Connor, 30, had retired four years ago with two million dollars in
t he bank, well-deserved after his hectic years in New York City. He did not
need to work, but a limted partnership at exclusive Ajanian's filled his need
to be with people.

Ajanian's In The Mall: A subdued el egance under bluish light, a
potpourri of glittering jewels anbng mrrors, oriental rugs, paintings,
wat ches, statuary, everything highly priced.

John was tall and slim a shade over six feet. He | ooked damm good in
his dark business suit. He had a snmall scul pted nose, witty nmouth, strong jaw
and di nmpl ed chin. He had dark thoughtful eyes, well-shaped, and strong arched
eyebrows under a broad intelligent forehead. Werever he went, wonen's eyes
followed him He was divorced, and had a number of girl friends, but nobody
special in his life.

One February evening, in wal ked | ong-Iegged Jana Andrews. John was
st andi ng behi nd the watch counter when he saw her. He | oved the watches.
Especially the diving watches. There were Sei kos and Bul ovas and Rol exes and
every brand imagi nable. Every watch enmitted its glitter and precise
perfection. A anian did not fool around. No baubles, no trinkets here. He
traveled to New York, to Ansterdam to Rone, to London, to you nane it, and he
left the loud stuff behind. What came to San Diego on his signhature were the
silently demandi ng objects.

Jana Andrews (or whoever) was one of those rare wonen who | eave a
propel l er wash of stares. She brought a whiff of crisp air, a glitter of night
skyli ne under her |ong and genui ne | ashes. Her eyes were a striking col or
like a dark blue Porsche freshly waxed. Quch. Snol deri ng.

John approached the tall woman, who was eyeing a tasteful set of
col ored luggage. "May | help you?" This was not normal Ajanian etiquette.

Aj ani an said: Let the custoner talk to you first, always. It's a matter of
seducti on.

She | ooked up with an anused | ook. You've taken your tine, her |ook
sai d. Those skyline eyes, couched in exclusive cheekbones |ike al abaster, gave
himtheir slitty wounded | ook. She had wi de, expressive |lips that would have
| ooked vul gar on a shorter wonan. Her skin |ooked fine and panpered, but this
body had to be worked hard sonewhere with weights. Her lips slyly winkled
like a noving caterpillar when she spoke, and her voice had that nasa
huski ness that tall stretchy wormen have. She pointed into the glass case
besi de the | uggage. "The yell ow dianond on that man's gold ring is nice. How
much is it?"

John stepped around and, with the key on his wist on a spiral band,
opened the back of the case. He placed the ring on the counter on a bl ack



vel vet pillow. "Two thousand dollars. The stone has exceptional qualities."

She lifted it, touched it with a red |l aquered fingernail. "The little
di anonds on either side, are they real ?"

"Everything here is real," John replied.

"I'ncl uding you," she countered dryly. There was intelligence about her,
but also a hardness. Her gorgeous hair dangled as she opened her purse. "I'I|
take the ring."

"Wuld you like these gift-wapped?" he asked, glancing at her credit
card, "Mss, er, Andrews?" She pursed her lips to one side, |ooked indecisive
for an instant, then said "Al right."

He engraved _Ajanian_ inside the band and placed the ring onits
cushion in its plastic box. He wapped the box, first in tissue paper, then in
foil -backed paper with Ajanian's watermark. A red bow with a dangling
m niature card i n enbossed eggshell stock finished the job. She took the
packet. "l keep thinking |I've seen you somewhere before.”

He thought hard, could not place her. There had been many such wonen in
his life.

She squi nched one eye. "Hmm Long ago, | think New York."

"Really." He felt conflicting enotions, old residuals both exciting and
frightening. "I worked in New York a few years."

"Let me guess." There it was again, that edge. "Moddeling."

He felt exposed. "Yes. For a number of years. And you?"

She nodded like an old conrade. "Yep. For several years. Dolly Agency,
Fel t man, Shine & Shine, you name it."

"Small world. | did TV commercials for Ford, Shulton, I1BM Rolex..."

"Rol ex. That was it. You married whatserface."

John was taken back. "Any."

A reflective nod. "You were a haul, we figured." He felt enbarrassed.
Her grin flashed Iike sword steel. "One tinme, | was draped over your shoul der
whi |l e you showed off your Oyster."

"I"'msure | noticed at the tinme."

She softened a bit. "And Any?"

"History."

“I'"'msorry."

"I amtoo. But it's history. Years."

"You seemed like a nice guy. You still do. | renenber that about you."
He was enbarrassed that his own nenory was so short.

"Well," she said, "I'Il be toddling along."

"W shoul d get together and conpare old ads," he said.

"No thanks. I'"mout of it." She touched his cheek. He felt the faint
scrapi ng edge of her red fingernails. Her touch lingered with a hint of, what,
nost al gi a? wi stful ness? She wal ked rapidly out of the store and did not stop
to | ook at anything nore.

*Chapter 3: Manhattan*

Laurel "Blue" Hunbol dt opened her eyes and uttered a strangled cry.

"Hey," Vito said.

Hal f off the cot, tangled in old arny blankets that snelled of
nmot hbal | s, her hair matted into strings and her clothes snelling of sonmebody's
ol d cigar snoke, she gasped for breath and gripped Vito Caparelli's |apels
with both fists.

He di sengaged hinself gently. "I brought you some coffee. Want a
cigarette?" He snelled of Lilac Vegetal and stale Canel snoke. Every inch of
hi m was starched, pressed, and manicured. He pried her grubby fingers fromhis
gray suit.

"Jesus. What is this and where am|?" She sat up dry-nout hed and
renenbered yesterday. "l was dreaming it was just a nightmare. Did you ever do
t hat, dream about sonething awful that really happened?" She |icked her lips,
massaged her hair with her finger tips. The menory of dead faces and oo0zing
wounds rmade her skin crawl. Poor George d vera.



Her DEA unit shared a precinct house with NYPD. A harsh bar of sunlight
st abbed t hrough a hi gh wi ndow and gl eaned coldly. The white prison tiles in
t he unused | ockup were dirty. She held the styrofoamcup in both hands and
slurped. It warmed her, but tasted awful. "What is this, crankcase oil ?"

Vito's nose was huge and his nmouth tinier than ever. H s eyes were |ike
shiny buttons. "Fromthe coffee machine. Best | could do. Sorry, Blue."

She | eaned back agai nst the wall. Blankets w apped around, and the hot
cup in her hands warned her somewhat. The tile room echoed with nusic and
typing and yelling and crying fromthe precinct office downstairs. She
renenbered the dreadful night of debriefing and was glad it was over. "Thanks,
Vito."

"Think nothing of it. Say, about that I|unch.”

"Vito, you're a wonmani zer. | told you. No. En, Ch.

"You're a tough cookie, Blue."

"No. This job really sucks sonetinmes. Don't you think?"

He nodded and she saw in his eyes that he was thinking of a thousand
times that he had thought it sucked. She rested her head against his
dry-cl eaned arm "Nothing personal, Vito. | like you well enough. | know how
you guys are. |I'mnot having lunch with you. You have that nacho | eer. Wy
don't you just grow up and go back to being a famly man?"

Vito rose. He took a deep drag on his Canel. "Honey, you just don't
understand. You're the virginal huntress. Catholic school, right?" Snoke
bi | | owed around his nose.

She gripped her coffee cup with both hands and blewon it. "I went to
Cat holic school. So what."
"You renenber, don't you? Artemis. Fromthe Greek. |1've got a wfe,

si xty pounds overwei ght, who couldn't tell Artemis fromartichokes. You turn
me on."

"Vito, no."

"COkay, okay," he said backing away, "I'm |l ooking at a grubby urchin
with hair that sticks straight out. I'min love and | can't have you. \Wat am
| to do?"

She | aughed.

He | aughed. Their |aughter echoed anpbng the tiles. Trying to cheer her
up, bless him She shook her head. "Vito, | saw those two guys wasted." She
started to cry.

Vito nodded. "I heard."

She wi ped her sl eeve across her nose. "It was pretty bad."

"Ckay?" He inclined a listening ear

She rolled her cup between her hands. "I want to do sonething."

He nodded. "The Chief wants to see you." He meant Chief Special Agent
Tomasi, their boss. He rose, adjusting his tie, cigarette dangling. "Go for
it. If I can help, glad to."

After Vito left, Blue washed her face at the cracked corner basin. She
finished the coffee and had a Chesterfield. There was a box of last night's
stal e donuts on the chair by the cot and she ate one just out of perversity.
Then she went to Tonasi's office.

"Sit down, Special Agent Humboldt." Tomasi was a slight man in his late
forties who | ooked young except for the bal dness atop his head, ringed wth
short pepper hair. He | ooked even small er because of the high ceiling. In his
office was a junble of m smatched office furniture. Tomasi's suit coat hung
neatly on a hanger. His white shirt was rolled up to the el bows. A gold pen
and pencil pair showed in his gray vest pocket.

Bl ue pl opped tiredly in a wood arncthair opposite his desk and waited.
As always, she felt slightly on edge near her supervisor. The nal e nystique,
or was it mstake, she supposed. She wondered if he knew. A heater blew dryly
into her face.

He put her folder down. "Your record is excellent."

"Thank you, Sir," she said squirmnng

"This thing yesterday, Hunmboldt..." he sighed and rubbed the back of



hi s neck.

"Hm a real ness, sir."

He fol ded his hands over the file and | eaned forward. "Yes. BOP is in a
real jamw th the Mayor's office and the DA. They're | ooking at us too, but I
don't think DEA Il have much of a flap." He rubbed his tenples, |ooking tired.
"We're up agai nst professionals. NYPD towed the car to inmpound and found there
was a bonb attached underneath, but apparently it didn't go off. They had a
hell of a time disarming it. But our Friends also had a renote cut-off on the
fuel line, and that's what they fell back on when the bonb didn't work. They
cut the fuel and when the van rolled to a stop they wasted Guzman. Pretty
det er mi ned bunch."

"Il say.

"It was a real bad break for us. Guzman coul d have hel ped us
i mensely."

"Yes, Sir."

He held up a conposite sketch of the jogger, done by a police arti st
during debriefing. "This a fair picture?”

"Yes." She felt a shudder of renmenbrance.

"Thi nk he'd recognize you?"

"Probably."

"How strongly do you feel about getting after these people? | nean,
woul d you be willing to lay it on the line to bust thenP"

"Yes."

"We're tal king dangerous. We'd have backup avail able, but not in town.
You'd be in the open. Aliaison with the locals. See if you can warm up the
trail again for us."

"When do | start?"

He stared. "You' d be dangling bait."

"I was the |ast decent person CGeorge O vera ever spoke to."

He sat back with his feet on a desk drawer; on a newspaper, of course
For the first tine, she noticed just how many framed certificates hung on his
office walls. Combat citations fromthe Arny and the GQulf States, awards from
t he Chicago Police Departnent, and a master's degree in sonething, she could
not make out the Gothic from her angle of vision. "Go on honme, Humbol dt. Take
some time off. | need to think about this. I'lIl call you in a day or two."

"A day or two?"

“I"mgiving you sone adm nistrative time. You can see the shrink if you
want to, about this shooting."

* * * %
She took the subway home, dozing half the way. At 91st Street she got out,
bought bagel s and m | k. She staggered up the creaki ng wooden stairs to her
third-fl oor apartnent. Too long to wait for the single cranky el evator
servicing twenty floors. As she approached the door, she heard cl assica
musi c. She kept her stereo playing when she was out; maybe it fool ed at | east
your dumnber burglar into thinking someone was hone. In her apartnent, she
undressed. Sunlight made dusty filtering swirls behind her |ace curtains. The
apartment was warm and cozy after the cold outside. She threw herself face
down on the bed and fell asleep.

A poundi ng at the door woke her. Mizzy, she jerked up. Atrail of
saliva trailed fromher open nmouth to her wist. Mre pounding. She was on her
feet, naked except for panties and bra. Wapped herself in the bed coverlet.
Pi cked up her automatic and rel eased the safety. Peered through the eyelet in
t he door and | owered the pistol. She |eaned exhaustedly against the wall and
opened the door. The chain bolt allowed it to open about six inches. "Laurel,k"
the woman in the hall said sadly. A pretty hand with chewed fingernails
cl anped onto the door. "Please, let ne in. Let's talk about us."

"Maggie," Blue said. "No. It's over. Go away."

*Chapter 4: Los Angel es*
Hugh Stone stood on the hill one norning while it was still dark, and



surveyed what he and Marga had spent their lives building. Stone El ectronics

spram ed in starlight: dark buildings, winking red air traffic warning |lights,

enpty parking lots with white herringbone Iines. _A nonth from bankruptcy. _
Money and power were Hugh Stone's aphrodisiacs. Now, for the first tine

in his adult life, those two intoxicants were being torn fromhim and the

result was a revelation even to him He did not feel old or beaten. Angry,

yes. He felt alert, conbative, and strangely young again. Contracts had

stopped coming in, and he needed -- quickly -- about six mllion dollars or
that parking lot would soon remain enpty. He was | everaged to the hilt, and
could obtain no new credit. He had not felt -- no, the word was tasted -- this

ki nd of delicious danger since his youth. He remenbered what it had been |ike:
desperate, on the run across Europe from police agencies of a hal f-dozen
countries, in love with his blonde baby goddess Margaret; wanted for
everything fromdrug dealing to nurder

A silver moon drifted in the bluish norning sky like a ship wthout
sails. He snelled juice in stens of grass. Hi s senses were sharpened as they
had not been in decades. He thought of his wife: Darling, we did it your way
for thirty years, and it was good. Now you are nearly gone, and Hugo must do
it his way. The old lion has not finished with this |Iovely jungle.

* * * %
H s footsteps rang hollow in the enpty factory building. Hugh wal ked with a
sure, steady rhythm Sunlight stabbed |aser-Iike from high wi ndow panes. Mbtes
of dust whirled in these dreamy pillars of l|ight. Shipping crates stood
abandoned in hazy stacks. Here and there, a townotor sat idle, its fork
hal f-rai sed and abandoned.

Hugh opened a roomfilled with printed circuits, wire reels, manuals
for obsol ete equi pment. From a saggi ng cardboard box filled with ol d persona
papers, and clothes he hadn't worn in twenty years, he pulled a black
vel veteen case with cheap brass corners. Dusting it off, he rose and
contenmplated it. A shaving kit fromlong ago, a gift fromPierre LeSabl e,
dotted with prinordial bleach stains. He remenbered young, |ovely Mrga
reclining on the bed watching himproudly shave forty years ago in Marseilles.
Now what was there? A cheap | ooking case; inside, a cracked, dirty cake of
soap that had lost all its fragrance; a shaving brush whose bristles fell out
as he touched them a rusty scissor; and a straight razor. The razor's nother
of pearl handl e | ooked dull now He took the razor out and opened it with an

unpracticed hand. Its stainless steel blade had a ruddy sheen, little red
speckl es of rust, not fromthe steel itself but frominside the handle. Hugh
tried the blade on a piece of paper. It still cut, silently and stealthily.

Not hi ng that polishing and oiling would not cure.

The mirror enbedded in the lid was splotched with water marks from |l ong
ago. Mediterranean water. He wiped the mirror, and as he did so, light hit it
and it shone. As he |looked into the mrror, it was |like | ooking into the past.
The light transfigured his face.

_Hugo, age 22, feels the Mediterranean sunshine on his shoul ders as he
sits on the window sill bare-chested and facing the sinple one-room apartnent
with its sagging grayish walls and battered dark-brown furniture (bed, vanity
wi th wash basin, table, chairs, propane stove). He can snell the sour docks,
with their fish and rats. The snell of burnt gasoline quickens his blood, for
he | oves the sound of fast cars on the wi nding coastal highway. Margarethe,
bl onde, 17, lies on the bed paring her fingernails with an enory board. There
is, as always, a glass of wine by her side. She drinks nmore than would pl ease
him "Were are you goi ng, Hugo?" Her pale soft |egs are crossed at the
ankl es. They are not the nuscul ar | egs of a woman, but the dinpled knees and
plunmp thighs of a girl. Her skin is so fine that veins and capillaries give
off a healthy interior glow Round soft face, but strong: Direct, big eyes
with sumer under their lids, full nouth, firmchin. "You al ways have that
| ook when you are up to no good. You and that Schwein LeSable." She is snart
for her age._

He cannot bring hinself to be angry with her. "Darling, we have six



francs, fifty five sous."
"Six francs, seventy," she snaps swatting at her nails with the enory

board. No malice, just firmess. "I counted."
"Al'l right so what. Five francs, six francs, what does it matter. W
need to eat. | will provide for you. For the baby."

She thinks for a nmoment, probably about the baby, puts the file down
and holds her arms out. "All right then. Be careful. Cone here first." As he
takes her in his arnms, he renenbers that each tinme he goes like this, she sits
on a chair by the wi ndow without |lights on, by day or night, vigilant unti
her man is back. Oten she holds the baby l|ike that for hours.

Then there is LeSable. _"Hugo, all you have to do is step in close like
this, see, use your left shoulder, and the guy will push against you with both
hands, it's a norrmal human reaction, and you let him but as he pushes you
open the razor behind your back, you reach out -- like this, see, one notion

-- and cut his throat wi de open. He never knows what hits him Just nake sure
t he bl ood doesn't splash on you because it's going to punp out all over the
place. It's effective, quick, and quiet -- they never cry out, they just | ook
surprised, and then they drop, suddenly, they're dead before they hit the
ground. " _

Hugh Stone, 59, snapped the lid shut. It was back to that. He put the
case under his arm stepped out of the conference room |ocked the door, and
strode away through the echoing, ghostly factory with its stabbing beans of
sunlight.

* * * %
Hugh spent a quiet evening at hone. Marga had noved back. She had brought
al ong their daughter Astrid, who did not work for a living. Hugh was used to
t hese turnarounds and took themwi thout flinching. Mrga, drinking, had bouts
of egomani a in which she moved out and had grand pretensions. This usually
| asted six months or until her nmoney ran out. Hugh paid his on-again,
of f-again wife the proper courtesies and listened to his daughter play piano.
As he listened, he smoked a cigar and sipped brandy.

The Pal m Springs estate reposed in shadowed sl eep, guarded by armed nen
wi th dogs who hovered unobtrusively on the grounds. In the famly room
candl el i ght converged into a quiet blaze anobng the mirrors, glass surfaces,
and lavishly framed wall mirrors. Ten years earlier, Marga had had the room
"done." It was still as her emptional little honbsexual designer had created
it: Lavish, overblown, rankling Iike too much perfune.

Astrid played a workmanli ke Fuer Elise_. Marga, looking frail and very
drunk, went to bed. It was nine o' clock. Hugh sat on the couch enduring a
soci al necessity.

Astrid, blonde and slender, in a white pants suit, earlobes crawing
with cruel-looking little gold rings, ended the concert by running the back of
her hand fromthe low to the high keys and then slamming the |id down. As she
whirled on her stool, the room echoed with bundl ed di scordant notes. "Daddy,
you | ooked at your watch at |east three tines!"

Hugh set his drink down. "I was l|listening, darling."

She junped up. "Listening!" She made claws at the ceiling. "Listening!
Ahh!" She confronted himwi th arched back and knotted fists. "You, |isten?
Don't make ne | augh. You were cruel to Mother."

Hugh sighed. "Darling, | |ove your nother very much."

"You treat her like ... like a drunk."

"She is a drunk, darling."
Astrid stood up straight. "Wat a cold, arrogant man you are. She is a
drunk, darling. She is your wife, and she drinks because..." Wrds seened to

be failing.

"“Your nother is an alcoholic, Astrid. | let her go when she | eaves ne,
| pay all of her credit cards and bills, and | take her back in when she
returns. Al of this has been going on for years. And it will go on." He felt

i ke adding, as with you
"Al'l her life, she stood by you while you | ooked at your watch."



"This is a very old discussion,” Hugh said. "Your nother has suffered,
| admit. She has been through several programs, and cannot stop drinking. The

doctors have told me to stop blamng nmyself, and |I have. | have spent ny life
building a fortune that you are going to inherit. If I look at nmy watch a |ot,
it's fromold and good habit."

Astrid storned past him "I hate you."

After the door had sl anmed, Hugh rose and finished his drink. He |eft
the famly room closing the door behind him It was a room he never went to
unl ess Marga and Astrid were hone.

* * * %
Later that evening, Pierre LeSable welconed Hugh into Pierre's big car. "I
have it all set up with Alvaro,"” he told Hugh. "We will nmake a | ot of noney
together. W will save your conpany." He added darkly: "But the tinme he gave
us is very, very short."

Hugh was shocked at Pierre's age, his weight, his wheeze.

LeSabl e said: "You are still so trim Your hair has turned white, but
there are lines in your face -- you were such a baby face back then."

Hugh and LeSable rode in a Cadillac that snelled of uphol stery cl eaner
and chocol ate. The neon rai nbow of Los Angel es sailed past. Fishing a
liquor-filled bittersweet froma |lacy box, LeSable remarked: "I have in recent
years devel oped a taste for these things. They put a few pounds on one."

"You just like the brandy inside," Hugh countered.

LeSabl e drove slowy, deliberately. "Hugh, it is a serious matter. My
padrone in Col onbia has given me thirty days or else | will be in serious
difficulties. Already this is the third day. You won't let nme down? Can you
cone up with the noney? It would otherwi se go very badly for both of us."

“"I"1l have it in a few days," Hugh said curtly. LeSable knew not hi ng
about Hugh's source of noney, and Hugh intended to keep it that way. "About
toni ght," Hugh changed the subject.

LeSabl e pulled out into a deserted street. "This young col |l ege student

has been asking for nmore of our product than he has been paying for. | think
ei t her he has devel oped a heavy habit, or else he has been carefree at

parties. W are to nmeet himhere this evening. | want to send a nessage to his
friends. It will take hima few mnutes to get here fromthe college."

"l understand," Hugh said.

The two nmen sat quietly. A lacewrk of steel was overhead, a railway
overpass. The street was hidden between concrete revetnments. One street |ight
on shone the opposite side. LeSable had parked facing the cross street for a
qui ck get awnay.

"These people get involved for fun or quick nmoney," LeSable said. "I
tell themit is serious business, but they rarely listen. Qops, here he
cones." Quickly he stepped out. Hugh followed suit. "This is your show, Hugh
Let's see if you still have the old touch, eh?"

A nmoped wavered into sight in the intersection several hundred feet
away. The young bl ack seemed | udicrously big for the small vehicle. He wore a
white tank top, gray sweat pants, and ankle-high red sneakers. The noped's
headl i ght focused on the two nen. The moped weaved a little, getting underway.
It sped toward them

Hugh felt the casing of the razor in his hand. He had rubbed violin wax
on the handle in case he got sweaty palns. A giant. H s bare shoul ders and
arnms shone like the skin of a plum Here and there, a rivulet of sweat
nmeandered crazily anong his steel -cable nuscles. A basketball player, Hugh
guessed; a real challenge.

The boy gave his noped one last rev and then shut the engine off. Hs
lips | ooked pink and tight, pulled back in fear over his white teeth. The boy
did not have to clinb down. He rose and stepped back fromthe noped. He had
huge, powerful | ooking hands hi dden inside black |eather gloves. He approached
wi th rai sed hands, and Hugh could feel the trenor in his voice behind the
fal se bravado. "Now | ook here, man, | canme here like you said | should. | got
a thousand bucks on ne, and you can have it all, and then I'mthrough.” H's



hands waved agitatedly.

"Qui et down, sonny," LeSable said. "W are still friends, are we not?"
The boy tore his gloves off and threw them on the ground. Tears
streamed and his voice rose to a shrill squeak. "Aw nman, | tole you tinme and

again | got a girl and | just wanna get out. Cain't you understand when | say
No? Pl ease! No nore!”

LeSabl e | aughed. "Rel ax, sonny. Let's count the noney."

Quickly, wiping his wist against his nose, the boy fished a wall et
from his back pocket. "Man, | took up a collection in a hurry." LeSable had
him count the bills onto the hood of the car. They boy's hands shook, and wi nd
rattl ed the noney. Hugh maneuvered to the boy's right.

"Four hundred ... five hundred..." the boy sobbed.

"Keep counting."

"I have a basketball schol arship."

"l understand. W understand, don't we, Monsieur?"

Hugh cl eared his throat. "Yes, of course.™

The boy | ooked at LeSable, at his left, and Hugh, at his right. "W
have a nessage for your friends," LeSable said.

Hugh t apped the boy on the right shoul der. The boy | ooked at him and
Hugh crooked his left index finger as though he wanted to whi sper sonethi ng
into his ear. The boy bent close, and it was over in a nmoment. LeSable stepped
out of the way. The boy wheezed and touched his throat where, one supposed,
there m ght have been a brief stinging sensation. Then he gasped. Hi s eyes
wi dened, in a last instant of horrified understanding. Bl ood spurted through
the air with an audi bl e hiss and spattering. The boy keel ed over backwards,
dead before his head shattered on the hard pavenent.

Driving back al ong the neon-jazzy streets, LeSable told him "I haven't
seen anything |like that since the old days."

Hugh hel d up the bag containing the bloody razor. "This goes into the
bl each, |ike you taught ne, renenber?"

LeSabl e | ooked pale. "You enjoyed that, didn't you?"

"It has to be done."

LeSabl e | ooked troubled. "You haven't |ost your touch. But | want you
as a mmnager, not street killer. W have Garth to do that for us. People are
nor e sophi sticated now. "

Hugh shrugged. "The Guzman hit was really sophisticated. Your bonb
didn't go off, and Garth had to stiff him by hand."

After a while of silence, LeSable said: "And what about your |ovely
wi fe and daughter -- "

"Don't ask," Hugh said sharply.

*Chapter 5: West Haven*

Bl ue spent two days with her parents in Connecticut, thirty mles west
al ong the coast fromthe town of Hamilton, and about a million mles from her
former |over.

She packed a single suitcase with only the nost dire necessities,

i ncludi ng several stuffed aninmals. She took the helicopter shuttle fromthe
ol d Pan Am skyscraper in Manhattan to JFK, and a PilgrimAirlines puddle
junper fromLong Island to New Haven

At home she was a kid again, after a fashion. Slept in her old room
Watched |l ate novies with Dad. Made sandw ches at nidnight, |like the old days,
only Dad tended now to be asleep by the tine she brightly reappeared in the
living roomwith a sandwi ch tray. The fanmily dog, Mirphy, hopped up and down
| ooking for a free neal, and Blue petted him

Things got a little heated only once, at dinner on her first evening at
hone. Her nother, a small fussy woman of Italian extraction, had made
ki el basa, sauerkraut, and potatoes. Her father, a big quiet man of Gernan
extraction, had drunk several beers and | ooked a bit glassy when he canme to
the tabl e. Blue shook her head and | ooked down in enbarrassnent, fiddling with
her food. Her nother began scol di ng Dad.



"Thi ngs haven't changed, " Blue said. She rose, picked up her father's
beer, and poured it down the kitchen sink. Then she hugged him

"He woul d never allow nme to do sonething like that," her nother said
loudly while serving up the potatoes.

Bl ue | aughed. "You just don't know how to handl e nen."

"Tormorrow, " Dad said, "we'll take a look at that car of yours." He was
referring to the MGA in the garage.

"That thing goes in the paper," Mom said, neaning not the car but the
ad to sell it. "And he does not lift the battery with his bad back."

"Il lift the battery, Mom Please, sit and eat will you?"

"What cha figure you'll get for it? And are you sure you want to sel
it," Dad asked chewi ng a piece of kielbasa dipped in horseradi sh nustard.

She put her el bows on the table and | eaned her chin on her hands. "I
dunno. Two grand? It's in pretty good shape, except a little rust around the
wheel wells."

"We could get Artie to patch her up for you.
friend who owned a service station on Ccean Avenue.

"Yes, | want to sell it," she said. It was the quintessential fanily
conversation, everybody tal king at once, each with a conversation of their
own.

Artie was his boyhood

"I could put in a sewing roomin the back of the garage,"” Mm said.

"You could help me sew things. | always wanted you to learn howto sew "
"She can sew buttons on, what nore does she need."
"Mom |I'mliving in New York." Blue |aughed. "You want nme to comute

here every evening after work to sew?"

"You coul d spend nore weekends like a good girl."

"Grl? Anna, this is a woman. A grown woman. She has a col | ege degree
and works for the government." That inpressed Dad. He'd never finished high
school, and he'd worked forty years at the rubber factory in Allingtown.

Mom st epped behi nd Bl ue. Massagi ng Bl ue's shoul ders, she decl ared:
"This is ny little girl. What's happened to you, Laurel? \What happened to ny
little girl who used to play piano in the living roomfor all the famly?"

"I grew up, Mom Went into the world and becane worldly."

Dad said: "They do the dammdest things in college. Al ways did, Anna.
Used to swal |l ow gol dfish."

"But she's done with college,” Momwailed. "Married, divorced, gone and

joined the DEA. Shoots a gun for all | know Where's the husb -- "

"MOM Don't start that, will you?"

"Now, now," Daddy said, "let her be herself. | never did like that
Latin creep. She knows what she's doing. | always tell you that, Anna. She's a

nodern worran, and you've got to give themtheir head of steam™

After dinner they watched TV. Dad got a couple of beers fromthe
garage. Mot her and daughter exchanged gl ances but said not hi ng.

Mot her said: "I'malways so gl ad when you're here. You have ny eyes,
you know, dark and flashing |ike your Uncle Pasquale. And ny build, not big
i ke Daddy. And ny nose, thin |ike. But you have Daddy's square face. German."
She made nuscles and fists. "Strong."

"Anna, watch the show, " Dad said.

"But those clothes."

"Mo-o-m"

"Still rebelling. Always rebelling."

And so it went. By ten, Mom ki ssed them goodni ght, put the cat outside,
and went to bed. The news update came on. "lI'mgoing to fix us somne
sandwi ches,” Blue said to Dad. "You want |iverwirst? Sumrer sausage?" He
grunted, and she took it for a yes. She went to the fridge. "And a pickle.
Yep. One for me, one for you. Horseradish, even though it nmakes you fart al
night. Ww, here's a few deviled eggs. W're going to live it up, Daddy."

VWen she cane back into the living roomwith a | aden tray, however, he
was fast asleep, snoring with his face tilted up, ankles crossed, gnarled
wists curled over the armrests.



"Jesus Christ, | mght as well go out and feed the alley cats with al
this stuff.” She ate a sandwi ch, a deviled egg, drank a beer, and then did the
remai ni ng di shes. Put the left-overs away. And stepped outside into the cold
winter air for a cigarette under the eternal blanket of stars stretched over
the barren trees.

Next day, Dad took her down to Artie's and got the battery for the MZA
recharged. She | abored |ovingly over the ancient sports car nost of the day,
washi ng and polishing it then rolling it out into the driveway. She lifted the
battery in. She took off the oil pan, lying in the heated garage under the car
into the evening with a beer at her side and the radi o playing rock nmusic. She
sprawl ed under the car, small breasts floating under her olive t-shirt.

Cl eaned out the oil pan, changed the filter, bolted the oil pan back on, and
poured fresh oil in the engine before starting it up. By then it was late
ni ght .

Bl asting rock music fromthe car stereo, she went for a ride down al ong
t he beach. Felt nostal gic driving past West Haven H gh, Ocean Avenue, South
Street beach. Took Murphy for a ride down to the beach, watched fog roll in
with the tide. Heard the mournful basso of ocean freighters at slow intervals.

Bl ue had a way of separating things into boxes. It was the way she had
al ways been. You had to do it, she figured w thout thinking about it much, to
survive. A box for work. A box for shopping. A box for Momand Dad. A box for
menories. A box for love, and that was the nost tightly shut box of all.

The ol d subjects would surface inevitably, she knew as she tossed a
stick and tired old Murphy chased after it. Why the DEA after she'd spent tine
and noney getting a degree in chem stry, why Manhattan, why no new and better
marri age. She snoked while she waited for Mirphy. Dam things; she'd quit one
of these days. Wy did peopl e snoke anyway? Frustration?

Wy no marriage? Wiy, indeed? All through high school, Blue had been a
shy, quiet girl. Naive. Pianist, giving little famly concerts: Beethoven,
Satie, Liszt. Unaware that people hurt each other. She'd gone steady with Ted
Monahan who was a year ahead of her and played varsity football. Silly thing,
she'd loyally gone to every gane. Good old Laurel, skirt folded awkwardly
bet ween her | egs, cheering touchdowns, yelling herself hoarse. Eating popcorn
letting himpet her at the novies, but unwilling to go all the way. He screwed
around left and right.

Col I ege, and how dunmb could you be. A replay that wouldn't quit. This
time it was Donal d Sagus, hockey team captain, varsity football, same old
shtick. N ce |ooking guy, enviable Blue, until she'd | earned about the others.
Donal d had given her clap to boot. And run off with an O ynpic discus hurler
naned Tessie O Brien. Good old Laurel, shouting herself hoarse at the hockey
ganes and football ganmes. Hel ping Donald with his goddam mat h, his physics,
his chem stry. Today he was probably using sone other unsuspecting
wel | - meani ng dopey danme to keep his head above water in some corporation. Blue
had seen himat one or two ball ganes with Tessie, a tall blonde with the wi de
shoul ders, frizzy hair, and green eyes. Stunned, Laurel had realized a double
pain. First, because she had been dunped and abused agai n. Secondly, because
she realized she had a crush on the woman who was doing this to her

Bl ue had gone to work for a consulting firmin Hartford, and hel ped
wite proposals for sewage treatnent plants. She'd net and narried a tall
handsome Ecuadori an- Anerican named M ke Aguilar. Laurel Aguilar. Little nore
than a shadowy menory now, hard to believe those two years had ever happened.

A radi cal change: DEA; Manhattan; black belt in karate; jazz and rock
gigs around the Big Apple. And then, Maggie. Solace for a time. Maggie: An
ol der woman, 35, attractive, a nurturer of sorts, when she was not drinking
gin out of paint-sneared coffee cups. Wunded, Blue had crawl ed into her arnmns.
Lost innocence, naking up for years spent being the girl next door. Into punk
post - punk, neo-punk. An easy leap into all-wonan bands |ike The Toasters, Five
Bad Grls, The Cheries (or The Cherries, as the girls sonmetinmes called
t hensel ves). A double life for a while. Straight-arrow DEA by day, rock bitch
taking a walk on the wild side by night. Probing. Trying things. Manhattan



everyt hing possi ble. Wat an exploration! A shadowy world, opening up stranger
and stranger in the people who frequented it. People who showed up at Bad
Grls concerts, men with lipstick, women in tuxedoes, cross-dressers rocking
and blaring in a sort of neon wash. Mggi e had painted her, too: Grl Wth

Fl ower, Soft Grl, Love In C ouds, some award wi nners, a few hanging in the
living roons of Maggie's wealthy admirers. Blue had never allowed Maggie to
use 'Laurel' in any of the titles, so Maggie's paramour would forever remain a
nmystery wonman. Always a chinera of sorts, girl with pout, lady with dark
sensuous eyes, unreachable. Cat-girl, spitting fire, poised on a tree branch
fight or flight. Flower-girl, Blue's crisp square face drowning in sumer
sunlight in Maggie's fevered i magi nati on. In her aching woozy

| ove- beyond-1 ove, unrequited |ove. That, too, was a part of the past now.

Toni ght she was here on this fanmiliar beach, with the little fanly
dog, Grl Next Door, Grl Wth Dog, Grl Confused, Longing Grl, changel ess
bei ng hone again, older but w ser (Hendrix: Are You Experienced?), stil
| ooking for that Big Love to fill the void. Alone with mournful fog horns, she
wasn't sure whether it was a Donald or a Tessie who would satisfy her. She
knew only that there was a longing in her, deep as the ocean, and it ached
i ke a hunger.

*Chapter 6: Los Angel es*

_Payback. _

Joanna Mclvory, 35, alias Jana Andrews, had |long dark hair, a stunning
figure, and dark blue eyes with a sultry skyline glint. As she sat in her
silvery BMN beside a desert road in California, she decided to go through with
her plan. Wth the sudden sl am of her hand on the gear shift knob, the car
roared into life. Kicking up dust that drifted quietly in starry night, she
drove the remaining mles into Palm Springs.

She found the Hugh Stone mansion with little trouble. Valet parking
attendants hustled her wheels out fromunder her on the broad horseshoe
driveway. She stepped up to the floodlit, pillared entrance with a clear
al nrost nunb m nd. The high-ceilinged foyer bustled with guests in evening
dress. Carrying a chanmpagne gl ass, Joanna | ooked about for the nan she wanted
to destroy.

Briefly she met Brady's acconplice, Hugh Stone, the estate's owner, who
had made his fortune in el ectronics manufacturing. Stone turned out to be a
good- | ooki ng man. She had expected sonehow a toadi er | ooking individual
Stone's cheeks had pink highlights. Hs gray eyes were chilly and penetrati ng,
and she shivered slightly. Dangerous eyes. She extricated herself fromthat
conversation with an unholy crawling feel about her spine.

The house snel |l ed of coffee, fresh bread, and roast neat. Cuests
wander ed everywhere, chattering and | aughi ng. Snatches of piano nmusic filtered
t hrough the heavy curtains and the ivied trellises. After about twenty
m nut es, she saw Vi ncent Brady.

A smle here, a snile there. A pair of eyes, a laugh, a charge up the
stairs by a portly man who carried hinself lightly, Iike a successful
sal esman. He had dark, full hair just sprinkled with gray. Joanna put his age
around 45. She trailed Brady for a few m nutes. He had charmall right, but
then so had the serpent in Eden. He was a | oner, too. He noved anong peopl e
with that dazzling face, that guil el ess baby face with its pink dinpled cheeks
and rosy lips, its boyish dark eyes and rogui sh eyebrows, and everywhere
peopl e snil ed and nodded, but he never really stopped to speak with anyone.
Col I ar open, neck tanned and ruddy | ooking. G gar in hand. Joanna timed her
approach. She bl ocked his path, cocking her head to one side and sniling
meani ngful ly. Vincent Brady raised an eyebrow. "I'm ... charmed." Under the
snmle was sonething serious |ike the darkness on an antique gold coin. He
ext ended a hand. "Vincent Brady."

"Pl eased to neet you," Joanna said, "Jana Andrews. Are you enjoying
your sel f?"

He slipped the cigar into a sand tray. "Dear Lady, an occasional vice,



t hese excellent cigars of Hugh's. Oh, that you should ask such a question.
am now, nore than ever."

The steady party chatter in the house, the rattle of glasses and the
gl ossy pi ano phrases, were punctuated by an occasional _plush!_of a dive into
the pool in the house's inner courtyard.

* * * %

Vincent liked tall wonmen with poise. Jana's red satin gown |eft rmuch of her
chest and shoul ders bare, except for a black |ace shawl. She was | eggy,
drifting through the gaze of every man she passed, and a fewtried to nmake
conversation, but she wal ked away from each of them To an observant man, she
was genteel, but had sonething hard about her. Not an abrasive hardness
exactly, but a subtle steeliness. She had a rather bony face with hard
cheekbones, a gently curved nose, lush lips that rolled with character and
hunor as the nuscles in her face noved. She had a | ow, al nost husky voi ce and
a slow, measured way of tal king. Vincent asked: "Do you know about Aphrodite?"

"The Greek Venus? Coddess of Love?"

Hi s eyes glittered over his chanpagne. He put the glass down and drew a
satisfied breath. "The original. Not the Roman imtation. The original
precious and pristine as the creation of the world. Born in foam at the edge

of the sea. Boticelli painted her as standing in a huge seashell."
"How charming. | take it you are an art expert?"
"No, not an expert. Just a connoisseur. | have the fortune to have a

cl assi cal education. Fordham Jesuits. Life is short and we should reach out
and touch the finest things." Vincent lied wthout a thought; he'd wal ked
across the Fordham canpus once. He ached to touch her long |inbs, her easy
graceful ness, her | aughi ng eyes.

Her hip touched himwi th a sharp edge. "And what are some of the finest
t hi ngs?"

He | ooked her directly in the eye, and she did not flinch. "The finest
t hi ngs present thenselves and then vanish forever if we don't reach out and
take them Like you. Like now. "

She | aughed uproariously. Big girl, big vocal chords. "You're going to
reach out and grab ne? Here?"

He smiled and | ooked at his feet. "No, Mss Andrews, |'mnot a satyr.
I'd like to be friends if that's possible. I'"'mnot staying long. That's why I
amso forward. I1'd like to call you next time I'min Palm Springs."

Jana brushed his | apel with her chanpagne glass. Wth her little finger
under the | apel, she pulled himcloser. "But I don't live in Palm Springs and
| don't visit here often.”

"Well darn it," he said, "I get around quite a bit. I"'min the conmputer
busi ness. | sell big industrial accounts around the country. Maybe I'll be in
your neck of the woods one day." He reached out with his index finger to touch
the spot on her red gown where her belly button ought to be. He felt an outie.
Hs fingertip ran lightly down the mdline of her belly.

Suddenly she put her glass aside. The way she | oomed over him he
t hought she was going to hit him She laid her arns over his shoul ders and
brought her face close to his. Her breath was grapey and nusty, like a wi ne
cellar. Her skin was lightly but seductively perfuned. "Wy don't we dance?"

He placed his arns around her waist. His fingers dallied about the
di npl es on either side of her tail bone.

“I"1l give you ny card," she whispered. "I can't prom se anything, but
you could give nme a call. W could have dinner."

Vi ncent was confused. She was baiting himand then pushi ng hi maway.
What was this game? He did not have the experience with wonmen that his
school ed, easy manner suggested. He never adnmitted this to anyone, of course.
Probably she sensed nmoney and was playing hard to get while trying to reel him
in. Wiy did women do these things? Well, she was wel come to his ass. She was a
beautiful wonman. Venus on the half-shell

Soon they were kissing deeply. They maneuvered into a dark, quiet
corner half hidden behind a heavy brocade curtain and some pal ns. There, his



breath canme faster, and his hands massaged the soft round places under her
gown. Her tongue sucked at his and her hands stroked the back of his neck
until it burned. She would be nore than passionate, he decided, she would be
violent in bed. Gasping, he thrust his hand through a slit in the side of her
gown. She wore only a finger's width of breath-thin |ace. Wen his finger tips
encountered a nons of the purest Venus, she pulled away.

"Not here.”

"Pl ease. "

"Not now. Not tonight.."

"I must have you..."

"No!" Surprising vehenence, al nost anger.

He took a deep breath and rubbed his cheek. "Al'l right."

She | aughed. A nean little gurgle. "You' re out of breath."

"You aren' t?"

She held up a business card and cocked her head to one side, rolling
her lips together. He took the card. She dabbed at his nmouth with a tissue
that snelled of too-sweet birthday cake. He | ooked at the card. "Jana Andrews.
Consul tant. Chicago." She pulled his bowtie too tight. He freed his neck

annoyed.

She touched his chin with her finger. "You like your wonen spirited. No
wimps for you. | can tell. I"'mright, aren't 1? You like to fight your wonen
into bed."

Weakly, he said: "Yes."

She forced a dry, close-lipped kiss on his lips and strode away. She
wi nked over her shoulder. "Don't wait too |ong."

He stared after her, addicted to her perfume, to her.

* * * %
Vi ncent found Hugh near the pool, speaking with a distinguished | ooking jowy
man in a tux with a tanned, winkled wife who made adm ring blinky eyes at
him and whose powdered and rouged face seened permanently supportive.

"Jana?" Hugh answered Vincent. "I don't know. Briefly met her for the
first time tonight. Why?"

"I got her card," Vincent said patting his breast pocket.

"You bad boy," Hugh said. "Excuse ne," he told the man and wonan and
t hey nodded. "Vincent," he said putting his armaround his conpanion's
shoul der, "why don't we go into the library. | know you have a flight out."

They passed the pool, where the band was begi nning to tune up. They
just avoided getting splashed by the people playing in the pool. Vincent saw
Hugh's eyes. Ducking to avoid getting splashed, Hugh suddenly had a veiled
| ook of utter irrational anger. It passed in a nanosecond. The two nen | aughed
it off. Atrail of hackles burned softly on Vincent's back. Fear ... of Hugh

In a carpeted, quiet room Stone closed the door. "Drink?"

"Scotch and soda on the rocks."

The books on the walls muffled their voices. The party sounded mute and
distant. Ice crackled as al cohol and seltzer attacked it. "I have good news
for you, Vincent." Hugh lit a |large cigar, working the soapstone |ighter
around its tip.

"That's what | |ike to hear."

"I spoke with nmy friend and we are ready to do business.'
filled the room Hugh sucked on the cigar

"I seemto be on a roll tonight." Vincent felt giddy.

"I ndeed you are." Hugh set his drink aside. He had a way of being
pontific that irked Vincent, but what the hell, they were using each ot her
"There is a time elenent involved. My friend is very nervous. He has been
given a very short tinme to put this deal together, or else he will be in
trouble. So, we nmust receive your money post-haste, as the deal depends on
you. "

G gar snoke

"How nmuch?" Vincent asked, his stonmach fluttering.
"Your entire three million."
"You're kidding." The floor seermed to drop away.



"Nope. "

"If something went wong, I'd ... have to start over...'
"Nothing will go wong."

"How can you be sure?"

"Think, Vincent. | knowit's scary. But it's sinple and fool proof. |'ve
done it before. You'll be free -- just think, isn't that what you want? To be
free?"

"CGod, yes." In some ways, he felt frightened, even angry at hinself. He

didn't need this. He could be free anyway with the noney he'd gotten together
But his greed..."Suppose | don't want to go through with this."

"Ch you will," Hugh said. "You have too much at stake." He puffed
happily on his cigar.

"What if you keep ny noney and just kiss me of f?"

Hugh cleared his throat. "Vincent," he said, and Vincent's stonach
knotted up, "let me explain something to you. You hold something over nme, and
| hold somet hing over you. W could burn one another. | don't normally do
busi ness like this, but |I'm desperate. Do you understand? Desperate. | need
three mllion dollars to finance ny business, and 1'll need nore noney on
subsequent deals. We'll both do okay, don't worry. But let me tell you one
thing. I want this to be clear. If you fuck up on nme, I will blowthe whistle
on you, do you understand?"

* * * %
Vincent slept nost of the way to New York City. He ate a light dinner in the
airport |lounge and had two drinks to fortify hinself before finding the Iinop
to Hamilton, Connecticut.

It was drizzling lightly when he wal ked the | ong glass corridors at JFK
on Long Island. Taxis circled the concourse and rain (ice?) glittered on their
pastel bodies. The sky thundered as planes | anded or took off. He found the
[inmo station rest room

Comi ng out nonents |ater, he avoided two stewardesses passing by.
Lovely girls. Rakish caps, sweet dark uniforms, |egs, conversation ... Having
changed his clothing, he felt home again. He felt it going the other way, too,
al ways the excitenment of changing worlds, tension between heaven and hell.

"Take your bags?"

"Why certainly, thank you."

Little Italian | ooking boy, peppy, eager to please, twentyish, maybe a
col l ege student. "Were are you headed, Monsignor?"

"Just over there. The |inousine stand for Connecticut."

"Ah ... well, here we are. Thanks!" The boy hurried off with a
two-dol lar tip.

Monsi gnor Vi ncent Gordon smiled and raised his hand in blessing amd a
stream ng rain.

*Chapter 7: Hamlton, Connecticut*

Bl ue surrendered to tenptation and drove her MZA to her new assignment,
whi ch was about 40 minutes east along the Atlantic coast in the shoreline town
of Ham | ton, between Madi son and Cinton. The rag top rattled pleasurably as
the car burred along |1-95 going east toward Hamilton. The white church on the
town green was within earshot of the ocean's mournful horns. Sere and
| eafl ess, billions of trees slept through w nter

Detective Eddie Stosik was a little guy and a snmoker. He was freckled,
thirty, with a Jinmy O son boyi shness and red hair. They net outside a diner
overl ooking the A d Boston Post Road on one side and Long Island Sound on the
other. He pointed with his overcoat pocket. "That's a nice car, Mss
Hunbol dt . "

"Bl ue."

"Nice car, Blue. | heard the Federal Government was going to furnish
you a car, but | had no idea -- " He opened the door for her. She read the wy
in his tone and | aughed. "You know they don't provide sportscars."

Coffee arrived at their table. Eddie's index and middle fingers were



orange with cigarette detritus. He had dirty fingernails and slurped his
cof fee. He had marvel ous hazel eyes and was full of jokes. O course he was
married with three kids ... weren't they all?

He shuttled his Marlboros on the table fromone hand to the other
"I"ll show you to your apartnment |later on."

"That' ||l be nice," she said.

"I checked it out for you. You' ve got quiet neighbors, nostly, sorta.
Coupl a college famlies. They play seemto play hard rock at one in the
nor ni ng somreti nes though."

“I"1l manage," Blue said. "My apartnment in Manhattan i s over a subway
and under where the jets fly. Not to mention the trash that sails down from
the twentieth floor to the dunpster in the courtyard."

"Manhattan," Eddie said.

"It's pretty lively."

"Yeah, well here, this place will bore you."

"Depends." She | eaned forward. "You busted Guzman but he's dead and our
| eads are gone. Is there a next straw to grasp?"

Eddi e shrugged. He had a smug nmouth. "I don't know what the next straw
is. Let nme tell you about ny job. | was a patrolnman in New Haven. Quit and
cane here to be a detective. Do you know what | detect? Building code
violations. No shit. This is a small departnent and | do all sorts of stuff.
In between building code violations, truancy, welfare conplaints, once every

decade a nurder ... This Guzman thing was a fluke. | don't expect to see
another one like it in ny lifetime. What |'mtrying to say is, cool it. W're
just small town cops here. That's the way | like it. Quiet. | have a chance

here to reach nmy retirenent date in one piece. Do you ever think about that?"

"You have a point there," Blue said. "Well, Eddie, this coffee is rea
nice and you're real nice. But | just saw two people nurdered in cold bl ood,
one of thema pretty nice guy. So you'll pardon me if | don't cool it too
nmuch. "

Eddi e made a face. "Blue, all I'msaying is, get used to the pace here.
It's slow Like a glacier. An inch a year."

She put her hands over his. "Eddie, | read the police reports. You went
in there with guns blazing. Now that's not a guy who wants to ride things
out."

He shrugged lightly. "Well, sonething cane over ne."

"Well, something could come over you again, couldn't it?"

He | aughed. "Things are going to be interesting with you around. Wen
we finish our coffees, let's take a ride."

She |i ked Eddie. There was sonethi ng warm and strai ght about him
Pl ayful. He drove her through the snowdusted streets. To the edge of town.
Even here, in this postcard tourist town on the A d Boston Post Road, were
poor areas. He pointed to a burned-out house on a dead-end street, enough |eft
to suggest a typical New Engl and house with gray shingles and a wooden porch
"What do you see, Blue?"

"It's depressing." Singed, burned. Broken glass, tw sted plunbing, a
baserment filled with snow "Maybe sonme fanmly lived there for generations. And
then -- "

"The peopl e sold, noved, whatever, the place was on the market, and Qur
Friends noved in. Look around the nei ghborhood." She saw broken toy wagons on
frosty lawns. Rusty cars on bricks.

"Toy wagons," he mused over a cigarette. "Children. | have three.
Sonehow, children live here, and there was a crack house in the m ddl e of
t hei r nei ghborhood. The house was up for sale, enpty, and those bastards noved
in. Like catching a cold. They appear from nowhere. W staked the place out.
You coul d see, night after night, a path worn to the side wi ndow That's where
they were taking the noney and handi ng the dope out. And there were children
pl aying on the lawns. Doesn't that nmake your skin crawl ? Coul d be your own
ki ds soneday. Place like that appears. No warni ng, no nothing, the ghouls
start showing up at night. They go in there, buy sonme, buy quick sex too, a



real AIDS factory. | got pissed when | saw the toy wagons." He sucked on his
cigarette, then tossed it sizzling into the snow "Quzman nade the ni stake of
being i n the nei ghborhood sanme time as ne."

She nodded. "Remi nds nme of the nei ghborhood I grew up in. Sane | awns,
same wagons, sane everything."

"That why you joi ned DEA?"

"I just wanted to do sonething a little different. | wasn't ready for
toy wagons." | was, she thought, Mke wasn't. And now...?
Eddi e made a wy nmouth. "Wth three kids, |'ve got wagons on ny | awn,

hey.

"Not hi ng wong with wagons if they're on the right |awn."

"You haven't found the right [awn yet, huh?"

"I had a wagon but he rolled away. Cone on, take me to the police
station. Let nme see the files on the case.”

"Ckay, but you won't |ike what you'll see.”

*Chapter 8: Hamilton, Connecticut*

Vincent Brady's nightmare, the one he'd had since childhood: Here it
was agai n. Anot her tornmented night. The night was black and bitter col d.
Flurries of snow (tiny, crabbed flakes tortured into ice that bit the cheeks)
rattl ed agai nst the wi ndows, dark granite blocks rinmed with black ice. In the
dark, wood-floored room a clock ticked loudly. There was al ways, sonewhere in
this big building, water sighing and gurgling stealthily in pipes. As he
snored, the Monsignor twi sted and npaned.

_East Texas. The town of Careyville, population 350, all pious Southern
Baptists. The way the town wags had it, it waren't the widda's fault. Her old
man, the preacher Nesbitt Brady, a good man and a rousing preacher but a nean
drunk, had come hone and knocked the boy about. Upended the table. Beat the
wi dda. She knocked himon the head in sel f-defense while the boy cowered in

the closet crying. AOd Nesbitt done got in his car -- fol ks wonderin' how,
maybe the car done drove itself -- and went to Ledbetter's Tavern crost the
river for another pint or so of that Texas lightnin'. Returned at four in the
nmorning ragin' like a fleabit ox. Hollerin' his fool head off he was gonna
kill Edna and the boy cause she'd been foolin' around with sone other man,

whi ch was pure hokum cause the widda's pure as Sunday |ace. Anyhow he got a
pitchfork fromthe barn and was kickin' the front door in when Edna bl ew hi m
away with both barrels of his own twel ve gauge shotgun. Sone say the boy's
wat chin the whole thing fromthe side o' the porch and got slightly tetched
ever since. _

Snow rattl ed agai nst the | oose wi ndow pane near the TV, and Nbonsi gnor
Cordon cried out in his sleep.

_Fearfully, he clinbed out the wi ndow when he heard his daddy driving
in swearing and yelling. Fromthe side of the porch he watched his daddy
ki cking at the door. Then the door opened. The Angel of Death stepped forth
and bel ched nouthfuls of fire. Hs daddy flew away in a mangl e and tangl e of
bl ood and bone. The boy screaned and screaned. His nonma cane and hugged him
The Angel of Death took flight because of Monma's powerful |ove. But sonetimes
Moma's eyes lit up like the Angel of Death's. At such tines little Vincent
Brady woul d hi de behind the sofa or in the closet. As he grew up, he canme to
hate his momma as nuch as he loved her. He hit the road when she died, a
chi cken bone stuck in her gullet, a final steely glance as she reached out to
him.. .

* * * %

Next norning, at breakfast, Vincent Brady, a.k.a. Monsignor Gordon, was
stirring his coffee at the kitchen table in the rectory of the Church of the
Good Shepherd when his eyes chanced upon an article on page 4 of the Hanilton
Daily Watch
*Federal Wtness, Prison Guard Slain;*
*Key To Drug lnvestigation Lost.*

Vi ncent shook, and the coffee cup rattled. Father Tiernan, the pastor



| ooked out from behind the sports section. "Are you all right, Monsignor?"
Tiernan was a slight, owmish man with a halo of dark hair around a bald pate.
He wore bl ack-ri med gl asses and had a warped nose.

"I just dropped nmy spoon, Father."

Tiernan fluffed the sports page and buried hinself back in the horse
racing articles. Vincent glanced aside quickly to see if anyone had noticed.
But the three younger priests had already left -- one to say Mass, another to
visit the sick, and the third to argue at the bank about a bounced check
Vincent read the rest of the article and blanched. Until now he had | ooked at
his involvement as a harnl ess gane; not any nore. He left his coffee and rose.
"Father, I'll be going."

The sports page rattled. "Okay, Monsignor," Father Tiernan said w thout
flinching fromhis favorite norning pastine. Vincent went to his small suite
of rooms. It was a cozy but austere setup on the second floor of the rectory.
He had a tel evision set and books. He | oved gl ossy art books. Every Chri stmas
he woul d pointedly buy hinself a new colorful collection of Titian or
Rermbrandt or Tissot works, instead of sonething godly, just to spite her. He
found his black hat and coat and car keys.

* * * %
Vi ncent Brady had escaped fromthe tiny East Texas town of Careyville and
wor ked his way north, first picking cotton and fruit, |ater doing custodial
work at a small Pennsylvania Catholic parish and reading voraciously in his
free time. There he'd gotten the idea, slowy, to become a Catholic priest.
The exposure to this Mediterranean culture, with its statues and outward
synmbol i sms that he'd heard condemed all his life as idolatry and worse, had
fascinated him There was power in this ancient and prinitive cerenonial
religion. In his heart of hearts he'd never really taken it conpletely
seriously. But there was one pressing reason why he pursued it all the way to
sem nary. As a priest, he had the power to ward off devils and evil spirits.
One of the ranks you had to attain before becoming a priest was that of
exorcist -- porter, lector, acolyte, subdeacon, deacon, exorcist, priest. Wth
t hat power, he should be able to raise his hand in the sign of the cross and
drive away the Angel of Death who seened to haunt hi m wherever he went. The
Church had paid his way through senminary and then graduate school. He was a
Monsi gnor by the age of 38, sort of the Church's MBA, in charge of
adm ni strative and financial matters, ranking above the priests and the parish
pastor, and able to lead a life of his own. Then, like nmost nmen in their
forties, he'd begun to be tormented by his nortality. His marriage to this
Church was little different frommarriage to a wife. The Church denanded his
chastity, much as an aging wife (he'd heard all this in confessions, nobody
could be nore attuned than a confessor) demands that her spouse dry up his
balls and forget |ooking at all the pretty little flitty things. The demands
of the flesh were severe, and he'd begun to fold to them He could consort
wi th whores by night, and by day rant and rail all the nmore strongly agai nst
the vices of the flesh. It was a self-sustaining cycle, and he felt at hone in
t he conpany both of corrupt popes and fallen evangelists. He was |ike a drunk
He t hought, Now that daddy's gone, nomma's turning all that fearsonme anger on
me. In the nmorning he'd swear he'd never again, and by nightfall the denon was
out of the bottle again. The denon of it grew voraci ous. The Angel of Death
stayed with him and that made himslightly dotty. If only he could rid
hinsel f of that. Every tinme he turned and said, "CGo, the Mass is ended," there
she was, Edna, his nother, sour disapproving face, eyes filled with hellfire
and condemation, in the back of the church, and when he gave the bl essing,
she di sappeared, so there truly was sonething to this Catholic business.

* * * %
Vi ncent parked his old Mercedes and found the familiar phone booth by the
park. Using the special credit card Hugh Stone had provided him (under an
assuned nane) he called Pal m Springs.

"Hugh. | read the paper this norning. Wtness slain."

"He was going to key themto a |lot of information about us."



"Hugh, | never thought ... thisis ... it's gone too far."

"No, Vincent, it's going along fine. You' re safe now, don't you see?
Are you nervous?"

"I'mfloored. |I'm nauseous. Murder!"

"Listen, little man, this is all a little bit over your head. You just
keep counting the alnms and | eave the serious stuff to the big guys. Do you
under st and?"

"Hugh, | want out."

"No, Vincent. There is no way on God's earth you can get out. Don't be
a fool, man. You wanted to play in the big | eagues, and you had the chips, so

we et you. Now you want to cut and run. Well, that isn't howit goes. You're
along for the ride. Any further questions?"
"No, Hugh."

"CGood. It's day six and the clock is ticking. Are you about ready to
turn the noney over so we can get on with it?"

"Yes," Vincent said miserably. After the call, Vincent wi ped a tear
fromhis eyes and staggered back to his car. The icy cold weighed on himlike
old age. Sitting behind the steering wheel, he thought about his options. They
were scarce. Sonetine soon, he would have to disappear fromthe Church. That
much was clear. At the monment, he had three million dollars salted away in
about twenty bank accounts. He wondered how nmany of those bank accounts Hugh
St one knew about. One consol ation: He could not know about the Chicago
account.

Vi ncent appeared at the Church of the Good Shepherd in tine for his
el even o' cl ock Mass. He went through the notions, and as always at this
particul ar Mass, there were two know edgeabl e altar boys fromthe grammar
school, and a congregation of nostly elderly wonen who adored Vi ncent and
preferred to attend a nonsignor's Mass. As the church bells rang in appeal for
the com ng twel ve o' clock Mass, the rafters rocked majestically under the
nmoti on of the massive bells. Vincent changed the bread into the Body of
Christ, inploring his sins be forgiven. As he changed the wine into the Bl ood
of Christ, he begged for nercy. Mnutes later, Vincent turned and bl essed the
congregation: "Go, the Mass is ended.”

In the back of the church stood the Angel of Death. No, it was his
not her, Edna Brady. Or was it both. As he made the sign of the cross, she
| ooked at himfull of sour condemmation, turned away, and di sappeared into the
solid stone wall.

"W thank the Lord our God," the congregation answered.

Vi ncent trenbled. Once again, he'd driven it away. How many nore tines
could he? He followed the altar boys into the sacristy where they would trade
their red cassocks and virgin-white surplices for play clothes and run
outside, while a stashed bottle of Johnny \Wal ker Bl ack awaited Vincent.

*Chapter 9: Hamilton, Connecticut*

"Eddie, this can't be for real!" Blue stood in Eddie's cranped,
cluttered office in the police station holding a single file folder. Eddie
shrugged, picking tobacco fromhis lip. "I"'mafraid so, Blue." The wani ng

light cast a silvery light on his pale face and red hair.

She sat down heavily. The file folder and her |ong scarf slid down
bet ween her knees. "OCh Eddie, there's nothing here."

"There's ny police report, lab results, that kind of thing."

"Isn't there sonething nore? What about the FBI? DEA?"

"I already did that." He bristled. "W do get work done, despite the
| ow key | ai d- back beach at mosphere.”

"I"'msorry," she said quickly. "I guess | should have known. If there
were any solid |l eads, they'd have hot dogs working the case and | wouldn't
have been sent here.”

"Well, maybe this is your chance to beconme a hot dog," Eddie said, a
twinkle in his eye. "Maybe a chili dog or a corn pup."

"Hah, " she exclaimed, but had to | augh. Eddi e put one booted foot on



his chair and | ooked out the window "It's already getting |ate, Blue. Suppose
we grab a bite and then |I take you to your place?"
"Sounds okay."
Eddi e showed her the rest of the town. The main street, passing through
the Geen with its church, town hall, and police station, was U S. Route 1
the O d Boston Post Road, two | anes each way. South of U S. 1 |lay
snowy- scraggly beaches opening on Long Island Sound. In sumrer, the area was a
tourist hive for New Yorkers. In winter, it was a gray desol ati on of the soul
Bl ue enj oyed Eddi e's conpany. Despite his outgoing nature, she sensed
somet hi ng cl osed and nysterious. She couldn't put her finger on what or why,
but it was refreshing to have his warm personality in this strange new pl ace
As the afternoon waned, and passing cars turned headlights on, Eddie
stopped nervously at a service station and nade a phone call while Blue waited

in the unmarked car, listening to jazz nmusic and wat ching Eddie tw st hinself
in harried conversation in the tel ephone booth. Wen he returned to the car
he noted her puzzlenment. "My wife," he said. "I told her 1'd be late." She

sai d nothing, but thought he nmade a grand case of it to her

It was good to get in fromthe cold, and Eddie told dunb jokes. The
wi ndows in Frog's Restaurant were steaned. The darkly paneled walls were
covered w th knick-knacks Iike old Pepsi posters, black and white photos of
'50's Yale football players, a wagon wheel, old bubbl egum di spensers. The
pl ace runbled with conversation, shuffling feet, scraping chairs, clattering
di nnerware, |aughter. Beer flowed freely, and waitresses hustled with hoisted
trays. Wen they were seated in a nook, Eddie regarded her over his nenu.
"This is the first time |1've really seen you laugh, Blue." H's eyes gl owed.

She patted her scarf, coat, mttens, and wool cap into a pile. "Mist be
t he t hought of eating, Eddie. |I'm fam shed."

"I thought you were strictly the serious type."

"l must have given the wong inpression."

"So what do you do in New York Gty besides work?"

She patted her napkin in place. Beers arrived. "Well, | have sone
friends. | play keyboard soneti mes when | get calls.”

"Keyboard? You nean typi ng?"

"You're teasing. No, | nean like jazz groups. Rock groups sonetines."

"You' re kidding. A rnusician?" They toasted and then sipped draft beers.
He was probing, and she let him If probing was like biting, he had nilk
teeth. She was accustoned to dodgi ng personal questions. "Sure. | was the girl
next door. Grew up playing little Beethoven pieces. Then | got to coll ege and
went nuts. Made up for all that lost tine."

"I"1l bet you've always had a | ot of boyfriends.
wi th boyish sincerity. "You're very pretty."

She rolled her eyes up. "Eddie, you' re enbarrassing ne."

He leered. "I have this awful urge to tease you."

"Eddie, STOP it!" Inwardly, she felt a bubbling crazy kind of
happi ness. Maybe it was just that she had been feeling sad about the shootings
and about being alone in a strange town, and now she was begi nning to warm up
to ... Stop it, she told herself.

The waitress took their orders.

"So you play keyboard. Maybe that's why you have that sort of hard rock
edge about you. Leather jacket maybe."

She gl anced at her ski parka, puzzled. "I have one, but it's in ny
closet in Manhattan. How did you guess?"

He shrugged, smugly. "Just the air about you.'
the table. "And what else?"

He | eaned forward

He tapped his fingers on

"Well, | have a black belt in karate."
"You're kidding."
"No, honest."

"I know a little judo, but jeez, Blue, a black belt? Ww. " He | ooked
serious. Daunted.
"So who are you, Eddie?"



Hi s boyish glow [ost some of its spin. "I'"'mtrying to raise a fanily.
Three little kids." He made a wy, alnost sad face. "Love them | really do.
It's a full tinme job. Not so glanorous." Wat about this Wfe, Blue wondered.
The food cane. Hanburgers, juicy, with onions. Fries, lots of ketchup. A
pitcher of beer. They ate in silence. Afterward, they settled back and stared
at the people around them Young married couples at splattered tables,
managing little kids who crawl ed anong the chair |egs. Young single nmen with
i ntense smiles, working the single wonen with w ap-around eyes. \Wat hard
wor k, Bl ue thought, being single. Wy weren't young men |ike that working
their balls off trying to talk to her? She'd listen to their nonsense. She'd
be glad to, if only they would. She sort of envied the tight jean bl ondes who
flirted with those tall thin bearded home-grown types. Yet, she did not see
any man who particularly appealed to her. They had the bodies, sure, but their
i ntense, phony flirting left her cold. Eddie now, he was a little ol der, had
some maturity, too bad he was married. There was definite interest in his
eyes, and what surprised her was that it did not turn her off.

"Ch hey," Eddie said. A good |ooking dark haired man, about 30, wal ked
up. "Meet ny friend Father Joe."

"How do you do?" she said. Father?

"Joe Travignan," Eddie said, "neet Blue Hunboldt."

"A bolt out of the blue?" said Travignan, who wore a preppy sweat
jacket, red flannel shirt, jeans, and work boots. He offered a hand, and Bl ue
shook it. She noticed, on the expensive |ooking cream sweat jacket breast, an
enblemthat | ooked like an Epsilon with a wide Wthrough it, inside a ring of
laurels. He had sad eyes, she noticed al so.

"He's assistant pastor at Sacred Heart Parish. Coaches basket bal |
t eaches Sunday school, plays guitar -- hey, you two should get together. She
pl ays keyboard, Joe."

Fat her Joe beaned. "That's great."

Eddi e stammered: "She's here on business." Bl ue wondered.

"Real ly." Joe | ooked around. Blue foll owed his gaze and saw a portly,
smling man com ng out of the john. Joe waved to him "Well, the Mnsignor and
| are here for burgers. Nice to neet you, Mss Hunbol dt. Keyboard, huh?"

"Your church organist died," she guessed, "and you need a replacenent."

"Maybe a backup. Qur organist is 82. See you soon, Eddie. Nice neeting
you, M ss Humbol dt. See you in church?" He threaded through the crowd.

"It's a small town," Eddie said as if apol ogi zi ng.

"I like it. You need to get honme, don't you?" Jeal ous w fe, she
guessed. Poor Eddie.

"Yeah, |'mafraid so.
* * * %

Her apartment was in an old house with high ceilings and creaky walls. Hot air
froma basenent boiler sighed in the walls and blew into the roons through
ornate grates. Blue had a bedroom kitchen and bath. Two Yale famlies |ived
in the main apartnments, entered by the stately front porch where greenish
[ight glimered through the | eaded glass in a massive front door. Nesting,
Bl ue puttered about putting things here and there. She had put posters on the
wal | : a nude girl draped over a nobssy, green-glowing MGA (e, Blue liked to
think, if I were longer and had darker nipples); a dark handsone nan with thin
unshaven cheeks, nussy hair, and riveting eyes, standing by yellow di ese
| ocomotive in a brick railway station (him Blue liked to think, whoever,
wherever he might be); a sunny Al pine scene, snow and fl owers m xed at just
that spring nonent three or four thousand feet high and not quite in heaven;
and a seductive girl in red mniskirt, strapless black high heels, and white
| ace gl oves, glancing over her shoul der (the photo was slightly blurred, one
whi t e gl ove brushi ng heavy gorgeous bl ack hair out of her eyes) as she stepped
into a black |inousine (her, Blue thought sometines when that mood struck).
She warned up for her kata exercises by stretching well. She turned on
rock nusic and donned athletic bra and shorts. As in her Manhattan apartnent,
the old heating systemmade it like ninety in the shade. She stretched fully,



breat hi ng deeply, and felt her body rel ax. She rose and did bends. At first
sweat, she began her katas. Her novenents were a m xture of the hard angul ar
Japanese bl ocks, punches, and kicks, and the nore circular Chinese parries. At
first she nmoved slowy at a tai ch'i pace, each novenent slowy and

del i berately executed and flowing into the next. As she warmed, she sped the
pace. Soon she was performng at a steady aerobic tenpo, dispatching dozens of
i magi nary opponents who were running and junping at her fromall sides. Twelve
katas and a half hour later, she jogged in place and started to wi nd down.
Sweat sprayed from her head and body, soaking the rug. The bedroom mrror was
steaned up, and the thernonmeter on the wall had risen several degrees from her
body heat. For another ten m nutes, she wound down. She rolled up the rug and
stripped naked. She put rug and shorts and bra in the | aundry hanper, then
shower ed.

The shower warned her, and afterward, in bed, she fell asleep in the
first pages of a historical novel. If Stosik did not help her, how could she
hope to nake a dent in this town?

* * * %
Sonet hi ng woke her. Someone stood before her door. A glance at the LED cl ock
in the dark roomtold her it was mdnight. Shivers crept up and down her back
She heard creaking sounds. Someone heavy, a man probably, was tiptoeing in the
car peted wood-fl oored hallway. One of the Yale people? Not |likely. Wiy the
stealth? The wan hall |ight under her door di Mmed as he, whoever he was,
stopped. The door crackled faintly as a weight pressed against it. Her breath
cane in short gasps, while her hand funbl ed over the edge of the bed. She
stretched, trying not to nake the bed creak, while her fingers grasped enpty
air, seeking the 9 mmin its holster on the carpet by the bed.

The door knob nurnured lightly, turning. The knob rattled ever so
softly.

She had the hol ster open, the automatic hoisting up by her thunb as her
other fingers wiggled to get a grip on the stock. She sat up, holding the
automatic in both hands by her cheek, ainmed dead at the door, unwavering,
waiting for soneone to walk in and it would be his last moment. _Waiting . A
car door slanmmed outside. Whoever was at her door abruptly turned and hurried
of f. The house door was unl ocked noisily by someone who sounded |ike he or she
bel onged there, a young couple with a sleepy, mewing baby, who I et thensel ves
into their apartnent and then were quiet.

Bl ue put the gun under her pillow, padded across the roomto nake sure
t he door was doubl e-bolted, and then padded back and slipped back between her
rustling sheets to sleep.

*Chapter 10: Los Angel es*

Hugh Stone was disconcerted. Bill Garth showed up unexpectedly at Stone
El ectronics instead of arranging a discreet neeting. Things were out of
control, and Hugh didn't like it. Because he needed the noney so badly, he
decided not to berate Garth. No sense making nore waves in an al ready shaky
situation. The clock was ticking, and LeSabl e needed his noney. Hugh sensed
that Vincent was getting cold feet, and that scared Hugh

Garth was a big blond man. Sitting on the couch opposite Hugh's desk,
he shifted his martial arts-honed frane forward and | ooked at the check for
$5000 Hugh had written him over and above the $75,000 LeSabl e had al ready
paid himfor the Guzman hit. Garth's rugged features brightened. He had a

full, low voice that growed like a big engine. "Mney talks, M. Stone. This
says it all. Thanks for the bonus."

Stone smiled coldly. "I thought it would serve as a nice introduction
I think you see exactly where I amcomng from™

Garth | ooked up, honestly flattered. "I've never seen this kind of

shall we say friendliness before."

Hugh dropped a pencil he had been holding. "Garth, | admire your skil
and your strength. You are a very intelligent man." Garth was eating it up
"Di d anybody see you waste Guzman?"



Garth was nonentarily troubled. "A young woman cop. Why?"

Hugh sighed. "It's the matter of control. W like to know all of our
factors. Do you think she would recogni ze you agai n?"

"Maybe. | could finish her off fast enough. Little dark-haired butch
type, cute as a button though. Her name is Laurel Hunboldt."

"Did you learn that fromour source in Manhattan?"

"Sure. Wiy call attention to ourselves. Wasting a DEA type would only
draw more heat. | can kill her any tine we want."

"Smart thinking," Hugh said. He briefed Garth about Vincent Brady,
wi t hout revealing his own desperation. "Somewhere in San Diego, Brady has a
house. \When he's not playing priest in Hamilton, he goes to San Di ego and
lives a life of sin.”

"And fun," Garth said grinning.

"And fun. | want you to go to San Diego, find Brady's place, and stake
it out. If he tries to run out on ne, that's the first place he'll go. 'l
send sonmeone else to Hanmilton." He added: "If we lose him Garth, our whole
show i s gone."

* * * %
Next nmorning at nine, Roger Fillnore was ushered into Hugh's office. Fillnore
accepted coffee and a donut. He was a trimman of fifty, with short gray hair
and a nice face. He | ooked as though he had just stepped out of a golf course
shower after an easy four or five holes.

Preppy. That was Roger Fillnmore. Wngtips, dark slacks, red sweater,
white shirt open at the collar. Fillnmore had been a high school principal in
Oregon until fired and convicted for fondling a student. He had sold rea
estate later, nmade and lost a fortune. After his wife's death (from
unhappi ness?) he had noved to Del Mar, California, where he'd gotten involved
in LeSabl e's organi zati on and found the easy noney of crime worth the risks.

Fillmore raised his eyebrows and smiled. "I'mso happy to see you cone
aboard and take charge. W're creating a businesslike organization, and | I|ike
that."

"Thanks, Roger. | want you to head East. Little town called Hamilton
Connecticut. One of ny sources of funds called ne up and started to sound
wi shy-washy. | wonder if you could visit himand just introduce yourself.

Rem nd himthat our organization can get to him no matter where he is."

"Fine," Fillnore snmled. "I like that. The other type of organization

woul d have sent Garth."

Hugh said: "The guy's nane is Vincent Brady, but he goes by Gordon. Be
subtle with this bird. Don't be rough. Just let himknow he prom sed us noney,
and he won't get away fromus."

*Chapter 11: Hanmilton, Conn. *

Bl ue net Eddie for breakfast the next nmorning at a coffee shop on the
Bost on Post Road. He slurped his coffee, hunched across fromher in a cozy
booth. The waitress brought a menu. Blue wapped her hands around the coffee
cup and ordered a ham and cheese onel et.

Eddi e said: "Blue, you're on your own today. Like |I told you, |'ve got
code violations, truants, you nane it."

"I can keep busy," she said. And she did. The town | ooked gray, cold,
shuttered, sonmehow nenaci ng. She crunched across the snow after sayi ng goodbye
to Eddie. In the cold sunlight of a winter's day she regarded the gol den gl eam
of a church dome. Not a clue; but what could they do to her, send her back to
Manhatt an? She began by wandering through the town shopping center, just
tal king to shop people. The store keepers were friendly. She felt guilty, as
t hough pl ayi ng hookey; must get to know the town though. She tal ked, she
shopped, lightly for her budget was limted. A poster, a scented bar of soap

Near a small Episcopal church in the central wal king mall, she spied a
sign: An Ewith a W laurel weath. She remenbered. Wat's his face, Joe
Travel gram had worn a sweat jacket with that |ogo. She peered in a store
wi ndow. Looked like a travel agency inside. A bell tinkled as she entered.



"Yes?" asked the worman behind the counter

"l was wondering what this is," Blue said.

"W are a drug rehab agency."

Bl ue reel ed. "Wat?"

The woman had | arge, synpathetic eyes that had seen nuch suffering.
"Are you in trouble?"

Bl ue stanmered: "Wat, you nean |ike, drugs, cocaine...?

"Heroin, you nane it."

"l saw the sign. | wondered what it nmeans.”

"E for Episcopal. Wfor winners. It's okay if you're some ot her
religion."

"I's there a counsel or named Father Joe Travel gl and here?"

"You nmean Travignan. Joe. Yes. But he's not a counselor."

She was again startled. "Ch."

"Want to conme to a neeting?' The worman offered a signup sheet full of
nanes. Blue spotted the priest's nane. "I'll think about it."

She raced to her apartnment. Burdened with parcels, she unlocked the
door and called Vito. "Vito, can you make a guy naned Joe Travignan? He's a
priest here in Hamlton."

"Look in the phone book."

"Vito, humor me? Stop giving ne gas." She put up her posters and hung a
new shower curtain, one with | avish sumrer flowers agai nst a pale pink
background; something to reach out and grab the cold neutral air, dissolving
it with Blueness. As she put the soap by the tub, the phone rang. Vito: "Hey,
Bl ue, that guy you asked nme to run a check on? Fat her Joe Travi gnan? You nmay
have hit something, | don't know what. National Agency Check canme back on the
guy. He's a priest all right, legit and all, but he does have a sheet."

"Veeeto!" she squeal ed.

"Coupl e of years back in San Franci sco, got picked up for possession
also for a snmall street deal. Heroin, cocaine, nmarijuana. Probation. It gets
i nteresting. The archdi ocese in Frisco cut a deal with the Probation
Departnment. Father Joe was assistant pastor in a parish, was doi ng good work,
the Church wanted to get himback in the fold, can't afford to | ose priests.
So they agreed to send himto a parish far away, and guess where that turned
out to be."

"Sacred Heart, Hamilton, Connecticut."

"Bi ngo. Tomasi says give you a gold star. Musician, poet, real beatnik
fromthe | ooks of it. Comes from Akron, Chio. No juvenile arrests, nice
m ddl e-class famly. College at Canisius, semnary at M. Hol yoke, assigned to
Frisco, then fucked up. You follow up on this, Blue, let's see where it
| eads. "

*Chapter 12: San Di ego*

Joe Travignan, 30, stepped off the plane feeling nuzzy. He'd shot up in
the plane's bathroom slept a while, and now it was wearing off. He took a
taxi fromthe airport to Vincent's hideaway in La Mesa. Under sighing
eucal yptus trees, he found the place shuttered and enpty. D sappointed, he
broke in and nade hinsel f confortable. What had happened? Why had Vi ncent not
showed up as he'd promi sed? Vincent knew about Joe's problem had promised to
help find a solution. He depended on Vincent now, damrit, where was he? It was
getting out of hand again. He craved the stuff. He tried calling Ham Iton, but
Vi ncent was not taking calls. Darn!

_Oh Lord_, he thought doubled on the floor, _you have sent this scourge
to tax me and test me. How can a guy break your bread and drink your w ne and
be so fucked up and all al one? Jesus, please help nme_. Vincent did not show
up.

Joe took a taxi downtown, past pal mswept streets. In the M ssion
District, where buns kissed the sidewal k and bag | adi es pushed carts, he
shanbl ed into a cheap hotel. Before he entered, he took off the ring Joanna
had given himand stuck it in his sock. _Jesus_, he thought, _help nme carry



this cross_. A scroungy blond nman was waiting in the | obby for deals. Joe
said: "l need."”

The man rolled his eyes upward, along the stairwell. "Room 301. A guy's
got."

Joe hurried up the stairwell, thinking about his noney. On the third
floor, wall paper sagged. There was a nusty snell. The doors | ooked
constricted, dark, and foreboding. Joe felt his way al ong, touching the
crunmbl i ng nunbers on doors. He was so intent, he didn't notice a door open, a
body nove out, a blow struck against his head. Vomiting, he lolled about,
groggy, until he woke dry-nouthed and felt his pants. His wallet was gone. He
spat blood, sitting up. He'd been rolled. God, where was Vincent now? Vincent
al ways had noney. Vincent, who wanted the names of elderly |adies. Vincent,
who promised to fix things. Wio coul d get noney.

Joe staggered down the hallway. Room 301. The door swung on its hinges.
He entered. Burst in upon a deal going down. A black man and a white man
| ooked up with bruised faces, murderous eyes. There was a pile of bags on the
naked floor. Heroin. At the same nonment, a door opened and a spray of gunfire
spewed out. Joe had just enough time to see a Tech-10 assault pisto
nmet hodi cally chew up the two nen. Then the bullets tore into him and he
started to tunble down a long corridor, toward a bright light, where his
sister Joanna stood waiting.

*Chapter 13: San Di ego*

The tel ephone chi ne woke John Connor, jewelry sal esman and part-owner
of Ajanian's, while he slept in bed al one at hone. Early sunlight beaned
t hrough the venetian blinds in his bedroom He had been dream ng i ncoherently
but pleasantly about pink pigs rolling dowmn a ranp. He had been jostled by
happy pigs which, he recently read, nmade great pets. As he groped for the
t el ephone, he renmenbered he had recently seen a Porky Pig cartoon at a pizza
pl ace. The bedroom snel | ed of socks and wood. A rustling pal mtree nuzzled the
sliding glass door. Birds trilled. "Mello?"

"John, are you awake?"

"M no."

"This is Lollie. How are you?"

He yawned. "Aren't you going to work?"

"Wrk? What's that? It's a beautiful sunny day and | thought | would go
shoppi ng instead. Then | thought of you. \Wat are you up to?"

He scrunched the pillow up behind his head. The cl ock's display read
7:35. "Well, 1've got to work this evening." He felt good about that. These
two working days gave his entire week structure. Because he worked Thursday
and Saturday eveni ngs, he always had to be aware of what day it was. Wen you
were retired, that nade a big difference. "And | have six star pines, two
giant bird of paradise plants, eight Canary Island date palns, and a flat of
ivy to plant."

"I could use sone exercise."

"I'I'l fix us an omelet."

"What a guy." She added a kiss and hung up

John stretched and sat up. Stepping into the hot, steany shower, he
renmenbered his dreamw th faded affection. Lots of round, pink pigs rolling
down a chute, and he with them jostled, nuzzled, snorted on. Hi s dom nant
feeling fromthe dream was one of feeling the pigs' affection. So he wanted
affection, that was it. Didn't everyone? WAsn't everyone starved for
affecti on?

He tied a towel around his waist and went barefoot into the kitchen
H s wet dark hair was plastered around his forehead and neck. At 30, he had
everything, really, but sonething was seriously mssing. A fanily, perhaps.
He'd tried that once. He had plenty of wonen to draw from and they were al
his friends, respected, adm red, acconplished, attractive -- but, for one
reason or another, none could share in a relationship.

_Waahh. .. _ Fontainebleu, the Sianese tontat, was sitting on the w ne



rack. The cat's creany fur was fluffed out and his tail stood straight up in a
_hello_. Fontainebleu owed his nanme to a wine | abel. John and a young wonan --
nane since forgotten -- were partaking of Fontainebl eu wi ne when, shivering
and hungry, this beautiful kitten had come crying at the sliding glass door
For a retainer of mlk and cat food, Fontainebleu provided conpani onship and
an occasional slain nouse or lizard left at the sliding glass door for

i nspection and approval .

"Ch yes," John said rubbing the cat's back. Fontainebleu rolled over
onto his back and John rubbed his belly. "You want your mlk. Okay." The cat
prow ed between his legs at risk of being stepped on while John opened the
refrigerator and extracted a quart of milk and poured a snidge into
Font ai nebl eu's bowl . The cat discovered the mlk and forgot all about his
master, though his tail renmained hoisted in thanks, or was it self-love. After
Font ai nebl eu had eaten he gave John a |l ong, agate stare and thudded toward the
canyon to sun hinself.

John prepared eggs, bacon, and toast. Lollie, a tall blonde of forty,
arrived with paper sacks. "Picked up a few things."

He enbraced her in the doorway. They went through the Iiving room
t hrough the den, through the kitchen, to the little garden he had built on
The garden had a white wought-iron table and chairs on sugar-fine gravel,
shaded by pal ns and broad-1eafed tropical plants on the northern side of the
house. They ate a leisurely breakfast.

Lollie had finished the fam ly-raising part of her life. In their
honest di scussi ons, she had made it clear she would not marry again to start a
new famly, not that he had really considered it, but it made her a safe
pl aymate. She would step out of the way if he net a wonman he | oved.

In the yard bel ow the redwood deck they carted his plants around. The
nmorni ng fog had burned off and they worked in full sunlight. Sweat dribbled
down Lollie's face and neck. Her T-shirt clung to her and was specked wth
dirt. The T-shirt became transparent and reveal ed a bikini bathing suit.
Laughi ng, they hoed and spaded and pl ant ed.

Connor's garden had a northeastern exposure overlooking the two-nile
wi de, quarter-nile deep Mssion Valley which cut through San Diego. It was
slightly nore than an acre of |and, nuch of it at a steep angle like an
anphi t heat er overl ooki ng magni ficent freeway architectures straddling the sky.
The sky was cloudless, with a faint haze and the yard had the transcendant
still ness of being above everything.

John was drenched with sweat when he was done. They packed away enpty
pots and cl odded shovel s, showered in the house, and, protected by high walls
overgrown w th bougainvillea, swam near nude in his pool. Her shirt had becone
wet and translucent, revealing expansive brown aureoles.

They dried off and entered the livingroom There, John put on sl ow
dance music am d mngled aromas of |enon bl ossons and jasmin. The house
t hrobbed wi th nusic. She stepped expectantly close to himand put her arns
around his neck. Declining her face -- cheeks flushed, eyes half closed -- she
sought his mouth with hers. Hs arms slipped around her. At 6'2", she was
taller than he. There was a thing they had discovered together. A naked man
dancing with a naked wonan taller than he can dance together while sexually
joined. Their passion was aroused. Her every novenent was graceful. Slowy,
she noved one leg slightly apart and grasped his erect penis. She was soaked
for himand he slipped in easily. She shuddered, arms on his shoul ders and
head arched back. They swayed slowy together. As she noved with him he
marvel ed at her big body's china-lightness, the ease with which he could | ead
and she followed, just like at a high school dance. She lifted each ankle in
turn, in a swaying notion, and nmoaned. He felt the firmweight of her breasts
agai nst his chest. Her aureoles were hard, alnobst scratchy, and he had only to
rai se his hand and guide a willing nipple to his lips. It was exquisite
torture, a contest to see who could last the longest in this breathless state
before pulling the other on the fl oor

He felt Lollie grasp his head agai nst her cheek. Her knees wobbl ed as



she nmpaned. Gently, wi thout disengaging, he guided her down onto her back on
the floor. He grasped her buttocks while her heels rested on his shoul ders. He
rocked hard while she bit her knuckles. They rose to an expl osi on of pleasure.
* * * %
The doorbell rang insistently. John, belting his bathrobe, found a man and
worman at his front door. The man, dressed in a well-pressed tan suit, showed a
gol d badge. "Detective Sergeant Barnes, SDPD. How are you, M. Connor?" He was
a |light-conpl exi oned black man, slim wth short flat-topped hair and the nost
startling hazel eyes like maple syrup in autum sunlight. "The young |lady wth
me is Detective Martha Yee."

Martha Yee smiled with chiclet teeth. Her mascara eyes squi nched into
equal signs. Her oval face had a butterscotch conpl exi on and her cheeks
di npl ed. Her voice was low and firm "How do you do, M. Connor?" She had a
custard cup of rich black hair that feathered when she noved her head. Her
inflection was multi-generation American. She wore a white bl ouse, dark pants
wi th knife-sharp creases, and black flats.

Barnes said: "You are M. Connor of Ajanian's, right?"

"Yes?"

"I wonder if you would be helpful. It's about a hom cide."

"A homicide! Cone in."

"Thanks." They stayed near the door, respecting his privacy. "There was
a shoot-out over a drug deal yesterday. One of the bodies had no ID, just a
gold ring in his sock. The ring had a yellow dianmond in it, worth a lot.
"Ajani an' was graved inside. W checked and M. Ajanian says according to the
records you sold the ring a few days ago. Do you renenmber?"

Dread panged in John's innards. "Yes. A tall woman naned, let's see ..
Jana ... Jana Andrews bought them"

"W got that nane. The credit card turned out to be stolen, so that's a
dead end. \What can you tell us about this woman?"

"She said she was a nodel in New York City while | was one there al so.
W were supposedly in a watch ad together."

Lollie |l eaned into the room and waved a perfunctory goodbye to John
"See you soon." Now why was she sneaking out the back? _Chickenchips_, he
nout hed at her with a nock frown.

"Sorry we intruded," Barnes remarked. Martha Yee's gaze followed Lollie
musi ngly, then her coal eyes, in sliced-nectarine eyelids, turned chilly
attention on John

"No problem"™ John told Barnes. He told them of his years background as
a mal e nodel, his recent encounter with Jana Andrews, her claimof having
known him and his |lack of recall.

Barnes said. "What we are after is who ordered this little drug battle.
We might catch a drug lord or two. First problem we don't know who the dead
man was. Young guy, maybe thirty. Cean | ooking, but he had tracks. Heroin
addi ct, but not your shooting gallery stiff. If he had a wallet, it was taken
Wthout ID, it's real hard. He | ooked clean-cut but strung out. Second
problem we don't know t he wonan who bought the ring. A strange case. Suppose
you describe this woman as best you can."

*Chapter 14: Hanmilton, Conn. *

Blue visited the pastor of Sacred Heart Church, a conpl ex of nassive
century-old brownstone buildings in a field of snow There were two Catholic
pari shes, Sacred Heart and Good Shepherd, at opposite ends of town.

Father Pollack led her into his book-lined office and cl osed the door
He was in his late fifties, white-haired, with a soft strong hands, a
wi de- shoul dered, flat-stomached physi que, and a narrow, severe face. Hi s dark
eyes were sensitive and grave. He sat behind a gl ass-topped desk, Blue in a
hi gh- backed wood chair.

He fol ded his hands near a well-thunbed breviary. No m staking this
guy, Blue thought, he was a priest fromthe old school, the kind she
renenbered from her own parochial school days. "Wat can | do to hel p you,



M ss Hunmbol dt ?"

"Just a quiet check," she said, displaying her wallet IDto a wary
closing of his eyes. "I'mwith DEA, in Hamilton as part of a drug
i nvestigation that ended in a murder." Vivid pictures flashed before her eyes.
O vera. Guzman.

"You were asking about one of ny assistant pastors, Father Travignan."

"Yes. W ran a national agency check on him He has a history of drug
i nvol verent. He was on probation "til recently.”

"Has he done sonet hi ng?"

"I"'msure he hasn't. I'msorry, |I'mgrasping at straws." For a noment
she thought he was going to tell her to leave it alone, get out of his study.
He was silent for some |long nmonents, during which time the clock in his
bookcase ticked loudly. Blue swallowed hard. At last, he | ooked down at his
fol ded hands. "Well," he said clearing his throat, "I nust tell you that | am
not surprised."

"You're not?" She was.

He | ooked sad. "What you say is true. | try to work closely with ny
priests. W are a very large parish, and it's hard to keep tabs. Joe is a
charm ng man, and he's nade friends here. He worked hard, he was cl ean, he was

happy. "

"Was?"

"I msspoke. | really can't tell you anything."

"Seal of the Confessional ?" G amar school nenories.

"You are Catholic. You understand. | can't give you any information
because 1'd be dammed to hell for all eternity."

"Sure ... but I would like to know if this is the same Joe Travi gnan

who was transferred here to escape froma drug related probl emon the Wst
Coast . "

He reddened. "I see you are a few steps ahead of me ... yes..." He
rai sed his hands hel pl essly.
She noved in snmoothly: "lI'd like to speak with him Where is he?"

Pol | ack phoned soneone. "Have Father Joe call me i medi ately pl ease.”
H s face darkened. "Wat? Agai n?" He hung up. "That was the duty secretary.
Joe's in Akron again, seeing his parents. Lots of trips lately." He picked up
again. "Mario, please get ne Father Joe's hone in Akron." They waited. The
phone rang through, and Pol |l ack picked up. "Hello, Ms. Travignan, Father
Pol | ack. How are you. That's good. Fine, fine..."

M nutes later, Father Pollack hung up. "They haven't seen himin six
nmont hs. " He added heavily: "Chances are, he's been lying to me; he's in over
hi s head again; drugs..."

* * * %
Shadows fell Iong on snow hills, and winds bl ew cold between bare bl ack
trees. Blue spoke with drivers of the Martin Linpusine Service at the town
rail termnal.

Cappy was a small Geek-American nuzzling a steam ng coffee cup. Blue
joined himfor coffee as he waited outside the Desiree Diner for his schedul ed
5 p.m drive to JFK on Long Island. Cappy had fiery dark eyes and a heavy
beard shadow. "Yeah, as tine goes on you see the repeat custoners. Sane
busi ness people, week in week out. Yes, | know Father Joe. Sure. He travels
quite a bit lately. Nice guy if you ask me. Takes the linmo nostly Friday
afternoons for the weekend flight out."

"Coes to Akron?" Blue asked.

"Well | don't know about that," Cappy said. "Sonetimes it's Akron
sonmetines it's San Diego. | see the tags on his luggage. He went to JFK a
coupl e of days ago. | don't ask no questions, hell, why should |I? Wy do these
religion guys take all that stuff so seriously. Me, I'man atheist. That's

right, | don't believe in no God." Cappy sipped his coffee and regarded her
with some intensity. "Honey, we're here and we're gone. But we're here and we
gotta play the gane. | gotta make a living. | don't say nothing. | watch
peopl e come and go. He ain't the only one I wonder about, I'Il tell you that."



"What do you nean?"

Cappy took on a try-to-figure-me-out |ook. "Thempriests are traveling
all the time."

"So?" His attenpted cl everness annoyed her

"Well now, there's trips and then there's trips, right?" He waggled a
finger. "I had a guy change clothes right in the back of ny cab."

"Sounds ki nky."

"This guy had a lot to drink. | picked himup at JFK one night, oh
quite a while ago. He was dressed |ike some bar stud, you know, shirt open
down the front, gold nedallion. Next thing | know, he's decked out in black
with a roman collar."

"Got a nane?" She waved a fifty dollar bill

"Monsi gnor Gordon." The bill blurred into Cappy's pocket.

"Where does Gordon go?" Another fifty, last cash on hand.

"He flies to San Diego a lot. Usually he tears the tags off his
sui tcases, but once in a while he's too bonbed and forgets."

"Do you think he and Fat her Joe know each ot her?"

"I've never seen themtogether."

Then she renmenbered Frog's on the BPR, and thought: _But | have. _

*Chapter 15: Hanmilton, Conn. *

Eddi e opened the door and whistled softly. "Blue, is this really you?"
She smled at the conplinment. The bluish street lights illumned the snow and
her eyes and her teeth. Her mahogany | oafers crunched softly on ice by the
doorway. She wore dark hose, a gray wool skirt, and a dark wool overcoat with
cream scarf. Her dark hair peeked froma creamwool cap. Her |ips and eyes
sparkled with |light nake-up. "Do | get to conme in?"

"Wh-Yes, I'msorry, | was just |ooking at you. My God, Blue, | had no
idea. You're the Grl Next Door."

"When | dress up. People have told nme that." She stepped in and peel ed
of f her overclothes. She wore a plain white |linen bl ouse with peaches and
green | eaves on a brown twi g enbroidered over the heart. Her watch, her ring,
her necklace, were gold. "I can be disgustingly nmiddl e class, Eddie."

Eddie's wife Innocenta was a heavy girl with a beautiful face. They had
three small children and di nner was noodl es al nondi ne with gl azed chi cken
breasts. Innee |loved to cook. She also had a contract at a local gift shop to
produce ceranics.

The huge house, anno 1890, had high ceilings and a central brick
fireplace that Eddie liked to keep in el mor oak |ogs. Snow m ght pile
out si de, but Eddi e kept the entire house heat ed.

The Stosik children were red-haired and dark-eyed, three happy little
tykes who bl ared constantly for attention

"Bl ue. A nicknane?" Innee asked, lifting a glass of Chianti. Jeal ousy
dripped fromher little rouged |ips. Her eyes were dark and poi sonous. Eddie
seemed not to notice.

"Yes. | play keyboard. Sonetinmes. You know, rock music. Bl ues.
_Awkward_.

Little Arthur bellowed, turning purple, and Innie directed a curved
pl astic spoon dripping with Gerber's at his nouth.

They all |aughed. Blue still detected the jealousy in Innie's eyes.
Thi s woman, Bl ue decided, is capable of Rage. No wonder Eddi e seened so cowed.

*Chapter 16: Hanmilton, Conn. *
Vi ncent Brady, a.k.a. Vincent Gordon, cancel ed several appointnents. He
did stop by to see Ms. Dearn and then Ms. O Flannery, two elderly |adies who
had recently | ost their husbands and were bed-ridden. He adni ni stered

Conf essi on and Communi on, collected their wills leaving nearly a mllion
dollars to the church in Vincent's name, and drove to the bank, where he now
had nearly four nmillion. Normally, he'd fan it out over several accounts,

skimming a little here and there for a rainy day ... no longer; not w th Hugh



Stone and his razor | oom ng.

He stopped at a phone booth by the town green. Using Hugh Stone's
credit card, he called the nunber Jana Andrews had gi ven. In Chicago, an
answering service took his nunmber. Shortly, the phone in the park rang.

Vincent lifted the receiver. "Hello?"

"M. Brady, Jana Andrews. How are you?"

"M ss Andrews. you are a very charnming person. I'mgoing to be on a
sales trip, and | thought we could touch base."

"You are a charner, aren't you? |'mpretty tied up but I'd |Iove to make
some time for us. What did you have in nind?"

"I was going to leave that up to you. I'mall over the country in ny
conput er busi ness. Were can we neet ?"

"How about mny neck of the woods?"

* * * %
Next day, as he trudged through the m serable slush in Chicago, he briefly
t hought about turning Hugh Stone in to the police before disappearing forever
fromthe Catholic Church. He dism ssed the thought; such a radical nove scared
him But could he continue to suffer silently while Hugh tightened the screws?
A moment of reckoning had to be near at hand.

Jana Andrews ran toward himwi th a m schievous smle of recognition
She seened, sonehow, nore distant, less lurid than in Palm Springs. She
defl ected his passionate kiss with a brief, hard hug around the shoul ders and
a peck on the Iips.

"Were you waiting |ong?" she asked breathlessly, pulling off her gl oves
and pushi ng back the wool cap hol ding her thick hair. Her cheeks were flushed
fromthe cold, her |ips chapped.

"I just got here. Hungry?"

"I could eat a horse.”

He took her to Faw M ng in the Loop. She let himtake her coat and
scarf. The maitre d hotel escorted themto a table. He recalled her rough
manner in Palm Springs. She was brusque, bright |ike a sunny but freezing
Chi cago wi nter's day.

"Let's look at this nenu," she said. "Aren't you hungry?"

"I"'mstarving," he said, staring at her. _For you_, but he didn't say
that. She was exquisite. He picked up the burgundy | eather-bound nenu with its
gold tassel. The nenu was predictable. He put his hand over hers -- it was
cold -- and after a minute she pulled her hand away. A young Chi nese wonman
took their order for aperitifs. Vincent ordered a martini. Jana surprised him
by ordering the sane.

"So what have you been up to?" she asked. Her eyes were rarely on him
They | ooked down as she fussed with her table setting. They | ooked away at
peopl e at other tables. Wen they net his, they seened cold and inpatient. He
renenber ed she had insinuated she would play hard to get. "I've sold a
contract recently, but I'mthinking of backing out."

"What kind of contract?"

"Three mllion dollars of software. To a foreign conmpany."

"Sounds very inpressive, Vincent."

"The deal night conpromi se our national interest.

He had been reading

a lot of business magazines lately. A couple nmillion dollars in the bank and a
guy was a made nman. The waiter arrived. Vincent ordered Mu Shu Pork. "Is that
good?" she asked Vincent, who nodded (why, he thought, would |I order it if it
weren't?). "I'Il have the same," she said. The waiter filled their little tea

cups, bowed, and left.

The martinis arrived. Vincent and Jana clinked glasses in a toast. She
downed hers. He finished his in slow gul ps. She waved for another. She opened
a few buttons on her vest. Her face was flushed, and she wiggled on her seat.
She smled and gave hima | ook. He was dazzled to his toes. He took her hand
and ki ssed her fingers one by one. She let himhold her hand on the table
until the food and nore martinis arrived.

"I"'mstarved," she said. "l've been dieting."



"You broke your diet for me? |I'mtouched."

She | aughed out |oud. "You bad man." Wen the Chinese girl passed, Jana
ordered a third pair of martinis.

"Very good food," Vincent comrented. Her knee brushed agai nst his. They
ate in silence. Drank the second martinis. "I should eat nore Chinese food,"
she pronounced. "I think I'll come here nore often. Do you think you'll cone
by nmore often, Vincent?"

"Of course." Her knee was resting against his now, and her voice was
slurry. "Do you mean Chicago, or this restaurant, or to see you?"

She gleaned. "All three, of course.”

"I would be pleased.” The small talk puzzled him He wondered if this
worman were okay in the head. Was she an air head? So many people were; it was
the reason he'd been able to acconplish what he had. He revisited certain
t houghts he'd had and cal cul ated whet her or not she would nmake a good wife.
After all, he was a millionaire, unless Stone could get the nmoney away from
him In any case, he was lonely and she would do at least for a while, if she
did not drive himcrazy first. "Wuld you like to visit nme sonetinme? Say for a
weekend? | have a lovely hone in San Diego."

She pushed her enpty plate away and | eaned forward, |aying her hands
over one another. "That sounds very nice. How many places do you live,

Vi ncent? You never did tell ne."

"Well, | have houses in New York and San Diego. O, | did. |I'mjust
thi nking of retiring and noving to soneplace really warm Like one of the
Mexi can resorts. Or Brazil."

She rested her hand on his forearm "I've had thoughts of settling in
Pal m Springs, but my business keeps ne here."

"Your business ... you nentioned that when we met. You didn't want to
tell me. You said sonething about politics."

She placed a finger on his lips. "I'lIl tell you all about it in due

time. Look, why don't we pay and take in a little bit of that art gallery
before I have to run."

"I was hoping we could spend the afternoon. Have dinner."

He left fifty dollars and wal ked her out.

"I'd like to," she said bundling up against the cold, "but | have
several commitnents. |'ma busy person, |ike yourself."

He pulled her close in front of the restaurant and their lips nmet. He
snelled her gin and felt the wax on her lips. Her tongue darted out and
briefly touched his. He found it hard to believe that she'd had himfly al
this distance just to have lunch. Her capriciousness was nonunmental, but he
was ready to excuse it because he |onged, no, he was dying, to bed her

They wandered armin armthrough the art gallery, wondering at huge
pol ychronme canvases that seemed to float under high ceilings. She bent close
to read several of the plaques. He had eyes only for her. They cane to a gray
roomin a far wing of the upper floor. Lacquer and pottery itenms gl owed darkly
on gl ass shel ves. Through the cl osed doubl e wi ndows, street noises and wan
cheerl ess light seeped in. They were alone. Vincent stepped close and enbraced
her. H's mouth sought hers passionately while his hands roughly grasped her
belly, her breasts. They heard approachi ng footsteps and she shoved hi m awnay
so roughly it hurt his collarbones. He felt hurt, in body and soul

"Not here, darling. Not now " Two well-dressed wonmen entered the room
and studi ed each pottery itemmnutely. Jana took Vincent's hand and I ed him
briskly downstairs and out onto the sidewal k. "W can't be seen petting in
public,"” she said firmy. For an instant, her hand stol e around his head, and
she kissed his cheek lovingly. Then her brusqueness returned. "You just turn
me on, Vincent. You ought to have nore self-control. Be a gentlenman."

Restored, heal ed, penitent, he took her hands. "Jana, cone spend a
weekend with me? Al one? Just you and ne?"

"Soon, darling." She got a faraway |l ook. "Call ne, Vincent, | nean it.
And thanks for lunch.” She blew hima kiss and wal ked away. He wat ched her
tall figure recede in long strides anbng the jostling crowds. He felt cheated.



But he knew he would fly here a thousand tinmes for this.
*Chapter 17: Hanmilton, Conn. *

In the norning, Blue stopped by the Ilinpo office. Cappy was on duty.
"Hey!" he greeted her like an old friend, offered coffee, but she waved a
fifty. "Cappy, have you seen Father Joe recently?"

"I drove Father Joe to JFK a coupl e of days ago."

"Thanks. "

She rushed to the apartnent for |unch. Spooning hot soup and crackers
she call ed Tormasi. She expl ained, adding "Can | get an assistant over here?"

"Not yet, Hunboldt. Sorry, you're the whole budget for now Keep
sl uggi ng away. "

Next she called the Church of the Good Shepherd and asked for Monsignor

Cordon. A secretary said: "lI'msorry, the Monsignor is away on travel. Can
Fat her Ti ernan hel p you?"
"No thanks. I'Il call again."

She called Vito. "Can you check ol d passenger manifests for ne at JFK?"
A while later, he called back. "Blue, what are you doing? Yes, there was a Joe
Travi gnan on the afternoon plane to San Di ego two days ago. Keep up the -- "
She hung up.

Blue net Eddie by the town green at four, when it was already starting
to get dark. The white steepled Congregationalist Church's bells chined
lightly. School children cried out in high voices as they played and slid
around on an icy spot. The air smelled of snow. He grinned as he got out of
his car. She could feel sonething com ng. She hoped it wouldn't turn her off
too nuch. But no tine now

"Hell o, Eddie." She lit a Chesterfield in the warm dry car. "Time for
areality check. I want to know about your friend Father Joe."

Hi s grin disappeared. "Wat about hin®"

"He's a junkie, right?"

In the bluish glowering twilight, Eddie |ooked inscrutable. "He's a
sick man, so just |eave himalone."

“I"1l bet noney, Eddie, that he's bingeing. He takes trips to San
Di ego. You know who el se takes trips to San Di ego? H s buddy the Monsignor
What do you know about Gordon?"

"Blue, you're stirring up a lot of stuff here.”

"AIl I want is a trail to ny drug dealers. | wasn't |ooking for two
| aurel and hardy priests, but nowthat | got "eml'mnot letting go until |
see bottom"

Eddi e banged his fist on the dashboard.

"This may be Smalltown USA but you can't cover forever."

"I know," Eddie said softly. "I know. "

"Where is Joe getting his next fix? Are we going to be there to catch
the guy who sells to hin? Most inportantly for nme, is he getting his stuff
fromthe same outfit that popped Guznan? That's what | want to know "

"I don't know. He's ny friend, he's a good guy, he's an asshole in over
his ears, and | feel sorry for him okay?"

"Peopl e di e because of drugs. W're cops, renenber? W' re supposed to
save people fromdrugs. O have you forgotten?"

Eddie Iit a cigarette.

"It's getting cold," Blue said. Wth the car engine and heater off, the
interior was quickly assuming an Arctic climate. "Brrr, Eddie, can't we go
have cof f ee sonmewhere?"

"Yeah, |'mfreezing ny bunzos." They went to a fast food place and had
burgers, fries, and cokes. They had to ask for ketchup, and were reluctantly
handed little plastic squeeze containers. Eddie asked for salt. "That's rea
great for your blood pressure,” Blue said.

"\What are you, ny nother?"

"Eddi e, don't be a boy. Here, here's sone extra salt. Put it all over
everything."



"I don't know that anyone can help Joe and that hurts."

"So you're not only pissed off, you're hurt. Well that nakes sense. |I'm
sorry."

"Just eat your fries, Blue."

She thought about Vito. She could hear his voice: That's marriage. This
is love. Eddie had not nentioned a word about dinner the other night, and she
wasn't going to.

She offered to pay, but he said the town would pick up the tab. He
touched her hands twice. He was working up to sonmething. It nade her uneasy.
Partly because she liked hima lot. He was devel oping a crush on her, she
could tell.

She rose. "Cone on, let's cruise by Father Joe's place. If he's in
maybe we can talk with him"

A light snow was falling when they drove past the Sacred Heart church
Eddi e appeared qui et, as though he were deliberating. He seemed rel uctant.
Finally, resolutely, he pulled over. "All right then, c'nmon, let's stop in and
say hello. I"'msure he's in there reading his Bible or sonething."

They trudged through the fluff of fresh snow. Their footsteps were
muf f1 ed. Breathy steam poured around their ears.

Eddi e rapped on the w ndow, the door. "Joe? You in there? It's Eddie."
No answer.

Eddi e | oosened his automatic. "Joe?" The door stood partway open. There
was a slight crash inside.

Eddi e ki cked the door open and presented his weapon. A tall, elderly
stranger inside raised his hands. An arnful of files slipped and crashed and
fanned on the floor. He had a cool, firmvoice. "Don't shoot. |'mjust an

accountant. Name's Binder." Fromhis Roman collar, Blue could readily see he
was al so a priest, which made her instantly wonder if the Church was al ready
taking care of sone internal irregularities.

*Chapter 18: Hanmilton, Conn. *

Monsi gnor Vi ncent Gordon stepped out of the rectory into a cold, clear
night. A light scent of snowlay in the air, and a few hard crystalline shreds
of white fell here and there, but it was really too cold for a heavy fall. Hs
heavy bl ack shoes crunched on frozen snow as he hastened across the barren
grounds of the Church of the Good Shepherd. He was muffled in a scarf and
heavy overcoat. A banner of steamtrailed fromhis nouth, lightly scented with
scot ch.

He drove to the park and with the special credit card returned Hugh's
urgent call. Hugh sounded rattled but steely: "Vincent, I'll need your deposit
within three days. This is it, man, the clock is ticking. W are to the tenth
day, and ny friend south of the border is getting frantic."

Vincent bit his lip. Pleading with Hugh Stone woul d be the wong nove,
he knew since the Guzman killing. "lI'mgetting it together, Hugh. This is
going to be the big payoff."

"Vincent, you sound positive. That pleases me very much. Mke the
deposit as agreed. 1'Il call you day by day if need be."

Vincent had a heavy feeling in his gut. A thousand tinmes, he kicked
hinself nmentally for getting into this deal. Al because of Travi gnan! Because
I amlonely, | sought a friend. W turns out to have a habit, needs noney,
gets me involved with drug dealers ... Like a fool he had hel ped Joe, given
hi m money, as a friend. Guzman and the man from out of town, Hugh Stone, had
cone to visit one day. How had they | earned about hinf Joe, no doubt. You
could twist a weak soul |ike a sponge. Hugh had threatened, cajoled, finally
sold Vincent on this wonderful opportunity to double his nobney. Then the bust.
That fool cop had let Travignan get away. _Then Guzman gets nurdered in broad
daylight and | see what these people really are. Now |l amin over ny head and
Hugh will not let me go. If | rat on him he rats on me and we are both
finished_ .

And where was Joe anyway? Vincent drove aimessly, gliding on enigmatic



back roads. The car heater kept himwarmand dry. Fromthe gl ove conpartnent,
he ni pped at a half-pint hip flask of Canadian Cub. He snoked a cigarette,
puffing nervously and rapidly. He drove past Travignan's apartment once, twce

no sign of his lanmentable friend. It was down to three days then. Tinme to
face destiny, nove on.

_Stay, Angel _.

Parked in the shadows, with the engine running quietly and the w ndow
slightly open, he nipped at the whi skey. Father Joe had been his friend, the
only person he could confide in because each had a secret that threatened to
devour him He pictured Joe: Youthful face, curly hair, alert slightly crazy
green eyes. Strumm ng that guitar. Confessing about his addiction, his
hopel essness. Vincent in turn had confessed a little bit about his failings.
Had been downhill fromthere. Mney. The root of all evil. Vincent sipped
agai n, coughing at the sting. _Travignan. Wasn't really his fault either. \Was
victim Al victins, dammit. No fault. Like insurance. But Joe, with his
boyi sh ent husiasm @uitar nusic. Holy, holy, holy. Ah, such delightfu

Swi ngs between depression and elation. Get help ... God, Joe, where are you
when | need you? We can get out of this together. Good pal, |'ve got three
mllion buckaroos. Can get you all help y' need. Trust old Msignor Gor'n..._

Sonme tine later, Vincent realized he nust have dozed off. His head felt
wool I en and his tongue seermed swollen in an ill-tasting nmouth. He opened the
wi ndow to get air. Slipped the enpty bottle out the crack in the wi ndow, heard
it crack on the ice outside. Leaned his head out ... and saw, in the white

snow bow that was spread before him the grounds of Sacred Heart Parish, a
conmotion going on in Joe's apartment.

First he thought it was Joe |leading a man and a boy toward the rectory.
Then he realized that the man he had thought was Joe was Eddie Stosik, the
cop. Wth themwas an older man, a priest perhaps. And the boy was a woman,
judging fromthe slightly wider hips and fuller jeans rear end. Vincent
coasted along, trying to get a better | ook w thout being obvious. They stopped
and knocked at the rectory door. It was a bust. He could snell it. Another
nail in the coffin of Monsignor Gordon. He accel erated and drove past. He nust
cone up with a plan. And angrily he realized that all the while she had been
standing there nmocking him spitting at him projectile vomting pints of
fire, the Angel of Death.

*Chapter 19: Hanmilton, Conn. *

"Eddi e Stosik and M ss Hunbol dt," Father Pollack said at the rectory
door. "\What are you doing here at this hour?"

"Found this man in Father Joe's apartnent,” Eddie said.

Pol | ack seenmed shocked: "Wy, it's Father Binder." Binder cleared his
throat. "Wuld you kindly tell this gentleman to put his gun away?"

They trooped into the spacious rectory parlor anmid the stale, cold
aroma of some evening affair, perhaps a potluck. "Ahem" said a nan.

Eddi e junped. "Chief!" A portly white-haired man in hunting fl annels
stepped fromthe kitchen, stirring hot mlk and honey. "Blue, neet Chief
Franci s Murphy, nmy boss."

Mur phy shook her hand. "1 know about you, ny dear.
t hat was good or bad.

Bi nder said, "lI'man accounting prof at Fairfield U"

"A Jesuit," Pollack nmuttered under his breath.

"Every little while, | get an unusual auditing job."

"W're onto nore than debits tonight," Mrphy said.

"We all are concerned," Pollack said, "with about three thousand
dollars mssing fromthe roof repair fund, that sort of stuff, which is one
thing, but also with Father Joseph Travignan's eternal soul."

She wondered if

*Chapter 20: San Di ego*
The matter of Jana and the dianond ring troubl ed John Connor for sone
reason at a deep level, after the two detectives had left. He called Mrcia



Jersey at Scripps Institute. Another inconplete relationship, a |uscious
fruit, an orange with a bite out of it. "Joh-n." She dwelt upon that syllable.

He heard her stop whatever she was doing and settle back in her chair.
The starchy sleeve of her |ab coat rasped agai nst her phone. "I was just
t hi n-ki ng about you-u."

"Not hi ng bad, | hope."

"I don't know. You're trouble." She |aughed. "Wat's up?"

"What are you doing for |unch?"

"I was going to feed sone hungry porpoises. For ne there's half a
chi cken salad sandwich in the refrigerator. Don't tell ne you were going to
break the silence and offer to take me to lunch. My heart, you know. "

"Your heart is as strong as hearts can be, and | can do better than
that half sandwi ch, if the porpoises let you go."

"Pick me up in an hour."

It was one of the things he |iked about her. If she could, she would.
If she couldn't, she said so and that was all. They saw each other every two
or three weeks. By the tine he got there, she was waiting on the sidewal k near
the display tidal pool. She had set aside the |ab coat and put on make-up. A
brunette, thirtyish, straight hair, hazel eyes, and a light tan. Heal thy. Your
California beach girl. And your Eastern preppy. She wore sandals, jeans, and a
crisp white shirt. She had what | ooked |ike a gym bag.

"Are we going to the gyn?" he asked, easing into traffic. The scents of
eucal yptus and sea water tinged the air.

Dr. Marcia Jersey, Ph.D., had a dare-ne look. "I'msinply prepared, is
all. We have a choice. The quick lunch at Gady's, or the leisurely afternoon
at La Jolla Shores. Take your pick."

He | aughed. "Marcia, you amaze nme. | thought | could squeeze a
m serabl e hal f hour out of you, away fromyour fish."

"Manmal s. "

"To ne they're all fish if they're fromthe ocean.”

"Then surfers would be fish."

“"Marcia, it never fails. That's why | called you in ny hour of need. |
don't know anybody nore rational than you."

"I brought my swimsuit and the badni nton gear."

They bought broil ed skinless chicken breasts, cole slaw, and beer at a

deli. But first, they had to do sone strenuous sports on the beach to suit
her. It was part of the Marcia Jersey therapy program She had her hair tied
back in a pony tail. Wthin a half hour they were sweating on the hot beach

sand, chasing the birdie. John felt the welconme pulling in his nuscles, the
happy strain on his inwardness, the productive outpouring, as he worked to
keep up. She was conpetitive and hardnall er than he, but a dervish in her
skinpy white bikini. Hard solid | eg nuscles punping, tight butering, she

fl ashed back and forth on her side of the net. Her wiry arns and flat abs
ri ppl ed. She kept batting the danm thing back down his throat.

"This is what you need," she nocked.

"You," he, "are," said, "going," puffing, "to kill ne.

"You're right," she exulted, smashing the birdie over the net with a
steel -spring leap that attracted onl ookers. Falling down, John told them "She
plays with the Western USA Chanpions." Mrcia sat on his stomach facing him
"Are you going to devel op a paunch as you head for m ddl e age? Huh?"

Horrified, he touched his stomach under the V of her bikini between
brown thighs. Al his |life, he had been favored with a metabolismthat burned
calories like a furnace. Never had there been jelly to be kneaded there. She
swatted him "Silly. You have a washboard stomach. Come on, let's eat."

There was a wind. Small bits of sand flew up, stinging their cheeks, as
they ate. He felt good with her, and whole. But it was not the big
wr ap-around, |ove forever. Marcia had her career. She was wonderful at nonents
like this. Had she been | arge-breasted, he night (subconsciously, in male
manmo- myt hol ogy) have understood it as sonme sort of maternal nurturing. But
she had the small swellings of the fat-free athlete, and plain nipples, just



aftert houghts really.

It was her personality. She was sure. She was secure. You could lie on
the sand and absorb her sureness. That was the real wrap-around about Marcia
Jersey. She had a fundanmental kindness and decency, an answer for every woe. A
word fromher, matter of fact, and you forgot your problem your question. Had
Marcia been CGod, it woul d have been a kinder universe. Wat a nother she would
make, but she had her career. They had tal ked about these things. Wth Marcia
you could tal k. Nothing was too obscure or unreasonable. You could bare your
soul . \What ever unnentionabl e ground you had trodden in your darkest thoughts,
Marci a had been there and could shed light on your every sodden footstep. He
tol d her about Jana and the police.

"Honey," she said as they lay side by side on their backs, "it's not
t he woman. She's two-di mensional. Wy, you have no idea who she even is. It's
t he past she has stirred up, the things you | eft behind."

He fol ded his hands on his belly and | ooked into the clear sky past her
flat stomach and freckl ed neck. "Why do | keep thinking it's all settled, when
it keeps stirring up?"

She brushed her hand lightly and repeatedly over his forehead. "It
never goes away. Just unclench, let it go. Let the nmountains go back to being
nole hills."

"I forgot. | should be telling nyself that."

"You started a new |life when you |l eft New York. You have a right to
your new life. You can nmake the old stuff go away. Just renemnber the nountains
are really mole hills."

That afternoon, they went to his house and nmade | ove. Making love with
Marcia was a flat, uninmaginative matter. Her orgasm was mechani cal and
predi ctable. She was very satisfied and pecked at himwith kisses. He lay in
bed, watching the pal mfronds brush agai nst the door while she made iced tea.
Remenbering the touch of her skin and her soul, he felt very satisfied al so.

They dove into the pool and batted a beach ball around. Even at that,
Marci a was conpetitive. One tinme, he slamred the ball hone. Thought he'd hurt
her. It smashed agai nst her |ean body. She squeal ed.

"Did I hurt you?"

She slanmed it into his face so that he saw earthen-col ored orbs
floating. "Don't be a sap, Johnno!" Marcia wore a bat hing cap. Naked and wet,
wi th her hair back, her face | ooked al nbst nasculine. Naturally, she dove off
the board nmore tines and farther than he. Wth her, there were only answers.
He wondered if she had questions. In the end, he relaxed and |l et her answers
fill himand drive off his questions.

* * * %
Det ective Sergeant Lloyd Barnes and Detective Martha Yee called toward
eveni ng. John and Marcia were taking a bubble bath in his large circular tub
They sprawl ed backwards in the steany water, |egs tangled, hands tw ned while
a Mozart synphony made its little darting advances and coy retreats around
t hem
"Ch, hello again," he said at the door

Barnes and Yee gaped. Marcia, in John's terrycloth robe, hair turbaned
in atowl, set the table and John checked the roast in the oven, adding a
little water and a dash of Maggi .

Barnes had a synpathetic face, appropriately grave, and cl ear hazel
eyes. "Sorry to disturb you." He | ooked puzzl ed seeing Marcia, probably
renmenbering Lollie.

Mss Yee's dinpled citron snile (eyes like the slits in wal nut shells,
lips like red ink squiggles) grew baffled at the sight of Marcia Jersey.

“"I"1l make coffee and you talk," Marcia offered. Mss Yee's eyes,
opaque |ike dark forest honey, followed Marcia's narrow, rotating glutea
nuscl es.

"Well, M. Connor," Barnes said as they all sat in the living room "we
haven't | ocated Jana Andrews yet. Detective Yee is principal investigator, so
she will carry the ball."



Detective Yee was precise and professional. "M. Connor, about those
old ads. We brought a stack and we'd like you to | ook through them She opened
a folder. AOd oyster ads spilled out, cut fromyellow ng magazi nes. Cars,
bl ondes, beaches, rings, watches, all the tenptations luring with youth and
skin. "These are from seven or eight years ago," Detective Yee said.

She held one up for John to exam ne. For a nmonent all five wonen draped
around hi m | ooked alike. Then he pointed. "This one." Same wiggly |ips,
nmysterious eyes, steely sultry | ook, years younger

Detective Yee said: "W checked with the watch company. Got the
run-around. They say they use npodels froma dozen agencies or nmore. They gave
us sone agency nanmes. We checked with NYPD and they came up with zilch."

"I think she mentioned the Dolly Agency."

"We checked themout. No record of ever having contracted a Jana
Andr ews. "

"Dead end?"

"For now. "

After the detectives had left, John and Marcia listened to the evening
news. Then they had a beer apiece and watched rock videos. Marcia w apped a
wiry armaround his head. "Come on, Johnno, wild nman, oppressor, nmad gorilla.
Ball ne."

The full noon shed delicate light on the fantastic garden, |ike water
froma sprinkling can.

Marci a giggled, and he hunted her down with his nose and hands, pinning
her steely wists (she let hin) and forcing her |ips against his. "Now what?"
he asked, seeing her expression

She w apped her arnms around him "That Yee girl." She flicked the tip
of her tongue in his ear

"You were mad about something. You didn't say a word. | saw your face."
He touched a hard nipple, a small breast.

"No, silly. I wasn't mad, just avoiding. She's a fruit. She's got the

hots for me." John sat back stunned. Marcia | aughed and wapped hersel f around
his head. "You won't get anywhere with her."
Trust Marcia to know sonething |ike that.
*Chapter 21: Hanmilton, Conn. *
The at nosphere in the rectory had grown still.
Fat her Pol |l ack stammered. "Travignhan's soul ?"
"The Church would prefer to settle this w thout police help," Binder

...mllion dollars?"

sai d.

"I am appal l ed, " Chief Mirphy said.

Bi nder said: "There is someone else in with Joe Travignan."

"Who?" they all asked at once.

"l have a suspicion and | amchecking it out."

"You'd better tell me," Chief Mirphy said.

"l can't. A beautiful woman canme to ne under the Confessional Seal
tol d about a shocking series of scams. | amstill checking things out. I'lI
need a few nore days. | can't say anything until |I'mcertain. But there nmay be
hell to pay with ol der parishioners who give their life's earnings.”

Bl ue took Bi nder out of earshot. "Is it Mnsignor CGordon?"

H s eyes grew wi de and she knew she'd hit a target. "Lady, you could
pull out ny fingernails by the roots and I would not venture any nore
information until | am absolutely sure who, what, and how rmuch." He waggl ed a
finger. "And you keep your lip zipped for now, young |ady!"

* * * %
Eddi e Stosi k made his nove that evening, and caught Blue off guard. If the
slight flirtation could be called a nove. They were sitting in the |ivingroom
of Blue's apartnent having hot chocolate. Alight rain had fallen, |eaving the
snow covered with a thin sheet of ice. Tenperatures were dropping again.

"This place is really starting to feel l|ike You," Eddie conmented,
| ooki ng around at the apartnent.



"Stop it," she protested feeling enbarrassed. Her father's old Arny
duffel bag lay half-enptied on the carpet, a cornucopia spilling forth black
and red panties, heavy wool socks, a stuffed bear, paperbacks, a carton of
Chesterfields, and nore. Cardboard boxes sat scattered about. Enpty paper bags
stood half-folded in the corner by the fridge waiting one by one to be garbage
bags. "I"'mworking on it in ny spare time," Blue said.

Eddi e sat on the floor and fiddled with her portable stereo. They
chattered for a while. Then he said: "My wife is jealous no matter what | do.
She thinks you and | are having a fling." He reached for her leg as she
passed. She ignored his hand and went to the couch. Eddie followed, sitting at
the other end of the couch. "I night as well have a hot fling."

"You don't have a mistress?"

"No. It occurs to ne once in a while, but | keep saying naw, not worth
the trouble.”

"I don't think you're the type, Eddie. You have character." She thought
of Vito. "You don't have the balls."” She said this kindly, in a conplinmentary
t one.

"Bl ue, you mght be the exception.”

She touched his arm "Eddie, | like you as a friend. Don't you dare
ever make a pass at ne or |I'll never speak with you again as long as | |ive,
cops or no cops."

He swal | owed. "Blue..."

She rose. "You're a red-bl ooded Anerican nale. You' re nornal. The
answer is NO " She |ocked herself into the bathroomwi th _Vanity Fair_. Wen
she opened the door, he was gone. Wanting to say goodni ght, she followed a
chastened Eddie, leaving, in the car with notor running and wi ndows defrosted.
"Mmm " she said sticking her head in, "it's nice and toasty."

"Yes, it was kind of frosty there a little while ago.

It was cold and she got in. "You're a nice guy, Eddie. We'll be
friends. You'll find yourself a mstress one of these days and find out how
much trouble it will cause and then you'll have it out of your system" They
tal ked for a few nore minutes. Then he wal ked her to the outer hall. There, in
t he dusky chill, suddenly they enbraced. Wth their heavy jackets, it was

difficult to take hold of one another. Her hands slipped along his jacket,
barely feeling the |l ean strength of his |Iong back. Eddie's powerful arns
pressed her toward him but she could feel his fingers slipping in the nylon
surface of her parka. Hs |lips hungrily sought her |ips, and she |ightheadedly
| eaned her head back as his tongue found hers. Her cap fell off and her hair
stuck out. She wel coned the powerful thrust of his body agai nst hers, but
desperately pushed hi maway. She turned her head away, feeling flushed and
breat hl ess. The feel of his body was intoxicating. She longed to take him
i nside and share her bed with him But she renenbered his Innocenta's vicious
l[ittle red mouth and felt afraid for him "Eddie, no."

"Dammit," he said softly.

"Eddie, this is a nistake." She was angry at herself as she pushed him
away. She opened the outer door. "Go on, get out. Go hone to your wife."

He had a stunned, darkened conpl exion. Hi s eyes were very big and his
br eat hi ng was massive. "Damit."

"Eddie, | don't want you to feel hurt but I"'msingle and | need to be
with a single man. Go on. Don't weck your hone over ne. Beat it, Eddie. Go
on."

He | ooked genuinely distressed. Surprised at hinmself. "I don't know
what canme over ne."

"Hor nones." She took his hands. "Before | throw you out of here," she
said kissing his fingers, "I want you to know you're a nice guy. You may not
be a hundred per cent happy with Innie, but think of all the good things you
have. Kids, a house, a decent life, a halfway regular sort of job." She
touched his nose. "You're a cute guy. Good night, Eddie."

She sl amed the door in his face.

Then she stood behind the stale lace curtain, shivering, and watched



him stunble in shock across the piled snowto his car. After he had driven
away with a radiant | ook on his face, she wandered upstairs. She drew a hot
bubbl e bath to soak, aroused, with a sensual red candle by the tub

*Chapter 22: San Di ego*

Detective Martha Yee called at nine in the norning. "M . Connor, can I
see you right away? | think | have sone inportant new i nformation."

They met an hour later on John's brick patio at a table under an
unbrella. John had provided a |large pitcher of iced tea with fresh cut |enons.
Mart ha Yee was pl easant. She wore a gray skirt that showed off snoothly
muscul ar |1 egs. Black hi gh heel ed shoes added hei ght, and carried herself well.
She wore a yellow silk blouse that |et a hazy daylight through whenever she
sat at a certain angle. "M. Connor, | have sone nore clippings here." She
showed hi m one.

John started. It was the old Rolex ad again. Eight years younger
dressed only in swimmng trunks and a Rol ex Oyster, he was smling
nmysteriously, had a glow in his eyes. Like lions clinmbing an arnorial field,

t hree bi kini-clad beauties swarnmed up his body while eyeing the camera with a
squinty, sultry fury. The backdrop was a seashore weathed in fog and foggy
sunlight. There was beaded water on the watch dial, and the picture was so
real that you could still, despite the yell owed page borders, alnpbst hear the
surf's rocky shudderi ng.

"I told you, that woman is definitely Jana Andrews."

"Correction," Mss Yee said, "Jane WI I oughby. Someone at Rol ex sent us
this copy froma storeroomcollection. The woman you call Jana Andrews is, or
was, Jane W/ I oughby. That information made the Dolly nodeling agency's nmenory
cone alive. There was a Jane W/ I oughby, aged twenty at the time, who nodel ed
for Dolly Agency clients. She gave an Chio address of origin, and the FB
tried to trace that address and found it was bogus. An enpty | ot that nobody
in recorded history has ever built on. O course the nodeling agencies aren't
the federal government. They don't do background investigations. \Watever lies
this girl told when she was hired, they accepted as gospel ."

"Jane W | oughby was using an assuned nane?"

"Well, it's a possibility. People who use pseudonyns frequently, even
unconsci ously, make up a nanme that sonehow sounds |ike an echo of their rea
name. "

"Jane/ Jana, " John nused

"Yes," Marth said. "Let's try another picture."

She laid a glossy blowup on the table.

"Holy Snoke! That's her again," he exclaimed. "Even with the eyes and
all." It was an advertisenment for an autonobile. Against a velvet-black night
sky, filled with sultry clouds illumned by a nysterious full moon, a slender
worman stood in a dance-like pose beside an autonobile. The autonobil e door was
open and a soft gl ow emanated. A neon glow, a gegenschein. The woman wore an
expensi ve coat thrown open at the edges by her novenment, arns spread, |egs
j ackkni fed as though she were being pulled into the car by an irresistible
force. Her lipstick was a red expl osive pout. Her cheeks were vernilion, racy,
shanel ess, holl owed by desire. Her eyes glowed deeply fromw thin, a blue neon
joined by threads of light to the light comng fromthe car. An invitation to
get in and ride away. A sensual, sexual nessage. Get in this car and
experi ence sexual satisfaction on some drug-like plane.

"It was never actually used,"” Martha said. "The archivist says anot her
versi on was used in which the eyes had not been touched up to | ook |ike blue
neon. Here is the version that was actually used." Martha placed anot her
gl ossy on the table. Sane picture. Only no neon eyes."

"No m stake,"” John said. "That's her. That's the woman who bought the
ring fromnme."

*Chapter 23: Darien, Conn. *
Bl ue and Chief Tommsi net in a diner in Darien, Connecticut, at the New



York State border. Amid the clatter of dishes, the aromas of coffee and eggs
and bacon and cigarette snmoke, Tomasi said: "M ss Hunmbol dt, hindsight is
twenty-twenty. | wish we had listened to you about this Father Joe and his
trips to San Diego that cabbie told you about." Tomasi had come personally to
tell her Joe's body had finally been 1D d in San Di ego.

"Thank you, Sir."

"Detective Stosik nust be taking it hard. | understand they were
friends."

"He is."

"Detective Stosik is being sent to coordinate with the San Di ego police
and to ID the body for the famly. Look for clues, tie-ins, whatever. | want

you to go with him"

"Ww. " Possibilities swirled suddenly: Palmtrees, beaches, but, ouch
Eddie, Innie..."Chief, |1've been followi ng a hunch. There may be anot her
priest involved with Travignan, a Mnsignor Gordon fromthe other parish in
Ham | ton." She expl ai ned her reasons, adding: "The church and the police know
about him and this Father Binder asked ne to cool it while he checks Gordon
out."

"Hm" Tomasi said. "He may nail down the paper trail we need. W'l
have to make sure the church doesn't squelch it.”

"Sure. Boy, California. Sounds exciting."

"It's seventy-two degrees in San Di ego today."

"Can | take ny swimsuit?"

"Why not. Take some vacation days if the situation allows."

"How is old Vito?"

Tomasi | aughed. "Same old Vito. He asks about you every day. | rem nd
himhe's narried.”

"Doesn't faze hima bit," they said in unison and | aughed.

"By the way, a Maggie called. Wants you to call her."

"Real | y?" Blue stiffened.

"Vito took the call. Seemed pretty anxious to get a hold of you. Do you
owe her sone nobney or sonethi ng?"

"No." She paused. "I do have sonething of hers that | have to give back
to her."

_Her heart. .

*Chapter 24: San Di ego*

Hettie VanDerVoort, 23, had a small sturdy build, shoul der-Iength black
hair, freckl esone tanned skin, and brown eyes. Johnno had net her nonths
earlier during a party at the beach. Sonething about her had attracted him
and he had struck up a conversation. That relationship had sort of
hal f - bl ossomed in the ensuing nmonths. She did not want to be tied down, and he
supposed she was just too young for him

She had called himon a whimthis evening, and he net her for a late
di nner at a pancake house. There, she shared her dream about w nning a surfing
chanpi onshi p. John ganely sipped an orange juice and nodded as she spun her
fantasi es. She sat beside himand played with his |eg.

VWhen he pulled up in his driveway, Hettie was right behind himin her
convertible yell ow VWbeetl e, top down of course. She |ooked enthused in her
spl ashy yellow shirt, tight black skirt, and sandals. White earrings shaped
i ke seashells dangled fromher earl obes. The VWs radi o belted rock nusic.

John checked the nmail box -- enpty -- and rattled his key ring while
| ocating the house key. Inside, Hettie unbuttoned her shirt. He poured white
wi ne and sat on the couch

Hettie went to the stereo. She found her station and the house began
t hunpi ng. She stripped slowy, gyrating in dance. John had dreaned about
Hettie recently. In his dream he had lain asleep under a warm ni ght sky. Two
brown eggs had descended fromthe stars, w de ends downward, and settled on
the earth. A night thing had fl own over, dropping two pink bl ossons that
| anded on the pointed ends of the eggs. Instantly, the bl ossons had turned



into nipples and the eggs into breasts, and Hettie had turned onto her side
of fering an enbrace.

"Love nme," the real Hettie cried just now Her tight butt in black
skirt rocked to the nmusic. He pulled her close. Her ripe breasts were firm and
jutting as the eggs in his dream Her arns, wapped around him were soft and
her hunger was strong.

John woke | ater because Hettie kissed hi mgoodni ght and sl amed the
door on her way out. She had nmeant for himto sleep sweet dreans (so her husky
voi ce echoed saying) but he was restless and lay hal f awake on the couch
debati ng whet her he shoul d spend the night on the couch or in his bedroom

Hal f - awake, he listened to the night sounds after Hettie had left. A
car passed, throwing slats of light on the ceiling, cubes and pentangl es that
mut at ed and whi sked away into the walls. The car stopped.

He heard footsteps. A wonan's heels, clicking. They paused on the
sidewal k outside. dicked again, closer. He pricked his ears up. The footsteps
were headed closer to his door. They stopped. He sat up on the couch, his
heart poundi ng. Heard a single thunping noise, a rustle of hedges. Then the
sound of a car. He junped to the wi ndow as the footsteps clicked rapidly away.
Tore open the curtain, |ooked over dozing bushes at the street. The woman,
wal king to the waiting car with its thrumr ng engine, a white Porsche, plate
i ndeci pherable in street l|ighting, |ooked back and nust have noticed novenent
in his curtains. She stopped a nmonment, turned toward him

She was a slimblonde in sunglasses and mniskirt, wearing a | eather
coat and pillbox hat. As John stood transfixed, a |ight flashed on the surface
of her sunglasses. Was it the alcheny of night |ights, naybe a throw off from
some store wi ndow? Just for a noment the |light on her sunglasses flashed bl ue
neon.

Frozen a second | onger, John watched as she wal ked to the car, her long
| egs scissoring.

He bolted for the door, running barefoot onto the sidewalk, just in
time to watch themroar off. Did not get a look at the license plate

Rubbi ng his eyes, he turned to go back into his house. In the wan |ight
seeping fromthe living room he saw a thick manila envel ope in the hedge by
his door. He took it in the house. After drawing a glass of water, he sat and
enptied the envel ope onto the couch. Qut canme newspaper clippings, fresh white
ones and ol d yell owed ones. The clippings had ball point stars beside pertinent
items and were from various newspapers. "Police Raid Call Grl Service," one
read. "Drug Raid Nets Six," another read.

John dialed Martha Yee's private phone nunber.

She answered in a sleepy voice.

"I"'msorry to bother you," he said, "I knowit's late, but the weirdest
thing has just happened." She said neverm nd, she'd be right over. "Forner
Fashi on Mbdel Sentenced," a clipping blared as John kept readi ng. The nane
Jana Andrews floated up fromthe newsprint in several places.

* * * %
Mart ha Yee, wearing a beige junp suit and deck shoes, arrived within the hour
He offered tea. Martha Yee let the clippings sift through her fingers one by
one. "Amazing." The clippings were dated in a broad, scrawling hand, in
bal | point. "And you say a woman wi th sungl asses |eft these things?"

"Yes." He described the wonan, the Porsche, the sungl asses flashing
with bl ue neon.

Mart ha held the clippings outspread in her |ap. "Sonmebody has gone to a
great deal of trouble to detail Jana Andrews's life fromthe tine she was a
nodel in New York."

"You mean Jane W I | oughby."

"Yes. Let's assume for the nonment it's the same person. If we arrange
these clippings in chronol ogical order, we have a pretty good history of her
life. She worked as a nodel at the Dolly Agency. Here is her picture. And here
is the Rolex Oyster shot. There you are, with her hanging on your arm A year
|ater, here is a gossip colum article about her. She is running with a fast



set who are into cocai ne and designer drugs. She nakes a fool of herself at a
New Year's Eve party. Next year, another gossip colum about her. She is
dating Solly Wtz, a prom nent New York conputer genius who is also
underwriting her venture in filmnoir. Next year we have Solly Wtz committing
suicide in an upstate New York resort hotel after his conpany goes belly up. A
year |ater again, we have Jana Andrews a.k.a. Jane WI | oughby being arrested
in Mnneapolis, of all places, as part of a porno ring. She is sentenced to a
year in a state penitentiary. Next year, we have Jana Andrews a.k.a. Jane

W | oughby, again, arrested in Portland, Oregon as a high-priced call girl

i nvolved in the downfall of a city councilman ... a steady slide down hill
These pictures of her -- is that the wonman you renmenber ?"
John | ooked at the fuzzy newsprint pictures. "I could be wong. Tal

worman. Same gl anorous | ook. She woul d have been ten years younger. Yes and no.
It mght be her."

Detective Martha Yee ran her fingertips through her glossy black hair.
"By the way, the man with the ring? He's a dead priest from Connecticut. He,
and your glanor |lady here, may be involved with a big drug ring. There are two
police officers flying in from Connecticut. One is a police detective, the
other a DEA fed. You will probably get to neet them"

*Chapt er 25: Connecticut & Vernont*

As usual, Father Tiernan was buried in the sports section

Vi ncent/ Gordon was just buttering a scone.

"Monsi gnor, what do you think?" Father Tiernan growl ed. H s raw hands
t hrust the newspaper to one side.

Vincent was startled. "lI'msorry, Father. Wat did you say?"

"I was saying | think that Maiorano is going to pull Notre Danme out of
t he hol e next season. Lord knows, they need it."

Vi ncent | eaned his head to one side as though considering this val uable
information. "I think you've got a point, Father."

Ti ernan shook the paper and pulled it back over his face while his
coffee got colder and the elderly woman fussed about themin the enpty
kitchen. "Ch yes, there was a Jesuit in to see nme yesterday. He wanted to talk
to you too, but you were out."

"A Jesuit?"
"dd fellowfromFairfield. Binder. Professor of Accounting. Sent by
t he Chancery. Wants to go over our books. | told himyou handl e the financial

stuff.”

"Did he say why?"

Ti ernan shrugged. "Didn't bother asking. I"'msure you'll talk to him
and get it straightened out."

Vincent went to his room There, he inspected the small suitcase he had
packed and hi dden under the bed. In it were his keepsakes as well as cl othing.
There were twenty bank books, for accounts in various cities, under the nane
Vincent Uric. There were al so a business application with the Cty of Chicago
for a conmpany call ed CompuG aphi X USA, and his business |license. Al so, he had
a quart of whiskey in the suitcase.

After a day of fruitless planning and worry, toward eveni ng Vi ncent
poured hinself a shot and downed it. Then he lit a cigar and sat down in his
easy chair. It was dark in the room even with the reading |lanp on. \What a
mserable little room He hated this roomand the rectory. Hi s thoughts went
to Jana Andrews, and he felt a fiery desire. It was nore than physical. He
felt alifetime of denial and privation welling up in him Then he ren nded
hinself -- just alittle bit |onger. He nust be patient and careful perhaps
anot her day or two until he had worked out his plan. He thought about reading,
and was too agitated. He thought about the Breviary lying on the desk, and
| aughed nervously to hinmself. Instead, he turned on CNN and wat ched w t hout
listening. The thought of reading his breviary stirred himto sickness. He
stayed away with a feeling of dread fromthat book of a priest's nandatory
daily hour of prayers. Actually, not just dread but a feeling of ridiculous



irony. He could not contenplate praying at a tinme like this, and that filled
himw th an enptiness, a sour, lonely feeling, an anger

There was a knock on the door, a nmuffled voice.

Annoyed, he rose to answer. "Yes?"

"Monsignor, forgive ne." It was a trim fiftyish man wearing a sk
parka and a wool cap. "My nanme is Roger Fillnore. I'ma new parishioner here
intown, and | wanted to introduce myself. They sent ne to your apartnent.
hope you don't mind."

Vincent put on his fake face. "Conme in, Sir, come in. | was just
prayi ng, when my stomach growed. It will be dinner tinme soon." They shook
hands. "Wat |line of work are you in, M. Fillnore?"

M. Fillnore raised his eyebrows and rolled his eyes in a droll fashion
while closing the door firmy behind him "Mnkey business, Monsignor."

Vincent felt a thrill of unease.

"M. Hugh Stone says hi." Fillnore's voice was nasty now.

Vincent felt the floor drop away.

"Surprised? Don't worry, Monsignor. Just a friendly visit to rem nd you

that our organization is very efficient. You will receive an excellent return
on your dollar, and we | ook forward to doing return business with you."

Vi ncent stanmmered. "Right here ... in the rectory ... My God ... what
if...?"

"Naw, " Roger Fillnmore said. He | ooked |ike such a preppy, Vincent
t hought, how could this be? "I'mvery | ow key about everything, just like you
are, Here, what are the Detroit Pistons doing?" He stepped close to the TV and
| eaned over to watch a play-by-play summary of the basketball gane.

"Let me help you tune that in," Vincent said picking up a marble book
end.

"No, | can see it quite clearly," Roger Fillnore said.

"No really," Vincent said, and brought the book end down on top of
Fillmore's head. Roger Fillnore went down with a crash. Vincent turned the TV
off and listened. He stood astraddle Fillnore's body, with the book end raised
in both hands, ready to strike again, and at the sanme tine listening for any
sounds of running feet. Nothing. Silence. He saw his inmage in the bl ank
screen. Bared teeth. He knelt beside Fillnore. Vincent had seen |ots of dead
peopl e. This guy was not breathing. He got a mirror and knelt again. No
breath. He westled with Fillnore's wist ... no pulse. He sat down beside the
body and put his chin in his hands. Strange, to have no renorse. Here was a
man who woul d have turned ny life inside out for a few bucks. No, it was
sel f - def ense

He lifted the body and dragged it onto the bed. There, he wapped it in
his worn coverlet. Tine had run out. The only question now was, should he wait
for supper before moving? On the one hand, he needed every noment of tine to
get away. On the other hand, he could not be seen dragging a body to his car
so he would have to wait until dark. Yes, that was it, quite clearly.

Dressed in old clothes, Vincent |ocked and doubl e-bolted his room and
sauntered to the kitchen. Father Tiernan was cheerful, and the young priests
were tired fromtheir hard day's work, but they still had the energy to banter
like altar boys. Wth Monsignor present, they maintai ned decorum Di nner was
pastram on rye, sauerkraut, boiled potatoes, and appl esauce. For desert they
had red wi ne and apple cobbler. Vincent ate heartily.

"Did you talk to that Jesuit?" Tiernan asked.

"I called but I couldn't get a hold of him" Vincent replied vaguely.
"I"ll go over there tonmorrow "

Ti ernan, dense as ever, shrugged.

Shortly, with a | ook of farewell at the rectory and its foolish
occupants, and a good neal under his belt, Vincent burped and drove off.
Fillmore's body was in the Mercedes's trunk. Inprovise as you go. Vincent had
several thousand dollars in his pocket, the noney dopey Joe had stolen from
his parish cash fund and then forgotten in Vincent's apartnment. That woul d
certainly help any further inprovising. At a little town near the



Massachussets border, he filled the tank. Then he continued north on |-95.

The night was cold and clear. The highway had a little drifting snow,
but was otherwi se quite clear. At a rest stop near the Vernmont border, he
drank hot chocol ate and a snort of whiskey, then continued north. He saw many
cars with ski racks, fol ks headed for the resorts up north. Around ten
o' cl ock, he neared Burlington. At a gas station, he filled up the tank again,
topping it off. In the restroom he changed into his black priestly suit and
Roman collar. He swi gged two shots of whiskey and sprinkled sone on his
| apel s.

He went into a convenience store, stood in |ine humm ng to hinsel f
(noticed by all the customers), and purchased a quart of mlk. As he paid for
the mlk, he asked for a pack of cigarettes. The clerk rang up the new
purchase. Then he added a bag of potato chips. The clerk rang up the new
purchase. Then he insisted on trading the cigarettes for another brand.

Cust onmers behi nd hi m were begi nning to grunble. Enough. He'd nade hinsel f
noticed. He paid and left.

In the warm car, he changed into civvies. He stowed his priest's black
clothing and Roman collar in the carryall. Now he | ooked |ike any other skier

He found a deserted road at the edge of town and parked the Mercedes
anong some barren trees. He took his suitcase out and wal ked it about fifty
feet away. He took the sleeping bag with Fillnore's body out of the trunk and
laid it on the back seat. There was M. Fillnore, well preserved by the cold
Ni cely positioned to | ook |ike soneone who had fallen asleep

Vincent |eft the engine running, lights off, and opened the suitcase.
He extracted the whiskey bottle and wal ked back to the car. He opened the
potato chips and poured themover Fillnore's head. He opened the quart of
mlk, took a deep sip, and left the carton on the front seat. He opened the
pack of cigarettes and laid it on the floor in the rear. He took one of the
cigarettes, lit it, and waited. After a few puffs, he propped the cigarette
between Fillnore's dangling fingers. Then he opened the whi skey bottle and
poured its contents over Fillnore. He watched the |iquor soak into the seat.
He had to add a few lit matches, but then the seat was neatly abl aze. He
cl osed the car door and nmarched off. He was on the horizon with his suitcase
when the fire hit the fuel line under the floor. The gas tank went up with a
dull report. The fire was visible for mles.

Vincent, carrying his suitcase, anbled along the snowy sidewal ks.
Despite the late hour, there were people all around, skiers who were having a
few ni ght caps before going back out on the slopes tonorrow norning. Afire
engi ne wail ed past as Vincent checked into a Best Rest notel. The clerk handed
hi m his room key. "Have you got an airline schedul e?" Vincent asked. The clerk
pointed to a rack filled with such materials. Vincent took a | ong, hot bath.
Snoking a cigar and drinking a glass of whiskey, he relaxed in the crackling
bubbl e bath and avidly consulted the flight schedule. There it was: A noon
flight to Boston. No rush. He decided he would sleep in.

*Chapter 26: San Di ego*

On the night flight to San Diego fromHartford, Blue was too excited to
sleep. Eddie, fortified with several scotch and sodas, snored in the middle
seat on the jet. Blue watched the passage of brightly lit cities belowin the
bl ack vastness of the United States.

It was nearly dawn when they arrived. They were hustled by skycaps
through the airport, and by taxi to their hotels. Blue slept until noon, then
opened the heavy curtains in her hotel room Sunlight filled the room Her
vi ew overl ooked San Di ego Harbor, sail boats, excursion ships. A row of gray
Navy vessels, including an aircraft carrier, lined the opposite harbor shore.

She and Eddi e had gone to separate hotels to keep Innie happy, if that
was possible. She dial ed Eddi e's nunber and drew a gl ass of water. She opened
the sliding glass door and sat on the 15th-floor bal cony. "Mrning," he
chi nmed.

"Eddie, this is divine." Alarge gull rested on a wind current not far



away, then flapped away over the harbor. "It's just like spring. Did you cal
your w fe?"

"Yes," he said ruefully. "Chief Miurphy pronised we'd be in different
hotel s, but she doesn't believe it."

"Maybe you should get sonme famly counseling."

"I mght look intoit," he said with reluctance born of pride.

"Palmtrees," she breathed. "I|'ve never seen one before."
* * * %

San Di ego Hom cide Detective Barnes was a tea-skinned black man with stunning
caranel -col ored eyes. He seened in his early forties, a big, quiet man with a
firm dry handshake. They nmet in the | obby of the Hlton

Pol i ce headquarters was not far away. Blue studied the black-and-white
patrol cars and notorcycles with a professional eye. In the building, Barnes
pi cked up at the mail bins and hurried along to his office. Like all city
police departnents, this one had its bedlamof clattering printers, yelling
detai nees and their famlies, and chattering desk enpl oyees.

Shortly, Barnes took them across town to the norgue. There, in a chilly
room lay the remains of Father Joe. Eddie Stosik sadly confirmed the ID. An
official in white I ab coat displayed the track nmarks al ong both of the
priest's arms. The steel drawer rolled shut and they reenerged into sunlight.

"Where is the body goi ng?" Bl ue asked.

"To Chio. Hone. To his parents.”

"Did he have any brothers or sisters?" Blue asked.

"No," Barnes said. "W checked."

* * * %

Barnes showed her to a cheerl ess cinderblock room with a single high

slit-window, in the heart of the station. "Your office," he said. "lI'msure
you'll warmthings up."
She sighed, wapped her arns around herself. "Well, it's bright

anyway." The cinderbl ock walls had been painted in light, cool institutiona
pastels. She eyed the single chair, the single desk, the single phone, al
covered with dust. An old phone book lay violently thrown against a wall.

Bl ue and Eddie ate at a seafood restaurant. Afterward, Eddie was tired

and decided on a nap at his hotel. Al one at her hotel, stomach slightly upset,
Bl ue went for a wal k along the wharf. A tangy sea breeze, faintly danp,
m ngl ed with bal nmy subtropical air. The tall, rustling palmtrees fascinated
her. Sonme were shaped |i ke huge pineapples, their fronds scraping roughly in
the late afternoon air. thers were tall and slender and graceful. Some had
huge gray beards conposed of dead fronds.

By five o' clock it was dusk. The sun, descendi ng over the western
hori zon, left a bl ack-and-yell ow and-orange bl aze that lingered |ike a gentle
aftertaste. At the same tine, there was sonething everyday about the swell of
traffic on the crowded roads. Honel ess nen and wonen |inped with sideshow
gracel essness al ong the edges of the parks and roads. Many of themcarried
their possessions wapped in blankets. A few pushed rusty shopping carts and
stopped at trash barrels to rummage for enpty cans and other salvage, while
long limusines pulled in and out of the hotel entrances and liveried valets
si gnal ed.

* * * %
Barnes and an attractive young Asian woman pi cked Blue up at seven in his
enornous Buick, neat as a pin inside and snelling of uphol stery cl eaner
Barnes said: "Wuld you care for sone ice creamand coffee? You'll neet M.
Connor, for some flavor of our situation.” Swinging into traffic to get Eddie
at the other hotel, he introduced Blue to his conpanion

The young wonan with Barnes was a city detective. Blue felt a faint
stray tug in her heart as Barnes introduced her with that slightly forma
touch of supervisors everywhere. "Detective Martha Yee, meet Special Agent
Laurel Humbol dt. Detective Yee works for me. She's going to work with you."

Mart ha Yee was Chi nese- Anerican. She was sl ender, about Blue's height,
and had gl ossy black hair cut into a page boy style. Her eyes squeezed into



fine squiggles when she sniled. She had a small nose and a lush nmouth in an
oval face. Blue shook Martha Yee's hand and _knew . Something electric passed
between them "Hello, Laurel,"” Martha said. Cty lights nade her lower lip
glisten, put an interested glow in her dark eyes.

"Call me Blue. It's ny nicknane."

"Ckay, Blue." Martha wore nmahogany | oafers, jeans, and, under a white
nyl on wi ndbreaker, a dark plaid shirt. "Chilly tonight," Mrtha said.

"I don't know," Blue said. "To ne it feels warm It was twenty degrees
back in Connecticut and raining ice."

"How we forget. | grew up in Virginia because ny Dad worked in D. C,"
Martha said with that nelon-sweet dinpled smle.

Barnes stopped and Eddie piled in. Eddie sat in the back with Blue as
they cruised through rivers of headlights. The freeways out here were
ast oni shing, Blue thought. Sone hung in the sky like ribbons. Overpasses
soared anong the stars.

"This is the shopping mall where M. Connor works." Barnes pulled into
a well-lit parking garage full of bustle. "He is all we have to tie this case
together so far." Barnes showed them Aj anian's, and the two wonen sucked
breath. One of the store wi ndows had Persian carpets. Another w ndow held a
jewel ry display where |ight cascaded ampong di anond neckl aces paced with
eneral ds, or sapphires, or rubies, all tasteful and understated. A third
wi ndow di spl ayed wel | -crafted miscellany including gol d-pl ated shaving kits,
| eat her - bound photo al buns, clever office golf practice kits, and nore. Bl ue
coul d not get enough

Then she saw John Connor, and sucked breath.

I nsi de, standing at a display case | ooking at once amused, bored, and
intelligent, was one of the nost beautiful nmen Blue had ever seen. He was

tall, wearing a blazer, gray trousers, a white shirt, and a reginmental -style
striped tie. He had dark hair and big quick dark eyes. H's nose and jaw were
as cut from honey-tanned marble. He had a small, lush mouth with fine ivory
teet h.

Barnes herded theminto a bustling restaurant with dark booths. They
ordered coffee and ice cream Blue |liked fresh decaf and vanilla. Barnes
snel l ed bracingly of drugstore aftershave. He seened a neat fam |y man out of
pl ace in the hom ci de business. "Wat have we got? A junkie priest from
Connecticut winds up nmurdered in San Diego County. A beautiful worman naned
Jana Andrews, probably an alias, shows up a few days before the priest's
nmurder, in Ajanian's, and buys an expensive ring |later found on the dead
priest. The woman di sappears. M. Connor sold the ring to her. By coincidence,
he was briefly acquainted with Jana Andrews years ago when they were both
fashi on nmodel s working in New York City. A nysterious worman is | eaving news
clippings on Connor's doorstep indicating that Jana Andrews becane a
hi gh-priced call girl and a cocaine addict. Finally, the wonan who nodel ed
with M. Connor in New York used an alias, Jane WI | oughby. O maybe Jana
Andrews was the alias; we just don't know right now. "

"I's M. Connor a suspect?" Blue asked.

"No trace of a notive. |'ve checked Connor out fromtop to bottom He's
young, divorced, childless. Got into the nodeling business in his years in New
York City and Los Angel es, made a pile of dough, didn't waste it on drugs or
anyt hing. Married another fashion nodel, Any Crannard, divorced her two years
later, quit the nodeling business, retired to San Di ego on the death of his
parents to live in their old house which he has considerably expanded. He's a
partner in Ajanian's, where he works parttinme. He's also swiming in wonen.
Every tine we've seen him he's been with a different woman. Somebody has been
using himto bring this Jana Andrews to our attention."

John Connor joined themshortly after nine. Blue hovered shyly in the
background. Barnes made the introductions. "M. Connor, it was good of you to
cone. About those clippings that were left at your door ... do you have any
i dea yet who m ght have |eft those material s?"

John Connor shook his head. "I didn't get a good | ook at the woman. She



was wearing sungl asses.”

"And at night," Martha comented, having been through the details with
Connor before.

"Yes. More of the Blue Neon Eyes," Connor said.

"The Lady with the Blue Neon Eyes?" Blue blurted.

"Pretty good," Eddie said. "How d you come up with that?"

Bl ue's cheeks burned. "I have, er, had a friend, a painter, she'd paint
something with a nane like that."

"A Lady Wth Blue Neon Eyes," Connor said | ooking at Bl ue.

Martha laid a color glossy on the table.

"Pretty," everyone said except Eddie. He said "Wird." Blue noted the
woman's artificial stance in the open car door, on a beach naybe on anot her
pl anet, with the car and her eyes filled with crisp blue neon light.

Wthin fifteen m nutes, Martha managed to explain the San Di ego end of
the story to Blue and Eddie, including Jana Andrews's visit to John Connor and
t he purchase of the ring |ater found on Father Joe Travi gnan

Connor shook his head. "I wonder if it isn't my ex-wife, playing sone
trick on ne." Snoke cane from another table, and he nade wavi ng and choki ng
noti ons.

"We checked that out," Barnes said. "Your ex-wife has two children, and
married to a dentist far away in Mendoci no, and has no apparent reason to
bot her you."

"This priest's death," Connor said. "I hope you catch the killer. 1I'm
sorry. Soneone has to care.”

Blue liked hima little after that. And she nmade sure not to |light one
of her potent Chesterfields. Tine to quit? she wondered. She noticed that
Martha seemed nore interested in the waitress than in M. Connor

* * * %
Bar nes dropped Blue off at her hotel and continued on with Eddie. Martha and
Bl ue decided to go out for drinks. "I'll show you the town," Martha pron sed
First, they stopped at a seaside restaurant for a nightcap. There were a few
peopl e draped around the bar, but it was slow Martha bought Dranbuies. The
sweet, potent |iquor nmade Blue's head reel. Martha's glittering eyes and
smley white teeth were wol fish.

For a while, in a different bar overl ooking the harbor, they
entertained a winkled nariner. He was a rouged, cheerful chap, deep into his
cups, who regaled themw th stories about how he could outfit his seventy foot
sloop with female sailors at a monent's notice at any hour of day or night. He
fell asleep face down, and the bar closed. Martha | ed Blue out before the
anci ent mariner could be wakened.

Next, they were in a little woody place full of wormen. "We're in our
friend Connor's nei ghborhood,” Martha told a |iquescent Blue Hunbol dt. After
one gl ass of white wine, Blue walked to the |adies' roomby feeling her way
frompillar to post. Back out amid the cigarette snoke, she | eaned agai nst
Mart ha's shoul der. "Blue," Martha said, "are you in the bag already? How
di sappoi nting."

“Uhrr," Blue managed to say. Two Dranbuies and a gl ass of white w ne
had bought her the farm She stayed glued to a pillar while Martha played poo
with a butch. Cigarette snoke palled the table, making it boring because Bl ue
couldn't see the balls going around. She was gl ad when Martha | ed her outside.
It was two a.me stars were out. Martha held Blue tightly massagi ng her back
and spoke softly while Blue hurled over Martha's shoulder. After a while,

Bl ue's head cl eared sonewhat. She was on all fours, puking, while Martha
patted her back. Martha had some tissue in her purse. Blue w ped her nouth.
Mart ha gave her sonme chewing gum Blue belched. It was three a.m She took the
gum and al |l owed the peppernint to saturate her nunbed taste organs.

"“I'"d better get you honme," Martha said. "Want to come to ny place?"

"Cotta to be hotel," Blue said, "case call."

Next thing, they were outside her hotel and the night wind was rustling
in the palmtrees overhead. Blue felt half-way sober, and was shivering nadly.



"You passed out," Martha said.

"You better help nme upstairs," Blue asked.

Ten minutes later, the shower was running, and Blue inhaled the wet hot
steam She saw Martha hovering outside the warmfog. She reached out, feeling
very steady, and pulled at Martha's sweater. Martha's face was very serious.
"Bl ue," she said, "you' ve puked on nme, you've passed out in ny car, and |'ve
had to carry you up here. \What nore do you want ?" But she peel ed off her
cl othes and stepped into the shower. She was Blue's height, with a ruddy
athletic body and little breasts with wal nut ni pples. Blue pulled her close.
Touched her sweet body. Held her tightly. Kissed those shaky nipples. Inwardly
she cried _don't |eave ne._

It was a dark, quiet night. The stars shone. A quarter noon lay like a
cut orange slice over the horizon. Sailing ships with illuni ned masts glided
in and out of the harbor

In bed, Blue and Martha made | ove. Martha was hungry, her teeth nipping
here and there, at Blue's nipples, her tongue i mediately behind to savor
fruit that had been bitten. Blue arched back, noaning, two flat, athletic
stomachs pressing agai nst each other, gathering heat between them Blue held
Martha's jet black hair while Martha's nmouth nmoved down to the sweet place
that was |ike a sumer berry garden. Martha began to mpan, and Blue felt the
rhythm c notion in Martha's shoul der. The notion matched the timng of her
tongue in Blue's nost intimte spot, while Martha rubbed herself in time. One
by one, Blue felt the rippling contractions in her gut, the stiffening in her
| egs, that signaled several snmall orgasms in slow succession. Wien she
couldn't stand it any longer, she pushed Martha onto her back and, hol ding
Martha's wists down, showered her with passion. She rubbed Martha's little
poi nt qui cker and quicker, until Mrtha convulsed in a great orgasmthat made
her small, taut body quiver.

After a long stillness, during which they listened to the sound of one
anot her's heartbeats through snmooth skin, occasionally giving the other's
smal | breast a kiss, they curled up together and slipped into satisfied sleep.

*Chapter 27: San Di ego*

VWiile it was still dark out, Martha Yee whi spered sonet hi ng
affectionate into Blue's ear and slid away. Later Blue woke al one. Startl ed,
she sat up. And inmediately grabbed her head to protect it fromthe 900-pound
pliers pressing on both tenples. First she went to the bathroom and threw up.
A hal f-hour session with hot towels, sodium bicarbonate, and gl asses of water,
and she felt able to call roomservice. She ordered a toast and bl ack coffee.
Never again, she vowed. She found in her bag a negavitamn to replace any
essentials the al cohol had | eached out of her. By ten a.m she felt well
enough to call Eddie, whose i nmedi ate question was: "Blue, where have you
been?"

"I was in bed. Hung over."

"The switchboard said you left orders last night not to be disturbed.
Ceez, what happened?"

"Eddie, | sawthe city and it saw ne. Wat did you do?"

"I called to see if you'd like to go for a drink."

"Don't nention drink to ne."

"You and Martha Yee nust have tied one on."

"You could say that."

"I"'mleaving for Connecticut this afternoon.”

"You are?"
"Yes. Another priest. A nonsignor this tine."
"Nol

"Yes. Your Monsignor Gordon. Found burned to death under suspi cious
circunstances in Vernont at a ski resort."

"Doing what? Don't tell me. Stupid question. Skiing."

"Actually, he was sleeping in his car. Drunk, they think. I don't know
any nore. Chief Mirphy wants ne back there today."



She call ed Tomasi. There was a funny twist to his voice. She could tel
he had something on his nmind. "Hunboldt, I'mglad you called. How are you
doi ng?"

"Just fine, Chief. I've net Barnes and Yee and Connor. | understand
Eddie is being pulled back. Al so, this Mnsignor Gordon has been found dead?"

"Good work on your part. | wish we'd followed it nmore quickly. I'm
having Vito cover that for us. | want you to stay in San Diego for now Wrk
with Barnes. I'Il keep you posted on what goes down back here. | feel good
because |I'mcovering all the bases, | think, with nmy budget. But Laurel."

He' d never used her first name before. "Yessir?"

"There's a | ady who has been calling our office."

She wi shed she could crawl into a hole.

"You made a m stake. But you're young, you're learning, and | don't
want to know. | asked her to stop bothering us at the office, since you
obvi ously gave her the high sign."

Blue felt nortified.

"It won't go any further than this. You're an outgoing, friendly little
skate. Watch yoursel f, okay?"

"Yessir. | could call her, ask her not to -- "

"No, don't encourage her."

“I'"'msorry."

"We all make mistakes. The matter is closed. | said you' re indefinitely

assigned out of town, don't call us again.”

Blue really resented Maggi e now. She picked Eddie up at his hotel. It
was different with Martha Yee. Martha could not threaten her w thout exposing
herself. It was sad that matters of |ove should be reduced to such nercenary
cal cul ati ons. Eddi e asked her to drive himto the airport. In the hotel
restaurant, over sandwi ches and beer, Eddie |ooked at her closely. "Do you
have boyfriends?" It seened to be a question he'd been dying to ask after al
this tine.

She realized she must be an enigma to him "Eddie, | just broke up with
-- someone -- in Manhattan. I'mnot ready for another relationship. So I'm
sort of being a nun."

She drove himto Lindbergh Field. There she hel ped hi munl oad his
baggage while a jet thundered away in the cloudl ess sky. H s hair blewin the
bal my breeze. He extended his hand wistfully. "So |ong, Blue. Hope to see you
agai n soon."

She squeezed himin a brief hug. "Keep an eye on that cold, drafty
apartment in Hamlton for ne, will you? See you."

*Chapter 28: Burlington, Vernont?*

Vincent, relaxing in his hot tub in Burlington, raised a whiskey to
honor the | ate Monsi gnor CGordon. Gone was the pressure of Hugh houndi ng hi m
The matter of Fillnmore -- well, the man might have killed him and he'd killed
Fillmore by accident, so that was nothing to fret about. The Angel of Death,
now t hat was another nmatter, and it roiled deeply in his mnd; he nust keep
evadi ng her. Then his thoughts turned to the desirable Jana Andrews. He
i magi ned her beside himin nubile magnificence, and dialed her number in
Chi cago.

Her voice was husky and inviting. "H there, lover."

He squirnmed in his tub. "Qoh, you make me want to reach out and squeeze
your toe."

"Are you into toes, Vincent?"

"I"'minto toes, fingers, arns, as long as it's Jana Andrews, |I'minto
it. How are you, doll?"
"Ahh ... lonely ... bored.”

"Wuld you like to meet me in sunny Southern California for a nice
rel axi ng weekend? You won't be bored or lonely."

"You're on, hot guy!"
* * * %



In two hops, Vincent went to Boston, then New York City. The pil ot announced
that it was a bright, cold, sunny day in Manhattan. Vincent was in a good
hunor. I n Boston paper was a blip about a body found in a burning car in

Ver nont .

Vincent took a conmuter helicopter fromJFK to a skyscraper, where he
ate a light neal. Then, in an office supply store, he rented a conputer and a
nodem Then he took a hotel roomin mdtown Manhattan and got to work. One by
one, he wote checks against his various accounts -- Citibank, Bank of
America, First Federal, and so on -- and prepared themfor mailing to
Mercantile First Bank of Chicago where he had an account under the namne
Vincent Uric. Using the conputer, he dollied up twenty different |etterheads,
wi th conpany nanes |ike G aphics International, InnoForm |nvestments Parsis,
and so on. He had themprinted on a quality laser printer, then enclosed them
inthe letters. He would not enmpty any of his twenty accounts. |nstead, he
transferred a total of just over $3,000,000 to the CompuG aphi X USA account,
| eaving over half a million spread around. He mailed the letters by registered
mai | from Manhattan

He arrived in Chicago just after nightfall.

He took a hotel room sent up for dinner -- Filet Mgnon with nmushroom
caps, boiled salted new potatoes, carrots in parsley, and a chocol ate puddi ng.
He sent out for Charles Martel brandy and a box of fine cigars. Then he
wat ched cabl e novies until the brandy sent him under

The foll owi ng day, he went to Chicago Shoreline Savings and Loan and
extracted the contents of a small strong box. There were a few negligible
items, such as a gold watch and a gold bracelet, both of which he planned to
give to darling Jana. Mbst inportantly, he had Vincent Uric's social security
nunber. On a previous visit, Vincent had spent an entire norning and part of
an afternoon at the Mtor Vehicle Department, obtaining a picture driver's
license that he'd kept in safety deposit like a treasure. He called First
Mercantil e Bank of Chicago |ate that afternoon, introduced hinself as the
Presi dent of ConmpuG aphi X USA, and requested an interview.

At ten o' clock Thursday norning, dressed in a brand-new dark business
suit of conservative cut, he was ushered into the office of a Vice President
naned Charles Graham a youngi sh bl ack man. G aham punped hi s hand eagerly.
"M. Uric, what a pleasure. WII you have tea or coffee?"

"Tea, if you don't mind."

A silver tea service arrived, conplete with steam ng teapot, china cups
and saucers, china sugar and cream contai ners, a china pot of sliced |Ienons,
pastries, and finger sandw ches. "I understand your company is expanding to
Chi cago, " Graham sai d.

Vincent buttered a croissant, laid salam and Edam between its buttery
flaky hal ves. "Yes. W expect to transfer funds fromour subsidiaries and from
other interested parties soon."

"Conput er business, is it?" G aham boonmed, buttering a crunpet.

"Lucrative. | could nove in that direction."”
"A good way to go, M. Graham What we need are good nanagers. Such
opportunities will exist in the future. Well, | should toddle on."

"Most assuredly,” M. Gahamsaid, licking butter fromhis thunb. "Wat
sort of dollar volume are we talking initially?"

"Well," Vincent hazarded, "we're only getting started, of course, but I
am al ready negotiating an order around five mllion dollars for our integrated
circuits. W'll be introducing a line of preprogranmed chips later, and that
gets into tens of mllions."

G aham gul ped.

"Then there are government contracts. |'d say we're |ooking at a
break-even this year and a profit margin approaching two mllion next year."

G aham swal | owed hard.
Satisfied with hinmself, Vincent had a steak dinner and took an evening
flight to San D ego.

* * * %



Joanna Maclvory, listed in the passenger nmanifest as Jana Andrews, boarded the
commuter flight to San Di ego. Miunching orange slices, she idly flipped through
t he norni ng newspaper.

And caught .

And nearly choked.

"San Diego Murder Victimldentified as Connecticut Priest," the
headl i ne read. She broke into tears, reading the article. "No," she cried,
"noooo! "

Wen she arrived in San Di ego, Rae Donovan and Virgi e DeSanto picked
her up at the airport. She buried her face in Rae's |lap, and Rae's rough
cal l used hands patted her. "My God, Joanna, what's w ong?"

"It's not going to go the way we planned it," Joanna bl ubbered. "M
brother! He's dead! That son of a bitch killed him™"

Rae, bl onde strongworman, held Joanna's face between her pal ns. "Wat do
you nmean?"

She told them about Joe, and dissolved in tears again.

Virgi e DeSanto, driving, |ooked shocked. Her pillbox hat tilted rakish
on her forehead. "Jesus, no."

Joanna said calmy: "Forget this charade. | amgoing to kill him"
"No," both wonmen said. "Please, Joanna, think what you're doing. Think
about Doug."

* * * %

Ah to spend a delicious weekend with Jana Andrews!

Vi ncent had readi ed everything. Drinks, fireplace, clean sliding glass
door | eading out onto beach sand at $4000 per square foot overlooking La Jolla
Shores. Sunken marble tub, jacuzzi, pool, squash court, the works. She would
stay with himto share all this. As he fixed hinself another drink he heard
t he doorbell.

Through the aperture he spied Jana's upper face. "You're early,
darling," he chimed. "Wait, I'lIl open right up." The key, where was the key?

The doorbell rang again.

Vi ncent searched for the key. "Hold on, darling!"

The doorbell chimed incessantly.

"Jana Darling, I'll be right there!" He opened the door, holding a
drink in his hand, and rocking slightly on the balls of his feet. He was in a
euphoric haze, but his joy fizzled.

She fixed mal evol ent eyes on him She showed her teeth. "You killed
him " Her voice had a fierce, unearthly quality. "You rotten bastard! You
goddamm shit!" Wth that, she lunged at himwith a knife.

He dropped his drink and fell backward.

The kni fe caught on his sleeve, stung his skin. Jana's breath was in
his face, and she was grunting like an animal. Her foot caught himin the gut,
and he doubl ed over. "You nurdered ny brother!™

Vincent was sure now that Jana was a madwonman. She raised the knife in
both hands to strike at him He saw her tw sted nouth, her vicious eyes.
Desperately, he clawed her face. The knife came down without force. He punched
repeatedly, bringing her to the ground inside the tiled entrance. At |ast, she
was still. Breathing heavily, he took the knife and plunged it into her heart.
Then, dulled by drink, panicked, sobbing, he gathered his things from around
t he house. The Angel of Death stood there smiling. _Now you've done it,
Vincent, | always said you' re bad_.

"I didn't nean to," he whined. "I'mjust trying to be good. | don't
want to hurt anybody. She attacked ne, Mdther, honest. It was just |ike you
and Daddy. You were just trying to protect yourself, weren't you?" He craw ed
about, sl obbering, getting his things. "It was just |like that, Mther, | was
just trying to protect nyself. She cane at nme. Ch God, she cane at ne with a
knife. | hate her! | hate you!"

*Chapter 29: San Di ego*
Bl ue and Martha worked out an angle of attack. Martha had other duties



(shades of Eddie!) which left Blue to her own investigation. But San D ego was
a huge city, not a little town you could get to know in a day or two.
Mart ha stepped into Blue's office and cl osed the door. "About the other

ni ght."
"I"'msorry | barfed and all."
"You were very sweet. 1'd like to see you nore."
"Thanks, Martha. | just broke up with soneone in New York, and I'm

trying to lay low Especially with this investigation."
"How about di nner soon?"
"Sure," Blue said.
* * * %
After many hours of poring over police and paranmedic reports, and fruitless
phone calls and visits with other detectives, Blue had made no progress. She
was in the tub when Eddie called. She said: "How are ya?"

"Ckay. "

"That's a gl um howdoyoudo. "

"It's cold enough to freeze your balls off."

"Wong netaphor, Eddie." She noved nounds of bubble foam over her skin.

"One's ... nevermnd. Blue, about that other priest fromHanilton who
just bit the big one, Mnsignor Gordon? | nade another pass through Joe's
stuff before Pollack sent it to Joe's parents in Chio. Joe had this
nmonsi gnor' s phone nunmber witten down in about six places in his diaries. They
were connected, |'msure.”

"Try Father Binder," she suggested. "Ask himhow much noney Travi gnan
and Gordon stole together." She wondered if the two-timing priests had a
little fun-lair someplace in San D ego.

Barnes called not |ong after her conversation with Eddi e. She was
drying out on the little bal cony overl ooking San Di ego Harbor fromthe 15th
floor, working on her tan after a swm "M ss Hunmbol dt, you ought to know, and
I'mabout to call M. Connor. There's a stabbing victimat UCSD Medica
Center. Femal e, and unconscious. Her nane is Jana Andrews. W' re checking her
prints against the state files."

Bl ue sat up. "Unconscious? Hasn't tal ked yet?"

As she drove to the hospital in her rental car, she revi ewed what
Barnes had told her. Jana Andrews was wheel ed out of surgery for the third
time in tw days, still unconscious. Cocaine worth a million dollars on the
street had been found in a suitcase in a car rented by one Jana Andrews, al
el se unknown. Paranedi cs had found her bl eeding and near death. She had a stab
wound to the chest, deflected by her sternum She had a stab wound to the arm
and several blows to the head. She had banged her head on the concrete and
surgeons had drained blood and brain fluid fromher inner ear. She was under
24 hour watch, not only for her safety, but to catch anyone coming to finish
her off. The connection night never have been nmade were it not for a
persi stent records clerk.

At the hospital, Blue net Barnes, Connor, and Martha. They foll owed an
exasperated ward clerk, a chubby little black woman with rattling jewelry and
too much nake-up, huffing behind two orderlies and a nurse who were pushing
the gurney. "I had to know if her dental work has been checked," the clerk
expl ai ned as the entourage nmade their way along senmidark halls with glistening
floors and a snell of boric acid. "Someone somewhere must be missing a wife or
a daughter or nother! If figured, tine to call the police back and try one
| ast neasure -- the state fingerprints databank, to see if perhaps she had a
record.”

"Wonder ful work," Barnes said.

As they wheel ed Jana Andrews into a room the nurse said: "She's stable
for now Lost a lot of blood. She's had several operations to relieve pressure

fromleaking brain fluid." Martha Yee said: "W' Il have a round the cl ock
watch in case she talks. Funny part is, SDPD had a watch on her because they
found a million bucks of cocaine in her rental car."

Bl ue asked: "Where did they find her?"



"On the steps of a ritzy place in La Jolla.™

"Coul d that be Mnsignor CGordon's little | ove nest?"

"Somet hing to check out,"” Martha agreed.

John Connor stepped forward, |ooked at the swollen, black and bl ue
face, and turned away. "l can't tell if it's her."

Barnes patted Connor's shoul der. "Easy now. We're doubl e checking the
fingerprints against state records if we have any."

* * * %
Qut si de, Bl ue bumped into Connor. "You | ook upset."

"Yeah." He rubbed his cheek in disbelief. "I'"mgoing for some |unch
Care to join ne?"

She saw herself falling right intoit. "Sure."

He opened the door of a dark Porsche for her. He wore jeans and a white
cotton shirt that offset his light tan. H s dark hair |ooked wet and curly, as
t hough he had carelessly conbed it after a shower. Round avi ator sungl asses
hid his eyes. His strong jaw and snooth face with streamined nose radiated a
sense of tiger strength. H's long, lanky |linmbs noved with casual athletic
grace. She slid into the seductive snells of |eather, upholstery, and a faint,
citric aftershave or col ogne. The nachine growl ed and started away fromthe
curb. He was a quick, snooth driver, confortable with the powerful car

Qddly, she felt as though she were on a date. Not a bad feeling,
despite the circunstances. He took her to a restaurant called Kabuki-san. They
wal ked through a pebble courtyard overhung with ivy growi ng out of pots hung
from wooden beans. The interior was festooned with paper |anterns and
cord-w apped white canvas bundl es suggesting bal es of tea. Buddhas gl eaned in
little wall niches. There were odd ningled aromas -- tea, fish, salty stew,
peanut sauce. At the sushi bar, they each drank a small egg-cup of hot sake, a
rice wine potent as martinis. They were served snmall wooden trays of sashim:
Bits of raw fish and vegetabl es pressed into truncated rice cylinders w apped
in dark green seaweed. He showed her how to hold chopsticks, dip the sashim
in hot green nustard, and after each bite clean her palate by eating a few
shreds of pickled ginger.

He toyed with an after-lunch drink. Al the wonmen in the restaurant
kept | ooking at him He seenmed al nost shy; now why woul d that be? To break the
i ce, she touched his hand. "Tell me, why did you quit nodeling?"

* * * %
John Connor felt her cold fingertips on the back of his hand. She was smiling,
but with a calculating curiosity.

"I"'msorry, Mss Hunboldt, | can't seemto put a picture together. |'m
not used to seeing a woman so battered.”

"This has been an upsetting time for you." She added: "So nodeling was
not a very happy career for you."

"It was okay. This woman has sonehow touched ne. Taken me back. It
makes me renmenber a divorce. Some bad tinmes."

She said kindly: "You are handsone, wealthy, can have anyone or
anyt hing you like."

"Maybe it seens that way to you." He wondered if she was being
condescendi ng or adoring, and wasn't sure.

"I"'mnot entirely happy either," she confessed. That floored him "I
have a job | sonetinmes enjoy, even though it's deadly dull or frustrating by
turns. I'mwondering if you have the sanme problem | have."

"What' s that?"

"That inner voice. Deep down. Like a nagging bit of heartburn. The
feeling there has to be sonething nore.”

"I's there a man in your |life?" He apologized with his eyes for being so
f orwar d.

"Not right now "

Coul d you believe it, she blushed! Well, she was honest. And her
personality had a kind of crackle to it. Like fresh celery, clean and
whol esonme. Al so hunorous and kind. He envied her, and he said so.



She | aughed. "What?" Her dark eyes nocked. "I have to work for a
l[iving. I'mnot glanmorous. The work | do is not happy or nice or even safe.
You're a card!" Her pale, pretty features with their sincerity stirred him

* * * %
In a sudden flash of synpathy, her reserve toward hi m had evaporated. She felt
a wave of understanding as he told her his story, which she found interesting.

Hi s parents had been perfectionists, and he knew he had not entirely
pl eased them dropping college plans to take up nodeling; he was making up for
that now, taking courses at San Diego State University. Then he'd been
recruited for nodeling. For two years, he'd worked hard before the canera. By
ni ght he cruised the clubs. He had wonen several a day, the way ordinary
peopl e get hungry or thirsty. However, he did not have the energy. That was
the old story. He could have had a thousand wonen, a Ph. D., or a track
chanpi onshi p, but none of those things appealed to him Wile some mal e nodel s
were gay and lived a totally different lifestyle, and others abused chemni cal s,
John needed normalcy and regularity. So he married one of the many fenal e
nodel s who carousel ed through his life. A disaster, for she was childish and
selfish and ultimately ran around with other men. John, however, forned solid
friendships in the Big Apple. One of themwas w a | ady naned Sonya Marcus, a
plain gal of 30 with thick glasses, who traded on the New York Shn had | ong
ceased to | ook on the outside; what Sonya Marcus | ooked |like -- a dunpy young
worman -- did not matter to himas rmuch as the fact that she was a genui ne,
strong person with great affection. During the worst of his divorce, he'd
slept regularly with Sonya Marcus and found nore solace there than in all the
gorgeous young mares on the fashion world trotting track. Sonya had taught
John the stock market. She'd taken his earnings and doubled, tripled,
quadrupl ed themfor him She'd done this in a way that he'd been able to avoid
nost al i nony problens. Sonya had drifted out of his life during the period
when he'd quit nodeling. He was a millionaire by then. H s parents were dead,
and he'd returned to San Diego to pursue a new life. If he was not conpetitive
by nature, he also resented being used. Mdeling seemed to hima way of being
used, and once he'd made his noney he'd turned his back on it.

"Way do you want to work for ne?" Ajanian the purveyor of |uxury had
asked during the interview four years ago.

"Well," John had told him "I mss the working world just a little bit.
Mostly the everyday contact with people. So | answered your ad. Part-tinme help
want ed. That sounds |ike what | need."”

Aj ani an and he stood ankl e deep in Persian carpeting. Ajanian's In The
Mal | had a qui et el egance. Gregor A anian had spent a lifetime creating a
l avi sh nystique that nade his store the byword for expensive buying. He was a
smal | tidy-1ooking man with dark eyes, a cashew shaped nose, a wi de ful
nmout h, and a grayi sh olive conplexion. H s store had nothing that anybody
needed. Just a quarter acre of useless but beautiful furs, jewels, rugs,
gadgets, gl ossy hundred-dol |l ar books, and matte bl ack Janes Bond novelties.
Lots of foot traffic and few buyers, but those who bought spent big bucks. The
interior of Ajanian's gleaned with bluish |ight that bounced among mirrors.

Gregor Aj ani an studi ed John Connor while gingerly holding a green and
gol d designer cigarette in a hand glittering with di anond rings. John Connor
carried hinself well. He had a tall, slender body that was neither soft nor
overly hard, muscul ar but not rmnuscl e-bound. Connor's clothes were expensive
and understated. Ajanian had a reedy, abrasive voice nodul ated by a burr |ike

a drill snmothered in lubricant soap. "Have you spent any time in Las Vegas,
son?"

John Connor had frowned. "Pardon ne? Yes, |'ve been there."

"Do you know what a shill is?"

"Sounds like a rare coin or sonething,"” John | aughed.

Aj ani an kept a pickle face. "You haven't played Chem n de Fer then."

"I don't ganble," John assured him

"That's good," Aj ani an said, reassured. He | ooked John up and down. "A
shill is a come-on. Chemn de Fer is supposed to be a high-brow ganme. It's a



sucker's gane the way it's played in the U S. The casino hires a couple of
gor geous womren in eveni ng gowns and studs in tuxedoes to sit at a ritzy
| ooking tabl e and pretend they're playing Chenin de Fer. Joe Shnoe, you wal k
by, you're a sucker, you want to feel elegant, you step up and play. For a
whil e you pretend you' re Janes Bond. Then you're broke and the shills charm
your ass out of there to make room for the next sucker."

"That doesn't sound like ny kind of game,"” John said.

Aj ani an burred: "Chemin de Fer is French for Railroad, though I don't
think there's any pun intended."

John said, "You're very know edgeable. | understand you travel all over
the world to buy the wonderful things you sell here.”
Aj ani an | aughed. "You'll do fine in sales. You' re charnming ne, and

see you com ng." He paused. "Maybe | can use you, John. Have you ever done any
sort of sales work before?"

"Not exactly, but you just said I m ght have charm™

"What kind of noney are you used to?"

John named a fabul ous amount of dollars per day.

Aj ani an blinked; a rare event for this acconplished worl d-cl ass poker
pl ayer. "Then perhaps this job would be nenial for you. |I'm paying by the
hour. | could raise it an extra buck or two for you."

"l don't care."”

Aj ani an not only blinked; he blinked and swal | oned. When he was able to
tal k again, he naned an hourly wage that they shook hands on

"Great," John had told him "You can sinply send ny pay to a bank
account 1'Il set up. Wen do |I start?"

"I like for ny sales staff to dress to the nines. To be polite.
El egant . "

"Shills," John said.

"Yes. Only nobody gets suckered here.™

"The custoner is always right."

"Very well then, you understand. You'll be part of the atnosphere. Wen
you sell a five thousand dollar Rolex or a ten thousand doll ar Persian rug,
you're selling yourself and this store. | want the atnosphere of el egance to

stay shining on that sold object for as long as the custoner owns it.
_Capisc'?_"

For the next four years, John reported religiously on Thursday and
Sat urday evenings for work at Ajanian's In The Mall. For a while there were a
ot of stories about him That he was a reforned crinminal. That he was a
European prince in hiding. In exile. That he had no foreign accent had quashed
those last tales. In the end, they becanme used to him They forgot the weird
stories and malicious gossip and were usually too busy working to whisper
about him They called himJohn, Johnno, Hey You. He loved it. They didn't
really understand, but they were the anchor of his weekly schedule. And by now
he had bought hinmself into a limted partnership with Ajanian, a 20% share of
t he busi ness.

Aj ani an spent quality hours on the floor with his people. He was a hard
man to work for because he was exacting. He was relentlessly critical, but he
was al so enormously forgiving. If he had a drawback, it was that he was a
mser with praise. Only once, about a year after hiring John, he took him
asi de and whi spered: "You know why |'ve kept you on? Sure, you're beautiful, a
ot of ladies come by at least twice a week just to | ook at you, but that
doesn't sell watches and dianonds. | |ike you because you don't have a fat
head. People like you for that, John. You're a nice guy."

* * * %
"That is a nice story,"” Blue told him

Slowmy, the earlier grin, a boyish squiggle of the |lips against white
teeth and light tan skin, broke through like the sun through clouds. "You warm
ne."

She caught herself. She did not want to get chumy. She stepped away
and | ooked at her watch. "Well, | think |I ought to call Barnes and see what's



going on." Keep it professional

"There is a phone in nmy car," he enthused. O course, there would be.
So, noments |ater she was in touch with Barnes who had just returned to his
office fromthe hospital. She asked: "Is she conscious yet?"

"No change.™

Connor put his sungl asses on and started the car

"Il be back in the office shortly," she told Barnes.

"Fine," he said, "I'll be gone the rest of the day. Get with Martha if
you need us."

She hung up. John said: "Can | show you around?"

She felt stiff. "I'd like to keep things on a rather formal |evel
After all, you' re a material wtness."

"Ckay. Let's keep it formal. Were to start?"

Not your house, please, she thought.

"The zoo, then." John Connor paid for their tickets. There were plenty
of tourists about, and lots of babies crying in strollers. Flam ngoes padded
t hrough their wadi ng pool |ike pink dancers and on the | awn around their poo
were anci ent pygny date palns with delicate fronds.

"What about your parents, Mss Hunbol dt. What do they think about your
career ?"

"As a cop? | think they hate it. | think they're afraid for ny safety.
But they've stopped saying things."

"And you're all alone? In the world, I mean? In New York City?"

He seemed to sense her bottom ess fright. "Look," he said, "the
giraffes. They are the gentlest creatures, don't you think? One of the |ady
giraffes just had a baby. They have her in that special corner. The ot her
giraf fes keep wandering over to | ook over the fence at the mother and her new
baby. "

He showed her the Bengal tiger, a massive padding creature with
beautiful markings. She saw the sullen gorillas and was sure they resented
their captivity. The orangutans were behind a special plastic enclosure whose
surface they had marred with vicious claw ng attacks. It was cool and shady in
the tropical rain forest. Tropical plants grew am d concrete paths and
pl ashing waterfalls. A woman passed, pushing a carriage containing a severely
crippled and retarded boy with a deformed head and oddly twi sted fingers. Wth
a sudden surge of heart, she turned and told him "M. Connor, we're very
lucky. | mean, we | ook on the negative side, we all do, we human peopl e. But
we have so nuch conpared to others of our kind."

Connor had seen the boy too. "Yes, we're very lucky, Mss Hunboldt. W
have to keep renmenbering that."

The el ephant triggered another sadness in Blue. "Look how he has to
patiently keep wal ki ng around and around that dusty path all day wth
scream ng kids on his back."

"El ephants have been doing hard work in India for thousands of years,"
Connor st at ed.

"Don't you think he'd be happier in the wld?"

"He'd have to fight for a living. | don't know -- naybe he'd be
happi er. He | ooks |like a happy el ephant to ne."

El ephant dust drifted before her field of vision. "Are you a happy
el ephant, M. Connor?"

* * * %
Ni ght fell over the harbor. John Connor watched a two-nasted schooner glide
past. Her decorated rigging formed a pyranmd of little white lights.

John wat ched Hunbol dt's pal e, harnoniously featured face, under
floating puff of black hair and inset with lustrous dark eyes, grow quietly
and subtly lovely. He put his hand over hers. "The happy hour crowd is rolling
in. The band is tuning up. Let's stay and dance."

For a monent, he thought she would reject his offer. Instead she
nodded, pleasure in her eyes. "I'mgoing to run upstairs for a nonment to
freshen up. WIIl you wait for me here?"



Waiting, he ignored watchful eyes. O a blonde lighting a cigarette. O
the sl ender brunette hostess each tine she passed by. O two ol der wonmen with
garish wigs and too nuch makeup who kept |ooking his way. The harbor had a
qui et beauty of lights and cool w nd beyond the noise of the four-piece conbo
doi ng anci ent Beatl es songs.

A pair of shapely legs in a jeans miniskirt, white hose, and bl ack high
heel s caught his eye. He turned his eyes discreetly in that direction, saw
that the owner, in a puffy-sleeved white silk blouse, was coning directly
toward hi manong the stares of nmen, choked, and realized it was Laure
Hurmbol dt. She sniled, and her teeth made an ivory contrast with the darkness

of her eyes. He felt confortable enough with her to say: "I didn't recognize
you, Laurel. My god, you're gorgeous."
"You have sone original lines." She tapped his wist. "Conme on, let's

dance. "

They gyrated through two fast dances, becom ng sweaty in the noisy,
dense crowd. Young busi nessmen had | oosened their ties and devel oped red faces
in a never-ending call for beers and drinks. Young busi nesswonen becane brash
and giggly over their drinks and cigarettes. Connor's eyes reveled in the
lithe twi sting notions of Blue Humbol dt, whomthe second drink had al so
apparently | oosened up. Then cane a | ong sl ow dance. He | ed, and she foll owed
securely, tucked against his right shoulder. Her left hand splayed agai nst his
ri ght shoul derblade. His left hand and her right hand were cl asped, and their
fingers twined and intertwined like two |overs in bed together

They stepped outside with their drinks. The harbor breeze was quiet and
refreshing. She said: "I've never heard of a cop dancing with a materi al
Wit ness. "

"You' re undercover, Blue. You' re working your way into ny sinister
private life to set up the drug bust of the century."

"Ch stop it." She slugged himon the shoulder in a sisterly fashion
For a while, they |eaned shoul der to shoul der on the wooden railing, watching
shi ps passing on the night water. "It's a lovely city," she said.

"I like it." And he did.

"I't would be nice if they reassigned nme here."

"That woul d be nice," he agreed. |npulsively, he put his arm around
her, feeling the lightness of her waist, the curve of her hip. Her arm pressed
on his. They were that way for a few nmnutes. He turned toward her, and she
faced him Their faces were inches apart. He inclined his face toward hers,
and her eyes sank shut. Her l|ips parted as though about to drink. Then she
squi rmed away. She said: "One nore fast dance. Then |'ve got to go upstairs
and you have to go hone."

* * * %
Blue ran to her roomand bolted the door. She went to the w ndow and | ooked
after him but all she could see were the nyriad flashes of restaurant |ights
on the dark harbor water

This guy was a dream Surely a nmillion wonen thought so. No way she was
going to latch onto a guy like that. _| amnot going to set nyself up to be
hurt again_. In the shower, surrounded by soothing hot steam she thought

about her innernost doubt. Society liked neat tags. Either you were straight
or | esbian. She thought of Donald and Tessie and M ke Aguilar and Maggi e.
_What am |, she wondered. Fifty-fifty, eighty-twenty, sixty/forty?_ Wuld such
a rel ationship work? Connor |eft you breathless. But she would have to be
prof essi onal . Wi ch woul d be hard because, she realized, she suddenly had a
crush on him It was a breathl ess, anxious, hopeful, happy, desperate thing to
have a crush on so handsonme a man. _Keep control , she told herself. _Don't
et himknow You'll be back in Manhattan within a week or so and it will all
be as if it never happened. _
*Chapter 30: San Di ego*

In the norning, in her office, Blue spread Jana Andrews' clippings on

t he desk. A shaft of sunlight stole in to keep her company. She turned the



radio onto a light rock station wi th soothing background music. She phoned
Barnes. "Lloyd, your Rolex contact said the wonan we call Jana Andrews is
really Jane WI I oughby, another unknown. Well, the clippings from our
nmyst eri ous wonan suggest there was a Jana Andrews who was a nodel in New York
City, working for the Dolly Agency a few years back, and later got involved in
prostitution and other vices."

Barnes, busy with other things, seenmed to have difficulty tuning in.
"What's that, M ss Hunbol dt ?"

"I' m suggesting that Jane WI I oughby and Jana Andrews nmay be two
di fferent people. What it boils down to is both wonen are probably rea
peopl e, rather than one using two nanes."

"You may have a point." Barnes sounded harassed. "Talk to Martha Yee.

Jana Andrews still is unconscious. Hasn't talked."

Blue called Tomasi next. "Well, our California bathing beauty." She
told him of her hunch. "Remenber, Hunboldt. Leave the nmurder mystery stuff to
Barnes and his crew. They're going to be annoyed if you upstage them-- and so
will I, since we're in this to cooperate.”

Mart ha Yee stopped in.

"Hello," Blue said.

Mart ha shut the door. "Blue, how are ya? We'll be strictly business
here at work. How about dinner at ny place Saturday evening. Candles. Red
wi ne. Pasta. What do you say?"

"Sure." She wanted to say no.

Mart ha gave her the phone nunber of Denton Horowitz at the Dolly Agency
in New York City. Blue called. An elderly, creaky man answered. "This is
Horowitz. How can | hel p you?"

"M. Horowitz, this is Special Agent Laurel Hunboldt of the Drug
Enf orcement Agency. It's about Jana Andrews."

"Who?"
"Jane W/ I oughby."
"Ch yes. That business. | told Barnes all | know "

"Pl ease, M. Horowitz. Does Jana Andrews ring any bells?"

"No, it didn't the other day and |'mafraid it doesn't now. Although
you know, it's been a long tinme. |1've got a pretty sharp nenory for an ol der
gent. |'ve been thinking a | ot about the matter, and you know what | think?"

"No, what, M. Horowitz."

"There was a Jane W/ I oughby with us for about two years. Contract, you
know, hardly ever see the girl after the initial interviews. | |ooked and
| ooked, and | could not find any record of a Jana Andrews. Still, | wonder if
we weren't m staken. Maybe there were two wonmen. VWhat | told Barnes was that |
supposed Jane W I | oughby was an alias for sone poor scared little gal trying

out her fledgling wings. |I'm beginning to wonder."
"Coul d Jana Andrews have worked for another agency?"
"Sure."

"Woul d you know whi ch one?"

"Honey, it could any one of a thousand or nore. They open and fold on a
daily basis."

"Well, I'"'mglad you' ve had second thoughts. Let nme know if you find
anyt hi ng out, please." She gave hi mher phone nunber. He seemed pl easant
enough, and eager to cooperate. H s doubts gave her ephemeral courage.

*Chapter 31: San Di ego*

John Connor bought fresh vegetables and a small runmp roast at the
excell ent corner market. As he stood in line waiting to pay, listening to the
bant er between shop owners and their custoners, he reflected that he'd noticed
Bl ue and Martha Yee being chumy. Marcia Jersey's words echoed in his nmind. It
couldn't be, he thought. Not again. Please, not Bl ue.

As John entered the house, Fontainebleu net himand rubbed against his
leg with a baby-like amw11, the raspy meow of the Sianese feline. "Yes, how
do you do too?" John said. In the kitchen, Fontainebleu continued rubbing



agai nst his ankles while John put his paper sacks down on the counter. "Yes,

you're going to neet Laurel. | think you'll Iike her."
Font ai nebl eu' s rubbi ng i ncreased when he heard the electric can opener
"Yes, and Laurel will probably |ike you, although you will be jealous if she

and | pay too nmuch attention to each other." He spooned fresh tuna into a
smal I china dish, which he placed near the water cooler. "That's a good
kitty."

_Awmn 11 _, Fontainebleu reiterated and hunched over his dish.
John turned on the stereo to light jazz. "And if she's lonely, you and
I will cheer her up, won't we?" The house filled with cooking aromas. Dusk

dri pped indigo i nk down steany w ndows.
*Chapter 32: San Di ego*

Bl ue appeared at her office at 7:05 a.m, pushing the door open wth
her butt while juggling a cup of coffee in one hand, and a bag of donuts, a
newspaper, and her purse in the other. Mrning light slanted through the | ast
shadows of night. It was quiet, except for distant squad room noi se burble.
How di d one connect the dots, conplete the circle, fromthe disastrous spira
of the clippings, to Jana Andrews's battered and swol |l en near-death on a
door st ep? Munching on a donut, dunking it in her coffee (creamno sugar), she
t hought about this.

From the clippings, Jana Andrews had been arrested in LA for passing a
phony check just two years ago. She called LAPD. O ficer Reynolds of the LAPD
Records Division was just having his norning coffee and he told her so. He was
very playful and friendly, but he understood her urgency and | ogged into the
conputer systemto help her out. As he did so, he engaged in a nonol ogue:

"Andrews ... Andrews ... hm... cone on, system... slowthis nmorning ... do
we have a Social Security Number?...we do? amazing ... there it is ..
Andrews, Jana, DOB..." H s voice caught.

"What is it?" Blue asked.

"This is not a personal friend or anything, is it?"

"No. "

"Good. 'Cause this |lady's been dead and buried over a year." He paused
to let that sink in. "According to our data base, Jana Andrews, sane SSAN
same DOB, died in a car accident with a boyfriend | ast year."

"Di ed?" Blue froze in md-nmunch. Holy Tol edo.

"Yup. No next of kin. The county did a Neptune job, ashes at sea. This
| ady did have a | ong nui sance sheet."

"Can you FAX it?"

"Of course."

"CGod!" Her hunch about Jane W I I oughby and Jana Andrews being two
di fferent people was true.

Denton Horowitz at the Dolly Agency in New York City called. Sane dry,

little-man voice: "Ch, hello, Mss Hunboldt. | have sone new information for
you. "

"Shoot . "

"Well, it's not nuch, but | found out that Jana Andrews and Jane

W | oughby had different Social Security Account Numbers."

"Ch, M. Horowitz, you are a jewel." Blue sat poised to scribble. "I
have an SSAN for Jana Andrews, and | wonder if you can verify it." He read it
to her. "Wbnderful. A perfect match. And now the nunmber for Jane WII| oughby?"

He told her Jane WI I oughby's SSAN. "The funny thing is that | really
can't find nmuch about Jane W/ | oughby."

She thought about this. "M. Horowitz, Jana Andrews died in a car
accident last year. | just thought you ought to know "

"That's too bad," he said with a genuine tinge of sadness.

"You' ve seen a |lot of these young wonen, haven't you?" Bl ue asked,
hearing hersel f soundi ng ol d.

Horowi tz sighed. "Yes. Some go on and live useful lives. Sone get rich
A few strike out on drugs, booze, you nane it. It's always sad when you get a



Jana Andrews. Makes you wonder how abused they were as kids, that sort of
thing. Well, 1'Il get on this right away."

Mart ha Yee cane in about nine. "You seem bubbly,"” Martha said. Blue
hugged her. "Martha, |'ve got news." She told her about the norning' s
revel ati ons. "Jana Andrews died a year ago. That means who we have in the
hospital is Jane WI I oughby."

After Martha |left, Blue pored over Jana Andrews clippings. And the
anci ent picture of John Connor, |ooking scrunptious while the Wositses hung
on his arm Ah! She got a nmagnifying glass and peered into the past. There,
made up for the canera, was the beautiful young woman. John Connor had
tentatively identified her as the woman who'd conme to Ajanian's tw weeks ago.
But he had not renenbered her. She'd remenbered him and told himshe was Jana
Andrews. Was she really Jane WI I oughby?

On inpul se, Blue called the LA Tinmes. She asked for the norgue, the
newspaper's library. She asked the librarian, a young woman, to | ook up the
obit on Jana Andrews. The librarian obliged, but there was no material on Jana
Andrews. Dead end. Next, she called the newspaper norgue in Akron, Chio, Jana
Andrews's home town. A middle-aged nman with a slow, heavy voice answered. She
asked for anything on file about Jana Andrews. The librarian checked and found
not hi ng. H s nane, he said, was Andreas Gunp. O the Akron GQunps, Bl ue
supposed. Gunp said: "M ss Hunbol dt, the subject and nanme headings in the
norgue only pertain to major people and topics. W don't have a
cross-reference for every person who ever lived in Akron."

"That's okay, M. QGunp, | understand. Please bear with ne. This is a
hom ci de i nvestigation."

"My God," the good citizen Gunp said.

"Anyt hing you can do woul d be deeply appreciated.”

"VWhat can | do to hel p?" M. Gunp demanded.

"Pl ease. W know Jana Andrews's age at death, so we can form a good
guess what year she graduated high school. Could you check your mnicrofiche
files of Sunday papers during June of that year for articles mentioning her
nane? I n case she nade val edictorian or anything. I'd |ike to know about any
mention of her. Also, please check the high school yearbook. Use your
tremendous intellect, sir."”

"I"mproud to help."

"You are a patriot, M. GQunp."

Late in the afternoon, John Connor call ed.

"Well, hello there."

"l hope |I'm not disturbing you."

_You disturb ne. _ "No, not at all."

"How about di nner Saturday night after |I get out of work."

She bit her lip. What to say? What to do? She already had a di nner date
with Martha Yee, but seeing himappealed to her. Major decision, this. "Yes."
She thought about this really hard. Wuld she choose John Connor or Martha
Yee? Did it nean anything? She resolved to listen to the little voice deep in
her heart.

She told Martha of the change. Martha seenmed nonplused. "How about
Friday then?" _They both want ne. Argh! _

*Chapter 33: San Di ego*

On Thursday, Blue continued her research. Wth a magni fying gl ass she
studi ed the glossy picture of Jana Andrews. \Wat a beautiful woman. Wat a
shane that she had degenerated and died young. By now Bl ue had begun to think
of the woman in the hospital as Jane WI I oughby. O whatever her real nane

was. Late in the afternoon, Tonasi called, and she told him "Chief, I'm
wor ki ng this Jane WI Il oughby angle right now That's nmy gut. | hope you'll Iet
me stay with that for a while. | want to be here as soon as she comes to."

*Chapter 34: San Di ego*
On Friday evening, Blue went out with Martha. They ate pesto pizza,



then went to a cold, yawning disco place where nmirrors flashed with borrowed
neon and rock musi c pounded. Blue |iked Martha but w shed Connor were here.
Was that dunb?

"It's a cool place," Martha said, ordering daiquiris. She took Blue by
the hand and |l ed her onto the dance floor. In one corner, nmen danced together
In another corner, wonen. In the middle, men with women. Waiters and
waitresses in black and white uniforms raced through these regions as if
shuttling anong countries but not needing passports; sort of an economic
uni on.

Bl ue and Martha danced to slow, throbbing fifties |love tunes. Martha
held her tightly, and Blue let it flow around her. Under the palmtrees, in a
California anbi ance of understatenment, nobody seemed to care. Blue felt
Mart ha' s hands rovi ng about her. This was one of the places they'd stopped at
t he ot her night when Blue had gotten drunk and barfed over Martha's shoul der
She remenbered now. Rocking slowy, feeling Martha's hard slimbody in her
arms. Martha's cheek nuzzl ed agai nst hers. A really challenging couple
appeared on the dance floor. A tall, rangy bl onde, body builder type,
smal | - breasted and nuscul ar, whose hair whi pped | oosely as she danced with the
worman she was with, a slimblonde with a pillbox hat tilted rakishly over her
f or ehead.

Bl ue remenbered. "Martha," she whi spered. Fascinated, she watched them
dance. Martha _nmm ?ed dreamily. Blue whispered: "Martha! Look!" She turned
Martha bodily 180 degrees. "See?"

Mart ha snapped out of her reverie. "Darling, what is it?"

"Remenber Connor's woman who had left the Jana clippings and
di sappeared? Wth the flashy blue neon sungl asses?"

Mart ha groaned. "Honey, let's not be at work. Not now. "

Bl ue squeezed. "That's her!"

Mart ha's eyes bulged. "You're right."

"Wait here and be cool," Blue said. Martha watched froma w ndow as
Bl ue dug in her purse, found a cigarette, and went out to snoke. The two wonen
were in the parking lot, where they kissed | ong and hard, stroking each
other's linbs. Then the amazon of the pair went one way, and M ss Neon got
into a white Porsche. Connor had nentioned Porsche. Blue nenorized the |icense
plate: VIRA ED. She frowned. Virgied? or Virgie D. ?

Virgi (and) Ed? She tossed the cigarette, went inside, and told Martha:
"You've got to find out who owns that car."

"Li ke now?" Regretfully, Mrtha dug out her car keys.

* * * %
They stopped at Martha's house, overlooking a small canyon, and Martha call ed
Barnes at home. Barnes promi sed to have Operations nmake the VIRGE ED
i medi at el y.

Mart ha poured a couple of rose coolers. She tried to nuzzle, but Blue
gently, firmy pushed her away. "Not now " Seeing Martha's anguish, the pain
in those |lovely squiggle-eyes, she felt terrible. "I don't seemto be good at
saying no. I'msorry. Wiy don't | just say it? No."

They went out on a redwood deck overhangi ng the canyon, easily a
hundred foot drop. Hundred twenty foot tall mature eucal yptus trees grew in
profusi on al ong the canyon's sl opes, affording privacy. "You really confuse

me," Martha said without a hint of the bitterness or pain she nmust be feeling.
"Bl ue, do you go for nen?"
Bl ue | aughed. "I was married to one once."
Mart ha | ooked into her wine. "That's not the question. | mean, now in
your life. | would really like to know. "

Bl ue took a sip of her own cooler, feeling the fizz and the sweetness
in her throat. "Yes. Don't you, at all?"

"No." Martha rubbed her finger along the mouth of her glass. "Have you
been | eadi ng ne on? On purpose?"

"Cod no, Martha."

"I thought you're | esbian, Blue."



Blue felt confronted. She began to sweat. It was sonething she had put
in one of her boxes. "I never think of it that way. | think percentages.
like wonen, but | like nen too. | just don't know what ny percentages are.
don't know if it's fifty-fifty or eighty-twenty. How about you?"

Mart ha finished her wine and tossed the glass into the canyon. "I get
along fine with men except, in sex, to ne they are drones. Wat does that nake
me, a hundred- ought ?"

Bl ue squirned. "There really aren't any neat |abels, are there? Not
when you really look at it."

Mart ha said, "The reason | asked, Blue, is |I've been really thinking
about you. You know. |I'mglad you're being honest. | have a big crush on you.
It hurts -- " her eyes filled, her nouth quavered, her fingers trenbled trying
to wipe tears, and her gaze fluttered up into the stars, anypl ace where she
woul d not have to nmeet Blue's eyes.

"Martha," Blue said feeling like a total heel

"l understand," Martha whi spered, a quaver. "You're not going to fal
ove with nme. I'lIl face that."

Blue went into the kitchen, found the paper towels, brought them She
sat near Martha but resisted the inmpulse to hug her. Martha took a paper towel
and slowy dried her tears away, still sniffling, a hiccup now and then. When
she seemed strong, she said: "You bi broads al ways anaze ne."

"I was hoping we could be buddies," Blue said.

"I's that like let's just be friends?"

"Yes."

"No hope?" Martha asked.

"I can't change things."

"Al'l right, |I getcha," Mrtha said.

Bl ue suggested: "We're supposed to be ace nunmber one cops, renmenber?
Fighting crime and all. W can't very well do that if we're all bumed out
about our l|ove lives."

"Are you in love with sonmeone, Bl ue?"

Bl ue shook her head.

"The Connor dude," Martha sighed.

* * * %

>

Barnes called. "The license on that Porsche."

"Yes?" Bl ue asked.

"Belongs to a Virgie di Santo. Mean anything to you?"

She thought hard. "No..."

Barnes gave an address that Martha, l|istening on another phone, wote
down. "The woman has a clean record. Not even a parking ticket. Thirty two,
works as a waitress at, oo la la, a |esbian bar on Adans Avenue. |t doesn't
say | esbian here, | just know the place."

On the way to Martha's car, Blue asked: "You want to check it out?

Al one? Wth me?"

Mart ha sl apped a twenty in Blue's palm "Take a cab hone," she said
t hrough swol I en crying gl ands or whatever, "I need to be alone. I'Il drive out
there tonight and let you know when |'ve got my soul off the floor and put
back together." She wal ked off, |eaving Bl ue open-mouthed. In the car door
she added: "lI'msorry, | don't want to lay any guilt on you. W are all who we
are, the way we are, we didn't ask to be this way, and we're doing the best we
can." She drove off in a fishtail of dust, and Blue watched the red lights
recede.

*Chapter 35: San Di ego*

Sat urday, Blue slept late. She woke to a rhythm c sound, |ike gongs
under water, and wasn't sure if she were dream ng. She remenbered | ast night
with a pang. Was glad things were settled however painfully; quicker and
better that way for everyone. Onh, and today was the big date with M. Hunko.
She sat up, rubbing her eyes. The gongs were a cal ypso band playing at the
pool nmany stories below Tourist stuff.



She took a long hot bath, and while she was imrersed in bubbles, John
called, that enthusiast. "I spent the norning working in nmy garden. |I'm
planting a row of king palns at the edge of nmy property down in the canyon,
and the heat started getting to me, so | took a dip and now I'm fl opped on the
couch. "

"What's a ki ng pal n?"

"Qpposite of a queen palm"

"Don't tease ne.

“I'*'m not . "

"I wish | had a garden. 1'd love to work up a sweat."

"Gardening is great fun. You should come over and try it."

An hour later, wearing a burgundy terrycloth dress over her bikini, and
wearing flip-flops, sunglasses, and a white baseball cap, she rang his
doorbell in University Heights. He opened, wearing corduroy shorts. H's |ong
body | ooked slightly tanned. He put on a cotton shirt. She stepped into a
bl ast of symphony nusic. Chairs were up on tables. The place reeked of
cl eaning fluids. A vacuum cleaner sat in the niddle of the living roomwth
tangl ed cord. She put her purse down and fl opped onto the couch, glad to be
out of the heat and in his company. "Don't you have a cat?" She kicked off her
flip-flops.

"He took a hike. Doesn't like the snmell of floor wax and cl eani ng
stuff. He's down in the canyon sonewhere, pissed off, hunting mce or

somet hing. He'll be back tonight." He served a frosty iced tea with | enon
wedge.

She | aughed. "Sounds like you two are married."

He allowed: "I remenber those days. Definitely no bed of roses. You get
to know one another; what you're going to say next; what you'll do in an

argunent; what buttons to push

"I was nmarried once too." She thought of M ke and shrugged. It al
seened so di stant and pai nl ess now. She was gl ad he changed t he subject:
"Pl ease, come here on vacation. |I'll take you to ny favorite beach, Coronado.
You can see Mexico nost days. The surf is nice and there usually aren't any
crowds. "

She toyed with her lenmon. "1've thought of taking sone vacation tine.
Maybe then we could go -- ?"

" -- To Coronado? Sure."

She stirred her tea with one finger. "You live alone."

"Yes. This is a big ranbling house, pretty enpty at tinmes."

"Bar nes bl abbed about you. Says you have lots of |adies."

"I don't have them They're just here." He | ooked inpish. "Sonetines."
He shrugged. "Wenever Barnes shows up."

They | aughed. She asked: "How does a ladies' man settle down and stay
true to one woman? O does he ever?"

"I"'d like to have a famly. My problemisn't neeting wonen. My probl em

is the same as everybody else's, and that's neeting the right person. | have
girlfriends, but they all have some reason why they can't get involved or
settle down. | take it you're a free spirit too?"

"W seemto be conparing notes. Do you think I"'mweird for not falling
all over you?"

He sat closer. Serious. "You are a little different. | don't know why.
You' re refreshing."
"I do like you."

"I like you too. Is there a but?"

"I'ma little scared." She renenbered |ast night. Poor sweet Martha.
Honesty, that was the ticket.

"Bl ue, | thought you were the big tough detective. The world your
oyster. What is this you' re saying?"

"At least | have sense enough to be scared." Imediately she regretted
her sharpness. He wiped his eye as if she'd spitballed him "Mybe |I'mjust
cool under fire." Her cheeks burned. "You're good-l|ooking." Understatenent.



She confided: "I"'mafraid to trust." He gauged his words carefully, which she
liked. "I don't want to hurt you."
"Thanks. "

"Let's be honest. The thing about let's just be friends?" (She started;
did he know Martha intinmately? wouldn't put it past him then again, she --
no). "That's bullshit,"” he said. "I don't care if we ever sleep together.
want romance with you. Sonmething real. How can | explain it? Not just sex, not
just friends. Ronmance. Moonlight. A kiss. A dance."

That sent her. They enbraced. She pressed her face against his chest.
It was wonderful. She felt a deep shuddering sigh emanate fromthe depths of
her soul. She breathed deeply, sighing at his body heat. She rubbed her face
agai nst his skin through the cotton shirt, snelling his body. She pulled him
toward her. "Nice man," she said

"Il pick you up at 6:30," he proni sed.

Later, in her car, driving away, she wondered how many wormen had said
'"nice man' to John Connor. It made her nad at herself. The | ong drive, the
| azy afternoon, the many red |lights, nellowed her thoughts. If he really knew
her, would he trust her? She wi shed she could put a tag on herself once and
for all. She wanted to know. Was she fifty-fifty? or eighty-twenty? Maybe even
ni nety-ten? She knew she could curl right up with himbut for the thought of
bei ng used agai n.

* * * %
After sightseeing, Blue returned to her hotel room

Her body seened to want to pour out katas. First she spent fifteen
m nutes stretching and rel axi ng. Then she practiced some tunbl es. How qui ckly
one got rusty. \Wen she had worked up a dripping sweat, however, she began to
feel strong. An hour later, she showered and lay down to take a brief nap

It was night out when the phone rang. "Mmf?"

"Blue? This is John Connor. I'min the |obby."

"Ch ny God. |I fell asleep. You' d better cone up. I'Il just be a few
m nutes." She quickly put on her |ong, conservative jeans skirt and a yell ow
silk bl ouse before he knocked. He brought white flowers in a pot wapped with
red foil. He wore a dark blazer, white shirt open at the collar, gray slacks,
and bl ack | oafers. H's dark hair was neatly conbed and he | ooked preppy. He
had a nice smle, alittle winkled at the eyes, not enough to make hi m Il ook
old, just alittle worn and confortable. She fussed over the flowers. He
settled on the bed. She sat at the vanity and bl owdried her hair, teasing the
| edge over her forehead. Warm air caressed her neck, nade a soot hi ng nel ody
whil e he sat on the bed.

She inspected herself in the mirror and deci ded she did not like the
yel l ow sil k bl ouse. She picked up a men's white cotton shirt and warnmed up her
travel iron. "Sorry I"'mrunning late. I'mactually a quick dresser for a
worman. It's really quite sinple, if you have certain set outfits. O course, |
dabbl e from one bl ouse to another, or one skirt to another, but | just don't
see the sense in trying on dresses for hours."

He had a very serious expression

She | aughed. "I'mchattering. I'msorry."
He seemed startled. "No, chatter. Do. | don't mnd." Hs eyebrows were
arched hi gh.

* * * %

John Connor drove through town in a sense of wondernent. The whole city | ooked
fresh and new because of Blue. He felt |ike singing, but could not carry a
tune. Her perfume. Her hair. Crisp facial lines. Not nodel material. But the
girl next door. Yes, he really liked starchy white shirts on a worman |ike
that. Her eyes had a different quality than, say, Jana's; not sulky or
nmyst eri ous, but daring and hunorous, dark and mi schi evous, down to earth. Her
hands rested on her pocket book which was in her lap, and the fingers were
white and fine. He pushed aside the melancholy thought that she lived so far
away and was here for such a short tine.

She took to Fontainebleu inmediately, and the cat pernitted her to



adore him "Ch, it snells so good here." John had an apron he wore for such
occasions. It said "Danger -- Men at Wrk." He wore it, and heavy kitchen
mttens. He seated Laurel at the dining roomtable, which was decked out in
['i nen.

She wowed, adnmiring every little touch: The flickering candles, oak
book cases, perfect fidelity stereo, chrysanthemumcrested silver tabl eware,
Noritake china. It nade himfeel good. He served up the savory roast, stil
crackling in its hot sauce; French-style green beans; snmall round singed
potatoes with just that bite to them and a thick gravy with sliced carrots in
it. He poured Napa Cabernet Sauvi gnon

* * * %
"You have a piano," she said, feeling dreany. She slid onto the seat, opened
the cover. Warned her fingers, touched the keys. "Wat would you like to
hear ?"

"You're kidding."

"No, I'mserious." She tapped out an arpeggio. "I get tired of police
work and would just like to make nusic." She banged out a pert little piece of
Mapl e Leaf Rag.

"You are full of surprises,” he said, clapping.

She bowed and cl osed the piano cover. "Get nme started, and there is no
end. Cone on, | want this evening to be about you."

"Or you and ne," he said. He started a small fire in the fireplace,
usi ng oak and hickory | ogs he'd been curing on a wi ndy spot out on the hil
for several years. He | et Fontainebleu out. Snoke tinged the air. He poured
nore wi ne and sat on the thick shag before the white-brick fireplace, beside
her. The fire crackled behind them and the flue hissed softly. "That sure is
a pretty fireplace," she said, resting her face against his arm

"Thanks. | built it nyself." He settled back with an arm around her

"I"'ve totally redone this house, and I'mstill working onit. It was really
just alittle '50's box. After ny parents died, and | cane back from New York
City, this house becane a hobby, a passion. |I'mplanning to put up a brick

wall with ivy in front, and coach lights. Lots of plans. Want to see the

vi ew?" She nodded. He offered his armand | ed her out to the redwod deck. She
felt hypnotized by the lights spreading for niles in Mssion Valley. Black
canyon spraw ed al ong the edges of light, a wilderness pinioned by urban
expansi on. She nuzzl ed her shoul der bl ades agai nst his chest as he held her.

Back in the living room he added another |og of hickory to the fire.
Font ai nebl eu had entered the house while they had the door open, and they
fussed over him "I've had a wonderful tine," she said (not quite trusting
him yet). "lI'd better get back."

He ki ssed her, and she enjoyed the feel and the taste of himfor a
m nute before pulling away. "Blue,"” the poor man said, "there is so little
time. You'll be going back home soon."

She touched his cheek. "I like you."

He drove her to the hotel. She felt confortable, tired, anxious to
cling to the magi c of the nonent. Under the Canary |sland date palns by the
sea, she let himundo sonme buttons. The flinmsy bra slid | oosely aside. H's
tongue darted in her mnor cleavage and nuzzled snmall jutting breasts. If
he'll only wait, she thought. She pecked a kiss on his cheek and was out of
the car in a second. Ran into the | obby, pausing briefly to see the Porsche's
red rear lights receding.

She went up to her roomand lay on the bed. Wth the lights out, and
t he harbor glow on her pillow, she inagined what it would be like if he were
really, truly hers, they two in |ove.

*Chapter 36: Palm Springs & San Di ego*

"Daddy! Tel ephone for you!" Astrid' s piercing voice rang through the
hal | s.

"Al'l right, thank you," Hugh Stone fairly bellowed in return. He had
just put Marga to bed. Drunk, wasted by her self-abuse, with cold hands and



feet, and a swollen edenpbus belly, she weighed next to nothing as he carried
her fromthe sitting roomto the bedroom Repelled by the snmells of sweat,

al cohol, and stale cigarette snmoke, Hugh hated to touch her anynore. He pulled
the coverlet up to her gaunt jaw with a dismal feeling. He sat on the edge of
the bed for a few nmonents, stroking her cold claw. If there was an ounce of
sentiment in him it was through her, for the past. Wth Marga and Stone

El ectroni cs gone, he had no allegiance to this country. Hi s goal had been to
return to Switzerland and retire as a wealthy man. For him the U S was no
nore than a jungle to fight for neat in. And now, other hunters threatened to
take his mneat.

"Daddy! The fucking phone!"

"I"'mcomng!" He felt a monent of hatred for Astrid. Spoiled, selfish,
self-adoring third-rate pianist. Then again, maybe he shoul d have spent nore
tinme with her.

* * * %
Garth's deep, full voice: "M. Stone, bad news. That guy we spoke of, the holy
ghost ?" Hugh wondered if Garth had sprung from a Frankenstein novie.

He meant Brady. "Yes?" Hugh funmbled for a cigar.

"He's dead."

"What ?"

"No bull. They found himburned to death in his car in Vernont. Seens
he went skiing. Got drunk and burned to death."

Hugh sl unped down in a chair. He felt the blood drain fromhis brain as
the inplications of this |atest disaster struck him "Were the hell is Roger
Fill nmore?"

"I don't know, M. Stone."

"You haven't heard from hin?"

"No, M. Stone."

"Doesn't that strike you as odd?" Hugh fairly shouted.

"No need to get huffy. I'mdoing the best | can.”

"OfF course you are," Hugh said soothingly. He dialed the special nunber
in Mexico City. After interm nable delays on staticky |ines, LeSable answered,
soundi ng pissed to begin with.

"LeSable, | have problens."

"This better be good, Hugh. My man Alvaro gave ne a nonth to come up
with the money, and this is Day 15. Hugh, for God's sake, man, don't let ne
down! | was counting on you!"

"One of our main custonmers just died. Plop. |'mshort three mllion
bucks. "

"Hugh," LeSabl e groaned, "you said you were flush."

"Can you stall thema few days? | don't have cash on hand."

"These people don't want to hear that shit."

"LeSabl e, be reasonable. W' ve done business before. You know |I'm good
for it. Another week. That's what | need."”

LeSabl e seened near tears: "No, Hugh. The Alvaros have told nme they
want a neeting. In the next few days. They have their shipnment ready to go,
and they expect their nmoney. O else | amin big trouble. And you with ne."

Hangi ng up, Hugh began to consider the necessity for a sudden trip to
New Engl and. He called Garth

"Yes, M. Stone?"

"I need sone phony DEA ID for nyself. Can you hel p ne?"

"Yes, M. Stone."

* * * %
After flying into Hartford's Bradley International Airport, Hugh Stone took a
PilgrimAirlines flight to Tweed- New Haven Airport. As the DeHavilland Tw n
Oter puttered in toward a |l anding, Hugh snmiled into the mirror of the black
vel vet een case open on his lap. In the case lay the innocuous objects: a bar
of soap, a comb, a rubber band, an old straight razor. Gay daylight froma
cold, cloudy sky made the mirror shine, illumning his face.

Hugh net Garth in a restaurant in New Haven, a drafty, ol d-fashioned



barn wi th many roons paneled in dark wood and with sonber stained gl ass
wi ndows depicting the Yale and Harvard football |logos. It was |ocated on
narrow, snow choked Wall Street anong neo- Gothic buildings. The old tables,
heavily carved over generations, filled with lunch tine professors and
students. Bill Garth | ooked solid and athletic in a heavy sweater, corduroy
trousers, and boots. He slid the phony ID across the table.

Hugh grilled: "Have you seen Roger Fill nore?"

Garth's massive forearns folded on the rocking table. Pizza remants
I ay under origam napkin debris. "No. He hasn't shown up in days. | checked
his hotel roomand all."

Hugh gl anced at the ID, saw it seened okay, and pocketed it. "Vincent

killed Fillmore and |l eft the body. Faked his own death, the slime ball," Hugh
said. "lIt's the only explanation. | never gave hi menough credit, the weasel."
He finished his beer and wi ped his nouth with a paper napkin. "I don't have

any time to lose. Garth, get out of town. Let met handle this."

"That's risky, M. Stone. You want to expose yourself?"

Hugh pointed a finger in Garth's face. "You are the nmuscle. | amthe
brain. You do what you're told."

Garth's face assuned a dark hue

"I"1l get it out of themif |I have to hang the police chief by his
nuts." He rose and headed for the door. He | ooked back

Garth fiddled with his beer glass. H's huge hands, with their big blunt
fingers, throttled the narrow necked glass. "M . Stone, are you cracking up?"

As he stepped through the snow outside, Hugh kept seeing the look in
Garth's eyes, the tone of his voice (_expose yourself... ) and suddenly he
realized that Garth was now working for the Alvaros. Had to be. (_very
risky..._) Garth was too Neanderthal for such thinking. He turned and went
back, thinking of slashing Garth, maybe in the nmen's room As he swung the
door open, Hugh saw that Garth was no longer sitting there. Just as well. It
m ght have been a tough kill. A nuisance.

* * * %
Hugh drove to Ham lton, snmoking a cigar and nore confortable now that Garth
was out of the loop, as far as Hugh was concerned. He wal ked into the town
hal | and found the police departnent receptionist's desk. He asked for Speci al
Agent Hunbol dt .

"' msorry,"'
unavail abl e. "

"I must speak with her." He flaunted his papers.

The woman warmed a bit. "Ch. In that case, you should speak with
Detective Stosik. Eddie Stosik. They were in San Diego together, but he's just
flown back. Just a minute, I'Il ring himfor you." Hugh sat coolly on a wood
bench in the hallway. _San Diego, eh? Thanks... _

M nutes later, she turned. "You can go in."

"Thank you so rmuch." He entered a dark wood door with 'Police
Departnment' bannered on a frosted wi ndow. He took the inner offices in with a
glance: two fat men in blue uniforns typing one-fingered; a lady with nore
lipstick than mouth, nore gl asses than eyes, hunched over sonme formin a
typewiter; not a thing stirring in this pathetic little village. A big red
haired man with dirty fingers and glinty eyes stepped out. "M. -- "

"Silverstone. Special Agent, DEA." They shook hands.

"Eddi e Stosik. Detective. Cone in." He led Hugh into a cluttered
of fice. Hugh noticed golf clubs, pictures of a fat woman and three gri maci ng
children, a gun in its holster hanging froma hatrack whose crown was a |iquor
advertisenent. Al very gauche. "What can | do ya," Stosik asked.

They sat. "lI'mon a special investigation, and it |ooks as though ny
path has crossed that of my fell ow DEA agent Humboldt. I'mtold you have
wor ked with her."

Stosi k paused a split second. "Yes."

"I'n San Diego."

Agai n that pause. "Yes. Here and in San Di ego."

the 50th woman said with a flutter, "M ss Hunboldt is



Hugh laid a photo on the desk. "I amafter this man."

Stosi k | ooked. "That's Mnsignor Gordon. W're | ooking for himtoo, and
so is Father Binder, only Gordon's dead."

Hugh smiled. "He isn't dead." As Stosik's eyes w dened, he laid
Fillmore's photo before him "He killed this DEA agent and switched |IDs. Your
Monsi gnor CGordon is really a con man named Vi ncent Brady, and | think he's got
several mllion dollars of |local church nmoney."

"Holy Bejayzuz." Stosik rose and held his head. "Wait a minute. Wait.
You' re DEA, but you didn't know Blue, that's Hunbol dt, was working with ne.
I"'ma little confused." He took another | ook at Hugh's |ID.

"W all work very independently,"” Hugh said.

Two minutes later, Stosik slamed through the door carrying two cups of
coffee. "Ckay, Special Agent Silverstone, I'll buy it. Sorry about the third
degree. "

Hugh accepted the offering of coffee. "You're just a good cop, doing
your duty. Now, can you help me find Brady?"

St osi k shrugged. "There's a suspicion that he's got a little | ove den
in San Diego. That's what Blue calls it."

"Bl ue?"

"Laurel Hunmbol dt. Your agent." He frowned.

"Ch yes. Her nicknane. She's in San Di ego?"

St osi k nodded. "San Diego PD. You can call her there if you want." He
noved t he phone cl oser

Hugh said: "Thanks, 1'Il call her later. In fact, | mght fly out
there. She'll have the address of this |ove nest."

"I imagine so. SDPD has a watch on the place. They found some wonan
st abbed and hal f beaten to death there. It's been in the papers."” He buckl ed
on his gun. "I'mafraid |I've got to run, Silverstone. Got an appoi ntnment.
Anyt hi ng el se you need?"

Hugh rose. "Not right now Thanks."

Stosi k wal ked himoutside. It was cold. N ght was setting in. It was
getting inky dark. Their breath canme in steany lungfuls. Their feet crunched
on snow glittering with unnatural |anplight. "You sure don't sound like a
cop," Stosik said.

"What does a cop sound |ike?" Hugh asked. He felt the razor in his coat
pocket .

"I dunno." Brazenly, he took out a pad and wote Hugh's |license plate
nunber down. "You rented this car in New Haven. That's odd. Aren't you
assigned in Manhattan?"

Hugh said _eff you very nuch, too_in a tiny inaudible voice and | eaned
forward. Stosik, holding his pencil in one hand and note pad in the other
| eaned forward so their foreheads nearly touched. "Wat did you say?"

Hugh flicked open the razor and, in one notion, thunb on the razor's
back for pressure, drew the razor toward hinmself along Stosik's throat while
using his left hand to shove Stosi k away, thus adding to the depth of the cut
and pushi ng the expl osi on of bl ood away.

Stosik |l owered his hands. He stared at Hugh. Bl ood bubbl ed out of his
mout h and nostrils. Blood spurted in violent pulses fromthe severed neck
artery. Stosik | ooked shocked. Then his eyes closed and he died as he sagged
onto the bright red carpet of snow

There he lay silently as Hugh lit a cigar and drove off to catch a
flight to San Diego. M ss Hunbol dt, he thought, maybe you know where mny dear
friend Vincent has run off to.

*Chapter 37: San Di ego*
Late Sunday, the phone rang as Blue let herself into her hotel room
She ran to answer. "This is Tomasi. Hunboldt, | have bad news."
n 0,1?"
"Eddi e Stosik is dead."
"No." Her body gave a startled jerk of disbelief.



"I"'msorry, Blue." He'd never called her that before. "I got the news
from Chief Murphy this afternoon. It's probably going to be in all the norning
newspapers. | wanted you to hear it fromme personally." Overwhel med by grief,
she | eaned forward and |istened as he detail ed what he knew. She reached
absently for the tissues in her purse and bl ew her nose. She had a haunting
pi cture of Innocenta and her children | ooking accusingly at the world, herself
i ncluded for no rational reason. She listened to Tomasi's story about a
nmysterious Silverstone who had dropped in and out of Hamilton. "M ss Hunbol dt,
I imagine you want to fly in for the funeral which is on Tuesday?" She did,

and he directed: "I'll allocate sone noney. You take care of the booking."
“TowillL"
"Hunmbol dt, | want to tell you again how inpressed | amw th your police
wor k. "
"Thanks. "

She hardly heard the rest of what he said: "The FBI is running a check
on all the Silverstones in the country known to their database for slasher
attacks. It was a straight razor, in any case. Hunboldt, it was a single firm
slashing cut froma straight razor, drawn toward the killer, who had to be
standing directly in front of Eddie. He ... he died fast. If he suffered, it
was over in seconds."

*Chapt er 38: Connecticut*

Monday norning, Blue flew home for the funeral

It was foggy in San Diego. Traffic crawled the two mles along Pacific
H ghway from her hotel to the airport. She left the car at its rental agency
and took the little shuttle bus to the termninal

At five p.m she stepped off the plane in New York. Wnd wail ed on
enpty runways, and the cold bit fiercely, especially a stray gust right up her
back. Passengers hurried out the termnal gates. _This can't be real _, Blue
t hought. Wnd hurl ed sheets of powder through angry air. Qutdoor lights had a
bl ui sh, arctic look. Airport workers noved about in heavy boots and heavy
| eather mittens with wool gloves on inside the mttens. It was a shock, after
sunbat hi ng on her bal cony. Blue caught the six p.m comuter plane to New
Haven, a short, choppy ride.

Mom had di nner waiting. Blue hugged her parents. They were scared for
her, and she reassured them as best she could. But they never understood half
of what she said, so what was the use. Hone was warm and dry, and she felt
hal fway conforted. They sat up until ten, and her parents asked about
California. It was like Mars to them Blue painted a pretty picture to give
themjoy: The sails on San Di ego Harbor by day, the lights of boats passing at
ni ght, the sunshine, the gold-like silica in the sand as you stood hypnotized
on the beach, and the wonderful people she had net.

Her ol d room seened |ike another person's, and she was vaguely
grateful. Her nmother now used it to iron, so there were stacks of laundry in
the roomand it snelled of spray starch. Blue made herself a drink and fel
asl eep.

Tuesday norni ng: She borrowed Dad's car, a clean but uninmaginative
Dodge sedan ten years old, and drove along the seashore on I-95. Her own car
was parked in Hamlton

Ham I ton's town green lay prettily frosted and illunined, a postcard.
She drove to Sacred Heart Church.

There, only there, the full inpact began to really hit her. Her knees
shook slightly, not entirely because of the cold, as she drove up on the
scene, and it was very real

The nineteenth century church, its red bricks and white marbl e cornices
dar kened by generations, |ooned with back slate roofs and pencil-point bel
towers against the icy gray sky. The small cobbl estone square in front of the
church was crowded with people, everything frompolice and fire officers from
departments throughout the region, to politicians in black finery, to Catholic
school children in uniform and a |ot of parishioners in their Sunday best,



t he wonen wearing hats or black |ace veils. She bawl ed and baw ed seeing the
beautifully detailed black Cadillac hearse with its gray-frosted w ndows.

There was a row of black |inobusines. The hearse and the |inousines had
their lights on and engi nes running. Before the hearse were a glittering array
of police notorcycles. She |ost count of the nunber of white hel mets of the
uni formed notorcycle officers. The line stretched out of sight for blocks.

Behi nd the Iinobusines were the famly cars, and behind those were
police cars, fire departnent station wagons, and nore official-Iooking cars.

She had to illegally doubl e-park outside a bar. Then she hurried toward
the church. Besides her business skirt suit, she wore a hat whose bl ack | ace
veil kept fluttering before her eyes. The funeral mass was late getting
started. People were still filing into the church as Blue enmerged into the
square. She spotted Innie and her children anong a large famly group. Innie
| ooked devastated, and the children had haunted expressions, and Blue's heart
went out to them She saw Chief Mirphy and other police officials and hurried
that way. She half expected to see Eddie come sauntering up with a twinkle in
his eyes and a cigarette hanging out of a crooked grin.

I nstead, a hand grabbed her arm and she spun around. "Vito."

"Hi, Blue." He smelled of sour Canel cigarette tobacco. Hi s mouth
| ooked tiny and his nose very large. H s dark eyes were sad. "Let's stay in
the back of the church.”

She held up her veil. "Is Tomasi here?"

He shook his head. "You and nme, chum Cone on, it's probably warm
i nside."” He took her hand and towed her along. They managed to squeeze in and
stand near a holy water font. The crowd surged around them and Blue's side
was pressed painfully against the shell-shaped font jutting out of the wall.
Vito stood with his hands fol ded before him

Bl ue bawl ed sonme nore. Vito gave her a | arge handkerchief snelling of
licorice. "Thanks." She kept bl ow ng, and her nose kept running.

Wth a thunderous shock that nearly tossed her out of her shoes, the
mai n organ pi pes crushed out the opening chords of the _Introit_. Blue could
see not hing, save one nonmentary view of the coffin in the main aisle, draped
in the Arerican flag and surrounded by lit candl es. Although she had grown up
Cat holic, she hadn't been to a Mass in ages. From nenory, she |oosely followed
the service. The eul ogy was broadcast over a p.a. system After forty-five
mnutes it was over, and she was glad to get out.

As Blue and Vito wal ked to his Chrysler, they | ooked back and saw t he
coffin carried heavily down the stairs. Behind it, fatly sprawl ed, barely able
to wal k, supported by several relatives, came Innocenta. The children next,
wal ki ng with confused solemity. Modtorcycle sirens began to wail, signaling
that the hearse was ready to nove. Vito put the Chrysler in drive. They slowy
foll owed a Connecticut State Police car with flashing red |ights.

On a cold hillside, the coffin rested under an Anerican flag. Father
Pol  ack read the burial ceremony. His vestnments blewin a sharp cold wi nd.

I nnie collapsed and had to be carried to an anbul ance.

On a promontory nearby, a National Guard detachnent | oaded, presented,
and fired one salute. A bugler blew taps as the flag was folded and the coffin
| owered. The flag was given to Eddie's ol dest son. "W can go now," Vito said.
Bl ue sniffled, dabbing her eyes as Vito drove his boat onto 1-95 and it was
forever goodbye Eddie.

*Chapt er 39: Manhattan*
Blue net with Tomasi in his Manhattan offi ce Wednesday norning. He

poured bl ack hone-brewed coffee fromhis steel thernmps. "Mist feel |ike hone
again."

"Thanks. Yes. | wish it had been for other reasons.”

He put his feet up. "I'msorry, Hunboldt. | didn't know the guy but I

thi nk he was a good cop and I'msorry we lost him"
"Do we have any idea where Silverstone is?"
Tomasi held his pencil up with his index fingers |ike goal posts. "No.



The FBI ran a check of all slashers naned Silverstone, and while there was one
in Colorado ten years ago who used a knife on his nother in |law, and anot her
one in Philadel phia two years ago who used a trowel on his construction
foreman, there haven't been any Silverstones using straight razors, which is
what this weapon seens to have been." He dropped the pencil. "However. Severa
t hi ngs. One, the weapon was not left at the scene of the crine, which probably
nmeans the guy carries it and nay use it again and probably used it before.
Second, the FBlI conputer comes up with a match in Los Angel es about a nonth
ago. What makes the Los Angel es snuff so interesting is that it's the sane
exact MO, and it's so recent." He pulled out a FAX showing a |ine diagramof a
human body. A dotted |ine had been drawn along the left side of the neck. "I
think the sane guy did it. Look at our original drawi ng that cane out of the
Coroner's office. Eddie was slashed to the left side of the neck, so was the
kid in LA Both cuts were a single slash froma powerful hand, presumably a
man's, and the penetration was enough to i nduce nassive bl eeding, an instant
drop of blood pressure to the brain, shock, death within seconds. They both
literally died before they hit the ground."

"The angles are wong," Blue said. "The Los Angel es guy's slash was
nore toward the front, and the angle to the horizontal ... oops."

"Exactly," Tomasi said. "You're very sharp, Hunboldt. The guy in Los
Angel es was a tall nman. A basketball player who had gotten hinself involved in
the drug trade. He was about six inches taller than Eddie. The point is, it
gives us the height on our man. 1'd say six feet even. Not only that, but the
way he sl ashed both men, he was very close, so he nust be respectable,
trustworthy | ooking. He's physically strong, and he packs a razor. A guy
woul dn't pack a razor unless he knew howto use it. | nean, a gun would be
easier."”

"Noi sier," she said.

"So get a silencer. Now another thing. The secretary says the guy nmay
have a slight accent. So if nothing turns up in the U S. we try naybe Canada;
Quebec maybe. Or Europe. This guy didn't look Latin. Another thing. Here's a
conposi te sketch.™"

Bl ue regarded a chilling face. Total stranger. She turned away. "I'm
still waiting for our lady to conme out of her coma."
"You' ve been doing a bang-up job out there. I've got Vito working

undercover as a baggage handler at JFK. He says it's a good physical workout
and the |adies are nice to | ook at."

"That sounds like Vito," Blue said smling.

"There is one other thing." Tomasi |eaned forward. "On the persona
si de, Humbol dt. Maggi e has called here several tines."

"Agai n?" Blue's stomach sank, and her smile drooped.

Tomasi's eyes dipped in a know ng, oni nous nod. "She canme in here a
week ago confidentially and told ne you and she were having an affair and you
left her and she didn't know how she could go on w thout you."

Bl ue si ghed deeply.

* * * %
Bl ue stopped at her apartment, knees still shaking fromthe funeral and the
conversation with Tomasi. The old red brick high-rise depressed her. Dust
covered everything, so she did a quick cleaning. It was good to be anong her
stuffed ani mals, her books, her favorite chair by the TV. After cleaning, she
showered and dressed. She packed her suitcase anew, throwing in nore of her
ni ce cl ot hes.

Then she read her piled up mail. Bills; junk mail; and notes from
Maggi e. Cards, letters, drawings in manila envel opes ... sadly, she added them
to the Ofile.

On inpulse, filled with kindness, with a desire to set things straight,
to make a nasty break sonehow cl eaner, she dial ed Maggi e's nunber. She
renenbered it by heart. As the phone rang in the fanmliar Lower West Side
studio, inmages like old newsreel pictures flipped through Blue's mnd. The
snel |l of Maggie's place -- paints, acrylics, thinner, always wth that



overtone of black coffee re-percolated to a tarry state. Maggie, tender.
Maggi e, jeal ous. Maggi e nothering her through her divorce pains. "Hello?" the
famliar flat voice said, distracted, not happy, busy probably, bitchy. Bl ue
hung up.

*Chapt er 40: Chicago*

The nmishap with Jana Andrews in La Jolla had scared the dickens out of
Vi ncent Brady. What had flipped lovely Jana's switch? He still loved her, in
some nol ecul e of his soul, and maybe one day he'd try to approach her. But
nostly he was scared.

He fled to Chicago, where he nervously checked his hoard at the First
Mercantil e Bank. Hi s balance as Vincent U ric of ConpuG aphi X was
$3,785,963.47. Ww, not bad at all.

He bought hinsel f a brand-new Mercedes, beautiful job, glossy black
with a white interior that smelled of new car, |oaded with everything from
guad stereo to air conditioning.

Hi s apartnment was a five roomsuite with two full baths, kitchen
sunken living roomwi th giant TV screen and full stereo entertainnent center
and a jacuzzi built into a sun porch overlooking the Loop. It cost a bundle a
nont h.

The buil ding was an ol der brick high-rise, luxurious, with security
doorman and video patrolled entrances. The hallways were richly carpeted and
snel l ed of cleaning fluids. The atmbsphere was posh and nuffled. Mre than
anything, it was very private.

A world-class city beckoned with all of its lusts and tenptations. He
was of the flesh, and the city was of the flesh, but his soul was with the
Lord. He was a spy in the house of the Devil. He stopped into bar after bar
and felt hinmself to be the equal of everyone he nmet, and then some. He bought
drinks here and there, and found hinself easily at the center of attention of
smal | groups of people who appreciated his wit and charm Tine and agai n,
worren tried to attach thenselves to him but he resisted the tenptation
because he knew they were only bar flies and he was after the high-class
hookers. He woul d have to build up new connections here. Virgie DeSanto and
her outl aw types had been fun to party with in San D ego, but sone instinct
told Vincent not to try and contact her

One night, he picked up a young wonan with blond hair and a pretty face
who coul d have been a sister of Virgie. Her nane was Delilah or sonething.
Vincent took Delilah home, plied her with a fine wi ne, and bedded her. Delil ah
fell asleep. Vincent had another two or three drinks which put hi munder

In the middle of the night, Vincent woke with a terrible thirst. He
staggered toward the kitchen and | ooked for orange juice. Wile he did so,
shadows followed himalong the walls. He screaned.

Delilah sat up in bed. "Wat is it, dude?"

Vi ncent saw her outline clearly on the wall. The Angel of Death noved
with the breeze, her negligee blow ng up. Vincent dropped the orange juice
bottle. It shattered on the floor. He ran into the bedroom and threw hinsel f
across the bed. "You' ve got to get out of here,"” he cried.

"Rel ax, sweetie," Delilah said.

Vi ncent snothered her. "Get out while you can. Get out. She's after

"Who is after you?" Delilah demanded slipping on her jeans.

"The Angel of Death," Vincent said.

"Right," Delilah said. "lI've heard it all before. Your old lady's on
the el evator up."

"No," Vincent said. He funmbled in his wallet and found severa
twenties. He offered them "Here, darling, take these. Get out of here. Don't
et her find you here."

Delilah finished dressing and grasped the bills. "Get fucked, you crazy
bastard. | was fast asleep.”

"Go on," Vincent said, "quick, and CGod bl ess you."



"You're nuts," she said, with a scared expression as she let herself
out of Vincent's pad as fast as she coul d.

Vincent knelt by the bed. The shadow standing there could only be one
person. He pretended to be praying, all the while his breath came in
frightened gasps. Wen he | ooked up, the shadow was still there. A nysterious
wind stirred the curtains and the shadow seened to nove cl oser, old and
famliar.

"Mt her," he said, "I knowit's you. | haven't been bad. Honest, |
haven't." The shadow stepped cl oser, the wi nd whispered in the curtains, and
Vincent curled hinself on the floor in a ball.

*Chapter 41: Palm Springs & San Di ego*

Hugh Stone found things relatively unchanged at his honme in Palm
Springs. On the surface, everything seened cal mand orderly. Interweaving
sprinklers on his front lawn lent the sprawing estate the effect of a park
wi th fountains. Gardeners were busy about the roses, and | andscapers on
tractor-nmowers rode about trimm ng the side |awns. On the periphery, his
several full-time guards maintained sl ow but thorough security rounds.

Hugh had just flown in fromthe East Coast and his head was abuzz with
desperate last-m nute ideas about how to raise the three mllion in cash.
LeSabl e was after him pressing him Hugh knew the score. LeSable was history
unl ess a miracl e happened. And Hugh had no heart for mracles. Now it was
every man for hinmself. The Al varos were going to waste Pierre; and then they
woul d come for him Nowit was a matter of survival

The manufacturing plant was totally | everaged. Nothing nore to be wung
out of that turnip. H's desperation was huniliating. The trip to Connecti cut
had been wasted. Perhaps he could snoke Vincent out in San Diego. And that
young wonman -- Laurel Hunbol dt; she might prove to be the key, since the
police were undoubtedly hot on Vincent's trail; so if he could get to her
he'd square Pierre away and get the Al varos off their backs. Then he could
sell the drugs, get rid of Vincent, and get hinmself out of hock

When he wal ked through the front door he found his daughter Astrid
waiting for himin her night gown holding a cigarette. "Daddy," her sharp
voi ce made piercing echoes in the huge foyer, "Munmy kept calling out for you
all night."

Hugh attenpted to kiss her as he rushed by. "Honey, |I'm--

She grasped his sleeve with her free hand and |l et herself be towed
al ong for several feet before he stopped. "Wat, Daddy? You're busy? Are you
ever not busy?"

"Your hair is a mess, Astrid. Were you out all night?"

"No!" she shrieked, her voice cracking. Her eyes glared at him
bl acki shly, froma m xture of mascara and bags. "WIIl you wait just once?

Mot her was in a deliriumlast night. | had to call Dr. Thonpson, and he gave
her medi ci ne, but he said she has to go into rehab again right away or her
health will fail conpletely. He needs your signature."

"Al'l right," Hugh said. "Let nme put ny briefcase in the office and |'I
go in to see her." He began to notice again how thin Astrid was. He had a
sneaki ng suspici on, which he dared not voice right now for fear of amnusing the
staff, that she had gone to yet another diet quack. She reached angrily for
the briefcase. "Here, I'Il take the goddam thing."

He pulled it away from her. She | ooked cheap, holding her cigarette up
that way. They confronted each other silently, while two Vietnanese wonen in
bl ack mai ds' uniforms hurried away. He knocked the cigarette out of her hand.
She stormed off hol di ng her gown agai nst her thighs.

Leaving the briefcase in his office, he lit a cigar. He | ocked the
of fice behind himand went to his wife's room He found her |ooking wasted and
pal e, propped anmong pillows to prevent her falling out of bed. She was
sl eepi ng when he opened the door. He regarded her a few minutes, trying to
fat hom how he felt about this nmarriage any nore. He could get Margaret into a
hone where she woul d get excellent care and perhaps dry out enough to be



coherent.

Hugh studied the marble-like skin, the leathery features, and w thdrew,
closing the door in silent revul sion

He heard a crash downstairs. He heard the splintering of glass, and
then Astrid's shrill screams of fury. Hugh went to his office and called Dr.
Thonpson to have Marga admitted

He stopped on an upper |anding, |ooking through a | eaded-gl ass w ndow.
He saw Astrid's Ferrari roaring, fish-tailing, away |eaving dust drifting over
the drive. Poor crazy thing.

A sobbing Vi etnanese girl was on her knees, cleaning up a broken
crystal vase and spilled chrysanthemuns. He stopped, patted her shoul der, and
gave her two twenties fromhis pocket. She w ped her tears and rose,
curtseying. She thanked him but there was dark resentnment in her eyes. He
didn't blame her.

He got into his car and headed for town. He gave his lawer linited
power of attorney to sign the papers about Marga. By nightfall, he was on a
pl ane bound for San D ego.

* * * %
That eveni ng, Hugh had di nner at the Radi sson, where he had booked a room
Then he stepped out into the nellow evening and lit a cigar. Froma phone
booth he called LeSable. "Hugh, what the hell you think you are doi ng?"

"Keep Garth out of nmy hair. | don't need him He's not trustworthy. And
you suprise nme. Like an old wonman."

"You are a fool."

"I get the job done."

"You don't have the nobney, that's what | got to explain to these
peopl e, and they are pissed. | don't think they will let you run the show |like
we planned. You are too crazy. You killed a cop, and for what? Even Garth has
pur pose when he kills."

"Just hang in there a while |onger, LeSable."

In the norning, Hugh ate breakfast at a fast food restaurant. Then he
checked phone books. He found several Vincent Bradys, and he copi ed down the
addresses and phone nunbers. One by one he checked themout ... and becane
angrier. The first was a retired Navy commander in a wheelchair in Poway. The
second was the fortyish owner of a swimmng pool store in La Mesa, no match at
all for the Vincent that Hugh woul d know instantly on sight. The third was a
| ong-haired taxi driver who worked nights and was angry to be di sturbed during
his daytime sleeping hours. The fourth Vincent Brady was a bl ack insurance
agent in National City. Finally he tricked a bank enpl oyee into inadvertently
reveal i ng the address of the Vincent Brady property he was after, in La Jolla.
He drove there, parked a bl ock away, and wal ked past. The place was dark and
shuttered; nobody had been here in days. Across the street in a car were two
men eating ice cream They had not noticed him Good. He went back to his car

Eating dinner at a restaurant, he read the newspaper, and an article
caught his eye:

SAN DI EGO (AP) -- Police are still puzzled by the stabbing and
bl udgeoni ng of a well-dressed woman at an expensive condom ni um conpl ex. A
| arge anmobunt of cocaine was found at the scene, |eading police to suspect she
may have been part of a drug deal gone sour. The as yet unidentified woman
remains in critical condition at University Hospital. Police are |ooking for a
m ddl e-aged man who rented the condo for the weekend and then di sappeared
wi thout a trace. Wtnesses at the condo conpl ex descri bed the nman as charning
gregarious, and attractive. An inforned source indicated the man is wanted in
connection with a Drug Enforcement Administration (DEA) investigation..

Hugh read on, and as he did so, a picture of Vincent sprang to his
m nd. The worman sounded |i ke sonmeone he knew. After some puzzling, he
renenbered nmeeting a wonman |like that. But where? H s birthday party! Jane ..
Jana ... what was it? Andrews! And Vincent had been proud of getting her phone
nunber. And all this in San Di ego. Perhaps, Hugh thought, ny quarry is closer
than | think.



*Chapter 42: San Di ego*

San Diego's warnth wapped itself around Blue as she stepped fromthe
pl ane. The palmtrees, the harbor, the sails leaning in a noonday w nd greeted
her. First thing, she showered in her roomat the Hilton. The cold, the grine,
t he sadness of her journey East slipped away. Eddie's death renmained like a
cold hand, but the funeral was behind her, and she could get on with her life.

She stopped in at the office. Barnes was out. Her notes and cli ppings
were strewn about as she'd left them She felt a pressing urgency to do
somet hi ng, to sonmehow nake good the | oss of Eddie. Just then, the phone rang.

* * * %
Hugh cal |l ed SDPD, which directed the call, and she answered on the second
ring: "This is Laurel Hunmbol dt."

"Ch hi," Hugh said, "this is Father Jenkins fromHamIton."

"Have we net?"

_She's another bulldog like Stosik_, he thought. "I was referred to you
by Father Binder."

A pause. Just |ike damm Stosik. "Yes?"

"We're after Vincent Gordon, Mss Humboldt. He stole a | ot of noney.

" mjust wondering what progress you're making."

A pause. "lI'msorry, Father. That's sensitive information. | can't just
talk about it like this. Maybe if | nmet you first."

"I"'mgoing to be in San Diego shortly."

"Why don't you give ne a call then?" she said.

"I will," Hugh said, brightly. They thanked each other, said goodbye,
and hung up. They had no clue, the poor fools. Yet he was at a di sadvant age
too. He nust find out what she knew.

* * * %
"Blue!" Martha Yee stepped in, wearing a beige skirt suit with white bl ouse
and chocol ate droopy bow tie that went well with her custard skin and rich
bl ack hair. "Wl cone back."

"You okay, Martha?"

"I'"'mokay." They both | aughed nervously.

"How s the patient?" Blue asked.

"She'll pull through, is the word."

"Still no tal k? No revel ati ons?"

"No, but we're watching her around the clock."

"Anyt hing on the lady with blue neon gl asses?"

"Hasn't showed at her house in days. W're watching."

* * * %
Peopl e were not returning her calls and she was getting nowhere today. Tired
fromtraveling all night, she went to the hotel and slept. Late that evening,
John Connor called. "You need a nice mdnight dip in the pool."

"Nice to hear your voice. I'mvery tired, John."

"The pool is heated, Blue."

It took her twenty m nutes. Her system demanded a cigarette, but she
resi sted because he would snell it. Instead, she ate an orange. He kissed her
as she stepped across his doorway, but she dodged aside. "Were is that heated
pool ?"

"Orange breath," he kidded and renoved his bat hrobe. He wore a baggy
purpl e bathing suit. She went into the bathroomand put on her bikini. The
pool was divine. John dove in with a rattle of the board and a neat slicing
sound of water. The night air was cold if you exposed your shoul ders, so she
kept down low in the water. The interior of the pool was illum ned. She kept
di ving down and slowy floating up. He perforned a mati ng dance around her

Stars twi nkled high up in the black sky.

The city skyline shone |ike toy bl ocks.

He cornered her and she let himkiss her. Hs tongue hungrily pressed
agai nst hers, his arns encircled her, and his hands played along the firm
curves of her body. _What am | feeling?_she asked herself. Her fingers



hal f - heartedl y expl ored his abdom nal rmnuscles, his puckered brown nipples, his
muscul ar upper arnms. Her hands cl asped his head, his neck, his face.

"It's late," she said. He pulled her top off, and she let him it would
be one | ess piece of work she'd have to do. She pulled the top with its
trailing straps close to her pointed, hard breasts and turned to heave herself
out of the pool. "John," she whispered, "please be patient with me just a
teeny bit. I'm-- out of practice.”

He ruffled her hair. "Romance, renenber? No rush."

They showered and, chattering, wapped in towels, hurried inside. "Can
| brush ny teeth?"

"Sure. Use mny brush."

She brushed slowy, letting the mnty taste assault her taste buds. She
felt safe with him and she hoped he woul d have patience with her. The | ess he
pushed, the nore she liked him

VWen she stepped out of the bathroom he was asl eep on his back, nouth
slightly open, breath escaping in slow, neasured exhal ations. Turning the
light off, she gingerly got into bed so as not to wake him She [ ay awake for
awhile, snelling the place. It smelled of wood and paint and |Iinen and
not -very-often-cleaned carpets. It snelled of him and she let that soak into
her tired being. Pretty soon, as the noonlight washed over her, she fel
asl eep.

She awoke | ater. Fontainebleu was neow i ng outside the sliding glass
door. She slipped out of bed and let himin. _Prrr!_ he said, thanks, and
junped up on the bed. She shivered and closed the door, locking it. Her upper
arnms and shoul der bl ades and bare breasts had goose bunps. She found his shirt
and slipped it on, along with her panties. Then she got back in bed, lightly,
like a feather falling to earth. He was snoring softly. She nuzzled under the
sheet and sighed deeply. The cat nade circles and then settled near their
ankl es, purring. She snuggled close to John. He put his arm around her back
wi t hout waking. She fell deliciously asleep with shivers running up and down
her spine where her back was spooned against his belly.

* * * %
Sonetime during the night, they both woke. She felt a stray fingertip, not
hers, on her sheer panties. She squirned, feeling aroused, wet. They stroked.
Mbaned t oget her.

"John, do you really like the wonen you sleep wth?"

"What's this, a quiz show?"

"Ckay, I'll rephrase it --

"Your chin digs into my nipple when you talk."

" -- Sorry." She kissed his nipple and blewon it. He rolled his eyes
up, stirred sensually. "Do nmen |ike women they sleep with?" He ran his hand
down her back, and she knew her skin had a snooth, heavy feel. "Do they?"

"Laurel, yes. Chh.."

"You like nme, don't you?"

"Alot, Laurel." He pulled her close. "Alot."

When she felt his breath on her face she parted her lips and net his
mout h hungrily. Their tongues thrust together. Her fear and stiffness
evaporated in a flood of |longing. H's hands explored her body. A tingly
feeling of powerful pleasure rose along her spine in waves. She felt a deep
I onging, a forgotten hunger that she had not felt in a long tine.

If it was just a brief affair, or even a one-night stand, she did not
care anynore. She tenderly held his head between her hands and devoured his
nmout h. She slid down a bit and kissed his chest, catching his nipples with her
teeth. She grasped his genitals, rocking themviolently, wanting to suck

He jack-knifed in bed, holding hinself.

She ki ssed his shoul der, afraid of what she had done. It had been a
long tinme, and she'd forgotten..."John, Johnny, did | hurt you?"

He | ay back laughing. "Blue, you'll have me singing alto." Seeing her
hurt, enbarrassed | ook, he put his arns around her. "You've got a |otta wonan
bottled up in you, baby."



"I"'msuch a klutz."

"No, you are perfect.”

nb

He meant it. Passion walloped him Romance. Her body was perfect for
him Full-bodied, just right; curvy and athletic, small-breasted, round in the
butt wi thout overstatement. They nuzzled for a long tine, grow ng ardent,
hands expl oring, touching, caressing. Blue pulled himon top of her. Eyes
cl osed, mouth open and upraised as if to catch sone invisible rainwater, she
cried out softly. Wth a force that seened not entirely his own, he thrust
into her taut body. She orgasned sobbing, biting her wist. Wen he tightened
hi s hands around her firmbutd his shoul ders and tossed her head fromside to
side. Sweat flew fromhis hair, dripped down his nose. He bl ew beads of sweat
of f his upper lip. Her legs were spread open, held apart for him Her face was
upturned in a delicious agony and she gasped with each pounding arrival. He
felt a wildfire flashing up his spine as the trenmendous pl easure overwhel ned
hi m

* * * %
She, sensing that he was approaching climx, cried out for him reached for
him shook himby the arnms. She let herself go, twitching as waves ran up and
down her body. They wailed together. He shuddered as orgasm fl ooded hi m She
felt the change in his rhythm She hugged hi mand ki ssed the shell of his ear
She turned himto the side and wapped her arnms and | egs around himlike a
reward. They were both soaking wet with sweat and her secretions and his
cream He let her stroke himand whi sper how good she felt. He pinned her
wrists back and ki ssed her and told her how good he felt. She had a gol den
warnth inside and forgot her fears.
*Chapter 43: Pal m Springs*

Hugh flew to Palm Springs to wap things up

Astrid was in a froth, pacing the halls in high-heel ed boots and tight
bl ack pants. She wore too nuch make-up, as usual, and in one hand she waved a
tattered pi ece of sheet nmusic. "Dammit, Daddy! Dr. Johnston cane by in his own
car, followed by an anbul ance. They took nother down to Baysi de. Were were

you? Gone, as usual. | ache when | see how you treat nother."
"Sit down," he told her, pointing to the sofa near the piano. She did
as she was told. He went about closing doors for privacy -- not necessary,

because all the servants had quit. "Astrid, you need to get out. You need your
own apartnment in, let's say New York City. How would you like that? Chicago?
No, Frisco."

Sensi ng a weakness, an openi ng, sonething she was an expert at, Astrid
roll ed her eyes up and excl ained: "Ch, so now you want to buy me off."

Hugh said: "I have | oved your mother and | still do. This is what is
right for her. She is going to die if she doesn't get the help she needs."

"Bullshit," Astrid said, forcing the perceived opening.

Hugh held his finger up, and when she saw the | ook on his face, she
knew to shut up. "Astrid, you are the one who does not |ove anyone. The reason
i s because all your life you have been given things. Mybe your nother and
were not always the best parents. Between her drinking and ny preoccupation
wi t h busi ness, we negl ected your upbringing. W all have to pay the price for
that now, because | don't think you are able to stand on your own feet. You
have | earned to survive by using people. If there is one mstake | made with
you the |l ast few years, it's been in always pulling you out of the holes you
dug for yourself. I"mnot going to do that anynore. |'ll give you an
al |l owance, and that's it."

Astrid | ooked shocked. "You bastard."”

"There is no love for me in you, is there?"

"You are not throwi ng me out."

"Ch?" He was surprised. He'd half expected her to burst into tears. If
precedent held true, he would confort her, beg her not to cry, and offer sone
new enticenent to live sensibly. Instead, Astrid sat back coolly. "Listen



Father. | know you have been involved in drug dealing. Pierre LeSable. Does
t hat nane register?"

"You are too clever for your own good."

Astrid slowy it a cigarette. "Mdther rants and raves when she's
drunk. | found it out fromher." The lighter clicked shut, and she was
envel oped in fragrant snoke.

"So she knows."

"Of course she knows. She may be sick, but she keeps tabs on you.

W thout her, you'd have gone to jail years ago."

"Wthout me, you'd have been in the street years ago."

"I loathe you," she said.

He |l oved her, and this hurt. "After this, | nust be firm You have to
go, Astrid. You have no |love for me, and under those circunstances | see no
reason for wasting ny tine on you."

"Ch but | do," she said.

"Reason with me."

"I have records hidden away in a bank vault. | could have you sent to
jail."

He grinned. "Do you realize that if | were convicted, this whole estate
woul d be turned over to the courts and you'd get nothing? Are you so dumnb,
despite all of your cunning?"

She bit her lip.

He | aughed out |oud. He had her now. "No, ny dear, we have a stand-off.
You have to sacrifice your loathing for me in the interest of the noney you

will inherit. In turn, | have to be careful not to turn you out. Does that
suit you?"

"\What are your terns?"

"That you get out of here and stay out. I'll pay whatever you want. You
keep your nouth shut and stay out of mnmy house."

"You have to certify your will, leaving ne everything."

"That's no problem™

"Al'l right. I'lIl be out of here by this evening. | have a | awer. CQur

| awyers can wite up sonething."

He nodded. "You nmay yet nmke it on your own as a pianist. In the
meantime, don't shit in your nest."

She turned and stornmed out of the room

He felt a vile taste in his throat. It had turned out badly. He poured
hinself a | arge glass of scotch. He had never wanted it to be like this. He
dialed the hospital to ask after Margaret. Maybe, in tine, Astrid would
acquire sone humanity. Hugh toyed with the razor in his pocket idly while
waiting for the hospital to answer.

Next norning, Hugh called the bank. He was told the papers were being
drawn up, but it would be a week because contractors were exani ning the
buil dings mnutely for structural soundness.

Hugh called LeSable. "I will have the npney in one week."

"Sorry, _nmon am _. The managenent is firm No deals. They don't Iike
the way you handl ed the Connecticut ness."

"CGet me anot her week," Hugh begged. "I'mselling ny home, for
chri ssake. "

"I'I'l see what | can do." LeSable's voice sounded unsure. "1'd be
careful if I were you. They don't trust you."

"Thank you. I'Il be careful.” In reality, he planned to di sappear
before LeSable's handlers could get to him

At nine a.m, the real estate people came. Hugh stood on his front
portico with his hands behind his back and regarded the eerily deserted
estate. Astrid had noved out the night before without a word of goodbye, the
ungrateful bitch. Wth Marga gone, dying in the hospital, the place was
unbearably enpty. | amfinished here, Hugh thought. He had arranged for the
nmoney to be wired to himin Toronto. If the authorities did not track hi mdown
and freeze his assets, or the Colonbians did not kill him



Wthin hours, Hugh was on the 757 shuttle from Los Angeles to San
Di ego. A stewardess -- pretty young thing, he was beginning to notice these
t hi ngs more now that he was finished with Marga -- |eaned over to ask if he
wanted a drink. He shook his head and she wal ked on down the aisle. He pulled
out the Rasurex shaving kit and held it on his lap. He expected it would be
Garth who woul d come for him He and LeSabl e woul d be shipped in boxes. It
woul d be a statenent. The nmob would figure out that it was the sane gun that
had killed Guzman. It would be the Col onbi ans' admni ssion of defeat, a gesture
of appeasenent to the Mafia. But you gotta catch me first. He snapped the
Rasurex box shut. The other thing: How could he let Vincent get away with 3.5
mllion dollars? No way. He would die first.

*Chapter 44: San Di ego*

Soft rock nmusic and the aromas of bacon and coffee awakened Bl ue. She
groaned and rolled over in bed, renenbering where she was. The curtain was
open, but the sliding glass door was closed. The patio was enveloped in a
thick fog, and the wood floor was steeped in colorless solemity. "I hear
you," John Connor said offering a glass of orange juice. "Breakfast in bed,
com ng up."

She sat up. "That's nice." He kissed her, and she sipped. "Last night
was wonderful ."

"Yeah. Hold on, I'lIl bring breakfast." He did, and she chewed salty,
crispy bacon. He ate froma plate in his lap. She sat with her feet on his
knee and felt very confortable.

"If you cane to San Diego to live, you could stay here."

She nearly choked on her coffee. "You think you could tolerate ne for a
few weeks?"

"l could always send you back to the Hlton."

"I'd be fifty before DEA transfers me here."

He was about to open his mouth to say sonething, when the phone rang.
It was Barnes, for her. "Hunbol dt?"

"Yes. How did you know I'd be here?"

"Awld guess," he said dryly. "I need you right away, you and Yee. It
seens our bird has flown the coop.”

"Who?"
"The woman in the hospital."
"No. | thought she was on IV's and all."

"The 1V s cane out yesterday. She ate a puddi ng about six a.m The
of ficer outside the room says everything was okay until the nurse went in wth
nmedi cation at seven. The bed was enpty."

"She wal ked right past her guard?"

"U huh. The man | ooked up and even said hello to her. Beautiful tal
dar k- hai red worman, he said, dressed to kill. He never made the connection
There was a man with her, dressed in a dark gray business suit, very
conservative, very expensive."

"CGot a description?"

"Yes. We'll start at the hospital and work fromthere."

Bl ue handed Connor the phone. "Gotta run." She found her clothes and
changed in the bathroom He saw her to the door. She w apped herself tightly
around him "Don't you go away, okay? Or what is it they say? Hang on to that
t hought . "

* * * %
It was a five minute drive to UCSD Medical Center in Hillcrest. Barnes wasn't
there yet, but Martha Yee was, dressed in a white sunmer skirt and pastel
bl ouse. The fog thinned, and sunshine began to slash the haze. Barnes's car
pulled to a screeching halt at a forbidden red curb. Qut of the car, jacket
fl appi ng, he waved themalong with him "The |Iobby is full of reporters, I'm
told. Pretend we're visitors for some patient."

"Was the man with her the Slasher?" Blue ventured.

"First thing I wondered," Barnes said over his shoulder. "Not if the



Sl asher and Silverstone are the sane person. Silverstone is in his late
fifties. This guy was a tall, good-looking guy in his forties. Panpered but
tough. lvy League, certainly had breeding. Mney. That fits with the |ady."

They entered the University of California, San D ego Medical Center, a
cluster of buildings | ocated agai nst a deep |eafy canyon. A Life Flight
hel i copter was just taking off fromthe helipad on sone errand of nercy. The
corridors were austere and | abyrinthine. Barnes seemed to know his way around.
They energed on 5 West, the General Surgery Ward, and bypassed the nurses
station. Uniformed officers kept reporters away. The three detectives had to
show badges. There was still an enpty chair in front of the single roomwhere
Madame X' s guard had sat. The bed had a slept-in | ook, nothing out of the
ordinary. "No signs of struggle, nothing," the uniforned officer told them
"Some guy, somebody she knew and trusted, canme and got her. She dressed in
cl ot hes he nust have brought, and off they went."

"Must have been a nman who knew her well enough to know her cl othing
si zes," Barnes said.

"Yes," Martha said. "Maybe her husband? Boyfriend?"

They took the el evator down and stood | ooking on the ER platform "That
sure is a big wide world out there,” Barnes renmarked with a forlorn | ook at
the enpty blue sky all around.

*Chapter 45: San Di ego*

Bl ue stopped at her office and found several nessages there. One was
fromM. Andreas Gunp of the Akron, Chio newspaper norgue. Another was from
M. Denton Horowitz of the Dolly Agency in New York City.

Blue called Gunp first.

"Ch, Mss Hunboldt. How nice to hear fromyou. Say, | checked every
lead | could think of. A Jana Andrews graduated from Kennedy H gh School in
Akron in 1975. Lovely girl, really."

"What col or was her hair?"

"I checked into that |ike you asked ne to. She was a red-head, M ss
Hunbol dt . "

"That's what | thought." LAPD had said the girl in the car crash had
red hair. "M. Qunp, could she have had a dark-haired girlfriend in high
school? Atall, very attractive girl with a name like, let's say, Jane
W | oughby?"

"There was no femal e student with that name in any of the graduating
classes in Akron the years | checked. A Bill WIIoughby graduated from Kennedy
H gh, is as far as | got."

"Brilliant, M. Gunp. Can you find out where this guy WIIoughby is
today? 1'd like to talk with him"

"Sure, Mss Humboldt. I'Il be glad to."

"You won't get in trouble with your boss?"

"No, on the contrary. My city editor told ne to pursue the story and
m ght get a job as a reporter.”

"I'"l'l put in a good word for you, M. @np."

“I"1l do all I can. AmI| really hel ping your police work?"

"You are providing a vital service. | intend to have a letter of
conmendation sent to your city editor. Could you hop on it, M. Gnm? | |ove
you, | really do."

"You have a sexy voice, Mss Hunboldt."

"So do you. Next time I'min Akron, let's do |unch."

"I"d like that."

Next, she called Horowtz

"Ch yes, Mss Hunmboldt," the dry little old man voice said. "How have

you been?"
"Fine, M. Horowitz. You have sonething nore for nme?"
"Well, it's not much. On the first thing, | was not able to locate a

fingerprint. W don't deal in that sort of thing. | checked the file on the
of f-chance, but there wasn't a fingerprint on record. Rarely need 'em unless



there's a lot of jewelry involved on a job."

"And the other thing?"

"I was able to contact a woman naned Lila Mirdoch who is now a high
school principal in the Bronx. She was a nodel for the Dolly Agency. Very
reserved, very proper, very, very, you know what | nean. That tall English
| ook, you know? Well, M ss Miurdoch is now Ms. Cannon. The inportant thing is,
she did some jobs for us and she renenbers a girl nanmed Jane WI | oughby. Tall,
dark-haired, with deep blue eyes. That's what Ms. Cannon renenbered nost, the
deep bl ue eyes. And there was some red-head the WI I oughby girl was hangi ng
around with a lot."

"Nane?"

"M's. Cannon could not remenber, but it sounds |ike Jana Andrews.
That's all | got, Mss Hunboldt, have |I been of hel p?"

"You nmost certainly have, M. Horowitz. The woman we want matches the
description you just gave of Jane WI I oughby. Wien | get back to New York, |'m
going to give you a big hug."

"My wife mght not Ilike that."

"She doesn't have to find out."

"W could start sone awful runors about you and ne."

"I'd enjoy every mnute of it. WIIl you keep checki ng?"

"I will, young |ady."

*Chapter 46: San Di ego*

Bl ue and John sat by the pool in the evening breeze, dressed in
terrycl oth bathrobes. They had gone for a swim nade | ove, and showered. Now
they were eating left-over enchiladas with rice and beans. A balnmy wind in the
canyon sent up smells of jasmne and lilac. The night sky hung around them
i ke black glass spattered with stars. A distant freeway whispered |ike a
seashel | .

"I wanted to talk," she said. "Are we going to see each other again
after I go back to New York?"

"I'"ve been wondering."

"Do you want to?"

"Yes. | want to."

She took a deep breath, held it, and exhaled slowy. "It's so far. Are
we serious? O is this just alittle you know. .."

He took her hands. "I dream about you, Blue."

"Ch, you're full of it."

"W nmake love in ny dreanms. | was narried once, and it was a bumer,
and maybe -- no, not maybe, for sure -- I'mleery. But you are special. You

are al ways happy, Laurel."

"Not always. Only an idiot would be always happy."

"I wish you lived here. O | lived there. W would have tine to get to
know each other. It might work out, you know. "

She felt her heart skip. She grabbed his face. "Did you really say
t hat ?"

He nodded. "Yes."

She kissed himon the lips. "I was hoping you'd say sonething |ike that
just one tinme so | could renenmber it."

"My luck. Sonebody cones into ny life and she has to | eave.™

"You could wite to ne," she suggested. "You could cone visit me in New
York. | have a nice apartment. Well, nice inside when nobody's throw ng beer
bottles off the twentieth floor. It's warm and |I've got a big cozy bed."

"I's that an invitation?"

"Sure."
"You don't have a dozen boyfriends back there?"
"Not a one. The closest thing -- " she thought of Vito, and |aughed.

And Maggi e -- and frowned.
The air got fresh. John put his arm around her and they went inside. He
put a log on the fire. She brought two glasses of wi ne. They cuddl ed on the



couch and ignored the game. Blue felt happy, but unhappy too; she wanted to
blurt out the truth. Was she a fraud? Wuld he be hurt |ike poor Martha?
Si ppi ng wi ne, she said: "I think you' d have to be an actor to pull this off if
it's not real. No offense.”

He sipped his. "No offense taken. | can't believe it nyself. But
Laurel, | don't know everything about you either."

That hit. She | owered her eyes.

"Are you okay, Blue?"

"You're right. | haven't been totally honest with you."

"Now woul d be a good tine."

"I'"ve been wondering if | should tell you."

"Co on, tell me."

"I've been agonizing about it.

"Tell e, Laurel."”

"Al'l right."

"Silence fills the room"

"I have to gather ny thoughts.'

"A guy."

"No. "

"A disease."

"No. "

" Speak, for crying out loud."

She felt tears welling up. "I wish ... there were nore time ... because
| don't want to tell you ... maybe I'ma fool to tell you ... because | don't
know how you're going to feel about nme after |I tell you." She began to cry,
big alligator tears that rolled down over her fingers and fell like rain from
her 1ips.

"You' re drenching ny couch."
She went into the kitchen. Returned with tissues and wi ped her face.
Sat down feeling like a kid confessing that she had broken the wi ndow with her

ball. "John, I'"'mnot really sure about nyself." She gul ped tw ce, and he
wondered if she were going to cry again, but it appeared that she had cried
herself out. "1've had boyfriends here and there. | went with one guy al

t hr ough hi gh school and he dunped me for a big blonde. | had a couple of
boyfriends in college, but no offers of marriage or anything, and | was too
shy to really go out of nmy way to meet guys. Funny thing was, | was al ways
athletic, and | knew a ton of guys. Everyone at ny karate studio |liked ne, |
thi nk, and they were a bunch of really neat guys. They used to pull tricks on
me |ike putting shaving creamin my bra while it was in ny |ocker during
practice, or turning ny wistwatch forward an hour so |I'd be all screwed up
the next norning. But they always treated nme, well, they al nost spoiled ne.
O her girls used to be jeal ous because | seened to have boyfriends coni ng out
of nmy ears.”

"My sweet little angel, what is the point of this Iliad?"

She enbraced himhard. "Kiss ne."

"Am | going to | ose you?" He kissed her passionately for |ong mnutes.

Then when she | ay on her back |looking up into his face, she told him "I am
sometines attracted to wonen. | want you to know that, because |I"'mtrying to
be fair with you, and I hope you'll be fair with me. |I've made |l ove with both
men and wonen, but ... John, | amjust crazy about you." He was silent, and
she thought, He's gone_. "I'Il leave if you want."

“I"'mfalling in love with you. |I can feel it in my heart, and ny heart

never lies."

"BEven after what | just told you?"

"Falling in love and being rational are two different things." He
agoni zed. "We need to look at this rationally. If you said you are attracted
to ne, would | have this feeling like ny heart fell into ny stomach? No. Am |
nuts about you? Yes. Then the only other questionis, if we're in love, wll
you be seei ng wonmen?"

She said sinmply: "No. WII you?"



"No." He dabbed her eyes tenderly with a tissue. "Blue, | think I knew
sort of. The way you and Martha Yee seened to hit it off, and | knew about
Martha Yee in any case, froma friend."

She bl ew her nose. "I wal ked into sonething here in San Diego. | didn't
mean for it to happen. Poor Martha. It's over. Can you trust ne and believe
ne?"

"Yes."

"I want you to know something about ne. I'mvery loyal. | never cheat.
When |'min love with a guy, I'min love. That's how | got hurt so bad. That's
why I'mso afraid to fall in love with a man again. Can you understand that ?"

"That's an awesone responsibility you thrust on me, Blue."

"Al'l 1 ask is that you be honest with nme. The two guys | was in |ove

with didn't do that for me. WIIl you prom se?"
"I promise. In fact, Fontainebleu raves about you when he cones out of

the canyon for his mlk. He's a smart cat. | |listen when he tal ks."

"You're a pretty smart cat yourself." She observed distantly as he took
her clothes off. _I'm 3000 mles fromhone, alone, a cat up a tree. Now |'ve
done it. I"'min freefall wi thout a parachute. As he touched her she

whi spered: "Yes!"
*Chapter 47: San Di ego*

Mart ha Yee and Blue had lunch at a La Jolla gournet French-style
restaurant (with Mexican and Sout hern California undertones). It was Martha's
day off, and she had asked Blue to go shopping with her. Their bright parcels
were stacked in the trunk of Martha's car.

"Col d vichyssoise," Martha said. "MnnM " She spooned enthusi astically.

Bl ue nunched on a chef salad with wal nuts, chicken bits, and creany

Italian dressing. "I'mnot so crazy about onions," she said.
"You're the fast food type, |I take it."
"Only in energencies. |'ve been back on my workout schedule. Jog five

mles a day, work out on the beach, practice ny katas."
"How is M. Wbhnderful ?"
Bl ue reddened. "Pretty wonderful."
"That's nice," Martha said pleasantly, enigmatically, spooning soup
"l suppose you think I'ma fool."
"If it itches, scratch it."”

"Ch Martha."

"No, | nean it, he's a doll. Mdst wonen probably don't get to base one
with him" Blue shrugged and took a long sip of her lenon-linme fizz. Martha
added, "If it ends, it ends. Enjoy it while it lasts. Make sure he's not using

you. You know nen."

"I had forgotten."

"You are the girl next door, when you dress nice and aren't punk.
ki nd of envy M. Connor. You nake a | ovely couple."

Blue felt her cheeks burning. "Martha, it's not that hot and heavy
yet."

Martha made a wy face. "I think I know you by now, maybe better than
you know yoursel f. You wonder about yourself. | don't think you belong in ny
world. Go for it, if it isn't himit's some guy like himyou' re meant to fal
inlove with."

*Chapt er 48: Chicago*

Vincent Brady sat in the dining roomof the Park Plaza Hotel, eating
one egg poached, three strips of bacon, and a sliced banana in |light cream
when the waiter brought himthe norning paper. "Mystery Wiman in Mirder Case
Di sappears!" the headline screamed. Chewing nore slowy, soon not chew ng at
all, Vincent read the newspaper story several tinmes. He left the paper on the
seat, paid, and quickly left.

Col I ar up against the cold, Vincent cursed his bad judgnent in getting
i nvol ved with Jana Andrews. Something about her haunted him and he could not



say what. Now the gane was nearly up. Vincent would have to nove quickly.
Because if Jana was alive, she would surely be com ng back to Chicago. No
matter how big the city, he would al ways have to | ook over his shoulder to see
if the Angel of Death were comng after himwi th a knife again. Besides,

Vi ncent had no doubt Hugh was after him not just for the three mllion, but
for his throat.

He stopped by to see M. Graham who bounced up fromhis chair and
punped his hand. "M. Uric. How nice to see you!"

"You are looking well," Vincent said. "I need to inmedi ately cancel al
nmy accounts here."

He thought for a second G- aham was about to faint.

*Chapter 49: W uanac, Col onbia*

The tinme was up, and Pierre LeSable was called to Uruamac. Al varo was
ready to ship, and he wanted his noney. First Pierre had thought of running,
but he knew Al varo's people would find himsonehow. So he returned to face his
master. How charming Sr. Alvaro was! The silvery fuselage of a DC-3 glinted in
the running lights of a jungle airstrip near the great mansion. Odors fromthe
wor kers' canp -- cooking, urine, engine oil, cigarette snmoke -- drifted in the
air under the fusel age.

"It is nothing," Sr. Alvaro told Pierre in his nodul ated Castilian
Spani sh, "you tried hard. A tenporary setback."

"Bl ess you," LeSable said. In his nervousness, he was eating
chocol ates. He offered themto Sr. Alvaro, who accepted a hazelnut truffle
with fondant flourishes, and to Bill Garth, who was snmoking a cigarette and
dourly refused.

The pl ane was fuel ed, checked out, and ready for take-off. It would fly
north to the Mexican state of Chiapas on the Honduran border, refuel after a
flight of about 1100 miles in the state of Sinaloa on the Gulf of California,
and then, hugging water nost of the way, fly out to sea over Baja California,
angle to the northeast, and, flying | ow under coastal radars, land in the
Arizona desert. Arrangenents would be nade to deliver the cargo on the U S.
east coast. This was that first shipnent Pierre had worked so hard to arrange.
O fice equipnent. Copiers, conputers, and the like. The toner cartridges
contai ned drugs worth millions on the street.

The DC-3 took off smoothly on twin engines. Sr. Alvaro nmade snall talk,
and Pierre felt relieved. He outlined his plans for a new attack on the New
Engl and market, and Sr. Alvaro smled with his narrow face and cupi d-bow | i ps,
noddi ng often. The jungle was pitch black as a vast ink blotter. The night sky
shone clear. Sr. Alvaro went to sit with the pilot. Bill Garth excused hinself
and headed for the bathroomw th a Bogota newspaper. Pierre noved to a wi ndow.
He tried to count the stars and identify the constellations. This would al
work out all right.

* * * %
In the bathroom Bill Garth screwed the silencer onto his .357 magnum He
woul d have preferred to use a .25, whose slug would not go through but woul d
whi z around tearing the victimapart inside. But it had to be this exact gun
whi ch had wasted Guzman. As Bill left the bathroom he picked up a thick
Mexico City phone book and wal ked down the aisle.

Hearing footsteps, the old frog turned. He | ooked confused.

Garth said: "Here, let ne nake you confortable,”. He slid the phone
book between LeSable's head and the wi ndow. A grinmace, a scream grewin
LeSabl e's face as the gun rose like an evil noon beside a cratered planet. The
whites of his eyes, the pink of his tongue flecked with spittle, |ooked
terrified. "You have chocol ate on your face," Garth said and shot himthree
times. _Pop pop pop_. LeSable's body slunped | eaving the
red- and- gray-spattered phone book droopi ng agai nst the wi ndow it had saved.

"Good work," Sr. Alvaro said, energing fromthe cockpit. "It was good
of you to reconsider your alliances."

"Hi s choice of partners was terrible,

Alvaro said mnutes |later as



t hey packed LeSable's body into a coffin, surrounded by dry ice. "You can
never trust a man like this."

Alvaro, cutting Pierre's stomach open with a gutting knife, said: "W
send a clear nmessage to our friends." Bill Garth carefully w ped the revol ver
down to renove fingerprints. Then he w apped the weapon in tissue paper and
stuffed it into the body. "Yes, M. Alvaro."

In Sinaloa, as dawn broke, the plane | anded. A Mercedes picked up Bil
Garth and Sr. Alvaro. The DC-3 flew on

* * * %
Al varo was content things were back under control, alnmost. At the airport in
Mazat| an, he ordered Beel into his car. He lit a cigarillo and filled the car
with acrid snmoke which he found conforting but which obviously irritated the
Nort eaneri cano's eyes. "Beel, you nust elimnate Mster Stone to w pe out the
| ast traces of this mstake."

Garth nodded. "I understand. 1'll be in Palm Springs by tonorrow, and
"Il settle the score.”

"This may be of sone help to you," Al varo said handing Garth a fol ded
pi ece of paper.

A name, an address, a phone nunber. Bill Garth frowned.
Alvaro had a weary, crafty grin. "It always amaze me. H s own daughter.
She found out about the deal and called nme. | think she hates him She may do

busi ness with you."
*Chapt er 50: Chicago*

"So | want to nove back into the mansion," Astrid told Sonya Braxton
her father's realtor.

Braxton | aughed nervously, off-guard. "Wy, Mss Stone?"

"I have reasons. It's just tenporary, you understand. |'ll stay in ny
personal apartment, and | won't bother you and your associates. | could even
show t he house for you."

Ms. Braxton said with a dubiously curled lip, "That m ght work." She
regai ned a bit of conposure. "There is nothing in your father's stipulations
that prevents you frombeing in the house before it is sold.”

"The will," Astrid said.

"What do you nean?"

"Have you seen his wll?"

"Really, | had no idea this was going to be so conplicated."

"It's simple, really. My father prom sed nother and | will inherit
everything, but | don't believe a word. He never |oved us, you know He plans
to sell the estate and not provide for ny nmother and myself. Rest assured the
sale will be highly contested. | have sonme noney, Ms. Braxton, and damm good
| awyers. | just want you to be clear on that."

"What do you want ne to do?" Ms. Braxton said, slunping.

"I want you to keep ne informed about the details if any offers are
made. We can then negotiate.”

Ms. Braxton said, "I'll keep you infornmed. | hope |awers will be
unnecessary."

"That's the idea." Astrid slamed the door as she left.

* * * %
"Hell o, Mother," Astrid said on the rolling green | awn of the Hollycrest
I nstitute.

"Baby," the trenbling old woman said and rai sed bony purple arms. She
sat in a wheelchair on the concrete wal k. The nursing assistant, a Mexican
girl, curtseyed and |l eft them alone. Astrid hugged Marga reluctantly, relieved
that they had cl eaned her up so she didn't snell. "Mther, how are they
treating you?"

Marga managed a grin. "They're trying to reformne, and I'mafraid
they're having a helluva tinme. You | ook splendid, darling. Are you eating
right? You look a little thin."

"Fat her has put the house up for sale.”



Marga regi stered shock. "So." She folded her hands and stared off into
space, into the past. "Were is he now?"

"I don't know. He threw nme out of the house."

"Ch darling." Marga reached for Astrid. Astrid chose that noment to
all ow herself to be hugged again. She woul d take good care of her nother. "I

al ways knew that one day he would wal k away. | know | haven't been a good
not her -- "

" Mot her!'"

"No, it's true. | wasn't a good wife. | drank and | snoked and | ook

where | am now. "
"It doesn't have to end this way," Astrid said. "You don't have to stay
in this place."

Marga raised her chin. "My darling, | can't cope, you know that. Here
at least they keep me out of trouble.”

Astrid knelt down and gripped Marga's hands. "Modther, | can get you out
of here. W can get a house together. You'll have nursing care. You'll be near
ne."

Mar ga shook her head. "He has everything in his name. | don't blane
him | was -- out -- nost of the time." She held her hands up to her face and
| ooked away. "Forty years we were narried ... we |oved each other very much

and this terrible drinking ... do you know, right now | can't even picture
his face ... we haven't had a sober conversation in twenty years ... but just
think, | don't renenber his face!"

Astrid shook her gently. "Mdther, he put you here and threw nme out so
that he can take off with all the noney."

Marga touched her daughter's face with trenbling bony fingertips. "He
can't do that to you, darling."

"He is doing it!"

Mar ga shook her head gently.

Astrid had her purse handy. "Mther, | have sone papers here. My | awer

drew themup. | can get you out of here.”

" Oh?"

"Dr. Johnston will go along with it. Legally, he has to."

Marga | ooked at the crisp new docunments typed on heavy bond.

"I'f you sign there, Mther, you'll becone ny ward. | know it sounds
terrible, but I'lIl take good care of you."

Marga | aughed. "Is this a step up or down for ne?"

"It's a step out," Astrid said. "You don't have to sign. If it's about
your dignity, | understand."

Mar ga shook her head. "I'mnothing but trouble, darling. 1'lIl start
drinking again. You'll see how nuch trouble | can be."

Astrid shook her head. "I'Il have nurses to take care of you. Take you
shopping. Do your hair. You don't have to be in a prison like this."

Marga chuckled. "Well, |'ve always been one to try anything." Wth
that, she signed the papers.

Astrid hugged her. "1'll have you out of here in a week or so."

Marga fol ded her hands. "Send the nurse to ne on your way out, darling.
Li sten, | know you better than you know yoursel f."

"Ch, nother."

"Don't oh nother me, Astrid. | can see gears and wheels turning in that

pretty head. Just don't outsmart yourself."
* * * %

Astrid dropped the papers at her lawer's (laughing to herself picturing the
expression on Dr. Johnston's face when he | earned he was |l osing his lucrative
patient).

Weari ng sungl asses, she drove her convertible Jaguar across town. Stray
wi sps of blonde hair bl ew around her high forehead, and her panpered skin
| ooked tanned and | ovely. The Carleton Lodge, a three hundred room hot el
| oomed on the desert horizon |ike a sugar cube. She parked in the shade of
some big pal ns overgrown with ivy near the hotel's golf course.



She wal ked in a side entrance, avoiding the front desk, bypassing the
el evators, and clinbed up an outside stairwell to the third floor. She
saunt ered down a dusky, air-conditioned corridor snelling of carpet cleaning
fluid. Twirling her sun glasses am ably, she let her eyes adjust to the dim
[ight. She inspected the room nunbers one by one until she found the one she
want ed, and knocked.

WIlliam Garth opened the door. He | ooked tanned, refreshed, and ready.
He | ooked her up and down.

"H there," she said.

He gl anced up and down the corridor. AOd habit, she supposed
repressing a giggle at his ridicul ousness. "Conme in," he said. He had a deep
burring voice. As she stepped in, she noted he was very nuscular. Hair
billowed in clouds around his linbs. He wore a bright Hawaiian shirt, short
white corduroy shorts, and one white cotton sock. He held the other sock in
his hand. "I was just about to go for a swm"

She cl osed the door, wal ked to the patio door, and | ooked down on the
edge of the desert. The pool was a ki dney-shape of greenish light. Tanned
bodi es in bikinis and shorts | ounged under Cinzano unbrellas. She let him
stare through her thin dress. "Well, M. Garth -- or do | call you Bill?"

"Bill will be fine." He had a long, youthful face, marred only by a
slight scar on one cheek. He had a masculine beard shadow. He sat on the bed
and took off his other sock. "M ss Stone, | understand you contacted ny
enpl oyers. "

“I"msure you were surprised, Bill. You' re such a good-|ooking nman. |

had expected --

He | aughed. "What? A little greasy guy in a gray suit and a big hat?"

"l understand why you are here."

"You do?"

"Yes. You are to kill ny father, and I want to help you."

He threw the sock down. "M ss Stone, not much amazes ne anynore."

"Wuld it help if | told you that ny father ignored and abused ne al
nmy life? That he drove ny poor nmother to drink and that she's now dying in a
sani tari um where he stuck her? That he has disowned ne and is selling
everything and planning to skip town like a thief in the night?"

"You have your problens,” Garth said.

"I thought it would make your job easier to know that."

"I don't really care. I met himonce or twice and he seened |ike a
jerk, but that's just a personal opinion."

"I"'mglad your nmnd is nade up."

"I can do what | have to without any help."

"Sure," she told him "but | can nake it so nuch easier."

"What can you do for nme, Mss Stone. O should |I say, what do you think
you can do for ne?"

"I can set it up for you."

He | ay back. "Okay, you have ny attention. Talk."

"He's skipped town already. On your own, you're too late. But |'ve

t hrown a nonkey wench into the works. |I'm nmoving back into the house, and
I"'ve let the real estate people knowit. If they get an offer, and they will
at the low price he's asking, they'll have to negotiate with ny | awers.
That's going to bring himback here, | prom se you, because ny father never

forgets a grudge. He never |eaves anything undone. It would be so nmuch nore
convenient for nother and ne if you would elininate him™"

"So?"

“I'd like you to be in the house when he cones."

"The house nust be under surveillance."

"Il smuggle you in the trunk of ny car."

"I"d be a sitting duck."

She let the light X-ray her skirt, displaying her slender tanned |inbs
and bl ack briefest of briefs. "You' d have ne right there, as a hostage. Piece
of cake." She stepped closer, keeping between himand the sun. "You will not



be bored."

He hardly let her step out of her skirt. This was a hungry nan.
Ravenous. He threw her on the bed, half in half out of her skirt, tearing at
his belt. She would not be bored either, for a change.

*Chapter 51: San Di ego*

In the norning, Blue sat in her office and noticed that both Jana
Andrews and Jane W/ | oughby had gi ven Chi o homes of record while enpl oyed at
the Dol ly Agency. Bl ess Denton Horowt z!

The phone rang. "M ss Hunboldt? This is Andreas Gunp in Akron. | hope
didn't catch you at a bad nmonent."

"There have been worse."

"I located Bill WIIoughby. Rermenber, he was a football hero at Kennedy
H gh. Turns out Bill WIIloughby is now enpl oyed by an insurance firmand he's
out of town. But | talked to his wife, who seenmed to renenber that he was
going steady with a beautiful tall dark-haired girl in his senior year in high
school. She said the girl's nane was Joanna. No |l ast nane, but Bill m ght
remenber. "

"What's the connection, M. Gunp? Lots of beautiful dark-haired tal
girls latch onto football heroes."

"Well | thought you understood,"” Andreas Gunp said. "This girl Joanna
had startling blue eyes, like a top fashion nodel's. Wich is what Ms.
W | oughby seens to renenber Bill saying that Joanna went on to be, in New
York Cty."

Bl ue grabbed the oyster ad. "Yes! | think that's her! Please, M. Gunp,
call me the mnute you find out her |ast nane."

"I will, Mss Hunboldt. I'mreally doing fine, amI|?"

"You are an ace up the sleeve, M. @np."

"You have a sexy -- "

Bl ue said thanks and hung up

It was bedl am outsi de. Phones rang constantly, and clerks kept getting
ti ps about the mystery wonan in the paper. Blue saw Barnes briefly; his tie
was | oosened, and he | ooked harried. He waved to her froma neeting inside a
fi shbow office.

Late in the norning, Martha Yee stopped by with a secretive | ook
"Bl ue, renenber the lead | was checking? The lady in the seductive hat and
gl asses, Virgie DeSanto? | nosed around the sapphic grapevine, you know what |
nmean, and | found her."

"No. "

"Yes. She knew about the ruckus in La Jolla. That's why we haven't seen
her at her house. She's been laying low with her girlfriend, the amazon we saw
in the bar that night. Virgie is sorry about Jana Andrews. She wants to hel p.
She admits she planted the package of news clippings at Connor's house."

They nmet Rae Donovan at a bar on Adans Avenue. The air was tranquil
sunny, innocent. A hawk hovered in the wind over the canyons. Wnd rustled in
eucal yptus trees. Rae Donovan was, as Blue renenbered her fromthe dance bar
a knockout. Tall, with curly blond hair, and a freckl ed conpl exi on. Wde
shoul ders, slimwaist, wiry arns. She had an Irish | ook that reninded Bl ue
with a pang of Tessie OBrien, the girl who had stol en Donnie away from her.
Lush lips, gray self-assured eyes, a small nose in a square face, a tal
forehead. She had a nasal, husky voice. Her deneanor was direct and w thout
apol ogy. "Virgie told me you were asking. | talked it over with my sister and
she t hought you ought to see her."

"Rae, " Blue asked, "why do you think you know the woman in the police
sket ch?"

Rae Donovan regarded her with a directness that nade Blue flinch
"Baby, you don't know the half of it. But Louise is the one to fill you in.
You're a cop, huh?"

Bl ue sensed an uneasy dynam c at the w nd-bl own picnic table outside
the bar. Martha was tel egraphing her awe of Rae, and at the sanme tinme seened



to be staking a claimon Blue. Rae in turn was |ike thunder awakened. Her I|ips
glistened greasily as she devoured a chicken sandwi ch, and she took a direct
interest in Blue. It appeared that Rae Donovan was top of the pecking order
She coul d have nbst any woman (or man?). Rae ripped at her sandwi ch while her
eyes tore into Blue with hunger

"Yes, |I'ma cop. Drug Enforcenent Adm nistration." Wile answering,
Bl ue watched the hard fermale nuscles in Rae's arns. This wonman could be on the
cover of any mmgazine. Surf, sun, and sand. The American ideal

Rae nodded. "I thought about applying for the police departnent. But
|'ve been too involved with body building. I won Mss Southern California |ast
year, not that |I'mbragging, and 1'd rather spend ny time building up to the
state chanpi onshi p. When Virgie showed nme the pictures, | had to take a stand.

|'ve seen that woman before, and | thought your friend here ought to be the
one | contacted."

"W appreciate that," Blue said.

Rae | aughed. It was a hard, uncouth |augh. She bel ched. "My sister
Louise..." She swallowed a nmout hful of chicken and washed it down with beer
"My sister Louise knew that worman. | called Louise this nmorning, and she
agreed to talk to the police."

"Why didn't Louise call us directly?"

"Because," Rae said, "Louise is shy. Wll, that's half of it. W're
froman athletic famly. Dad was head coach at San Di ego Uni on Hi gh School .
earned letters in every sport women could conpete in. Louise is two years
ol der than me, she also earned a lot of letters. She broke her spine in a
skiing accident at Vail years ago, and she's paraplegic." Rae w ped her nmouth
with a paper napkin. "She won't see many people, especially after what this
Brady asshole did to her."

"Ch no," Blue said.

"Yeah," Rae said, "if | catch him I'Il kill the fat blob."
"I't's good you turned to us," Blue said.
Rae nodded. "I have to get back to the gym | teach an aerobics class.

Call me if you need anything nmore." The remark was ainmed directly at Blue. "I

mean it," Rae commranded. She rose, her wi de shoulders flaring in her tank top
shirt. Her gray eyes raked Blue's |ike a poker going over coals. "lI'd like to
hear fromyou. Bods Gym OK?"

"Holy Snoke," Martha said on the way to La Jolla. "I think she was
asking you for a date.”

"In a roundabout sort of way," Blue said.

"What a goddess,"” Martha said.

"A messy eater," Blue said. Fog moved in gray and di smal sky. Scuddi ng
wi nd sent bits of norose clouds belting against tw sted junipers and pepper
trees, whose |ong dangling branches rustled uneasily. Walthy people had high
properties overl ooki ng the ocean. The courtyard was haunted by stray | eaves.

Bl ue wi shed she were el sewhere. Martha rang a doorbell. A w nd chinme nmade zen
noi se. The two wonen waited.

A light drizzle, fine as feathers, blew gritty against their faces. The
Donovan estate | oomed with marine pylon decor. Wndows | ooking black reflected
light. After a few nmonents, a door opened automatically. "Come in," a voice
cal | ed.

They stepped into a sterile floor wax atnosphere. At first they did not
see anyone. As their eyes grew accustoned to the light, they saw Rae's sister
The woman in the wheel chair | ooked handsone, |ike her Rae, but there was
something mssing ... that raw vitality, appetite, arrogance. Sane rich lips
and freckl ed conpl exi on, but she appeared matter of fact and hunble. Pale. Her
hair was styled severely, in a nmousy page boy. Her eyes were gray, but it was
a duller, resigned color like the sky outside. "My nane is Loui se Donovan, "

t he young woman sai d as though she were in court. "I know who your nystery
woman is."

"I'd like to hear about it," Blue said carefully.

"Last year a pleasant man approached ne. Hi s nane was Vincent Brady. W



met through Sunday services at St. John's by the Sea. That's an Epi scopalian

church | go to. He was so nice. He didn't seemto nmind ny invalid state. | was
grateful. He breathed life into me, where |1'd been depressed. One thing led to
anot her, and he seened to be courting me. | was so happy. | was used to having
men at ny beck and call, and after the accident that stopped. Vincent was the
first man who brought ne back. He'd take ne for |ong wal ks. How i nnocent, how
naive I was. Well, to make a long story short, he told me he was starting a

burn institute. | felt sorry for himand his burn victims. | gave himtwenty

t housand dollars. And then he stopped com ng around. But this worman canme to
see nme; Jana Andrews. She told ne what a bastard he was. At first | didn't
beli eve her. But | have conmmon sense, and | began to see the truth. | was so
sad. She told ne all about this guy. Vincent Brady. 1'll never |let anyone |ike
Vi ncent Brady take advantage of me again."

"Amen," Blue and Martha said in unison

"She is a sweetheart, this Jana Andrews. |'mjust sorry she ended up in
the hospital. Probably because of Vincent Brady. Seeing her name in the paper
| asked Rae to call soneone.”

"Do you know her real name?" Bl ue asked.

Loui se's face clouded. "She swore me to secrecy."”

"This is life and death,"” Blue gently urged.

Loui se nodded, swallowed. "All right." The silence was total except for
a clock ticking and a distant roar of surf. "Her nanme is Joanna Maclvory. Her
husband is running for governor in Chio."

*Chapter 52: San Di ego*

"It's one o' clock in the nmorning," John protested, answering his phone.

"I have to talk to you," Blue said

He sat up rubbing his eyes. "It's dark out. Were the hell are you?
t hought you were sl eeping here."

“I"'mat my hotel packing and | could use your help."

He stumbled to the bathroom and whi zzed while cradling the portable
phone under his chin. "Are you running out on ne?"

"No, silly. Say, are you by the pool ?"

"No, I'min a canoe. Can you hear the surf?" He flushed.

"My, we do have our sense of hunor at one a.m Do you want to help ne
find Madanme X?"

He washed his hands. "Now?"

"Yes, now. W have to catch a plane to GChio."

"Chio," he said. He looked in the refrigerator. The cat rubbed agai nst
his ankles. He listened to Blue's story, pouring mlk in the cat's little
di sh. Then he rolled hinself a burrito using a flour tortilla, a slice of
cheese, and a dab of refried beans. M crowave, one mnute. "No ki ddi ng?"

"We're not telling the Akron police yet. In fact, we're not telling
anyone. Only Martha Yee knows, and she can't |eave her jurisdiction wthout
witten orders and so on. | thought you' d be the perfect person to tag al ong
with ne."

"Let me guess. You need nme as bodyguard."

"Ch stop being difficult. I just want you. Wth ne."

"Ckay," he sighed. "Mm"

"Sounds good. What is it?"

"A burrito,"” he said with his nmouth full.

"Mexi can food, huh? I'mnot sure about that stuff. Spicy?"

"No. Are you hungry?"

"Coul d you bring about a dozen along to the airport?"

* * * %

Most of the passengers were asleep. The night sky was turning indigo, but

stars were still visible. Blue was glad he'd cone al ong. "Yesterday evening
called a guy | sorta know in Akron. Andreas Gunp, don't laugh or I'll slug
you. He works for the newspaper there. | woke himup -- I'd forgotten it's

three hours later on Eastern Standard Tinme -- and asked himif he knew anyone



called Maclvory. He nearly junped out of his shorts. Maclvory, he told ne, is
a State Congressman who wants to run for governor in the next race. | said
t hank you, than-kyoo!"

John whi st ed.

Bl ue said: "W may neet your Lady with Blue Neon Eyes."

* * * %

"Ch GEGG " Blue said as they stood side by side on a street corner near the
airport in Akron, Chio.

"GEEG " John said. The tenperature at 2 p.m was twenty. As they
wat ched, the display over a bank changed: "2:05...20 F...2:05...19 F..."

"Gawd, " Bl ue said, "how soon we forget."

"No bull,"” he said. "Let's get our bags into a hotel room | want to
take a hot shower." Traffic roared around them It was Mddle America in
February -- gray, subarctic, closed in, allowing strangers to visit, charging

dearly for hospitality.

"How about a nap?" John said in their Crazy Ei ght Mtel room

"No time." She was on the phone, first, to |let Tomasi know she had
arrived safely, then: "H, M. Gunp."

"Hell o, howis the weather out there in sunny San D ego?"

"Warm" she said. "Real warm |'msitting on the bal cony of nmy hote
roomin ny bikini, and it's pretty darn warm You can al nost hear the sun oi
sizzling."

"0Qoo0. That sounds divine. The sun oil, too. | was able to roust up Bil
W | oughby for you. Want his nunber?"

" Shoot . "

He did. "On Maclvory, is there a local story init for us?"

"Not quite yet, M. Qunp. One of these days I'Il make it to your fair
city and we'll have lunch."

"You have a very --

"Thank you, M. @np. | hope you like cross-dressers.”

"Well, I, uh..."

"Because | am a handsone fell ow and you sound |ike my kinda guy. Are
you going to be there for nme?"

He hung up.

"What was that?" John Connor asked. He toweled his hair. He wore tight
jeans and was bare fromthe waist up. Alot of dark curly hair was natted
danply on him He sat on the edge of the bed and poked a finger into one ear
"An admirer," Blue told him "Wants ne to cone to Chio and marry him™"

"Ch. That's okay. | have a return ticket."

She threw a pillow, then dialed Bill WIIoughby's number. A child
answer ed the phone.

"I's M. Bill WIIoughby hone?" she asked. There was a | ot of background
noi se. Children playing. "Yes," the little voice said tinmdly. The receiver
bobbl ed on a table. John junped on the bed and made gorilla arms. Blue shushed
him "Hello?" a man's deep voice said. It was a responsible, tired voice.

"M. WIIoughby?"

"Yes?"

"This is Laurel Hunmboldt. I..."

"You're the woman that Gunmp guy has been calling nme about."

There was a nasty, suspicious edge to his voice.

"Yes, M. WIIoughby. | just wondered if you would answer a few
guestions.”

"You're with the federal governnent?"

"Yes."

He was silent a nonent. "Hold on. Let nme take this into ny office."
John was bl owdrying his hair. Blue nade a furious face and waved hi m away.
John cl osed the bat hroom door

"Al'l right, Mss Hunbol dt. What do you want ?"

"Just some information."

"Where are you?"



She told him
"You're lucky you didn't call ten days later."

"Why is that?"

"Because ny parole ends in ten days and |I'd be hanging up in your face.
Look, | don't want ny famly involved in anything nore. I'Il drive over to see
you, okay?"

"That'll be fine, M. WIIloughby -- " He had hung up

Twenty minutes later, there was a knock on the door. Blue had quickly
showered and dressed. She knew the tinme was too short to call Tomasi for a
crime check, and she figured it best to have Johnno out of the way, so she
sent himout for food.

Bill WIIoughy had shoulders |like a Mac truck. He was a big, graying
man with a troubled face. Blue put himat 40, but he | ooked far older. "You
got a badge?"

She showed him "Look Bill, just call nme Blue. I"'mw th the DEA, and
had no idea you had a sheet."

"l enbezzled twenty thousand dollars fromthe bank I was working wth.
That was seven years ago, minus ten days. | paid the noney back, and they gave
me two years in, five out. Now what can | do for you, M ss?"

"Did you ever date a girl naned..."

"Joanna?" He made a bitter face. "Yes. There was a girl like that. A
tall, dark, beautiful girl. I was young and dunb. | gave her the razz. She was
madly in love with me, the dunb bastard who | ater enbezzled twenty grand and
t hought he could get away with it. What a fool | was. A couple of newspaper
peopl e have tried to get my story over the years. |'ve always turned them
down. But you're flashing netal, so that's different."

"M. WIIoughby, please relax. | just want you to tell ne what your
relationship with this wonan was."

"W were sweethearts, until | got drafted and went to Nam and Joanna
ran off to the big city. She came home a few years later and nmarried Maclvory,
M. Big on the rise. | was headed for prison by then."

"So," Blue said, "I'"'mtrying to | ocate a woman who was a nodel in New
York City going by the name of Jane WI I oughby, which we know was an alias."

He nodded. "That was Joanna. | cane hone from Vi etnam and rai sed hel
for a while. I went to New York City a fewtinmes to see her. W |aughed about

the fact that she used nmy nane as her alias. She didn't want to reflect badly
on her parents, you see. They're in sone staunch church and all."

Bl ue injected: "Same church as Jana Andrews?"

"Yes. They were pals, those girls, growing up. But it wasn't going to
wor k out between me and Joanna. And it's just as well. She gave it up and
returned home. | headed for jail, and she net this guy Maclvory, just out of
coll ege, a hot shot |lawyer, and the rest as they say is history. They're on
their way to becoming M. and Ms. CGovernor. And, M ss Hunboldt, | hope you

understand this, it's the only thing | have left to give the girl. | don't
want her nane associated with ne. | don't want themto have to go through any
of that press bullshit that ruins good people. I'"'mjust a stiff out of her
past. |1've made a new life for nyself in insurance. I'ma successfu
underwiter and | have a really nice practice. |'m about done with parole, and
| don't want any nore trouble."

"l understand," Blue said. "I won't make any for you. Just one nore

t hi ng. What was her nai den nanme?"

He | ooked at her long and hard. "You really don't know?"

"I wish you'd tell ne."

"Her mai den name was Joanna Travi gnan."

"Ch God," Blue said. "Ch ny God, ny CGod."

"Atragic famly," he said

"When | checked Joe Travi ghan's background, there was no nention of a
sister.”
"Hal f-sister,"” WIIloughby ironically. "There's been a | ot of covering

up for the Maclvorys. She and Joe had different nothers. Their dad, old nman



Travignan, married a wwdowwith a little daughter many years ago. Wth Joe's
activities, they probably felt it was best to keep the connection secret. To
spare Doug Maclvory. Covernor Maclvory, soon, |'Il bet."

Bl ue said: "Her brother just got murdered a few weeks ago. The press
carried it locally, but | bet it was hushed up."

He said: "I knew Joe, too. Nice guy. Wnt on to be a priest. Cot
i nvol ved in drugs, who knows, |'m nobody to be casting stones. The Maclvorys
are good people, Mss Hunmbol dt. They deserve a shot at governor."

"What's past is past," Blue said. "Go on, get out of here." She offered
her hand. "Congratul ati ons on the parole."

He shook her hand. "Thanks."

* * * %
Blue rented a car on her VISA card, and they drove to the Maclvory house. The
house was a | arge, maybe six bedroom two story building with 1860i sh
overtones: Twin white pillars on a small porch, ornamental w ndow franes,
woodwor k in the eaves.

They circled the bl ock tw ce, absorbing the flavor of upper class
weal th: Each property one or nore acres, trees anong the white-daubed | awns,
Jaguars and other sports cars mxed with the occasional Rolls, Lincoln, or
Cadi |l ac. They knocked, and a tall, handsone man wearing a | ong red house robe
and slippers stepped into the doorway. "How may | help you?"

She showed her badge. "Laurel Hunbol dt, Drug Enforcenent
Admi ni stration. This is ny associate, M. Connor. It's about Joe Travignan
And Vincent Brady. And Ms. Maclvory."

"Ch? DEA, huh? Wat could you possibly want with nmy wife?"

"Could we step inside?"

"OfF course. It's cold." He stepped aside, and John and Bl ue hastily
entered a carpeted, cozy world of warnth, dimlights, and soft nusic. Blue put
her badge away and pulled out a pair of sketches. "This is the sketch of the
man who cane and got our |ady out of UCSD Medical Center in San Di ego. And
here is a picture of the lady. This is you and your wife, | believe."

He swal | owed, rocking on the balls of his feet. His eyes flicked to his
right, and a harsh voice spoke: "Don't talk to them Doug." The owner of the
voi ce, a tough-looking man in his sixties with a gray suit and white wavy hair
and a red face stepped into the foyer and took Maclvory's arm "Doug, think
about your career. At this point the slightest thing..."

Macl vory shrugged the hand away with stoic nonchal ance. "It won't be
the first time, and unless we clear this up it won't be the last. Conme on into
the livingroom you two, and get warm"

"Thank you," they said in unison

"Drink?" Maclvory indicated a bar. Bottles glinted under crystal w ndow
panes. The bar was interior lit and had a sink built in, and an ice machi ne.
Everything in the living room fromthe cathedral ceiling to the narble
floors, the shag rugs, and the leather furniture, was quietly posh and snell ed
of booze and | eather and ashes, for there was a fire crackling behind a
grating. "No thanks," they both said about drinks.

"Have a seat then. How about hot chocolate.” Maclvory signaled to his
conpani on, who shook his head and stormed out, presumably in search of a maid.
"That was ny | awer, Ed Schwartz,” Maclvory said dryly. "First, let ne assure
you my wife has no part in any drug dealings. | amfrankly surprised you found
us so quickly. And I woul d have expected FBI maybe."

"Why, M. Maclvory?" Blue asked. She wanted to draw himout, et himdo
t he tal ki ng.

He seened to deliberate how nuch to vol unteer

"Let me explain sonething," Blue said. "There is a man out there who is
sl ashing people's throats with a razor. He has already killed at |east four
peopl e. "

"I's Vincent Brady one of thenP?" He showed sudden venom

"No, " she said.

"Can we wait until he nails Brady?"



"Until who has gotten to Brady, Sir?"

"I don't know. \Woever the Slasher is. | read the papers.”

"You ought to help me to the fullest extent."

"Who is your friend here? He hasn't said a thing."

"This is M. Connor. He is a material witness. If I'mcorrect, your
wi fe bought a ring fromhimlater found with her brother's body."

Macl vory's conposure was Vvisibly deteriorating. Sweat stood on his
forehead. "M ss Hunbol dt, can we spare my wife this? She is recuperating from
a head injury and stab wounds."

“I't would be best if | could interview her. Even if it's only briefly.
You understand that the gane, whatever it was, is up and we're now j ust
interested in getting answers."

A maid in black dress and white apron brought a silver service snelling
of cocoa. She set china cups on the coffee table for Blue and John and poured.
Maclvory waited until the maid was done. He signaled for Ed Schwartz to cl ose
the door. "The jig is up, so to speak. \Were do | start?"

"How about with your wife's nodeling background." Blue produced a small
not ebook and pen. "Her mai den nane is Joanna Travi gnan?"

"Very astute. | may not have nuch to tell you."

"She grew up in Akron and attended Kennedy Hi gh, where she dated a Bil
W | oughby, later jailed for enbezzlement. Am | correct so far?" Drained of
all color, he sat down. "Her brother Joe becane a priest when he was quite
young. He went to San Francisco, got mxed up in drugs, and the Church offered
rehabilitation. He was in and out of drug prograns |ike Episcopal Wnners in
Hami | t on

"Bill WIIloughby had gone to Vietnam Joanna ran away to New York City
as a nmodel under the alias Jane WI I oughby." She | ooked up. Maclvory nodded.
She continued: "After several years she returned hone to neet and marry you."
She skipped the rest about WI I oughby. "Joe becanme involved in drugs again in
Hami lton. He also got in with Vincent Brady. Here is where ny understandi ng
gets hazy."

"Il tell you what | can," Maclvory said.

"Vincent Brady used the alias Vincent Gordon, a nonsignor in Hamilton
| suspect Vincent Brady was skimm ng church noney for years. Somehow, he got
Joe involved. Any idea how?"

Maclvory said: "Joe was skinmng the poor box when he got back on junk.
Brady was al so paying for Joe's drugs fromthe outfit your people busted in
Hamilton. In turn, Joe introduced Brady to elderly w dows ready to donate
funds to the Church. Brady got the noney, Joe the drugs."

"Who killed Joe and why?"

"l don't know. Ed checked into it for nme. Looks |like Joe was in the
wrong place at the wong tine." He poked the enbers with a poker. "My wife and
| have had our differences over the years, but we |ove each other. W have a
common interest in politics. The upcom ng run for governor means everything to
us. Joanna needed to expose Brady without getting his dirt on us. Wen she
| earned Joe was dead, it nmade her mad with grief. | lost track of her for a
week until she called fromthe hospital ."

"What day was that ?"

"Wednesday. She called fromher hospital bed in San Di ego when she was
able to. Naturally, | brought her hone."

"Secretly," Blue added. He licked his lips and glanced at his |awer
who poured hinself a |arge glass of booze. Blue said: "Joanna had a girlfriend
from Akron who was a nodel in New York City. Jana Andrews. Jana and she kept
intouch alittle bit over the years, | suppose?”

"I think I can help you out," Joanna Maclvory sai d. She had opened the
door quietly, and | eaned against the frame. A heavy bandage was around her
head. One armwas in a sling, and she had draped a robe over her shoul ders,
fl annel ni ghtgown underneath. Her face was not swollen anynore, and her beauty
shone through the fading bruises. Maclvory junped to his feet. "Darling, you
shouldn't -- "



John Connor rose too. "That's her, Blue."

Ed Schwartz rushed to assist Joanna, but she brushed hi maside. "Cone
in here, please, | have to |lie down again soon."

Wth Doug Maclvory in the lead, they trooped into the adjoining |arge
roomw th hospital bed and wheel chair, walls covered with bl own-up photo
posters. "The history of nmy nodeling career. Call it a woman's ego. You can
see, | was in quite a few prom nent ads. Including, M. Connor, our Rolex ad."

"There it is, Blue," Johnno said, pointing to posters with Joanna as
Lady with Blue Neon Eyes, nystically opening wonderful cars while her eyes
poured forth cool blue light.

"Hel l o, John Connor," Joanna Maclvory said.

"Nice to see you again, Joanna Travignan," he said. He renmenbered the
scratchy touch of her fingernails on his cheek that night at Aj anian's when
she'd bought the ring. "I thought we'd meet again sonehow but naybe no just to
conpare covers, after all."

"Jana Andrews had quite a crush on you,'

Joanna said. "She used to talk

to ne about you. And | |liked you too." She |ooked pale, and thin, and had
circles under her eyes.

"Thanks. | guess you know about Jana..."

"Poor girl. It was downhill for years. In a way, she's better off. | do
m ss her."

Bl ue asked: "Wy did you inpersonate Jana Andrews?"

"I nper sonat e? Funny, | never thought of it that way. Sounds crim nal
and maybe it is. Poor Joe told ne he was in a racket with this phony
nmonsignor. | was afraid of exposing Doug to any sort of smut. How i nnocent
that all seenms now | wanted to ruin Brady, and | wasn't sure how. | couldn't
harm hi m physically; |ook what he did to me when | finally tried. | hated him
for the way he was using ny brother and the church and various people. | took

on Jana's identity..."

"Let me guess," Blue said. "You tracked Brady to Louise. Or to Virgie
DeSanto. You were going to set Brady up."

"Yes. |'mthe one who turned Father Binder onto him | was going to
ruin him Expose himin a scamwith fast cars and wonmen and drugs and stol en
noney. .."

"Do you use cocai ne?"

"No. That was part of the setup.”

"There was cocai ne found on you the night you were stabbed."

"l brought that along to plant it on Brady."

"Where did you get the cocai ne?"

The Maclvorys exchanged startled | ooks. He | ooked startled, to be
preci se, and she | ooked guilty. "Well, | have a, a connection. Someone in the
police departnent. | misappropriated some cocai ne that was intended for
destruction. It had been used as evidence in a trial, and the trial was
concl uded. "

"Fair enough. |I'll bargain with you. | may be able to ignore that if
you just help ne along further."

"\What ever you say!"

"Virgie dropped of f the clippings outside John Connor's house. Wy
i nvol ve John?"

"I never had any intention. It's only because Joe died, and they found
the ring. | just went there fromnostalgia; to see his oyster once nore. It
sort of turned into an opportunity."

Bl ue said: "Now about this Slasher."

Joanna's eyes slitted. "That sounds |ike Hugh Stone."

"Who?" several people blurted at once.

"One of the drug people running Brady. | went to his nmansion in Pal m
Springs. That's where | first met Brady. Hugh Stone! He has the mpbst chilling
eyes. | believe he woul d be capabl e of slashing.”

"I need a phone, Ms. Maclvory." Doug Maclvory's face was in his hands.
Schwartz | ooked as though all the blood had been drained out of him Joanna



of fered a cordl ess phone, and Blue dialed Tomasi's nunber. Wile the phone
rang in Manhattan, she asked Joanna: "G ve ne Stone's address.™

"Tomasi ," her boss said.

"This is Hunboldt. I'minterview ng our mssing |lady, and | think
have a | ead on our slasher."

"Jesus Christ, Hunboldt, let me have it."

Blue relayed the informati on as Joanna fed it to her. The |ocation of
t he mansion. Pal m Springs. The description of Hugh Stone. Seeing the
weari ness, the grief about her brother, on Joanna's face, she said: "Look
Joanna i s about worn out and | don't have many nore questions for now Let's
wap it up.”

Joanna said: "I want to apol ogi ze, M. Connor, for dragging you into
this."

"I'"msorry about your brother."

The phone rang.

"For you, M ss Hunbol dt," Doug Maclvory said.

Tomasi . "Yes, Chief?"

"I"ve got word out to the FBI and the Pal m Springs PD. They know the
mansi on, and they're putting people on it right now They say the place is up
for sale, and only a young worman is there. Hugh Stone's daughter. Wat's goi ng
on in Akron? Are we busting the Maclvorys for the cocai ne she was found w t h?"

"Pl ease, no. |I'm making a deal here."

"You' d better be careful, Hunboldt."

"I can explain, Chief. W need the information nore than we need a
shaky charge."

"You're probably right. Well, the rest of it's up to the FBI and the
several PD s involved. Want a few days off?"

“I'd like to take week's vacation in San D ego."

"That's reasonabl e. Got soneone to enjoy it with?"

"Chief," she said, nortified.

"l assune, fromwhat Barnes tells nme, that it's Connor, and that's
great. You need a little reverse PR Go on, have a ball. Have a party. Take
pi ctures."

* * * %
Al one with Johnno at the Crazy Eight Mtel: slow, intriguing rock music
t hrobbed on MIV. The room fl ashed snmoky red fromthe tel evision while Johnno
and Bl ue made |l ove. Qutside, a snowy icy grit blew against the w ndows. "Bl ue,
| love you."

"That's nice to hear." They kissed slowy, |anguidly.

"I feel something | never felt before."

"Ladi es' man."

"I"'mtal king straight with you. This is nme here, on the line. Ch CGod,
when you do that ... Ch!"

"Ch, baby, oh, yes!" She clinbed on top

*Chapter 53: Akron, Chio*

Tomasi called early in the norning.

Bl ue sat on the bed am d styrof oamplates |left over fromtheir
breakfast. John Connor |ay behind her stroking her back gently, and she rubbed
his |eg.

Tomasi told her: "Once we fed the nane Hugh Stone into the system
things got hot. INS worked all night. A German citizen naned Hugo Stein, wife,
and child were admitted into the USA in 1965. They becane citizens. He
anglicized his name to Hugh Stone. Made millions in electronics. Everything
mat ches the occupants of the villa in Palm Springs. INS checked with Interpo
in Paris. Wuldn't you know it, there was a Hugo Stein in Marseilles wanted in
connection with a slashing rmurder in 1955. Seens he was working with the | oca
equi valent of the Mob at the tine. He was a Gernman kid who | ost his parents
during the war and drifted into crime. H s factory has gone belly-up. |I'm
afraid he's drifting again and we'd like to know where."



"Where does that |eave us?"
"Never mind. | want you off this case. Go to San Di ego and have
yoursel f a vacation. Stay out of harmis way."
* * * %
She and John stood in the airport in line for boardi ng passes to San Di ego.
She suddenly spotted a queue in the next line over headed for Pal m Springs.
"John," she said, "maybe | can apprehend the creature who nurdered Eddie
Stosi k. "
"No," John said. "Ch Blue, please, no..."
She ki ssed himand told himshe Ioved him "Right now, all | can see is
Innie and those three little kids..."
*Chapt er 54: Chicago*
Vincent Brady knew it was time to hit the road. He went to the bank and

asked for Graham The receptionist was bland. "I'Il ring M. Gaham Sir."
Vi ncent waited, hopi ng G aham had the checks ready.
"M. Gaham says he will come down to see you, Sir. If you'll have a

seat over there..." She pointed to a circle of chairs in the | obby, where two
young nen in business suits were hunched over enpl oynment applications.

"Thank you." Vincent first sat down. Then he decided to wait close to
an Exit sign. Sure enough, G aham energed. He had a security guard and two
guys in gray suits with him

Vincent took a cab to the hotel. He conputed mentally that he had about
a thousand dollars in his wallet, and maybe anot her thousand in traveler's
checks in his suite. How | udicrous, considering that he had waited so | ong and
wor ked so hard to put together a fortune of three mllion dollars.

Nobody waited for himin the hotel |obby. YET. Everything in his suite
was as he had left it. Quickly he went to the bedroom to the bottom dresser
drawer, for the traveler's checks.

"Hel | o, Monsi gnor Gordon."

He whirl ed.

Bi nder. Gray hair, pinched lips, extremely unhappy eyes. "I thought |'d
try to talk sense before the police get to you."

"I have nothing to say," Vincent said, getting the checks out and
stuffing themin his inner jacket pocket.

"Turn yourself in. It's all over."

Vi ncent went toward the door, but Binder stood in his way. "W are
priests, Vincent. W have a sacred duty."

"CGet out of ny way," Vincent said. He felt the Angel of Death and his
nmot her and his father and the bibl e-reading congregation of Careyville at his
back.

Bi nder, a far smaller and ol der nman, stood his ground. "Don't |eave
now, Vincent. | talked with M. Graham All the noney is still there. You can
give it back. Make amends with the parishioners.”

"If you don't get out of ny way..."

"Pl ease reconsider."

Vi ncent slugged the old man. Binder staggered back, surprisingly
resilient. Blood poured fromhis nose. "Jesus Christ is right here with us in
this room" Binder said. "Renenber your vows."

"Jesus understands,” Vincent told him "that we do what we have to do
to survive." Vincent hit himagain, and this time the old man went down hard.
Vi ncent bent over himand felt for a pulse. It was there, beating faintly.

Vi ncent gathered the few possessions that mattered and hurried downstairs.
From a phone booth, he called the |obby and told themof a sick man in his
room who needed nedi cal attention. Then he drove north toward the Canadi an
bor der.

*Chapt er 55: Chicago*

At Ajanian's, John Connor could hardly keep his mnd on his work. He
| onged for Blue, worried about her



"You' ve been daydream ng," Gregor Aj anian teased. Ajanian's winkled
hand patted John's shoulder. It was nine o' clock, and nmost of the sales staff
had al ready gone. Ajanian had his tailored buff |inen jacket on. It hung
deceptively, padded in the shoul ders, disguising his arthritis-racked frane.
"I see synptonms,"” he told John, "and | hope it is |ove requited."

Johnno grinned. "I feel like a teenager." He | ocked display cases and
danp-towel ed fingerprints as he went.

Aj ani an's gray eyes | ooked bright. "I was beginning to think you would
never fall in love."

"Don't tell me it shows."

"Ch, it shows," Ajanian said with a wink. The gesture had a kind, smug
delight, like a cat's pounce wi thout the claws.

After Ajanian left, Johnno let the last of the sales staff out. He took
his time, puttering about. He swept up little nmesses here and there, dabbed at
fingerprints. Were was she? Was she okay? What was she doi ng? Was she
t hi nki ng of hin®

Toward nine-thirty, he put on his coat. Turned off the store lights and
switched on the night lights. Made sure the enmergency lights were functioning.
Turned on the al arm system Each store in the mall had its own al arm system
tied to the police departnent, the fire departnment, various al arm conpani es,
and the mall's own security agency. Satisfied that everything was in order, he
stepped into the dark alley and | ocked the steel door. Startled by a sound, he
whi rl ed.

A cat had junmped froma high wall and | anded on a dunpster it intended
to scavenge. A clear, chilly night. Stars shone in a sky as bl ack and
nmysterious as a vel our display case. The silence was unnerving, now that the
el evator nusic was off. He stepped into the deserted main part of the mall.

"M . Connor."

He jerked around. A pleasant |ooking nman with white hair and a chilly
smle wal ked toward him A hand was extended. The other hand remained in the
pocket of the stranger's raincoat. "I'm Father Jenkins. Father Binder referred
me to you."

*Chapter 56: Pal m Springs*

_If Tomasi knew, he'd kill nme._ Blue rented a car at the airport.

Desert heat hit like a fist, and she was glad to be inside the car with the
air conditioner on. The California | andscape of sandy hills, chaparra
vegetation, and palmtrees drifted past as she followed the map. She | onged
for John Connor. Blue, she told herself, he's a ladies' man. Wth your [uck
you are preparing to take another rmud bath. Well, she replied, if it's another
dunking, it feels good now

At the Hugh Stone estate she whistled. Five acres of greenery, a
veritable park, and a big white building with a pillared entrance. This man
did live in style. A gardener on a tractor |lawn nmower was riding around on the
front lawn. The roses were in profusion. As were the For Sal e signs.

A slim tanned bl onde woman in a white terrycloth pool jacket and a
pi nk bi ki ni bottom answered the door. She held a tiny bottle of nail polish in
one hand, the brush in the other.

"My nane is Laurel Hunmboldt," Blue said.

"What do you want ?"

"I want to | ook around the house."

"Are you with the real estate people?"

"Yes, of course. What a lovely property it is."

The thirtyi sh bl onde had panpered skin, pinked Iips, and arrogant brown
Why haven't | net you before?"

"Wll, there are lots of us."

The woman waved her nails to dry. "I won't let you in."
"Honey, | thought you were eager to sell. So what's up?"
The bl onde waved her polish. "That your dent-a-fender?"
Bl ue turned. "That? Ch no, | wal ked. Good for a person."

eyes.



"You're full of crap.”

Bl ue stuck her foot in as the door closed. "M ss Stone?"

"Quch," Astrid Stone said, stepping back and exam ni ng her viol ated
fingernails. In her haste to close the door, she had |left a zigzag of gl ossy
pi nk polish on the dark wood.

"Not so hasty, Mss Stone. Please. |'mwith a really big consortium W
can offer lots of noney -- if we decide to buy."

"I don't see your Jaguar out there."

Bl ue scratched her head. "I can have a Jaguar flown in, Federal
Express, if that will make you happy. Wat if we all went around flashing
Jaguars? Don't you get it? We're subtle.™

Astrid stepped back. "All right, cone onin. I'Il give you a quick
tour, but then you' ve got to |eave."

Bl ue stepped into the spaci ous foyer and | ooked up. "_Ww. _ N ce pl ace.

Huge." Twi n staircases serpentined along the walls, leading to a nezzani ne.
Beneat h, wi de doors were half open, |leading to what | ooked |ike a ball room
Beyond far glass walls, a pool glittered. What parties they must have thrown
her e!

Astrid shook her head. The bl onde wisps flew _M/_, Blue thought, _but
this lady probably has weal thy young eligible nen falling all over
t hensel ves_. Only she wasn't so young. Divorced? Probably, Blue assessed.

Bur ned out probably.

"You want the dollar tour?" Astrid offered.

Bl ue nodded.

Astrid set her polish down and strode into the ballroom "W used to
throw parties here." She marched outside. "This is the pool. Cone on, I|'ll
show you ny father's personal, private study." They | ooked into an abandoned
roomw th enpty book shelves. A desk was littered with papers. Blue had hoped
for nore than this. A frightened Hugh Stone hiding behind curtains, perhaps.
It would take an arny to go through this place inch by inch. She wanted to
| eave and forget the whol e thing.

There was sonet hi ng spooky, cold, frightening, heartless about M ss
Stone. "Very luxurious," Blue said as they wal ked t hrough room after room
"Thank you. Well, that's about it."

They were on the second floor. Blue | ooked: Corridors, roonms, doors,
worn carpets. Plants in corners and under w ndows. W ndows, needi ng a washi ng.
"M ss Stone, sorry | bothered you. You were polishing your nails. Up here?"

"I was by the pool," Astrid said.

"l hear nusic."”

"That's my stereo.”

"You were by the pool, and your stereo was playing on the second fl oor
You can't hear it fromhere to the pool."

"You are sure a nosy bitch, aren't you? | could play stereos in every
room of the house day and night. Wo cares?"

"Just asking. Seenms |like a waste of energy. Is this the corridor to
your apartment?" A corridor stretched out still and dark. The nusic had fallen
silent. At the end of the corridor was a white door. Blue started wal ki ng that
way.

"I said the tour is over. | thought you were | eaving."
"Does your stereo have an automatic shutoff, Mss Stone?"
Astrid wung her hands, and caught herself. "I think you should | eave

now. My apartnent is ny personal private business."

Bl ue shrugged. "W have to | ook at everything. Do you understand? Wth
this kind of nmoney involved and all."

"Il show you out."

"Let me see the goddam apartnent."

"I won't let you in there. It's private." Her pitch rose

Bl ue stared down the long corridor. There was a spy-hole in the door.
She heard a | oud creak of wood. That would be a man's weight. "That's not your
daddy in there, is it?"



"No, of course not." Astrid' s hands rose to her chin. She stared with
deathly fascination at that closed door, which stared back |ike a cobra about
to strike.

"You seem nervous," Blue said and started toward the door

"Garth!" Astrid yelled.

Blue felt a prickle on her scalp. Wo? She half expected the door to
open and a man with a straight razor to rush at her. At this distance, she'd
have tinme to drop, pull her gun, and shoot. Nobody with a razor could cross
this much di stance qui ckly enough to stop her

"Garth!" Astrid screamed. "Garth!"

The door opened, and it was not a man with a razor, but the jogger who
had killed O vera and Guzman. Bl ue recogni zed that |ong, scarred face. He held
a gun, this time no silencer

"Kill her!" Astrid screaned.

Bl ue dropped, rolling, and pulled out her autonatic.

"This was a setup!" he bellowed at Astrid. "You bitch!"

He fired deafeningly. Qut of the corner of her eye, in a fleeting
second, Blue saw Astrid lying in a crunpled heap

Blue rolled into the shelter of a doorway. The door was unl ocked and
she rolled into a room It all went in slow notion. No way she would tangle
with this turkey. She'd nade a m stake, and now the only way out was OUT

She heard his feet pounding on the wooden hal lway fl oor as she dove
t hrough an open wi ndow. Lowered herself down an ivy trellis that coll apsed
cracki ng and poppi ng under her weight. Caught a glinpse of him of his gun, of
his nean hard face framed in blond hair. The scar on his cheek

Heard hi m crashi ng about, breathing hard, above.

_Run! _

She heard his feet thundering down the stairs.

Through the house, the only way.

He thundered down the stairs, and she ran as fast as she could, tossing
fol ding chairs out of her way in the ball room

Thr ough the expansive foyer

_His feet on the stairs.

Caught a glinmpse of himon the stairs.

He stopped to aim

She crashed through the ballroom door and kept running.

She heard his feet poundi ng behind her

She grabbed a tablecloth, twirled it in the air.

He fired behind her and a shot whizzed by, shattering glass. At the
same noment, wapped in the tablecloth, she junmped through the shards.

He fired again, while running, wildly, and nissed. She snelled grass,
sweet and wet, then chlorine as the pool rose up to neet her

She fell in, wapped in the cloth, blind, fighting for air, for light,

still holding her gun. Chlorine are at her sinuses.
As the cloth parted underwater, in a dimbluish |ight echoing with | ost
sounds, she saw his shadow | oom ng at the edge of the pool. In slow notion, as

a bullet traced down toward her, she raised her gun and fired. It was a matter
of speed now. Whoever got that fatal bullet in first..

She enptied the gun, and the shadow | ooned over her. But the bullets
stopped coming. Slowy, like a dying manta ray, the huge formof Bill Garth
sank down toward her.

Gasping, she burst to the surface. _Roses._ First thing she snelled
coughi ng up gouts of chem cals and mucus: roses, sweet roses. And she heard
di stant sirens as she exhaustedly grasped the edge of the pool and gathered
her energy for the next step -- getting to her man. The first hints of
dar kness were already closing in, and she nust nake that flight to San D ego.

*Chapter 57: San Di ego*

On the flight back to San Diego, Blue reflected that Tomasi had been

right. She should enjoy a little vacation with John Connor. Pursue the really



i mportant thing in her life.

The plane got into San Diego, and she took a taxi to John's house. No
Porsche. Not hone. Still at the store, of course. She paid the cabbie, tipping
himwell. She let herself into John's house. Turned on the stereo.
Font ai nebl eu canme up out of the canyon and rubbed agai nst her |eg. She
couldn't wait for Johnno to come home tonight. She fed the cat and debated
calling the store, deciding against it. Didn't want to al arm John about what
she'd been through at Hugh Stone's place. So she pulled a beer fromthe fridge
and decided to go out and watch the lights fromthe back canyon. It was qui et
on the canyon. Distant freeway noi se barely reached her. She popped the beer
and sat back.

Then Tomasi called. "I thought 1'd catch you here, after all else
fail ed. Father Binder says there is no Father Jenkins. Chief Miurphy as his
secretary identified the recorded voice as belonging to our slasher. You'd
better watch yourself. He's probably after _you_, thinks you can tell him
where Gordon is. Stay put where you are. Ch, by the way, you weren't in Palm

Bl ue hung up and dialed Ajanian's but there was no answer. Frantically,
she dialed 911. "I'msorry," the operator said, "we can't just send -- " She
dropped the phone, left it lying on the floor as she raced outside. Found a
car, hot wired it, and ran every light on her way to the mall.

* * * %
Fat her Jenkins told John: "I represent the Church. I was told M ss Hunbol dt
woul d neet you here, and | thought | would bypass the police, the paperwork
and the awkward questions, and speak with her off the record.”

"Who told you she would neet ne here at this hour?"

Jerkiness' eyes glittered |like topaz as he kept pace with John. As John
st epped back, Jenkins stepped forward, followi ng himstep by step. "M.
Connor, conme now. | want to find Vincent and recover the stolen nmoney."

* * * %
Bl ue pressed her foot to the pedal. The stolen car flew along the night-tine
freeways. W nd whi pped through her hair fromthe open wi ndow. Horns blared as
weaved through traffic. "Call the cops, sonmeone. Turn ne in already! Come on
where are you guys?" Blare! Another slow car in her way. Holding the whee
with her forearns she checked the clip in her 9 mmautomatic.

* * * %
John, backi ng away, recognized the faint accent. This was no priest. "M ss
Hurmbol dt won't be coming here. You'll have to call in the norning."

"Not hi ng!" Hugh Stone raved. "No norning. Tonight!" He grasped John's
| apel s. His voice was snooth and cold. "I nean no harm | need to speak with
your girlfriend. You know who | am don't you? Were is she?" John shoved him
away, but Stone closed the gap just as quickly. "I need to speak with her,"
Stone insisted. "Brady has my noney."

"Nobody knows where Brady is, M. Stone. The police are | ooking for
him"

Hugh Stone had a bl ack object in one hand. "I have sonething for you,
M. Connor, if you choose not to talk." His smle glittered. "Tell ne right
now where your little Laurel is. You' d be very smart if you did that. O el se
you'll be blind for life." He held up a black gun. "This water pistol has a
powerful acid solutioninit." He stepped closer, revealing the faned razor
"I'n ny other hand, | have the nmeans to nake you into a nost ugly man. Think
about it. You're used to wonmen swooni ng over you. Think how it would be if not
only you were blind, but people went out of their way to avoid you because of
t he slashes on your face. Wat do you say, M. Connor?"

* * * %
Still no cop. Blue screeched down the exit ranp, fishtailing the car, then
righting it. Ared light. Truck. She cut himoff, accelerating. _Blare..._He
jamred on his air brakes and all thousand wheel s snoked. She raced, sixty,
seventy, eighty, down the long enpty street. The parking lots were enpty. The
mal | was cl osed. Johnno was in there ALONE with HM Frantically, she searched



for an entrance. Drove through the parking lot. Under the building. Dead end.
* * * %

John stared into the nozzle of a netallic-Iooking water pistol. Too | ate he

caught on and raised a protecting hand.

"I thought of this little surprise especially for you," Hugh said,
a thanks for all the trouble you and your friends have caused ne." Once,
twi ce, Hugh's finger squeezed. A searing, blinding fire splashed into John's
face. He cried out and squeezed his eyes.

"Miuriatic acid," Hugh Stone said calmy. "It's what they use to carve
concrete. A dilute mxture, just strong enough to blind you and tear up your
face if you don't get water to wash it away. You'll be blind and disfigured
when | am done with you. Were is Laurel Hunbol dt?"

"I don't know!" John cried. He was sightless in his left eye, and his
ri ght eye saw everything double. He saw Hugh Stone's eyes staring into his,
four of them blurry.

"Talk and you'll have water to wash your eyes out. No? | don't have
time for this. | hope you appreciate that."

John felt a warnth along his neck. He touched it, then held his fingers
near his remaini ng good eye. Thick saucy bl ood!

"That's right," Hugh Stone said. "I've just made a little nick. If |
wanted to kill you, you'd be dead by now. But | don't want you dead -- yet. |
want information. Where is she?" The gun hissed again, and acid seared John's
ski n.

as

* * * %

Lost! Blue backed out of the dark underground garage on squealing tires,
knocki ng a fender off against a pylon. She'd only been in this mall once or
twi ce before. Could not remenber which end Ajanian's was at. Upstairs. Mist
get to the upper level! Seconds, precious seconds, were ticking by, |ost
forever.

There! Stairs! She leapt fromthe car and raced through the darkness,
her sol es sl apping on echoing concrete. And cane to a barred grill. Locked
out! The stairs to the upper level glimered in nmoonlight [ike ironic snmiling
teet h.

* * * %
Bef ore Hugh coul d get another word out, John stonped his right foot down a
second tine on Hugh's foot. He heard a crackle of broken bone. Through bl urred
vi sion, John saw Hugh bend over doubl e

John turned to run, and tripped over a low stone wall. He fell on his
back rubbi ng his eyes.

"You'll pay for this," Stone gasped. "I think you broke my foot. I|'ll
slice your eyes out one by one."

John sprawled in the garden strip down the mall's niddle. H s eyes
bur ned badly.

Hugh Stone was right behind him crawing. "I don't really care about
you, M. Connor. O about your girlfriend. |I want Vincent Brady, and Laure
knows where he is. She has to."

John scranbl ed up, started to run, fell again.

"I'"'mright behind you," Hugh Stone said.

Through blurry eyes, John saw the outstretched razor in Hugh's hand,
caught the glint of mall lights on the razor's shiny surface, saw thick
droplets of his own blood in the hazy light.

Stone rose to his feet linmping badly. So |I've at |east evened the
score, John thought.

Stone waved the razor and | aughed. "I've got you. You can't get away.
You' |l scream and nobody can hear you here. 1'll hang your balls up

somepl ace. When they find you..."
* * * %

Bl ue drove off with a roar, door closing as an afterthought. Only hope |eft
was to bull it through, drive like hell trying to find a way in. The mall
| oomed around her, big, black, w cked, foreboding. She was | ocked out, with no



way to reach John.

* * * %
John could only see, blurry, out of one eye. He heard Stone scraping on the
ground. "Your eyes are gone, and now |I'm going to carve up your face."

John's hand encountered sonething solid. He nade out the edge of a
little planted island of tropical ferns and ivy.

"Try to hide in there," Stone shouted.

John's hand touched | oose rocks. River rocks fromthe San Diego river,
worn snmooth, with a sandy texture. He pried one |oose and threwit. Stone held
up his hand and deflected the rock. John pulled hinself up along a tree trunk
Wth his trailing hand, he pulled | oose another rock. Barely able to see, he
threwit toward a store wi ndow. The rock | ost nmomentum and bounced off the
heavy plate glass. Stone grunted heavily, pulling hinmself along, razor in one
hand, broken foot draggi ng behind. John could al nost feel Stone breathing up
hi s ankl es. The shuffling, crawling noise drew steadily nearer. John pried
| oose another rock. This time he hoisted hinself higher and wound up before
throwi ng. The rock sailed through the air and shattered the w ndow of a
clothing store. An alarmbell began to shrill.

Hugh Stone's fingers brushed John's | eg.

John pull ed away and threw anot her rock. And another. Wndows began to
shatter. dass rained down all around. He staggered away from Hugh Stone,
rolling six or seven feet away to the other side of the little island.

* * * %
Bl ue brushed away tears. It couldn't end like this. Nooo...!!" she wail ed. She
spun the wheel and raced out into the parking lot. Turned the car in a 180 and
squeal ed up the access ranp. To a | ocked, blank door. Another dead end.

She heard crashing, breaking glass. Alarnms were going off sonewhere far
away. Jumping fromthe car, she stepped on a trash can. It sagged under her
wei ght. Her free hand caught hold of a nmetal railing. She hoisted herself.
Heard sounds of struggle.

Over the railing.

She was at the wong end of the nall!

It woul d take minutes to run, but run she did, fast as she could. As
she ran, she heard nore crashing glass. She sprinted.

* * * %
Wat er began to spray and splash. The sprinklers. John buried his face in them
Hel d his eyes open. Let the water wash the acid out. The night filled with
sirens. Alarmbells were ringing. Johnno pulled hinmself away, but Hugh had
hold of his ankle, a nixed blessing, for the leg was slippery with John's
bl ood and Hugh's gore-sneared hand kept losing its grip. Johnno threw anot her
rock. Penetrated the wi ndow of a jewelry store. Another alarmwent off. Hugh
Stone had a firmgrasp of John's ankle and pulled hinself along. John's pants
tore. The razor glinted. Stone haul ed hinself erect and staggered forward. He
| anded on top of John. The razor flashed. "Now " Stone cried. Connor raised a
hand to defend hinself. Stone slashed it, threw splatters of thick red bl ood
ever ywher e.

* * * %
Blue ran as fast as she could. There! Ch God, Stone was on top of Johnno. Had
hi m pi nned. Bl ood everywhere! Had the razor up in the air, ready to pul
t hrough the sinews of Connor's throat. She ran. Too far to shoot accurately.
Her teeth were bared. She ran as fast as she could, short of breath already,
air coursing through her neck like fire.

St one saw her.

Ginned at her. Madness flashed in his eyes.

The razor glittered, ripples of sadistic steel.

Connor had one hand uprai sed, eyes and nouth open in horror

One nore second and she woul d be cl ose enough to kneel and aim Dogs
barked. Guards cane running. Jeeps crashed through barriers. Too |atel

She tripped. Fell. Skidded on her belly, w nd knocked out of her.
Stone's grinning face turned toward Connor, and the razor descended. John's



bl ood splashed up in a fountain.

No nmore tinme. No nore chances. Blue fired.

Once, twice.

*Chapter 58: On Interstate H ghways*

Vi ncent Brady pulled over onto the shoul der of the |ong, enpty hi ghway
| eadi ng i nto Canada. Let Mdther think he had fled to Canada. He sinply would
never call her again. Done with the Angel of Death! He |aughed. He was free,
free, free!

The freezing cold sunny weat her made Canada gl eam as though it were
made out of jewels. Vincent ate a sandwi ch and burped. Mayonnai se oozed
between his fingers, and he took a healthy swi g of ginger ale. The chanel eon
he thought, survives because his markings blend with his surroundi ngs. Not
Canada. He took out one of his credit cards nmarked Vincent Cordon -- the [ ast
of them-- and hid it under the seat where they'd be sure to find it. He left
the car where it was parked, suggesting he'd had second thoughts about
crossing the border with those pl ates.

He wal ked along a country road lined with stunted trees, crowns beaten
down but unvanqui shed by the Arctic winds of North Dakota. On either side the
earth winkled and undul ated i n shades of purple and olive. At a drai nage
ditch, he dunped the big suitcase with all the fancy cl othes he'd bought in
Chi cago. He buried the suitcase under rotting reeds and | oaded rocks on top to
be sure. Let them search Canada fromend to end for a nmddl e aged man with a
bi g suitcase

The border receded as he wal ked south, last thing they'd expect. Cars
and trucks rushed by, insinuating icy cold through his clothing. He stopped in
a gas station and washed up, letting hot water thaw his cold hands. Then he
went into the restaurant filled with cigarette snoke and bustling waitresses
i n beehive doos and truckers | oading up on flapjacks and chi pped beef. He
bought a cup of coffee and sidled anmong twangy drivers. He avoi ded the ot her
people, the tired locals, the people who did not want to put mles and states
behind them He drifted from conversation to conversation, until he heard a
fam liar twang. "Howdy," he said.

The young man nodded. "Hi yuh." He was a tall guy w th dungaree pants
and j acket, cowboy boots and hat. He had a tattoo of a curled up dragon on one
vei ny forearm

"I''"'m headin' south,"” Vincent said sipping his coffee.

"I got a load of wires and cables that's got to get to Natchez day
after tonmorrow. | could use another driver."

"I can drive a sem," Vincent said. "Been down on ny luck |ately. Spent
a spell at Bible college, but didn't finish. Ran out of noney. Done all sorts
of work the last two year or so. I'mjust plunb tired of eating Yankee bread.
I"mjust ready to head on back down south and naybe start a little Bible
church.”

"Ah know a town could use a preacher,"

"What's your nanme, son?"

"Tormy Ledbetter. | reckon there's roomfor you, Reverend."

Vincent his enptied his styrof oam coffee cup across the frozen asphalt,
where wind blew up little devils of snow, and as he held the door open, Tommy
Ledbetter asked: "Wat's yore nanme, Reverend?"

"Call me Andrew, " Vincent said with a cheerful little snmile. "Andrew
Vincent. Just call me Andy." They drove all day through blinding snow t hat
swooped down fromthe roof of the Arctic and i nundated hi ghways in South
Dakota. The big rig just purred along. Tommy Ledbetter, driving nonstop since
Yel  owknife, crawed into the cab for a snooze and Vincent had the road and
the mighty truck all to hinself.

In Nebraska the wi nd picked up, rocking the rig, shaking snow fromits
coiled tons of wire. By the time he passed Kansas City and Council Bluffs, the
blizzard eased off, though the radio said roads behind himwere being closed.
He was getting sl eepy as he passed into Mssouri. There they stopped for a

t he young man said.



late lunch, and Tomry Ledbetter took over the driving while Vincent craw ed
back and sl ept several years' weariness away.

He awoke hours later to the shouting of a radio preacher. Lightning
flashed, and rain pelted the cab. He poked his head in. "Were are we, Tomy?"

"W just crossed into Arkansas, Andy. 'Nother coupla hours, we'll be in
M ssissippi. Cain't you jest feel that rain wipin' down the sides?"

"I sure can,"” he said. "I'mgoing to start a little church of nmy own,
dedicated to the Lord." Five years, he figured as they drove further south and
the rain got gentle on dark green hills. Maybe it won't be three mllion, but
"1l have enough to find Jana Andrews again.

They were al nost home. Sunshine perked through rain clouds. Vincent
dreant of Jana Andrews when the big rig pulled slowy into a gasoline station
in a nountain hanml et so isolated you could hear crickets chirping a nmile away.
Whi |l e Tormy tanked up, Vincent stepped around the side of the gas station. The
mountain air smelled whol esomre. He found the nen's room boarded up, weeds
growi ng up around the broken door. Vincent wal ked away fromthe hal f-rui ned
building with its broken wi ndow panes and peeling paint. At the edge of the
paverent, he unzipped his fly to relieve his full bladder. Wistling softly,
he twi ddl ed preparing to pee. The whistle died in his throat. There, behind a
dusty cracked wi ndow pane, was She. The Angel of Death. Sour di sapproving
face, nouthing words he could not hear. Bile rose in Vincent's throat. He
could not pee. She, the Angel of Death, stared and grinned hi deously.

"I"'mgoing to beat you now," he said, "I'mgoing to erase you, I'm
going to be done with you."
She grinned a cold stinking skeletal smile. "I"mnever going to let you

go.

"You can't do this to nme!" the boy cried. "No! My Daddy!"

"Straight into the hell fire of dammation!"

“No! No! No!"

* * * %

Tommy Ledbetter got a cup of coffee while the filler gauge clicked happily and
gasoline gurgled into the big rig. Country nusic twanged anong the punps, and
he smiled as a pretty girl crossed his path. She smled back. He was about to
ask her nanme, when he heard a weird shouting fromthe outbuildings. Sounded
like that passenger of his. Warbling, or some shit. Odd fella, come to think
on it. A man and a wonman ran out pointing.

Tomy dropped his cup and said "Oh Jesus."

The passenger. There was a sound |ike curtains burning. Draped in
fl ames, staggering, a scarecrow ball of fire, silent, mouthing words as fire
bel ched around him insulated by a bl anket of black snoke, the man-like figure
staggered effortfully toward Tommy Ledbetter's rig. Fell. Rose, reaching out.
Tommy' s passenger just made it to the punps before collapsing in a consum ng
ball of fire. The fire flashed to the punps and down into the underground
tanks. _Ww -- 0000 -- sshhh_ went the whole punp island, exploding in a giant
fireball. "Jesus!" Tommy nout hed and dove under a table. Black billow ng snoke
could be seen for nmiles. And mracul ously, nobody was hurt. O killed. Except
Tommy Ledbetter's passenger. It was a nystery Tommy Ledbetter would tal k about
for years, when the nood struck him "Like sonmething evil went up in snmoke,"
Tommy would tell people. "I swear there was a screamas the punp burst into
that fireball, but it wasn't his voice. It was nore like a ... an old wonan's
or sonething."

*Chapter 59: Manhattan*

Bl ue net Maggie at an old haunt, the Red Wagon near Cooper Square.
Snoke filled the air. Hanmburgers, french fries, the whole bit. Maggi e | ooked
thin and conposed. She | ooked beautiful, with her |ong dark hair and rnournful
eyes. Snoke fromher cigarette curled up into the air. "It was sweet of you to
nmeet ne here, Laurel,"” Maggie said in her flat, burry voice.

Bl ue stubbed out her cigarette. "Maggie," she said, feeling a big tight
thing curled up in her gut, "I want to sonmehow -- "



_ -- Want to give you back your heart, which | took._  --
Maggi e put her hand over Blue's hand, dry and warm "No, don't say

anything." She had a wistful sort of beautiful smle. "I don't want to say
goodbye. |'ve painted a thousand portraits of you in nmy mnd, and sonehow none
of them got onto canvas. That's when | realized that | have to |l et you go."
Tears streaned down her cheeks. "I won't be bothering you again. | just wanted

to tell you just one nore tine." She reached out and touched Bl ue's cheek

Bl ue I owered her face. She felt devastated, but no tears cane.

"I just wanted to say one nore time, how rmuch | |ove you."

When Bl ue | ooked up a minute or two | ater, Maggi e had gone.

*Chapter 60: JFK International Airport*

The big 747 whistled slowy to a | anding.

Bl ue hopped fromone foot to the other inside the icy cold tent. She,
Tomasi, and Vito were dressed as baggage handl ers, standing inside a
roomsized tent alongside the runway. "This is the payoff," Tomasi told her

Vito Caparelli sucked on a Canel. Hi s nose | ooked big and his nouth
small. H's big dark eyes had a nervous, pleased |ook. Tomasi explai ned:
"People mgrate west but they ship their bodies back east to be buried where
they grew up. It's a steady industry for the nortuary shipment firms, one or
two of them Mob connected, according to Vito's intelligence.”

A jet landed and taxi ed. Tonasi clapped Vito on the back. "Go to it."

"Right, Chief." Vito tossed his cigarette away and clinbed onto a notor
cart. Even in his bulky orange wi nter junpsuit, head gear and all, he seened
so elegantly Vito, even with his ear protectors. Blue could not help but
| augh.

As Blue and Tomasi waited, the 747 was towed to a nose-in berth to
di scharge passengers. A snake of tow carts waited by the cargo doors to
recei ve baggage, Vito's anong them The carts wound toward the processing
poi nt where their baggage was | oaded onto conveyor belts to circle in the
terminal until picked up

"Qur chain of command | oves you, M ss Hunboldt."

Blue lit another cigarette. "I w sh Eddie were around to hear it."
Tomasi nodded grimy. "Alvaro probably sensed early that LeSable's
schenme woul d not work, but he was willing to give it a shot. Wat did he have

to lose, after all? Nothing. So he let Pierre LeSable blunder about, and when
it becanme apparent that the Hugh Stone corporate approach wasn't going to
work, he did a neat job of backing out, letting the Mafia know he was washi ng
hi s hands of the whole thing. So here we are.”

A singl e headlight | ooned, growing |arger and Tomasi shi el ded his eyes.
Vito called out: "I've got it."

"Ckay," Tomasi said. He lifted a flap, and Vito drove the cart into the
borrowed Armmy tent. Tomasi and Vito broke the seals on the six foot six inch
al um num coffin and unscrewed the top. Probably, a nortuary conpany truck was
already pulling up at the termnal to collect this cargo. The lid cane off. A
hi nt of decay met themunder the bare light bulbs. "Ugh," Vito said.

"Yuk," Blue said.

Toget her, they unzipped the heavy bl ack plastic bag. The odor of death
and putrefaction, as well as enbalmng fluids, nmade them cringe. |Inside the
bag was a man's body packed in dry ice.

Tomasi studied the bl ackened features. "Qur nman LeSable," he said.

"Here," Vito said, pointing to a glitter of plastic peeking through
curled tendons and sugary ribs. The body had been packed with tight plastic
sacks of cocai ne.

"Hey, look at this," Tonmasi said. He lifted a gun wapped tightly in
pl astic.

"Jesus," Vito said, studying the thing closely. "Wy?"

"It's a .357 magnum Colt with a silencer." Tomasi undid the tape
hol di ng the plastic around the revol ver

"This guy's got three slugs in him" Vito said.



Tomasi renoved the revolver fromits covering, turned, and unl oaded a
single shot into a stack of storage blankets in a corner of the tent. "That's
for the lab." He wrapped the gun up. Vito stuck it into the corpse. They
screwed the coffin back together. Tonasi doused the lights. "Good work, Vito."

"Thanks, Chief."

Tomasi lifted the tarp and Vito backed the cart out. Vito whizzed al ong
toward the term nal building to deliver the coffin as if nothing had happened.

"That's it, Hunmboldt," Tomasi said. He dug through the bl ankets for the
bull et that would be matched to Guzman's. "Alvaro sends a nmessage to the | oca
mob. He tells them sorry, a mstake, here's the guy at fault. From now on, we
ship direct to you. Only thing Alvaro and the |local nob don't know is, we've
got their pipeline wired and now we can start going after them"

*Chapter 61: Manhattan*

Blue clinbed fromthe neon-lit rail station under the city, up the

subway stairs with their glistening tile walls, to the night-tinme street.

Fami liar traffic noises of her neighborhood: passing car, distant horn

sl ammed door. Cold wind pinpricked her cheeks with hints of new snow as she
crossed the street and trudged past dark, silent doorsteps. In the brightly
it entrance of her apartnent building, she checked her mail box. Nothing. She
clinmbed the stairs, for the el evator was, as always, broken. A wi ndow sl amed.
A bag of trash sort of mssed the dunpster in the central courtyard with
shattering glass. Blue went two steps at a tinme on the last two | andi ngs. She
extricated her apartnent key, which she kept pinned inside her jacket.

Li ght shone under the door, and the G undi gs oozed out a synphony.
Mozart? She wasn't sure, and it didn't matter; she always left the stereo on
as a protection against burglars. She unl ocked the door. The warnth of her
apartment, her hone, met her with a wel cone gl ow She kicked the door shut
behind her. "Hello, kitchen. Hello, refrigerator.” As if in answer, the
refrigerator shook once, twice, and runbled into |life. Mzart rocked on in the
bedroom wave upon wave of violins, violas, and oboes over the bass-rich
speakers. She piled clothes on a chair. Kicked shoes off. "Hello, mnusic.

Hello, old tea kettle." She touched the kettle. "Quch!" Waved her fi nger
pulling a tea cup out of the cupboard. Tossed in a bag of Lipton's. Spoon of
sugar. Poured fromthe kettle. Set the tea aside to steep. Felt sonething

agai nst her leg. "Hello, Fontainebleu." She bent down and rubbed his ear. As
cats did, he winced away, but purred enthusiastically. "H, |'mhone!" she
called. In the bedroom John | ooked up froma book. He turned down the stereo.
She captured a nental snapshot of himas he had been the nonment she entered:
Unawar e of her, absorbed in the book; stretched on her bed anong the stuffed
animal s, a sheet pulled up over his otherw se nude | ean body; concentrating;
readi ng gl asses (a secret only newy reveal ed) maki ng hi m| ook ol der, bookish;
hair tousled; foanmed neck brace nmaking his face | ook scrunched because his

head was up on the Garfield pillow "I didn't hear you come in," he said,
putting the book aside. "It's about a million degrees in here." He stretched
out his armns.

She sat on the edge of the bed, et himgrow and bear hug her. "It's
always a million degrees in here."

He pull ed her close. Unbuttoned her shirt. She drew in a tight,
delicious quick breath as he bit her earl obe. "MWhmm .."

"You snell cold. Like fresh air." He kissed her pointing nipples.
"Cold." He lifted the sheet, and she clinbed underneath. "Fontainebleu seens
happy. "

"I think he msses his canyon, but | think he'll enjoy being a
Manhattan house cat for a while." She kicked the jeans away and pressed cl osed
to him resting one hand on his shoulder while the other hand explored the
stored warnm h of his body. He wore, she quickly discovered, nothing at all

He ki ssed her cheek, her nose, her lips. "I want to be part of your
world, Blue. | want to stay in your life."

She cleared her throat. "Well, you can stay as long as you like." The



boxes were still there, after all, because that was who she was, how she was,
but the padl ocks seenmed to all be open and strewn about.
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