
 



 
 
 

Part One 
  
 Chapter 1. 
 Leroy Dennis began making dire predictions about the driving conditions as soon 
as the police dispatcher said that the scene of the shooting was a mansion on Crestview 
Drive. A week of torrential rains had devastated Oregon. Rivers were flooding, towns 
were being evacuated, power failures were the norm and mud slides were closing roads 
and highways around the state. The worst slides in Portland were in the hills that 
loomed above city center. Crestview Drive was at the top of Portland's highest hill. 
 Lou Anthony took the most direct route to the crime scene. A mountain of oozing 
earth almost stopped the homicide detectives halfway up Southwest Chandler Road. A 
series of flares had been spread along the pavement to warn off motorists. The 
unearthly rain, the devouring darkness on the edges of the headlights and the curling 
smoke from the flares made Anthony wonder if he had detoured into a corner of Hades. 
 "'What have we got, Leroy?" Anthony asked as he maneuvered around the slide. 
 "'A James Allen called in the 911," the slender black detective answered. "He 
works for the owner, Lamar Hoyt. Allen says that there are two dead. A man broke in 
and shot Hoyt. Then the wife shot the perp." 
 "Hoyt! That's Ellen Crease s husband." 
 "Isn't Crease the state senator who used to be a cop?" 
 Anthony nodded. "She was good, too, and a crack shot." 
 Dennis shook his head. "This guy sure picked the wrong house to burgle." 
 There were few streetlights on Crestview Drive and the road was pitch-black in 
spots, but Anthony and Dennis had no trouble finding the crime scene. This part of the 
West Hills had been carved into large estates and there were only a few homes on the 
narrow country lane. A high brick wall marked the boundary of the Hoyt estate. Just 
above the wall, the branches of a massive oak tree flailed helplessly against the 
elements like the tiring arms of a fading boxer. Anthony stopped in front of a 
wrought-iron gate. A yellow and black metal sign affixed to the seven-foot, spear-tipped 
bars warned that the estate was protected by an electronic security system. A black 
metal box with a slit for a plastic card stood even with the driver's window. Beside it 
was a speakerphone. Anthony was about to try it when Dennis noticed that the gate 
was slightly ajar. He dashed into the storm and pushed it open. 
 When Dennis was back in the car, Anthony drove slowly up a winding drive 
toward the three-story Tudor mansion that loomed over the landscape. Most of the 
house was dark, but there were lights on in a downstairs room. The driveway ended at 
a turnaround. As soon as Anthony brought the car to a stop the ornately carved front 
door swung open and a frightened man in a robe and pajamas dashed into the rain. He 
was just under six feet tall and slender. The rain matted his uncombed, graying hair 
and spotted the lenses of his wire-rimmed glasses. 
 "They're upstairs in the master bedroom," he said, pointing toward the second 



floor. "She won't leave him. I've called for an ambulance." 
 The man led the detectives into a cavernous entry hall, where an immense 
Persian carpet covered a good portion of the hardwood floor. Before them was a wide 
staircase with a polished oak banister. 
 Anthony brushed the rain from his thinning red hair. He was a large man with a 
square jaw, a broken nose and pale blue eyes. The detective's shoulders were too wide 
and his clothes never fit properly. Under his raincoat he wore a brown tweed sports 
jacket that was frayed at the elbows and wrinkled tan slacks. Anthony had started 
buttoning the jacket to conceal an emerging beer gut. The blue knit tie his son had 
bought him for his fortieth birthday was ajt half-mast. 
 "Just who are you, sir?" Anthony asked. 
 "James Allen, Mr. Hoyt's houseman." 
 "Okay. What happened here, Mr. Allen?" 
 "I live over the garage. It's across from the master bedroom. There was a shot. 
At first, I thought it was thunder. Then there were more shots. I ran next door and saw 
a man on the floor near the bed. There was a lot of blood. And Ms. Crease . . . she was 
sitting on the bed holding Mr. Hoyt. I ... I think he's dead, but I can't say for sure. She 
wouldn't let me near him. She's got a gun." 
 "Take us upstairs, will you, Mr. Allen?" Anthony said. 
 The detectives followed the houseman up the winding stairs with barely a glance 
at the oil paintings and tapestries that hung over the staircase. Dennis had his gun out 
but felt a little foolish. It sounded as if the danger was over. Allen led them to a room 
at the end of a dimly lit, carpeted hall. The door to the room was open. 
 "Please tell Senator Crease that we're with the police," Anthony instructed Allen. 
The detective knewCrease well enough to call her Ellen, but he had no idea what frame 
of mind she was in. He wasn't taking any chances if she had a gun. 
 "Ms. Crease, this is James. James Allen. I have two police officers with me. They 
want to come into the bedroom." 
 Allen started in, but Anthony put a restraining hand on his arm. 
 "I think it will be better if you wait downstairs for the ambulance and the other 
officers." 
 Allen hesitated, then said, "Very well," and backed down the corridor. 
 "I'm Lou Anthony, Senator. You know me. I'm a detective with the Portland 
Police. My partner and I are coming into the room." 
 Anthony took a deep breath and stepped through the doorway. The bedroom 
lights were off, but the light from the hall bathed the large room in a pale yellow glow. 
A man sprawled on the floor roughly halfway between the door and the west wall. The 
dead man's legs were bent at the knee as if he had crumpled to the floor. His feet were 
almost touching a French Provincial armoire that stood against the south wall across 
from a king-size bed. The doors of the armoire were partly open and Anthony could see 
a television. The man's head was near the foot of the bed, surrounded by a halo of 
blood. Near one of his hands lay a .45-caliber handgun. 
 Anthony pulled his attention away from the dead man and stared at the tableau 
directly in front of him. Seated on the side of the bed farthest from the door, as if 



posing for one of Caravaggio's dark oils, was Ellen Crease. She was facing away from 
Anthony and the back of her plain white nightgown was spattered with blood. Lamar 
Hoyt's naked body lay sideways across the bed. Crease's back shielded part of his upper 
body from Anthony, but he could make out two entry wounds and rivulets of blood 
running through the thick gray hair that covered Hoyt's bearlike torso. Hoyt's large head 
rested in his wife's lap and Crease was rocking slightly, making little mewing sounds. 
Anthony noticed that her right hand was resting on her husband's massive chest and 
that her left hand held a .38 Special. 
 "Senator,'' Anthony said gently, "I'm going to walk around the bed." 
 Crease continued to rock and sob. The detective edged past the armoire, then 
stepped over the dead man's faded jeans and took in his navy-blue windbreaker. The 
dead man's hair was wet from the rain and saturated with blood. His clothing was 
waterlogged. 
 Anthony looked away and focused on Crease. She was holding the gun, but 
lightly, and she was staring at her husband. What was left of Hoyt's face was covered 
with blood that was soaking through the white nightgown. As Anthony arrived at her 
side, Crease looked up. Her face was tearstained and torn by grief. 
 Forty-five minutes later, police cars, an ambulance and the van from the Medical 
Examiner's Office choked the driveway in front of the Hoyt mansion. While forensic 
experts worked the crime scene, Lou Anthony waited patiently for Ellen Crease in one 
of the deep, red leather armchairs in the library. The room was unusually clean and he 
sensed that neither Hoyt nor Crease entered it much. Anthony had examined some of 
the hand-tooled, leather-bound volumes stacked tightly in the floor-to-ceiling, 
cherrywood bookshelves. His brief inspection had uncovered no book with a spine that 
had been cracked. The detective was holding a volume of Hemingway short stories 
when Ellen Crease entered the library wearing jeans, an Oxford-blue shirt, and a baggy, 
dark green, Irish wool sweater. 
 State Senator Ellen Crease was thirty-five, but she had the compact, athletic 
body of a woman ten years younger. Crease's personality was as rugged as her 
physique. Her complexion was dark and her sleek black hair framed a face with features 
that were always on guard. There was nothing coy about Ellen Crease. She was an iron 
fist that never fit inside a velvet glove. 
 "Hello, Lou," Crease said, holding out her hand the way she might at a political 
rally. Anthony hastily replaced the book and shook it. 
 "I'm sorry about Lamar. How are you holding up?" 
 Crease shrugged. Anthony marveled at her composure. He had seen Crease's 
grief, but there was no trace of tears now. The detective assumed Crease was 
repressing any feelings she had about the death of her husband. She would also be 
repressing her feelings about killing the intruder, but Anthony knew the guilt would 
soon surface to haunt Crease as it had haunted him when he had killed a man in the 
line of duty. A board of inquiry had cleared Anthony. He had even been decorated. Still, 
it had taken several years before he could put the shooting behind him. For most 
people, taking a human life, even in self-defense, was very difficult to live with. 
 "Do you feel up to answering questions?" Anthony asked. 



 "I want to get this over, Lou, so let's do it." 
 Crease took a chair opposite Anthony and selected a slender Mouton Davidoff 
Cadet from a humidor on an oak end table. Anthony watched Crease light up the cigar. 
Her hand was remarkably steady. 
 "I have to give you your Miranda warnings, because there's been a shooting," 
Anthony said apologetically. 
 "Consider them given." 
 Anthony hesitated, uncertain whether to still read the rights. Then he thought 
better of it. He wanted to spare Crease as much discomfort as possible and speeding up 
his interview was one way to accomplish his purpose. 
 "Why don't you just tell me what happened?" 
 Crease drew in smoke from her cigar. It seemed to calm her. She closed her 
eyes for a moment. Anthony thought that she looked totally spent. When she spoke, 
Crease sounded listless. 
 "Lamar wanted to go to bed early, but I had to work. You know that I'm right in 
the middle of a primary campaign against Ben Gage for the Republican nomination to 
the U. S. Senate?" 
 Anthony nodded. 
 "There's a speech I'm supposed to give tomorrow night and a bill on the light rail 
I needed to study. Lamar wanted to make love before he went to sleep, so we did. 
Then I got up to change into a nightgown so I could go down to my study. I was going 
to go to the bathroom when there was a particularly bright flash of lightning. I walked 
over to the window. As I watched the storm there was another lightning flash. It 
illuminated the area around the pool. I thought I saw someone standing under one of 
the trees near the wall, but the light faded before I could focus on the spot. I wrote it 
off as a figment of my imagination." 
 "We found a set of footprints under one of the trees. The intruder must have 
been watching from there." 
 "Do you know who he is yet?" 
 "No. He wasn't carrying any ID, but it's only a matter of time before we identify 
him. Why don't you go on?" 
 For a second, Crease's self-control deserted her. She closed her eyes. Anthony 
waited patiently for the senator to continue. 
 "When I got out of the bathroom, Lamar wanted to cuddle, so I turned off the 
bathroom light, put on my nightgown and got in bed with him. We talked for a little 
while. Not long. Then I told Lamar I had to start working. I sat up on my side of the 
bed . . ." 
 "That's the side nearest the window and away from the bedroom door and the 
bathroom?" Anthony asked. 
 "Right." 
 "Okay, what happened?" 
 "The door crashed open and this man came in. I could see he had a gun, 
because there was a light on in the hall." 
 Crease's facade cracked again, but she caught herself and was back in control 



quickly. 
 "I keep a Smith & Wesson .38 snubnose under my side of the bed. It's always 
loaded with hollow points. I ducked over the side to get it. I heard three shots and I 
came up firing. I saw the man go down. When I was certain he was dead, I turned 
toward Lamar." 
 Crease's voice grew husky and her eyes grew moist. She shook her head and 
took an angry pull on her smoke. 
 "The bastard had killed Lamar, just like that. I didn't even get to say anything to 
him." 
 Crease stopped, unable to go on. 
 "Are you okay?" 
 "Shit, no, Lou." 
 Anthony felt awful. He gave her a moment to collect herself. 
 "Look, I'm gonna cut this short. If there's anything else I need to ask, I can get it 
later. Just two more things, okay?" 
 Crease nodded. 
 "When I got here I found the front gate open. With all the security your husband 
had, why wasn't it locked?" 
 "It was locked, earlier. There was a power outage. We never relocked it when 
the power came back." 
 "Is that why the house alarm was off?" 
 "No. I set the alarm when I'm ready for bed. I was going to work for an hour or 
so, like I said." 
 "This has been hard for me, Ellen. I want you to know that. You're a real star 
with everyone at the Police Bureau. No one blames you for this. You did the right 
thing." 
 "I know, Lou," Crease said, cold as ice now, "I'm just sorry I didn't kill the fucker 
sooner, so Lamar would be 
 A crash and shouts brought Anthony to his feet. When he opened the library 
door, he saw two men from the Medical Examiner's Office frozen in place halfway down 
the stairs to the second floor. Supported between them on a stretcher was a body bag 
containing the corpse of Lamar Hoyt, which they were maneuvering toward a gurney 
that sat at the foot of the stairs. Sprawled across the gurney was a tall, muscular man 
dressed in jeans, a plaid, flannel shirt and a raincoat. Three police officers were trying 
to pin him to the gurney, which slid back and forth across the hardwood floor during 
the struggle. One of the officers wrenched the man's arm behind him and a second 
tried to apply a chokehold. The man writhed and twisted until he was facing Anthony. 
There was no way of missing the resemblance to Lamar Hoyt. 
 The officer who had the chokehold applied pressure and the man stopped 
struggling. One of the officers cuffed his hands behind his back. Then the three officers 
dragged him off the gurney and wrenched him to his feet. Before Anthony could say 
anything, Ellen Crease brushed past him and strode across the entryway. As soon as 
the intruder saw Crease his face contorted with rage and he lunged at her, screaming, 
"You did this, you bitch." 



 Crease paused in front of the man, stared at him with contempt, then slapped 
him across the face so hard that his head snapped sideways. Anthony grabbed Crease's 
arm before she could strike again. 
 "Who is this?" the detective asked Crease. 
 "This sniveling piece of shit is Lamar Hoyt, Jr." 
 Anthony stepped between Crease and her stepson, facing the furious man. 
 "Calm down," Anthony said firmly. 
 "That bitch killed him. She killed my father," Junior screamed. 
 The officers immobilized Junior, and Anthony grabbed the flannel shirt at the 
collar and jerked him upright. Anthony could smell liquor on his breath. 
 "Do you want to spend an evening in the drunk tank?" 
 "It wouldn't be the first time," Crease snapped. Junior lunged for her again but 
could not break Anthony's iron grip. 
 "Please wait for me in the library, Senator," Anthony commanded angrily. Crease 
hesitated, then strode away from the melee. 
 Anthony pointed toward the staircase. "That's your father's body, for Christ's 
sake. Let these men take care of him." 
 Junior stared at the body bag as if seeing it for the first time. 
 "Take him in there," Anthony told the officers, indicating a small sitting room just 
off the foyer. When the officers did as they were told, Anthony motioned them away. 
Junior dropped to a small sofa. Anthony sat beside him. Hoyt's son was a little over six 
feet tall and husky. His large head was topped by curly black hair, his eyes were brown 
and his nose was thick and stubby, like his father's. 
 "Do I have to keep these cuffs on?" 
 "I'm okay," Junior mumbled. 
 "I have these taken off and you act up, it's a night in jail." 
 Anthony motioned and the officer with the key unlocked the cuffs. Junior rubbed 
his wrists. He looked properly chagrined. 
 "What was that all about? That screaming?" 
 Junior s features hardened. "Why isn't she in custody?" 
 "Senator Crease?" 
 "I know she killed him." 
 "Mr. Hoyt, your father was murdered by a burglar. He broke into the bedroom 
and shot your father. Senator Crease shot him. Ellen Crease didn't kill your father, she 
tried to save him." 
 "I'll never believe that. I know that bitch is behind this. She wanted him dead 
and she got her wish." 
  
 Chapter 2. 
 The honorable Richard Quinn, judge of the Multnomah County Circuit Court, was 
almost six foot three, but he walked slightly stooped as if he were shy about his height. 
Despite his size and position, the thirty-nine-year-old judge was not intimidating. He 
smiled easily and seemed a bit distracted at times. His blue eyes were friendly and his 
thick black hair tended to fall across his forehead, giving him a boyish look. 



 Quinn's workday usually ended between five and six, but he had stayed in his 
chambers until seven working on the Gideon case. Then his normal twenty-minute 
commute stretched to fifty minutes because of an accident on the Sunset Highway that 
had been caused by the rain. When Quinn arrived at Hereford Farms, he was famished 
and exhausted. 
 Homes in the Farms started at half a million. Quinn and Laura could easily afford 
the place when they moved in five years ago. Quinn was making a six-figure salary at 
Price, Winward, Lexington, Rice and Quinn, and Laura, an associate at the firm on the 
fast track to a partnership, was pulling down high five figures with the promise of more 
to come. Still, Quinn loved the old colonial in Portland Heights where he was living 
when he proposed to Laura, and he had fought the move to the suburbs. 
 Quinn could trace the strains in the marriage to the arguments over the house in 
Portland Heights. Laura felt it was too small for the parties she wanted to throw and too 
far from the country club she wanted to join. In the blush of new love it had been easy 
for Quinn to give in, but he had never felt comfortable in this house that seemed more 
like a display model than a real home. There was a vaulted ceiling in the dining room 
and living room and no walls to separate the areas. A chandelier hung high above the 
stone floor in the entryway. Walls of glass let light flood in everywhere during the day. 
A circular stairway led up to the second floor. Quinn had to admit the house was 
impressive, but Hereford Farms and all the houses inside its walled perimeter were 
sterile and Quinn doubted that he would ever feel at home in this suburban 
encampment. 
 Quinn opened his front door. He started to call out to Laura, then he 
remembered that she was competing in the club tennis tournament tonight. He hung 
up his saturated raincoat in the hall closet and fixed himself dinner in the kitchen. There 
were assorted salads from yesterday's meal and soup he could reheat. Meals for both of 
them were catch-as-catch-can and they usually ate out or grabbed prepared dinners 
from a local supermarket because of the hours Laura kept. None of the lawyers at 
Price; Winward worked a normal, eight-hour day. Many of them worked so hard that 
they developed health problems, burned out or drank excessively. Laura was one of the 
firm's hardest workers, but she was in excellent health and rarely touched liquor. The 
work exhilarated her. 
 Quinn was reading in bed when he heard the front door open. He checked the 
clock. It was a little before ten. Quinn listened to Laura as she rustled around in the 
kitchen. He heard the refrigerator door swing shut. There were small impacts as a glass 
or plate touched down on the counter where Laura liked to snack. Later, there were 
muffled footfalls as Quinn's wife climbed the spiral staircase to the second floor. 
 Laura entered the bedroom in her warm-ups. She was thirty-three, six years 
younger than the judge. Her skin was pale, her hair was caramel and her eyes deep 
blue. Even without makeup and with her hair in disarray, Laura was attractive. She was 
also one of the smartest women Quinn had ever met. Her rapid rise to partner was a 
testament to her intelligence and to the single-minded determination she brought to 
everything she did. But single-minded determination could also cause problems when 
there were conflicts in a marriage. Laura rarely gave in on something she wanted. She 



had prevailed on the house and she refused to consider children while her career was 
on the rise. The only issue of importance on which Quinn had not yielded to Laura's 
wishes was his judgeship. 
 "How did you do?" Quinn asked as Laura pulled off her sweats and unzipped her 
tennis whites. 
 "I beat Patsy Tang two sets to love," Laura answered matter-of-factly. "That puts 
me in the quarterfinals." 
 "Great. Did you have any problem driving?" 
 "No. They cleared that mud slide on Quail Terrace." 
 Laura stepped out of her clothes and took off her bra and panties. Quinn had 
seen his wife naked almost every day for seven years and she still aroused him. 
 "When did you get home?" Laura asked. 
 "About eight." 
 "What kept you so late?" 
 "Gideon. He had two supreme court justices, four circuit court judges, a mayor 
and several clergymen testifying on his behalf. We ran over." 
 Frederick Gideon was a Lane County Circuit Court judge who sat in Eugene, 
Oregon, a small city one hundred miles south of Portland that was best known for being 
the home of the University of Oregon. Gideon was a popular, conscientious jurist who 
had made several bad investments. The losses had left him unable to pay for his 
daughters' schooling. Gideon was severely depressed when the owner of a construction 
company, the defendant in a multimillion-dollar lawsuit, approached him with the offer 
of a bribe. In a moment of weakness, Gideon accepted the money and granted the 
defense a directed verdict in its favor. 
 The attorneys for the plaintiffs had been stunned by the ruling, which had no 
logical basis. A private investigator working for the plaintiffs unearthed evidence of the 
bribe. Judge Gideon, the owner of the construction firm and two other men were 
arrested. Gideon struck a bargain with the prosecution. He resigned from the bench, 
testified against the other defendants and was allowed to plead to a single felony that 
carried a maximum of five years in prison. Quinn was hearing the case because all of 
the Lane County judges had disqualified themselves. He had spent the day listening to 
witness after witness extol Gideon's virtues and plead for leniency. Tomorrow morning 
the attorneys would sum up and he would be expected to impose a sentence. 
 "What are you going to do?" Laura asked. 
 "I'm still undecided." 
 Laura bundled up her dirty clothes and sat beside Quinn on the bed. 
 "Did the D. A. bring up some new evidence against him?" 
 "No. Jane even let it drop that she wouldn't be upset if I gave him probation. Still 
..." 
 Quinn stopped, frustrated by the conflicting emotions that had been battling 
inside him ever since he had been assigned the Gideon case. 
 "I don't understand why this case is so hard for you," Laura said. 
 "He's a judge. Different rules apply when a judge breaks the law." 
 "A judge is also a human being." 



 "That's true, but he has to set his standards higher. When you put on the robe 
you separate yourself from the rest of humanity." 
 "Nonsense. You don't become some kind of god as soon as you're sworn in. 
Gideon was under a lot of pressure. You might have done the same thing if you were in 
his place." 
 "No, never," Quinn answered firmly. 
 "How can you say that if you haven't been faced with Gideon's predicament?" 
 "Being a judge is more than just performing a job. Americans are brought up to 
respect the rule of law and they expect judges to administer the law fairly. When a 
judge takes a bribe, he undermines that faith." 
 "I think you're getting a little dramatic. We're talking about one judge in Lane 
County, Oregon. I don't think the country is going to self-destruct because Fred Gideon 
took some money so he could pay his kids' college tuition." 
 "So you'd go easy on Gideon?" 
 "I'd give him probation." 
 "Why?" 
 "For Christ's sake, Dick," Laura snapped, "he's a father. Send him to jail and 
you're destroying a family. And for what? Some theory you learned in high school 
civics?" 
 Quinn looked amazed. "How can you say that? You're a lawyer. Don't you 
respect the system you work in?" 
 "I work in the real world, not some ivory tower. Fred Gideon is a poor 
overworked and underpaid bastard who became desperate when he thought that his 
kids might have to drop out of college." 
 "Gideon s kids could have gone to the U. of O.," Quinn answered angrily. "They 
don't have to go to Ivy League schools. You worked your way through. Lots of kids do." 
 Laura's features tightened and Quinn was sorry the moment the words were out 
of his mouth. Until Laura was ten, she had lived in an upper-class suburb on the North 
Shore of Long Island, New York. Then her father had lost his job as an engineer. After 
a year of unemployment he became depressed. The family dropped the country club 
and beach club memberships, Laura's private tennis and piano lessons stopped and her 
mother started saving coupons and shopping for clothes at discount stores. Laura's 
father was forced to take a temporary job as a salesclerk, but he refused to let his wife 
work. His depression deepened and Laura's parents started fighting. By the time Laura 
was thirteen, her father had taken up with another woman, her parents were divorced 
and she was living with her mother in a tiny apartment in Queens. 
 Laura coped with her new situation by spending all of her time doing schoolwork 
and playing tennis. Although she had a partial athletic scholarship, she still had to work 
her way through college. She viewed her father's failure to contribute to her college 
education as more evidence of his betrayal. 
 "I'm sure you'll make the right decision," Laura told Quinn coldly. She went into 
the bathroom without another word. Quinn knew that he had hurt Laura and he felt 
bad, but his wife's lack of respect for his work depressed and upset him. 
 Quinn tried to read, but his book no longer held his interest. A little while later, 



the bathroom door opened. Laura walked over to her dresser and slipped into her 
nightgown. She still looked upset. Quinn did not want Laura to go to bed mad. When 
she was under the covers Quinn remembered that he had some good news. 
 "I'm going to be speaking at that judicial conference at the Bay Reef Resort on 
St. Jerome. The organizers confirmed late this afternoon." 
 Quinn's reading light was still on and he could see little interest on Laura's face. 
 "I thought maybe you'd come with me. We can go a few days early and make it 
a vacation. The only day I'm speaking is Thursday. We'd have the rest of the week 
free." 
 "I'm busy, Dick," she answered coldly. "There's the Media Corp. litigation and the 
Hunter Air contract." 
 "The conference is the last week in February. You have plenty of time to 
rearrange your work. Come on, Laura. It will be good for us. We haven't had a real 
vacation in two years." 
 Quinn waited. 
 "I'd really like you to come with me," Quinn said when he could stand the silence 
no more. "I can use the break, too. We'd have a great time on St. Jerome. I checked 
around and the island is supposed to be beautiful. Sand, sun. We'd lie out by the pool 
and sip banana daiquiris until we were blotto. What do you say?" 
 Laura began to thaw. "I can't promise right now," she told Quinn. 
 "It won't be anything but work if you're not with me." 
 "I'll talk to Mort Camden." 
 Quinn brightened and that made Laura smile. Quinn moved against her. 
 "I'll be miserable if you're not there." 
 Laura touched Quinn's cheek. "You're like such a little boy sometimes." 
 Quinn slid his hand under Laura's nightgown. She tensed for a moment, then 
relaxed and kissed him. Quinn made the kiss last. Laura stroked his neck. They had not 
made love for a week and a half. Her touch was like a live wire on his nerve endings 
and he was instantly erect. Quinn stroked down Laura's spine until he was cupping her 
backside. He enjoyed the tension in her muscles. Quinn felt Laura unsnapping his 
pajama bottoms. His mouth was dry with excitement. He longed to play with Laura so 
he could draw out their pleasure. His fingers found her nipples and he began stroking 
them to make them hard. Before he could finish, Laura was drawing him inside her and 
he was trapped in the rapid pull and push of her rhythm until, moments later, he 
exploded and collapsed, spent but not satisfied because of the rapidity of their 
intercourse. 
 Quinn felt the bed move as Laura left it for the bathroom. He replayed the quick 
sexual encounter in his mind and it occurred to him that sex with Laura had been less 
and less satisfying in the past year. Quinn stared at the ceiling and tried to remember 
when making love to Laura had stopped being fun. He knew he enjoyed sex with her 
tremendously before they were married and he was certain that the sex was still good 
when they lived in the old house in Portland Heights, but somewhere along the way he 
started suspecting that Laura was only going through the paces and he began to feel 
alone and lonely when they coupled. 



 Quinn was still excited by Laura and she never denied him sex. On the other 
hand, Laura rarely initiated the act the way she had when they were dating and she 
seemed to work hard at finishing quickly, as if sex was another chore, like dish 
washing, that she wanted to complete so she could move on to more important things. 
 Quinn wondered what would happen if he stopped having sex with Laura for a 
while, but he was afraid that her lack of interest was only in his imagination and that 
withdrawing from her would hurt her. Quinn could never do that to Laura. He was even 
more afraid that she would say nothing and that theirs would become a marriage of 
convenience. 
 The toilet flushed and Quinn heard the water running in the sink. He got out of 
bed and walked by Laura. It would have been so nice if she had touched him as they 
passed just to show that she was thinking of him. Quinn closed the bathroom door. All 
of a sudden he felt sad and defeated. He longed desperately to recapture the early days 
of their relationship when her passion matched his, sex left them both exhausted and 
fulfilled and he would drift off to sleep with a mind unclouded by doubt. 
  
 Chapter 3. 
 Lou Anthony went straight from the Hoyt estate to the Justice Center to dictate 
his initial report. The last section recounted the incident with Lamar Hoyt, Jr., whose 
behavior was partially explained by the alcohol he had been drinking and partially by his 
intense hatred of Ellen Crease. 
 Lamar Hoyt, Sr., had been sixty-two when he was murdered. He was a 
hard-nosed businessman who had turned his father's funeral parlors into a business 
empire. Junior was the sole issue of Hoyt's first marriage. He had barely made it 
through college, where he had paid far more attention to football than academics, and 
had floundered around, failing at various jobs, until his father put him in charge of his 
mortuaries. Junior had not exactly thrived in the family business, but he had managed 
to keep it turning a profit. He had also earned himself a reputation as a drunk, a 
womanizer and a brawler, and he resented his father's refusal to let him play a bigger 
part in Hoyt Industries, his father's conglomerate. Anthony had learned all this from 
Ellen Crease, after Junior was escorted off the estate grounds and driven home by a 
Portland Police officer. Crease despised Junior for being a drunk and a weakling. 
 Anthony lived alone, so there was no one to disturb when he stumbled into the 
bedroom of his split-level at two-thirty in the morning. Lou's wife of twenty-two years 
had died of cancer three years before but he had kept the house for visits from their 
kids. The hostile invader had been discovered during a routine physical; the battle to 
save Susan's life had been furious but short. She was gone eight months later. Lou's 
son was a freshman in college at the time and their daughter had just been accepted at 
Oregon State. He was thankful that Susan had died knowing that they had turned out 
well. There wasn't much else that he was thankful for except the job, which kept him 
occupied and distracted him from his grief. 
 After a few hours of sleep, Anthony was back at his desk reviewing the draft of 
his report and waiting for the reports from the crime lab and the results of a 
house-to-house canvas for witnesses that he had instituted shortly after his arrival at 



the Hoyt estate. Anthony did not expect much from the canvas. A stolen car had been 
found near the wall that surrounded the estate. He assumed that it was the burglar's 
getaway car. The fact that it was still parked at the scene meant that the burglar had 
probably been working solo, but you never knew. There might have been an accomplice 
who left on foot, though he could not imagine that happening in the previous night's 
storm when a nice, dry car was available. The estates on Crestview Drive were all set 
so far back from the street that he doubted the neighbors would have seen an 
accomplice slogging from the scene, anyway. Still, stranger things had happened and 
some crazy neighbor might have been out jogging or walking a dog. Anthony was not 
holding his breath. 
 "Lou." 
 Anthony looked up and saw an excited Leroy Dennis bearing down on him with 
several sheets of paper in his hand. 
 "How do you feel about buying me lunch?" Dennis asked. 
 "Why would I buy you lunch, Leroy? The last time I sprung for you, you ate so 
much I almost had to file for bankruptcy." 
 One of life's great mysteries was how Dennis could eat and eat and still not put 
on a pound. 
 "I'm a growing boy, Lou. My body just needs more than the average man. It has 
something to do with my sexual prowess." 
 "Give me a break," snorted Anthony, "or give me a reason why I should assist 
you in committing suicide by cholesterol overdose." 
 Dennis not only ate like a machine, but he had an aversion to any kind of food 
that was even remotely healthy. 
 "This is the reason," Dennis said, shaking the documents he held at Anthony. 
 "What is that?" 
 "Uh-uh. No food, no facts. Hell, I'm so hungry I might just eat this exceptionally 
fine, and difficult-to-find, evidence." 
 Anthony laughed. "You have to be the biggest asshole in the bureau, Leroy, but I 
was going to eat soon, anyway." 
 Anthony stood up and walked over to the closet to get his raincoat. Dennis 
followed him. 
 "Now, what have you come up with?" he asked. 
 "The name of our perp," Dennis answered, his tone suddenly serious. "I ran the 
burglar's prints through AFIS," Dennis explained, mentioning the Automated Fingerprint 
Identification System that used computers to compare unknown prints to the prints 
stored in the computer's data banks. "We got a hit an hour ago." 
 "Who do we have?" 
 "Martin Jablonski. He's got the rap sheet for the job. Armed robbery, assault, 
burglary. He was paroled from OSP eight months ago where he was serving time for a 
pretty brutal home invasion that happened six years ago. Pistol-whipped an elderly 
couple. I talked to his parole officer. Jablonski's supposed to be living with his wife, 
Conchita Jablonski, and their two kids in an apartment off Martin Luther King near 
Burnside. He's been unemployed or working as temporary labor since he got out of 



prison." 
 "Let's get a D. A. to write up an application for a search warrant, then visit the 
little woman," Anthony said. 
 Dennis grinned. "Where do you think I've been this last hour? I'm two steps 
ahead of you. Sondra Barrett is working on the affidavit as we speak. She'll have it 
ready to take to a judge after lunch. Now, where shall we go?" 
 Anthony parked his car in front of an old brick apartment house a few blocks 
from the Burnside Bridge. The Jablonskis lived on the third floor. It was a walk-up. As 
they climbed the stairs, Dennis complained about the lack of an elevator and the 
god-awful smell in the stairwell. 
 The third floor was poorly lit. The outside light had to fight its way through a 
grime-covered window on one end of the corridor and was so weak from the effort that 
it ended up dull yellow. The lightbulbs that hung from the ceiling were either broken or 
of such low wattage that Anthony wondered why the super bothered to turn them on. 
 The Jablonskis' apartment did not have a bell, so Anthony bashed a meaty hand 
against the door and bellowed "Mrs. Jablonski" while he strained to hear if there was 
any movement inside. After his third try, Anthony heard a nervous "Who is it?" from the 
other side of the door. 
 "I'm Detective Anthony with the Portland Police, Mrs. Jablonski." 
 "I don't wanna talk with you," Conchita Jablonski answered. Her speech was 
thickened by a heavy Spanish accent. "Go away." 
 "What?" 
 "I said, I don't wanna talk to no cops. Leave me alone." 
 "I'm sorry, Mrs. Jablonski, but you have no choice. I have a search warrant. If 
you don't open the door, I'll have the super bring the key. It's about your husband." 
 There was no sound inside the apartment. When the silence stretched to thirty 
seconds, Anthony turned to Dennis. 
 "Wait here while I round up the key." 
 Dennis nodded. Anthony was about to walk to the stairs when he heard locks 
snap. The door opened a crack and Conchita Jablonski stared at Anthony through a gap 
in the door. The safety chain was still on. Anthony held up his badge so Mrs. Jablonski 
could see it through the narrow opening. 
 "This is Detective Dennis," Anthony told her as he pointed over his shoulder. 
Dennis flashed her a friendly smile, but Mrs. Jablonski continued to regard the men with 
suspicion. "We need to talk to you about Martin." 
 "For why?" 
 "Can we come in, please? I really don't want to discuss your business out here in 
the hall where all of your neighbors can hear." 
 Mrs. Jablonski hesitated. Then she closed the door for a moment and took off 
the safety chain. A second later, the door swung into the apartment and Dennis 
followed Anthony inside. 
 The apartment was small, with two narrow bedrooms, a small living room and a 
tiny kitchen area that was separated from the living room by a low counter. 
 Both detectives were impressed by how clean Conchita Jablonski kept the 



apartment. Her two children huddled in the doorway of one of the bedrooms watching 
the detectives. They looked well cared for. A boy and a girl, both about six or seven, 
big-eyed and brown-skinned with soft black hair. 
 Conchita Jablonski was a heavyset, dark-complexioned woman with a 
pockmarked face. She led the detectives into the living room and seated herself in a 
frayed and shabby armchair. Dennis and Anthony sat across from her on a sagging 
couch. 
 "I have some bad news for you," Anthony said. Conchita Jablonski's facial 
features stayed frozen, but her shoulders hunched as if she were preparing for a blow. 
She clasped her hands in her lap. "Martin broke into a home last night." Conchita's 
features wavered. Her hands tightened on each other. "While he was in the house, he 
shot and killed someone." 
 Conchita began to shake. The children saw the change in their mother and they 
looked frightened. 
 "Martin was also shot. He's dead." 
 Conchita bent at the waist as if she had been punched in the stomach. She 
started to sob. Her shoulders shook. The children's eyes widened. They huddled 
together. Dennis stood up and walked over to the shaking woman. He knelt beside her 
chair. 
 "Mrs. Jablonski," he began in a soft and sympathetic voice. Before he could say 
another word, Conchita Jablonski spun in her chair and slapped him across the face. 
Dennis was off balance. He fell onto the floor awkwardly, almost in slow motion, into a 
sitting position, more stunned than hurt. 
 "You bastards!" Conchita shrieked. "You killed myMarty!" 
 Anthony raced to her chair and restrained Mrs. Jablonski. 
 "He was robbing a house, Mrs. Jablonski. He murdered a woman's husband. He 
would have killed her, too, if she hadn't shot him." 
 Conchita heard only parts of what Anthony said as she strained against him. 
Dennis struggled to his feet and helped subdue the distraught woman. She collapsed, 
sobbing, her head in her hands. 
 "Please, Mrs. Jablonski," Dennis implored. "Your kids are scared. They need 
you." 
 She fought for control, gulping air. The two children raced over to her and buried 
themselves in her skirt. She talked quietly to them, submerging her own grief. The 
detectives waited while she calmed them. Dennis brought her a glass of water, but she 
would not take it. 
 "Are you gonna be okay?" Dennis asked. 
 "What do you care?" the woman shot back angrily. "You cops never cared about 
me or Marty before. All you wanna do is lock him up." 
 Anthony saw no reason to argue with Mrs. Jablonski. He held out the search 
warrant. "This is a court order that gives us the right to search your apartment. 
Detective Dennis will sit with you while I conduct the search." 
 Mrs. Jablonski suddenly looked frightened. Anthony wondered why, but he did 
not ask. If there was something hidden in the tiny apartment, it would be easy to find. 



He decided to start in the bedroom that the adults used. He could hear Detective 
Dennis talking soothingly to Mrs. Jablonski as he tossed the covers off the small bed 
where the Jablonskis slept. He knelt down and looked under it but saw nothing. 
 There was men's and women's clothing in the cheap wooden chest of drawers 
but nothing else. When he was through with it, Anthony opened the door of the closet. 
Dirty men's clothes lay crumpled on the floor, but there was nothing under them. 
Anthony peered up at a shelf that was just above his head. He pulled over a wooden 
chair that swayed slightly when he climbed up on it. Toward the back of the shelf was a 
shoe box. Inside were stacks of currency bound by rubber bands. Many stacks. The top 
bills were hundreds, fifties and twenties. Anthony stepped down from the chair and 
carried the shoe box into the living room. 
 "I've read Marty's file/' Anthony told her. "It says that you're on welfare and 
Marty was having trouble getting steady work. There's a lot of money in here. Where 
did it come from? Drugs? Was Marty selling drugs?" 
 "I ain't saying anything to you. You cops are all the same. I knew I shouldina let 
you in my house." 
 "Listen, Conchita, I'm not gonna mess around with you," Anthony said harshly. 
"Your husband killed a very important man. Now, all of a sudden, you're rolling in 
dough. You tell me where Marty got that money or I'll arrest you as an accessory to 
murder. What do you think happens to your kids if you're in jail?" 
 Conchita Jablonski wrapped her arms around her children and looked at Anthony 
with a combination of fear and loathing. He felt like a first-class heel, but Anthony did 
not let her know it. 
 "It's up to you, Conchita. You want your kids in foster care, keep playing games." 
 The fight went out of Mrs. Jablonski. "I don't know where Marty got the money," 
she answered in a small voice. "He just got it." 
 "He never said from who?" 
 "Just that it was from some guy." 
 "Did he tell you what this guy looked like?" 
 "No." 
 "Marty didn't say what this guy wanted him to do for this money?" Dennis asked. 
 "When he was doin' something bad he wouldn't tell me what it was because he 
didn't want me or the kids involved, but I knew it was no good." She shook her head 
and started to cry. "I tol' him to give back the money, but he said it was for me and the 
kids. He felt real bad how we lived and how he couldn't get no job because of his 
record. He wanted to do something for us. And now he's dead." 
 "I'm going to have to take this with me," Anthony said. "I'll give you a receipt." 
 "You can't take that money," she sobbed. "I got the kids. How I gonna feed 
them?" 
 "That's blood money, Mrs. Jablonski," Dennis told her. "Your husband may have 
been paid to kill someone for that money. You seem like a good woman. You take real 
good care of your kids and your home. You don't want that money. You know that 
money will only bring you grief." 
 Anthony and Dennis spent twenty more minutes with Conchita Jablonski, but it 



soon became clear that she did not know anything more about the money, the man 
who had given it to her dead husband or the reason he had been given it. While Dennis 
finished searching the apartment, Anthony counted the cash in the shoe box and gave 
Mrs. Jablonski a receipt for $9,800. The detective figured that the actual amount 
Jablonski had been given was $10,000. The bills were secured by rubber bands in 
five-hundred-dollar bundles. Anthony had discovered a solitary rubber band under three 
hundred dollars in loose bills. 
 "I don't like this," Dennis said when they were driving back to the Justice Center. 
 "I don't either. I didn't see anything in Jablonski's file about drugs. From what his 
wife says, he didn't score the money in a burglary. Some guy gave it to him because he 
wanted Jablonski to do something. Why would Jablonski run out in the middle of one of 
the worst storms in Oregon history to burglarize an estate with the security system 
Hoyt had if that wasn't the job he was paid to do?" 
 "Yeah, Lou, that's what I was thinking. Only, robbery might not have been the 
motive. What if Jablonski was paid to hit Lamar Hoyt?" 
 "That's one possibility, but there's another." 
 Leroy Dennis carried the shoe box full of money to the evidence room while 
Anthony made the call. James Allen answered the phone and Anthony asked to speak 
to Senator Crease. 
 "I'm afraid she's resting, Detective. She does not wish to be disturbed." 
 "I can appreciate that, Mr. Allen, but this is an urgent police matter and I have to 
talk to her." 
 Two minutes later, Ellen Crease picked up the phone. 
 "I'm glad I got you," Anthony said. "I wasn't sure you'd be staying at your 
house." 
 "I'm using the guest room tonight," Crease said. She sounded exhausted. 
"Tomorrow is the funeral. Then I'm going out to eastern Oregon to campaign." 
 "Oh," Anthony said, surprised that she was going back on the campaign trail so 
soon after her husband's murder. 
 Crease could hear the note of censure in Anthony's tone. 
 "Look, Lou, everything I see in this house reminds me of Lamar. If I don't get 
out of here and keep busy, I'll go crazy." 
 "I understand." 
 "Did you call just to see how I'm doing?" 
 "That and one other thing. A few hours ago, we identified Martin Jablonski as the 
man who broke into your house. Does that name mean anything to you?" 
 "No. Should it?" 
 "Probably not. He was a real bad guy. Multiple arrests and convictions. Home 
burglaries accompanied by assaults. We thought we had ourselves a simple solution to 
what happened at your house. Then we discovered almost ten thousand dollars in cash 
in a shoe box in Jablonski's closet. His wife says someone gave it to him, but he 
wouldn't tell her why. We think Jablonski may have been paid to break into your 
estate." 
 "But why . . . ?" Crease started, stopping when the obvious answer occurred to 



her. "Lamar? You think this Jablonski was paid to kill Lamar?" 
 "We have no concrete evidence that is what happened. I just found the money 
an hour ago. It could be completely unconnected to the break-in." 
 "But you don't think so." 
 "The timing bothers me. The fact that he broke in when the weather was so 
bad." 
 "Thank you for letting me know about this, Lou. I appreciate it." 
 "This wasn't just a courtesy call. If Jablonski was paid to make a hit, Lamar may 
not have been the intended victim." 
 There was dead air for a moment. "You're suggesting that I might have . . . that 
Jablonski was sent to kill me?" 
 "I don't know. But I'm not taking chances. There's going to be a patrol car 
parked outside the estate while you're in Portland. You're going to have an 
around-the-clock guard until we sort this out. I suggest that you arrange your own 
security when you're out of the city." 
 "I don't believe this." 
 "I could be wrong. I just don't want to take any chances." 
 "Thanks, Lou. I'm not going to forget this." 
 "Yeah, well, let's hope I'm way off base. In the meantime, I'd appreciate it if you 
could work up a list of people who might want you or Lamar out of the way bad enough 
to pay someone to kill you. It could be a business thing, something personal. If there's 
even a possibility, write it down and let me look into it. I'll be discreet." 
 "I'll work on it right away." Crease sounded nervous, distant. "And thanks again." 
 Anthony hung up the phone and leaned back in his chair. He hoped he was 
wrong about the money. He hoped it was for drugs or a payoff for something Jablonski 
had already done, but he didn't think so. 
  
 Chapter 4. 
 [1] 
 It was still raining when Richard Quinn left for work on the morning after Lamar 
Hoyt's murder. Not the monster rain of the night before, but a steady, wearying drizzle 
that was profoundly depressing. The main roads had been opened during the night, but 
there were places where two lanes narrowed to one because of half-cleared mud slides 
or still active road crews. Quinn parked in the county garage shortly after seven-thirty 
and walked through the drizzle to the Multnomah County Courthouse, an eight-story, 
gray concrete building that takes up an entire block between Fourth and Fifth and Main 
and Salmon in the heart of downtown Portland. Quinn waved to the guard at the front 
desk and took the elevator to the fifth floor. 
 The door to Quinn's chambers was halfway down the marble corridor on the 
south side of the courthouse. Copies of the Oregonian and the New York Times were 
lying in front of it. The judge usually started his day by doing the crossword puzzle in 
both papers while drinking a cup of coffee, but he was too distracted by the Gideon 
case to try them this morning. 
 Quinn picked up the papers and opened the door to his chambers. After flipping 



on the lights in the reception area, Quinn started coffee in the pot that sat on the low, 
gray metal filing cabinet behind his secretary's desk. Then he switched on the lights in 
his chambers. 
 A large rain-streaked window looked out at the ornamental ribbons decorating 
the north side of Michael Graves's postmodern Portland Building. Behind Quinn's 
massive oak desk was a bookshelf filled with a complete set of the Oregon Supreme 
Court and Court of Appeals case reporters and the Oregon Revised Statutes. In front of 
the desk were two high-backed armchairs. A couch stood against the wall behind the 
chairs. Above it hung a modern oil painting that made no sense whatsoever. Given the 
choice, Quinn would have set the oil on fire, but Laura had bought it for him as a 
swearing-in present. Quinn was not about to destroy the only indication of support for 
his decision to ascend the bench that his wife had made since the governor's call, three 
years ago. 
 Quinn dropped the newspapers on the bookshelf and surveyed his desk. It was 
as he had left it the preceding evening. Every square inch was covered with paperwork 
pertaining to Gideon's sentencing. Quinn eyed the reports, letters and lawbooks as he 
hung up his jacket on the coatrack that held his judicial robes. He sat behind the desk 
and stared some more. He had read every piece of paper several times. He knew some 
of the documents by heart. What he did not know was the proper sentence to impose 
on Frederick Gideon. 
 On Quinn's wall was a framed quotation from Abraham Lincoln, which read: "I'll 
do the very best I know how--the very best I can; and I mean to keep doing so until 
the end. If the end brings me out all right, what is said against me won't amount to 
anything. If the end brings me out wrong, ten angels swearing I was right would make 
no difference." 
 The judge's father, Oregon Supreme Court Justice Patrick Quinn, had framed the 
quotation and it had hung in the elder Quinn's chambers in the Supreme Court Building 
during his years on the bench. Justice Quinn had died when Richard was fifteen. If his 
father had faults, Richard never learned of them. His wife, who died in the same car 
accident that killed her husband, adored him. No one Richard had ever met had an 
unkind word for Patrick Quinn. Certainly not Frank Price, senior partner in Richard's old 
firm, former partner and best friend of Patrick, and the man who raised Quinn after his 
parents died. True or not, Patrick Quinn's perfection lived in his son's memory as a 
model and a challenge, and the framed quote that Quinn had inherited was the creed 
the judge tried to live by. But doing the right thing was not always easy. 
 Quinn reread the quotation. He thought about Lincoln's words. At this level, all 
decisions were hard and the certainty of mathematics was usually unattainable. He 
could only do his very best, then hope that, in the end, he had chosen correctly. That 
knowledge did not make the knot in his gut less painful, only a bit easier to bear. 
 "Your Honor," Stephen Browder said as he launched into the conclusion of his 
argument in favor of probation, "Frederick Gideon is a local boy who pulled himself out 
of poverty and worked his way through college and law school. Much of his early legal 
career was devoted to helping the poor. As his fortunes improved, he expanded his 
involvement in civic affairs. I am not going to repeat the testimony of the friends, 



business associates and community leaders who have testified in Judge Gideon's behalf 
at this sentencing hearing, but the gist of the testimony of these highly respected 
citizens is that Fred Gideon is a good man, a man worthy of your compassion. He is a 
man who made one tragic mistake in an otherwise blameless life." 
 Browder paused and Quinn studied the defendant. He knew that everything 
Browder said was true. Gideon was basically a good person and he was repentant. 
Quinn's mental image, formed during his brief contacts with Gideon at judicial 
conferences, was of a rotund and jovial man who was always quick with a smile and a 
joke. The months following his arrest had taken the heart out of the jurist. His skin was 
pasty and there were circles under his eyes. He had lost a lot of weight. He had also 
lost his pride. The eyes that Quinn remembered for their twinkle were lifeless and had 
not raised high enough to meet the eyes of Quinn or any witness during the sessions in 
court. 
 "No one, including Judge Gideon, is asking you to excuse what he did," Browder 
continued. "Frederick Gideon sold his judicial opinion for money and he will regret his 
decision to do so every day that remains to him in this life. But, Your Honor, Judge 
Gideon has been severely punished for his transgression in ways far more severe than 
any jail sentence this Court can impose on him. He is a judge no more, having 
voluntarily relinquished his position soon after his arrest in order to protect the bench 
from further controversy." 
 In the front row of the courtroom, Martha Gideon hid her face in her hands. Her 
shoulders shook with each sob. Gideon's daughters tried to comfort their mother while 
fighting back their own tears. 
 "In addition, my client will be disbarred and lose not only his means of earning a 
living but his right to practice a profession in which he has spent most of his adult life. 
A profession he loves. 
 "There is more, and it is the worst punishment. Before he brought this shame on 
himself, the name Frederick Gideon stood for integrity, honesty. My client was someone 
who was widely admired. Judge Gideon has disgraced his good name and he may never 
be able to reclaim his dignity." 
 Browder was an imposing attorney with wavy gray hair and a dignified bearing. 
He paused and placed his hand on his client's shoulder. Gideon flinched, as if the touch 
had burned him. 
 "The ability to show compassion is essential in a judge," Browder said. "I ask you 
to show compassion to this man. Please look beyond this single transgression to Fred 
Gideon's countless good deeds. He is a decent person who made one tragic mistake. 
Probation is the appropriate sentence for this man." 
 Browder sat down. Quinn could put off his decision no longer. He looked across 
his courtroom at the defendant. 
 "Mr. . . . ," Quinn began. Then he corrected himself. 4'Judge Gideon. Even 
though you are no longer on the bench, I will address you as a judge because you have 
served as a judge for a long time. By all accounts, with the exception of the incident 
that brings you to this sorry pass, you have been a good judge." 
 Quinn's voice caught in his throat and he was afraid that he might not be able to 



go on. There was a pitcher of water and an empty glass at his elbow. Quinn filled the 
glass slowly to give himself time to recover. He sipped the water until he felt his 
composure return. 
 "I'm relatively new to the bench. I suspect that's why I was assigned your case. 
You sat in another county, our contacts have been few. Most of what I know about you 
I have learned during this sentencing hearing. As I said, I'm new to the bench, but I 
suspect that I may never have to make a more difficult decision than the one I will 
make today." 
 In front of Quinn were notes he had made in his chambers the night before. He 
consulted them for a moment. 
 "Judge Gideon, some of the finest people in this state have spoken on your 
behalf and your lawyer has been eloquent in his plea for leniency, but there is a 
presence that speaks more eloquently than any of your lawyers or your witnesses. It is 
this courtroom with its high ceilings, marble floors and walls of dark wood. This 
courtroom reminds me of the dignity and majesty of the law and it speaks to the duties 
of a judge." 
 Gideon's head hung down and he stared at the top of the counsel table. 
 "We have a code of judicial conduct in Oregon. It forbids judges to commit 
criminal acts or engage in fraudulent conduct. You would expect that. But it also says 
that judges have to act honorably not just because fraudulent and criminal acts are 
forbidden by law but because acting at all times in an honorable way promotes public 
confidence in our judges and our courts." 
 Quinn paused. This was as hard as he thought it would be. 
 "Judge, I know how much you have suffered and will suffer every day of your 
life. You are a decent man who knows that you have committed a great wrong. When 
you sold your judicial decision for money, you did far more than simply rob a litigant of 
a fair hearing. You committed an act that called into question the integrity of the 
American system of justice. You committed an act that undermined the confidence of 
our citizens in the judiciary. In effect, you betrayed the people of this state. I know that 
you understand what you did and I can see how much you are suffering. I want to give 
you probation, but I would be committing a great wrong myself if I did not sentence 
you to prison." 
 Martha Gideon moaned. The defendant was sobbing quietly. His attorney looked 
as if it were he who would soon be behind bars. 
 "If you are the person I believe you are, you will know that I am doing the right 
thing today by sentencing you to the Oregon State Penitentiary for two years. If you 
are not able to appreciate your sentence, then I have probably been far too lenient." 
 [2] 
 Presiding Circuit Court Judge Stanley Sax found Quinn in his chambers shortly 
after noon. Quinn's secretary was at lunch and his clerk was also gone. An uneaten 
ham and cheese sandwich and a sealed bag of potato chips lay on Quinn's desk next to 
an unopened can of Coke in a small space that had been created by pushing aside 
some of the paperwork in Judge Gideon's case. Quinn was seated in shirtsleeves in 
front of his untasted food. 



 Sax sat in a chair across from Quinn without being asked. He was a small, 
solemn-looking man with a paunch. Except for a fringe of curly black hair that was 
going gray and a few odd strands on the top of his head, Sax was bald. 
 "You going to eat those?" Sax asked, pointing at the bag of potato chips. Quinn 
shook his head and Sax leaned across the desk and grabbed the bag. 
 "You look down in the dumps," Sax said as he wrestled the bag open. 
 "It wasn't easy sentencing a fellow judge to prison." 
 "That's why they pay us the big bucks." 
 Sax popped a few chips in his mouth. He chewed for a moment. Then he said, 
"There's something I want you to think about." 
 Quinn waited while Sax popped some more potato chips into his mouth. 
 "You gonna drink all of your Coke?" he asked. 
 Quinn opened the tab. As he handed the can to Sax, he asked, "Do you want my 
sandwich, too?" 
 "Thanks, but I ate already." Sax took a swig from the can. "Katherine Rowe is 
moving over to domestic relations from the homicide rotation. Craig Kittles was 
supposed to take her place, but it looks like he'll be getting the U. S. magistrate 
appointment. That leaves me a judge short." 
 It took Quinn a moment to catch on. In order to develop expertise, the judges in 
Multnomah County were assigned to rotations where they heard particular types of 
cases for set periods of time. Judge Rowe was transferring to the panel that dealt only 
with divorces, adoptions and other family matters. Some judges heard civil or criminal 
cases exclusively for a year or two. There were three judges who handled only homicide 
cases. The rotation was for one or two years, based on the judge's preference. 
Homicide was the most prestigious and demanding rotation and was usually reserved 
for judges with years of experience. 
 "You want me to go into the homicide rotation?" Quinn asked incredulously. 
 "You catch on fast. That's what I like about you. You're also not afraid to do 
what's right. You need brass balls to handle a death case. Not everyone can drop the 
hammer. You showed me a lot today." 
 "I'm flattered, but I've only been sitting as a judge for three years." 
 "Don't go modest on me, Dick. I've heard Frank Price say that you were giving 
out legal opinions on your daddy's lap when you were three, and you don't make 
partner at Price, Winward without getting a little bit of experience along the way. You're 
smarter than any other judge in this county with the exception of yours truly. Plus, and 
this is a big plus for someone who's going to deal in matters of life and death, you 
wanted to be a judge for all the right reasons. You didn't take this job because your 
practice wasn't going well or for the prestige or the power. I've been watching you. 
You're Pat Quinn's son, all right." 
 Sax paused. He ate another chip. While he chewed he looked Quinn in the eye. 
 "You want it, it's yours." 
 "How soon do you need to know?" 
 "Take a day or two to think about it." Sax stood up. "Don't let me down. And 
stop feeling guilty. If it's any comfort to you, I would have given Gideon the whole five 



years. So would your dad." 
 [3] 
 Francis Xavier Price, the Price in Price, Winward, Lexington, Rice and Quinn, had 
been a major force in Oregon legal and political circles for almost fifty years. He and 
Alan Winward had founded the firm in 1945, as soon as they were discharged from the 
army after serving with distinction in World War II. Both men jumped into the political 
arena at the same time they were forging their legal careers. Alan Winward became a 
state representative, a state senator and governor, while Frank Price maneuvered 
behind the scenes. By the mid-fifties, Roger Lexington, Bill Rice and Patrick Quinn were 
name partners. By the sixties, the firm had over one hundred attorneys and its political 
connections and its list of lucrative clients made Price, Winward the most powerful law 
firm in Oregon. 
 The relationship between Frank Price and Patrick Quinn had always been special. 
When politics began taking more and more of Alan Winward's time, the firm hired the 
slender, nervous young man as its first associate. Within three years, Price and 
Winward made Quinn a partner, partly to recognize his magnificent record of success 
and partly out of fear that he would leave and set up his own practice. Neither partner 
wanted to face his protege in court. 
 When Quinn tired of the grind of a high-level law practice, Frank Price used his 
political connections to secure an appointment to the Oregon Supreme Court for the 
man who had become like a son to the Prices, who had no children of their own. When 
Richard's parents were killed three years into the justice's first term on the court, Frank 
and Anna Price had not hesitated to take in Richard and raise him. 
 Frank Price was a gaunt and wiry bantamweight who still went to work every day 
at the age of eighty. For most of his adult life, Price had lived in a large house in 
Dunthorpe, but he had moved to a condominium in downtown Portland soon after his 
wife died. Quinn visited his surrogate father after work whenever he could. He knew 
how much in love Frank had been with his wife and how lonely he was since Anna's 
death. Quinn hoped that his visits helped Frank get through his dark period. 
 By the time Quinn left the courthouse shortly after six, the rain had let up. When 
Price opened the door for Quinn, the judge could see the lights of cars streaming over 
the bridges that spanned the Willamette River through the wide and high windows that 
made up the outer wall of the apartment. 
 "Come on in," Price said with a smile. "Can I get you something to eat? Some 
coffee?" 
 "Just coffee. I'm meeting Laura for Thai food in half an hour." 
 Price walked into the kitchen. He was a little stiff. Arthritis. His complexion was 
pale, too, but he still swam fifteen hundred meters every weekday. Price had never 
surrendered in court and he was not giving in to old age. 
 "I heard about Gideon," Price called in from the kitchen. 
 "It was a tough call," Quinn said. 
 "A good result, though. I've never been able to stomach lawyers and judges who 
break the law. They always have an excuse." 
 Quinn shrugged. He still felt lousy about what he had done, even though he felt 



that his sentence could not be avoided. 
 Price returned to the living room, carrying two steaming mugs of coffee. Quinn 
was sitting on the couch in front of a low table. Price set one mug in front of him and 
took a seat in an antique wooden rocker. 
 "I bet you feel like shit." 
 Quinn smiled wearily. Frank had always been able to read his mind. 
 "It'll pass. Come this time next week, you'll be feeling a whole lot better. Know 
why? By next week, you'll have figured out that you did the right thing." 
 "I don't know--" Quinn started, but Price cut him off impatiently. 
 "Of course, you know. Gideon is a crook and a disgrace to the bench. He knew 
what he was doing when he took that money and he deserves every day of the 
sentence you imposed on him. 
 "Besides, if it's any comfort, you can count on the Parole Board cutting him loose 
inside of six months." 
 Quinn looked up. 
 "You don't think a man with that many friends is going to do hard time, do you?" 
 Quinn didn't answer. 
 "You're thinking of Gideon's wife and kids, right? Gideon didn't think about what 
would happen to them if he got caught. Why should you? He's an adult, Dick. He was a 
judge. The son of a bitch knew right from wrong and he chose to do wrong. Don't 
forget that. This was the sentence he knew he could get, but he probably convinced 
himself that he would skate if he was caught because he was a judge with friends in 
high places. 
 Maybe the next judge who is tempted to cross the line will think twice because 
you hammered Gideon. Have you considered that?" "No." 
 "Well, stop feeling sorry for yourself and think about it." 
 "I will." 
 Quinn took a sip of coffee. Then he said, "Stan Sax came to my chambers today. 
He wants me to go on the homicide rotation. What do you think?" 
 "It sounds interesting." 
 "I'm not that experienced in criminal law." 
 "You're a quick study, Dick. Stan wouldn't have asked if he didn't think you could 
handle the job." 
 "Yeah." Quinn smiled. "I've already made up my mind to do it." 
 "Good. Say hello to Stan for me, the next time you see him." 
 "I will. Say, did I tell you that I've been asked to speak at the National 
Association of Litigators' annual convention on St. Jerome next month?" 
 "No." 
 "Laura's coming with me. We'll go a few days early. It will be good for her to get 
away and just relax." 
 "St. Jerome should be beautiful this time of year. I'm jealous." 
 Quinn grinned. "I'll be thinking of you as I lie on the beach. The paper said it 
was eighty-four and sunny today." 
 Price laughed. "Go ahead, rub it in, you ingrate. I hope you get hit by a 



hurricane." 
  
 Chapter 5. 
 Shortly after noon, one week after the Hoyt homicide, Lou Anthony returned to 
the Homicide Bureau and found two messages from Gary Yoshida, the lead forensic 
expert on the case. Anthony found the criminalist bent over a microscope in the crime 
lab. 
 "Lou," Yoshida said with a smile. He swiveled the stool on which he was perched. 
Anthony leaned against the counter. Around them, other forensic experts were testing 
drugs, examining objects under microscopes and recording observations on reports that 
were often the difference between a guilty and not guilty verdict. 
 "You called twice," Anthony said, and Yoshida's smile faded. 
 "Thanks for getting back to me so quickly." 
 Anthony shrugged. "What's up?" 
 "Has the Hoyt crime scene been turned back to Senator Crease?" 
 "Yeah. We released it two days ago." 
 "Damn." 
 "What's the matter?" 
 "I'd really like to look it over again." 
 "Why?" 
 Yoshida walked over to his desk and picked up a stack of photographs that had 
been taken in Lamar Hoyt's bedroom. When he found the two that he wanted, Yoshida 
brought them over to Anthony. 
 "I was going through the evidence again when I was writing my report and I 
spotted this," Yoshida said, pointing to a section of each photo that showed the armoire 
that held the television. 
 "'Is that blood spatter?" 
 "'Yeah. And it's got me concerned. I don't like to screw up, but I may have, 
big-time.'' 
 "1 don't get it." 
 Yoshida explained the problem to Anthony. When he was finished, the detective 
looked upset. 
 "'How certain about this are you?" 
 "I've got to see the scene in three dimensions to be sure. That's why I want to 
look at the bedroom again." 
 "Shit." Anthony took a deep breath. 44Okay. Look, two days isn't that long, and I 
don't imagine Crease is staying in the bedroom. Maybe the scene hasn't been altered 
yet. We could take a drive out to the estate. Can you go now?" 
 "You bet." 
 "Then let's head out." 
 "Great." 
 "Not if you find what you're looking for," Anthony answered grimly. 
 Days of biting cold followed the heavy rains that had disrupted the commerce of 
the city. Low gray clouds drifted in an iron sky and threatened more rain. The winding 



country roads that led to the Hoyt estate were clear of debris, but the landscape looked 
bedraggled and grimy. 
 Anthony rolled down his window so he could use the speakerphone at the front 
gate. A gust of cold wind rushed into the police car. After a brief wait, James Allen 
buzzed Anthony and Yoshida through the gate. The estate grounds had been hard hit 
by the weather. The colors had been leeched out of the hedges and the lawn by the 
pale light, and the foliage bowed down, cowed by the cold and the threat of rain. The 
house looked deserted and dispirited as if it were in mourning. 
 Anthony circled the turnaround and parked near the front door. The houseman 
was waiting for them. He had the door open as soon as Anthony and Yoshida were out 
of their car. The men hunched their shoulders and walked with speed into the entry 
hall. 
 "Good afternoon, Mr. Allen," Anthony said. "Is Senator Crease in?" 
 "No, sir. She's campaigning in eastern Oregon. I don't expect her back until 
Monday. Is there something I can do for you?" 
 "Yeah. It's actually better if we don't have to bother the senator. This is Gary 
Yoshida from our crime lab. We want to take another look at the bedroom." 
 "I'm not sure I can let you do that. Ms. Crease left me strict orders that no one 
but the cleaning people were to be allowed in the bedroom." 
 "Has the bedroom been cleaned up already?" Anthony asked, trying hard to hide 
his concern. 
 "No, sir. A crew is coming tomorrow morning." 
 "Senator Crease probably wanted to keep reporters out of the house. She 
wouldn't want to interfere with our investigation." 
 "I'm sure you're right, but I can't let you in the room without talking to her." 
 "Why don't you phone?" 
 "I can try. I have the number of her hotel in Pendleton. Do you want to wait in 
the living room?" 
 "Sure." 
 "Can I get you something to drink? Some coffee or tea?" 
 Anthony glanced at Yoshida. The forensic expert shook his head. 
 "No, thanks," Anthony told the houseman. 
 Anthony knew where the living room was from his official visit to the estate on 
the evening of the murder, but he let Allen direct him to it. The vast room was 
dominated by a massive stone fireplace. A Persian carpet, similar to the carpet in the 
entry hall, lay over the hardwood floor. Yoshida tried to be nonchalant, but as soon as 
Allen was gone, he said, "This room is almost as big as my house. We're in the wrong 
business, Lou." 
 "I don't know, Gary. The owner's dead and we're still ticking." 
 Anthony and Yoshida settled themselves on one of the large sofas that flanked 
the fireplace, and waited for the houseman to return. A fire had not been laid in the 
grate and the room was chilly. Anthony was beginning to regret turning down the offer 
of coffee when Allen reentered the room. The policemen stood up and met him 
halfway. 



 "I'm sorry. Ms. Crease has already left the hotel and I have no idea when I'll be 
able to talk to her." 
 "Thanks for trying, but we really do have to see the room." 
 "I thought the investigation was complete." 
 "For the most part, but we have a few loose ends to tie up." 
 "I don't want to impede your investigation, but without Ms. Crease's permission . 
. . ," Allen said hesitantly. 
 Anthony tired of diplomacy. He was all for civility, but he was used to getting his 
way, like most policemen. 
 "Look," Anthony said sharply, "this is an official police investigation into the 
death of your employer and Senator Crease's husband. You're telling me the bedroom is 
going to be cleaned tomorrow. By the time you talk to Senator Crease any evidence in 
that room will be destroyed. We need to get into the bedroom and we need to do it 
now." 
 "All right," Allen said reluctantly. "You can go up. The room is locked. I'll get the 
key for you." 
 "Thanks. We won't be long." 
 Anthony knew the way to the bedroom and he did not want the houseman 
tagging along, so Anthony told Allen that there was no need for him to accompany 
them. He sensed that Allen was relieved that he would not have to reenter the 
bedroom. 
 As soon as Yoshida opened the door, Anthony started to envy Allen. The room 
had been sealed and the windows were closed. The stench of death still hung in the 
stale air. 
 Anthony took a step into the bedroom, but Yoshida held out his arm to block 
him. Anthony stepped back into the corridor as Yoshida switched on the lights. The 
forensic expert stood in the doorway and slowly surveyed the room. He was carrying 
the Hoyt file in an attache case. When he had seen what he wanted to see from the 
doorway, Yoshida walked over to the bed and set down the attache on Lamar Hoyt's 
end table. Then he took out the crime scene photographs and the lab -reports and 
shuffled through them. Every so often, he compared a photograph to the section of the 
room it portrayed. When he was through with the photographs, Yoshida began studying 
sections of the room. He stood at the door to the bathroom for a while, then inspected 
the armoire that stood opposite the foot of the bed against the south wall. After he was 
shot, Martin Jablonski had crumpled to the floor with his feet almost touching the side 
of the armoire that faced the west wall. A fine spray of blood that discolored the 
west-facing side of the armoire about six feet above the carpet attracted Yoshida's 
attention. 
 Occasionally, Yoshida made notes on a yellow pad. 
 Other times he asked Anthony to hold one end of a roll of string over a particular 
patch of blood while he unrolled the string and straightened it at some point before 
squatting down and sighting back along it toward Anthony. Sometimes Yoshida 
employed a tape measure. Except to clarify Yoshida's instructions, Anthony kept quiet, 
even though he was anxious to learn Yoshida's conclusions. 



 Yoshida put everything back in the attache and snapped the locks closed. 
Anthony looked at him expectantly. Yoshida looked very grim. He explained his 
conclusions to Anthony with scientific detachment while walking the detective through 
every step in his reasoning and showing him the physical evidence that supported his 
opinion. Anthony's mood grew more morose with each new detail. 
 When Yoshida was through, Anthony told him to wait in the living room while he 
went in search of James Allen. The detective found the houseman in the kitchen. A 
huge, tiled center island with several stove lights dominated the room. Anthony spotted 
two dishwashers and two ovens. Copperware hung from the ceiling. Allen was seated at 
a large wooden table polishing silverware. He stood up when Anthony entered. 
 "Are you through, sir?" 
 "Just about. I wanted to ask a few questions, though." 
 "Please." 
 "How long did you work for Mr. Hoyt?" 
 "A long time. Mr. Hoyt first employed me in the West Side Home of Heavenly 
Rest. When he purchased this estate, he asked me if I would work for him here." 
 "Was Mr. Hoyt a good employer?" 
 "He was the best, sir," Allen answered. He paused and it was clear to Anthony 
that the houseman was struggling. 
 "I want to be completely honest, Detective. I don't want you thinking that I have 
concealed information. When I was a young man . . . well, sir, I killed a man. There is 
no other way to put it." 
 Allen looked down, embarrassed by his confession. 
 "I was convicted of manslaughter and I served two years in prison. I was twenty 
when I was paroled. I was a high school dropout with no job skills who bore the stigma 
of a felony conviction. No one would hire me. I was sleeping in missions, barely able to 
keep myself together. I seriously considered suicide on more than one occasion. Then 
Mr. Hoyt hired me. He . . . well, sir, it would be quite accurate to say that he saved my 
life. Simply giving me a job would have been enough, but he did much more. When my 
mother grew ill, Mr. Hoyt paid for her care and he financed my education." 
 Allen looked directly into Anthony's eyes. "Mr. Hoyt was not merely my employer. 
He was my savior. His death has been very hard on me." 
 "I appreciate your candor." 
 "Thank you, sir." 
 "If you worked for Mr. Hoyt since you were twenty, I guess you were with him 
through all three marriages." 
 "Yes, sir." 
 "I gather that the first two were pretty stormy toward the end." 
 "They were." 
 "How about his marriage to the senator? Did Mr. Hoyt and Senator Crease get 
along?" 
 Allen looked uncomfortable. "I shouldn't be discussing Mr. Hoyt's private life." 
 Anthony nodded. "I appreciate that, but this is a murder investigation and it's 
suddenly become important that I learn a little more than I already know about the 



personal life of Mr. Hoyt and Ellen Crease." 
 "Really, Detective Anthony, I don't feel it s proper for me to comment." 
 Anthony placed his slablike forearms on the kitchen table and leaned forward 
slightly. 
 "Mr. Allen, there is no place for delicacy here. Martin Jablonski splattered your 
boss's brains all over his expensive bed linens. Life doesn't get more indelicate than 
that. What I want to know is why he did that. If you respect Mr. Hoyt as much as you 
seem to, you'd want to help me out here." 
 Allen looked confused. "I thought Mr. Hoyt was killed during a burglary. What 
possible relevance could the state of his marriage have to your investigation?" 
 "Let's just say that we're looking into other possibilities." 
 "And you suspect Ms. Crease?" 
 "I'm afraid that I can't go into that." 
 Allen considered the implications of Anthony's answer. Then he said, "For most 
of their marriage, Mr. Hoyt and Ms. Crease got along quite well." 
 "Most?" 
 "Yes, sir." 
 "When did they stop getting along?" 
 "Recently." 
 "What made you think there were problems?" 
 "They quarreled. Not all of the time, you understand. But there were 
arguments." 
 "About what?" 
 "I really can't say." 
 "Do you think Senator Crease was in love with her husband?" 
 Allen thought about the question for a moment before answering. 
 "Yes. When he died she took it very badly. I know that she has not made a 
public display of her grief, but in the privacy of this house ... in my opinion she is still 
grief-stricken." 
 "Was Mr. Hoyt in love with Senator Crease?" 
 "I believe so." 
 "Believe?" 
 "Well, there were the arguments." 
 "Was she cheating on him?" 
 "Not that I knew, but she wouldn't have brought men back here, would she?" 
 "What about Mr. Hoyt? Was he cheating on her?" 
 The houseman's eyes dropped briefly. 
 "Not that I knew," Allen replied. 
 "What does that mean?" 
 "If you're aware of Mr. Hoyt's marital history, you know that he has always had a 
problem with fidelity." 
 "Did you ever hear Senator Crease accuse her husband of cheating on her?" 
 "No." 
 "Did the senator ever threaten her husband?" 



 "I never heard any threats," Allen answered evasively. 
 "Let me put this another way. Did you ever get concerned for Mr. Hoyt because 
of anything Ellen Crease did?" 
 Allen considered the question. 
 "The arguments . . . some of them were very loud. I couldn't hear what was 
said, but the tone . . . I'm afraid that's all I can say." 
 Anthony stood up. "Thank you for talking to me. I know it wasn't easy." 
 "No, sir, it wasn't." 
 Anthony was grateful that Yoshida did not say much during the short ride back 
to the Justice Center. The detective liked Ellen Crease. He respected her. But there was 
no way of avoiding the implications of the blood spatter patterns in the master 
bedroom. 
 The discovery that Jablonski may have been paid to break into the Hoyt mansion 
had complicated the investigation by turning a simple burglary into a possible murder 
conspiracy. Now the discovery of the blood spatter evidence forced Anthony to add 
Crease to the list of people who might have paid Jablonski to murder Lamar Hoyt. If it 
turned out that Ellen Crease was behind her husband's murder, he would arrest her. He 
did not want to do that, either, but he would if his duty demanded it. 
  
 Chapter 6. 
 Cedric Riker looked around the interior of the Lumberjack Tavern with jerky head 
movements that betrayed his nervousness. The Multnomah County district attorney was 
not used to meeting people after midnight in workingmen's bars. He liked to conduct 
business over power breakfasts at upscale hotels or pricey dinners at trendy 
restaurants. 
 Riker was a slender man of medium height who wore wire-rimmed glasses and 
styled blond hair. He usually dressed elegantly, but he was wearing jeans, a flannel 
shirt and a navy-blue ski jacket for this clandestine meeting with Benjamin Gage's 
hatchet man, Ryan Clark. Riker's attempt to blend in with the customers in the 
Lumberjack was doomed to failure. None of the construction workers or bikers who 
drank there wore polished wing-tip shoes. 
 As soon as Riker's eyes adjusted to the dark interior, he spotted Clark waiting for 
him in a booth in the bar's darkest corner. Riker slid onto the bench across from Clark 
until he was pressed against the wall. There was an empty glass and a pitcher of beer 
between the two men, but Riker ignored them. 
 "Ben appreciates your meeting with me." 
 "He won't be so happy if some reporter sees us here," Riker snapped. "Let's get 
this over with." 
 Cedric Riker was an arrogant and insecure man who liked to throw his weight 
around. He could not afford to antagonize Benjamin Gage, a powerful political ally and 
a source of campaign funds, but Clark was only an employee. Riker detested Clark with 
his mysterious ways and intimidating scar, and he was never civil to him. Riker's 
bullying tactics had no effect on Clark. He despised Riker, but he kept his contempt well 
hidden because Riker was useful to his boss on occasion. 



 "We're very worried about the impact of Lamar Hoyt's murder on Ben's 
campaign," Clark said. 
 "You should be. Crease is playing this for all she can get. The press is making 
her sound like a cross between Joan of Arc and Annie Oakley." 
 "Ben understands that there are new developments in the case. He'd like to 
know what they are." 
 "What kind of developments?" Riker asked warily. 
 "Something to do with Jablonski and some money. Our source wasn't clear." 
 Riker was angry. Someone was leaking the details of the Hoyt investigation. Still, 
if Gage wanted to know, Riker was not going to keep the information from him. 
 "Jablonski s an ex-con with a history of violence. He just got out of the Oregon 
State Penitentiary eight months ago. He was serving time for a series of home 
burglaries in wealthy neighborhoods. In a few cases, he pistol-whipped the victims. He 
hurt one of them pretty badly. Killing Hoyt would be consistent with his modus 
operandi. But Lou Anthony's found a few things that don't look right." 
 "Such as?" 
 Riker took a quick and nervous look around the tavern. When he was satisfied 
that no one was listening, he said, "The search of Jablonski's apartment turned up ten 
thousand dollars in cash in a shoe box. It was hidden in the bedroom closet. Jablonski 
may have been paid to make a hit." 
 "On Hoyt?" 
 "Or Crease. Then again, the money and the Hoyt break-in might be 
unconnected. Except ..." 
 "Yes?" Clark prodded. 
 Riker leaned across the table and lowered his voice. 
 "Lou went back to the crime scene with a forensic expert. There's something 
wrong with the blood." 
 "The blood?" 
 Riker explained what Anthony had told him. When he finished, Clark looked 
thoughtful. 
 "What are you planning to do?" he asked. 
 "I know Ben's losing votes, but I've got to move very slowly. Ben should 
understand that. Everyone knows that he's one of my supporters. If I go after Crease 
without the goods, it will hurt both of us." 
 Clark nodded. Riker waited for him to say something else. Instead, Clark stood 
up. 
 "It would be better if we left separately. I'll let Ben know how helpful you've 
been." 
 Riker watched Clark walk out of the tavern. When the door closed, Riker 
shuddered involuntarily. He just did not feel right around Gage's A. A. The guy was 
spooky. A few minutes later, Riker left the Lumberjack. Outside, the rain had let up, but 
the wind was blowing. Riker hunched his shoulders and walked quickly to his car. 
  
 Chapter 7. 



 [1] 
 Hoyt Industries corporate headquarters was housed in a three-story, no-frills 
concrete box a few minutes from the Wilsonville exit on 1-5. A parking lot surrounded 
the building and a field surrounded the parking lot. There were minimal attempts at 
landscaping. Anthony parked in a spot reserved for visitors. A receptionist sat behind a 
wide desk in the lobby. Anthony named the person whom he wanted to see. A few 
minutes later, he was sitting across the desk from Stephen Appling, Hoyt's senior 
vice-president. 
 Appling was dressed in a gray, pinstriped Armani suit and a silk Hermes tie. His 
curly salt-and-pepper hair had been styled and he had a tan in spite of the weather. He 
seemed the antithesis of someone who would work for a good old boy like Lamar Hoyt. 
Then, again, anyone as country smart as Hoyt would see the value in hiring a shrewd 
businessman who would feel at home with blue-blood bankers and wealthy investors. 
 Anthony noticed several golf trophies on a low credenza behind Appling's desk 
and a framed Wharton M. B. A. next to several photographs of Appling playing golf with 
various celebrities. 
 "Is that Michael Jordan?" Anthony asked. 
 Appling smiled. "Hoyt Industries hosts a celebrity golf tournament every year to 
raise money for charity." 
 "Did you play with Jordan?" 
 "No. I played with Gerald Ford that time. I did get in a round with Michael at 
Pebble Beach, though. We were trying to recruit him for an endorsement contract. It 
didn't work out." 
 Anthony's brow furrowed. "What product was Jordan supposed to endorse? Not 
the mortuary business?" 
 Appling threw his head back and laughed. 
 "No, Detective, not the mortuaries. Actually, the funeral parlors were only a small 
part of Lamar's financial interests. Hoyt Industries owns a company that manufactures 
supplies for funeral homes nationally, a trucking company and Modern Screen 
Theaters." 
 "That's Hoyt Industries?" 
 Appling nodded. "We operate eighty percent of the movie theaters in Oregon, 
Washington and Idaho and we're expanding into northern California. We were talking to 
Michael about being a spokesman for the theaters." 
 "So this is a big operation." 
 Appling smiled sadly. "Lamar liked to come across as a hick, but he was anything 
but. His business expertise rivaled that of any of the M. B. A.'s he employed, yours truly 
included, even though he never graduated from high school. He is sorely missed around 
here." 
 "Who's running the company now that Mr. Hoyt is dead?" 
 "I'm the interim president, but the Board of Directors is going to have to select a 
permanent president." 
 "Is Senator Crease going to inherit her husband's stock?" 
 "You'll have to talk to Charles DePaul, Lamar's lawyer, about that." 



 "If she does inherit Mr. Hoyt's shares, will that give her a controlling interest in 
the company?" 
 "Yes," Appling responded. Anthony noticed that he was not smiling now. 
 "So she ll have a big say in how the company runs." 
 "If she wants to, no one can stop her." 
 "You don't seem happy about that." 
 "I'm sure that Senator Crease will do what is best for the company." 
 "But you're not certain?" 
 "Is this just between us, Detective?" 
 "Sure, if that's how you want it." 
 "Ellen Crease is a . . . how shall I say this? Headstrong is a good description. She 
has her own opinions about how to do things. Once those opinions are formed, it is 
difficult to change them. Unfortunately, the senator's views on how to run this company 
are not based on a background in business." 
 "You don't think she's competent to head up Hoyt Industries?" 
 "Don't get me wrong. I have the highest respect for the senator's intelligence, 
and I think she believes that she is capable of running Hoyt Industries. I'm not 
convinced, though." 
 "Who would profit if the senator had been murdered along with her husband?" 
 "You mean with regards to the company?" 
 Anthony nodded. 
 "I guess Junior, if he inherited." 
 "Could he run Hoyt Industries?" 
 "Off the record again?" 
 "Yes." 
 "Junior is a fool and a spendthrift. He would bankrupt this company." 
 "So you don't think Mr. Hoyt contemplated any part in running the company for 
his son?" 
 "I'm certain of it. They weren't even on good terms personally. In fact, shortly 
before his death, Lamar and Junior had a yelling match right here." 
 "About what?" 
 "I don't know. Lamar wouldn't talk about it. I just caught the tail end. I was 
walking over to Lamar's office when his door burst open and Junior came storming out. 
He almost knocked me down. Junior looked furious. When I went into Lamar's office, he 
was just as angry." 
 "Mr. Appling, can you think of anyone who would want Mr. Hoyt dead?" 
 "No, and I have thought about it. We have union problems with the trucking 
concern, of course, and there are employees that we've had to let go, but that's just 
grasping at straws. If you're looking for serious suspects, I can't give you any." 
 "Thank you for your time, Mr. Appling," Anthony said as he stood up. He placed 
a card on the vice-president's desk. "If you think of anything else, please give me a 
call." 
 [2] 
 Charles DePaul's office was not as grandiose as Anthony had expected the office 



of a senior partner in a major law firm to be. It was sparsely furnished and functional. 
DePaul's desk was almost bare. There was an antique reading lamp, some 
correspondence neatly stacked under a glass paperweight, a picture of DePaul's wife 
and three daughters and a single file sitting squarely in the center of the desk. DePaul 
was as unimposing as his office, a short, balding, slightly overweight man who looked 
nothing like the image suggested by his reputation in the Oregon Bar. 
 "You said on the phone that you wanted to discuss the terms of Lamar's will. Can 
you tell me why?" 
 "This is confidential information, Mr. DePaul. So let me ask you first, who is your 
client?" 
 "Lamar Hoyt, Sr." 
 "Not Ellen Crease?" 
 "No, sir." 
 "Mr. DePaul, I need your promise that what is said here will not be repeated." 
 "You can trust my discretion." 
 "There is a possibility that the break-in at the Hoyt estate was more than a 
burglary. The man who broke in may have been paid to kill Mr. Hoyt, his wife or both of 
them. If Mr. Hoyt was the intended victim then I need to know who gains by his death . 
. ." 
 "And the beneficiary of the will is an obvious suspect," DePaul said, completing 
the detective's thought. 
 "Exactly." 
 "Aside from bequests to a few charities, Mr. Allen and some of the employees at 
Hoyt Industries, the major beneficiaries were Ellen Crease and Lamar's only child, 
Lamar, Jr. Senator Crease inherited the bulk of the estate. That would be the house, 
the controlling shares in Hoyt Industries and a number of other bequests." 
 "And his son?" 
 "Lamar left Junior the mortuary business, a quarter of a million dollars in cash 
and a home in the mountains. Junior is an avid skier." 
 Anthony remembered the incident with Lamar, Jr., at the mansion and asked, 
"How did Mr. Hoyt react when the will was read?" 
 DePaul shook his head with disapproval. "Junior caused quite a scene. He 
threatened to contest everything, then he stormed out after flinging a few choice words 
at Senator Crease." 
 "Inheriting a quarter million dollars and a going business would make my day. 
What was bothering Junior?" 
 "The amount that he left to his son was a very small bequest when you consider 
that Lamar's estate is worth twenty million dollars." 
 "Why didn't he leave Junior more?" 
 DePaul considered the question for a moment before answering. "Junior is not 
an idiot, but he's lazy and irresponsible. He's been able to run the mortuaries, but 
Lamar had to keep a close eye on the business. I believe that Lamar wanted to give 
Junior an incentive to work hard. He didn't want to leave him penniless, but he was 
afraid that Junior would not work at all if he had too much money." 



 "He obviously didn't feel that way about his wife." 
 DePaul hesitated. "Detective Anthony, I don't know if I should be telling you this, 
but Lamar and I go way back. If there is something amiss . . . well, I just want to make 
sure that you're fully informed. Shortly before his death, Lamar discussed the possibility 
of changing his will." 
 "In what way?" 
 "He didn't say specifically, but I had the impression that he was going to change 
his bequests to his wife and son dramatically." 
 "How?" 
 "He never came right out and said what he planned to do, but I believe that their 
stake in his estate would have been drastically diminished." 
 "So Senator Crease and Junior benefited when Mr. Hoyt was killed before the will 
was changed?" 
 "Yes. Senator Crease in particular." 
 DePaul paused. He looked troubled, as if a new thought had just occurred to 
him. 
 "Of course, if Ellen was involved in Lamar's murder, Junior would inherit her 
share." 
 "Why is that?" 
 "The law forbids a person to profit from a will if they cause the death of the 
person who made it." 
  
 Chapter 8. 
 Karen Fargo heard the announcement of Lamar Hoyt's murder on the morning 
news while she was driving to work. She had pulled onto the shoulder of the highway 
because she could not see the traffic through her tears and she was shaking so badly 
that she was afraid she would lose control of her car. When she could drive, she took 
the first exit and returned home. She had called in sick that day and the next. 
 On her first day back to work, Mr. Wilhelm had called her into his office and fired 
her. Fargo was in a state of shock and her protests were feeble. Mr. Wilhelm had an 
explanation for his actions, but she barely heard them. She knew why she had been let 
go and who was behind the firing, though that person was so insulated by layers of 
middle management and executive power that she knew she would never be able to 
prove her suspicions. 
 After cleaning out her desk, Fargo drove straight home and called her parents in 
Michigan. She told them about being fired, though not about Lamar. Her parents were 
serious Baptists and would not have approved of her affair with a married man. They 
acted like cheerleaders, reminding her of how smart she was and what good work she 
did. Surely another company would hire her. 
 When Fargo ended her call to her parents, she was upbeat. She did not have 
very much money saved, but she had enough to get by until another job came along. 
There was always a market for a good secretary. Maybe, she thought, it was best that 
she not continue to work at Hoyt Industries, where every day would be a reminder of 
the life she had lost. Maybe being fired was a blessing in disguise. 



 The next day Fargo started her job search with high hopes. She had graduated 
at the top of her secretarial school class, she was attractive and friendly and she always 
received excellent efficiency ratings. Strangely, the jobs did not come. The interviewers 
were always enthusiastic and she left the interviews with high expectations, but her 
phone did not ring. 
 At first, she convinced herself that the companies had lost her number and she 
called them to see if a decision had been made. Most of the time, the person who had 
interviewed her would not take her call. A secretary would tell Fargo that the job had 
been given to someone else. On the few occasions that someone important did talk to 
her, they seemed embarrassed. It was only during the call that she had made two 
hours before to Durham Food Products that she found out why she was being turned 
down for job after job. Mr. Pebbles, the man with whom she'd had such a positive 
interview, sounded uncomfortable when they spoke. Toward the end of their short 
conversation, he told her sympathetically that he would have hired her if her reference 
from Hoyt Industries hadn't been so negative. When Fargo asked the man what he 
meant, Pebbles told her that he had said too much. He wished her luck and hung up. 
 Fargo was too numb to think straight. Then she remembered that all of the jobs 
for which she had applied required references. When she figured out that someone at 
Hoyt Industries was blackballing her, she became frightened, then she became angry. 
Fargo had driven to her old company to confront Mr. Wilhelm, but the security guard 
would not let her into the building. On the ride home, Fargo grew scared. What if she 
could not find a job? How would she live? She had broken down halfway home and she 
was still crying when she opened the front door of her small, rented Cape Cod. 
 Fargo had not bothered to raise her shades that morning and her front room was 
thick with shadows. She turned on a floor lamp. It took her a moment to realize that a 
man was sitting in the armchair near the window. Fargo took a step backward. The 
light from the lamp did not reach all the way to the armchair and she could just make 
out the man's profile. 
 "There's no need to be afraid, Miss Fargo,'' the man said quietly. "I'm a friend, 
and I think you need one." 
 Fargo reached behind her for the doorknob, but she made no move to open the 
front door. 
 "Who . . . who are you?" she asked anxiously. 
 "Someone who wants to help you. Are you upset because you've been turned 
down for another job?" 
 Fargo let go of the doorknob. "How did you know that?" 
 "That's not important. What is important is that you know the identity of the 
person who has been stopping you from getting a job. She's the same person who 
made certain that you were fired from Hoyt Industries. 
 "Miss Fargo, there are people who are concerned about you. People who don't 
think that it's fair that Ellen Crease used her power to have you fired and is using her 
power to keep you from finding work. These people want to secure a job for you. A 
good job that will pay you the salary you deserve." 
 "Why would these people do that for me?" 



 "They're the same people who believe that Ellen Crease is responsible for the 
murder of Lamar Hoyt. They want to see justice done." 
 The man stopped talking to let Fargo absorb what he had said. 
 "What . . . what do you want from me?" she asked. 
 "There is almost enough evidence for the district attorney to indict Ellen Crease. 
The one thing that is missing is a powerful motive. Crease was well taken care of by 
Lamar Hoyt, she had her own career and everyone says that she loved Hoyt and he 
loved her." 
 "That's not true," Fargo interjected. 
 "What isn't true?" 
 "Lamar didn't love her. He loved me." 
 "We know that, Miss Fargo, but the authorities don't. If you give that information 
to the police, they will know Ellen Crease's motive for murder." 
 "I couldn't go to the police," Fargo said. 
 "Of course you could. We would protect you and we would reward you. The day 
after you go to the police someone will call you with a job offer. A very good job offer. 
Someone else will deposit a substantial sum of money into your savings account. I 
believe it's down to three hundred and eighteen dollars, as of this morning." 
 "How . . . how did you know that?" 
 "We're concerned about you, Karen," the man said with compassion. "We were 
afraid that you were suffering financially, so we checked your account to see if you 
needed our help. It looks like we can help each other." 
 The man sounded so sure of himself, so comforting. Why, then, Fargo asked 
herself, did she feel so frightened? 
 "Why don't you tell me about your relationship with Lamar, so we can decide 
what you can say that will help the police?" 
 "I don't know if I should." 
 "Karen, Ellen Crease has already made Lamar Hoyt her victim. Do you want to be 
her victim, too? Crease did 
 not give Lamar a chance to fight back. We are giving you that chance." 
 Fargo considered what the man said while he waited patiently. Then she started 
talking. When she was through, the man asked her questions and she answered them 
truthfully. When he was satisfied with what he heard, he told her what to do. 
 "How do I get in touch with you?" she asked as he crossed the room. 
 "Don't worry about that." 
 He stepped into the pool of light near the front door. Then he was gone and 
Fargo realized that the only thing she knew about her visitor was that once upon a time 
something had happened to him that was violent enough to leave a jagged scar on his 
right cheek: 
  
 Chapter 9. 
 [1] 
 Hoyt & Son's West Side Home of Heavenly Rest was a white, three-story building 
that resembled a plantation home in the antebellum South. Lou Anthony knew that 



there were four other Homes of Heavenly Rest in Oregon, as well as two Heavenly 
Rests in Seattle, Washington, one in Butte, Montana, and one in Boise, Idaho. Junior's 
office was here on the West Side. 
 A crystal chandelier hung over the foyer, but the lighting was subdued. As 
Anthony entered through the wide front doors, a tall, solemn-looking man in a 
mourning coat approached him. 
 "Are you with the Webster party?" 
 "No, I'm not." Anthony flashed his badge. "I'm looking for Mr. Hoyt." 
 The man examined the badge for a moment while Anthony listened to the soft 
strains of organ music that floated toward him from somewhere in the building. 
 "Take the hall on your right. There's a set of stairs at the end. Mr. Hoyt's office is 
at the top of the stairs." 
 The interior of the funeral home was dark woods and dark red draperies, all 
under subdued lighting. There were two chapels on Anthony's left as he walked down 
the hall. One was empty, but a small group of mourners gathered in the other talked in 
hushed tones. A casket dominated the room. A heavyset woman wept in the front row. 
Two young men in ill-fitting black suits tried to comfort her. 
 Anthony found the office easily. An attractive blonde wearing too much makeup 
was talking on the phone when he entered. She glanced at Anthony, told the caller that 
she would get back to her and hung up. 
 "I'm here to see Mr. Hoyt," Anthony said when he had the woman's attention. 
 "What does this concern?" 
 Anthony showed the woman his shield. The secretary disappeared behind the 
only other door in the office. A moment later, she emerged and held it open. 
 The office had the same subdued decor as the rest of the funeral home. Junior 
was sitting behind his desk. He did not look pleased to see Anthony. 
 "What's this about?" Junior asked brusquely. "I'm pretty busy." 
 Anthony sat down across from the mortician without being asked. 
 "I have a few questions I want to ask you. I decided to wait until after the 
funeral. How did it go?" 
 Junior's aggression disappeared. 
 "We gave Dad the best we had. Our Royal Deluxe.'' Junior looked thoughtful. "It 
was so odd seeing him laid out. I see people every day like that, but when it's your own 
father ..." 
 Junior caught himself, embarrassed by his show of emotion. "You said you had 
some questions?" 
 "Just a few. I'll try to make this quick. I understand that you and your father had 
an argument at Hoyt Industries headquarters a few days before he was killed. What 
was that about?" 
 Junior's face registered fear and surprise. 
 "Who told you that?" 
 "I'm afraid I can't reveal my sources." 
 "I bet it was that turd Appling. Well, the argument was a big nothing. Just a 
disagreement about some changes I made at Heavenly Rest." 



 "There wasn't any more to it?" 
 "No," Junior answered nervously. "Why are you interested in an argument I had 
with my father, anyway? I thought the police believed that this was just a burglary by 
that guy Jaworski." 
 "Jablonski," Anthony corrected Junior. "Martin Jablonski. You didn't happen to 
know him, did you?" 
 "Why would I know him?" 
 Suddenly, Anthony's reason for asking the question dawned on Junior. 
 "What the fuck is going on here? You're not suggesting ..." 
 "I'm not suggesting anything." 
 "Well, I think you are. If you really want to find out who's behind my father's 
murder, investigate Ellen Crease." 
 "You made the same accusation against Senator Crease when you were at the 
mansion on the night your father was murdered. Why do you think your stepmother . . 
." 
 "That cunt is not my mother ..." 
 "Senator Crease, then. Why do you think that she had something to do with your 
father's murder?" 
 Junior snorted with derision. "You're some detective. Don't tell me you don't 
know yet." 
 "Know about what?" 
 "Dad was going to dump her. She was on the way out. Then good-bye, sugar 
daddy." 
 "Why do you think that your father was planning to leave Senator Crease?" 
 "You don't know much about my father, if you're asking that question. His wives 
all had a shelf life of about seven years and he began cheating on them way before he 
dumped them. Ask my mom." 
 "So you're going on your father's history with women? You don't have any 
concrete evidence that your father was going to divorce Senator Crease?" 
 "No. I just know my father," he answered bitterly. "He was a user." 
 "You don't seem to have liked him much." 
 Junior seemed suddenly subdued. "My father walked out on my mother and he 
never hid how he felt about me. No matter what I did, it was never good enough. He 
told me to my face what a disappointing incompetent I was, more than once." 
 "He let you run this business." 
 "I'll give him that. But he made it pretty clear to me that I could never expect 
anything more from him." 
 "Like letting you run Hoyt Industries. That was something you must have 
wanted." 
 "Are you kidding? That company is worth millions," Junior answered with a 
combination of anger and wistfulness. "The bitch will get those shares now. My only 
regret is that my father won't get a chance to see her run his life's work into the 
ground." 
 [2] 



 Lou Anthony reached two conclusions as soon as he saw the young woman who 
was waiting in the reception area of the Portland Police Bureau Detective Division. The 
first was a no-brainer. The woman was gorgeous, with smoky emerald eyes and hair 
the shade of auburn that takes your breath away when the leaves change color in the 
fall. 
 Anthony's second conclusion was that the woman would rather be someplace 
else. Her slender hands fidgeted in her lap and she sat too straight, as if preparing for 
flight. Anthony walked over to her and she stood up quickly. The detective figured her 
for five four, but she seemed taller because she was wearing heels. 
 "My name is Lou Anthony. I'm the detective in charge of the Lamar Hoyt case. I 
understand you have something you wanted to tell me." 
 The young woman looked lost. She glanced around the reception area. Anthony 
guessed that she had something to say but was not sure that this was the place she 
should be saying it. 
 "Why don't you come back with me?" Anthony said, holding open the door that 
led to the wide-open spaces where the detectives worked on the thirteenth floor of the 
Justice Center. The woman walked through the door and Anthony directed her to an 
empty interrogation room, where they would have some privacy. 
 "Can I get you something? Coffee?" Anthony asked. The room was small and 
barely held a gray metal table and four chairs. 
 "Coffee, please. Black," the woman answered. 
 "I'll be right back," the detective told her with a reassuring smile. When he 
returned with two steaming cups of coffee, she was still wearing her raincoat. Her 
hands were in her lap and she was twisting in her seat so she could look around the 
tan-painted, concrete-block room. 
 "Are you cold?" Anthony asked. The woman looked puzzled. "I noticed you're still 
wearing your raincoat." 
 Fargo looked down, as if she had not realized that she still had on the coat. She 
took it off and Anthony draped it over a chair. Drops fell from the coat onto the metal 
legs and ran down them toward the floor. When she sat, she picked up her coffee, 
wrapping both hands around the Styrofoam cup for warmth. 
 "I'm sorry," Anthony apologized, "but I didn't get your full name." 
 The woman nervously ran her tongue across her lips before answering. 
 "I'm Karen. Karen Fargo." "Is that Miss or Mrs.?" "I'm not married." 
 "The receptionist said you wanted to speak to someone about Lamar Hoyt's 
murder. Like I said, it's my case, so you can tell me anything you have to say." 
 Fargo hesitated and Anthony waited. Then she said, "I read in the paper that a 
man broke in and shot Lamar. Is that what happened? I mean, are you certain that this 
man . . . that he killed Lamar?" 
 Anthony caught the use of Hoyt's first name but did not change his expression. 
 "We found the bullet that killed Mr. Hoyt and we gave it to the people at the 
police lab. They checked the gun we found next to the intruder. The bullet came from 
that gun, and the intruder's fingerprints were on the gun." 
 "Oh." Fargo looked down as if she were losing the courage that had brought her 



to police headquarters. 
 "Did you think that someone else may have shot Mr. Hoyt?" Anthony asked 
gently. "I . . . Well, I thought . . ." "Yes?" 
 When she answered, Anthony could see that Karen Fargo was very frightened. 
"It wasn't her? His wife? You're certain?" 
 "Why would you think that Ms. Crease shot her husband?" 
 Fargo looked down again. "I ... I shouldn't have come here," she said, and 
started to stand. 
 "Miss Fargo, what was your relationship to Mr. 
 Hoyt?" 
 Karen Fargo burst into tears and collapsed on her chair. 
 "I'm so sorry," she managed. 
 "Do you want some water?" 
 "No. I'll be okay." 
 Fargo took two deep breaths. "We loved each other. We ..." Fargo looked down. 
"We were going to be married." 
 "Mr. Hoyt was already married," Anthony said carefully. 
 Fargo dabbed at her tears again. "He was going to divorce her. He told me so. 
Lamar was going to wait until after the campaign. Then he was going to divorce her 
and marry me." 
 "How long did you have this relationship with Mr. Hoyt?" 
 "About a year. A little less. It started six months after I went to work for his 
company. I'm ... I was a secretary at Hoyt Industries." 
 "And you met Mr. Hoyt there?" Anthony prodded. 
 "At the company picnic. We just started talking. It didn't last for long. He asked 
me my name and how long I'd been there and if I was enjoying my job. I thought he 
was asking to be nice. I was sure he wouldn't even remember me. But he did. About a 
week later, he saw me in the cafeteria and he remembered my name. Then a week 
after that, he called me at my apartment and asked if he could come over. I didn't 
know what to say. I mean, he was the boss of the whole company. I couldn't very well 
say no, could I?" 
 She looked toward Anthony for approval and he gave it to her. She bit her lip 
and looked down at the tabletop. 
 "I was afraid. I ... I thought . . . Well, I knew he was married and I'm not naive. 
But Lamar was a perfect gentleman. He was always a perfect gentleman. 
 "After that first time, he just started visiting. Sometimes he'd take me out to eat. 
Usually when his wife was busy in Salem at the legislature. He didn't come on to me. It 
was just to talk. He said he liked being with me and how he felt he could just be at 
ease when he was with me. There's so much pressure for a businessman like Lamar, 
you know, and he felt that his wife was so busy with her own work that she didn't have 
time for him.'' 
 "So you started sleeping with him?" 
 Fargo looked straight at Anthony. 
 "He was lonely. It was sad. He had all that money and his big house, but he was 



lonely." 
 "When did Mr. Hoyt start talking about marriage?" 
 "Right around when his wife said she was going to run for the U. S. Senate. That 
really upset Lamar, because it meant that she would be living in Washington, D. C., and 
he would never get to see her. He said that it would be like they weren't even married." 
 "Miss Fargo, Lamar Hoyt was murdered on January seventh. Why did you wait 
until now to come see me?" 
 Karen Fargo's eyes widened with fright. Then she looked away. 
 "I don't know," she answered. "It's just been eating at me. Lamar dying like that. 
It didn't seem right." 
 "Do you have anything concrete that would prove Ms. Crease was behind her 
husband's death?" 
 "No. Just that Lamar said he thought she might know about us." 
 "He did? When did he say that?" 
 "A few weeks before he was killed. He said she was acting funny around him and 
that we had to be careful. He wanted to know if anything unusual had happened. 
Strange phone calls or anyone watching or following me." 
 "And did any of that happen?" 
 "Not that I knew of." 
 Anthony tried to think of something else to askFargo, but he couldn't. He was 
not surprised to discover that Hoyt had a mistress. It fit his pattern. Ellen Crease was a 
little older than the first two wives when she'd become wife number three, but not 
much older. She was now around the age of the other exes when Hoyt cut his ties with 
them. 
 "Thank you for coming in to talk to me, Miss Fargo. I can see how hard it was for 
you." 
 Anthony thought Fargo looked relieved that he was not going to ask her any 
more questions. Anthony shook her hand and showed her out. Back at his desk, he 
swiveled his chair and looked out the wide windows. Rain again. Surprise, surprise. 
Some days he would give everything he owned for one sunny day. 
 Anthony felt sorry for Karen Fargo. He imagined that Hoyt's attentions must have 
seemed like something out of a fairy tale to a secretary who is suddenly transformed 
into the mistress of a millionaire. Was Hoyt really intending to dump Crease for Fargo or 
was he simply dangling the possibility of marriage in front of Fargo to keep her in his 
bed? 
 As Anthony went to get a fresh cup of coffee, he thought about a question Fargo 
had asked. Was he certain that Jablonski had killed Hoyt? Definitely, as far as the 
physical act went, but what about the blood spatter evidence and the money? And then 
there was the fact that all the security systems at the estate were off when Jablonski 
broke in. Crease had a reasonable explanation for that, but did he believe it? Crease 
had definitely benefited from Hoyt's death. She had skyrocketed in the polls, and there 
was the insurance and the will. These were all motives for murder. Now there was 
another motive for Crease to hire Jablonski. 
 Anthony let the thought hang in the air. He turned it around and examined it. He 



did not want to believe that Ellen Crease was a murderer. Anthony liked Crease. 
 He had no doubt that Hoyt's death had really hurt her. She had shown little 
emotion other than anger in her press conferences, but he had seen her right after the 
murder and he would swear that her grief was real. That actually weighed against her. 
If Ellen really loved Lamar, the knowledge that he had a lover and was ready to leave 
her would be a powerful motive to kill. Anthony decided that it was time to have 
another meeting with the district attorney. 
  
 Chapter 10. 
 [1] 
 Ryan Clark entered the pool house just as United States Senator Benjamin Gage 
began the final lap of his morning workout. Clark was six feet tall, darkly handsome and 
very fit. When he moved, he exuded a quiet confidence that warned off muggers and 
attracted the attention of beautiful women, who found the jagged scar on Clark's right 
cheek fascinating. They always asked about it and Clark had invented a story that 
seemed to satisfy their curiosity. 
 The only time Benjamin Gage had ever mentioned the scar was at the end of 
Clark's interview for a job at StarData, Gage's high-tech company. The conversation had 
taken place eight years earlier when Clark was twenty-nine and Gage was thirty-eight. 
Clark was wearing a beard at the time and the scar was barely visible. The formal part 
of the interview, which had been conducted in Gage's office at company headquarters, 
was over and the two men had adjourned to a smart restaurant in Northwest Portland 
for dinner. Their booth was in the back. Gage was a frequent customer. When he dined 
at the restaurant it was understood that the booth next to his would be kept vacant. 
Gage paid a premium for this that he could easily afford. 
 "Where did you get the scar?" Gage had asked. His own face was unmarked and 
ruggedly handsome. 
 Clark had hesitated before answering. That was when Gage knew that the scar 
had something to do with the five years on Clark's resume that read "Naval 
Intelligence--Administrative Responsibilities.'' When Gage had asked Clark to describe 
his administrative duties during the interview at the office, Clark had been creatively 
evasive and Gage had let it pass. He knew he would pursue the question at dinner. 
 Gage had leaned back against the wine-red leather. There was no one else 
around. Their corner of the restaurant was suitably dark. When he spoke, Gage looked 
directly into Clark's eyes. A few years later, during Gage's first successful run for 
Congress, this ability to look people in the eye had convinced voters of Gage's sincerity. 
Clark was not affected at all and he was able to keep eye contact long enough to make 
Gage blink first, something few people could accomplish. 
 "Look, Ryan, you're not interviewing to be a security guard. If I wanted a 
rent-a-cop, I'd call Pinkerton. I wouldn't conduct my job search through the chairman of 
the Senate Committee on Covert Operations. I need a man who can be counted on to 
do odds and ends that other people can't, or won't, do," Gage had said, proving that he 
could be as creatively evasive as Clark. "You want me to pay you six figures to do these 
odd jobs. I'm not going to pay that kind of money or trust someone with this type of 



work without knowing everything there is to know about the man I'm hiring. So tell me 
about the scar." 
 There had been no more hesitation. Gage liked that. It meant Clark could make 
important decisions quickly. He also liked the fact that Clark did not touch the scar or 
do anything else to indicate that he even thought about it. 
 "This is a knife wound I received in a Mideast country. The man who stabbed me 
was lying next to two other bodies. I thought he was dead. When I leaned down to 
secure his weapon, he stabbed me." 
 "Who were these men?" 
 "It was two men and a woman," Clark had answered without emotion. "They 
were terrorists who directed the suicide bombing of the American Embassy in Paris." 
 "I remember the bombing, but I don't remember reading that the people behind 
it were caught." 
 "You wouldn't have." 
 "What happened to the man who stabbed you?" 
 "Another member of my team shot him." 
 "I see. Tell me, Ryan, did this incident occur when you were a navy SEAL?" 
 "No." 
 "Was this one of your 'administrative responsibilities' in Naval Intelligence?" 
 "I'm afraid I can't answer that question, Mr. Gage." 
 "Not even if refusing to answer costs you the job?" 
 Clark had smiled. He knew he had the job. He knew Gage was trying to play with 
him. Gage had held his ground for a moment. Then he had returned the smile. Clark 
had been doing this and that for Gage ever since. 
 Moments after Clark was admitted to Gage's house, a servant placed a pitcher of 
fresh-squeezed orange juice, a pot of steaming coffee and a plate with two croissants 
on a table that stood on the tiled deck of Gage's twenty-five-meter lap pool. The lap 
pool was four lanes wide and heated. Entering the humid air of the pool house caused 
beads of sweat to form on the brow and upper lip of Senator Gage's administrative 
assistant. Clark sat down at the table and watched Gage make his final turn. Then he 
lost interest and glanced out through the wall of glass on the east side of the pool 
house. On most days, Clark would have seen the apple orchards, lush farmlands and 
green foothills that stood between Gage s twelve-thousand-square-foot home of glass 
and cedar and the snow-covered slopes of Mount Hood. But today the landscape was 
gray with mist and there was little to see. 
 Gage boosted himself out of the pool. He was forty-six years old, but he was 
only slightly slower in the pool than he had been in his days as a competitive swimmer. 
Some of the hair that covered Gage's lanky body was starting to silver. 
 Gage toweled himself dry, then crossed the pool deck and sat opposite Clark. 
 "Have you seen the latest polls?" he asked Clark angrily. 
 "Crease has fifty-one percent, you've got forty-four and the rest are undecided," 
Clark answered calmly. 
 "That's right. Before the murder, we were dead even. Crease has gotten 
everyone's sympathy for losing a husband, and the press has made her out to be a 



female version of Rambo. I am sinking fast." 
 Gage took a bite of his croissant. Clark waited patiently. 
 "Did you listen to Crease's press conference in Bend?" 
 "I missed it." 
 "A reporter asked Crease how her husband's murder affected her. She stared 
him down for a second or so. Then she told him that she would be dead, too, if the gun 
control lobby had its way and that Hoyt would be alive if the tough crime measures 
she's advocating were law. After that, she looked into the camera for a few seconds 
more. Then she told all those voters that she couldn't bring her husband back, but she 
could dedicate the rest of her life to trying to prevent similar catastrophes from 
happening to them and to seeing that those who break the law regret it." 
 Gage smiled without humor and shook his head in wonder. "She is one heartless 
bitch and she has played Hoyt's murder like a violin virtuoso." 
 Clark allowed himself a rare smile. 
 "She may be playing a different tune by next week," he said. 
 "Oh?" 
 "Cedric Riker called me. He wanted to make certain that you knew before the 
press. He's going to the grand jury this morning. It looks like Fargo tipped the scales." 
 Gage grinned broadly. 
 "That's that, then," the senator said with satisfaction. "Once the indictment 
comes down, she's dead." 
 "That's how I see it." 
 "Good work, Ryan. Very good work." 
 [2] 
 Henry Orchard knocked loudly on Ellen Crease's hotel room door because he 
knew she would be sound asleep after an exhausting day of campaigning. Crease's 
campaign manager was a slovenly, overweight dynamo who was uninterested in 
anything but politics. Until minutes ago, Orchard had been a happy man. His candidate 
had exploded in the polls, breaking away from a dead heat to take a substantial lead 
over Benjamin Gage. 
 "Who is it?" Crease snapped. She sounded wideawake. Orchard was not 
surprised. Crease never seemed to tire and she needed little sleep. When she did sleep, 
she had a knack for waking up fully alert. 
 "It's Henry. Open up. Something's happened." 
 Orchard heard Crease cross the room. Her door opened and he walked in. 
Orchard was unshaven and there were dark shadows along his fleshy jowls. The shirt 
he had thrown on was dotted with stains and his socks did not match. Crease was 
wearing a quilted bathrobe over a floor-length flannel nightgown. Only the bedside light 
was on in the room, but Orchard did not turn on any other lights. He spotted an 
armchair near the window and dropped into it. 
 "I just talked to a source in the Multnomah County District Attorney s Office. 
Tomorrow Cedric Riker is going to ask a grand jury to indict you for murder." 
 "What?" 
 "He's looking for two counts. Lamar and the guy who shot him." 



 Crease looked stunned. "Is this the first you've heard about this?" 
 "Absolutely. I knew the investigation was still open, but I haven't heard a thing 
suggesting that you were under suspicion." 
 "What have they got? What's the evidence?" 
 "I don't know and neither does my informant. The first thing I asked him was 
what Riker's got, but only Riker and the investigating officer ..." 
 "Lou Anthony?" 
 "Right, Anthony. They're the only ones who know for now. What do you think 
they have?" 
 "There's nothing out there, Henry," Crease answered bitterly. "And this really 
hurts. I loved that old bastard." 
 Crease found a cigar in her purse and lit it. Then she paced across the room until 
she arrived at a writing desk. She pulled out the desk chair and sat on it, facing 
Orchard. 
 "This is unbelievable. An indictment will kill us." Crease thought for a moment. 
 "It's Gage," she said angrily. "It has to be. He contributed heavily to Riker's 
campaign and they go way back. Gage and Riker cooked up this whole thing to help 
Gage climb back in the polls/' 
 "I'd like to think that," Orchard replied cautiously, "but this isn't any old dirty 
trick. We're talking an indictment for murder. Riker would have to have some evidence 
to show the grand jury. And even if Riker's a prick, Lou Anthony isn't. He's an old friend 
of yours, isn't he?" 
 "I know Lou," Crease answered thoughtfully. She blew a plume of smoke toward 
Orchard. "You're right. Lou wouldn't phony up evidence." 
 Crease was quiet for a moment. Orchard watched her. 
 "What do you suggest I do, Henry?" she asked after a while. 
 "The same person who warned me about the grand jury is going to call me the 
minute he hears that Riker has an indictment. Riker probably has your campaign 
schedule. I know the way he thinks. He's going to get the local sheriff to arrest you, 
preferably at some campaign function for maximum embarrassment. He'll work out the 
timing so you have to spend a night in the local jail, then he'll have you flown back to 
Portland in handcuffs and parade you through the airport the way the Romans used to 
display conquered enemy chieftains." 
 Crease shook her head in disgust. "Riker is such a creep." 
 Orchard smiled. 4'Of course, we won't let him do any of this. As soon as I hear 
that Riker's got his indictment, you'll disappear. When the sheriff arrives with his 
warrant, you won't be here. I've arranged for a private plane to fly us back to Portland. 
It's on standby. And I have Mary Garrett on retainer. She tells me that she'll set up a 
time to surrender you when it's convenient for us and she'll schedule an immediate bail 
hearing." 
 "Garrett, huh." 
 "We can't fuck around with this, Ellen. I've seen Garrett in court. She's a great 
white shark. More important, the press loves her and you need the press as much as 
you need a good lawyer." 



  
 Chapter 11. 
 [1] 
 The decor of Mary Garrett's office was ultramodern and disorienting, as if the 
decorator had artistic dyslexia. Ellen Crease could not find a straight line anywhere. She 
did see many gleaming aluminum tubes, myriad sheets of odd-shaped glass and 
numerous objects whose function was not easily identifiable. The lawyer Henry Orchard 
had chosen for her fit into this setting quite nicely. Her wardrobe and jewelry were 
expensive, but the clothes and accessories did not look quite right on the birdlike, 
five-foot woman. It was as if Garrett were under a court-ordered punishment to wear 
them as a means of emphasizing her dense glasses and overbite. Had this been true, 
the joke would have been on the court, because Garrett knew she wasn't a beauty 
queen and didn't care. What she did care about was winning and that was something 
she did very well. 
 As soon as the introductions were made, Garrett asked Henry Orchard to leave 
the room so she and Ellen Crease would have privacy. Crease sat in a director's chair. 
Its arms and legs were polished metal tubing and the back and seat were black leather 
that sagged a little, so that the height of the chair's occupant decreased. Garrett sat 
behind a wide glass desk on a high-backed chair of black leather. The chair could be 
elevated by pushing a button so that the diminutive attorney was always taller than her 
clients. 
 "I think your politics suck," was the first thing Garrett said to Ellen Crease when 
the door closed on Henry Orchard. "In fact, I can t think of a single thing you stand for 
that I agree with. I thought I should put that on the table right off." 
 Garrett had caught Crease completely off guard. There was a smirk on Garrett's 
lips and arrogance in the way she held her body. She was clearly communicating her 
opinion that she did not need Ellen Crease as a client but that Crease could not do 
without her as her attorney. If anyone else had treated her this way, Crease would 
have been out the door, but Garrett's combativeness endeared her to Crease. Perhaps 
it was the fact that her arrogance was wrapped in such a small and unattractive 
package. Instead of flushing with anger, Crease felt herself breaking into a wide grin. 
 "Then let's not talk politics," Crease said. 
 Garrett grinned back at her. "Good. I've been told that you have a thick skin. I 
wanted to see for myself. You're going to need it before this thing plays out." 
 "What exactly do you take this thing' to be?" 
 "The Prince of Darkness's dumber brother has an indictment charging you with 
two counts of aggravated murder. Aggravated murder, as you know from your days as 
a cop, carries a possible death sentence. 
 "Before I go any further, I'm going to explain the attorney-client relationship to 
you. And I want you to listen very closely to what I say, because this is not just a civics 
lecture. 
 "Anything you tell me is confidential. That means that, by law, I'm forbidden to 
tell anyone what you confide to me. It also gives you the freedom to tell me the most 
outrageous lies, but you may pay a price if you aren't completely honest. The best liar I 



ever represented is sitting in prison because I turned down a plea offer that would have 
kept him out of jail as a result of a fairy tale that he concocted. Do I make myself 
clear?" 
 "Perfectly. But I have no reason to lie to you." 
 "Then why did Riker go to the grand jury?" 
 "Isn't it obvious? Have you seen the latest polls? Cedric Riker is one of Ben 
Gage's tools. Gage was a major contributor to Riker's campaign and Riker owes him his 
job. Indicting me is a way of paying back Gage." 
 "I don't doubt that Riker is motivated by politics, but he can't go in front of a 
grand jury without evidence." Crease remembered that Orchard had said the same 
thing. "What does he have on you, Senator?" 
 "I don't know." 
 Garrett formed a steeple with her fingers and thought out loud. 
 "We know Jablonski fired the shot that killed your husband, so the only way you 
would be implicated in your husband's death would be if you hired him to do it." 
 "Ms. Garrett . . ." 
 "Call me Mary. We're going to be seeing a lot of each other." 
 "Mary, then. I didn't even know Martin Jablonski existed until my husband was 
murdered. Cedric Riker could not have any evidence implicating me in my husband's 
death, because I had nothing to do with it." 
 "Let's approach this problem from a different angle," Garrett said. "Was there 
something going on in your relationship with Lamar Hoyt that Riker could interpret as a 
motive for murder?" 
 Crease hesitated and Garrett concluded that her client was making a decision 
that would shape the direction of her representation. After a moment, Crease looked 
directly at her lawyer and said, "There's the money I'm going to inherit and the Hoyt 
Industries stock, which will make me the majority shareholder. But if I had hired 
Jablonski to kill Lamar, it would have been because Lamar was cheating on me with a 
woman named Karen Fargo." 
 ' How long had you known?" Garrett asked softly. 
 "Since Lamar stopped having sex with me regularly." 
 "Did you confront your husband?" 
 "Yes. I wasn't surprised. In fact, I'd been expecting this for some time. I was 
Lamar's third wife and each marriage followed a pattern. Lamar would marry a woman 
in her twenties, then tire of her when she turned thirty or so. He began cheating on his 
first two wives when they were about my age and I expected him to cheat on me. The 
difference is that I'm not a docile airhead like the first two Mrs. Hoyts. I loved Lamar 
and I decided to break the cycle so I could keep our marriage intact." 
 "What did you do?" 
 "I made it crystal-clear to Lamar that I wasn't going to stand for his bullshit. He 
bought off his first two wives. I told Lamar that he'd be living on the street if he tried to 
pull this crap with me. Then I asked him point-blank if Miss Fargo could ring his bell the 
way I did. That got him thinking." 
 "And?" 



 "He stopped inventing excuses to avoid getting in the sack with me." 
 "So you think he broke it off with Fargo?" 
 "I'm not sure, but Lamar seemed like a loving husband again." 
 "Do you think Riker is aware of the affair?" 
 "I have no way of knowing." 
 Garrett made some notes on a pad. Crease waited patiently. When Garrett 
stopped writing, the lawyer said, "Why don't you tell me how you met Lamar?" 
 "I was a policewoman in Portland and there was a burglary at one of Lamar's 
mortuaries. I interviewed Lamar while I was conducting my investigation. He was 
charming in an old-boy sort of way. Very gallant. After the official part of the meeting, 
we drifted into small talk. Then I left. 
 "The next day, Lamar left me a message at work asking me to call him. I 
thought it had something to do with the case, but he wanted to take me out for dinner. 
I turned him down. I knew he was married. He was also a witness in a police 
investigation. 
 "About six months later, we arrested the perp who'd broken into the mortuary. 
He was an addict looking for something to sell for a rock of crack cocaine. I dropped by 
Lamar's office to let him know that the case was wrapped up and ended up at dinner 
with him." 
 Crease drifted off for a moment as if she were reliving the moment. 
 "Lamar was a charming bastard," Crease said with a small smile. "By the end of 
that dinner, I was hooked. See, I'd never had much. My father just took off about a 
year after I was born and my mom cleaned houses to put food on the table. I got 
through college on scholarships and waiting tables. The most money I'd ever seen was 
what I was pulling down as a cop. And here I was dining in elegance with a man whose 
pinky ring cost more than my mother made in a good year." 
 "Didn't the age difference bother you?" 
 "It's a funny thing. I never thought about the fact that he was almost thirty years 
older than me. He was a big bear, and so full of life. Lamar knew all the right things to 
say, too, and how to make you feel important. We spent most of that dinner talking 
about me. He had me believing that our backgrounds were pretty similar. You know, 
poor boy makes good, which was pretty much bullshit, since Lamar's daddy owned two 
funeral parlors when he died and Lamar's mother never worked a day in her life. Still, 
Lamar could make you think he was a sharecropper s son who rose from poverty. 
 "He also gave me a taste of how things could be for me if I continued to see 
him. There was the limousine, the waiters in tuxedos, his jewelry and the estate." 
 Crease spaced out again and Garrett could see her thinking about that good time 
with a man she loved and would never see again. It made Garrett feel sad. Then 
Crease laughed. 
 "What's so funny?" Garrett asked. 
 "I was just remembering Lamar. You know he looked like a redneck hick with his 
cowboy boots and string ties, but he was smooth. When he asked to see me again, I 
didn't hesitate." 
 "Did the subject of his marriage ever come up?" 



 "He was the one who raised it. I don't remember how he did it, but I left that 
first dinner with the impression that Lamar thought that the second Mrs. H. was as dull 
as a dishrag, while finding me intellectually stimulating." Crease stared direcdy into 
Garrett's eyes. "That part was one hundred percent accurate. Mary Lou is a dim bulb. I 
know why Lamar was attracted to her. I've seen pictures of her during the Miss Oregon 
swimsuit competition. But I'll be damned if I know what they talked about outside of 
bed. Lamar was very smart. Country smart. I challenged him in a way no other woman 
ever did." 
 "What happened after the first dinner?" 
 "There were more dinners. They were wonderful. We talked and talked. Around 
the third time we met, Lamar took me back to his estate. Mary Lou was in New York on 
a buying spree. I suspect he sent her there to get rid of her for the weekend. I was 
bowled over. I'd never been inside a house like that before. That was the evening I 
made up my min<4 to marry Lamar. And it wasn't just the house or his money. I want 
you to understand that. I wanted those things, but I wanted Lamar more. I was 
fascinated by his intelligence, his energy ..." 
 Crease trailed off, as if she had suddenly remembered that Lamar was dead and 
gone and all that energy and intelligence was now part of the void. 
 "Was that first evening at his estate the first time you slept together?" 
 "Yes." 
 "I get the impression that you two were good in bed." 
 "I thought so. That's why my antennae went up when Lamar started making 
excuses. At his age, he couldn't have sex as often as he used to, but he was pretty 
game whenever we made love." 
 "How did Lamar feel about your career?" 
 Crease's smile faded. "At first, my being a cop fascinated Lamar. I think it was a 
turn-on. But soon after we were married, he began complaining. Deep down, he 
wanted a traditional wife. Someone who looked good, had dinner waiting on the table 
when he got home and spread her legs whenever he was horny. He found out fast that 
I wasn't like that and never would be." 
 "What happened when he made this discovery?" 
 "There were a lot of hard words at first. Then I hit him straight on. I asked him if 
he wanted a partner or a doormat. I told him that we could be something together, but 
I made it clear that I wasn't going to lose my identity in order to make him happy. For a 
while, it was touch-and-go." 
 "But he came around?" 
 "He came around. And when I told him I wanted to quit the force to run for the 
legislature, he was my biggest supporter." A tear formed in Crease's eye and trailed 
down her cheek. Crease squared her shoulders. "He changed for me and he was always 
there for me. Damn, I miss him." 
 Garrett studied her new client. Crease's display of emotion seemed genuine. That 
did not mean that Crease was not a murderer, but it made Garrett, who was a cynic at 
heart, reserve judgment. She looked at her watch. 
 "We're due in court soon, so this is enough for now. Henry told you about my 



fee?" 
 Crease nodded. "I'll have it to you by tomorrow." 
 "Good. My secretary will give you my retainer agreement. 
 "Now, I know you've been a cop, so you have a good idea of what is going to 
happen as a result of these charges, but I want to spell it out for you. Your life is about 
to become a living hell. There's no other way to put it and I don't believe in 
sugarcoating the facts for my clients." 
 Garrett paused to judge how Crease was taking what she was dishing out. The 
senator was tense but alert. 
 "Bail will be the big problem. There is no mandatory bail in a murder case, but 
Riker is going to have to convince the judge that his case is very strong if he wants you 
held with no bail. If he succeeds, you'll be locked up with the type of people you used 
to arrest. I don't have to tell you what that will be like. The good news is that I think 
we've got a real shot at keeping you out of the pokey. And I mean completely out. 
 "That doesn't mean your life will be normal. The vultures of the press will be 
circling you twenty-four hours a day, and they won't have the slightest interest in your 
political views. You'll also find out who your real friends are." 
 Garrett leaned forward. She reminded Crease of the gargoyles she'd seen 
perched on the Notre Dame Cathedral the first time Lamar had flown her to Paris. 
 "I have some advice. Most clients aren't tough enough to follow it, but I think 
you are. Whatever has happened has happened. No matter how much you would like to 
you cannot change the past, so do not dwell on the murder of your husband. That's my 
job. That's why you hire an attorney. So you can go on with your life and let someone 
else do the worrying. I'll be doing enough for the two of us." 
 Garrett looked at her watch again and stood up. 
 "Stanley Sax, the presiding judge, is a friend of mine and he's got integrity. I 
talked to him this morning. He's set a special arraignment for ten-thirty. Your case will 
be the only one on the docket and we'll be taking up bail at the same time you're 
arraigned. That's unusual in a murder case, but this case is unusual because of the 
impact your incarceration would have on the primary. You'll plead not guilty. The press 
is going to be there in full force, so sing it out loud and clear. Then go back to 
campaigning and let me do my job." 
 [2] 
 Richard Quinn was studying a brochure from the Bay Reef Resort on St. Jerome 
when his secretary told him that Stanley Sax was on the way over from presiding court. 
The brochure showed a white sand beach, azure waters and clear blue skies. The hotel 
was new and he and Laura had a room with an ocean view. There was a casino, a huge 
pool, a four-star restaurant, water sports, tennis and more. Lately, Laura seemed 
excited about their week in paradise. 
 Quinn set down the brochure when Sax rapped his knuckles on the doorjamb. 
 "Come in, Stan," Quinn said cheerfully. "What's up?" 
 Sax did not return Quinn's smile. He dropped into a chair on the other side of 
Quinn's desk. 
 "I'm here to make your day." 



 "Oh?" Quinn answered cautiously. 
 "I know you're not scheduled to move into the homicide rotation until next 
month, but something has come up and I need you. Ced Riker has indicted Ellen Crease 
for the murder of her husband." 
 "What!" 
 "That was my reaction, too. He went to the grand jury yesterday. Crease is 
represented by Mary Garrett. Garrett called me to request an expedited bail hearing and 
I agreed because of the impact on the campaign if Crease has to sit in jail for a week 
while we schedule a hearing in the normal way. I'd like you to handle the case." 
 Quinn saw the brochure from St. Jerome in his peripheral vision. He owed 
Stanley Sax, but Quinn was counting on the week alone with Laura as his best chance 
to jump-start their ailing marriage. 
 "I can't do it, Stan. I've agreed to speak at a seminar in two weeks on St. 
Jerome. Remember? Laura's coming with me." 
 "That won't be a problem. I've scheduled the arraignment and the bail hearing 
for ten-thirty today. You take care of the hearing and I'll handle any emergencies while 
you're away." 
 "I don't know, Stan. This is a pretty big case for me to take on for my first 
homicide." 
 "Let me tell you something, Dick, every death penalty case is too big for any of 
us to handle. Only God should be deciding who should live and who should die, but 
we're stuck with the job. 
 "Now, it's true that you'll be under a spotlight in Crease's case that would not be 
shining on you if the defendant were some junkie lowlife. If you make a mistake, 
everyone in the country will know about it. But that won't make a difference to you. 
Want to know why?" 
 Quinn just stared at him. 
 "I know you, Dick. I know how conscientious you are and I know that you punish 
yourself for your mistakes much harder than anyone else can. That's why I want you on 
this one. You won't let yourself screw up. You'll make certain that both sides get a fair 
trial." 
 Quinn's bailiff pressed a button under his desk in the courtroom and a light on 
the desk in Quinn's chambers flashed bright red to let him know that both sides in State 
v. Crease were in the courtroom. Quinn slipped into his judicial robes and opened the 
door that led directly to the bench. As he stepped through it, the bailiff rapped the 
gavel, commanded everyone in the packed courtroom to rise and announced that the 
Honorable Richard Quinn would be presiding over the docket. Quinn noticed several 
members of the press in attendance and saw the lights of the TV cameras that were 
shooting through the glass in the courtroom doors. 
 "You can be seated," Quinn said as soon as he had taken the bench. Cedric Riker 
remained standing, but the deputy district attorneys who accompanied him took seats 
on either side of the prosecutor. One deputy was a black woman and the other was an 
Asian male. They looked young and nervous. 
 Riker looked anything but nervous. He was dressed to kill and hungry for every 



second of publicity that this case would bring him. Quinn was willing to bet that Riker 
had held a news conference in the corridor. Speaking with the marble and polished 
wood of the courtroom as a backdrop lent authority to Riker's words and made him look 
good to all the voters who listened to his sound bites on the eleven o'clock news. 
 Seated at the other counsel table were Mary Garrett and her client. Garrett was 
wearing black with a pearl necklace. None of Garrett's associates were at the counsel 
table, though Quinn suspected that there were one or two in the audience in case of an 
emergency. There were no lawbooks in front of Garrett, either. Quinn had heard that 
Garrett had an encyclopedic knowledge of the law and was known to give accurate 
volume and page cites to cases in the law reports from memory. She had already 
delivered a concise and expertly written brief on the bail issue to Quinn's chambers. 
Quinn was impressed by Garrett's ability to pump out a brief of such high quality on 
such short notice. 
 Ellen Crease sat quietly beside Garrett. She was dressed in a gray business suit 
and a cream-colored silk blouse. Aside from a pair of small diamond earrings, she wore 
no jewelry. Quinn's eyes rested on the defendant for a moment. It was hard to avoid 
looking at her. Crease was not classically beautiful, but even dressed in a conservative 
business suit, she exuded an animal sexuality that attracted and held a man's attention. 
 "Mr. Riker and Ms. Garrett, Judge Sax has assigned State v. Crease to me. 
However, I want to make counsel aware that I will be speaking at a legal seminar in St. 
Jerome in two weeks. That means that I will not be in Portland for approximately one 
week. During that time, if there are any emergencies, Judge Sax will take care of them. 
Is that a problem for counsel?" 
 Both lawyers answered in the negative. 
 "Good. Now, Mr. Riker, as I understand it, we're to hold an arraignment and bail 
hearing this morning." 
 "Well, Your Honor, we do intend to arraign the defendant on two charges of 
aggravated murder, but thePeople object to holding a bail hearing on such short notice 
in a case this serious." 
 Garrett was on her feet before Riker had finished his sentence. 
 "Your Honor, Senator Crease is in the middle of a hotly contested campaign for 
the Republican nomination for the United States Senate. Her opponent is a political ally 
of Mr. Riker, who has done enough damage to her on behalf of his political cohort by 
bringing this spurious indictment during the campaign. Keeping the senator in jail for a 
week or more would cause her untold damage. She has had to cancel an entire day of 
campaigning already because of these absurd charges." 
 "I resent the implication that this indictment was politically motivated," Riker told 
Quinn self-righteously. "I did not charge the defendant with murder. This murder 
indictment was handed down by the people of this state through the agency of a duly 
impaneled grand jury." 
 "Nonsense, Judge," Garrett countered with a snort. "A grand jury is a tool of the 
prosecutor's office. Everyone knows that. Mr. Riker would fire any of his deputies who 
couldn't get an indictment charging the Pope with JFK's assassination." 
 The hearing was getting out of hand, so Quinn said sharply, "Ms. Garrett and Mr. 



Riker, I want this sniping to stop right now. This may be a long and contentious case, 
but it is going to be conducted with civility by all parties. Am I understood?" 
 "Of course, Your Honor," Riker assured the judge in a fawning manner intended 
to ingratiate him with Quinn. Garrett merely nodded. 
 "Good. Now, I assume you've been given a copy of Ms. Garrett's brief on the bail 
question, Mr. Riker." 
 "Well, I was, but so soon before court that I haven't had a chance to read it." 
 "Tell me why you believe holding Senator Crease in jail for a week or so during 
the height of this campaign would be in the interests of justice," Quinn commanded the 
prosecutor. 
 Garrett held back a smile. Having Quinn address her client as "Senator Crease" 
instead of "the defendant" was a small but important victory. 
 "The defendant is charged with two counts of aggravated murder," Riker 
blustered, and it was immediately obvious to Quinn that the prosecutor had not done 
any legal research on the issue of the proper timing for a bail hearing in a murder case. 
"These charges are serious. The defendant is a flight risk and a potential danger to 
others." 
 "The question of whether the senator is a flight risk or a danger to others is 
relevant to the amount of bail to be imposed, if I decide to grant bail. It is not relevant 
to the question of my authority to hold a bail hearing at the same time that I arraign 
Senator Crease. Do you have any other arguments you wish to make?" 
 "No, Your Honor." 
 "Then I must tell you that I find the arguments in Ms. Garrett's brief persuasive 
and I hold that the interests of justice require me to hold Senator Crease's bail hearing 
this morning. 
 "The question of whether bail will be granted is another matter. I have no 
opinion on it at this moment and I will hear counsel on the question as soon as Senator 
Crease is arraigned." 
 Quinn held the arraignment quickly. He read the charges to Crease and advised 
her of her rights. Then he asked her how she wanted to plead to the accusation that 
she had hired Martin Jablonski to murder her husband, then murdered Jablonski 
because he was a witness to her involvement. 
 Crease had been standing during the arraignment. When Quinn asked her how 
she wished to plead, she squared her shoulders and looked Quinn in the eye. Despite 
the tense atmosphere in the courtroom, Crease appeared to be confident and free of 
fear. When she spoke, her voice was firm and filled with resolve. 
 "I loved my husband very much, Your Honor. I would never hurt him. I don't 
know what is behind these allegations, but they are false and I am not guilty." 
 For a moment, the fire in Crease's eyes trapped Quinn. Then he pulled himself 
away and pretended to scan some papers that lay in front of him. 
 "Very well,'' Quinn said. "We'll record your plea of not guilty to both charges. 
Now to the issue of bail. Mr. Riker, I believe that you have the burden of convincing me 
that there is clear and convincing evidence of Senator Crease's guilt before I can hold 
her without any bail. How do you wish to do that?" 



 "This hearing has caught me by surprise, Your Honor. I'm not prepared to 
proceed with witnesses at this time." 
 "When could you have your witnesses here, Mr. Riker?" 
 Garrett was certain that Riker was not going to give her a chance to rip into his 
witnesses prior to trial, and she smiled when he said, "Well, I don't know. Perhaps I 
could give the Court the police reports in lieu of presenting live testimony?" 
 "That would deprive me of the opportunity to cross-examine, Your Honor," 
Garrett objected. 
 "I agree," Quinn said. "Mr. Riker, unless you want to call witnesses and subject 
them to examination by Ms. Garrett, I'm going to have to hold that bail is appropriate in 
this case and move on to the question of the proper amount of bail." 
 Riker looked very uncomfortable. He shifted from one foot to another. One of the 
deputies tried to whisper something to him, but Riker waved him off. 
 "You've put me in an impossible position, Your Honor," Riker complained. 
 "I'm sorry you feel that way, Mr. Riker, but you're going to have to tell me if you 
want to put on witnesses or argue the amount of bail." 
 "Let's proceed with arguments on the amount of bail," Riker said reluctantly. 
"The defendant is a wealthy woman who can fly to any country, including those without 
extradition treaties with the United States. She even owns her own airplane. This makes 
her a flight risk. Plus, she is a former policewoman. She knows how to use a weapon. 
She could be a danger to our witnesses." 
 Garrett stood up and addressed Quinn. 
 "Your Honor, until Mr. Hoyt's will is probated Ms. Crease has limited access to his 
wealth. She earns a salary as a state senator, but that hardly makes her rich. 
Furthermore, Senator Crease is in the middle of a political campaign. That, in addition 
to her complete innocence, is why we are fighting so hard for bail." 
 "Would the senator surrender her passport as a condition of my setting bail?" 
 "Of course." 
 Quinn reviewed the personal history that was part of Garrett's brief. He came to 
a decision. 
 "Instead of setting bail, I am going to release Senator Crease on her own 
recognizance ..." 
 "But, Your Honor . . . ," Riker sputtered. 
 "Please do not interrupt me, Mr. Riker. I will give you an opportunity to make a 
record when I am finished." 
 Quinn dictated a series of conditions for Crease's release, then gave Riker an 
opportunity to vent his spleen. When the district attorney was finished ranting and 
raving, Quinn set a date for the state and defense to file motions and set a tentative 
date for hearing the pretrial motions and for the trial. When there was no further 
business to conduct, the bailiff rapped the gavel, everyone in the courtroom stood and 
Quinn returned to his chambers. 
 As soon as Quinn left the bench, Mary Garrett broke into a huge grin. "So far so 
good, Ellen." 
 "The judge seemed to be very fair." 



 "That he did." 
 "Will he be our trial judge?" 
 Garrett nodded. "This is my first time in front of Quinn. He's a surprise choice for 
the homicide rotation. Before he came on the bench he was a contract law specialist in 
the Price, Winward firm. But I like what I've seen so far. He seems bright and he's 
decisive." 
 "Do you think he'll work with us? He seemed to dislike Riker." 
 Garrett stopped smiling. "Don't get any ideas about Quinn being some sort of 
pro-defense, knee-jerk liberal because of what happened today. My book on him is that 
he is one hundred percent ethical and that he decides cases on the law. That means 
that he'll rule for Riker whether he likes him or not, if he thinks he is right. And he can 
be really tough. He just sent Judge Gideon to prison when everyone in the courthouse 
was putting money on probation. 
 "On the other hand, we won't have to worry about having a judge who is part of 
the prosecution. The bottom line is that we have the best kind of judge. He's smart, 
he's ethical and he'll give us a fair trial. Now it's up to me to make certain that the trial 
ends favorably for you." 
 [3] 
 Quinn found Laura hunched over the computer in their home office on the 
second floor. She was dressed in a flannel nightgown with the granny glasses she used 
for reading perched on her nose. 
 "Still working?'1 Quinn said. 
 "It's that condo deal in Maui," Laura answered without looking away from the 
monitor. "There are all sorts of problems and, of course, our client had to wait until the 
last possible minute to let us know." 
 "Ellen Crease was indicted for Lamar Hoyt's murder. Stan Sax assigned me the 
case." 
 Laura looked up and swiveled away from the screen. 
 "That'll keep you busy," Laura said. 
 "Didn't you handle some litigation involving Hoyt?" 
 "BestCo. We sued his ass. I deposed him." 
 "What was he like? I met him a few times but I never had a real conversation 
with him." 
 Laura thought about the question. She swiveled her chair and pushed her 
glasses back on her nose. 
 "Hoyt was a real cowboy. All ready to shoot it out at high noon with us, as if the 
lawsuit were some kind of nineteenth-century gunfight. He impressed me as the type of 
guy who thinks he can conquer every situation with the force of his personality." Laura 
thought for a moment, then added, "I guess he had a sort of primal charm, but he was 
also a real chauvinist. He couldn't keep his eyes off my breasts." 
 "Didn't he make his money in mortuaries?" 
 "Yeah, but that was only at the beginning. He diversified early on. Hoyt had his 
fingers in a lot of pies and," Laura added with a smirk, "up a few dresses." 
 "He was cheating on Senator Crease?" 



 "That's the rumor." 
 "I wonder if she knew." 
 "If / knew, she probably had a clue." 
 "I'm surprised she stood for it. From what I hear, that's not her style." 
 "Some women will put up with a lot for twenty million dollars. She was number 
three. Maybe she didn't want to become the ex-number three." 
 Laura paused. "Is this going to affect our trip to St. Jerome?" 
 "No way. Stan is going to cover for me when we're gone. I told him I wouldn't 
handle the case if I had to give up the trip. I'm really looking forward to spending some 
uninterrupted time with you." 
 "Me, too," Laura told Quinn. He bent down and kissed her and she returned the 
kiss. 
 "That's enough smooching," Laura said. "If I don't get back to work, I'll be up all 
night." 
 Quinn smiled and gave Laura a peck on the cheek. She seemed excited about 
the trip to St. Jerome. Maybe she realized how hard she had been working and how 
nice it would be to take some time off. Quinn hoped that spending time with him had 
something to do with Laura's good mood. When he walked downstairs to fix himself a 
snack, he was grinning. 
 
 
 
Part Two 

The Cove of Lost Souls 
  
 Chapter 12. 
 Can I get you something to drink before we take off?" the flight attendant asked. 
 Quinn was lost in thought, oblivious to the attendant and the passengers who 
were filing past his aisle seat in first class while the flight crew prepared for the plane's 
departure from New York for St. Jerome. When he realized that the flight attendant was 
speaking to him, Quinn looked up at her with a blank expression and she repeated the 
question with a pleasant smile. 
 "Scotch on the rocks, please," Quinn answered without returning her smile. The 
attendant turned to the first-class passenger across the aisle and Quinn looked forlornly 
at the empty window seat beside him. Yesterday Laura had told him that she would not 
be able to go to St. Jerome. 
 "Honey, I have really bad news," she had said in a midday call from her office to 
his chambers. "A group of businessmen in Florida are putting together a condominium 
deal like the one in Maui. They heard about the job I did for Eddie Meyers. They have 
some of the same problems. The deal is going to be finalized this weekend and I have 
to fly to Miami tomorrow afternoon so we can meet on Wednesday. Then they want me 
with them during the negotiations through Saturday." 
 There had been stunned silence on Quinn's end. The conference on St. Jerome 
was from Thursday to Sunday. Quinn was speaking on Thursday morning. He had 



planned it so that he and Laura would leave on Tuesday and have every day but 
Thursday to themselves. If Laura had to be in Miami from Tuesday to Saturday, there 
was no way she could come with him. 
 "Can't someone else go in your place?" he had asked, but Laura had told him 
that the clients insisted on her handling the matter personally and were willing to pay a 
large retainer to secure her services. 
 "Turn them down," Quinn had snapped, unable to hide his anger and 
disappointment. "There must be hundreds of lawyers in Miami who can review their 
damn contract." 
 "I know you were looking forward to this vacation," Laura had answered calmly. 
"So was I. But this will give me a foothold in Florida. Do you know how many condo 
deals are made there?" 
 "I don't care, Laura. This vacation ... I was hoping so much . . ." 
 Quinn could not finish the sentence. 
 "I'm sorry, Dick. I'm not in this just for myself. You were a partner at Price. How 
could I explain turning down a fee like this and losing the potential business?" 
 Quinn wanted to remind her that she was also a partner in their marriage. 
Instead, he hung up after assuring Laura that he understood in a tone that let her know 
that he did not. 
 The line of boarding passengers started to thin. To distract himself, Quinn took 
the airline magazine from the seat pocket in front of him and found the crossword. 
Completing the crossword before takeoff was a ritual that Quinn followed whenever he 
flew. 
 "Excuse me. I think the window seat is mine." 
 When Quinn looked up he saw a woman standing in the aisle. She was about 
five feet four and wore a white T-shirt under a red sports jacket. Her jeans were 
secured at the waist by a brightly colored red and yellow fabric belt with an unusual 
silver buckle that resembled a seashell. 
 "I have 2A," she explained, showing Quinn her ticket. 
 "Sorry," Quinn said as he stumbled awkwardly to his feet. As the woman edged 
by him, she smiled apologetically. Quinn guessed, that she was in her mid-twenties. 
She was not wearing makeup and she looked tired. Her straight black hair was pulled 
back into a ponytail. Here and there, strands had escaped to add to the picture of an 
exhausted traveler. The woman had a small nose, full lips and almond-shaped brown 
eyes that were a little bloodshot. The overall effect was vaguely oriental. Just as the 
woman sat down, the flight attendant brought Quinn his drink. 
 "Can I get you anything?" the attendant asked the woman in the window seat. 
The woman looked at Quinn's drink. 
 "Is that a Scotch?" she asked him. 
 "Yes." 
 "Then make mine the same." 
 The attendant left to fill the order. 
 "I need a stiff drink," she told Quinn while flashing a tired smile. "I just got off a 
nonstop from Italy." 



 "Vacation?" he asked to be polite. 
 "I wish," she answered with a pleasant laugh. "I was in Bologna checking out 
leather suppliers for my business." 
 "What do you do?" 
 "I'm the president of Avalon Accessories, creators of the best custom-made belts 
in the known universe," the woman answered proudly. Then her shoulders sagged 
dramatically. "But sometimes I wish I had a partner. All the travel kills me. If I'm not in 
the shop, I'm on a plane." 
 "Do you sell your belts out of your shop?" 
 "I don't actually have a shop. That's just a figure of speech. I make the belts in a 
small factory. I sell through specialty shop customers and catalog sales. But I also work 
with a few fashion designers. They show me their designs for the season and I make 
belts that are appropriate for the collection." The woman pointed at her belt. "This is 
part of Gretchen Nye's spring collection. Do you like it?" 
 "I noticed it when you sat down. It's very nice." 
 "Nice?" the woman answered with mock indignation. "You're supposed to say 
that it's a startlingly innovative combination of style and color that knocked your socks 
off. Nice doesn't sell Gretchen Nye originals at two thousand a pop." 
 Quinn laughed. "I did mean to say that it was startlingly innovative. It came out 
wrong." 
 "You're forgiven." 
 The flight attendant brought the woman's drink just as the plane began taxiing 
toward the runway. She swallowed most of it, then sat silently during takeoff. Quinn 
could see that her knuckles were white from tension. As soon as they were airborne, 
she downed the rest of her Scotch. 
 "No matter how many times I go through that, I still get scared," she confided to 
Quinn. "A friend of mine was killed in an air crash." 
 "That's terrible." 
 "Yeah. It really shook me up. I'm a mess every timeI fly." 
 The attendant passed by and the woman ordered a second drink. So did Quinn. 
 "Are you vacationing on St. Jerome?" the woman asked. 
 The question reminded Quinn that Laura was not with him and he lost the 
relaxed feeling he had been experiencing since his conversation with the woman began. 
 "Business, I'm afraid. Though I'm going to take advantage of the beach." 
 "What kind of work do you do?" 
 "I'm a judge." 
 The woman looked impressed. "I've never met a judge before." 
 Quinn smiled. "Well, this is what we look like." 
 She laughed. "Where are you a judge?" 
 "Portland, Oregon." 
 "I hear that Portland is a beautiful city. I'd like to visit someday." 
 "I like it." 
 Suddenly, the woman looked confused. "You can't be a judge on St. Jerome, can 
you?" 



 "No. I can only hear cases in Oregon." 
 "That's what I thought. So what kind of business do you have on the island?" 
 "I'm speaking at a legal seminar. I only hope I can keep my audience interested. 
My lecture is going to seem awfully dull compared to those white sand beaches outside 
the hotel." 
 "I'm certain you'll hold their interest, Judge . . . Say, I don't know your name. 
Mine is Andrea. Andrea Chapman." 
 "Richard Quinn," he said as they shook hands. "Dick, actually. And please don't 
call me Judge. That's for the courtroom." 
 "Okay, Dick. Are you staying at The Palms?" 
 "No. I'm at the Bay Reef Resort." 
 "Oh, the new one. They were just finishing it the last time I was on the island." 
 "It looks beautiful in the brochures. Are you going to St. Jerome on business?" 
 "God, no. This trip is strictly R and R. A friend of mine owns a villa on the island. 
He lets me use it when I need to get away." 
 "A boyfriend?" 
 Andrea giggled. "Freddy is gay. Flaming. But he's a great friend and one of my 
best customers. We met at a leather goods show in Milan about five years ago. He 
owns a catalog business and he really pushes my belts." 
 "Is the villa near my hotel?" 
 "No. It's on the other side of St. Jerome. You should see it. The place is 
unbelievable. The floors are these different-colored marbles, the walls are all glass, and 
the view is to die for. It's right on the ocean on this cliff. When I wake up and pull the 
drapes it's like I'm floating in space." 
 "It sounds fantastic." 
 "It is." Andrea leaned over toward Quinn and dropped her voice an octave. 
"There's a story behind the villa. The way Freddy got it. Some Guatemalan drug lord 
owned it, but he was busted in Rhode Island of all places. He gave it to this lawyer in 
Boston that Freddy knows as part of his fee and Freddy bought it from the lawyer for a 
song. I don't think the lawyer ever saw it. He just wanted cash." 
 Andrea lowered her voice even more. 
 "The last time I used the place, I found a stash of coke hidden behind a phony 
panel in the bathroom. It scared the hell out of me." 
 "I can imagine. Did you turn it over to the police?" 
 "On St. Jerome? You're kidding? I wouldn't go within a mile of an island cop if I 
was being murdered. St. Jerome is great, but everyone--and I mean everyone--in the 
government is on the take. If I told the police about the dope, I'd either be in jail or 
penniless now." 
 "So what did you do?" 
 "Flushed it as quickly as I could. Then I scrubbed down the toilet bowl to make 
sure there wasn't a trace of the stuff left. It was my last day on St, Jerome, thank God. 
If it had been my first, I would probably have been on the next flight out. As it was, I 
didn't sleep a wink. I kept expecting Governor Alvarez's Gestapo to kick in the door and 
throw me in prison." 



 Quinn laughed. "If you were so frightened, why did you come back?" 
 "You wouldn't ask that if you'd been on St. Jerome before. The place has got to 
be the most beautiful island in the world. Besides, Freddy swore to me that the place is 
clean now. He was just as scared as I was when I told him about the coke. Can you 
imagine what it would cost an American to buy his way out of a drug beef?" 
 Chapman paused. "Say, are you going to be working all the time?" 
 "Not the first two days." 
 Quinn realized where the conversation might be going and his wedding ring 
suddenly felt very heavy on his finger. He decided to make his marital status clear to 
Andrea. 
 "My wife was supposed to come with me, but something came up at the last 
minute. She's a lawyer, too, and there was a business emergency." 
 "That's too bad. I bet she would have loved St. Jerome. There's a lot to do if you 
know your way around." 
 "Such as?" 
 "Do you snorkel or scuba dive?" 
 "No. I'm a lousy swimmer." 
 "You don't have to swim great to snorkel. And there are these fabulous reefs 
where you can see all these tropical fish. You've never seen such bright colors," Andrea 
said excitedly. "Electric blues, iridescent greens. It's wilder than a Missoni fashion 
show." 
 "That sounds terrific. Are any of these reefs near my hotel?" 
 "Oh, sure. But the best one is on my side of the island, away from the hotels, 
where Freddy's villa is, off Cala de Almas Desoladas." 
 "What was that?" asked Quinn, who spoke no Spanish. 
 "The Cove of Lost Souls. Freddy said it's called that because of a ship that was 
wrecked on the reef in 1700 something. The captain was in love with a beautiful 
woman. They were going to be married. On their wedding day, the bride was 
kidnapped by pirates. The captain chased the pirates to St. Jerome just as a terrible 
storm struck the island and the captain's ship and the pirate-ship were wrecked. 
Everyone died, including the Captain and his bride. 
 "Freddy told me that if you go to the cove at night, sometimes you can hear the 
souls of the captain and his bride calling to each other across the water. Isn't that sad 
and romantic?" 
 "Yes, it is." 
 "There's more, though. Freddy says that there have been mysterious 
disappearances in the cove. Not often. Once or twice, every ten years or so. They occur 
when lovers come to the beach at night on the anniversary of the shipwreck. They 
swim out toward the reef. One minute they're there, the next they're gone. The locals 
think that the lost souls on the reef are harvesting other souls to keep them company." 
 "It's probably cramps," Quinn said with a smile. 
 "See, that's the lawyer in you talking," Andrea scolded Quinn. "Lawyers are so 
unromantic." She paused as if debating whether to say more. "Do you want to hear 
something spooky?" 



 "Sure." 
 "The last time I stayed on St. Jerome, a day before I found the coke, I went 
down to the cove at sunset and waited around to see if I would hear the lost souls 
calling. At first, I just heard what you usually hear on the beach at night, the surf and 
the wind. Soon after the sun went down, the temperature dropped and I got cold. I 
was just starting to leave when something very strange happened." 
 Andrea paused. She looked distant. 
 "What's the matter?" Quinn asked with concern. 
 "I was remembering the voices. Only they weren't really voices. It was more like 
a moaning sound and it was so sad." 
 Quinn was weaned on logic and had the overly rational mind of the contract 
lawyer, which has no cubbyhole where the supernatural can dwell comfortably. 
 "Do you think it might have been the wind?" he asked tolerantly. 
 "I knew you'd say that. Everyone I tell this story to says the same thing. If you'd 
been there, though, you'd know that it wasn't the wind. That sound ..." Andrea 
shivered. "It was inside my bones." She shook her head. "I just don't know how else to 
describe it. And the way it made me feel. At first I was really scared, but suddenly I felt 
so lost and alone." 
 Andrea paused thoughtfully. 
 "What if it's true? It would be so tragic. The two lovers, so close to each other, 
but separated by the raging sea for eternity." 
 Quinn could not think of a thing to say that wouldn't sound patronizing, so he 
was silent. He did not want to insult Andrea. He liked her. She was so different from 
Laura. Quinn thought of the way Laura would react to Andrea's ghost story and 
laughed. 
 "You don't believe me. I know. No one does." 
 "I'm sorry. I wasn't laughing at you." 
 "Oh, that's okay. No one takes my experience at the cove seriously. I'm used to 
it. Say, I just got an idea. You could hear the lost souls yourself. I could take you to the 
cove." 
 "I don't know." 
 It had been some time since he had spent a day alone with a woman other than 
Laura and the thought of it made him uncomfortable, especially with the way things 
were between them. 
 "Oh, come on. You'd love it. And it's not a place that the tourists get to see. 
They pretty much stay near the hotels. Freddy told me that the governor likes it that 
way. There's a lot of poverty away from The Palms and Bay Reef. Freddy said that poor 
people are bad for tourism, so Governor Alvarez only paved the road on one section of 
the island. You have to drive on a dirt road to get to the villa and the cove. It goes 
through these shantytowns." 
 Quinn knew he was being foolish. He didn't believe for a moment in the lost 
lovers, but the cove and the reef with the tropical fish sounded fascinating, and he did 
have two days with no plans. Spending one of them in the company of an attractive 
woman suddenly sounded like a good idea. 



 "The invitation sounds tempting," Quinn hedged. 
 Andrea turned slightly and put her hand on his arm. 
 "I insist. I'll even teach you how to snorkel. You'll love it. What do you say?" 
 ttj > > 
 "I'm not taking no for an answer. There's no way I'm going to let you leave St. 
Jerome without learning how to snorkel. I can pick you up at the hotel around four, 
tomorrow afternoon. That will give us both time to get over our jet lag and catch up on 
sleep. It takes about three-quarters of an hour to get to the cove from the hotel. I'll 
bring a picnic basket. We can swim for a while. 
 I have snorkeling equipment and Til give you a lesson. Then we'll eat and wait 
for the sun to go down." 
 Andrea grinned mischievously. "I just got a great idea. If we hear the sound of 
the lost souls and you can't explain it, you have to treat me to dinner. But it's my treat 
if you can come up with a rational explanation. What do you say?" 
 Quinn made a decision. He would go and have a good time. Maybe an evening 
with Andrea would help him get rid of his melancholy mood. But Quinn did not want 
anyone connected to the conference seeing him drive off with Andrea: judges had to 
avoid even the appearance of impropriety. 
 "Why don't you give me directions to the cove and I'll meet you there? I'll rent a 
car." 
 Andrea's smile widened. "So, you'll come?" 
 "I'll come. And, if you win, we can invite the ghosts along. I'll even spring for 
their dinners." 
 Quinn's first glimpse of St. Jerome was filtered through gauzy white clouds. A 
patch of sugar-white sand, a strip of crystal-clear blue water, groves of swaying 
emerald-leafed palms. When the plane dropped beneath the clouds and Quinn had an 
unobstructed view of the island, he was certain he had found paradise. After the steady 
diet of gray and rain he had dined on in Portland, the sight of the sun, the palm trees 
and the clear blue water was exhilarating. 
 The exhilaration ended when the hatch of the airplane opened and Quinn was 
engulfed by a thick soup of hot, sticky air. He had rarely experienced such 
all-consuming heat. It bounced off the railings of the portable, metal steps that 
descended to the tarmac, melted the black asphalt and stirred the tar into a sucking 
mixture that threatened to wrench his shoes from his feet during the walk from the 
plane to the one-story terminal building that shimmered before him in the undulating 
waves of heat. Only the breeze from the sea made the heat bearable. 
 The lime-green paint on the exterior walls of the terminal had been savaged by 
the salt-heavy sea air. On one wall hung a huge poster of a smiling, mustachioed man 
in a military uniform. Quinn could not read the Spanish words on the poster. A large 
tear almost disconnected the top of the poster from the bottom. It looked to Quinn as if 
the damage had been done with a knife. Lounging against the wall next to the poster 
were two soldiers carrying automatic weapons. Quinn could not help noticing several 
other soldiers who were similarly armed. 
 "Why all the heavy artillery?'' Quinn asked. 



 Andrea lowered her voice. 
 "The soldiers are here to protect the tourists. Governor Alvarez lets drug 
smugglers use the island for a fee. About five years ago, he executed six dealers who 
tried to cheat him. They were members of a South American cartel. A few weeks later, 
six tourists were gunned down in an ambush in retaliation. The island's economy is 
dependent on tourism. The massacre had a disastrous impact." 
 "You're making St. Jerome sound pretty dangerous." 
 "Oh, you don't have to worry. There hasn't been any trouble since. Freddy told 
me that a lot of money changed hands and Alvarez worked out the problem." 
 "This Alvarez sounds like a petty criminal." 
 Andrea looked alarmed. She cast a quick look around to see if anyone had heard 
the judge's comment. 
 "You don't criticize Governor Alvarez here," Andrea warned. "Enjoy the beaches 
and forget politics. It's not a healthy subject for discussion on St. Jerome." 
 Louvered windows let air into the terminal, but it was still hot. Quinn looked for 
the baggage carousel before noticing two black men in shorts and sweat-stained shirts 
taking luggage off a cart and stacking it near one of the interior walls. He found his 
bags and looked around for customs. 
 The dominant language on the signs inside the terminal was Spanish, the official 
language of the island, but there were translations in English, French, German and 
Japanese. Quinn heard most of these languages being spoken by the tourists who 
queued up in front of the customs officials. The heavyset, sleepy-eyed man who 
checked Quinn's passport spoke broken English. After a few perfunctory questions, he 
smiled at Quinn and welcomed him to St. Jerome. 
 "The Bay Reef Resort is supposed to provide a shuttle service between the 
airport and the hotel," Quinn told Andrea. 
 "Don't worry about me. Freddy's driver will pick me up." 
 A brand-new air-conditioned van with the Bay Reef logo was waiting at curbside. 
 "I'll see you at the cove at four tomorrow," Quinn said before boarding it. 
 "At four." 
 The air-conditioning in the van made Quinn forget about the debilitating heat. 
Two middle-aged couples were the only other passengers on the shuttle. From what 
Quinn could hear, they were Australian and they were on holiday together. Quinn 
turned his attention to the royal palms with their thick tan trunks and broad green 
leaves that shaded the highway. Beyond the palm trees, waves rushed across a white 
sand beach. Everywhere Quinn looked he saw the sea or lush tropical vegetation. St. 
 Jerome was every bit as beautiful as the brochure from the Bay Reef Resort had 
promised. 
 After a fifteen-minute ride, a high white stucco wall appeared on the ocean side 
of the highway. They drove alongside the wall for a mile. Then the van pulled up in 
front of a guardhouse and waited while a black man in a clean, white short-sleeved 
shirt and tan slacks opened a gate topped by black spikes. The bold black letters on a 
copper sign affixed to a column next to the gate identified the enclave as the Bay Reef 
Resort. 



 The van drove for a short distance down a wide road lined with pink 
bougainvillea and more palms, then stopped in front of a one-story white stucco 
building. To the left, Quinn could see the beginning of a line of elegant shops. To the 
right was a row of two-story suites. High hedges blocked Quinn's view in both 
directions. 
 Quinn got out of the van and identified his bags for a porter, who directed him 
through an arched portal toward the reception area. Quinn noticed that there were 
almost no doors in sight. The reason was soon obvious. As he stepped through the 
archway, the breeze that blew in from the ocean cooled him. 
 There was a red and yellow terrazzo floor and a dozen varieties of flowering 
plants in the lobby of the Bay Reef. Beyond the reception area was a wide flagstone 
terrace. Guests in shorts and bathing suits were eating lunch at tables covered with 
white cloth under the shade of sea-grape trees. The trees were strung with lights that 
illuminated the open-air restaurant after the sun set. 
 After he checked in, a porter showed Quinn to his suite. A king-size, four-poster 
bed dominated the bedroom. The sight of it made Quinn sad. He had requested it after 
seeing pictures of the suite in the brochure for the resort. Before Laura's abrupt 
withdrawal from their trip, he had imagined the pleasure they would both take in 
making love in that bed. 
 Quinn tipped the bellman, put away his clothes, and switched on the air 
conditioner and the overhead fan. The judge was tired from his nine-hour flight, but he 
did not want to nap. As soon as he showered and changed into shorts and a T-shirt, 
Quinn wandered onto the balcony. Oleander, coconut palms and more sea grape were 
planted liberally along the edge of the beach, providing some shade for the bathers 
who lounged around, soaking up the sun. To the left, Quinn could see the thatch-roofed 
bar at the end of the flagstone terrace. Brown-skinned waiters and waitresses cruised 
back and forth between the bar and the guests with drink-laden trays. The ocean near 
the resort was dotted with sailboats, catamarans and splashing, laughing vacationers. 
Quinn checked his watch. Laura's plane would be in by now. He walked inside, lay down 
on the bed and called Laura at her hotel. 
 "Hi," Quinn said as soon as they were connected. "I just wanted to make sure 
you got in okay." 
 "No problems here. How was your flight?" Laura asked. 
 "The flight was fine." 
 "Does St. Jerome live up to your expectations?" 
 "Yeah, it does. It's even more beautiful than I thought it would be. The resort is 
unbelievable." 
 "You know I want to be with you, don't you, Dick?" 
 Quinn wanted to tell Laura that she would have turned down her new clients or 
had someone else from the firm handle the business if she really wanted to be with 
him, but he did not want to start a fight. So he said, "I know, honey." Then he added, 
"I really miss you," which was true. 
 "I miss you, too. Maybe we can get away together soon. Just the two of us." 
 Quinn wanted to remind her about the Crease trial and his other cases, which 



would eat up most of the year, but he didn't. 
 "That would be great," he answered with as much enthusiasm as he could 
muster. "I love you." 
 "Love you, too," Laura answered before she hung up. 
 Quinn replaced the receiver and lay back, staring at the long-bladed ceiling fan 
that spun slowly overhead. It dawned on him that he had not mentioned Andrea 
Chapman or their plans for the next day. Quinn wondered why it had slipped his mind. 
He felt vaguely guilty about not mentioning Andrea, but there was nothing he could do 
about it now. 
 Quinn walked onto the balcony again. He missed Laura terribly. There were so 
many happy couples frolicking on the beach. The sight of them made Quinn feel worse. 
He wished he were with Laura lying in the sun, reading a trashy novel and getting 
smashed on banana daiquiris. But Laura was working and he was alone. 
  
 Chapter 13. 
 The heat and light of the sun woke Laura Quinn. It was a pleasant change from 
the alarm clock that usually shocked her out of bed in Portland. She stretched and 
turned so she could see the clock on the hotel night-stand. It was eight-thirty. Laura 
could not remember the last weekday when she had been in bed at this hour. 
 Laura rolled onto her back and contemplated a lazy morning. Her client had left a 
message saying that she would be contacted at ten. That left her time to shower and 
have a leisurely breakfast. She got out of bed wearing the T-shirt and panties she'd 
slept in. It was hot in Miami, but Laura had switched off the air conditioner so she could 
enjoy the warmth after the cold and gray of the Oregon winter. 
 Laura found a space on the hotel carpet that was wide enough for her to do 
some stretching and proceeded to go through the routine she followed every morning 
at home. Repeating the familiar exercises made her think of Quinn, who was usually 
shaving and showering while she worked out. She missed her husband, and her good 
feelings were replaced by pangs of guilt. 
 Laura completed fifty crunches and twenty pushups. The Florida heat and the 
exercise had covered her in a thin sheen of sweat. She stripped and went into the 
bathroom. Quinn had sounded so lonely during the call from St. Jerome, but it was his 
reaction when she told him that she could not make the trip to the island that haunted 
her. He had sounded betrayed and abandoned and, she admitted to herself, he had 
every right to feel that way. 
 Affection for Quinn had crept up on Laura. Bushwhacked and ambushed her. It 
was something she never anticipated when the two of them were teamed to work on 
the Remington litigation. Quinn was someone who rarely entered Laura's thoughts 
before the Remington case. He was nice-looking, but not handsome enough to moon 
about. He was also shy and clumsy. Laura knew that Quinn had been a varsity 
basketball player in college, but she still had trouble imagining him playing with grace. 
Of course, Quinn was very smart, even brilliant at times, but so were most of the 
lawyers at Price, Winward. You didn't get invited to join the firm unless you were a 
superstar in law school and you didn't make partner unless your talent sparkled in the 



real world. 
 Laura turned off the shower. While she toweled off, she thought about the first 
time she and Quinn had made love. It had been in a hotel room. They were staying at 
the Adolphus in Dallas while they took depositions in Remington. She had a small room, 
but Quinn was a partner, so he was staying in a suite. It was the end of a grueling 
fifteen-hour workday. They were in the living room of the suite under a wide skylight 
going over their notes of the depositions they had conducted from nine to five at the 
offices of Remington's attorneys. The night had been clear and Laura remembered a 
moment when she had leaned her head back against the couch and stared up through 
the skylight at a swirl of stars and a bright, white quarter moon. 
 Quinn had been brilliant that day. He had broken Remington's CEO and they 
were both excited. Laura remembered feeling like a timber wolf circling a terrified calf 
as she watched the CEO's expression change slowly from disdain to despair. They could 
both taste blood when they packed their attache cases and left the offices of 
Remington's attorneys. Hours later, Quinn and Laura, exhausted by the long day and 
tipsy from the wine they'd drunk at dinner, were sitting next to each other on the couch 
when Laura said something that had struck them both as funny. What normally would 
have merited a good chuckle made them giddy in their weakened state. When their 
laughter was spent they found themselves pressed together. Laura remembered Quinn 
looking at her with such longing the moment before their lips touched. 
 The morning after their first sex, Laura had been in torment. Quinn was not a 
particularly good lover, but he did love her. That much Laura knew. As they lay 
together in the dark, Quinn had confessed the feelings that had exploded in him during 
the past year. He told her how he had come to care for her but had been afraid to tell 
her. He was a partner and she was an associate. He was concerned with appearances, 
worried about the difference in their ages. But he was also helplessly in love with her, 
he admitted, laying himself open for rejection. 
 Quinn's honesty impressed Laura, but intimacy terrified her. Laura's father had 
adored her and her mother, or so Laura had believed. Then he had left them. How 
could Laura trust Quinn's feelings? How could she trust her own? Laura had slept with 
men, but she had never let herself expose her emotions to a man. Quinn wanted that. 
He needed it. 
 Laura had told Quinn that she did not want to rush into a serious relationship. 
Quinn backed off. She could read the pain in his eyes. The sag in his shoulders 
reminded her of the defeated CEO. It upset her to think that she had hurt him. 
 In the week after their return from Texas, Laura thought long and hard about 
her feelings for Quinn. She had learned to admire and respect Quinn during the time 
they'd worked together, but did she love him? What was love, anyway? Her emotions 
were so jumbled by the life she had led that she wasn't certain that she would ever be 
able to answer that question. If love existed, she knew that it did not last forever. Her 
mother had loved her father, and her father said he loved her mother, but neither loved 
the other now. Laura was convinced that love could be a lie. Still, she did feel 
something for Quinn that she had never felt for another man. He was gentle and 
considerate and he respected her legal abilities. She felt safe and comfortable when she 



was with him. Was that the way someone in love was supposed to feel? 
 Laura suggested that they spend time together. Quinn agreed eagerly. He did 
not pressure her and he seemed to understand the difficulty she had committing herself 
emotionally. When Laura thought about their future, she imagined herself and Quinn 
working together with the same verve and success they'd had in the Remington case. 
Only, in her thoughts, she, too, was a partner at Price, Winward. When she agreed to 
marry Quinn she was still not certain that her feelings for him were love, but they were 
what she thought love was supposed to feel like. 
 Laura took the elevator to the lobby and treated herself to fresh-squeezed 
orange juice, cold cereal and coffee in the hotel restaurant. As she ate, she wondered 
what had happened between her and her husband. There had not been anything 
dramatic. No affair, Quinn did not drink like her father or suffer from depression. He 
was the same man she had married, but somewhere during the past seven years, the 
marriage had started to die. 
 Who was to blame? Laura thought that their problems started with Quinn's 
ascension to the bench. When Quinn told her that the governor had approached him 
about the appointment she had been stunned. Laura knew that Dick was Patrick 
Quinn's son. Everyone knew that. She knew that he was basically an intellectual who 
enjoyed the law because of its mental rigor and not because of the money and thrill of 
combat that drew her to its practice. What she could not understand was how anyone 
could achieve her dream of making partner at Price, Winward and abandon it for the 
bench. As an associate, she was making almost as much as an Oregon Supreme Court 
justice. When she made partner, their combined salaries would be more than $300,000 
a year. How could Quinn throw away the prestige and financial security of his present 
position? Laura tried to understand her husband's motivation, but she could not accept 
what he wanted to do. Should she have tried harder to understand Quinn's feelings? 
The thought nagged at her. Had she lost respect for Quinn simply because his job paid 
less than hers? Was that fair? 
 Laura returned to her room. Her client had not called by ten-fifteen. She took out 
the letter in which the retainer check and first-class plane ticket had been enclosed. The 
letter had been Fed-Exed to the firm and there was a phone number on the letterhead. 
Jerome Ross, the man she had spoken to on the phone, had also signed the letter. She 
reached for the phone, then stopped herself. Ross would call when he was ready. 
 Laura walked to the window and stared out at the ocean. Since Quinn's 
ascension to the bench, and her promotion to partner, Laura had increased her 
workload. Was she working hard to establish a reputation and to prove her worth to the 
firm, or was she hiding in her work? One thing was certain, she and Quinn were 
growing apart and she had to decide what she wanted to do about it. There were two 
choices: seal the rift or separate. 
 At ten-thirty, Laura dialed the number for SeaCliffEstates. The phone rang twice. 
Then a recording told her that the number she had dialed was not in service. Laura 
redialed, assuming that she had misdialed the first time. She heard the same message 
again. There was a phone book in her end table. Laura could not find a listing for 
SeaCliff Estates or Jerome Ross, so she rang the front desk. 



 "This is Laura Quinn in room 517.1 have a reservation for five nights. I need to 
call the company that made it for me and I've misplaced the phone number. Did they 
give it to you when the reservation was made?" 
 "Let me check, Mrs. Quinn." 
 A moment later, the desk clerk read her the same number that was on the 
letterhead. 
 "You're certain that there aren't any other phone numbers for the company?" 
Laura asked. 
 "That's the only one." 
 "Thanks." 
 "Uh, Mrs. Quinn. Did you say that the reservation was for five nights?" 
 "Yes. I'm supposed to fly out Sunday." 
 "We only have you down for two nights. Yesterday and today." 
 "There must be some mistake." 
 "That's what I have here " 
 Laura thought for a moment. Then she asked, "Have I received any messages?" 
 "Your box is clear." 
 Laura hung up. She called Portland and asked for Mort Camden, another partner 
at Price, Winward. They talked for a few minutes, then Camden told her he would get 
back to her. Jerome Ross had still not contacted her when Camden called twenty 
minutes later. 
 "This is fucked, Laura. The retainer check is drawn on an account in a Miami 
bank that was opened a week ago, but there's only one hundred dollars in it." 
 "One hundred! The damn retainer is twenty thousand." 
 "I don't know what to say, but something stinks. I think you should hop on the 
first plane back to Portland." 
 "What do you think is going on, Mort?" 
 "Beats me. Maybe someone is playing a joke on you." 
 "It's one expensive joke. The first-class round-trip ticket and the hotel 
reservations cost several thousand dollars." 
 "I don't know what to say." 
 Laura threw her file on the floor. She was livid. 
 "I'm checking out. I'll see you tomorrow." 
 As soon as Camden hung up, Laura angrily jabbed out the number of the airline. 
The phone rang. She planned to ask for a seat on the next flight from Miami to 
Portland, but a thought occurred to her and she hung up the phone. She had hurt 
Quinn when she chose a business deal over a vacation with him. It was only 
Wednesday morning and St. Jerome was not far from Miami. 
 Laura's arm dropped to her side. Quinn had given her seven good years. The 
hurt in his voice when she told him that she could not go to St. Jerome was proof that 
he still cared for her very much. If she wanted her marriage to survive, she had to act. 
Laura dialed the airline and asked for a seat on the next flight to St. Jerome. 
  
 Chapter 14. 



 Andrea was right about the difference between the resort side of St. Jerome and 
the other side of the island. The Bay Reef and The Palms were palaces where the 
wealthy, dressed in the latest fashions, dined on lobster and caviar, played golf and 
sunned themselves while sipping cool drinks by the pool. Puerta del Sol, the brightly 
colored capital city, was filled with fashionable shops and upscale restaurants. The 
buildings were freshly painted sunny yellow, happy blue and festive red, and the shop 
owners greeted everyone with a laugh and a smile. Poverty had been banished from 
the immaculate streets of the capital by order of Governor Alvarez. True, the taxis were 
dilapidated and there were some beggars who managed to evade the ever-present 
police patrols, but this was local color, the source of quaint Third World stories that 
could be told back home for the amusement of neighbors and friends. 
 The far side of St. Jerome was another story. The island's only paved highway 
was an oval that passed through Puerta del Sol, then swung around behind the hotels 
on the way to the airport before curving back to the resorts. Seven miles past the 
capital, a dirt track branched off toward the far side of the island. This road was the 
only open space in a jungle of towering trees whose branches interlocked to form a 
dense, dark green canopy that blocked out the sun and cast thick shadows over the 
narrow highway. The air was filled with the sweet smell of flowering plants and the wet, 
fetid smell of rotting vegetation. Quinn passed only a few people during the 
forty-minute, cross-island trip. More than once, he nervously checked his fuel gauge, 
having no desire to be stranded in the dense jungle. 
 At the suggestion of the concierge, Quinn rented a Land Rover and soon 
discovered why the recommendation had been made. The road was not well 
maintained. Quinn felt his kidneys suffer each time the Rover hit a pothole, and the 
billowing dust clouds kicked up by the thick tires completely obscured the scene in the 
rear-view mirror. 
 The jungle thinned, then disappeared when the road descended toward the 
ocean and into a civilization quite different from the one most St. Jerome tourists saw. 
Scattered along both sides of the road for half a mile were rusting shacks constructed 
from corrugated tin and a few more-substantial buildings made of concrete blocks. 
Some of the structures had colorful curtains strung across the doorway. None had glass 
windows, but some of the more solidly constructed buildings had louvered shutters. An 
emaciated goat was tethered to one shack and scrawny chickens wandered among 
many of the buildings pecking at the dusty ground. 
 A group of children was playing soccer with a tin can in a dirt field. They stopped 
when they heard the Rover and watched it drive by. An old man with nappy gray hair 
smiled and waved at Quinn and Quinn waved back. The old man's teeth were yellowed 
and decaying and there were gaping holes in his mouth where some teeth had rotted 
out. His T-shirt and shorts were in the same state of decay as his teeth. The clothing 
worn by the children who were playing soccer was also torn and tattered. All of the 
people he saw as he passed by the shacks were barefoot. A group of women in colorful 
skirts and blouses, their hair covered by multicolored scarves, walked along the road 
balancing tin basins filled with fruit on their heads. They also stopped to watch the 
Rover pass. Except for the old man with the rotting teeth, no one smiled. 



 Quinn drove through the village and around a curve that put it out of sight. The 
road straightened out. Quinn noted the location of the village on the map Andrea had 
drawn for him. According to her notes, four miles after the village a narrow dirt trail 
branched off toward the sea. Quinn looked up from the map and saw a jeep with two 
soldiers closing fast in his rearview mirror. The jeep pulled around Quinn to pass, then 
slowed when it was next to the Rover. The soldier in the passenger seat studied Quinn. 
His expression was hard and he cradled an automatic rifle. Quinn flashed a nervous 
smile at the soldier, but the soldier did not smile back. His cold appraisal was 
intimidating and Quinn looked away. After what Andrea had told him, Quinn was not 
certain that tourists were safe on St. Jerome. The land on either side of the road was 
flat and sandy and totally deserted. If something happened to him here, there would be 
no witnesses. 
 The jeep drove parallel to the Rover for a few seconds more, then cut in front of 
it and sped up. Quinn did not relax completely until the jeep was out of sight. 
 The dirt trail to the cove was right where Andrea's map said it would be. The 
sandy track was flat for a short distance. Then the Rover climbed upward to the crest of 
a hill and the road ended. Quinn stopped the car and got out. He was on the edge of a 
high cliff. Below him was the sea, which the cliff surrounded on three sides. An 
overhang blocked Quinn's view of the beach except for a strip that was adjacent to the 
ocean. Quinn looked forAndrea's car but did not see any other vehicles. He checked his 
watch. It was only a few minutes after four. 
 Quinn grabbed a towel and locked the Rover. A moment later, he found a narrow 
pebble-strewn path that wound downward along the cliff side. A stiff breeze messed 
with his hair. He was wearing a pair of baggy, khaki Bermuda shorts over a blue boxer 
swimsuit and a T-shirt with a colorful map of the world on the back. His sandals had 
smooth soles and twice he slipped sideways on small rocks. 
 When he was halfway down the trail, Quinn spotted Andrea lying on a large 
blanket. Beside her was a towel, some clothes, a large wicker picnic basket and 
snorkeling equipment. During the plane trip, Andrea had looked tired and bedraggled 
and her clothes had concealed her figure. Today she was wearing dark glasses and a 
bikini that was no more than three minute patches of yellow fabric. Her trim figure 
impressed Quinn. Andrea's legs were smooth and faintly muscled and her waist was 
narrow. He could see her ribs just below the bra of the bikini, then a flat stomach. 
Andrea's only imperfection was a pale, half-moon-shaped scar that stood out on her hip 
just below the string that secured the right side of her bikini bottom. The sight of 
Andrea's near-naked body aroused Quinn. Before he had time to think about his 
feelings, Andrea saj/tip and waved. Quinn waved back, then walked down the trail 
slowly to give his erection time to subside. 
 "You found me," Andrea said with a smile. 
 "Your directions were excellent and you're right about this place. It's beautiful." 
 "Wait until you see the reef." 
 Quinn lowered himself onto the blanket and eyed the snorkeling equipment 
nervously. 
 "I'm not a very good swimmer. Are you certain I can do this?" 



 "If you can swim at all, you can snorkel. All you really do is paddle around with 
your face in the water. It s a piece of cake. You'll see. I won't let you drown." 
 Andrea stood up. Quinn could not help noticing the way her breasts moved 
under the thin fabric of her bikini top. For a second, he fantasized Andrea naked, lying 
next to him on the blanket in the hot sun. 
 "I'm going to cool off. Come on." 
 Andrea reached out for Quinn and he took her hand. Her palm felt warm and 
smooth and she held on for a second before pulling him toward her. Quinn lurched to 
his feet and stumbled forward. Their bodies touched. Andrea laughed. Quinn was 
aroused again. The sensation was exciting but disturbing. He was certain that nothing 
would happen between them, but a part of him wished it would. 
 Quinn tossed his T-shirt and shorts on the blanket. Andrea jogged toward the 
water. Quinn followed, entranced by Andrea's muscular thighs and the way the 
movement of her buttocks made the fabric of her bikini bottom undulate. Quinn 
wondered what Andrea would be like in bed. She seemed so carefree and he imagined 
that her lovemaking would be loose and spontaneous. He remembered how quick and 
unsatisfying sex with Laura had become. Instantly, a wave of guilt washed over him. 
 Andrea ran into the surf, slowing as the water got higher and diving in when the 
ocean was at her waist. When she surfaced, her long black hair was wet and it gleamed 
in the strong sunlight. 
 "Come on in." 
 Quinn walked into the water. From his experiences in Oregon, he expected the 
ocean to be freezing, but when the water touched his skin, it felt like a cool shower on 
a warm summer day. At first, the water was shallow and the sand was smooth. Then 
fields of dark green seaweed grabbed at his ankles, snarled between his toes and 
obscured the bottom. Without warning, the seafloor dropped abruptly and Quinn 
stumbled into water that reached his waist. He bucked a small wave and nearly lost his 
balance. When he recovered his footing, he squatted and let the waves wash over him. 
Quinn was still not used to the torrid heat, and the cool water felt great. He closed his 
eyes, stretched out flat in the water and windmilled his arms, swimming gracelessly for 
a short distance. When he was winded, Quinn rolled onto his back. Unlike pool water, 
the salt water supported Quinn and he relaxed a little. 
 Andrea was a polished swimmer and she swam over to him with a natural stroke. 
 "Feels good, doesn't it?" 
 "It feels great. The sun is really hot." 
 Andrea rolled onto her back and closed her eyes. 
 "This is the most wonderful place in the world, don't you think?" 
 The water slipped under Andrea's bikini top and the fabric rose and fell with the 
motion of the sea. Andrea drifted next to Quinn and he watched as the water washed 
across her breasts when the fabric shifted. Andrea opened her eyes and caught Quinn 
staring. He blushed and she smiled. Their eyes met and Andrea rolled against Quinn. 
Her arms snaked around his neck. Quinn froze. He knew what was happening and he 
knew he should stop it, but he couldn't. He did not want to. 
 Andrea's lips were cold and tasted salty. Her kiss was gentle. She teased him 



with her lips and he responded. The kiss was long and deep. Quinn closed his eyes and 
savored it. When her breast brushed his chest, Quinn cupped it. Andrea let Quinn 
caress her breast for a moment, then broke away, laughing. Quinn was confused. 
Andrea's fingers brushed his cheek, a feather touch. Quinn felt desire and guilt 
simultaneously. 
 "The sun will start to go down soon," Andrea said. "If you want to snorkel, we 
better do it now." 
 Quinn's mouth was dry from sexual excitement. He nodded instead of speaking, 
grateful for the chance to sort out what had just happened and to think about what he 
wanted to happen later when the sun was down and they left the water for the blanket 
Andrea had so carefully spread out on the sand. 
 Andrea swam in easily. Quinn followed her using an ungainly crawl. He was a 
slow swimmer and he used his time in the water to calm himself. Andrea's kiss had 
shaken Quinn and made him want more. He and Andrea lived on opposite coasts. They 
would probably never see each other again after St. Jerome. If he slept with Andrea, 
Laura might never know. But Quinn would know and he had no idea how that would 
affect his marriage. 
 Andrea was gathering up a set of fins, a mask and a snorkel when Quinn swam 
ashore. She held up the mask. "This is the key to snorkeling," she instructed. Quinn 
was still in a state of sexual confusion, but Andrea's tone gave no hint that anything 
had happened between them. "Without this, you'd be blind underwater. With it, you 
can see clearly." 
 Quinn concentrated on what Andrea was saying to distract himself. 
 She held up the snorkel. "This is basically a tube with a U-bend at one end that's 
fitted with a mouthpiece. With the snorkel, you can breathe while you're swimming 
facedown on the surface of the water without raising your head." 
 Andrea sat on the sand and slipped on her fins. Quinn copied her. He tried to 
stand up but he had trouble. When he was on his feet he took a few tentative steps 
and almost fell. 
 "God," he laughed self-consciously, "I feel like I'm a clown in the circus." 
 "You're doing fine." Andrea handed Quinn his mask and snorkel. "Let's wade out 
a ways." 
 Quinn struggled through the surf. He noticed that Andrea was holding her mask 
and snorkel out of the water and he did the same. When they were in waist-deep, 
Andrea said, "Spit on the glass on the inside of your mask like this and rub the spittle all 
over it, then rinse it off. This will stop the glass from misting when you're underwater." 
 Quinn did as he was told. Andrea put on the mask and slid the snorkel under the 
thick black rubber strap that secured the mask to her head. 
 "Breathe through the mouthpiece," Andrea said, "then bend forward and stick 
your face in the water. Just stand there. I want you to get used to breathing through 
the snorkel. I'll hold onto you so you can concentrate on what you're doing." 
 Quinn bent forward hesitantly until the mask was submerged. Andrea's hands 
were firm and her touch aroused him again, so he tried to concentrate on her 
instructions. He put his face in the water and tried to breathe through the mouthpiece, 



immediately sucking in a mouth full of seawater. The salty taste panicked him and he 
stood up, spitting. Andrea showed him the correct way to breathe so he would not get 
water in his mouth. Quinn got it right after a few tries. 
 The first thing that amazed Quinn was the clarity with which he could see the 
underwater world beneath him. A small crab scuttled across a rock on the sandy sea 
bottom. Then a bright blue and indigo fish that shot into and out of his vision startled 
Quinn. He jerked up and spit out his mouthpiece. 
 "Did you see that?" he asked excitedly. "This fish . . . it was incredible . . ." 
 Andrea laughed. "You ain't seen nothing yet. Wait till we get to the reef." 
 Andrea spent a little longer in the shallow area close to the beach getting Quinn 
used to swimming with the snorkel. The memory of the solitary blue and indigo fish 
spurred Quinn to learn quickly. Finally, Andrea motioned Quinn to head for the reef. 
 "You think I'm ready?" he asked anxiously. 
 "No question. Let's do it." 
 Quinn was nervous about leaving the area near the beach, but he was soon 
swimming slowly but steadily into deep water. The most frightening thing was how far 
away the bottom seemed and the fact that it kept receding, but the sheer beauty of the 
world below kept him from turning back. He was soon looking down on chasms of coral 
divided by rivers of white sand on which the wave action had inscribed ripple patterns. 
The coral was shaped like knobs, spines, fingers and fans. Andrea pointed out several 
round gray boulders covered by a maze of ridges and grooves that looked remarkably 
like a human brain. Quinn crossed over a coral cliff from which strands of seaweed 
waved. Attached to the cliff were clusters of brown coral shaped like the antlers of a 
great stag and reddish brown spines that jutted high up in the water like the fingers of 
a drowning man. 
 Quinn noticed two small plastic bags filled with bread crumbs tied to Andrea's 
bikini bottom. He watched as she opened the tie that secured one of the bags and took 
out some bread. Andrea motioned to Quinn to look down. He could see a large section 
of whitish brown coral directly below him, but no sign of life. Andrea let the bread fall. 
The crumbs floated downward undisturbed until they were almost touching the coral. 
Suddenly, the sea was filled with multicolored fish. Flashes of bright yellow, garish red, 
electric blue and neon green swooped below him. Andrea handed Quinn the other bag. 
He opened it quickly, anxious to keep the sea filled with tropical fish. 
 Quinn shredded a piece of bread and dropped some of it into the water. A bright 
yellow goatfish darted out of a hole in the coral and nipped at a bread crumb, while a 
butterfly fish with a fat white body and broad black stripes attacked another piece. 
 Quinn was so absorbed by the swirl of colors that he forgot about Andrea. When 
he remembered, he looked along the surface for her. She wasn't there. Quinn treaded 
water to keep himself upright and spun in a circle. The endless ocean and limitless sky 
gave way to the shoreline, the beach and the high cliff walls, then the ocean and sky 
returned. Quinn grew anxious. Andrea had been beside him a moment ago. He started 
to spin again when Andrea erupted from the ocean a few feet from his face. Quinn 
started to laugh, then Andrea screamed. Quinn froze. Something jerked Andrea 
underwater and Quinn dove after her without thinking. Through the glass plate in his 



facemask he saw Andrea clawing at the arms of a diver in scuba gear, her legs and 
arms flailing helplessly. 
 Quinn grabbed the arm that was wrapped around Andrea's throat and tried to 
pry it from her neck. Andrea's eyes were wide with fear behind her mask. Quinn used 
all his strength and the diver's arm loosened. Then Quinn's snorkel filled with salt 
water. Quinn gagged, panicked and bolted straight up. When he cleared the surface, 
Quinn spit out his mouthpiece, gulped in air and dove again. Andrea and the diver were 
fading away. She was no longer struggling and she looked like a rag doll in the diver's 
grip. Quinn took a few desperate strokes in Andrea's direction even though he knew 
that he could not save her. He came up for air and dropped under the water once 
more, but Andrea and the diver had disappeared. 
 Quinn surfaced and scanned the horizon. The sun was setting, the air was 
suddenly cold and uninviting and the stunningly beautiful ocean floor had been 
transformed into a frightening abyss. Andrea had been snatched away and he could be 
next. Terror propelled Quinn toward the beach. Each time he kicked, he expected to 
feel a hand clamp onto his ankle. He wanted to look down so he could see if he was in 
danger, but he was afraid to stop. 
 The shore seemed miles away and Quinn's lungs burned. Though he swam with 
all his might, the beach never seemed closer. He struggled forward, but his arms felt 
heavy and he could barely kick his legs. He wanted to rest, but terror drove him on. 
Just when he thought his arms and lungs would give out, a wave carried liim into 
shallow water and he waded ashore. 
 The panic-driven swim had exhausted Quinn. He threw himself onto the beach 
and gasped for air. When he had recovered a little of his strength, Quinn struggled to 
his knees and threw up. Then he collapsed on the sand and experienced a momentary 
rush of joy because he was alive. That feeling was rapidly replaced by fear for his own 
safety and guilt over his failure to save Andrea. 
 Quinn scanned the beach and the ocean for any sign of Andrea or the diver, but 
he was completely alone. He threw on his clothes and collected everything else that he 
had brought to the cove. The sun was starting to set. Quinn hurried up the trail. The 
Land Rover was the only vehicle in sight. If Andrea had not driven to the cove, Freddy's 
villa had to be nearby. There would be a phone he could use to call the police. 
 Andrea had told Quinn that the villa overlooked the ocean. He had not noticed 
any turnoffs between the village and the cove, so he headed away from the village. He 
assumed that Andrea had not walked far in the heat. After driving two miles without 
spotting a side road, Quinn began to wonder if Andrea had been dropped off at the 
cove and was counting on him to drive her back to the villa. 
 Another roadside collection of shacks appeared a short distance ahead. Quinn 
slowed, looking for someone he could ask for directions to the villa. Halfway through 
the makeshift town, Quinn saw a concrete-block building slightly larger than the rest. A 
sign dangled from a roof that overhung a small porch. Quinn guessed that the building 
housed a shop. He started to slow down when he spotted a metal cooler advertising 
Coca-Cola at the far end of the porch. The soldiers in the jeep were sitting next to it, 
drinking sodas. As the Rover neared the shop, they stopped sipping their drinks and 



watched it. 
 It occurred to Quinn that he knew very little about Andrea and that the subject 
of drugs had come up several times since they had met. There was the drug dealer who 
owned the villa where she was staying and the cocaine she had found there. Andrea 
was also knowledgeable about Governor Alvarez's drug connections. If Andrea's murder 
was drug related, the authorities could be involved. 
 Even if Andrea's death had no connection to drugs, it might not be smart to tell 
the soldiers about the murder. Would they believe Quinn if he said that a diver 
appeared out of nowhere and spirited Andrea away? The story sounded fantastic even 
to Quinn, and he had witnessed the murder. It was possible that the soldiers would 
conclude that Quinn and Andrea were lovers who fought and that Quinn, afraid that 
Andrea would ruin his marriage and career, had drowned her. 
 Quinn made a quick decision. He would drive back to the Bay Reef Resort and 
explain what happened to the manager or one of the organizers of the convention. 
There might even be an attorney from St. Jerome at the conference with whom he 
could consult. Quinn made a U-turn and hoped that the soldiers did not follow him. 
 
 * # * 
 When Quinn arrived at the Bay Reef the sun had almost set and he was in the 
grip of a mind-numbing depression. Quinn dropped off the rental car with the valet and 
entered the lobby. Heat and fear had caused him to sweat through his T-shirt. As he 
walked across the terrazzo floor, he imagined that everyone was staling at him. Quinn 
jumped when someone touched his elbow. 
 "Judge Quinn?" asked a heavyset man wearing wire-rimmed glasses and a 
Hawaiian shirt. Quinn's vision blurred from fatigue. He could not place the man, but he 
faked a smile. 
 "Cliff Engel. We met at the ABA convention in Chicago." 
 "Oh, right," Quinn answered, vaguely remembering Engel as someone he'd had 
lunch with after a committee meeting. 
 "Been down by the beach?" Engel asked after spotting the top of Quinn's 
swimming trunks poking out above the waist of his shorts. 
 "Yes. I'm pretty wiped out," Quinn added hastily. "This sun takes it out of you. I 
thought I'd take a nap." 
 "Oh, too bad. I was hoping you'd join Nancy and me for a drink and dinner. 
We're with the Lyles. You met Gary at the ABA. He's one of my partners." 
 "Sorry," Quinn said, forcing his smile to widen, "but I'm all in. I'll see you 
tomorrow, though." 
 "Sure thing. I can't wait to hear your talk. Maybe we can have that drink after 
you speak." 
 "Sounds good." 
 Engel pumped Quinn's hand and strode off toward the bar. Quinn sagged. When 
Engel had touched him, Quinn was certain it was a policeman making an arrest. His 
heart was still beating hard. 
 Quinn crowded into an elevator with two couples who were speaking French, and 



stood at the back of the car. He could not wait to get to his room. He planned to take a 
cold shower and clear his head, then figure out his next step. 
 Quinn opened the door to his room and froze. Laura was sitting in a chair, 
looking cool and beautiful in a T-shirt and shorts. 
 "What . . . what are you doing here?" 
 Laura laughed. "You should see your face." 
 "I ... I thought you were in Miami all week." 
 "Aren't you glad to see me?" she asked with a grin. 
 "Of course," Quinn lied. 
 Laura stood up and started across the room toward him. Under any other 
circumstances, Quinn would have been overjoyed to see Laura. Two days ago he had 
been crushed when she refused to fly with him to this island paradise. Now, the last 
thing he wanted was to find Laura in his hotel room, and the thought that she might 
want to make love terrified him. 
 Laura started to put her arms around Quinn, but he stopped her. 
 "You're all clean and I'm sweating like a pig," he said. "Give me a rain check on 
that kiss until I've showered." 
 Laura sniffed. "You are a little ripe." 
 Quinn faked a laugh and forced a smile. "So what happened in Miami?" 
 Laura followed Quinn into the bathroom and told him about her experience while 
he got ready to shower. He only half listened as Laura told him about Miami. What, he 
wondered, was he going to tell his wife about his day at the beach, if she asked? 
 "I was pissed, as you can imagine," Laura concluded. "Mort told me to fly home. 
I was going to, but I thought about you being alone on St. Jerome. I really did feel 
lousy about ruining your vacation. Fortunately, there was a seat on the early morning 
flight." 
 "Well, that's . . . that's great." 
 "What have you been doing all day?" 
 "I, uh, I rented a car and drove around the island." 
 "See anything interesting?" 
 "Not really. Everyone is pretty poor. Except for the capital, there's not much 
here. But the resort is great." 
 "How's the food, because I'm starved?" 
 "Good. Why don't you make a reservation for us at the Plantation Room while I 
shower? It's a four-star restaurant." 
 It was seven-thirty. Laura was able to get a reservation at eight. Quinn drew out 
his shower for as long as possible, using the time to decide how much he could tell 
Laura about the murder and Andrea. Quinn wanted to confess his infidelity and seek 
her counsel, but he also wanted to protect her from involvement in his nightmare, and 
he was terrified of her reaction to what had happened between him and Andrea. 
 By the time Quinn finished shaving, it was time to eat. Many of the attorneys 
who were enrolled in the seminar were eating in the Plantation Room and several of 
them recognized Quinn from American Bar Association functions. After dinner, Quinn 
and Laura found themselves barhopping in Puerta del Sol with Cliff Engel, Gary Lyle, 



their wives and two other couples. Quinn was glad to be hijacked. Laura and Cliff Engel 
got into a discussion about real estate transactions and Quinn was able to use the time 
to think about what he should do while the others became more rowdy from drink. 
 It was two in the morning when Quinn and Laura stumbled into their hotel room. 
Laura was mildly intoxicated. Quinn had hardly touched any of the drinks that had been 
thrust upon him. He was afraid of what he might say or do if he got drunk. 
 "Gary Lyle is a horse's ass," Laura said as she collapsed on the bed fully clothed, 
"but I like his friend Cliff." 
 "He seemed okay," Quinn answered as he shucked his jacket and sat down on 
the edge of the bed to take off his shoes. 
 Laura sat up and draped an arm across her husband's shoulders. 
 "You were quiet tonight." 
 "Was I? I'm just tired, I guess." 
 Laura leaned into Quinn. She slipped her hand inside his shirt and ran it slowly 
back and forth across his chest. 
 "Not too tired, I hope." 
 Before Quinn could answer, Laura's lips were melting onto his. Laura pressed 
Quinn onto his back and finished unbuttoning his shirt. Then she slid down the straps of 
her dress and shrugged it off. Quinn's throat was dry. It had been so long since Laura 
had initiated sex. 
 Laura slid out of her bra and panties. Her breasts were high and firm and her 
skin was the color of cream. She sank to her knees between Quinn's legs and unzipped 
his pants. He did not move as she slid them down his legs, then did the same with his 
underpants. He closed his eyes and began to swim in sensation. There was a feeling of 
silk on skin as Laura slid against him and up the length of his body. He could smell her 
hair. He could taste her lips and her tongue. Then he saw Andrea's face frozen in terror 
as she burst from the sea. 
 Quinn's eyes opened. He was sweating. He held Laura tightly. Laura could not 
hear Andrea's scream, but she must have heard the rapid beat of his heart, because 
she pulled back and looked at Quinn. 
 "What's wrong?" 
 Quinn did not answer. He sat up and put his feet on the floor. His breathing was 
ragged. Laura's eyes widened. She was afraid that Quinn was having a heart attack. 
 "Are you all right?" 
 Quinn needed to confess, to unburden himself. But how could he talk to Laura 
about the things that had happened in the cove? The bed moved as she slipped to the 
floor in front of Quinn and took his hands in hers. She looked so concerned. Quinn saw 
with crystal clarity that this was the pivotal moment in their marriage. Laura was his 
wife, but for months he had not been certain that she loved him. If she did, they would 
ride out this tragedy together. If she did not, his confession could sever the slender 
thread that bound them together. 
 Laura squeezed his hand. "Dick?" 
 Quinn could not keep his terror and despair inside any longer. He needed help 
and he prayed that Laura was the person to turn to for it. 



 "Something happened today," Quinn managed. "Something very bad. I ... I was 
with a woman." 
 "What?" 
 "She was someone I met on the plane. She sat next to me on the flight from 
New York. Her name was Andrea Chapman. She's dead. She was murdered." 
 Laura stared at Quinn, too stunned to speak. Quinn focused on the floor as he 
told Laura about Andrea's invitation to spend the day at the Cove of Lost Souls. Then 
Quinn told Laura how Andrea died. 
 "One minute she was there, then she was gone. I thought she was playing a 
game until she screamed." Quinn shook his head to rid himself of the image. "I tried to 
save her. I dove down and grabbed the diver's arm, but I swallowed water and I had to 
come up for air. I was choking." Quinn paused. He was having trouble breathing, as if 
he were underwater again. "When I dove the second time, Andrea and the diver were 
almost out of sight. When I went under the third time, they were gone." 
 "Have you told the police?" 
 "No. I was afraid." 
 "Of what?" 
 "Andrea talked about drugs. She said the police are corrupt. That they work with 
drug dealers. The killing could be drug related. And ..." 
 Quinn's voice trailed off. Laura studied him. 
 "Did anything happen between the two of you, Dick?" 
 Quinn did not answer. His head hung lower. 
 "Did you . . . were you . . . intimate?" Laura asked, using this bland term 
because it provided a barrier between her feelings and her fear. 
 "We didn't ... It never got that far," Quinn answered, his voice barely above a 
whisper. 
 "How far did it get?" 
 Quinn tried to answer the question, but he could not. Laura stood up and walked 
away from the bed. 
 "I don't know what happened," Quinn told her without conviction. His eyes 
begged for forgiveness, but he did not see any give in Laura's rigid features. 
 "It was just a kiss. We . . . we only touched one time." 
 Quinn wanted to tell her that nothing would have happened, that he would have 
remained faithful, but the lie died unspoken. 
 Laura paced back and forth. Quinn felt smaller and smaller as each moment 
passed in silence. Laura sat in a chair near the window. She was thinking like an 
attorney so she would not have to think like a woman. 
 "How certain are you that you can't be connected to the murder?" Laura asked. 
 "I don't know. I don't think my fingerprints are on anything, but I can't be 
certain. Even if they are, the St. 
 Jerome Police won't have the technology to match them unless I become a 
suspect." 
 "Were there any witnesses? Anyone who knows that you were with this 
woman?" 



 "I don't think so." 
 Quinn told Laura about the soldiers in the jeep and the people in the village. 
 "But they didn't see me with Andrea. I did sit next to her on the plane. Another 
passenger may have heard us make plans to meet, but I doubt it." 
 "How certain are you about the corruption on St. Jerome?" 
 "Andrea was pretty emphatic about it. I have heard other things. One of the 
organizers of the conference made some remarks while we were talking." 
 "Given what you know about the government of St. Jerome, I think going to the 
authorities would be a mistake, especially now that you've waited to come forward. 
That looks very suspicious. If you went to the police, you wouldn't be able to tell them 
anything, anyway." 
 "You're right. I'm not even sure of the sex of the diver." 
 "If this came out, you being with this . . . this woman in the cove, the murder. If 
you became a suspect . . . The effect on your career would be devastating." 
 "Then, you think I should say nothing?" 
 "It's a gamble. There's no telling when the body will be discovered. With luck, 
you'll be back home and no one will connect you to the crime." 
 "Thank you, Laura." 
 "Don't thank me," Laura answered harshly. "I'm doing this for me as much as for 
you. Do you think I want to be involved in your sordid affair or with the police?" 
 Laura walked over to the desk and picked up the phone. 
 "What are you doing?" 
 "I'm going to get a seat on the next flight back to Portland." 
 "Don't leave me. Please. I need you." 
 "You should have thought about that when you cheated on me." 
 "Don't do this, Laura. I love you. We need to discuss this calmly." 
 "We do, but I am not calm now. I am very, very angry, and I need some time 
away from you to think about what I want to do. We can talk when you get back. Right 
now, I can't stand the sight of you." 
  
 Chapter 15. 
 Quinn's plane landed in Portland at eight-thirty Friday evening. Laura knew his 
flight number and the time of arrival, but she was not waiting for him. Quinn found a 
taxi. 
 There were lights on in the house when the cab arrived at Hereford Farms. 
Quinn paid the driver and carried his suitcases to the front door. Laura opened it before 
he could ring the bell. She was wearing dark jeans and a black turtleneck. Her hair was 
combed, but she wore no makeup. There were circles under Laura's eyes and her 
complexion was paler than usual. He forced a smile, but Laura did not return it. 
 "We have to talk," Laura said without any preliminaries. 
 Quinn left his bags in the hall and followed Laura into the living room. She sat in 
an armchair and Quinn took the couch. 
 "You don't know what you've done to me," she said. 
 "Laura, I . . ." 



 "No. Let me say this." She looked down. Her hands were clasped so tightly in her 
lap that her knuckles were white where the blood was cut off. "I trusted you 
completely. You have no idea how hard that is for me. I know we've had trouble. I 
know I'm not the easiest person to live with. But I was certain that I could trust you. " 
 Laura's eyes began to tear and she swiped at the drops angrily. Quinn was 
shocked. Laura never cried. The sight of his wife in tears made Quinn sick. "You don't 
know how difficult it was for me to fall in love with you. I swore that I would never give 
myself to a man the way my mother did." 
 Laura shook her head, too choked with anger to go on. Quinn watched 
helplessly, knowing that there was nothing he could say. 
 "I don't want to live with you." 
 "You want a divorce?" Quinn asked incredulously. 
 "I haven't thought that far. What I do want is to be alone for a while." 
 "Can't you forgive me? Don't you see how sorry I am? I love you, Laura." 
 "I don't know that. Right now, I don't want to be around you. I've made up the 
bed in the guest room. You can stay here until you've found somewhere else to live." 
 Quinn was desperate. 
 "Don't do this. Don't destroy our marriage." 
 Laura's head snapped up. 
 "Don't you dare put this off on me. No one made you go with that woman." 
 Quinn could see that Laura was so angry that nothing he said would change her 
mind. 
 "I'll get an apartment for a while," he said softly. "Whatever you want, as long as 
you promise me you'll think about what we have. No matter what I've done, I still love 
you and I don't want our marriage to end." 
 
 
 

Part Three 
Hell Week 
  
 Chapter 16. 
 It was almost three when Quinn signed in with the guard at the front desk of the 
Multnomah County Courthouse on the Sunday afternoon following his return from St. 
Jerome, then took the elevator to his chambers on the fifth floor. He was depressed 
and a little hung over, having had way too much to drink the night before. Quinn rarely 
drank excessively, but Laura would not take his calls and his small apartment with its 
ugly rented furniture had gotten him down. 
 Quinn hung up his raincoat and put on a pot of coffee. He was in for a solid 
afternoon of legal research and he hoped the caffeine would clear the cobwebs from his 
brain. The pretrial hearing in State v. Crease was set to start Monday afternoon. The 
defense had filed several motions. Quinn's ruling on three of them would have a 
significant impact on the trial. Mary Garrett was asking Quinn to suppress all of the 
evidence found during the search of the crime scene that had been made a week after 



the shootings. Ellen Crease's defense attorney was also asking Quinn to suppress 
certain statements as hearsay. 
 The State had filed only one motion of importance. Mary Garrett wanted to 
introduce evidence concerning Martin Jablonski's prior crimes. Cedric Riker opposed the 
introduction of this evidence. 
 Quinn organized the materials relating to each motion into a separate pile while 
he waited for the coffee to perk. When the coffee was ready, Quinn filled a mug and 
started reading the memos relating to the motion to suppress the evidence found at the 
crime scene. Three hours later, he was slogging through the police reports detailing 
Martin Jablonski's criminal history so he would have a better idea of how to handle the 
district attorney's motion. He finished deciphering Portland Police Officer J. Brademas's 
handwritten account of a six-year-old, extremely violent, home burglary and was about 
to start Officer K. Raptis's report of an older liquor store holdup when he heard the 
phone ringing in the outer office and saw one of his lines flashing. 
 "Hello." 
 "Is this Richard Quinn?" 
 "Yes." 
 "My name is Kyle Fletcher. I'm a detective in Missing Persons." Quinn 
straightened up, suddenly alert. "I'm looking into the disappearance of a woman named 
Andrea Chapman. Does that name ring a bell?" 
 Quinn's heart rate accelerated. 
 "Judge Quinn, you there?" 
 "Uh, yes. I was just thinking," Quinn said to stall for time while he tried to figure 
out why a policeman was calling him about Andrea. 
 "This woman disappeared last week while she was vacationing on the Caribbean 
island of St. Jerome. You were there the same time she was." 
 "That's right. I was speaking at a legal seminar." 
 Quinn wanted to forget about St. Jerome. His failure to tell the police about 
Andrea's murder haunted him. Detective Fletcher's call gave Quinn a chance to tell 
someone about the terrible thing that had happened in the cove. 
 "I believe Miss Chapman sat next to you on the flight from New York to the 
island. I got your name from the manifest." Quinn heard a deep sigh. "I'm stuck here 
calling everyone in first class. Then it's on to economy. If you could tell me what you 
remember about her, it would be a help." 
 Quinn wanted to tell the truth, but he was afraid. So much time had passed. If 
he confessed to witnessing the murder now, he had no idea of the consequences. 
 "Okay. Now I know whom you're talking about. I didn't remember her name. The 
woman who sat next to me on the flight from New York to St. Jerome designed belts. 
She was wearing a very attractive belt that she'd designed for some collection." 
 "That's her. What did you two talk about?" 
 "Not a lot. The type of things you discuss with a seat companion on a flight. I 
was reading a book for part of the time." 
 "Just what you remember." 
 "I believe she mentioned that she was flying back from a show for leather 



suppliers in Bologna, Italy. We talked about her job. That's about all I remember, 
except that she didn't like flying, but she had to because of her work." 
 "Did she tell you her plans on St. Jerome?" 
 Quinn was sweating. This was his last chance to tell Fletcher what had 
happened, but he could not do it. 
 "She was going to stay at a friend's villa," Quinn said. "I don't remember his 
name." 
 "That fits in with what I have so far. Did she mention someone she was going to 
meet or someone she knew on the island?" 
 Quinn felt sick and he hoped that his voice did not betray him. 
 "I don't remember her saying she was going to meet anyone. I got the 
impression that she just wanted to relax." 
 "Is there anything else you can recall?" 
 "No. I think that's it." 
 "Say, did you see her after the flight? On the island?" 
 Quinn froze. "What was that?" he asked to cover his hesitation. "You faded out 
there for a moment." 
 "Sorry. Must be my line here. I asked if you saw Miss Chapman after you landed. 
Maybe at your hotel?" 
 "No. Not after the airport." 
 "Okay. Well, thanks." 
 Quinn knew that he should hang up, but he could not help asking, "Uh, what 
happened? I mean, what do you think happened? She seemed like a nice person." 
 "What we know for sure is that the day after she landed she went to the beach 
late in the afternoon. We think she might have planned to meet someone, because she 
took two sets of snorkeling gear. However, the local police questioned the servants and 
she never said anything to them about meeting anyone. 
 "The St. Jerome Police tell me that there are lots of safe beaches on the island. 
Then you get some with real strong currents. A person could be swept out to sea. They 
get a tourist drowning every couple of years. There's warnings posted, but people don't 
listen. The locals think that's what happened." 
 "And you? Is that what you think?" 
 "No reason to think otherwise. Except, of course, there's the extra snorkeling 
gear. The cops did find her blanket and stuff along with one set of equipment, not two. 
And the cove where they found this stuff, it's supposed to be safe. Then, again, there 
have been several reported disappearances in it over the years. So who knows? 
Anyway, thanks for your time, Judge. I'll let you get back to your work." 
 Quinn hung up. His hands were sweaty and he was breathing hard. He had just 
lied to a police detective. If he was ever linked to Andrea ... But he wouldn't be. 
 If they knew that he was the person that Andrea was meeting, the detective 
would have questioned him further. Or would he? What if they did know and the 
conversation was a trap? The conversation could have been taped. He was getting a 
headache. Quinn stroked his temples. He should have told the detective what he knew, 
but anything he said would incriminate him. He could not call back, anyway, he 



suddenly realized. The detective had not left his phone number or the city he was 
calling from. 
 The call from the detective had drained Quinn of energy. He went into the 
bathroom in his chambers and took two aspirin. While he was washing them down, he 
saw his reflection in the mirror. He looked pale and shaken. Since his return from the 
island, the murder had taken on a dreamlike quality. Andrea still haunted his dreams, 
but her features were blurring and there were times when Quinn did not think about St. 
Jerome at all. The detective's call had made Quinn relive the horror in the cove and the 
cowardly way that he had dealt with it. 
  
 Chapter 17. 
 [1] 
 The attorneys were raring to go when Quinn took the bench Monday afternoon 
to hear the motions in State v. Crease. Cedric Riker looked bright-eyed and dressed for 
success. He was always most excited when the gallery was full and the press was in 
attendance. Mary Garrett looked intense. She was wearing a gray pinstriped suit that 
was all business. 
 It was Ellen Crease that Quinn studied most intently. Her black dress reflected a 
somber mood, but she seemed unafraid. Crease did not slump in her seat or look down 
as Frederick Gideon had. From the moment Quinn took the bench she sat 
square-shouldered and straight-backed, coolly confident and self-assured. 
 Quinn let his eyes rest on Crease for a moment too long. She sensed the judge's 
interest and turned her head toward him. Quinn colored and looked down at a pleading 
on the dais. He recovered his composure just as Lamar Hoyt, Jr., entered the 
courtroom. Quinn saw Junior smirk at Crease, who flushed with anger, held his stare 
long enough to let him know that she was not intimidated, then turned her attention to 
the proceedings. Just before she did, Quinn noticed Ryan Clark sitting in the back of the 
courtroom. Quinn had met Benjamin Gage's administrative assistant at a Republican 
fund-raiser. Quinn was not surprised to see Clark, given Gage's interest in the outcome 
of Crease's case. 
 "Good morning, Counsel, Senator," Quinn said. "For the record, this is the time 
set to discuss the motions filed by the parties in this case. Am I correct that only the 
motion to suppress the evidence found in Senator Crease's bedroom will require me to 
hear witnesses and that I'll be deciding Ms. Garrett's hearsay objections to the 
testimony of Karen Fargo and Conchita Jablonski after reading the briefs and affidavits 
you have submitted?" 
 "That's correct, Your Honor," Mary Garrett said. Riker nodded his agreement. 
 "Why don't you state your positions? Then we'll hear the witnesses in the motion 
to suppress." 
 Riker sat down and pulled a legal pad in front of him. 
 "We are asking the Court to suppress all of the evidence obtained as a result of 
the warrantless search of my client's bedroom by Detective Anthony and Gary Yoshida 
of the crime lab after the crime scene was released back to my client," Garrett told 
Quinn. 



 "I want to be clear on this," Quinn interrupted. "As I understand it, you have no 
objection to the introduction of any evidence found in the bedroom on the evening of 
the murder?" 
 "That's correct," Garrett responded. "The police were legally on the premises at 
that time. The bedroom was a crime scene, there were two dead bodies present. The 
situation changed when the bedroom was released back to Senator Crease. After that 
point, it became incumbent on the authorities to obtain a warrant to search the 
bedroom." 
 "I'm with you. Now, why don't you think the search was legal?" 
 "The obvious reason is that the search was conducted without a warrant when 
the police had adequate time to obtain one. Our second point is that James Allen, the 
houseman, was coerced into opening the locked bedroom for the police. Finally, even if 
he was not coerced, Mr. Allen had no authority to let the police into his employer's 
locked bedroom." 
 "Thank you, Ms. Garrett," Quinn said as he made some notes. "Mr. Riker?" 
 Riker stood slowly, then paused for effect before shaking his head. 
 "Your Honor, this whole motion is a ridiculous waste of time. There is a 
well-recognized exception to the warrant requirement that permits the police to search 
without a warrant if emergency conditions make an immediate warrantless search 
necessary to prevent the destruction of evidence. If Detective Anthony and Officer 
Yoshida had waited to search the bedroom, the most important evidence in this case 
would have been destroyed. 
 "Even if exigent circumstances did not exist, the entry into the bedroom was 
perfectly legal. The defendant was in eastern Oregon campaigning. In her absence, Mr. 
Allen was in charge of the house. He had authority to let people into the bedroom and 
he let Detective Anthony and Officer Yoshida into the bedroom willingly. The courts 
have long recognized that third parties may give binding consent to officials to search 
the premises of a defendant and seize evidence found inside the premises. This is an 
exception to the requirement that the police obtain a warrant before searching and to 
the requirement that the person searching have probable cause to believe there is 
evidence of a crime in the place searched." 
 "As I understand it," Quinn said, "it's the position of the defense that the person 
who gave consent did not have the actual authority to give it." 
 "We disagree with that assertion, but it would make no difference if the defense 
was correct, YourHonor. Even if Mr. Allen did not have actual authority to let the 
officers into the bedroom, he appeared to have that authority. As the Court knows, if a 
police officer has a reasonable belief that a person has authority to consent to a search, 
a warrantless search will be legal, even if it turns out that the officer was mistaken." 
 "Okay. Why don't you call your first witness, Ms. Garrett?" 
 "Senator Crease calls James Allen, Your Honor." 
 James Allen took the oath and sat in the witness box. He looked uneasy. 
 "Mr. Allen, how are you employed?" 
 "I work . . . worked for Mr. Lamar Hoyt as his houseman until his death. I am 
now employed in that same capacity for your client, Ms. Crease." 



 "Do you remember the time, several days after Mr. Hoyt was murdered, when 
Detective Anthony and an Officer Yoshida came to the estate and told you that they 
wanted to reenter the master bedroom?" 
 "Yes, ma'am." 
 "Did either gentleman show you a search warrant?" 
 "No." 
 "What reason did they give you for wishing to look at the room?" 
 "Detective Anthony told me that there were loose ends in the investigation that 
needed to be tied up and that they had to look at the bedroom again to do that. He 
was never very specific." 
 "Where was Senator Crease on that day?" 
 "She was campaigning in eastern Oregon." 
 "What did you tell Detective Anthony when he asked to look in the bedroom?" 
 "I told him that Ms. Crease had given me strict orders to let no one into the 
bedroom except the cleaning people, who were coming the next day." 
 "What happened when you told Detective Anthony that you had strict orders not 
to let anyone but the cleaners into the bedroom?" 
 "He said that Ms. Crease couldn't have meant to keep out the police. He said she 
probably just wanted to keep reporters out." 
 "What happened next?" 
 "I told the detective that he was probably right, but I didn't feel that I could let 
him in without speaking to Ms. Crease, so I tried to get in touch with her at her hotel in 
Pendleton. Unfortunately, she was not in." 
 "What happened after you told the detective that you couldn't reach Senator 
Crease?" 
 Allen looked nervous. He licked his lips. "Uh, well, at that point, Detective 
Anthony became quite agitated. He reminded me that he was investigating Mr. Hoyt's 
murder and said that any evidence in the room would be destroyed by the cleaners if I 
waited to talk to Ms. Crease before letting them into the room." 
 "You said that Detective Anthony grew agitated when you refused to let him into 
the bedroom. Please describe his demeanor." 
 "His tone grew sharp and he leaned very close to me. He was quite insistent." 
 "What did you do after his demeanor changed?" 
 "I ... I didn't want to impede the investigation, so I gave Detective Anthony the 
key to the bedroom." 
 "Thank you, Mr. Allen. Your witness, Counselor." 
 Riker stood up and walked over to James Allen. 
 "Good morning, Mr. Allen," he said in a tone that lacked sincerity. Allen nodded. 
 "It's in your best interest to say things that help the defendant, isn't it?" 
 "Pardon me, sir?" Allen asked, clearly offended by the question. 
 "The defendant pays your salary. You're dependent on her for your living, for the 
roof over your head?" 
 "I have testified to the truth, Mr. Riker," Allen answered with great dignity. 
 "Certainly. But what I've said is true, is it not?" 



 Allen started to say something, then thought better of it and ended by 
answering, "Yes," tersely. 
 Riker opened a thick folder and reviewed some papers. He selected one of them 
and looked up at the witness. 
 "Mr. Allen, have you ever been convicted of a crime?" 
 Allen paled and answered, "Yes," in a shaky voice. 
 "What crime was that?" 
 "Man . . . manslaughter." 
 "You stabbed a man to death in a bar fight, did you not?" 
 Allen looked like he was going to be sick. 
 "Please instruct Mr. Allen to answer, Your Honor," Riker asked the Court. 
 "Please answer the question," Quinn instructed the witness. 
 "That is true," Allen answered. 
 "Did you know about this?" Garrett whispered to Crease. 
 "Yes, but I forgot. It's ancient history. James is gay. When he was eighteen, two 
men attacked him. They were gay bashing. James had a knife and he fought them off. 
Lamar said that it would have been self-defense, but James ran the men down after 
they quit the fight and killed one of them. He gave James a break when he got out of 
prison and hired him. He hasn't been in trouble since." 
 "You're the housekeeper at the Hoyt estate, right?" Riker asked Allen. 
 "Yes." 
 "'When Mr. Hoyt and the defendant were away, you were in charge of the 
house, weren't you?" 
 "Yes." 
 "That's why you had the keys to all the rooms, including the bedroom?" 
 "Yes." 
 "And you could go into any room in the house to clean or to get something, 
right?" 
 "Yes." 
 "In fact, it was part of your duties to let people, like the cleaners, into various 
rooms in the house, including the bedroom, when Mr. Hoyt and the defendant were 
away?" 
 "Yes." 
 "Mr. Allen, did you like Mr. Hoyt?" 
 "Yes, sir." 
 "You'd worked for him for more than twenty years?" 
 "Yes." 
 "And you wanted his killer brought to justice?" 
 "Yes." 
 "How did you feel when Detective Anthony told you that keeping him and Officer 
Yoshida out of the bedroom might lead to the destruction of evidence that could prove 
who killed Mr. Hoyt?" 
 "I . . . Well, I didn't want to be responsible for something like that." 
 "So you wanted the officers to enter that bedroom, didn't you?" 



 "I ... I guess . . . Yes. I wanted to help." 
 "Thank you, Mr. Allen," Riker said before turning away from the witness and 
returning to his seat. Quinn noted Riker's satisfied smile and the brief look of concern 
on Garrett's face. 
 "If I might, Your Honor," Garrett said. 
 "Certainly." 
 "Mr. Allen, your instructions from Senator Crease were quite explicit, were they 
not? Didn't she tell you to keep the bedroom locked and let no one but the cleaners into 
it?" 
 "Those were my instructions." 
 "She did not tell you to make an exception for the police, did she?" 
 "No." 
 "You made it clear to the officers what your instructions were?" 
 "Yes." 
 "And when you refused Detective Anthony admission, that is when he became 
agitated, sharp with you and demanding?" 
 "Yes." 
 "Did his tone have anything to do with your decision to give him the bedroom 
key?" 
 "Well, he was a policeman and he seemed very upset with me. I didn't feel that I 
could refuse him." 
 "Nothing further." 
 Riker was already on his feet. "Mr. Allen, did the defendant give you specific 
instructions to keep the police out of the bedroom." 
 "No." 
 "So you never discussed with the defendant what you should do if a policeman 
came to the house and needed access to the bedroom so he could try to secure 
evidence that would help find Lamar Hoyt's murderer?" 
 "No." 
 "Before you gave Detective Anthony the key, did you try to figure out what the 
defendant would have told you if you had been successful in talking to her in 
Pendleton?" 
 "I . . . Yes, I did." 
 "Was it your impression that the defendant wanted her husband's killer found?" 
 "Most assuredly." 
 "So you concluded that she would never want to impede the investigation, didn't 
you? That she would have gladly allowed the police access to that bedroom if it would 
help find her husband's killer?" 
 Allen looked down and answered, "Yes," in a tone so low that Quinn had trouble 
hearing him. 
 "And that was why you gave Detective Anthony the key, wasn't it? Not because 
he grew sharp with you, but because you realized that his agitation stemmed from his 
desire to solve the murder of your employer of twenty years? Isn't that so?" 
 "I ... I guess . . . Yes, that had a lot to do with it." 



 "Thank you, Mr. Allen," Riker said with a self-satisfied smile. 
 Quinn asked Mary Garrett if she had any other questions for the witness. Garrett 
thought about trying to rehabilitate Allen, but she realized that the damage had already 
been done. She dismissed the witness. Allen took a seat in the back of the courtroom. 
He looked very upset. 
 "How bad were we hurt?" Crease asked in a whisper. 
 "Riker did a good job. We can argue that Allen was bullied into consenting to the 
search, but Riker can argue that he was only doing what he thought was best and that 
he had concluded that you would have consented, too." 
 "Would it do any good to call me as a witness?" Crease asked. "I definitely told 
Jim to keep the bedroom locked, except to let in the cleaners." 
 "Riker would ask you if you intended to keep out police officials who were trying 
to solve the murder of your husband," Garrett answered. "We both know how you 
would answer that question." 
 "Any more witnesses, Ms. Garrett?" Quinn asked. 
 "No, Your Honor." 
 "Then let's hear from your people, Mr. Riker." 
 "The State calls Lou Anthony, Your Honor." 
 The bailiff went into the hall and returned with the detective. The bailiff gave 
Anthony the oath, then motioned him toward the witness box. Quinn thought that the 
detective seemed very uncomfortable and the judge noticed that the witness avoided 
looking at Ellen Crease. 
 "Detective Anthony, are you the detective in charge of the investigation into the 
death of Lamar Hoyt?" Riker asked after establishing Anthony's background in police 
work. 
 "Yes, sir." 
 "Were you at the crime scene on the evening of January seventh?" 
 "Yes, sir." 
 "Did you interview the defendant and speak to the medical examiner, forensic 
experts and other investigators?" 
 "Yes, sir." 
 "What conclusion did you come to about the defendant's responsibility for the 
death of her husband and Martin Jablonski on the evening of the shooting?" 
 "On the evening of January seventh, I concluded that a burglar, who we later 
learned was an ex-convict named Martin Jablonski, had broken into the home of Mr. 
Hoyt and the defendant to commit a burglary and had shot Mr. Hoyt during its 
commission. I also concluded that the defendant shot and killed Mr. Jablonski to protect 
herself." 
 "Did you believe that Mr. Jablonski was working alone?" 
 "At that time, yes." 
 "Did you later suspect that Mr. Jablonski had been hired to break into the Hoyt 
estate and shoot Mr. Hoyt?" 
 "Yes." 
 "What caused you to form that opinion?" 



 "During a search of Mr. Jablonski's apartment, I found ten thousand dollars that 
his wife said Jablonski received shortly before the break-in." 
 "Subsequent to learning about the ten thousand dollars, did you become aware 
of evidence that called into question the defendant's version of the shooting?" 
 "Yes, sir. Gary Yoshida, a forensic expert in our crime lab, told me that blood 
spatter evidence at the crime scene contradicted the defendant's version of the way the 
shooting occurred." 
 "When did Officer Yoshida tell you about the blood spatter evidence?" 
 "On January 14, a week after the shooting." 
 "Did Officer Yoshida tell you he needed to visit the crime scene to confirm his 
suspicions about the blood spatter evidence?" 
 "Yes. He said that he had to see the scene in three dimensions. His initial 
conclusions were drawn from examinations of photographs and he felt that wasn't good 
enough." 
 "When Officer Yoshida informed you that he needed to see the bedroom again to 
confirm his suspicions about the blood spatter, did you drive to the estate 
immediately?" 
 "Yes." 
 "Why did you go so quickly?" 
 "It had been a while since the murder and we had just turned the scene back to 
the defendant. We were both worried that the scene had been altered. I felt time was 
of the essence." 
 "What happened at the estate?" 
 "Mr. Allen, the housekeeper, let us in. He told us that the bedroom was going to 
be cleaned the next day. I asked for his consent to enter the bedroom with 
OfficerYoshida so we could find any evidence that might exist before the cleaners 
destroyed it. He gave his consent and we conducted our investigation." 
 "Why didn't you get a search warrant for the bedroom?" 
 "There wasn't any reason to do that. We are taught about the law of search and 
seizure at the Police Academy and we get updates from time to time. It has always 
been my understanding that a warrant was not necessary if someone with the authority 
to give it consents to a search of the premises." 
 "Did you believe that Mr. Allen had the authority to consent to your entry into 
the bedroom?" 
 "Yes, sir. He was the housekeeper. He had the key. The defendant was away 
campaigning. He was the only one home." 
 "No further questions. Thank you, Detective." 
 "What's your take on Anthony? Is he an honest cop?" Garrett asked Crease in a 
whisper. 
 Crease thought about the question before answering. Then she leaned close to 
her attorney. 
 "Lou's a straight arrow. He won't lie." 
 Garrett looked at the witness. 
 "As I understand your testimony, Detective, you and Officer Yoshida went to the 



Hoyt estate, James Allen met you, you told him you wanted to enter the bedroom, he 
said that was great and he took you upstairs and let you in. Do I have that right?" 
 "No, ma'am. That is not what happened." 
 Garrett looked astonished. "Oh! What part do I have wrong?" 
 "When I first asked Mr. Allen if Officer Yoshida and I could go into the bedroom, 
he wasn't sure that he could let us in." 
 "In fact, he specifically told you, did he not, that the room was locked and that 
Senator Crease had instructed him to unlock the room only for the cleaners?" 
 "Yes, ma'am." 
 "Did you take 'no' for an answer?" 
 "No, because the defendant had no reason to believe we would need to take a 
second look at the room when she left for eastern Oregon. I assumed that she wouldn't 
want to block a police investigation." 
 "Well, Detective, weren't you also assuming at this time that Senator Crease may 
have hired Martin Jablonski to kill her husband?" 
 "That was a theory." 
 "If that was true, she would have every reason to impede a police investigation, 
wouldn't she?" 
 Anthony hesitated before answering, "I guess so." 
 "And every reason to want to forbid you access to the crime scene." 
 Anthony did not know what to say. 
 "I'll assume your lack of response constitutes agreement, Detective," Garrett 
said. 
 "Objection," said Riker, who was obviously upset by the course of Garrett's 
examination. "Detective Anthony did not just agree. Ms. Garrett is putting words in his 
mouth." 
 "Sustained," Quinn said. "Detective, we need a yes or no for the record." 
 Anthony looked helpless. Finally, he answered, "I guess she would have a reason 
to deny us access to the room if she was the killer." 
 Garrett's lips twitched. It was bad form to grin in court when you scored points, 
so she had to suppress a big smile. 
 "It is true, is it not, that Mr. Allen tried to reach Senator Crease by phone to see 
if she would agree to let you in the room, but he was unable to talk to her?" 
 "Yes." 
 "He then reiterated to you that his instructions were to keep everyone but the 
cleaners out of the room?" 
 "Yes." 
 "That upset you, didn't it?" 
 "I wasn't upset." 
 "You didn't become agitated and raise your voice?" 
 "I ... I was concerned about the cleaners and I was certain that ... I mean, well, 
it seemed to me that Senator Crease would have let us in if she was asked. That she 
wouldn't have objected to the police going in." 
 "Even though you just said that she had every reason to keep out the police if 



she was a murderer?" 
 "I . . . Honestly, that didn't go through my mind, about her refusing." 
 "You just wanted to get into the room?" 
 "Yes." 
 "So you applied pressure to Mr. Allen." 
 "No." 
 "You didn't lean into him?" 
 "I may have." 
 "You didn't sound annoyed?" 
 "I . . . That may be so. I was concerned." 
 "You made Mr. Allen change his mind, did you not?" 
 "He changed his mind. I couldn't force him. I didn't. It was his decision." 
 "You're telling Judge Quinn that you didn't use your authority as a policeman and 
your size to intimidate Mr. Allen?" 
 "No. It wasn't that way." 
 Garrett hesitated for a moment. Then she said, "No further questions, Your 
Honor." 
 Quinn studied the detective. He sounded a little desperate, but he also sounded 
like an honest cop. The judge did not doubt that Anthony had applied some pressure to 
Allen to convince him to change his mind, but it made a difference if the detective 
simply used his powers of persuasion as opposed to coercing the housekeeper to open 
the bedroom door. However, the line between persuasion and coercion could be very 
thin when the person who wants a result is a police officer. 
 "Our next witness will take a while, Your Honor," Cedric Riker said. "This might 
be a good time to break." 
 "Who is the witness?" 
 "Officer Yoshida. He'll be explaining the basis for probable cause and talking 
about the exigent circumstances." 
 "All right. Let's break for the day. I'll see everyone at nine in the morning." 
 [2] 
 Quinn did not want to go back to his barren apartment, so he stayed in his 
chambers to work on cases that he had not been able to get to because of State v. 
Crease. The corridors of the courthouse were deserted when Quinn turned out the 
lights in his chambers and locked the door shortly before seven. The courthouse floors 
were marble and the ceilings were high. The slightest noise was magnified. At night, 
the silence in the darkened halls was eerie. Quinn walked down the corridor. The 
elevators were around the corner. When he was almost at the end of the hall, Quinn 
paused. He thought he heard a footfall. He stopped to listen, but the hall was silent. 
Maybe a security guard was walking rounds on the floor below. Sound carried in odd 
ways in an empty building at night. 
 Quinn turned the corner. There was a bank of two elevators on either side of the 
wide marble stairs. Just as the judge pressed the Down button to summon one a 
scraping sound made Quinn's breath catch in his chest. He stepped away from the 
elevators and peered down the deserted hallway in both directions. Quinn jumped, then 



sagged, startled by the bell that signaled the arrival of the elevator. 
 Quinn took the car to the lobby. The empty courthouse had spooked him and the 
dark, deserted streets looked threatening. The rain had stopped, but a stiff wind forced 
Quinn to turn up the collar of his raincoat. He hurried along the three blocks between 
the courthouse and the garage where the county rented parking spaces for the judges. 
 During the ride home, Quinn tried to think about the evidence he had heard, but 
he found himself thinking about Laura and how lonely he would be all evening. Quinn 
decided to call Laura as soon as he got home. Maybe she was ready to talk about their 
future. 
 Quinn opened his door and turned on the light. He shut and locked the door. A 
man in a black ski mask, turtleneck and jeans stepped out of the judge's bedroom and 
pointed a gun at Quinn. 
 "Stay calm,'' the man said. "I'm not here to hurt you or rob you, but I will hurt 
you if you don't do as you're told. If you're smart, I'll be gone in a few minutes and 
you'll be just fine. Do you understand me?" 
 "Yes," Quinn answered, trying to keep his tone neutral so the gunman would not 
hear how frightened he was. 
 The intruder gestured toward a chair that stood in front of a low coffee table. 
 "Sit down." 
 Quinn did as he was told. 
 "How did Andrea Chapman die?" the man asked. 
 "I told the police that I don't know anything about that." 
 The man reached behind his back and pulled a manila envelope out of his 
waistband. He tossed it onto the coffee table. 
 "Open it," he commanded. 
 Quinn raised the flap. 
 "Now, take out the photographs." 
 Quinn removed three 8V2 by 11 black-and-white photographs. All three shots 
showed Quinn and Andrea Chapman in the Cove of Lost Souls. Quinn's stomach rolled. 
The man pulled back the hammer of the gun and pointed the barrel at Quinn's head. 
Quinn blanched. 
 "I repeat, how did Andrea Chapman die?" 
 "She was murdered," Quinn stammered. 
 "Yes, but how was she murdered?" 
 "Drowning. She was drowned." 
 There was a slit for the mouth in the ski mask and Quinn saw the man's lips curl 
into a cruel grin. 
 "I hear that drowning is a peaceful way to die once you give in to it. Andrea 
didn't have it that easy." 
 The man paused as if recalling a fond memory. When he spoke again, it was in 
the tone that confidants use with one another. 
 "Andrea's skin was smooth and her body was very firm. You would have enjoyed 
playing with her. I did. Oh, she cried and begged at first, but I soon put an end to that. 
Do you want to know how?" 



 This time the man's smile was wide and self-satisfied. Quinn's stomach clenched 
and bile rose in his throat. The man chuckled. 
 "Don't go in much for rough foreplay, do you? It's one of my favorite things. 
After a while Andrea was willing to do anything I asked, even to the point of inventing 
her own little sex games, to avoid the pain." 
 The man paused. He eyed Quinn curiously, holding the judge's gaze the way a 
hypnotist traps his subject. The smile faded suddenly. 
 "Unfortunately, I had business to attend to, so I was forced to rape Andrea 
brutally, several times. Then I selected a very sharp hunting knife and engaged in some 
creative dismemberment." 
 Quinn gagged and fought with all his might to keep from throwing up. 
 "Don't worry, Judge. You won't have to see any pictures. In fact, if you do as 
you're told, neither you nor anyone else will ever view my handiwork. But if you disobey 
me there will be terrible consequences for you. 
 "Tell me, Judge, what do you think would happen if the St. Jerome Police 
received an anonymous call telling them where to find the body of Andrea Chapman? 
What do you think would happen if the St. Jerome Police received copies of these 
photographs? Did you know that there is an extradition treaty between the United 
States and St. Jerome? Did you know that hanging is the punishment for murder on St. 
Jerome?" 
 Quinn had trouble breathing. He felt as if his body had turned to water. 
 "What do you want from me?" Quinn managed. 
 "One thing. If you do that one thing, you'll be safe. If you don't, Andrea 
Chapman's body will be found, the police will get these pictures and you will rot in a 
rat-infested prison on St. Jerome until the day you are hanged by the neck in the prison 
courtyard. Now, ask me what the one thing is." 
 Quinn hesitated. 
 "Come on. You can do it. Ask me how you can save your life." 
 "What do you want me to do?" 
 "Everything in your power to see that Ellen Crease is convicted of the murder of 
her husband. Once the jury returns a verdict of guilty, Andrea Chapman'6 body will 
disappear forever and all copies of the photographs you are holding will be destroyed." 
 "I . . . I can t rig the trial. She could be sentenced to death." 
 "So could you. Do you have an alibi for the day Andrea died? Can you explain 
where you went in your rented car?" The man walked over to Quinn and held out his 
hand. "Please hand me the photographs, Judge." 
 Quinn's hand shook as he picked up the pictures. The man took them and 
walked to the front door. 
 "'You know what you have to do to save your life. Keep your mouth shut, do it, 
and you'll survive." 
 The door closed and the man was gone. Quinn concentrated on fighting the 
nausea, but it was no good. He raced into the bathroom and threw up several times. 
Then he collapsed on the bathroom floor. Quinn remembered Andrea's smile, her laugh. 
An image of her running toward the sea came to him unbidden. Then, superimposed on 



that vision was an image of her body beaten and mutilated. Quinn squeezed his eyes 
shut and willed the vision away. He leaned against the bathroom wall and breathed 
deeply. 
 After a while Quinn struggled to his feet, cupped his hands and gulped cold 
water from the tap, then splashed it on his face. He had almost regained his composure 
when he remembered the call from the detective. Quinn had told him that he had not 
seen Andrea after he left the airport. The photographs would destroy him. 
 Quinn went into his kitchen and poured a glass of Scotch, which he drank 
quickly. The Scotch burned away some of his fear. Quinn took the liquor bottle into the 
living room, refilled his glass and collapsed on the couch. He reviewed everything that 
had happened to him since Andrea sat next to him on the plane trip to St. Jerome. 
 The first thought that occurred to Quinn was chilling. Until this evening, Quinn 
believed that Andrea Chapman's murder was not connected to him in any way. 
 Now Quinn knew that Andrea Chapman had been killed to set him up. It was the 
only way to explain what happened to Laura in Miami. The people who wanted Crease 
convicted had learned about Quinn's trip to St. Jerome. They had lured Laura to Miami 
with a fat retainer check so they could make certain that the first-class seat next to 
Quinn would be vacant. He had been played for a fool from the beginning. 
 [3] 
 Frank Price eyed Quinn as he let him into the apartment. The judge's tie was 
loose, his suit coat was rumpled and there were stains on his wrinkled white shirt. His 
complexion was pasty and there were dark shadows under his eyes. 
 "For someone who's just been on vacation in a tropical paradise, you don't look 
so hot." 
 "Too much work," Quinn mumbled without conviction. Price gave him a harder 
look. 
 "How are things with you and Laura?" Price asked as he led Quinn into the living 
room. 
 "Fine. Everything is fine," Quinn said. 
 Only after he answered did it occur to Quinn that Price had asked about the 
health of his relationship with Laura and not the usual small-talk question about the 
state of his wife's health. Quinn wondered if Laura had talked to Frank at work. Price 
was watching him closely. 
 "We're separated," Quinn confessed. 
 Suddenly, Price looked every bit of his eighty years. 
 "I'm sorry to hear that," he said. 
 Quinn heard a slight tremor in Price's voice. Quinn knew that the old man loved 
him and hoped he would have a good marriage. He could see how much his separation 
from Laura hurt Frank. 
 "I'm living in an apartment. It's just temporary." 
 "Do you want to talk about it?" 
 Quinn shook his head. "We'll work it out. I still love her. I think she loves me." 
 "If you need my help I'm always here for you." 
 "I know that." 



 "I put up some coffee, but you look like you can use something stronger." 
 Quinn wanted a glass of Scotch, then thought better of it. 
 "Coffee will be fine." 
 Price carried two mugs of steaming coffee into the living room. 
 "I came for some information and I need it in confidence," he told Price. 
 "Oh?" 
 Quinn wrapped his large hands around the mug for warmth. 
 "I'm hearing the pretrial motions in Ellen Crease's case. Do you know her?" 
 "We've met at political functions and I know people who know her. We're not 
friends." 
 "What about her husband, Lamar Hoyt?" 
 "He was a major contributor to the Republican Party. I've had dinner with him." 
 "Frank, can you think of anyone with a grudge against Ellen Crease? I'm talking 
about something very serious. Something that would motivate a person to want to hurt 
Crease very badly." 
 Price was clearly uncomfortable. 
 "This is highly irregular, Dick. This extra-judicial inquiry into the background of a 
defendant whose case you're hearing. Do you mind telling me what prompted this 
visit?" 
 "I ... I can't explain why I'm here. You're going to have to take it on faith that 
the information I'm asking for is crucial to a decision I have to make." 
 "If you're in some kind of trouble . . . ," Price started. 
 "Frank, I know I can trust you. I just can't confide in you." 
 "Does this have anything to do with Laura?" 
 "No," Quinn lied. 
 Price hesitated for a moment, but he could see how desperate Quinn looked. 
 "Ellen Crease has always been confrontational and she's made several political 
enemies, even in her own party. We never minded her ambition when she was running 
aggressive campaigns against Democratic opponents, though I, and others, did find her 
methods objectionable on occasion, but I can tell you that she has not endeared herself 
to the party by challenging an incumbent Republican senator." 
 "How did she get away with going after Gage?" 
 "Crease doesn't feel that she's accountable to anyone. She has a very committed 
following on the far right and her husband's money." 
 "Is there anyone you can think of who would be so upset with Crease that he 
would try to have her killed?" 
 "Why do you need to know that?" 
 "What if the man who broke into the Hoyt mansion came to kill Ellen Crease and 
not Lamar Hoyt? Crease would be innocent." 
 "Dick, do you realize what you're doing? You're a judge, for Christ's sake. You 
have to remain impartial. You have no business playing detective like this. In fact, 
you're violating your oath by taking sides in this case." 
 "I know that, and I can't explain why I'm asking you these questions. Please, 
Frank, I need your help." 



 "What have you gotten yourself into?" 
 Quinn looked away. Price was very troubled. For a moment, Quinn worried that 
he was going to end the meeting. Then Price said, "There are two people I can think of 
who would have the motive and personality to do what you're suggesting. Lamar Hoyt, 
Jr., was a constant source of concern to Lamar since he was a child. He is irresponsible 
and he has a history of violence. I know of two assault charges that Lamar was able to 
settle out of court by paying off the complaining witnesses. Junior has been quite vocal 
about his hatred of his stepmother. I assume you've heard about the will contest?" 
 Quinn nodded. 
 "Then, there's Benjamin Gage. Have you heard the rumors about his connection 
to Otto Keeler's death?" 
 "I never paid that much attention to them." 
 "I have no idea if there's any truth to them, but they won't go away. Gage made 
his fortune in the computer industry with a company called StarData. Otto Keeler and 
Gage started the company. For a while, StarData looked like it might take off, but it 
experienced a serious funding problem. Just when things looked darkest, the StarData 
building burned down. Otto Keeler was killed in the blaze. Gage assumed total control 
over the company and he used the millions the company received from Keeler's key 
man insurance and the fire insurance to help StarData turn the corner financially. The 
origin of the fire was unquestionably arson and there was no reason anyone uncovered 
for Keeler sleeping in the building on the evening of the blaze. There was never any 
evidence connecting Gage to the fire, but the police took a very hard look at him for a 
long time. 
 "Other than Gage and Lamar, Jr., I can't think of anyone else who would have a 
reason to try to do what you're suggesting." 
 Quinn stood. He looked drained and distant. Price gripped Quinn's shoulders. 
 "Let me help you, Dick." 
 Quinn smiled sadly. Then he embraced Price. "I love you, Frank. But I've got to 
do this on my own." 
 Quinn let Price go and headed for the door. "If you change your mind . . . ," 
Price said. "I know," Quinn answered. 
  
 Chapter 18. 
 "Officer Yoshida, how are you employed?" Cedric Riker asked. 
 "I'm a criminalist with the Oregon State Police Forensic Laboratory in Portland." 
 "Please give Judge Quinn your academic background." 
 Yoshida turned toward Quinn. He had testified in his court on a few occasions 
and was perfectly relaxed on the witness stand. 
 "I graduated from Portland State University with a B. S. in chemistry in 1989 and 
returned to PSU for courses in genetic biology and forensic DNA analysis. From 1989 to 
1990, I worked as an analytical chemist. Then, in 1990, I became an Oregon State 
Police officer assigned to the crime lab." 
 "Over the years, have you had training in crime scene investigation and, more 
specifically, in the analysis of bloodstain patterns?" 



 "Yes, sir. I attended the Oregon State Medical Examiners' death investigation 
class in 1990, a blood pattern analysis training program at the Police Academy in1991, 
an advanced crime scene training program in1992, and I completed a basic, 
intermediate and advanced serology training program in 1992. Over the years, I have 
read numerous articles in the area and attended many seminars where these subjects 
were discussed." 
 "As part of your duties, do you go to crime scenes and collect evidence?" 
 "Yes." 
 "How many crime scenes have you investigated?" 
 Yoshida laughed. "Gosh, I don't know. I never kept a count. It's a lot, though. I 
investigate several homicides each year. Then, there are other scenes." 
 "Okay. Now, were you one of the criminalists who went to the Hoyt estate on the 
evening that Lamar Hoyt and Martin Jablonski were shot to death?" 
 "I was." 
 "Please describe the scene forjudge Quinn." 
 Yoshida left the witness box and walked over to a large diagram of the murder 
scene that he had prepared. The diagram was resting on an easel. 
 "The crime scene we are interested in is the master bedroom on the second floor 
of Mr. Hoyt's mansion. To get to that room, you climb a set of stairs to the second 
floor, then go down a long corridor in a westerly direction." 
 Yoshida picked up a wooden pointer and placed its tip on a section of the 
drawing that represented the door to the hall. 
 "The master bedroom itself is a rectangle. The door between the bedroom and 
the hall is in the east wall at the southeast corner of the bedroom." 
 Yoshida moved his pointer to the bathroom doorway. 
 "The northern wall in the hall is also the south wall of the bathroom. When you 
enter the bedroom, you can see the bathroom door if you look to your right." 
 Yoshida moved the pointer again. 
 "If you are standing in the doorway and you look directly across the room, you'll 
see the west wall. A good portion of that wall is a large window with a view of the pool 
and part of the yard. Halfway between the west and east walls is a king-size bed. The 
headboard touches the north wall. Directly across from the foot of the bed is an armoire 
approximately seven feet high. It contains a television and its back touches the south 
wall. My information from the first officers on the scene and an interview with the 
houseman, James Allen, is that the lights in the room were off when the crime occurred 
and that the television was also off." 
 "When you entered the crime scene, what did you see?" 
 Yoshida pointed to a stick figure that had been positioned between the small box 
that represented the armoire and the slightly larger box that represented the king-size 
bed. 
 "The first thing I saw was the body of Martin Jablonski. He was facedown with 
his feet almost touching the armoire and his head facing the bed. There was a pool of 
blood under his body approximately ten feet from the foot of the bed and one foot from 
the west-facing side of the armoire. There was also a .45-caliber handgun lying on the 



floor near Mr. Jablonski's right hand." 
 "Did you determine how Mr. Jablonski was killed?" 
 "Yes, sir. The defendant told the investigating officers that she shot Mr. Jablonski 
twice with a Smith & Wesson .38 snubnose loaded with hollow point bullets. When Mr. 
Jablonski was autopsied, the medical examiner recovered two bullets that had lodged in 
the body. One was recovered from Mr. Jablonski's head and the other from his torso. 
They were the type of bullet that the defendant described. Ballistics tests confirmed 
that the defendant's gun, which was recovered at the scene, fired the two shots." 
 "Why didn't the bullets exit the body?" Riker asked. 
 "Hollow point bullets are designed to stay inside the body so they can bounce 
around and cause more damage." 
 "Did you see another body in the room?" 
 "Yes, sir. The body of Lamar Hoyt was sprawled on his back on the bed. I was 
told that he had been shot while in the bed, but that the defendant had been found 
holding him with his head in her lap. From blood spatter patterns on the headboard and 
bed, I concluded that Mr. Hoyt was probably sitting up on the east side of the bed 
when he was shot. Then he fell sideways onto the west side of the bed. The defendant 
pulled him even further sideways when she sat down and cradled his head." 
 "Did ballistics tests identify the .45-caliber handgun found next to Mr. Jablonski 
as the weapon that was used to kill Lamar Hoyt?" 
 "Yes." 
 "Now, Officer Yoshida, did the defendant explain what happened on the evening 
of the shooting?" 
 "Yes, sir. To Detective Anthony." 
 "Please tell the Court how the shooting scenario was explained to you." 
 "As I understood the defendant's version, she and Mr. Hoyt had engaged in 
sexual intercourse. The defendant has the side of the bed closest to the window. She 
stated that after they finished, she got up from the bed, went to the window in the 
west wall, then crossed in front of the bed and entered the bathroom, turned on the 
bathroom light and washed up. 
 "After finishing in the bathroom, she put on her nightgown, turned off the 
bathroom light and crossed back in front of the bed. She got back in the bed on her 
side and talked with Mr. Hoyt for a while. As they were talking, the door opened and 
Mr. Jablonski entered the room. The defendant said she saw that Mr. Jablonski was 
armed, so she ducked over her side of the bed and secured the .38 that she keeps 
under it. She heard three shots and came up firing. Mr. Jablonski fell and she turned 
her attention to her husband, whom she determined to be dead." 
 "Officer Yoshida, when you looked at the crime scene on the evening of the 
shootings, did you see anything that called the defendant's version of the shootings into 
question?" 
 Yoshida looked embarrassed. 
 "The evidence was there. I just didn't pick up on it." 
 "What did you conclude on the evening of the crime?" 
 "That the defendant was telling the truth." 



 Yoshida's embarrassment deepened. He looked up at Quinn and tried to explain 
his failure to correctly interpret the crime scene's story. 
 "Everyone thought we were dealing with a burglary that went wrong. I mean, 
Jablonski was dead, there was no question his gun fired the shots that killed Mr. Hoyt. I 
guess I just assumed there was nothing to look for." 
 "Did something happen after the first crime scene investigation that caused you 
to question your first impression?" Riker asked. 
 "Yes, sir. I took a second look at the evidence while I was writing my report." 
 "When you reexamined the evidence, did you discover something you'd missed 
the first time around?" 
 "I did." 
 "What was that, Officer Yoshida?" 
 "I spotted a blood spatter pattern in two of the crime scene photographs that 
had not made an impression on me when I was at the scene. It made me question the 
defendant's story of how the shooting of Martin Jablonski occurred." 
 "Did you tell Detective Anthony that you had to visit the scene again?" 
 "Yes. I needed to see everything again in three dimensions to confirm my 
suspicions." 
 "Did you feel time was of the essence?" 
 "I did. It was already a week since the shooting and I was afraid that the blood 
pattern would be destroyed or contaminated." 
 "Can you explain to the judge what you can tell from blood spatter analysis that 
is relevant to this case?" 
 "Certainly," Yoshida told Riker before addressing the judge. "If I asked you to tell 
me what shape a drop of blood takes when it falls straight down, you would probably 
tell me that it would look like a teardrop, but that is a popular misconception. Actually, 
falling drops of blood are shaped like a sphere. The type of surface the drop strikes and 
the angle at which it hits affect the pattern the drop makes when it strikes a surface. 
 "If a drop of blood falls straight down at a ninety-degree angle it should leave a 
pattern that looks like a circle. As the degree of the angle changes so that the drop is 
hitting the surface at an angle that is moving from the vertical to the horizontal, the 
pattern will become more and more elongated. There is an equation that will give you 
the angle of impact using measurements of the length and width of the bloodstain. This 
helps a forensic scientist determine if the victim was standing or sitting when his blood 
was spattered onto a surface. You can * also tell the direction in which the blood was 
cast by examining the shape of the blood drop after it strikes a surface." 
 Yoshida placed blowups of two crime scene photographs on the easel. The first 
had been taken from the west side of the room shooting back toward the hall. It 
showed Martin Jablonski's body in front of the armoire. The second photograph was a 
close-up of the west-facing side of the armoire. Quinn could see a discoloration on the 
side of the armoire approximately six feet from the floor in the first photograph. In the 
close-up, the discoloration could clearly be seen as a fine spray of blood. 
 "When a person is struck with sufficient force to cause blood to spatter, the 
blood may spatter at low, medium or high velocity," Yoshida instructed Quinn. "If I 



punched you in the nose, the spatter would likely be low-velocity and would not carry 
very far. If the force is stronger, say because I use an object like a club or a brick, the 
blow may result in a medium-velocity pattern. Gunshots create high-velocity spatter 
patterns with an extremely high percentage of very fine blood specks. The result is a 
mistlike dispersion similar to an aerosol spray. Because of their low mass, these 
particles seldom travel a horizontal distance of over three or four feet." 
 Yoshida put the tip of the pointer on the spatter pattern in the first blowup. 
 "The first bullet that hit Mr. Jablonski struck him in the right temple. From the 
high-velocity spatter pattern on the side of the armoire, I conclude that Jablonski was 
struck by that bullet when he was standing with the right side of his head 
approximately one foot from the side of the armoire facing directly forward toward the 
bed. When the bullet struck Mr. Jablonski in the temple area on the right side of his 
head, his blood sprayed onto the west-facing side of the armoire. He had to be close to 
the armoire for the blood to spray onto it. 
 "Now, here is the problem," Yoshida continued. "I've lined up the angles. For the 
bullet to enter Mr. Jablonski's right temple at an angle that would leave the spray 
pattern on the west-facing side of the armoire, the shot had to come from the 
bathroom, not the west side of the bed." 
 Movement in the corridor outside the courtroom caught Quinn's eye. He turned 
pale and his breath caught in his chest. The woman who had passed by the door 
reminded him of Andrea Chapman. 
 Cedric Riker picked up a brown paper bag and turned to Yoshida. Quinn tried to 
calm down so he could pay attention to the testimony. The woman could not have been 
Andrea, Quinn told himself. Andrea Chapman was dead. The woman he saw simply 
resembled Andrea. She had passed by quickly, the distance between the bench and the 
corridor was considerable. The glass in the door must have distorted the woman's 
image. Quinn wrenched his attention back to the testimony. 
 " Officer Yoshida, I am handing you State's exhibit 113. What is that?" 
 Yoshida pulled a white nightgown out of the bag. The front was saturated with 
dried blood, but the back was only covered with a fine spray. 
 "This is the defendant's nightgown. Lab tests have determined that the blood on 
the front and back is her husband's." 
 "According to the defendant, where was the nightgown when Lamar Hoyt was 
shot by Mr. Jablonski?" 
 "She said that she was wearing it." 
 "Is the physical evidence consistent with the defendant's claim that she was 
wearing the nightgown when her husband was shot?" 
 "No." Yoshida held up the nightgown and displayed the backside to Quinn. "This 
is also high-velocity spatter. If the defendant was wearing the nightgown when Mr. 
Hoyt was shot, the spray would have covered the front of the nightgown. It is my 
conclusion that this nightgown was not on the defendant when Mr. Hoyt was shot. I 
believe it was lying on the bed with the backside up." 
 "What conclusions did you draw concerning the way in which the shooting 
occurred from your analysis of the blood spatter evidence?" 



 "It is my conclusion that the defendant was not wearing the nightgown when the 
shooting occurred. I believe that she left the nightgown front-down on the bed after 
having intercourse. Then she went to the bathroom. She was in the bathroom when Mr. 
Jablonski was in front of the bed and to the left of the armoire. Mr. Jablonski fired the 
three shots that struck and killed Mr. Hoyt. Then the defendant fired her first shot into 
Mr. Jablonski's temple from the area near the bathroom door. This shot caused 
high-velocity blood spatter to spray onto the side of the armoire. As soon as he was 
shot, Mr. Jablonski turned toward the bathroom and was shot front to back. The second 
bullet left no blood spatter because Mr. Jablonski was wearing heavy clothing and the 
bullet stayed in the body. Mr. Jablonski then crumpled to the floor with his head toward 
the bed and his feet almost touching the armoire." 
 "I have no further questions of Officer Yoshida," Riker said. 
 Mary Garrett began her cross-examination, but Quinn had trouble paying 
attention to it. Yoshida's testimony stunned him. Quinn had reached a tentative 
conclusion about how he would deal with the blackmailer's demand that he assure the 
conviction of Ellen Crease, but that decision had been based in part on a belief that 
Ellen Crease was an innocent person who was being framed by her enemies. Yoshida's 
testimony changed everything. He had to know if there was a flaw in Yoshida's 
interpretation of the blood spatter evidence. 
 "We have no further witnesses," Riker said when the examination of Yoshida was 
concluded. Quinn glanced at the clock. It was almost noon. 
 "Let's break for the day and I'll hear the legal argumcnts tomorrow. We'll 
reconvene at two. I have some matters I need to attend to in the morning." 
 Quinn turned to his court reporter. 
 "Miss Chan, please see me in chambers." 
 Quinn left the bench. He took off his robes as soon as he was through the door 
to his chambers. An idea had occurred to him as Garrett was questioning Yoshida. He 
buzzed Fran Stuart just as Margaret Chan walked in. 
 "Fran," Quinn said over the intercom as he motioned for Chan to sit down, "get 
me the file in State v. Schwartz, please." 
 Quinn released the intercom button and addressed the court reporter. 
 "Can you get me a transcript of Gary Yoshida's testimony today?" 
 "Sure. I should be able to finish it before five." 
 "Please drop it by when you're done." 
 Chan left just as Fran Stuart put the Schwartz file on his desk. Quinn thanked her 
and she returned to the outer office. Court-appointed counsel had represented the 
defendant in Schwartz. Quinn remembered signing an order authorizing payment of 
indigent defense funds for a court-appointed defense witness who was an expert in 
blood spatter. Quinn had been impressed by the testimony. The man's name, address 
and phone number were on the form on which the request for payment was made. 
Quinn jotted down the information and picked up the phone. 
 "Paul Baylor?" Quinn asked when the phone was answered. 
 "Yes." 
 "This is Judge Richard Quinn of the Multnomah County Circuit Court. You 



testified before me in State v. Schwartz." 
 "Oh, yes, Your Honor. What can I do for you?" 
 "I'd like to consult with you privately. The matter is confidential. Would you have 
time to meet with me tomorrow morning?'' 
 "Do you want me to come to the courthouse?" 
 "No. I thought I could come to your office." 
 "Sure." 
 "Is eight A. M. too early?" 
 "No, that's fine. Uh, what is this about?" 
 "I'm looking for an opinion on an issue involving blood spatter evidence. I'll be 
bringing some pictures and a transcript." 
 "Fine. See you tomorrow." 
 "One more thing. Please don't mention this conversation or our meeting to 
anyone." 
 Quinn hung up and buzzed his secretary. 
 "Fran, please bring all of the evidence in the Crease hearing into my chambers. I 
want to study it." 
 A few minutes later, Fran Stuart placed a large cardboard box on the floor next 
to Quinn's desk. 
 "I'm going to get my lunch, Judge. Can I get you anything?" 
 "I brought my lunch. Thanks, Fran." 
 "I'll lock the front door to give you some privacy. I won't be long." 
 Fran Stuart closed the door to Quinn's chambers. A moment later, Quinn heard 
the door between the corridor and the reception area close. There was a small 
refrigerator in Quinn's private bathroom. Quinn took out a can of Coke and a brown bag 
with a ham and cheese sandwich and a bag of potato chips. He had made the sandwich 
that morning, but he had no appetite now. Still, he forced himself to take a bite. He 
knew it would be a mistake to skip lunch. He needed all his energy to cope with the 
crisis he was facing. 
 While Quinn ate he mulled over Yoshida's testimony. Loud and repeated 
knocking on the outer door interrupted Quinn's chain of thought. He did not want 
company, but the knocking was insistent. Quinn went into the reception room. There 
was a peephole in the door to the hall. Quinn looked through it. The blood drained from 
his face and he felt dizzy. The woman in the corridor was the woman who had passed 
by the courtroom door. Quinn stared harder through the peephole. The glass distorted 
the woman's image but there was no getting around her resemblance to Andrea 
Chapman. Quinn opened the door. 
 The woman was Andrea and she was not. Andrea had long black hair. The 
woman in the hall was blonde and her hair was cut short to frame her face. She also 
wore glasses. Beneath her raincoat, her clothing was conservative and cheap: a drab, 
colorless dress, no jewelry and very little makeup. 
 "Are you Judge Quinn? Richard Quinn?" 
 "Yes. Can I help you?" 
 "My . . . my name is Claire Reston. I need to talk to you. It's very important." 



 Quinn saw none of Andrea's breezy self-confidence in the woman. They were 
almost the same height, but Claire Reston slouched and her shoulders were hunched 
and folded in as if she were trying to hide behind them. She also had trouble looking 
Quinn in the eye. 
 "Why don't you come into my chambers?" suggested Quinn, who was anxious 
that no one see him with the woman. 
 Reston took one of the chairs across the desk from Quinn. She folded her hands 
in her lap. 
 "I ... I know about you and Andrea," Reston said without conviction. 
 "Who?" 
 Reston looked up. The lenses in her glasses were thick and made her eyes look 
large. Quinn felt terrible about lying to the woman, but he had no choice. 
 "Andrea Chapman is my sister. The ... the day before she disappeared, she told 
me about you." 
 "Okay. Now I understand. Look, Miss Reston, a police detective called me about 
your sister's disappearance. I'll tell you what I told him. I sat next to her on the flight to 
St. Jerome, but I didn't see her after we landed." 
 Reston looked down. She seemed on the verge of tears. 
 "That's not true." Reston's voice quivered as if the effort to disagree with Quinn 
was monumental. "She told me your name. She was upset. She didn't want to do it. I 
want you to know that." 
 "Do what, Miss Reston? I don't understand." 
 "They wanted her to seduce you. They were going to blackmail you." 
 "Who was going to blackmail me? What are you talking about?" 
 "She didn't tell me anything else. Just that she had been hired to seduce a 
judge. She told me your name. She was very nervous, very tense." 
 "Miss Reston, I assure you that I did not see your sister after we left the plane. 
If she was hired to do something to me, maybe she changed her mind. I only talked to 
her during the flight. She was friendly, but she made no attempt to seduce me. I'm 
married." 
 Reston looked confused. 
 "Have you told the police that I had something to do with your sister's 
disappearance?" 
 "'No. I . . . Andrea and I . . . we're not close. I don't even see her that much. In 
fact, the call from St. Jerome surprised me. I didn't even know that she had 
disappeared until the detective called to ask about her. I Well, I didn't know anything 
but your name and that you were a judge, so I didn't tell the detective what Andrea 
said." Reston looked down at her lap. She seemed embarrassed by her lack of courage. 
"Then I read about Senator Crease's trial and the story gave the name of the judge ..." 
 Reston trailed off. She looked very unsure of herself and Quinn believed his bluff 
would work. 
 "Miss Reston, I am sorry that your sister has disappeared. She seemed very nice. 
But I really can't help you. I talked to her a little on the plane. That's all. I probably 
mentioned where I was staying, but she never called my hotel. If she did, she didn't 



leave a message." 
 Reston sat up a little straighter. She studied Quinn. 
 "I ... I don't believe you. I think you do know something about Andrea's 
disappearance." 
 Quinn heard the hall door open and close. Reston looked over her shoulder 
toward the sound. She stood up quickly and opened the door between Quinn's 
chambers and the reception area. Quinn saw Fran Stuart over Reston's shoulder. 
 "I'm staying at the Heathman Hotel in room 325. You . . . you have to be honest 
with me. If you know something ..." Reston was on the verge of tears. "I'll give you 
until tomorrow." 
 Reston saw Stuart. She ran out of courage and bolted past the secretary. 
 "Who was that?" Stuart asked. 
 Quinn shook his head. "Forget about her. She's confused. It wasn't anything 
important." 
 Stuart started to say something, then thought better of it. Quinn closed the door 
to his chambers. 
  
 Chapter 19. 
 [1] 
 The offices of Oregon Forensic Investigations were located in an industrial park a 
few blocks from the Columbia River. Quinn had to wind through narrow streets flanked 
by warehouses to find the entrance to the parking lot. After parking in a space reserved 
for visitors, Quinn walked up a concrete ramp, then followed a walkway that led past 
several businesses. A door with the company name opened into a small anteroom. 
There were two chairs on either side of an end table that held a lamp and several 
copies of Scientific American and Time. In one wall of the reception area was a door 
and a sliding glass window. Quinn looked through the window and saw a receptionist's 
desk with a telephone and a second door in the back wall. The door to the receptionist's 
area was locked. A sign above a button on the wall instructed Quinn to ring for 
assistance. He pressed the button and heard a muted buzzing somewhere in the 
building. Moments later, the doors opened and Paul Baylor greeted Quinn. 
 Baylor was a slender, bookish African American with a B. S. in forensic science 
and criminal justice from Michigan State who had worked in the Oregon State Crime 
Lab for ten years before opening his own forensic consulting firm with another OSP 
forensic expert. Quinn had been impressed by the slow, thoughtful manner with which 
Baylor handled the prosecutor's questions when he testified in his courtroom. He did 
not appear to be taking sides and had answered truthfully, even when the answers 
were not favorable to the defense. Baylor was wearing a brown tweed sports jacket, a 
white shirt, a forest-green tie and tan slacks. After shaking hands with Quinn, Baylor 
brought him into a cramped office outfitted with inexpensive furniture. 
 "How can I help you, Judge?" Baylor asked when they were seated. Quinn was 
carrying a box containing the transcript of Gary Yoshida's testimony, several police 
reports, a sketch of Yoshida's diagram of the crime scene, a complete set of the crime 
scene photographs, including the two that showed the blood spatter pattern on the side 



of the armoire, and a brown paper bag with Ellen Crease's nightgown inside. He set the 
box on top of Baylor's desk. 
 "You may have read that I'm hearing motions in State v. Crease? 
 Baylor nodded. 
 "Do you know Gary Yoshida?" 
 "Sure. We worked together for several years when I was with OSP." 
 "What's your impression of him?" 
 Baylor looked uncomfortable about being asked to comment on another 
professional, but he answered the question. 
 "Gary does good work and he's very honest." 
 "Is he an expert on blood spatter?" 
 "He's knowledgeable about it." 
 "How exact a science is blood spatter analysis?" 
 Baylor thought about the question before answering. 
 "Blood spatter analysis is very helpful in determining what happened at a crime 
scene, but it's not like fingerprint examination. There is a certain amount of subjectivity 
involved. A fingerprint is not open to interpretation, if you have enough points of 
comparison. That's not true with blood spatter. You can t just look at an individual 
blood spot and draw indisputable conclusions. You have to look at the spot in the 
context of the whole scene. Bloodstains just tell you in general what happened." 
 "So two honest experts can look at the same scene and draw different 
conclusions as to what happened?" 
 "Sure, in certain instances." 
 "I would like you to look at the evidence I've brought and read Officer Yoshida's 
testimony. Then I would like you to tell me if there is any analysis of the evidence that 
would support Ellen Crease's version of how the shoot-out in her bedroom occurred." 
 Baylor's brow furrowed. He looked concerned. 
 "Are you questioning Gary's honesty?" he asked. 
 "No, no. I just want to know if there is a reasonable explanation of the evidence 
that is different from his conclusions. There isn't any question in my mind that Officer 
Yoshida gave an honest opinion in court. I want to know if he could be wrong." 
 "I assume Gary had the advantage of visiting the crime scene?" 
 Quinn nodded. "He was out there twice." 
 "Can I visit it?" 
 "No. Besides, my information is that it has been cleaned." 
 "That's going to put me at a disadvantage." 
 "I realize that. Just do your best. And let me know if working on the problem 
without visiting the scene has a critical impact on your conclusions." 
 "Okay. When do you want me to get back to you?" 
 "Actually, I thought I'd wait. Is this something you can do right away?" 
 Baylor looked surprised. "I can get to it now. It might take a while." 
 "Is there someplace nearby I can eat breakfast?" Quinn asked. He did not have 
much of an appetite, but a restaurant would give him a place to pass the time while 
Baylor worked. 



 "Yeah. Sue s Cafe is pretty good. It's two blocks down just when you turn out of 
the lot on the right." 
 "Okay. I'll be back in an hour." 
 " Til see what I can do by then. Uh, one other thing. Should I submit a 
court-appointed witness voucher for my work?" 
 "No. I'll be paying for this personally." 
 When Quinn returned to Oregon Forensic Investigations, he found Paul Baylor in 
shirtsleeves with his collar open and his tie at half-mast. 
 "You find Sue's okay?" Baylor asked as he led Quinn through a door into a large 
work area. The walls were unpainted concrete blocks and there was fluorescent lighting 
hanging from the ceiling. The laboratory equipment that sat on several wooden tables 
looked new and Quinn figured that this was where Baylor and his partner had sunk 
their capital. 
 "It was a good suggestion." Quinn noticed the papers and photographs that 
covered one of the worktables. "Are you through?" 
 "Yeah. It didn't take as long as I thought it might." 
 "Were you able to draw any conclusions?" Quinn asked anxiously. 
 "Yes." 
 "And?" 
 "Okay. First thing, I can't disagree with Gary's findings." 
 "You mean the evidence contradicts Ellen Crease's version of the shootings?" 
 "I didn't say that. Look, as I said before, blood spatter analysis is not an exact 
science. People can draw different conclusions from the same evidence in some 
situations. Gary's conclusions are valid. However, Gary's analysis of the significance of 
the blood spatter patterns on the nightgown and the side of the armoire is not the only 
analysis one can make." 
 Crease's nightgown was lying facedown on top of butcher paper on a long table. 
Baylor led the judge over to it. 
 "The spatter pattern on the back of the nightgown was the easiest to deal with." 
Baylor pointed at the dried blood that had sprayed over the back of the white fabric. "In 
the transcript, it says that the lab concluded that the blood on the front of the 
nightgown and the spray on the back are Lamar Hoyt's blood, so I'm accepting that as 
a fact. No question that's high-velocity spatter. So far so good. 
 "Now, as I understand it, Crease said that she was in bed with the nightgown on, 
talking to her husband, when Jablonski entered the bedroom and shot him." 
 That's how I heard it." 
 "Okay. Now, Gary concludes that she was lying about wearing the nightgown 
because the spray pattern from the high-velocity spatter is across the back of the 
nightgown. His conclusion is that she's in the bathroom lying in wait for Jablonski and 
the nightgown is flat on the bed, front side down. That's one explanation for the 
pattern being on the back, but there is another that's consistent with Crease's story." 
 Baylor grabbed two wooden chairs and set them side by side. Then he motioned 
to Quinn. 
 "Stand over by that filing cabinet and face me." Baylor sat in the chair that faced 



Quinn's left side. "You're Jablonski and I'm Crease. The filing cabinet is the armoire. I'm 
sitting on my side of the bed. I've got my nightgown on. The other chair is the side of 
the bed closest to the bathroom. That's Lamar Hoyt's side. 
 "Jablonski comes into the bedroom. He moves to the middle of the bed and to 
the left of the armoire and raises the gun to shoot Hoyt." 
 Baylor bent over the side of the chair to his right. 
 "I'm going for the gun that is under the bed. See how my back is suddenly facing 
my husband? The fabric is stretched out. If you shoot while I'm bent like this and Hoyt 
is hit at a certain angle, the spray will cover my back, not my front. Then, when I 
straighten up, the fabric will rumple a little, making it look like the nightgown was 
tossed on its front on the bed." 
 Baylor straightened up. 
 "So Crease could have been telling the truth about wearing the nightgown," 
Quinn said slowly, more to himself than to Baylor. "If she was, she would have had to 
bend over the west-facing side of the bed for the spatter pattern on the nightgown to 
look like that? She couldn't have been in the bathroom." 
 "Yes. But Gary's explanation could also be correct." 
 "What about the blood on the armoire?" 
 "That gets trickier, but there is a way that the spray could have gotten on the 
armoire with Crease shooting from her side of the bed. 
 "Let's keep Jablonski on his feet on the west side of the armoire, exactly where 
Gary placed him. He shoots Hoyt as Crease goes for her gun. Crease's movements 
distract Jablonski. He turns his head toward the window but does not turn his body. 
Now Jablonski's right temple is facing Crease's side of the bed. Go on, turn your head." 
 Quinn did as he was told. 
 "Now, the next part gets tricky." Baylor raised his hand and pretended to fire a 
gun. "Bam. Crease's first shot enters the right temple, high-velocity spatter sprays from 
the wound, but the spray would go forward, in front of Jablonski's body and onto the 
floor, and it would not travel far, since the amount of spray is small and high-velocity 
spray is atomized. When Jablonski collapses after the body shot, he would fall on top of 
the high-velocity spray and obliterate it." 
 "If the high-velocity spray from the head shot landed on the floor, what caused 
the blood spatter pattern on the side of the armoire?" 
 "Aspirated blood from Jablonski's lungs. A shot to the body frequently causes 
people to cough up blood. If Jablonski turned his head toward the armoire after he was 
shot in the body, he could have coughed blood on the armoire before collapsing onto 
the high-velocity spatter from the head wound. Aspirated blood can resemble 
high-velocity spray." 
 A thought occurred to Quinn. "Is there a difference between blood that is 
sprayed from a head wound and aspirated blood from the lungs?" 
 "You mean, could we test the blood on the armoire to see if it is aspirated 
blood?" 
 "Exacdy." 
 "Not anymore. If the blood on the armoire was tested shortly after the crime, it's 



possible that amylase, an enzyme from saliva, could have been detected. Amalyse could 
have been caught up in the blood when Jablonski coughed. But amalyse breaks down 
and becomes undetectable in a week or two, depending on the temperature and 
humidity in a room. Additionally, amalyse is not always found in aspirated blood, or it 
may go undetected because it's below the detection limit of the test that's used. Even if 
Gary had tested the blood on the armoire as soon as he caught on to its possible 
significance, I doubt that it would have told him anything." 
 "So there's no way to tell if the blood on the side of the armoire is aspirated 
blood or high-velocity spatter." 
 "Correct." 
 "And there's no way to say for certain where Ellen Crease was when she shot 
Martin Jablonski." 
 "Also correct." 
 Quinn's shoulders sagged. He was hoping that Baylor would debunk Yoshida's 
analysis. All he had done was confuse the situation. 
 [2] 
 Quinn's head was pounding by the time he arrived at his chambers. If Baylor had 
told him that the blood spatter evidence proved that Ellen Crease was a liar, Quinn 
would have let the trial run its course. But Baylor could not say that the shooting of 
Martin Jablonski had not occurred exactly as Crease described it. 
 Quinn gave the exhibits to Fran Stuart and instructed her to hold all of his calls. 
He reviewed the memos on the law of search and seizure and the rules of evidence 
filed by the parties. From what he could determine, the blood spatter evidence was the 
key to the State's case. If Quinn granted all of Garrett's motions, the only evidence left 
in the case would be Jablonski's history as a burglar who resorted to violence and the 
indisputable fact that Jablonski had broken into the Hoyt mansion and shot Lamar Hoyt. 
If this was the way that the evidence stood when the State rested, any judge would 
have to grant a motion for judgment of acquittal to the defense. 
 Quinn rested his head in his hands. He had slept little the night before and he 
was exhausted and not thinking clearly. He needed to rest, he wanted time to think out 
his course of action, but court was scheduled to convene in five minutes. 
 When Quinn looked up, he saw Lincoln's framed quote on his wall. Lincoln's 
counsel to do one's best while trying to do what was right had helped him reach his 
decision to impose a prison sentence on Frederick Gideon when everyone expected him 
to grant the judge probation. Doing the right thing was the centerpiece of Quinn's 
personal philosophy. It was something you did regardless of the consequences. 
Sometimes doing the right thing required courage. Quinn had not been courageous on 
St. Jerome. He did not report Andrea's murder to the authorities for selfish reasons. 
While his cowardice protected him, it helped Andrea's killer get away with murder. Now 
he wanted Quinn to help him destroy another life. Quinn decided that he was not going 
to do that. This afternoon he would act with the courage he had not shown on St. 
Jerome. 
 "Before I rule on these motions, I want to thank counsel on both sides for their 
excellent briefs and oral argument. They have been of great assistance to me in 



framing and resolving some difficult issues." 
 Quinn paused. Cedric Riker leaned back, looking as if he did not have a care in 
the world. He was so self-centered that he could not conceive of losing a motion. When 
he did lose, he always found someone else to blame. Mary Garrett shifted nervously on 
her chair. She was self-confident, but she had none of Riker's egomania to blind her to 
the fact that the questions were close. Ellen Crease watched Quinn with cool 
detachment. 
 "I'll start with the most complex question. Did the search of the defendant's 
bedroom violate the Oregon and United States Constitutions? The burden is on the 
State to prove that the search was legal because the search was conducted without a 
warrant. Warrandess searches are presumed to be illegal, unless the State cifi show the 
existence of an exception to the warrant requirements of the Oregon and United States 
Constitutions. 
 "Mr. Riker has argued that exigent circumstances excused Detective Anthony and 
Officer Yoshida from obtaining a warrant. I do not find this argument convincing. 
Officer Yoshida gave no scientific opinion as to why waiting a few hours while a warrant 
was obtained would make it any more likely that the blood spatter would be degraded 
or destroyed. After all, it had been over a week since the crime scene was created. 
True, the cleaners would have destroyed the evidence, but they were not scheduled to 
appear until the next day. Additionally, Detective Anthony and Officer Yoshida did not 
know that the cleaners were coming until after the decision was made to go to the 
estate without a warrant." 
 Garrett leaned forward, hanging on Quinn's every word. 
 "The State argues that James Allen gave a valid consent to the police to enter 
the bedroom. I find that Mr. Allen did not have real authority to do that. He and the 
police were both aware that Senator Crease had specifically instructed Allen to keep 
everyone except the cleaning crew out of the bedroom. 
 "However, I do find that James Allen did have apparent authority to open the 
locked bedroom for the police. He was the housekeeper. He had the keys to the room. 
Detective Anthony could reasonably assume that the person left in charge of the house 
by Senator Crease could let him and Officer Yoshida into the bedroom if he wished to 
let them in and there was a valid reason to do so." 
 Garrett's shoulders sagged and Riker smiled. 
 "Despite my finding that James Allen had the apparent authority to consent to a 
search of Senator Crease s bedroom, I must still suppress the evidence obtained during 
the search." 
 Riker shot up in his chair. He looked stunned. Garrett looked like she could not 
believe what she was hearing. 
 "I find that Detective Anthony intentionally coerced Mr. Allen into opening the 
bedroom after he had been told unequivocally by Mr. Allen that he was under 
instructions from his employer to keep everyone but the cleaning crew out of the 
bedroom. I hold that Detective Anthony was not credible when he testified that he did 
not intentionally coerce Mr. Allen into giving consent." 
 Riker was on his feet. "Your Honor," he started, but Quinn cut him off. 



 "The time for argument is over, Mr. Riker. Please sit down." 
 Riker collapsed onto his chair. 
 "As to the other motions, I have read the briefs submitted by the parties and I 
have examined the affidavits submitted by the State detailing what Conchita Jablonski 
and Karen Fargo would testify to if called as witnesses. I will not allow Conchita 
Jablonski to testify to anything her husband told her concerning how he came by the 
money that was found in the Jablonski apartment. That is pure hearsay. 
 "Similarly, I am excluding any statements that Lamar Hoyt may have made to 
Karen Fargo about the state of his marriage and his desire to leave his wife for her on 
the grounds that they, too, are hearsay." 
 Riker could only gape at the judge. His case against Ellen Crease was being 
destroyed beyond repair. 
 "Finally, I will allow the defense to introduce evidence concerning Mr. Jablonski's 
criminal background to support its position that he was acting as a burglar on the 
evening of the shooting. 
 "I'll prepare the order," Quinn said as he stood. "Mr. Riker, you have thirty days 
to decide if you want to appeal my order to the court of appeals. Court is adjourned." 
 As soon as Quinn left the bench, Cedric Riker streaked out of the courtroom with 
his assistants in tow and Ryan Clark headed down the hall to the pay phones to let 
Benjamin Gage in on the bad news. James Allen stayed seated. He watched Mary 
Garrett and Ellen Crease discuss the outcome of the case at their table. Allen looked 
grim and undecided. After a moment's more thought he mixed with the spectators and 
left the room. 
 "What does this mean?" Ellen Crease asked her lawyer. 
 "It means we won everything," Garrett told her as the enormity of Quinn's ruling 
dawned on her. "He suppressed everything Riker can use to convict you. He left him 
with nothing." 
 Garrett hoisted her attache case and they headed out of the courtroom. 
 "You sound surprised." 
 "To tell the truth, I am. I had some hope of winning the motion to keep out the 
hearsay, but the blood spatter motion was a real long shot!" 
 "Does this mean that the case is over? That I'm free?" 
 "Technically, the charges still exist. But Riker's choice is to appeal or dismiss and 
..." 
 Garrett stopped. Bearing down on them was Lamar Hoyt, Jr. 
 "This isn't over, bitch!" he screamed in Crease's face. "I'm contesting the will and 
I'm gonna sue you civilly for wrongful death." 
 "Get away from my client," Garrett commanded. 
 "Shut up, you . . ." 
 Suddenly, Junior was up on his toes with his left arm cranked behind his back in 
a hammerlock. Applying the pressure was a tall man with a swimmer's wide shoulders 
and narrow waist. Long black hair swept across his forehead. His blue eyes looked 
sleepy and his thick black mustache was shaggy. The man did not look angry and he 
sounded unexcited when he said, "Come on, Junior. Let's calm down here.'' 



 "Ah, ah," Junior managed as the man pressed his arm toward his shoulder blade 
and beyond. 
 "I don't want to hurt you," the man said, "but I can't have you threatening the 
senator and Ms. Garrett." 
 "Let go! Ah!" Junior gasped. His face was cramped with pain and Garrett thought 
he was going to cry. 
 "If I let go, will you behave?" 
 "Yes!" 
 "Okay," the man said as he released some of the pressure on Junior's arm. 
"Now, I'm taking you at your word and I'm going to let you go. When I do, I want you 
to head out of here as fast as your fat legs will carry you. If you're lying to me, I'll 
break both your arms. We on the same wavelength?" 
 "Yeah! Yeah! Let me go." 
 The man released Junior and took a step back. Junior grabbed his shoulder and 
bent forward. 
 "On your way. Let's not dawdle," the man said. 
 Junior glared, but kept his mouth shut and headed for the elevators. 
 "Thank you, Jack," Ellen Crease said calmly. She had not blinked during the 
encounter with Junior. 
 "My pleasure," the man said, flashing her a boyish smile. 
 Mary Garrett had noticed the man sitting in the back of the courtroom 
throughout the hearing. She had assumed that he was a policeman. 
 "Mary, this is Jack Brademas," Crease said. "He's the head of security at Hoyt 
Industries. Jack's been protecting me since I learned about the money that was paid to 
Martin Jablonski." 
 "Pleased to meet you, Mr. Brademas." 
 "Jack, please. Especially after that coup you just pulled off in court. Was Judge 
Quinn's ruling as good for the senator as it seemed?" 
 "Better," Garrett answered. "For all intents and purposes, this case is over." 
 [3] 
 "Ced, this is Lou Anthony. I just got back to my desk and there was a note to call 
you. What happened at the hearing?" 
 "Quinn fucked us, Lou." 
 "How?" 
 "He suppressed everything. The blood spatter evidence, Fargo's statements 
about what Hoyt told her. Everything." 
 "All the evidence?" Anthony repeated as if he could not believe his ears. 
 "Everything he could suppress, he threw out." 
 "Jesus. Where does that leave us?" 
 "In outer fucking space without a ship. Quinn gutted our case." 
 "Can't you appeal?" 
 "Sure, but it would be useless. The court of appeals can reverse a judge who 
misinterprets the law, but Quinn based his decision to suppress the blood spatter 
evidence on his personal evaluation of your credibility. The court can't review that." 



 "What do you mean, my credibility?" 
 "He said you were a liar, Lou. That's as plain as I can say it." 
 "He what?" 
 "He said you lied under oath when you testified that you did not intentionally 
pressure James Allen to let you into the bedroom." 
 "But I didn't. I mean, I persuaded the guy, but I never leaned on him. We just 
talked.'' 
 "That may be what really happened, but Quinn put it on the record that you are 
a liar. The court of appeals cannot reverse a decision that rests on a judge's evaluation 
of the credibility of a witness, unless there is no evidence in the record to support the 
finding." 
 "I wouldn't lie under oath. You know that." 
 "I know it, Lou, but everyone who reads Quinn's opinion is going to think 
otherwise." 
 [4] 
 While she was driving home, Karen Fargo caught the end of a news story about 
Ellen Crease's case, but she did not hear enough to let her figure out what had 
happened. Fargo turned on the television as soon as she walked into her house. The 
case was the lead story. A reporter was talking about Richard Quinn's dramatic decision 
while the screen showed a triumphant Ellen Crease waving to supporters from the 
courthouse steps. 
 "I want to thank all of the people who had faith in me during these dark days," 
Crease told the reporters who were massed around her. "I loved my husband. Losing 
him to senseless violence was a great blow, but being accused unjustly of murdering 
someone you love is the cruelest blow. I thank God for Judge Richard Quinn's courage." 
 "Will you continue to campaign, Senator?" a reporter shouted. 
 Crease stared directly into the camera. Her mouth was set in a grim line. When 
she spoke, there was no doubting her determination. 
 "I have never stopped campaigning. The Republican Party should not be 
represented by a man who is soft on crime, for gun control and sympathetic to the 
liberal forces in our society that would pervert the values that have made America the 
greatest country on earth. I represent the true values of our party, and the voters will 
validate that statement in the May primary." 
 The screen was suddenly filled with a picture of Benjamin Gage dressed in a 
tuxedo with his beautiful wife on his arm entering the Benson Hotel to attend a 
fund-raiser. 
 "Senator," asked a reporter from Channel 6, "what is your reaction to Judge 
Quinn's ruling in Ellen Crease's case?" 
 Gage halted. He looked serious and thoughtful. 
 "Ken, it would be inappropriate for me to comment on Ellen Crease's criminal 
case. However, I do feel that it would be ironic if Ms. Crease was to have her case 
dismissed on one of the technicalities that she so frequently derides in her speeches. It 
would also be unfortunate for the voters if the public was deprived of a clear resolution 
of the murder charges against Ms. Crease because of the suppression of the evidence 



that the State believes will prove its allegations." 
 "So you do not feel that justice is being done in Senator Crease's case?" 
 "Now, Ken," Gage answered with a patient smile, "you know better than to put 
words in my mouth. I will leave the business of solving Lamar Hoyt's murder to the 
police. My job is to represent the people of Oregon in the United States Senate." 
 Gage turned from the reporter and entered the hotel. The reporter made a 
closing comment, but Karen Fargo did not hear him. She was concentrating on the man 
who followed Senator Gage into the Benson. He was tall, good-looking, dressed in a 
tuxedo, and he had a jagged scar on his right cheek. Fargo only had a moment to study 
him, but he definitely looked like the man who had offered her money and a job if she 
would tell the police about her involvement with Lamar Hoyt. Did the man work for 
Senator Gage? She wondered if the film footage showing the man with the scar would 
be aired again at eleven. She decided to watch the late news so she could be certain 
about what she had seen. 
 The phone rang. Fargo switched off the set and picked up the receiver. 
 "Ms. Fargo?" 
 "Yes?" 
 "This is Detective Anthony." 
 "Yes?" Fargo answered tentatively. 
 "I wanted to tell you what happened in court." 
 "I ... It was on the news. That the judge suppressed the evidence. What does 
that mean?" 
 "It means that Mr. Riker cannot use the evidence we found in the second search 
of the crime scene to convict Ellen Crease. Mr. Riker will appeal the judge's ruling, but 
that could take a while. Maybe years." 
 "So I won't have to go to court?" 
 "It's possible you might, but not in the near future." 
 Fargo sagged with relief. She would never forget Lamar, but she was terrified of 
having to appear in court. 
 "Thank you for calling," Fargo said. 
 "I wanted to be certain that you understood what happened," Anthony answered 
kindly. "Feel free to call me anytime if you have questions." 
 Fargo thought about the man with the scar. Should she tell Detective Anthony 
about him? 
 "Detective," she started. Then it occurred to her that she might lose her job and 
the money if she said anything. And it might involve her further in a matter that she 
wanted to put behind her. 
 "Yes?" 
 "Nothing. Just thank you." 
 [5] 
 Quinn told Fran Stuart to hold all of his calls. Then he asked her to stay late so 
that she could type up the drafts and final version of the Findings of Fact, Conclusions 
of Law and Order in the Crease case. Quinn shut his door and collapsed in the chair 
behind his desk. He felt sick to his stomach from what he had done and sick with fear 



of the consequences. 
 Quinn gathered the materials that he would need to write the order. It took him 
an hour to write and polish a draft. Quinn gave it to his secretary. Fran typed it quickly 
and Quinn sent her to dinner while he worked on the final draft. It was already after six 
and night had fallen. 
 Fran returned around seven and typed the final draft. Quinn read it through. 
 "This is fine, Fran. You can go home now. I'll sign it and leave it on your desk. 
File the original with the clerk's office and send a copy to Cedric Riker and Mary Garrett. 
And thanks for staying late." 
 Fran closed the door. Quinn rubbed his eyes. Then he read through his order a 
final time, checking the facts, rereading sections of cases he had cited and statutes he 
had quoted. When Quinn was convinced that he had constructed the document in a 
way that would make reversal in an appellate court impossible, he signed the order. 
 Quinn closed his eyes and rested his head against the back of his chair. He had 
put off thinking about the future until he had made his ruling out of fear that he would 
be too afraid to act. He could put off thinking about his career no longer. Quinn's life 
was the law, but he had violated his oath by ruling for Crease. If he had ruled honestly, 
he would have held that Allen's consent was not coerced. By ruling as he had, he had 
betrayed the trust that had been put in him by the people of his state. 
 Quinn looked around his chambers at the bound volumes that contained the 
Law. His father had written some of the opinions in those books. As a boy, he revered 
them and dreamed of following his father's example and career. Now Quinn saw that 
the cases in the reporters were nothing. You could write the most beautiful words, but 
they were meaningless without the will and the desire to follow them. Quinn had 
betrayed his trust. He had turned the words to dust. 
  
 Chapter 20. 
 [1] 
 The next morning Quinn overslept. By the time he arrived at the courthouse Fran 
Stuart had filed the order in Crease and sent copies to the parties. Quinn told Stuart 
that he did not want to be disturbed. He shut the door to his chambers and began work 
on a draft of the letter of resignation that he planned to submit to Stanley Sax. Writing 
the letter was more difficult than he imagined. It was almost like writing a suicide note. 
There were many false starts and a lot of time spent staring into space. When Fran 
buzzed him at eleven forty-five, she startled Quinn out of one of his reveries. 
 "What is it, Fran?" 
 "There are two Portland Police detectives to see you. I told them that you didn't 
want to be disturbed, but they insist on speaking to you." 
 "What do they want?" 
 "They wouldn't say." 
 "Okay. Send them in. I'll talk to them." 
 The door to Quinn's chambers opened and a slender black man Quinn did not 
recognize followed Lou Anthony into the room. Anthony looked like a man who was 
controlling his anger. Quinn colored as it dawned on him how much the detective must 



dislike him. 
 "Good morning, Judge," Anthony said with strained civility. "This is my partner, 
Leroy Dennis." 
 Quinn nodded at Dennis and asked, "What brings you here?" 
 "Police business. I'd like you to come with us." 
 "Come where?" 
 "There's been a murder and I want you to accompany Detective Dennis and me 
to the crime scene." 
 "If you need to have a search warrant authorized, I can do the work here." 
 "If I needed a search warrant, you'd be the last judge I'd contact," Anthony 
snapped. Dennis put his hand on his partner's arm and Anthony looked down, 
embarrassed by his outburst. 
 "There are some things that we need to talk over with you and we can't do it 
here," Dennis said. 
 "This is getting a little too mysterious, Detectives." 
 "Sorry, but this is all we can tell you before we get to the scene," Dennis said. 
"Everything will become clear to you there." 
 The Heathman Hotel was only a few blocks from the courthouse. The detectives 
were silent during the short walk and Quinn's imagination ran wild. When they arrived 
at the hotel the judge noticed several police cars parked near the entrance. Dennis and 
Anthony led Quinn through the lobby to the reception desk, where an officer and a 
harried-looking man in his forties were examining hotel records. 
 "Mr. Abrams," Anthony interrupted. The man who was talking to the officer 
looked up. "Did you see this man in here yesterday evening?" 
 Abrams studied Quinn for a few moments, then shook his head. 
 "It's impossible to say. We were extremely busy. The lobby was very crowded." 
 Suddenly, Quinn guessed why the detectives had brought him to the hotel. Claire 
Reston, Andrea Chapman's sister, was staying at the Heathman. Anthony had said that 
there had been a murder. Was Reston the victim? If she was, why did the police think 
that Quinn would know anything about her death? 
 "What's going on here?" Quinn demanded. 
 "You'll see in a moment," Dennis answered as the detectives led Quinn to the 
elevators. Once inside the car, Anthony pressed the button for the third floor. Reston 
had told Quinn that she was staying in room 325. Now Quinn was certain that he was 
being taken to view Reston's dead body. He remembered that Fran Stuart was standing 
inches away when Reston had told him her hotel and room number. 
 The door to 325 was open. A large Portland Police officer was guarding the 
entrance. The room was a corner suite. Criminalists from the Oregon State Crime Lab 
were moving around inside the sitting room, photographing, dusting and measuring. 
Everything in the room looked orderly, except for a room service tray with a half-eaten 
dinner on it that sat on a coffee table across from the television. 
 Anthony led Quinn through the crowd to the door to the bedroom. The door was 
partially closed, but Quinn could see the edge of the bed and a bare foot. He knew he 
did not want to go into the room, but he had no choice. 



 "Do you recognize this woman, Judge?" Anthony asked as he thrust the door 
open. The bedroom looked and smelled like a slaughterhouse. Objects had been 
knocked onto the floor from a dresser, a chair had been overturned and the bed had 
been stripped of its blankets, which lay in a bundle on the bloodstained carpet. The 
blood on the carpet was nothing compared to the quantity of blood that saturated the 
bare undersheet upon which Claire Reston lay spread-eagled. Her hands had been 
bound to the headboard and her feet were secured to the foot of the bed. Blood had 
spattered on the wall behind her. She was naked. A crude gag had been stuffed inside 
her mouth. 
 Quinn's knees buckled and he leaned against the wall. 
 "Are you okay, Judge?" Dennis asked when he noticed Quinn's ashen pallor. 
 Quinn wanted to turn away from the bed, but he was mesmerized by the tableau 
of wanton violence. 
 "This is the first time . . . I've seen pictures, but . . ." 
 "Maybe we better go next door," Dennis said. "Get you outta here. You want 
some water?" 
 "Please." 
 Quinn began to turn from the bed. Then he froze. The hair on Reston's head was 
blond, but her pubic hair was black like Andrea Chapman's. Quinn moved slightly so he 
could see Reston's right hip. What he saw caused his stomach to roll. 
 "Hey," Dennis said, gripping Quinn's elbow. "Come on, now. Take some breaths." 
 Quinn turned from the bed. He gulped in air. Dennis led him from the room, but 
Quinn did not even notice that he was moving. He was trying to absorb, what he had 
just seen. Not the corpse or the gaping wounds that covered it or the blood or the 
stench, but the pale, half-moon-shaped scar that Quinn had seen on the dead woman's 
hip: a scar identical to that which he had seen on Andrea Chapman's hip on the beach 
in the Cove of Lost Souls. Claire Reston did not just look like Andrea Chapman. She was 
Andrea Chapman. Chapman had not been murdered on St. Jerome. 
 Dennis led Quinn out of 325 and into the suite next door. The police had 
commandeered it as a temporary headquarters. Anthony followed them. A detective 
was on the phone in the sitting room and two police officers were drinking coffee on 
the couch. Dennis brought Quinn into the bedroom and Anthony shut the door. The 
judge sank onto the bed and held his head in his hands. 
 "Must be quite a shock," Dennis said sympathetically as he walked into the 
bathroom to get Quinn a glass of water. "Seeing that poor young woman like that. 
'Specially if it's your first time. I got light-headed my first time, too. Couldn't eat all 
day." 
 Quinn's senses were overloaded by the horror he had witnessed in the bedroom 
next door and by the discovery that no one had been murdered on St. Jerome. 
 "Here," Dennis said, handing the glass to Quinn. Quinn took it gratefully and 
sipped a little. Dennis pulled up a chair next to the bed. "How long you known her, 
Judge?" 
 Dennis had slipped the question in so smoothly that Quinn almost answered it. 
Should he admit he knew the dead woman? Should he admit to knowing her as Claire 



Reston or Andrea Chapman? If he admitted to knowing that the dead woman was 
Andrea, how could he explain that the scar was the tip-off without revealing that he 
had seen Andrea in a bikini? Once he admitted that, he would have to confess to seeing 
her after the flight to St. Jerome. Quinn made a decision. 
 "I ... I just met her. I was asked to speak at a legal seminar on St. Jerome in the 
Caribbean in late February. My wife was supposed to accompany me, but she had to 
cancel at the last minute because of a business emergency. My wife's seat on the plane 
was taken by a woman named Andrea Chapman." 
 Quinn paused and drank some more water. 
 "A few days ago, I received a call from a police detective who was looking into 
Ms. Chapman's disappearance ..." 
 "Where did he call from and what was his name?" Anthony interrupted. 
 "I think his last name was Fletcher. He mentioned his first name, but I can t 
remember it. If he told me where he was calling from, I forgot. I don't think he did, 
though." 
 "So this Chapman woman disappeared?" Dennis said. 
 "From St. Jerome. I didn't know anything about that." 
 "You didn't see Chapman after the flight?" Anthony asked. 
 "Well, in the airport, but not after that." 
 "You were saying that you just met the deceased?" Dennis prodded. 
 "Yes. She came to my chambers during the lunch break in the hearing on the 
pretrial motions in Ellen Crease's case. She said her name was Claire Reston and that 
Andrea Chapman was her sister. She wanted to know if I had any information about her 
sister's disappearance." 
 "Why would she think you knew anything about that?" Anthony asked. 
 Quinn froze. He had not thought about that. 
 "I, uh, I assumed that she'd gotten my name from the detective who called me. 
He got my name from the airline manifest. She never told me how she got my name, 
but the detective must have told her that I sat next to her sister." 
 "So that's when you talked to the sister? On the plane and in the airport?" 
Anthony asked. 
 Quinn felt panicky. Why did Anthony repeat his question? Could he prove that 
Quinn had seen Andrea the next day? 
 "Yes." 
 "Not after the flight?" 
 "No. Not after." 
 "Judge Quinn, I am going to give you the Miranda rights now," Anthony said. 
Quinn's pulse rate jumped. Anthony would only do that if Quinn was a suspect in Claire 
Reston's murder. 
 "You have the right to remain silent ..." 
 "Why is this necessary?" Quinn asked. 
 "I'll answer that when I'm done," Anthony answered curtly. Quinn sat silently 
while Anthony finished reading him his rights, trying to guess what the police knew. 
 "Judge, I'm going to ask you again. Did you see Andrea Chapman after the flight 



to St. Jerome?" 
 Quinn suddenly noticed the manila envelope that Anthony was holding. The 
detective had shielded it from Quinn's view while Dennis was talking to him. Anthony 
withdrew from the envelope a photograph of Quinn and Andrea talking on the blanket 
in the cove. The photograph had been taken with a telephoto lens. If they blew it up 
further, Quinn was certain that the scar on Chapman's hip would become visible and 
the police would figure out that Reston and Chapman were the same person, if they did 
not know that already. 
 "We found these photographs in the dead woman's suitcase, Judge Quinn. 
Would you care to explain them?" 
 Quinn was having trouble breathing. 
 "Can I get you some more water, Judge?" Dennis asked solicitously. "You okay?" 
 Quinn sucked in air. He was on the verge of breaking down. 
 "Did you fuck Chapman on St. Jerome?" Anthony asked angrily. "Did her sister 
trail you to Portland and threaten to tell your wife?" They didn't know that Reston and 
Chapman were the same person, Quinn realized. "Did you slash her to ribbons to shut 
her up?" 
 "No. It wasn't like that. I didn't have sex with Andrea.'' 
 "You want us to believe that you were all alone with this woman and you didn't 
try to fuck her?" 
 Quinn did not know what to say. 
 "It is a strange coincidence that this Chapman woman disappears right after you 
meet her, then her sister talks with you and she's dead the next day," Dennis said. 
 "You have to believe me," Quinn pleaded. "I met Andrea on the plane. She was 
very nice. We talked during the flight. She told me that there was a cove on the far side 
of the island with a beautiful reef. It's the cove in the picture. We spent the afternoon 
there. That's all." 
 "Why didn't you tell us that before?" Dennis asked. 
 "I was afraid that someone would think I was involved in her disappearance," 
Quinn answered lamely. 
 "Did you ever see these pictures before?" Dennis asked. 
 "No." 
 "That's funny, because you haven't asked us where we got them or who took 
them. You didn't even seem surprised to see them." 
 When Quinn did not respond, Dennis asked, "Judge, can you tell us where you 
were last night between six and eight?" 
 "Six and eight?" Quinn repeated inanely. 
 "Yes, sir." 
 "I was at the courthouse, in my chambers. I ... I was working on the order in the 
Crease case." 
 "Can anyone vouch for you?" 
 "My secretary, Fran Stuart. She was there." 
 "The whole time?" 
 "No. She typed up a first draft for me, then went to dinner sometime between 



six and seven. Then she came back and typed the final. I think she left around 
seven-thirty." 
 "So there was an hour and a half between six and eight when you were alone?" 
 Quinn nodded. 
 "No cleaning people came in, no one called?" 
 Quinn shook his head. He felt completely helpless. 
 "You see our problem here, Judge?" Dennis asked. "The Heathman is only a 
short walk from the courthouse. Td bet five minutes max. And there was a lot going on 
in the hotel between six and eight, which is the time when the medical examiner 
estimates that Claire Reston was murdered. It would have been easy for you to walk 
from the courthouse to the hotel, slip up to the third floor unnoticed and ..." Dennis 
shrugged. "Can you help us out here?" 
 Quinn looked back and forth between the two policemen. Both men watched him 
with blank expressions. 
 "You can't think . . . My, God, I could never do something like . . . like what was 
done to that poor woman." 
 "Nice people sometimes do terrible things under stress, Judge," Dennis said 
sympathetically. "She showed you the photos, you see your marriage and career going 
down the toilet. We see a lot of this kind of thing. If you did it, let us know so we can 
help you." 
 "That . . . that woman wasn't just killed. That was methodical. That was torture." 
 "Maybe you got a taste on St. Jerome," Anthony said harshly. "The thrill of 
having Chapman helpless, begging. It can be a turn-on for some people. Was it a 
turn-on for you?" 
 Quinn stared at Anthony in disbelief. Then he looked at Dennis. They had been 
playing with him and he was too distracted to see it. They really believed that he could 
tie up and torture a defenseless woman. 
 "Gentlemen, I've tried to be cooperative, but it is now clear to me . . . I don't 
want to continue this conversation, except to say that I did not hurt Claire Reston. I 
want to go now. I won t talk to you anymore without a lawyer." 
 "Why don't you sit and think a minute while I discuss this with Detective 
Anthony?" Dennis said as he motioned Anthony into the outer room. 
 Quinn let his head fall into his hands. He wanted to tell the detectives the truth, 
but he would be providing them with a massive motive for murder if he revealed that 
the dead woman had been used to blackmail him. Dennis and Anthony would believe 
that Quinn, enraged by her betrayal, had murdered Reston. The conclusion was logical, 
even if it was false. 
 The door opened and Dennis and Anthony reentered the bedroom. 
 "We're going to let you go, Judge," Dennis told Quinn. "Neither one of us thinks 
you've told the truth, but we don't want to rush this investigation. I advise you to think 
very seriously about your duties as a citizen. If you have information that would help us 
solve the death of the poor girl in the other room, you have to tell us. You're not just 
some nobody on the street. You're a judge. From what they say, that means something 
to you. Think about how you should be acting here." 



 [2] 
 Fran Stuart stood up as soon as Quinn walked into the reception area. She 
looked very upset. 
 "I waited for you to come back. I didn't know where to reach you." 
 "Calm down, Fran. What's wrong?" 
 "It's Mr. Price. He's had a heart attack. RichardKahn called you ten minutes after 
you left with the detectives." 
 "Is he . . . ?" 
 "No. Mr. Kahn said they were talking about a case in Mr. Price's office when he 
complained about chest pains. He's at St. Vincent's Hospital. They're in surgery right 
now." 
 Quinn was nursing a cup of coffee in the hospital cafeteria when a tall, 
middle-aged woman wearing a black skirt and a gray sweater approached his table. 
 "Judge Quinn?" 
 "Yes." 
 "I'm Dr. Loerts. I operated on Mr. Price." 
 "Sit down, please. Can I get you some coffee?" 
 "No, thanks," the surgeon answered with a weary smile. She looked tired. Her 
red hair was pulled back in a ponytail and she rubbed her eyelids as soon as she slid 
onto the chair across from the judge. 
 "Mr. Price is going to be fine. We performed a triple bypass. That sounds scary, 
but we do a ton of them and it's routine for my team." 
 "What happened?" 
 "Three of Mr. Price's arteries were clogged and that was keeping an adequate 
supply of blood from reaching his heart. We took one vein from his leg and another 
from his chest and attached them to the arteries at a spot in front of and behind the 
area that was blocked. In other words, we literally bypassed the area. Everything is 
working just fine now. In fact, he's probably in better shape because there isn't 
anything blocking the flow of blood to his heart." 
 "Can I see him?" 
 "Not right now. He's in the recovery room and he'll probably be there for another 
hour or two. He'll go to the coronary care unit when he's ready. You can see him there 
but he's going to be heavily medicated. He probably won't even remember your visit. 
When he's well enough, he'll go up to the sixth floor for the rest of his stay. That floor 
is reserved for people with heart problems. I expect him to be out of the hospital by 
next week." 
 "I'd still like to see him today, even if he doesn't know. When can I do that?" 
 The doctor looked at her watch. "We'll transfer him to coronary care in an hour 
or so. You can only stay for a short time, but I'd guess that you'll be able to see him 
around six." 
 "You're certain my ... my father is okay?" 
 Dr. Loerts pushed herself to her feet. "Your dad is going to be fine, so don't 
worry." 
 [3] 



 Quinn could not return to the gloomy solitude of his rented apartment. The only 
other place he could think to go was his chambers, where he planned to finish writing 
his letter of resignation and put his cases in order for the judges who would inherit 
them. Quinn drove the route to the courthouse in a mental fog. Dr. Loerts had assured 
Quinn that Frank would be okay, but Frank was eighty years old and Quinn knew that 
the years they had together were growing short. 
 Quinn's eyes watered and he felt a painful lump in his throat as he recalled 
asking Dr. Loerts if his "father" was okay. It was the first time that he had ever referred 
to Frank Price as his father, even though the quiet, taciturn man had slowly insinuated 
himself into Quinn's consciousness in that way. 
 Quinn remembered the day that he moved into thePrice home. It had been the 
day of his parents' funeral. He'd been putting his clothes away, still dressed in his black 
suit and too stunned to change, when Price came into his new bedroom. Quinn could 
picture him standing in the middle of the room, his arms dangling at his side, looking ill 
at ease. Quinn had been holding a stack of white crew-neck undershirts in his hand. 
 "I know you're about all in, so I'll make this short," Frank had said. "Anna and I 
don't have children. We didn't plan it that way. It's just the way it worked out. Your 
father is as close as we came. He was a great lawyer and one of the best men I ever 
met. When he married your mother, we were overjoyed and we came to love her as 
much as we loved Pat. Anna and I can't take the place of your parents. We'd never try. 
But we're here for you whenever you need us." 
 Quinn warmed quickly to Anna, but it took him years to feel comfortable with 
Frank Price. Now, when he was close to losing him, the full import of what the feisty old 
man had done for him flooded in and it made him realize what it would mean to lose 
Laura, too. Love was a precious commodity, which people possessed rarely in this life. 
When you found it, you could not let it slip away. Quinn loved Laura and he was going 
to fight for her. He vowed to call her as soon as he arrived at the courthouse. He would 
tell her how much he loved her and he would beg her to take him back. 
 The Multnomah County Courthouse had been constructed in 1914 when there 
were few cars and parking was easy, so it did not have a garage. Judges with seniority 
were assigned spaces across the park across from the courthouse in the basement of 
the Justice Center, but Quinn's parking space was in a garage three blocks away where 
the county rented space. Quinn stopped at the entrance and put a plastic card in a slot. 
A metal bar rose and Quinn drove in. His space was in a corner far from the entrance 
on the lowest floor. The ceiling above the space was low where the ramp from the floor 
above sloped down and the corner was always in shadow. 
 There were no other cars around when Quinn parked his Volvo, which was not 
surprising since it was after nine at night. He knew a security guard patrolled the 
garage but he did not see him and assumed that he was making his rounds on another 
level. 
 Quinn's attache case was in the backseat of the car. He opened the front door 
and stepped out, closing it behind him. He opened the back door on the driver's side 
and bent down to retrieve the attache. When he straightened up, he saw movement in 
the side view mirror. Quinn turned and raised the case reflexively. Whatever the 



attacker had in his hand bounced off its side, but the blow was hard enough to drive 
Quinn backward into the side of the car. 
 Quinn lowered the attache enough to see a tall man wearing jeans, gloves, a 
dark blue windbreaker and a ski mask. There was a sap in his right hand. Quinn was 
certain that he was the same man who had broken into his apartment. Quinn was taller 
and heavier than his assailant but he had never been good with his fists. He had won 
his only fight in high school because of his size, not his skill. Quinn circled warily, 
holding the attache in front of him like a shield. The attacker edged closer. Quinn yelled 
for help. As the scream echoed off the concrete, the attacker feinted with the hand that 
held the sap. Quinn raised the attache and the man kicked him in his shin. Quinn 
gasped. His right leg gave way and Quinn dropped his arms while still holding onto the 
attache. The attacker smashed the sap into the left side of Quinn's head. Quinn's hands 
flew to his face and he dropped the case. The man hit Quinn in the solar plexus to 
silence him. Quinn fell against the car, hitting his head hard on the edge of the roof. He 
started to slump to the floor, but his attacker propped him up. 
 Quinn was almost unconscious. He heard the driver's door open and felt his 
attacker push him into the front seat. He wanted to sit up, but his body would not obey 
him. His vision blurred. Quinn thought he saw his attacker take a handgun out of the 
windbreaker and place it on the hood of the car. Quinn tried to struggle up, but rough 
hands grabbed both of his legs. He heard his assailant swear. The man was trying to 
stuff Quinn's legs into the car. 
 Quinn suddenly remembered his car keys. The Volvo could be opened or locked 
from a distance using a small keypad that was attached to the key. The lock button on 
the automatic door opener doubled as a panic alarm. Quinn groped in his pants pocket 
until he felt the plastic keypad. Just as his assailant finished pushing one of his legs into 
the car, Quinn held the lock button down for a count of three. The locks on all four 
doors clicked down. The attacker stopped, surprised by the sharp sound. The car alarm 
blared. Adrenaline coursed through Quinn. He kicked out with both feet. They struck 
solidly and drove the man back. Quinn launched himself out of the car and landed a 
wild right to the side of his attacker's head. The punch had no force and the man rolled 
with it, then connected solidly with Quinn's ribs. Quinn grunted and the man struck him 
in the throat. 
 "Hey! What's going on here?" a security guard yelled from the far end of the 
garage. Quinn's attacker glanced toward the guard, doubled up Quinn with a front kick 
and ran toward the exit. Quinn slumped over the hood of the Volvo just as the guard 
ran past him. The guard was overweight and out of shape. He chased the attacker for a 
short distance, then turned back to Quinn. 
 The judge looked down and saw the handgun. He pocketed it just as the guard 
asked, "Are you okay?" 
 Quinn slumped against the car. His throat hurt and he had trouble talking for a 
moment, so he just nodded. 
 "You're lucky I came down here on my rounds." 
 The guard took Quinn's elbow and helped him to straighten up. He picked up 
Quinn's attache. 



 "Is this what he was after?" the guard asked. 
 "That's just a file in one of my cases," Quinn croaked. 
 The guard realized the area of the garage he was in. 
 "Are you a judge?" 
 Quinn nodded. 
 "You don't think this was some guy you sentenced?" 
 "No. He was probably after my wallet." 
 Quinn sat in the car until he caught his breath. He touched the side of his head 
where he had been sapped, and winced. The back of his head also hurt where it had 
smacked against the roof of the car, but the skin was not broken. His ribs, shin and 
head hurt and felt a little sick from being kicked and punched in the body. 
 "Do you want to go to the hospital?" the guard asked. 
 "No." 
 Adrenaline had made the attack seem surreal. Now it was wearing off and Quinn 
began to shake, as it dawned on him that he could have been killed. 
 "I'd really like to go to my chambers in the courthouse." 
 "You're certain?" 
 "Positive." 
 He was afraid to return to his apartment, which his assailant had penetrated with 
ease. 
 "I'll walk you over to make sure nothing else happens." 
 "Thanks. And thank you for saving me." 
 As the guard and Quinn walked to the courthouse, Quinn asked, "Do you have to 
report this?" 
 "Definitely." 
 "It's just that I can't identify the man who attacked me. He was wearing a mask. 
And he didn't get anything. I don't want to waste police time when there's nothing I 
can say that will help them." 
 "This is pretty serious. This guy may have attacked someone else. Besides, it's 
the rules." 
 "Will the police have to talk to me right away? I'm pretty tired. I'd rather give my 
statement tomorrow." 
 "I'll see what I can do." 
 The security guard rode up with Quinn to his floor. Quinn unlocked the door to 
his office. He heard the guard report the attack on Fran's phone while he washed his 
face in the bathroom. 
 The guard rapped on the doorjamb and Quinn stepped out of the bathroom. 
 "You're okay for tonight. They're gonna send over a patrolman in the afternoon." 
 The guard left. As soon as the door closed, Quinn took a step forward and the 
gun slapped against his side. Quinn took it out. When the policeman interviewed him 
about the attack tomorrow, he would give it to him. As he looked at the weapon a 
thought occurred to Quinn. He went through the sequence of the attack. The man had 
used a sap, so he wanted Quinn unconscious. When the assailant believed that Quinn 
was unconscious, he put the gun on the hood of the car and tried to stuff Quinn's legs 



into the car. Why do that? Why not just use the gun? 
 An answer occurred to Quinn. He felt ill. The police had the photographs of 
Quinn and Andrea in the Cove of Lost Souls. They suspected him of killing the woman 
at the Heathman. His assailant was planning on making it look like Quinn had 
committed suicide in his car. The gun would be placed in Quinn's hand. When the body 
was discovered it would look like Quinn had killed himself rather than face disgrace. An 
investigation might have cleared Quinn. Suicide would end the case. 
 Quinn let the gun rest in his hand and he flashed back to the fight in the garage. 
He'd been beaten, but he had fought back and it had felt good. For the first time since 
this insanity had started, he had not been a punching bag. He wondered what he would 
have done if he'd had the gun when he was attacked. He knew nothing about guns, but 
he believed that he would have fired it. The thought unsettled Quinn. He had 
experienced many emotions since Andrea Chapman was murdered, but anger was not 
one of them. Anger was not an emotion that Quinn felt often. He rarely had a reason to 
be angry, but he was angry now. Someone was playing with his life and he was going 
to find out who it was. 
 Quinn suddenly realized that there was someone else who was in danger, 
someone who had a motive as strong as Quinn's to discover the people behind the plot 
to fix the Crease case and the resources to fight back. Quinn went to his desk. He 
opened Ellen Crease's file and found the form that she had filled out so that she could 
be released on her own recognizance. Then he dialed her unlisted phone number. 
 [4] 
 Two armed and uniformed guards were waiting for Quinn just inside the front 
gate of the Hoyt estate in a patrol vehicle with the markings of a private security 
company. As soon as Quinn stopped his car, the passenger door of the patrol car 
opened and a man with the build of an offensive lineman walked to the gate. 
 "Please step out of the car, sir, and show me some identification/' he 
commanded. Quinn noticed that he kept one hand on the butt of a holstered revolver. 
The guard in the car also watched Quinn's every move. 
 A gray mist covered Portland and the air was cold and clammy. Quinn shivered 
and hunched his shoulders. He slid his driver's license through the bars of the front 
gate. As soon as the guard was satisfied that the judge was the person he claimed to 
be, he told Quinn to return to his car. Quinn waited while the guard radioed the house, 
glad to be in a warm place again. Moments later, Quinn heard a low hum. The gate 
opened wide and the guard told him how to reach the house. Quinn drove through the 
gate. In the night sky was a dim quarter-moon. Quinn's headlights only made the 
barest incursion into the thick fog that obscured most of the grounds. Twice he saw an 
armed guard on patrol. 
 A handsome man in a gray business suit was waiting for Quinn when he parked 
in front of the mansion. 
 "Come in, Judge," the man said, extending a hand. "I'm Jack Brademas, head of 
security at Hoyt Industries. The senator wanted me to sit in on this meeting." 
 Quinn shook hands and Brademas led him into the library, where Lou Anthony 
had talked to Ellen Crease on the evening of the murder. Crease stood up when the 



men entered. She was wearing jeans and a white shirt under a baggy sweater. A cigar 
smoldered in an ashtray at her elbow. 
 "You look cold, Judge," Crease said. "Would you like tea, coffee, or something 
stronger?" 
 Quinn noticed a coffee urn and a teapot sitting on a cherrywood sideboard next 
to several fine-china cups and saucers. 
 "Coffee, please." 
 "Would you, Jack?" 
 Quinn sat down across from Crease in a high-backed chair and Brademas handed 
him a cup. The senator waited patiently while Quinn took a sip. Quinn's exhaustion was 
apparent, as was the discolored swelling on the side of the judge's face. 
 "'When you called me, you sounded so upset that I agreed to meet with you," 
Crease said. "Now that I've had some time to think, I'm wondering if this meeting 
doesn't violate some code of ethics. I am the defendant in a case you're hearing." 
 "Matters have gone way beyond that, Senator. There are events happening on 
the periphery of your criminal case of which you have been completely unaware. Both 
our lives are in danger." 
 "Please explain that." 
 "Senator, you have some very powerful enemies. People who will stop at 
nothing, including murder, to harm you. They have already effectively destroyed my 
career as a judge. Tonight they tried to kill me." 
 "What?" 
 "Monday evening, a man in a ski mask broke into my apartment. He had 
photographs of a young woman and me that have the potential of destroying my career 
and my marriage. The man threatened to make the pictures public if I didn't fix your 
case so that you would be convicted of murdering your husband and Martin Jablonski." 
 "But you ruled for me. You destroyed the State's case." 
 "Yes. I did the only thing I could think of to protect you," Quinn said softly. 
"Because of what I did, a woman was murdered and an attempt was made on my life." 
 "Judge, this is getting a bit confusing," Jack Brademas interrupted 
sympathetically. "If we're going to help, we have to know everything that's happened to 
you. Why don't you start at the beginning?" 
 Quinn recounted the trip to St. Jerome, the ruse that was used to trick Laura into 
flying to Miami, the visit from Claire Reston, his discovery of the second explanation for 
the blood spatter evidence found on the armoire, Reston's murder, and the recent 
attempt on his life. 
 "I think that Martin Jablonski was paid to murder you, Senator," Quinn 
concluded. "When he failed and you were arrested for your husband's murder, I was 
set up. Now that I've double-crossed the blackmailers, they're trying to frame me for 
Reston's murder and kill me. But I'm not the main focus of these people. You are. And 
that means that you're also in danger." 
 "Judge, I can't begin to thank you for the sacrifices you've made for me. I owe 
you everything. Quite possibly my life." 
 Quinn looked down, embarrassed. Crease thought silently for a moment. Then 



she blew an angry plume of smoke into the air and said, "Benjamin Gage has to behind 
this. He and Junior are the only people I can think of who hate me enough to want me 
dead, and Junior is too stupid to dream up a scheme this complex." 
 Brademas nodded. "I drew the same conclusion." 
 He turned to Quinn. 
 "Benjamin Gage's administrative assistant is a man named Ryan Clark. He's an 
ex-navy SEAL. As soon as you told us that a man in scuba gear snatched the Chapman 
woman I thought of Clark. Pulling off a fake abduction underwater would be a piece of 
cake for someone with Clark's skills." 
 "How did he do it?" Quinn asked. "I never saw Andrea surface for air." 
 "She wouldn't have to. There's an emergency breathing apparatus attached to all 
air tanks. She could have used the one on Clark's tank while they were underwater." 
 "What do you think we should do next, Judge?" Crease asked. 
 "I think that the key to discovering the person behind this plot is learning the 
true identity of Andrea Chapman or Claire Reston or whatever her real name is. If we 
find out who she is, we might be able to find a link between her and the people who 
are after us." 
 "Jack can trace her, Judge," Crease said. "He was a Portland Police officer before 
he came to work for my husband's company. We knew each other on the force. He still 
has contacts in the bureau. 
 "Jack, can you get copies of the investigative reports of the murder at the 
Heathman? We need to know the identity of the murdered woman and where she lived. 
Then we can try to find out how she got mixed up in this." 
 "Til have the information by tomorrow afternoon," Brademas assured his boss. 
 "Good. Why don't you also think about the information that Judge Quinn has 
given us and see if you can come up with any other avenues of investigation?" 
 Brademas left and Crease turned to Quinn. "It looks like we're both in more 
trouble than we ever wanted to be." Crease sighed heavily. "If the latest polls hold, my 
political career will be over. The only way I can save it is by proving that I was framed. 
Otherwise, people will always believe that I hired Jablonski and beat the rap on a 
technicality." 
 "It might help if I went public and told everyone about the blackmail attempt." 
 "It would only help if we can prove that we were both set up and who is behind 
this conspiracy. Otherwise, anything you say will sound like an attempt to exonerate 
yourself in the Reston murder. Besides, going public would destroy your career and I 
couldn't let you do that for me." 
 "My career is over, anyway. I'm stepping down from the bench tomorrow. When 
I was attacked, I was going back to the courthouse to write my letter of resignation." 
 "Don't do that. You're a good judge. If you resign from the bench, you're letting 
the bastards who set us up win. It took guts to rule for me. It was the right thing to do. 
Let Jack and me work on this. And don't give up hope. That's what you'd be doing if 
you resign." 
  
 Chapter 21. 



 [1] 
 When Quinn walked into Stanley Sax's chambers, the presiding judge took a 
hard look at the yellowish purple bruise that spread across the left side of Quinn's face. 
 "Are you okay?" 
 "Physically, I'm fine. Emotionally . . . that's something else." 
 "I can imagine. You're the talk of the courthouse. First that ruling in Crease, then 
this attack in the garage." 
 "I want to take some time off, Stan." 
 "That makes sense. How long do you want?" 
 "I cleared my desk when I thought that the Crease trial would take most of the 
month. I can take a few days off without disrupting the work of the court. I'll write 
memos in all of my cases so that any judge you assign will be able to get up to speed 
easily." 
 "All right. Being attacked like that has to be frightening. Go home and rest. Call 
me next week and let me know how you feel. Maybe you and Laura should head for the 
coast. Lily and I used to rent a little bungalow in Cannon Beach and watch the storms 
with hot buttered rums and a good fire." Sax smiled. "A little romance is a great remedy 
for the blues." 
 Sax's reminder of his empty marriage hurt, but Quinn faked a smile and said, 
"Thanks for the advice and for being so understanding." 
 Sax waved off Quinn. The judge left Sax's chambers and headed for his own. 
Fran Stuart examined Quinn's face. Before she could ask, Quinn said, "This looks pretty 
bad, but I'm fine." 
 Fran handed Quinn a stack of messages. As Quinn thumbed quickly through the 
stack to see if there was one from Crease or Brademas, his secretary said, "Most of 
these are from friends asking if you're okay or from reporters who want to interview 
you. There was also a call from an Officer Ramirez. He wanted to set up an 
appointment for this afternoon so he can get a statement about the attack." 
 Quinn looked at his watch. It was a little after three. He could probably fit in 
Ramirez around four-thirty. Quinn started toward his office. 
 "And your wife called several times." Quinn's heart jumped. "She wanted you to 
call her as soon as you got in." 
 Quinn had been too exhausted physically and emotionally to call Laura after his 
visit to Ellen Crease. Her calls made Quinn anxious. Was she calling to reconcile or to 
ask for a divorce? 
 "Oh," Fran said, "there was one unusual call. It came in ten minutes ago. A 
woman named Denise Ritter. She said it was urgent. She wanted to talk to you about 
that woman who was murdered at the Heathman Hotel. She said that she's the 
woman's sister." 
 "Her sister?" 
 "Yes. She sounded very upset." 
 "Thank you, Fran." 
 Quinn thumbed through his messages until he found the slip with Ritter's phone 
number. It had a Seattle area code. The phone rang twice, then a woman answered. 



 "Is this Denise Ritter?" Quinn asked. 
 "Yes?" 
 This is Judge Richard Quinn." 
 Quinn could hear breathing on the other end of the phone. 
 "Ms. Ritter?" 
 "I'm sorry. Maybe I shouldn't have called." 
 "Is this about the woman who was murdered?" 
 "Yes. Marie is . . . was my sister." 
 Quinn heard the woman's breath catch. Then he heard a sob. 
 "'Are you all right?" 
 "I'm sorry. I ... I flew down this morning on the shuttle to identify Marie's body." 
 "That must have been awful." 
 "The detectives were very kind, but ..." 
 Ritter's voice trailed off and Quinn heard her blowing her nose. She apologized 
again. 
 "Ms. Ritter, why did you call me?" 
 "The detectives showed me a picture of you and Marie on a beach." 
 "You told them that the woman in the pictures was Marie?" 
 "Yes." 
 "Did they seemed surprised?" 
 "Now that you mention it, they did." 
 " 4What did they ask you when you said that?" 
 "They wanted to know if Marie had ever mentioned you, but they wouldn't tell 
me why they were asking." 
 Ritter hesitated. Then she said, 4 Judge, Marie and I weren't close. Especially 
these past few years. I was hoping you could tell me what went wrong. How this 
happened." 
 "Ms. Ritter, I would like to talk with you about Marie, too. If I took the shuttle to 
Seattle, would you meet with me tonight?" 
 [2] 
 The shuttle touched down a little after six P. M. Twenty minutes later, the cab 
Quinn hired at Sea-Tac Airport rounded a curve on the freeway and the judge saw the 
massive, glass and concrete structures that dominated Seattle's city center. Seattle had 
its share of interesting architecture: the Space Needle towered over everything, and the 
Pike Place Market, a collection of ramshackle stalls, shops and restaurants seemingly 
held together by glue, tottered on a hillside overlooking Elliott Bay. However, Seattle's 
buildings were nowhere near as spectacular as its geography. The "Emerald City" sat on 
a narrow strip of land between Puget Sound and eighteen-mile-long Lake Washington. 
Massive Mount Rainier dominated the landscape east of the city, and to the west were 
the jagged peaks of the Olympic Mountains. 
 Shortly after reaching the city, the cab turned off the interstate and traveled 
downhill toward the Pioneer Square Historic District, an area of late-Victorian and 
early-twentieth-century buildings that had been built up after the Great Fire of 1889. 
Day and night, the district swarmed with crowds attracted to its galleries, restaurants, 



antique shops and theaters. Denise Ritter had agreed to meet Quinn in an espresso bar 
at First and James near the original Pioneer Square. Quinn spotted the totem pole in 
the square before he located the cafe, a dark and narrow space squeezed between a 
gallery featuring Native American art and an occult bookstore. Toward the back of the 
espresso bar, a woman wearing a peasant dress nervously scanned the door. 
 Denise Ritter bore little resemblance to her sister. She was five nine and 
stoop-shouldered. Her hair was black like Marie's, but it was frizzy and collected behind 
her in a barrette, and her blue eyes hid behind thick, tortoiseshell glasses. Behind the 
thick lenses, Ritter's eyes were red from crying. When she noticed Quinn walking 
toward her, Ritter seemed to pull into herself. It took Quinn a moment to realize that 
Marie had modeled her Claire Reston persona on her real sister. 
 "Tm Richard Quinn," the judge said when he reached Ritter's table. Ritter held 
out her hand selfconsciously and Quinn took it. The skin felt cold and she looked 
exhausted. 
 "Are you all right?" Quinn asked as he sat down. 
 "No," Ritter answered frankly. "Seeing Marie like that was really hard for me." 
 She could not go on and Quinn was relieved when a skinny waiter in jeans and a 
T-shirt walked up to the table. Quinn asked for coffee. Ritter was nursing a latte. 
 "I appreciate your willingness to meet with me, under the circumstances," Quinn 
told Ritter. 
 "I'm doing this as much for me as for you. Marie was my sister. What I don't 
understand is your interest." 
 "What did the police tell you about me?" 
 "That you knew Marie." 
 "Did they say that I was a suspect in Marie's death?" 
 The question startled Ritter. She shook her head while examining Quinn more 
closely. 
 "And Marie never mentioned me to you, or talked about a judge that she knew?" 
 Ritter looked down at the tabletop. "I rarely talked to Marie about her business." 
 "What exactly did you understand Marie's business to be?" 
 Ritter sighed sadly. "Marie was a call girl, Judge. A prostitute." 
 Quinn should have been shocked, but he wasn't. If you wanted to hire a woman 
to seduce a man, seeking the services of a professional made sense. 
 "Did Marie work in Seattle?" 
 "Yes." 
 "Did she ever work in Portland?" 
 "I don't know. She never told me she did, but I disapproved of Marie's . . . 
lifestyle and she knew it, so it was rare for her to discuss her profession with me." 
 "I want you to know that before today I did not know that Marie was a 
prostitute," Quinn said firmly. "She told me that she designed belts. I thought she 
worked in the fashion industry. Did she ever do anything like that?" 
 "Marie! Not that I knew of." 
 "Would you mind talking about your sister?" 
 Ritter brushed at her eyes. Her lower lip trembled. 



 "Marie was two years younger than me. She was always rebellious. I was a good 
student. Marie was at least as intelligent as I am, but she barely passed. She was into 
drugs, boys. My parents tried everything. Eventually, they gave up. When she was 
eighteen, Marie was arrested for prostitution and my parents kicked her out of the 
house. She wasn't really living at home then, anyway. After that, they wouldn't have 
anything to do with her." 
 "Do your parents know that Marie is dead?" 
 "No. I haven't told them. I don't know what to say. They wrote Marie off years 
ago." 
 "How close were you to your sister?" 
 "That's hard to answer. We saw very little of each other when I was at college 
and graduate school. After I moved back to Seattle to take a teaching job we started 
meeting a little more, but there wasn't any plan to it. Sometimes she would just drop by 
or she'd call on the spur of the moment and we'd go out for dinner. A lot of the times 
when she called I thought it was because she was lonely, but, if I asked her, she would 
always pretend to be upbeat and tell me how great her life was." 
 Ritter paused and took a sip of her latte. When she looked up, there were tears 
in her eyes. 
 "There were other times when she would show up out of the blue, strung out or 
just needing a place to stay. I knew she wanted help when she came to me like that. I 
even got her to go into a rehab program once. The last few times I saw her I think she 
was clean, but I'm so naive I don't think I could really tell if she was using." 
 Quinn handed Ritter his handkerchief. 
 "I'm sorry," she apologized. "I guess we really weren't that close. We were so 
different. But she was my sister and she was so lost. The last time we were together I 
tried to talk her into getting a straight job. She just laughed. She said she was doing 
great and was going to do better. She looked like she was, too. She was wearing 
expensive clothes and jewelry I hadn't seen before." 
 "Where was she getting her money? I know you said that she was a call girl. 
Was that her only job? Did she have a pimp?" 
 "No, not a pimp. From what I could figure out, she worked for an escort service. 
But it was a front for a call girl operation." 
 Denise paused. She suddenly looked very thoughtful. 
 "That last time I saw Marie, the time I told you about, when she was dressed in 
the expensive clothes, that was in mid-February. She was very up, very excited, and 
that was strange, because I knew she didn't enjoy earning her money the way she did. 
She'd told me that much." 
 Quinn had been in St. Jerome in late February. He was sure that Marie Ritter's 
sudden, mid-February good fortune was connected to the blackmail plot. 
 "Did Marie tell you why she was excited or how she got the money for the 
clothes?" 
 "Not specifically. She did talk about making a lot of money and I had the 
impression that the money she was going to make wasn't connected to the escort 
service. 



 That it was something that she had going on the side. But I can't be certain of 
that." 
 "Did your sister have any friends I might talk to?" 
 "Marie mentioned someone named Christy a few times and another woman 
named Robin, but all I know about them is their first names." 
 "Did your sister ever talk about her customers?" 
 "I didn't encourage Marie to talk about what she did. It was very distasteful to 
me, that kind of life." Ritter shuddered. "I can't even imagine it. 
 "When she did speak about the men she'd been with, it was usually with 
contempt, but she never mentioned their names and I didn't ask. She thought most of 
them were pathetic. There were a few she said were okay, but generally she would 
laugh about them. As I said, I didn't enjoy discussing what she did, except to try to get 
her to stop." 
 "Denise, did your sister ever mention any customers from Portland?" 
 "Not that I can recall." Ritter paused. "She did tell me that there was a man she 
had seen more than once who lived in Oregon. He had some kind of business in 
Seattle. It was something odd." 
 "Can you remember what it was?" 
 Ritter brightened. "She said he was an undertaker. Marie thought that was 
funny." 
 Quinn felt a surge of excitement. "Denise, this is important. Did she describe this 
man? Can you remember anything she said about him?" 
 Ritter frowned, then shook her head. 
 "All I remember was his business." 
 "She never said how old he was?" 
 "She said he didn't dress or act like she thought an undertaker would. I think he 
was a flashy dresser and he liked to dance all night, so I assumed that he was young, 
but she never told me his age." 
 " Do you have any idea how I can get in touch with Marie's escort service?" 
 "No. I don't even know where Marie was living these past few months." 
 Ritter paused. Then she looked directly at Quinn. 
 "I've been trying to build up the courage to ask you something since you walked 
in, Judge." 
 "Go ahead and ask your question." 
 "What was your connection with my sister?" 
 "I met her on a plane when I flew to the Caribbean to speak at a legal 
conference. We spent the next day on the beach you saw in the picture. I think Marie 
was hired to make friends with me, then seduce me. When the police searched the 
hotel room where Marie was murdered, they found those pictures in her suitcase and 
they brought me to the hotel room. They thought that I might have killed her, but I 
didn't. I could never hurt someone the way your sister was hurt." 
 Ritter digested this information. Then she took a deep breath and looked directly 
at Quinn. 
 "The detectives . . . They only pulled back the sheet enough to show me Marie's 



face and I was too upset to ask. Was she . . . ? Did she feel much pain?" 
 Quinn flashed back to the room. For a brief moment, he saw Marie Ritter's 
savaged body. 
 "I'm afraid she did," the judge answered gendy. 
 Ritter's eyes watered. She bit her lip. 
 "Please tell me what happened." 
 "Marie, you don't want to know that. That isn't going to do you any good." 
 "Please," Ritter pleaded. 
 Quinn sighed and described what he had seen in the hotel room as delicately as 
was possible. When he was through, Ritter spaced out for a moment. 
 "I knew this would happen if she stayed in that life. I tried to talk to her, but she 
wouldn't listen to me." 
 "You can only do so much. Don't make the mistake of thinking that this was your 
fault or that there was some way that you could have saved her. Some people don't 
want to be saved. Promise me that you're not going to take this burden on your 
shoulders." 
 Ritter sighed. "No, I won't make that mistake." 
 "Good. That's good. The killer took your sister. Don't you let him take you, too." 
 [3] 
 Quinn was barely conscious of the fifty-minute flight back to Portland. All he 
could think about was the information that Denise Ritter had given to him. Mary Garrett 
had filed a pretrial discovery motion claiming that she had not received all of the police 
reports in the possession of the prosecution. To resolve the issue, Quinn had been 
forced to review the reports. He had read Detective Anthony's interview with Charles 
DePaul. If Junior knew that his father was going to change his will, he would have a 
clear motive for hiring Jablonski to kill his father and Ellen Crease. If Junior knew that 
Crease could not benefit from the will if she was convicted of her husband's murder, 
Junior would have a motive to blackmail Quinn. Quinn suddenly remembered the 
argument between Junior and his father at Hoyt Industries that Anthony had learned 
about during his interview with Stephen Appling. Were they arguing about the will? 
 How could he find out the cause of the argument? Only Junior and his father 
were present. An idea occurred to Quinn. Karen Fargo had to be the woman who was 
going to be the new beneficiary of Hoyt's will. She was his mistress when the argument 
occurred. Men talked to their mistresses about the things that bothered them. 
 Quinn's first impulse was to tell Ellen Crease about his discovery in Seattle. Jack 
Brademas could talk to Fargo. He was a professional investigator, a former policeman. 
But that wouldn't work. Fargo would never talk to anyone connected to Ellen Crease. 
He would have to do it. 
 A light rain was falling when Quinn's flight landed at nine-thirty. He found 
Fargo's address in the phone book and drove straight from the Portland Airport to her 
yellow and white Cape Cod. The judge parked out front shortly after ten o'clock. There 
were lights on in the front room. Quinn dashed across the street and huddled under the 
overhang that shaded the front door. He rang the bell. The sound from a television 
show stopped and a curtain moved. Moments later, the front door opened as wide as 



the safety chain would permit. 
 "Ms. Fargo?" 
 "Yes?" she responded warily. 
 "I'm Richard Quinn. I'm a judge. I heard the case against Ellen Crease." 
 Fargo recognized Quinn from the television broadcasts about the case. 
 "What do you want from me?" 
 Quinn smiled to put Fargo at ease. "It would be great if I could get inside. I 
forgot my umbrella." 
 Water was running down Quinn's face and beading on his raincoat. Fargo 
opened the door and let Quinn inside. He ran a hand through his hair to rid it of some 
of the rain. 
 "I apologize for coming so late and not calling first. I wouldn't disturb you if this 
wasn't important." 
 Fargo walked into the living room and gestured toward the couch. Quinn took off 
his coat so he would not dampen her furniture. Fargo sat forward on her chair watching 
Quinn. 
 "You know that I ruled against the State in the pretrial hearings?" 
 Fargo nodded. 
 "Some new information has come to me that I didn't have when I made the 
ruling. I'm afraid I can t tell you what it is. I hope you understand." 
 "Certainly." 
 "I've learned that Lamar Hoyt and his son had an argument shortly before Mr. 
Hoyt was murdered. It's suddenly become important to find out the substance of the 
argument, but no one knows what they talked about. I was wondering if Mr. Hoyt 
mentioned it to you." 
 "Yes. He did. I ... I never told anyone about it because I didn't think that it was 
important." 
 "That's okay, Ms. Fargo. You wouldn't have understood why I need to know 
about the argument. Can you tell me what Mr. Hoyt said?" 
 "I don't remember the date." 
 "That's okay." 
 "I do remember Lamar visiting in the early evening. He was very angry about 
Junior." 
 "Why?" 
 "He thought he was skimming money from the mortuary business. Profits were 
down and he was furious. He was having Junior investigated and the investigator had 
found out that Junior was living way beyond his means. The argument occurred when 
Lamar confronted Junior with the things that the investigator found." 
 "Did Mr. Hoyt mention anything specific that the investigator had found?" 
 Fargo colored. "Most of it had to do with women." 
 "Dates?" 
 Fargo shook her head. "There was some of that, but Lamar said that Junior was 
also paying expensive prostitutes. Lamar also thought that Junior was using cocaine. It 
was very sordid and Lamar was furious." 



 [4] 
 Laura's calls had been on Quinn's mind all day, but he had been either too busy 
to call her or too afraid. If she wanted a divorce, he did not want to learn about it when 
he was tired and run-down. But what if she wanted him back? As soon as he returned 
to his apartment, Quinn poured himself a stiff drink and phoned Laura. 
 "Dick!" Laura responded with obvious relief when she heard his voice. "Where 
are you? I've been trying to reach you all day." 
 "I'm at my apartment, but I was in Seattle earlier today." 
 "What were you doing there?" 
 "It would take too long to explain. Fran told me that you called several times. 
What did you want to talk to me about?" 
 "I need to see you." Laura's voice wavered. "Can you come home?" 
 "Now?" 
 "Yes. Please." 
 Quinn had rarely heard uncertainty in Laura's voice and this was the first time he 
had ever heard her plead. If she was anything, Laura was a model of self-confidence, 
always certain that she was right, always the one who made the demands, never the 
supplicant. 
 "I'll come over right away." 
 "Thank you, Dick." 
 Quinn hung up the phone and stood quietly for a moment. He had wanted to say 
something more, to tell Laura that he still loved her, but he couldn't, because he was 
afraid of what she would say. 
 ? ? * 
 Laura looked tense when she opened the front door for Quinn. She was dressed 
casually in a blue warm-up suit, but she had put on makeup and her hair was combed 
carefully. He hoped that was a good sign. 
 "Take off your coat. Let's sit down." Laura pointed toward the living room. "I 
even made you a drink." 
 Quinn saw a glass of Scotch resting on an end table next to the couch. He 
shucked his coat and followed Laura. She sat opposite him with a coffee table between 
them. 
 "I've been rehearsing this, so let me just talk, okay? When I married you we 
seemed to have the same goals. Then you left the firm to become a judge. It was hard 
for me to accept that. I felt betrayed. It wasn't just the money. It was the life I'd 
planned for the two of us. I couldn't understand how you could walk away from your 
partnership, something that I coveted so much. I think we started drifting apart after 
you made that choice. I'm not saying it was your fault. But it's true. Something changed 
in the marriage. Or maybe I changed. It doesn't matter. 
 "I really was sorry when the Miami client hired me, but I honestly believed that I 
owed it to the firm to take him on. Then the job turned out to be a hoax. I was furious. 
All I wanted to do was to fly back to Portland. I started to phone the airline when I 
remembered how sad you had been when I told you I couldn't go with you to St. 
Jerome. I remembered your voice on the phone. You sounded so . . ." 



 Laura shook her head. "I stopped with my hand in the air. It was ... I don't know 
. . . like a light going on, like I was suddenly hearing something clearly that had only 
been a murmur. I realized how much pain you were in and that I was the cause of that 
pain. I asked myself what I wanted to happen to our marriage and Ididn't know the 
answer to that question. That's why I flew to St. Jerome. I hoped that I could figure out 
how I really felt about us by being there with you, away from Portland and the law 
office and my work. I knew that there was something terribly wrong with our marriage 
and I wanted to try and cure it. But everything fell apart after I arrived." 
 Laura stopped to collect herself. She was a person who kept her feelings to 
herself and Quinn could see how painful it was for her to reveal her emotions. 
 "I was in Los Angeles on business on Wednesday and Thursday. Today, two 
detectives visited me at the office. They told me about the woman who was murdered 
at the Heathman. They wanted to know about the woman who disappeared on St. 
Jerome. They showed me pictures of the two of you on the beach. 
 "I didn't understand where they were going, at first. The black detective, Dennis, 
is very smooth. When it became clear that they thought you might have killed the 
woman at the hotel, I had to make a decision. I asked myself if I truly believed that you 
could murder someone the way they said that poor woman was killed. I had to decide 
what type of person I married and I decided that you could never do that." 
 "Laura, some other things have happened to me this past week that you don't 
know about. They explain why the woman at the hotel was murdered. I love you very 
much. The one thing I want more than anything in the world is for us to be together 
again. But I don't want to hide anything from you." 
 Laura waited for Quinn to continue. The look of wariness on her face frightened 
Quinn. By the time he finished explaining about the blackmail attempt by the man in 
the ski mask, Claire Reston's visit to his chambers and the way he had decided the 
Crease case, her expression was unreadable. 
 "After I suppressed the evidence, I prepared for the worst, but I never dreamed 
that the blackmailers would murder someone to frame me. I've been sick about it. The 
way that woman died ..." 
 "Why didn't the blackmailers just carry out their threat and send the photographs 
to the authorities on St. Jerome?" 
 "They couldn't, Laura. Andrea Chapman did not die on St. Jerome." 
 "What?" 
 "It was a hoax. The woman who posed as Andrea Chapman on St. Jerome and 
the woman who pretended to be Claire Reston were the same person, Marie Ritter, a 
Seattle call girl. Ritter has a distinctive scar on her hip. I saw it in the cove and I saw it 
on Reston's body in the hotel room. By killing Ritter, the blackmailer got rid of a witness 
at the same time that he set me up for her murder. Last night he tried to wrap 
everything up by killing me." 
 Laura's eyes widened. "Fran told me that someone attacked you in the parking 
garage. I thought that was a robbery attempt." 
 "The man who attacked me is the same man who broke into my apartment." 
 "God, Dick. Do you have any idea who's behind this plot?" 



 "Benjamin Gage has an aide who is an ex-SEAL. He'd have had no trouble faking 
the underwater murder on St. Jerome. But I talked to Marie Ritter's sister in Seattle. 
She told me that Marie had a customer who lives in Oregon. Denise didn't know his 
name, but she had the impression that he's young and he's an undertaker." 
 "Lamar Hoyt's son." 
 "Yes. And I've also learned that Junior and his father quarreled shortly before 
Hoyt's death because Senior believed that his son was skimming money from the 
mortuary business." 
 "Then you think Junior is behind everything?" 
 "'That's where the evidence seems to be pointing, but Lamar, Jr., and Ryan Clark 
are both the same size as the blackmailer and the man who attacked me in the 
garage." 
 "Have you given this information to the police?" 
 "No. I just learned the information about Lamar, Jr., tonight and I really can't 
prove that Junior knew Ritter. Marie never told Denise the name of her client. If Junior 
denies knowing Ritter, we can't prove he's lying." 
 "And Hoyt's statements to Fargo are hearsay." 
 Quinn closed his eyes and let his head fall back. 
 "I don't know what I'm going to do, Laura." 
 "One thing you are not going to do is give up," Laura said forcefully. "We are 
going to get through this." 
 Quinn opened his eyes and he looked at his wife hopefully. 
 "Does that mean that you want me back?" 
 Laura reached out and took Quinn's hand. 
 "I put up a good front, Dick, but I'm always scared. I've been scared since my 
parents divorced. Scared for years and years. Scared that I'll lose everything if I don't 
work harder than everybody. That I'll end up like my father." 
 "I have a hard time picturing you failing at anything, Laura." 
 "Our marriage almost failed, but I'm not going to let it. I do want you back. I 
want us to try to . . . to be together like we were when . . . when we first ..." 
 Quinn took Laura in his arms before she could finish. Her body shuddered and so 
did his. Quinn stroked Laura's hair and kissed the top of her head. She raised her face 
and Quinn kissed her lips. The kiss was tentative at first, then they were sprawled on 
the carpet and Laura was opening Quinn s belt. Quinn broke away only for the brief 
time that it took them to struggle out of their clothes. Then they became a tangle of 
bodies, soft and hard, the kisses so eager that they both wondered if there would be 
anything left of them when they were through. 
 After their first frenzied bout of lovemaking, Quinn and Laura gathered their 
clothes and went upstairs to the bedroom. The second time they made love it was less 
frantic and Quinn took his time renewing his acquaintance with a body that had become 
foreign to him. When they were sated, Quinn collapsed beside Laura. Her hand found 
his and she said, "I love you." 
 "I never thought I'd hear you say that again." 
 "Well, I have. I want our marriage to work, Dick. I want it more than I want 



anything else. No matter what happens from now on, I'm standing with you." 
 [5] 
 Benjamin Gage listened to the recording of Richard Quinn's meeting with Ellen 
Crease and Jack Brademas for a second time. When the minicassette stopped spinning, 
Ryan Clark turned off the tape recorder. Gage looked grim. 
 "Can we use this?" Gage asked. 
 "No. The recording was obtained illegally. We'd also be forcing Quinn to go 
public." 
 "And he'd have to admit that he fixed Crease's case. She'd be discredited." 
 "Maybe not. Quinn would say that the blackmailer wanted him to make sure that 
Crease was found guilty. Now that there is an alternative explanation for the blood 
spatter evidence, a lot of voters will conclude that she's been framed. I don't think we 
can afford to gamble. Not with you leading in all of the polls." 
 "You're right." Gage picked up the minicassette. "Have there been more of 
these?" 
 "One other. The information wasn't useful, but the intelligence on this cassette is 
certainly interesting." 
 "Our man seems to be on top of things. Make sure he's taken care of. I want him 
working hard for us." 
  
 Chapter 22. 
 [1] 
 When Lou Anthony arrived at work Saturday morning there was a message from 
Denise Ritter asking him to call. Ritter sounded nervous when the detective identified 
himself. 
 "Something happened yesterday. I wasn't going to call, at first. I ... I don't want 
to get anyone in trouble. But I thought about Marie. That this might help find the 
person who killed her." 
 "Finding your sister's killer is very important to me, Ms. Ritter. If you have 
information that might help, please tell me." 
 "When you and Detective Dennis interviewed me you asked if Marie ever 
mentioned Richard Quinn. She didn't. She never said that she knew any judge." 
 Denise Ritter hesitated. Anthony waited patiently for her to continue. 
 "I hope I didn't do anything wrong, but I couldn't stop thinking about that 
question, so I called Judge Quinn. He flew to Seattle yesterday evening." 
 "Quinn flew up to see you?" 
 "Yes." 
 "What did you two talk about?" 
 "Marie mostly. He told me how they met on St. Jerome . . ." 
 "He knew that the woman in the photograph I showed you was your sister? The 
woman who was murdered at the Heathman?" 
 "He seemed to know. Why?" 
 "Nothing. It's not that important. Go on." 
 "I did tell Judge Quinn one thing that I didn't tell you. That's why I'm calling. I 



thought about it all night. Judge Quinn seemed to think it was important, so I decided 
that you should know, too." 
 "What is it that you think I should know?" 
 "The judge asked me if Marie had any clients from Portland. I told him that Marie 
didn't tell me the name of any of the men she had been with, but she did tell me that 
one of them lived in Oregon. The only reason I remembered what Marie said was 
because he had an odd job. She said he was an undertaker." 
 Anthony and Ritter talked for a few more moments. The detective was thanking 
her when Leroy Dennis strolled over to Anthony's desk. Anthony waved him into a seat, 
finished with Ritter and hung up. 
 "The person on the phone was Denise Ritter. She called to tell me that Judge 
Quinn flew up to Seattle yesterday and pumped her about her sister's background." 
 "No kidding?" 
 "No kidding. She also told me that Quinn knew that Andrea Chapman and Claire 
Reston were the same person. But that's not the most important thing Denise told me. 
It seems that one of her sister's customers was an undertaker from Oregon." 
 "Whoa.'* 
 "Yeah, whoa." 
 "What are you thinking, Lou?" 
 "What if Junior learned that his father was going to marry Karen Fargo and alter 
his will in her favor? Steve Appling said that the two Lamars had a pretty bad argument 
shortly before the murder. Maybe that's when Junior discovered Senior's plan." 
 "So you think Junior may have hired Jablonski to kill his father?" 
 "And Crease. With both of them dead, he would inherit everything. But Jablonski 
screwed up and got himself killed, so Junior's plan failed. Then Crease was arrested and 
Junior had a second chance. If Crease was convicted of hiring Jablonski to kill her 
husband she couldn't benefit from the will. I think Junior used Ritter to blackmail Judge 
Quinn." 
 "Damn, you may be right." 
 "It would certainly explain the way Quinn is acting. Those photographs scream 
blackmail, Leroy." 
 "And Denise Ritter has just supplied the link between Junior and her sister," 
Dennis answered thoughtfully. Then he frowned. "But there are problems with your 
scenario, Lou." 
 "Such as?" 
 "Jablonski for one. He was in prison for a long time. When he was out, he wasn't 
running in Junior's circle. How did they meet?" 
 "I don't know, but I'm gonna nail Junior's ass as soon as I find out." 
 "And another thing," Dennis continued. "Until you learned about this possible 
connection between Marie Ritter and Hoyt, you thought Crease killed her husband." 
 "She still could be good for it," Anthony answered grudgingly. "That blood 
spatter evidence bothers the hell out of me." 
 "Exactly. And don't forget Judge Quinn. If Ritter was blackmailing him, he'd have 
a powerful motive to kill her." 



 Anthony sighed. "I have to admit that I've been really pissed at Quinn since he 
accused me of lying, but I have a hard time seeing him as Ritter's killer." 
 "Quinn has been acting like a man with something to hide." 
 "No doubt about that. The judge flat out lied about knowing Ritter and he 
continued to lie after being confronted with the pictures, but I still don't make Quinn for 
the Ritter killing. Any man can commit murder under the right circumstances. Ritter 
threatens to ruin Quinn, go to his wife, go to the press. Quinn hits her in a rage. One 
moment of passion, one dead woman. But that isn't what we have here. Marie Ritter 
was raped and systematically tortured. My gut tells me that Quinn couldn't kill her like 
that." 
 "So you think that the judge is concealing information about the murder because 
he's being blackmailed?" 
 "That's the only way I can explain the way the judge has been acting. Quinn 
definitely saw those pictures before we showed them to him at the Heathman. He 
almost peed his pants when he saw them, but he didn't ask a single question about 
where they came from or how we got them. And why else would he be playing 
detective in Seattle? I think he's trying to figure out who killed Ritter himself." 
 Dennis thought about what Anthony had just said. His brow furrowed. Then 
Dennis shot up in his seat. 
 "Hot damn. If someone did use those pictures to blackmail Quinn it might be our 
lucky break." 
 "I don't follow you." 
 "If Junior was the blackmailer he would have ordered Quinn to fix the case so 
that Crease would be convicted." 
 Anthony frowned. "Quinn rigged the case for Crease." 
 "Right." 
 "That puts us back to square one again with Crease as the main suspect." 
 "Not necessarily. I've been checking on Quinn. Everybody says that the man's a 
saint, and I mean everybody. Real high principles. Look at the way he sent that Eugene 
judge to jail. Everyone was betting that he'd give him probation. It's possible that the 
blackmailer ordered Quinn to make certain that Crease was convicted and Quinn just 
couldn't do it." 
 "So where does that leave us?" 
 "I think the key to identifying the blackmailer is finding out what Quinn was told 
to do, not what he really did. And to do that, we've got to ask the judge." 
 [2] 
 On Saturday morning, Quinn and Laura slept until nine-thirty. They decided to 
visit Frank Price at the hospital. After that Quinn would go to the courthouse. He had 
put his decision to resign on hold, but he still had to prepare the memos on his cases so 
he could take time off. 
 Quinn was washing the breakfast dishes when the doorbell rang. Laura looked 
up from the paper when her husband walked to the door. Quinn peered through the 
peephole. Lou Anthony and Leroy Dennis were standing on the welcome mat. 
 "Good morning, Judge," Dennis said. "May we come in?" 



 "What's this about?" Quinn asked warily. 
 Dennis glanced at Laura. He looked uncomfortable. 
 "Maybe we should talk in private, Judge." 
 "I have nothing to hide from my wife." 
 Dennis hesitated. "Some of the questions we're going to ask . . . The subjects 
are delicate." 
 "I repeat. I have nothing to hide from my wife." 
 Quinn led the detectives into the living room. 
 "What do you want to know?" he asked when they were all seated. 
 "Denise Ritter called me this morning and told me about your trip to Seattle," 
Anthony said. "What were you doing up there?" 
 "She called me. She said that she wanted to talk to me about her sister." 
 "So you hop a jet and fly to Seattle?" 
 Quinn did not respond. 
 "Why didn't you tell me that Andrea Chapman and Claire Reston were the same 
person when we were at the crime scene?" 
 "I only suspected that the two women were the same when I saw the dead 
woman at the hotel. I wasn't certain. I was pretty upset." 
 "I remember," Dennis said, "and I can't believe that you want the person who 
tortured Marie Ritter to death to get away with it." 
 "I don't." 
 "That's not the way you're acting," Dennis said. 
 "We think that you have information that will help us identify Marie Ritter's 
killer," Anthony told Quinn. 
 "We're counting on your decency, Judge," Dennis said. "We're counting on you 
coming through for us." 
 "What is this information that you believe I have?" 
 "I'm gonna put my cards on the table," Anthony told Quinn. "We have evidence 
that points to a suspect other than Senator Crease. You know who I'm talking about. 
Denise Ritter told you that her sister had a customer from Oregon who was an 
undertaker. If Lamar Hoyt, Jr., is the customer, he becomes suspect number one. 
 "Now we come to you, Judge. I've been on the losing side of motions before. 
Hell, everyone screws up. But no judge has ever accused me of intentionally lying under 
oath. When I calmed down I asked myself why you did what you did. It was a mystery, 
until we found those pictures of you and Ritter. Then everything fell into place." 
 "Lou and I are certain that you were blackmailed to fix Ellen Crease's case," 
Dennis said, feeling vindicated by the swift shift of emotions on Quinn's face. "What we 
need to know is whether the blackmailer wanted you to acquit Crease or convict her. 
We figure that Junior would have asked you to make certain that Crease was convicted. 
If Senator Crease was blackmailing you, she would want you to fix the case so that she 
couldn't be convicted." 
 "So there it is, Judge," Anthony told Quinn. "If you tell us that the blackmailer 
wanted you to convict Ellen Crease, we'll concentrate on Lamar Hoyt, Jr. If you tell us 
that you were ordered to acquit Crease, we'll go to the D. A. with that." 



 "And you'll ask Cedric Riker to move to set aside Dick's order on the grounds that 
it was obtained by fraud," Laura told Anthony. 
 "Yes, ma'am," he answered without hesitation. "We'd have to." 
 "That would expose my husband to disbarment, criminal charges and disgrace." 
 "There is no way around that." 
 "Of course," Dennis said quickly, "we could work out something with the criminal 
charges." 
 "Like the Eugene Police did with Frederick Gideon?" Laura said. 
 Dennis blinked. 
 "Detectives," Laura said, "my husband won't answer any more of your questions 
without consulting an attorney." 
 Dennis and Anthony sagged. 
 "Laura," Quinn started. 
 "Listen to me on this, Dick." 
 Quinn wanted to talk to the detectives, but he realized that Laura was right. 
 "I appreciate the way you've handled this case and the consideration you've 
shown me," Quinn told the detectives. "I'm not ruling out our talking further. But you 
know how serious a decision this is for me." 
 "I know that, Judge," Dennis agreed. 
 "Just give me some time to think." 
 "Cedric Riker also suspects that you fixed Crease's hearing and he wants your 
blood. If Riker had his way, we'd be questioning you at the station with a rubber hose 
and klieg lights shining in your eyes. I'd rather trust your good instincts and have you 
cooperate because you know it's the right thing to do, but we can't wait very long for 
you to decide." 
 "You see our position?" Dennis asked. "We have a very dangerous person 
running free. That person has murdered Marie Ritter and was responsible for the death 
of Lamar Hoyt. He also attacked you. Remember, Judge, you're the key witness here 
and the killer knows that. He tried to kill you once. You can bet he'll try again." 
 Quinn thought about that. If he were attacked at home, Laura would be in 
danger. 
 "Before you go," Quinn said, "there is something else I learned that might help 
you. Lamar Hoyt suspected that Junior was skimming from the mortuary business. 
That's why they argued at Hoyt Industries headquarters." 
 "How do you know that?" 
 "Karen Fargo told me last night." 
 Anthony colored. "Damn it, Judge, you are not one of the Hardy Boys. Stay the 
hell out of this investigation. 
 You hear me?" 
 Laura showed the detectives to the door. Then she returned to the living room, 
where she found Quinn looking totally lost. 
 "What should I do?" he asked as soon as Laura sat beside him. 
 "If you admit to the police that you fixed Ellen Crease's case you can bank on 
being forced to resign from the bench and you face the additional threats of being 



disbarred and prosecuted criminally." 
 "Maybe I don't deserve to stay on the bench. I covered up what I thought was a 
murder. I fixed a case." 
 "You had good reasons for not going to the authorities on St. Jerome and you 
decided the motion to suppress the way you did to protect Ellen Crease." 
 "I could have told the police about the blackmail threat, withdrawn from the case 
and let another judge take over." 
 "Yes. You probably should have, but you didn't. We have to deal with what really 
happened. I guess the problem is that anything you do puts you in jeopardy. The ideal 
solution would be for the police to arrest the killer without your assistance." 
 "Without my help they might never be able to do that." 
 [3] 
 Anthony dropped off Leroy Dennis at the police station, then drove to Karen 
Fargo's house. He got along well with the witness and he had explained to Dennis that 
Fargo might be more comfortable speaking to him alone. 
 "I just came from talking to Judge Quinn," Anthony said when they were seated 
at a table in Fargo's tiny kitchen. "He said he talked to you last night, and you told him 
why Lamar and his son quarreled." 
 "It was okay to talk to him, wasn't it?" Fargo asked anxiously. "He's a judge." 
 "Oh, sure. No, you did the right thing. I just wanted to find out if there's 
anything else you remembered that you think is important." 
 Fargo hesitated. Anthony thought that she seemed agitated. 
 "Is something wrong?" he asked. 
 "No, I . . ." Fargo could not meet Anthony's eye. 
 "Karen, if you know something that will help in this investigation, you've got to 
tell me. There have been three deaths already." 
 "I never lied. Everything I said to you and the grand jury was true, but . . ." 
 "Yes?" 
 Fargo looked desperate. 
 "Is it illegal if I was paid to come to see you? Would I be breaking the law?" 
 "Someone paid you to come forward?" 
 Fargo told Anthony about the visit from the man with the scar. 
 "How much were you paid?" Anthony asked when Fargo was through. 
 "Five thousand dollars." 
 "Did this man who visited you say who he was or who he was working for?" 
 "No, but I saw him again." 
 "Where?" 
 "On the evening news." 
 "Did the newscaster say his name?" Anthony asked excitedly. 
 "No. He was just someone in a news story, but . . 
 "Yes?" 
 "It was right after Judge Quinn suppressed the evidence. That's what the story 
was about. And this man, the one who came here, he looked like he was with Senator 
Gage." 



 [4] 
 The courthouse was deserted when Quinn arrived. He went directly to his 
chambers and put up a pot of coffee. While the coffee perked, Quinn went into his 
office and surveyed the paperwork that was strewn across the top of his desk. Most of 
it was from the motions in the Crease case. Quinn went back into the anteroom and 
looked through the filing cabinet behind Fran Stuart's desk. By the time he had pulled 
the files in the other cases that had to be dealt with, the coffee was ready. 
 Quinn poured himself a mug and shut the door to his office. After tuning his 
radio to a classical music station, the judge began organizing the documents on his 
desk into piles so he could return them to the file in State v. Crease with some sense of 
order. Quinn put a rubber band around the police reports that he had examined when 
he was deciding Cedric Riker's motion to exclude evidence of Martin Jablonski's criminal 
record. He was about to put them in the accordion file where he kept all of the 
documents pertaining to the motion when he noticed something that was written on the 
top report. Quinn slipped the report out from under the rubber band and examined it. It 
was the arresting officer's account of a six-year-old home burglary committed by 
Jablonski. His conviction for this crime had sent him to the penitentiary until his release 
last year. As Quinn reread the report his heartbeat accelerated. He tried to calm down 
so he could figure out what his discovery meant. When he was certain of his reasoning, 
Quinn phoned Ellen Crease. 
 "Crease residence," James Allen said. 
 "Mr. Allen, this is Judge Quinn. Is Senator Crease in?" 
 "Yes, sir." 
 Allen put Quinn on hold. When the phone came back to life, Ellen Crease was on 
the other end. Quinn told her about Junior's connection to Marie Ritter and what he had 
learned from Karen Fargo. Then Quinn explained his discovery of the police report and 
the conclusions he had drawn from it. 
 "My God," Crease said when Quinn was finished. "This is so hard to believe." 
 "But it makes sense." 
 "Yes, it does." 
 Crease sounded like she was in shock. 
 "What do you think we should do?" Quinn asked. 
 Crease thought for a moment. 
 "The courthouse is only a block from the Justice Center. Wait for me in your 
chambers. I'm coming down. We'll go to the police together." 
 While Quinn waited for Crease, he organized his files. The busywork helped him 
take his mind off the terrible events of the past few days. Periodically, Quinn checked 
the time. He thought it would take Crease about half an hour to drive downtown. Quinn 
had placed the call to Crease a little after three and it was already three-thirty. Quinn 
expected the phone to ring at any moment. 
 At three-fifty, Quinn heard the door between the anteroom and the corridor 
open. Quinn walked to the door to his chambers. He reached for the doorknob, then 
stopped himself. A peephole had been installed for security purposes. Through it, Quinn 
saw the man who had attacked him in the garage quietly closing the door to the 



corridor. His face was still concealed behind a ski mask and he was carrying a large 
hunting knife. 
 Quinn locked his door just as the man reached for the knob. Quinn saw the knob 
turn slowly. He backed against the desk. There was a second door in his chambers that 
opened onto the bench. Quinn realized that he could escape through it into the 
courtroom, then he could get out through the courtroom door. 
 Quinn started to leave when he remembered the gun that had been left on the 
hood of his car. It was in his desk drawer. He had meant to turn it over to the police, 
but he never had the chance. Quinn raced around the desk and got the gun. He had 
never fired one and had only a vague idea, picked up from television and the movies, of 
how to shoot it, but he felt better holding the weapon. 
 Quinn opened the door behind the bench as quietly as possible and slipped into 
the courtroom. He closed the door silently and crept down the stairs from the bench to 
the bar of the court, praying that the person in his anteroom would not think of his 
escape route. 
 Rain clouds had darkened the sky and very litde light came through the 
courtroom windows. The weak light that illuminated the courthouse corridor seeped 
into the courtroom. The empty benches were cloaked in shadow. Quinn hurried to the 
door. It was locked, but he had the key. As he stepped into the corridor, the door to his 
chambers opened and he and his attacker were suddenly face-to-face. 
 Both men paused for a second. Then the man in the mask took a step toward 
Quinn. Quinn pointed his weapon down the corridor and fired. In the narrow confines of 
the marble hallway the gunshot roared like a cannon. Quinn's aim was terrible. The 
bullet ricocheted crazily as it bounced off the walls. The man ducked back into Quinn's 
chambers. 
 The courthouse was a square. The fifth floor consisted of four corridors built 
around an open center. At the front of the courthouse were the elevators and broad 
steps that led down to the front door. Quinn wanted to run down those stairs, but that 
would mean passing the door to his chambers, so he headed to the hall in the rear of 
the courthouse. There, two enclosed staircases at either end of the hall went down to 
the back corridor on the first floor. If he could make it to the first floor, Quinn could run 
into a tiny alcove where he would find the elevator that went up to the courthouse jail. 
If he got that far, he could call for help through an intercom on the wall of the alcove. 
Armed corrections deputies would be moments away. 
 Quinn took off. As he rounded the corner, he heard pounding footsteps racing 
after him. Quinn flung open the door to the near stairwell and leaped down the steps. 
He slipped on the third-floor landing and slid down half a flight before checking himself. 
In the second it took Quinn to regain his feet, he strained to hear his pursuer and 
thought he heard the sound of feet descending. 
 Quinn hit the bottom stair. The corridor in the back of the courthouse was dimly 
lit. He held his gun in front of him. His stomach was cramped and his breathing grew 
ragged. His senses were intensified. All he had to do was make it to the end of the hall. 
 Quinn sprinted for the alcove. The moment he reached it the door to the other 
stairwell flew open and the man in the ski mask ran into the hall. Quinn had been 



certain that he had heard footsteps in the stairwell he had just descended. Could there 
be two people hunting him? Before he could consider the question, the masked man 
sprang. Quinn backpedaled into the alcove and raised his gun, which was halfway up 
when the knife struck it. The impact jarred the gun and the knife loose and sent Quinn 
stumbling backward. He tripped on his own feet and fell heavily to the floor. His head 
smacked against the wall. Quinn's eyes wouldn't focus. He shook his head. When his 
vision returned, Quinn saw that the masked man was holding the gun. 
 Time slowed to a crawl and a feeling of overwhelming calm flooded through 
Quinn as he accepted his death. He saw the attacker sight down the barrel of the gun. 
His eyes locked on Quinn's. Then there was an explosion. The assailant's knees 
buckled, the gun fell and the front of the ski mask dampened with blood. There was a 
second shot. Quinn tried to push his way through the wall. The attacker collapsed at 
Quinn's feet and Ellen Crease stepped into the alcove holding a smoking .38-caliber 
revolver. 
 The jail elevator opened and two men stepped into the alcove. They were 
dressed in the light green shirt and dark green pants worn by the Multnomah County 
Corrections deputies. The first person out was Sergeant Art Bradford, a huge man with 
a marine crew cut who had been in Quinn's court guarding prisoners on many 
occasions. Clyde Fellers, the second deputy, was a black man with massive arms, a 
thick neck and a gut who had played football for Portland State. Bradford and Fellers 
stared at the dead man. Then they stared at Quinn, who was slumped on a bench 
outside the alcove. 
 "The judge is okay. He's just shaken up," Ellen Crease said. 
 Quinn looked up. He was pale and spoke softly. 
 "The dead man attacked me in the parking garage two days ago. He just broke 
into my chambers and chased me downstairs. Senator Crease shot him." 
 "I was supposed to meet Judge Quinn in his chambers," Crease explained. "I 
took the elevator up to the fifth floor. Someone raced around the far corner of the hall 
just as I came into the corridor where the judge's courtroom is located. No one was in 
the judge's chambers, so I ran down the back stairs looking for him." 
 Crease stopped her narrative. She looked as bad as Quinn. 
 "I had to shoot. He was aiming at the judge." 
 "Someone should call Portland Homicide," Quinn said. "Ask them to send 
Detectives Lou Anthony and Leroy Dennis over here. This is connected to one of their 
cases. And make sure that Anthony and Dennis are told that I know who murdered 
Lamar Hoyt." 
 "You can turn him over now," Dr. Marilyn Kinsey, the assistant medical examiner, 
said to Sergeant Bradford. Quinn, Detectives Anthony and Dennis, Ellen Crease and the 
other people in the group surrounding the dead man waited expectantly as Bradford 
rolled the corpse onto its back. Kinsey knelt down and slowly peeled back the ski mask. 
 "Looks like you were right," Anthony told Quinn. 
 The judge looked down on the lifeless face of Jack Brademas. 
 "Let's go up to your courtroom so you can show us that report," Dennis 
suggested. 



 Anthony, Dennis, Crease and Quinn went up to the fifth floor. Quinn preceded 
everyone into his courtroom and switched on the lights. While the others sat at the 
counsel table that Garrett and Crease had used during the hearing, Quinn went into his 
chambers through the door behind the bench and retrieved the document that had 
cleared up the case for him. 
 "Why don't you tell us how you figured out that Jack Brademas was involved, 
Judge?" Dennis said as soon as Quinn laid the police report of Martin Jablonski's home 
burglary on the table. The report was the one he had just finished reading last Sunday 
when the police detective called to see if Quinn could provide information about the 
disappearance of Andrea Chapman. It was only while Quinn waited for the police to 
arrive at the courthouse that the judge realized that the man on the line could not have 
been a police detective. The incident on St. Jerome had been staged. Andrea Chapman 
never existed and Marie Ritter did not disappear on St. Jerome. The call from the phony 
detective was part of the plan to unnerve him so that he would be easy prey for the 
blackmailer. The caller had probably been Jack Brademas. 
 "This is the police report of the arrest that sent Martin Jablonski to prison this 
last time," Quinn said. "This was the crime for which he was serving time until he was 
paroled last year. It was a brutal home invasion. A nighttime burglary accompanied by 
a violent assault on the homeowners. Take a look at the report." 
 Anthony and Dennis studied the handwritten report. They looked confused. 
 "I don't see ... ," Anthony started. Then he looked as if he had been shot. He 
pointed at the bottom of the report where the arresting officer had signed his name. 
 "J. Brademas," Dennis said out loud. 
 "Exacdy," Quinn said. "Brademas knew Jablonski. He arrested him. I think he 
hired Jablonski to break into the Hoyt mansion and kill Lamar Hoyt and Senator Crease. 
If Jablonski was caught later, the crime would fit his M. O., but Brademas was probably 
going to murder Jablonski after Jablonski committed the double murder at the estate." 
 "I've been sick ever since Judge Quinn told me about the report," Crease said. 
"Jack was my friend. I helped him get his job and Lamar treated him very well. Why did 
he do it?" 
 "I think I can answer that, Senator," Lou Anthony said. "Your husband suspected 
Junior of embezzling from the mortuary business. He had Jack Brademas investigate. 
My guess is that Brademas went to Junior and made a proposal. He would arrange to 
have you and your husband murdered for a cut of the estate. The plan must have 
looked great on paper. Junior had no ties to Jablonski and Jablonski was known for this 
type of violent crime. But neither Brademas nor Junior counted on you killing Jablonski." 
 "Our problem now will be proving that Junior was Brademas's partner." 
 Dennis stood up. "You people have been through enough for one night. Wait 
here and Til see if there's any reason to keep you further." 
 Dennis left and Crease slumped in her seat. She looked exhausted; 
 "I still can't believe that Jack was behind all this. I've known him for years." 
 "If Junior confesses, maybe you can salvage your election campaign," Quinn said 
in an attempt to cheer up Crease. 
 "Winning the primary seems less and less important to me, Dick. I've lost Lamar. 



Now I find out I've been betrayed by someone I really trusted. Besides, I'm so far down 
in the polls . . ." 
 Crease smiled sadly and shook her head. The courtroom door opened and 
Dennis returned. 
 "You can go," the detective said, "but you'll have to run the gauntlet. Someone 
notified the press." 
 Quinn walked toward the courtroom door. Crease started to follow him, but 
Anthony stopped her and said, "Wait a minute, Ellen. I know I put you through hell by 
arresting you." 
 "I don't hold it against you. You thought you were doing the right thing." 
 "I did, but I might have cost you the campaign, so I figure I owe you one. I need 
your promise that you won't reveal where you got this information." 
 Crease gave it. 
 "Karen Fargo was paid five thousand dollars to tell her story to me." 
 "Who did it?" 
 Anthony repeated Fargo's description. As soon as he mentioned the scar, Crease 
said, "That's Ryan Clark, Benjamin Gage's A. A., and he doesn't spit without Gage's 
say-so. If he bribed Fargo, Gage is behind it." 
 
 
 

Part Four 
Political Necessity 
  
 Chapter 23. 
 [1] 
 Henry Orchard popped the videotape into the VCR and pressed the Play button 
on the remote. Ellen Crease drew in smoke from her Cuban Cohiba Panatela. The 
anchor on the evening news suddenly appeared on the forty-eight-inch television 
screen in her home entertainment center. 
 "This is the Saturday night news report on Channel 6, but it's representative of 
the stories that the other local channels carried as the lead story last night," Crease's 
campaign manager told the senator. "The networks used local feeds." 
 Crease watched herself leave the courthouse protected by a phalanx of 
policemen. She saw herself ignore the outstretched microphones and the reporters' 
entreaties. Then Judge Quinn came down the courthouse steps. He stopped at the 
bottom and turned to the reporters. 
 "This is good," Orchard said as he turned up the volume. 
 "The police have asked me to refrain from making a statement or answering 
questions, and I am going to follow their instructions with one exception. Senator Ellen 
Crease saved my life tonight and I want to acknowledge her heroism and my debt to 
her." 
 "How did she save your life?" several reporters asked simultaneously, as others 
asked what had happened in the courthouse, but Quinn refused to say anything more. 



The next shots were of Quinn's and Crease s cars driving from the scene while a 
voice-over informed the viewers that Senator Benjamin Gage had refused to comment 
on the incident at the courthouse. 
 "Now, here's where they hurt us," Orchard said. 
 "Although Senator Gage refused to comment on the shooting, United States 
Congresswoman Renata Camp, a strong supporter of Senator Gage, did have this to 
say." 
 The screen showed a stern-looking woman of fifty with short gray hair. When 
she spoke into the camera, she looked very concerned. 
 "I want to preface this statement by saying that I know very little of the facts 
surrounding tonight's shooting incident. I do know that the man who attempted to 
murder Circuit Court Judge Richard Quinn at the Multnomah County Courthouse was a 
longtime friend and associate of Senator Ellen Crease and the current head of security 
at her husband's company. I hope that the authorities will look more deeply into the 
facts surrounding the murder of Lamar Hoyt." 
 "The information we have," a reporter told Congresswoman Camp, "is that 
Senator Crease saved Judge Quinn's life by shooting Jack Brademas. You seem to be 
suggesting that there was something more sinister going on here." 
 "I'm not saying that at all. I do find it interesting that the senator hid behind a 
legal technicality in order to escape a trial of the facts of her murder charge, after 
spending her political career decrying the so-called legal loopholes that murderers, 
rapists and child molesters use to escape punishment. Then we have her good friend 
and associate trying to murder the judge in her case. I think these kinds of facts 
deserve investigation." 
 Orchard stopped the tape and switched off the set. 
 "You don't need to see the rest, unless you want to." 
 Crease waved her cigar at her political adviser. 
 "It's more of the same," Orchard continued. "What hurts is the innuendo and the 
accusation that you're hiding behind legal technicalities to keep the voters from learning 
the truth about Lamar's murder." 
 Orchard leaned toward Crease. "There's just over a month to the primary and 
you are way back in the polls. You've got three choices: You quit, you sit and take it or 
you fight back. If you choose column A or column B, you might as well concede the 
election and go on vacation." 
 Crease blew a stream of smoke toward the ceiling. Then she looked at Orchard. 
 "You know the first thing I'm gonna do when I'm elected to the United States 
Senate, Henry? I'm going to get the embargo of Cuba lifted so I can smoke these cigars 
in public." 
 Orchard grinned broadly. "That's my girl! Now, I've got some ideas about how 
we can use Judge Quinn's statement." 
 "Hold on to them until tomorrow, Henry. I'm meeting with Mary Garrett tonight. I 
might have something that will bring us back, but I've got to talk to her before I tell you 
about it." 
 "What's Garrett have to do with your campaign?" 



 "I can't tell you. But it will be worth the wait. If I decide to go public with what I 
know, I've got to make sure that I don't burn myself. So hold on until tomorrow. Then 
we'll see." 
 [2] 
 The Multnomah County District Attorney's Office was deserted on Sunday 
afternoon, so Leroy Dennis and LouAnthony were the only people who witnessed Cedric 
Riker's tirade. 
 "Can you tell me what the fuck is going on here?" Riker swore when the 
detectives finished their account of the Saturday shoot-out at the courthouse. 
 "It's confusing, Ced," Leroy Dennis told the D. A. 
 "Confusing?" Riker raged. "What do you find confusing? It looks like simple math 
to me. By my count that bitch has now killed two people. We usually send serial killers 
to death row. What are you two geniuses proposing? That I give her a marksmanship 
medal?" 
 "Just listen to Leroy, Ced," Anthony told the D. A. in his most conciliatory tone. 
 "I'm all ears." 
 "Before Saturday, it looked like Senator Crease paid Jablonski to kill her husband. 
Then the evidence started pointing to Lamar, Jr. Now there's a possibility that Senator 
Gage is involved." 
 "Gage! What are you talking about? Are you accusing Benjamin Gage of 
murder?" 
 "We're not accusing anyone right now." 
 "Well, that's a relief. Ben happens to be a close personal friend of mine and one 
of my staunchest supporters. Not to mention the fact that he is a United States 
senator." 
 "I'm just saying that there is a lot of circumstantial evidence pointing at people 
other than Ellen Crease. We may have acted too hastily when we arrested her." 
 "Lou, I went to the grand jury on Crease on your say-so. Are you telling me that 
we indicted an innocent woman?" 
 Anthony flushed. "We might have." 
 "Where does Senator Gage come in?" Riker asked. 
 "Karen Fargo was paid to come forward. The day after she came in to see me 
five thousand dollars was deposited in her bank account and she was offered a job at a 
business owned by one of Gage's supporters. This morning I took Fargo to a TV studio 
to view a videotape that showed Ryan Clark, Gage's administrative assistant. She 
identified him as the person who bribed her." 
 "Shit!" Riker swore as he paced back and forth in front of the detectives. 
 "There's a lot of circumstantial evidence linking Brademas to Junior," Leroy 
Dennis said, "but Brademas could have sold out Crease to Gage. We think we have 
enough to bring in Gage for questioning." 
 Riker spun around and glared at Dennis. 
 "You are not going to drag a United States senator down to the station house." 
 "Where do you suggest that we question him?" Anthony asked calmly. 
 "Damn," Riker muttered. He paced to the window and back. "I'll call Gage. We'll 



talk to him someplace where the press won't see us." Riker pointed a finger at Anthony. 
"I don't want one word of this getting out. Meanwhile, you concentrate on Lamar Hoyt." 
 Anthony did not say anything. He knew Riker owed Gage. Everyone knew that. 
But he didn't owe Gage a thing and he would follow the investigation where it led him. 
 [3] 
 Mary Garrett closed her office door behind Ellen Crease and studied the senator 
as she crossed the room. After what her client had been through, she expected some 
sign of wear, but Crease looked confident, poised and full of fight. Crease had asked for 
this emergency meeting, so Garrett waited for her client to explain what she wanted. 
 "Mary, I need your advice,'' Crease said without preliminaries. 
 "That's what you pay me for." 
 Crease told her lawyer what had happened at the courthouse. When she 
finished, she hesitated and suddenly looked troubled. 
 "This is the difficult part, Mary, because it may mean betraying the trust of 
someone who came to me for help. But we're also dealing with political realities here 
and the current reality is that I don't stand a chance in hell of winning the primary if 
something dramatic doesn't happen quickly." 
 "If the police pin your husband's murder on Jack Brademas and Junior, that will 
be pretty dramatic." 
 "We don't know if that will happen. Gage is already using his stalking horses to 
suggest that I may still be guilty and that Brademas could have been my accomplice. If 
Junior doesn't confess, the killing will remain officially unsolved." 
 "What about going public with the fact that Gage bribed Fargo to come 
forward?" 
 "I've thought about that. Gage can admit he paid Fargo, then claim credit for 
bringing a witness forward. Some people will think what he did was sleazy, but they're 
not going to vote for me if my name hasn't been cleared." 
 Crease looked very uncomfortable. "Before I tell you anything more, I need your 
promise that nothing I say will leave this room unless I consent to it." 
 "Of course. That's all covered by attorney-client confidentiality." 
 "Would attorney-client confidentiality cover information I gave you about the 
criminal actions of another person?" 
 "Yes. It covers anything you tell me with a few exceptions that don't apply here." 
 'Would the privilege apply even if the person who committed the criminal acts 
was a judge and he committed them while acting in his capacity as a judge?" 
 Garrett frowned. 
 "What's this all about, Ellen?" 
 Garrett had never seen her client look so uncertain. 
 "I feel awful about this, but my political future and my reputation are at stake." 
 Crease told Garrett what Richard Quinn had confided to her on the night that he 
was attacked in the garage. As Crease related the details of the blackmail plot, Garrett 
looked incredulous. When she explained Paul Baylor's alternative explanation of the 
blood spatter evidence, Garrett took careful notes. When Crease told Garrett that Quinn 
had confessed that he fixed the motion to suppress, the lawyer looked stunned. 



 "This is very bad. I've never heard of anything like it." 
 "It happened. Brademas hired Jablonski to kill me and Lamar, then he used this 
call girl that Junior knew to coerce the judge into assuring my conviction." 
 "And you think that Junior was Brademas's partner?" 
 "Junior is the most likely person to have been in this with Jack, but there is 
another possibility. Benjamin Gage could have learned about the Ritter woman while 
trying to find dirt to use against me in the campaign. That must be the way he found 
out about Fargo." 
 "Do you have any proof of that?" 
 "No, but the blackmail plot required money and a high level of planning. Jack 
could have worked it out, but Junior never could have. Whatever else I think about 
Gage and Clark, there is no denying that they are extremely intelligent." 
 "You still haven't told me what you want from me, Ellen?" 
 "Advice. If I hold a press conference and go public with the fact that I was the 
victim of a conspiracy, I might turn the voters around. But Judge Quinn trusted me. He 
saved my life by ruling as he did. I don't want to hurt him. And there's the legal 
problem. I need to know what would happen to Quinn's order if Riker learns that the 
judge fixed my case. Would I be back facing a murder charge?" 
 "I'm pretty certain that the order would be null and void if Quinn admits he lied 
about his legal conclusions, but Riker would have real problems continuing his 
prosecution. Even if the blood spatter evidence was ruled admissible by a new judge, 
we now have a reasonable explanation for it, and that's the only concrete evidence the 
State has to contradict your version of what happened on the night of your husband's 
murder. 
 "Then, there's all this new evidence about Jack Brademas and Junior, and Gage 
bribing Fargo to come forward. The fact that someone tried to blackmail Quinn into 
assuring your conviction also makes it look like someone else was behind your 
husband's murder." 
 "What will happen to Judge Quinn if I go public with the information that he 
fixed my case?" 
 Garrett sighed. "He'll be ruined. Even if he fixed the case with the best of 
intentions he'll be removed from the bench. He could be disbarred. He could even face 
criminal charges." 
 "So Judge Quinn will be destroyed if I go public." 
 "I'm afraid that's what it comes down to." 
 "And if I don't go public, my reputation and my political career are over." 
  
 Chapter 24. 
 [1] 
 Henry Orchard and Ellen Crease sat in the back booth of a dimly lit downtown 
restaurant and discussed the campaign. 
 "I don't know what to do, Henry." 
 "It s a no-brainer, Ellen. You've got to hold the press conference and blow this 
blackmail scheme wide open. It's the only way you can give yourself a real chance to 



become a United States senator." 
 "I'd be climbing into national politics over the judge's body. It'd kill him, bury him 
so deep he might never crawl out." 
 "What if Gage is behind Lamar's murder? If you do nothing, Gage will win. You 
could be sending a murderer to the United States Senate. There's more at stake here 
than the career of one person. Quinn will still be alive. You've got money and influence. 
You can help him after you're elected." 
 Crease leaned her head against the back of the booth and shut her eyes. 
 "I wish this would all go away, Henry. I wish Lamar was still alive and I never 
decided to challenge that son of a bitch Gage." 
 "Yeah, well, those are wishes that won't come true, Ellen. And you're going to 
have to decide what you're going to do now. The days are slipping away. The primary is 
in May. If we're going to repair the damage caused by your murder indictment, we 
have to act. I agree with Garrett. Riker would be a fool to pursue his case once you 
reveal what you know. It's true that there are going to be casualties and Quinn will be 
one of them, but we're talking about your life here and about bringing your husband's 
murderer to justice. 
 "Look, why don't you talk this over with Quinn? Maybe he'll join you at the press 
conference and tell everyone how you saved his life and how this masked guy tried to 
force him into convicting you. If Quinn will help, it could be the break we need." 
 Crease sighed. "How soon can you set up the press conference?" 
 "I'll have you on the air Thursday night, prime time. We might even get national 
coverage." 
 "Then, God help me, let's do it. And God help Richard Quinn." 
 [2] 
 Quinn threw two more logs into the stone fireplace in the living room of Frank 
Price's beach house. 
 "You warm enough?" Quinn asked Laura. 
 "Uhm." 
 Laura was bundled up in a wool sweater and jeans. A glass of wine sat on a low 
table at her elbow. Quinn settled on the floor beside Laura and they both stared 
through the huge picture window at the rain that pounded the beach and the boiling 
whitecaps that rolled over the beleaguered sand. The fire crackled and Quinn felt the 
heat on his face. He had good memories of this rustic cabin where he had spent many 
of his summers growing up. He was sorry that he would have to drive back to Portland 
tomorrow. 
 "What are you thinking about?" Quinn asked. "If it's business, you're in big 
trouble." 
 Laura laughed. "Believe it or not, I haven't thought about my practice since we 
crossed the coast range. The mountains must block the brain waves from Price, 
Winward." 
 Quinn put his arm around Laura's shoulder. He, too, had felt a lessening of 
tension as the landscape changed from urban sprawl to farmland and forest during their 
Sunday morning drive to the coast. By the time he and Laura were finishing bowls of 



thick, steaming clam chowder at a ramshackle restaurant of weathered wood on the 
Newport waterfront, he was a different person. An hour after lunch, Quinn and Laura 
were making love to the sound of rain pattering on the shake roof of the beach house 
and the murders were a universe away. 
 When they awoke Monday morning, a storm was brewing in the Pacific, but the 
rain held off until three. Quinn and Laura had walked the beach, driven into town for 
lunch, then spent the afternoon reading in front of the fire. 
 "If it's not business, then what caused that glazed look in your eyes?" 
 Laura looked a little guilty. 
 "You won't be mad at me?" she asked sheepishly. 
 Quinn squeezed her shoulder and kissed the top of her head. 
 "Speak. I know you. You'll brood all night if you don't get whatever is bothering 
you off your chest." 
 "Why do you think Brademas told Lamar, Sr., that Junior was embezzling the 
money?" 
 Quinn groaned. 
 "You said you wouldn't be mad." 
 Quinn sighed. "Brademas was Hoyt's head of security. He was supposed to tell 
him." 
 "I know, but wouldn't it have made more sense forBrademas to keep Hoyt in the 
dark? If Brademas hired Jablonski to kill Hoyt and Senator Crease so he would get a 
share of the estate when Junior inherited, wasn't Brademas risking a lot by going to 
Senior? What if Hoyt called in the police immediately after finding out about Junior? 
What if he changed his will the same day?" 
 "I see what you mean. Maybe Brademas didn't think of the plan until after he 
spoke to Hoyt." 
 "That would explain it," Laura said in a tone that let Quinn know she was not 
really convinced. "And there's something else. That visit from Marie Ritter when she 
was pretending to be Claire Reston." 
 "What about it?" 
 "What was the point? What possible purpose was served by having Ritter 
pretend to be her sister?" 
 Quinn shrugged. "I guess Brademas and Junior wanted to shake me up so I'd go 
along with their blackmail scheme." 
 "But you were already a mess. They'd threatened to frame you for murder. You 
thought you'd be disbarred, disgraced and incarcerated in a rat-infested prison on St. 
Jerome. Ritter's visit was really overkill." 
 "Wait a minute. Ritter told me where she was staying just when Fran Stuart 
walked in. Brademas and Junior were creating a witness. After Ritter was murdered, 
Fran could testify that Ritter was upset when she left my chambers and that I knew her 
hotel room number." 
 "That makes sense, but what if you saw through Ritter's makeup and figured out 
that Claire Reston and Andrea Chapman were the same person? You'd know Ritter 
wasn't murdered on St. Jerome. Brademas and Junior would have lost their leverage. 



Why put Marie Ritter in the same room with you when everything was going so well? 
Why take the risk?" 
 "They probably figured that I'd be so shaken up that I wouldn't be able to figure 
out that Reston andChapman were the same person. And they were right. If I hadn't 
seen the scar on Ritter's hip I would still believe that Claire and Andrea were different 
women. They took a risk, but given my state, it wasn't all that big a risk." 
 Laura snuggled close to Quinn. "You're probably right." 
 Quinn kissed Laura. "Even if I'm not right, I don't care. I want to forget about 
Ellen Crease, Lamar Hoyt,fils and perey and Jack Brademas." 
 Laura kissed Quinn. "I've been a bad wife. I promise not to mention the case or 
anything even remotely connected to law for the rest of our stay." 
 "Good. Because even a single slip of the tongue will be severely punished." 
 "Oh? What might you do?" 
 "Hmm. Ravishing comes to mind." 
 Laura fluttered her eyelids. "You mean that I'll be ravished if I say anything 
connected with law?" 
 "You betcha." 
 Laura smiled seductively and whispered, "Habeas corpus." 
 [3] 
 Lamar Hoyt, Jr., lived on the eighth floor of a brick and glass condominium near 
the Vista Bridge. Anthony flashed his badge at the security guard and told him not to 
announce the arrival of the detectives and the four uniformed officers who 
accompanied them. When they arrived at Junior's apartment, the officers stationed 
themselves on either side of the door and Dennis rang the bell. He had to press the 
button five times before an angry voice, thick with sleep, asked, "Who is it?" 
 Anthony held his badge in front of the peephole and said, "Open up, police." 
 The door swung open, revealing a huge living room decorated with low-slung, 
modern furniture of polished metal, glass and smooth woods. Anthony saw the lights of 
Portland through a floor-to-ceiling window that stretched across the outer wall of the 
apartment. The other walls were decorated with framed posters or paintings with a 
skiing theme. The top of a glass coffee table was covered with empty beer bottles, a 
half-filled bottle of red wine and an open pizza delivery box containing only the 
half-eaten remains of a slice of pepperoni and cheese. 
 "Real class, Junior," Anthony said. 
 "Ah, shit," Junior replied when he recognized the detective. 
 Junior was wearing a dark blue silk bathrobe belted loosely at the waist. The 
robe hung open a little, exposing Junior's hairy legs and torso and a pair of bright red 
bikini underpants. 
 "May we step inside, Mr. Hoyt?" Dennis asked. 
 "No, you may not." 
 "I'm afraid we have to insist," Dennis responded patiently. 
 "I'm calling my lawyer." 
 "Maybe you'd better do that," Anthony said. "Tell him to njieet you downtown." 
 "Down . . . It's the middle of the night. I'm not going anywhere unless you've got 



a warrant." 
 Dennis smiled and handed Hoyt his copy of a search warrant. 
 "What's this about?" Junior asked nervously. 
 Why don't we talk inside?" 
 Junior backed away from the door. Dennis noticed a dining area in front of the 
picture window that was relatively clean. He motioned Junior toward it. Anthony took a 
seat at the head of a large dining table and Dennis sat beside him. Two policemen 
stationed themselves near Junior and he eyed them anxiously. 
 "We have a new lead in your father's death and we need your help, Mr. Hoyt," 
Dennis said. 
 "What kind of new lead?" 
 Anthony took an autopsy photograph of Marie Ritter out of a manila envelope 
and handed it to Junior. 
 "Jesus!" Junior said, dropping the picture the moment he saw what it was. 
 "That's a curious reaction for someone who works in a funeral parlor," Dennis 
told Junior. 
 "You didn't happen to know this woman, did you?" Anthony asked. 
 Junior forced himself to look at the picture. He looked confused at first, then his 
expression changed. When he looked up, Junior's eyes shifted nervously between the 
detectives. 
 "You are two sick fucks, you know that?" 
 "Not as sick as the person who did this," Anthony answered, pointing at Marie 
Ritter's mutilated body. "This is a call girl named Marie Ritter. She was murdered a few 
nights ago at the Heathman. I understand that you were one of her customers." 
 Junior twitched. He cast another anxious glance at the autopsy photo. 
 "Look, I'll be honest with you. I, uh, I knew this woman, but not down here. I 
knew her in Seattle. And not as Marie Ritter. She called herself Crystal. All these whores 
have whore names." Junior forced a smile, but Anthony and Dennis did not respond. 
"But I didn't know that she was dead." Junior fidgeted nervously. "This isn't my normal 
thing, you understand. A friend of mine turned me on to her. Said she was, uh, exotic. I 
usually don't pay for sex, if you know what I mean." 
 "I'm sure you get lots of pussy, Junior," Anthony said. "But we're more interested 
in the last time you sawMarie Ritter than we are in your love life. When was that?" 
 "Uh. Let's see. It would be sometime in January. Late January." 
 "So soon after your father's death?" Dennis asked. 
 "So much for a period of mourning," Anthony added. 
 "Hey, I don't have to take this shit," Junior said, half standing and glaring at 
Anthony. "Especially from the person who blew the investigation of my father's killer." 
 Anthony paled and he started to stand, but Dennis put a restraining hand on his 
partner's arm. 
 "Why don't you relax, Mr. Hoyt?" Dennis said. "I'm sure it just seemed odd to my 
partner that you would be cavorting with a high-priced call girl so soon after your father 
passed away." 
 "Yeah, well, it happened," Junior answered sullenly. He settled back onto his 



chair. "I was in Seattle on business and I called her." 
 "Directly?" 
 "No. She works for an escort service. I arranged it through them." 
 "I bet Crystal didn't come cheap, Junior. No pun intended," Anthony said. 
 "You think you're funny?" 
 "Where do you get all the money for these expensive toys, Mr. Hoyt?" Dennis 
asked. 
 Junior barked out a harsh laugh. "You are two pathetic civil servants. For a guy 
like me, a couple of hundred a night is nothing. I'm making a bundle from the 
mortuaries." 
 "You must be spending a bundle, too," Dennis said casually. He didn't sound the 
least offended by Junior's outburst. "Wine, women and song, heh, heh. You know, the 
credit check I ran on you has you maxed out on just about every credit card there is 
and your bank balance ..." Dennis shook his head sadly and Junior turned pale. 
 "Do you remember where you were on Wednesday evening?" 
 "Wednesday?" Junior asked nervously. "Why do you need to know that?" 
 "That's when Ms. Ritter--Crystal--was killed." 
 "Hey, I didn't have anything to do with that." 
 "Of course," Dennis said soothingly, "but it would help if we could eliminate you 
as a suspect. See, so far, you're the only person connected with this case who knew 
Ms. Ritter." 
 "I . . . I'm pretty sure . . . Yeah, Wednesday, I was by myself. I stayed home 
alone." 
 "No one called you or dropped in to visit?" Dennis asked. 
 "No." 
 "That's too bad. You're certain you were home and not at the Heathman with 
Miss Ritter?" 
 "Absolutely." 
 Dennis smiled. "Well, we'll know soon enough. The lab reports are expected back 
soon." Dennis shook his head sadly. "You know, it just isn't fair anymore. A good crook 
used to be able to beat the rap by just wearing gloves so he didn't leave fingerprints. 
But now with this DNA if you spit or leave a teensy-weensy head hair or an itsy-bitsy 
drop of semen, you're doomed." 
 "You won't find any of my prints or DNA on that woman." 
 "Mr. Hoyt," Anthony asked, "do you think you can remember a little more about 
that argument you had with your father? The one at Hoyt Industries headquarters. You 
were pretty vague about what made you and your father so upset." 
 "I've had enough of this. First, you drop a picture of a dead woman on my table, 
then you suggest I killed her, now you're asking about some argument I already told 
you about ..." 
 "Let me help you out here. You know Jack Brademas, the head of security for 
Hoyt Industries, don't you? Probably heard all about his getting killed on the TV." 
 Junior did not answer. He looked desperate. 
 "We know that Brademas told your father that you were skimming money from 



the mortuaries. That's what you and your father argued about." 
 "That's bullshit, pure bullshit, and I'm not talking to you two anymore without a 
lawyer." 
 "That's your choice," Dennis said, "but it might be smart to cooperate with us 
now. That way we can tell the D. A. to give you a break." 
 "What D. A.? Are you gonna charge me with some crime?" 
 "Why, have you done something you're worried about?" 
 "No, I haven't," Junior said, but he looked confused and scared. "Now, why don't 
you two get out of here?" 
 "We're going to leave, but you'll be coming with us while these officers search 
your apartment. 
 "Take him into the bedroom and let him dress," Anthony told two of the officers. 
Two men surrounded Junior. He hesitated and Anthony said, "We can take you 
downtown dressed in those skivvies and put you in the drunk tank, if you'd like." 
 Junior wrenched his elbow free and strode angrily out of the room. 
  
 Chapter 25. 
 [1] 
 Lou Anthony and Leroy Dennis met Cedric Riker at Benjamin Gage's house at 
three o'clock/Tuesday afternoon. Benjamin Gage ushered Anthony and Dennis into his 
den, where Riker was waiting drink in hand. It looked like their arrival had interrupted a 
chat between old friends. 
 "I know that you gendemen are busy, so why don't you tell me how I can help 
you?" 
 "Do you know a woman named Karen Fargo, Senator?" Anthony asked quickly to 
keep Riker from conducting the questioning. 
 "No. I don't believe I've ever met her." 
 "But you know who she is," Dennis said. 
 Dennis smiled disarmingly, but Ryan Clark had briefed his boss on both 
detectives and he knew that he was not dealing with fools. 
 "Of course. I've followed Senator Crease's case very closely." 
 "Have you ever paid her any money, Senator?" Dennis asked. 
 "Now, wait a minute," Riker interjected, "we're not here to . . ." 
 Gage held up his hand and Riker's sentence squealed to a halt. 
 "I have great respect for the law, Ced. I want to be completely candid with these 
men." 
 Gage turned to Dennis. 4'I hope I didn't do anything wrong in urging Miss Fargo 
to go to the police with what she knew, but I felt that her evidence would be of use in 
finding Lamar Hoyt's killer. Was it illegal to find Miss Fargo a job after Ellen Crease had 
her fired? Was I wrong to help her with her rent and food until she could get back on 
her feet?" 
 "No one is accusing you of doing anything illegal, Senator," Riker assured Gage. 
 "I appreciate that, because, after the fact, I wondered if I'd been out of bounds." 
 "Mr. Clark, he's your assistant?" Anthony asked. 



 "Administrative assistant. A true patriot. He was a navy SEAL. Decorated 
extensively." 
 "Do you happen to know his whereabouts on last Wednesday?" 
 "I'm afraid you'll have to ask him about that. I'm sure he'll answer all your 
questions." 
 "Do you know where we can reach him?" 
 "Certainly." 
 Gage told them a phone number. 
 "Senator, did you or Mr. Clark know Marie Ritter or Martin Jablonski?" 
 Gage smiled patientiy. "I can only speak for myself. I recognize Mr. Jablonski's 
name, of course, and I can assure you that we never met. I'm unfamiliar with the other 
person you mentioned. I can't speak for Mr. Clark. You'll have to ask him." 
 Riker stood up. "Thank you for taking the time to talk to us." 
 "Anytime, Ced. I'm a strong supporter of the police." 
 Gage walked the detectives and the district attorney to the front door. When 
they were on their way, the senator returned to his study and phoned Ryan Clark. 
 "How did it go?" Clark asked. 
 "Piece of cake." 
 [2] 
 The message light on the answering machine was blinking furiously when Quinn 
and Laura returned home from the beach late Tuesday afternoon. 
 "Probably reporters/' Quinn said as he carried the last of the bags in from the 
car. 
 "Or my office," Laura answered as she hit the Play button. 
 They were right about the first four messages, but the fifth was from Ellen 
Crease. 
 "Judge, I've tried calling you every place I could think of, but no one knows 
where you are. It's urgent that we speak as soon as possible. Please call me 
immediately." 
 "I wonder what that's about," Laura said. 
 "I'd better call. She sounded upset." 
 Quinn dialed the number Crease had left. James Allen answered the phone. 
Quinn gave his name and Ellen Crease picked up a moment later. 
 "I just got your message. Laura and I have been hiding out at the coast since 
early Sunday. What's up?" 
 "We need to talk." 
 Crease sounded very tense. 
 "About what?" 
 "It's not something that we should discuss over the phone. Can you come to my 
house?" 
 "Now?" 
 "Right away." 
 "Can't this wait until tomorrow? We just walked in the door and I'm bushed." 
 "It has to be now. Please. This concerns both of our futures. I wouldn't ask if it 



wasn't important." 
 Quinn hesitated. Then he gave in. 
 "Use the back entrance to the estate. That way, no one will see you. I'll leave 
the gate open. It's a little tricky to get to. You have to take some back roads." 
 "Give me the directions." 
 Quinn grabbed a pencil and wrote down Crease's instructions on a pad, then 
read them back. 
 "What was that about?" Laura asked when Quinn hung up. 
 "I have no idea." 
 "Can't it wait until tomorrow?" 
 "She sounded very uptight, so she must think that it's important we meet. She 
even wants me to come by a back way so I won't be seen." 
 "Call her back and tell her you'll talk to her tomorrow." 
 "She saved my life, Laura." 
 Laura sighed. "You're right. Do you want me to come with you?" 
 Quinn squeezed Laura's hand. "There's no reason why both of us should run out. 
I won't be gone long." 
 Quinn left and Laura carried their bags upstairs to the bedroom. She was 
unpacking them when something Crease had said on the answering machine flitted in 
and out of her consciousness. Laura paused and tried to recapture the thought. She 
frowned, then shook her head. It was gone. She was tempted to replay Crease's 
message but that would mean going downstairs. She felt sticky from the ride. She 
decided to shower first. It was probably nothing, anyway. 
 Quinn took the back roads to the Hoyt estate and ended at a small gated 
entrance surrounded by woods. The gate was open, just as Crease said it would be. It 
was almost a mile to the house on a narrow unpaved road. 
 Ellen Crease was waiting for Quinn at the rear door. 
 "I've given James Allen the night off and I've dismissed the security guards so 
we can have privacy," Crease said as she led Quinn into a sunroom in the rear of the 
mansion. The room was painted white and floored with terra-cotta tiles. Wide-leaf 
plants filled the corners of the room. Three of the walls were floor-to-ceiling windows 
divided into small panes through which the pale evening light entered. 
 Crease gestured Quinn onto one of four wicker chairs that surrounded a 
glass-top table. Outside the room was a garden. None of the flowers were in bloom and 
there were no buds on the limbs of the trees. The foliage looked cold and exposed. Just 
beyond the garden were heavy woods that stretched to the boundary of the estate. 
Crease got to the point immediately. 
 "I need your help, Dick. Believe me, I've thought long and hard before asking 
you for it, but I have no choice." 
 "I'll help any way I can," Quinn assured her. 
 "Don't say that so quickly. Wait until you hear what I want from you." 
 Crease sighed. She seemed sad. 
 "I've only known you for a short time, but you've impressed me with your 
integrity and character. That's what makes my request so difficult. I am going to lose 



my bid to win the primary unless I go public about the conspiracy against me. I trust 
the voters. If they know that I was framed for Lamar's murder, I believe they will swing 
over to me." 
 Crease's features hardened. She captured Quinn with her eyes. He could feel her 
power. 
 "Dick, the voters have to be told that you were threatened with blackmail if you 
did not fix my case. Benjamin Gage is taking the position that I've been hiding behind a 
legal technicality to keep the public from finding out the truth about Lamar's murder. 
You can tell everyone that you ruled as you did to protect me from a plan to frame me. 
I know it's a lot to ask. I tried to reach you yesterday, so you would have time to think 
about what I'm asking you to do. When I couldn't find you I had to go forward. I've 
planned a news conference for Thursday night. I'm going public with everything.'' 
 "You can't do that." 
 Crease looked sad. She shook her head wearily. "You have no idea how difficult 
this decision was for me, Dick, but I'm convinced that I must go ahead with the news 
conference." 
 "Do you appreciate what could happen to me if it gets out that I fixed your 
case?" 
 "Yes. I consulted Mary Garrett before I made this decision. She told me that you 
will probably have to resign from the bench and that you might face criminal charges." 
 "There is no 'might.' Cedric Riker is a political crony of Benjamin Gage. If my 
confession costs Gage the election he'll definitely come after me." 
 "I've got money and influence, Dick. I won't desert you if things start to go bad." 
 Quinn shook his head as if he could not believe what he was hearing. 
 "I know I'm asking a lot. If you go public at my press conference, I am prepared 
to back you with every penny I've got. You'll have the best lawyers, and I'll work behind 
the scenes for you. Gage isn't the only person with political influence." 
 Quinn leaned back and closed his eyes. He had been prepared to resign from the 
bench on the evening that Brademas attacked him in the garage. Crease had convinced 
him to reconsider that decision. Now she wanted him to make a public confession. 
 "I have to talk this over with Laura. If I'm disbarred or go to prison, it will affect 
her, too." 
 "Of course. But I'm going to go ahead with the news conference whether you 
help me or not. If you confess publicly, it may help you later." 
 Quinn was about to respond when the rear doorbell rang. 
 "Stay here," Crease said. "I'll see who that is." 
 A moment later, Quinn heard raised voices in the hall. One of them was Laura's. 
Quinn walked into the hall. Laura saw him and walked down the hall with Crease close 
behind her. 
 "What does she want from you?" Laura demanded. 
 "Your husband was just about to drive home and tell you," Crease answered 
calmly. "Why don't we discuss this in the sunroom, instead of standing in the hall?" 
 Quinn and Laura followed the senator into the sun-room. When they were 
seated, Quinn said, "Ellen wants me to go public about the blackmail plot. She thinks it 



will help her win the election if the voters learn that someone tried to coerce me into 
fixing her case so that she would be convicted." 
 Laura turned on Crease. "You want my husband to risk prison so you can win an 
election?" 
 "The decision to go public has already been made. The only question is whether 
Dick helps me. I'm sorry, Laura." 
 "I don't think you are. There's something very wrong here, something that I 
don't understand. I listened to the message that you left on our answering machine. 
You said that you tried to find Dick, but no one knew where he was." 
 "Yes?" Crease answered with obvious confusion. 
 "You couldn't find us because Dick and I didn't tell anyone that we were going to 
the coast." 
 Now Quinn looked confused, too. 
 "What are you getting at?" Quinn asked. 
 "How did Jack Brademas know that my husband was working at the courthouse 
on Saturday?" Laura asked Crease. "It was a weekend afternoon. No one would expect 
him to be there. The only person besides me that he told was you, Senator, when he 
phoned to tell you about the police report." 
 "Jack must have followed your husband," Crease said. 
 "That's possible, but it wouldn't explain why he was so desperate to kill Dick. 
Only one thing could have caused that urgency. Knowing that Dick had discovered his 
link to Jablonski and was going to tell the police. And you are the only person who 
knew about Dick's discovery." 
 "You think I sent Jack to kill your husband?" Crease asked incredulously. 
 "There were a few things that never added up. If Brademas was working with 
Junior so he could get a cut of the estate, it made no sense for him to tell your husband 
about the embezzlement scheme and run the risk that Lamar would go to the police or 
disinherit Junior. I think Jack Brademas was your accomplice all along, Senator." 
 "You've got it all wrong, Laura," Crease said without rancor. 
 "I don't think so. Jablonski was your sacrificial lamb. You hid in the bathroom 
while he murdered your husband. Then you ambushed him and became a grieving 
widow and a law-and-order avenger overnight. It was a terrific little coup that helped 
you to skyrocket in the polls and become a multimillionaire. Everything was going great 
until Gary Yoshida stumbled across the blood spatter pattern on the armoire and Gage 
bribed Fargo to go to the police. When you were indicted for Lamar Hoyt's murder, you 
lost everything you had gained. Now your priority was to escape death row. That's 
when you dreamed up your blackmail scheme. You knew that Dick was going to St. 
Jerome because he announced it at your bail hearing. I bet Brademas found out about 
Marie Ritter while he was investigating Junior. You used her to ensnare Dick, then you 
killed her when she had served her purpose." 
 "There's a problem with your theory, Laura," Crease said calmly. "If Jack and I 
were working together, why would we tell your husband that he would be ruined unless 
he did everything he could to see that I was sent to prison?" Crease flashed Laura a 
condescending smile. "That doesn't sound like a very good plan to me." 



 "That was the cleverest part of the plan, Senator, and it hinged on an excellent 
reading of the character of my husband. I could never understand why the blackmailers 
sent Marie Ritter to see Dick during the hearing. They were running an incredible risk 
that he would figure out that Claire Reston and Andrea Chapman were the same 
person. If that happened, the blackmail plan would be useless because Dick would 
know that Andrea Chapman was not murdered on St. Jerome. The blackmailers' 
leverage would be lost. 
 "On top of that, Reston let Dick know that she could go public with the fact that 
he was with Chapman in the cove. It was a ridiculous thing to do if the blackmailers 
wanted their plot to succeed, but it was a very clever thing to do if the blackmailers 
wanted their plan to fail." 
 For the first time since Laura arrived, Crease looked uncertain. 
 "You sent Reston to see Dick because you wanted him to do exactly the opposite 
of what Brademas ordered. You knew that my husband would never give in to blackmail 
if you told him to fix the case so that you would be acquitted. He would have gone to 
the police even if it meant his career. You used reverse psychology to get Dick to do 
what you wanted. You knew how decent Dick is. You gambled that he would sacrifice 
his career to save you." 
 "This is absolute nonsense," Crease said. 
 "Look at the evidence. Paul Baylor didn't say that Gary Yoshida's interpretation of 
the blood spatter evidence was wrong, he only gave a theoretical alternative to 
Yoshida's explanation. If Yoshida was right, you lied all along. You also profited the 
most when your husband died. You and Brademas go way back. Who does it make 
more sense for him to work with? And you were the only one who knew about the 
report that implicated Brademas, the only one who could tell him where to find Dick." 
 "She saved my life, Laura," Quinn said. 
 "No, Dick, she didn't save your life when she killed Brademas. She took care of a 
witness who could hang her. Brademas became a liability as soon as you found his 
name on that report." 
 "But why didn't she wait until Brademas killed me? With both of us dead there 
would be no way to prove that her case was rigged and she would be free of the 
murder charges." 
 "With you dead, there would be no one who could tell the voters about the 
conspiracy to frame her. She needed you alive to save her campaign. It all fits, Dick. 
She's been playing you since you were assigned to her case." 
 Quinn stood up. He should have been furious, but he was too stunned to be 
angry. 
 "Where are you going?'' 
 "To the police." 
 "'Don't do that, Dick," Crease implored desperately. 
 "Don't be ridiculous." 
 "Til make you a deal." 
 "'There's nothing you can offer me." 
 "But there is. I can offer you your career. In order to implicate me, you'll have to 



confess to fixing my case. No one can prove what you did if you don't go to the police. 
Keep quiet and you'll stay on the bench, you won't be disbarred, you won't have to 
worry about criminal charges and the disgrace." 
 Quinn suddenly saw Crease's real face. An image of Marie Ritter spread-eagled 
on the hotel bed flashed in his mind and he remembered the terror he felt in the garage 
and as he lay waiting for death on the cold marble floor of the courthouse. 
 "Not a chance. If I have to go to jail, I will, but you're not walking away from 
this." 
 Quinn turned his back to the senator. 
 "God damn it, Quinn, you'll ruin us both," Crease shouted. 
 Quinn and Laura kept walking. There was an end table at Crease's elbow. She 
opened a drawer and pulled out a gun. 
 "Stop," she yelled. When Quinn did not look back, Crease squeezed the trigger. 
Quinn's right/leg flew out from under him and he fell to the floor. Laura screamed. 
Quinn stared at Crease, dazed. Blood was spreading along his pants leg near his knee. 
Crease took a pair of handcuffs from the drawer and tossed them to Laura. She made 
no move to catch them and they fell at her feet. Crease cocked the gun and pointed it 
at Laura. 
 "Tick them up and cuff him," she ordered. 
 "I'mnot . . . ," Laura started, but Crease smashed her across the cheek with the 
revolver, driving her to her knees. Quinn threw himself at Crease, but she stepped out 
of reach and he collapsed sideways, grimacing with pain. Crease pointed the gun at 
Quinn's head and spoke to Laura. 
 "Do as you're told or I'll kill him." 
 Laura looked at Crease wide-eyed. Crease cocked the revolver and Laura 
retrieved the cuffs. 
 "Get your hands behind you," Crease told Quinn. Laura snapped on the cuffs. 
 "Was it the money? Did you kill your husband for his money?" Quinn asked to 
stall for time. 
 Crease shook her head wearily. 
 "I didn't care about Lamar's money. I cared about Lamar and I killed the bastard 
because he was going to leave me." 
 Crease's voice caught and her eyes watered. 
 "I loved him. He's the only man I ever loved. I gave Lamar everything and he 
threw my love in my face." A tear ran down Crease's cheek. "Fargo wasn't the first 
tramp he'd played around with, but she was the one he was going to substitute for me. 
It was history repeating itself. As soon as one of his wives started to age, Lamar would 
trade her in. I tried to talk him out of it. I did everything I could. I really loved that son 
of a bitch, but I told him I'd see him dead before I'd let him make me into one of his 
discards. He didn't believe me." 
 "What if you were wrong about me? What if I did fix the case so that you were 
convicted?" 
 "I thought of that possibility. If I saw that you were trying to help the prosecutor 
convict me I would have released the photographs to the media and moved for a 



mistrial claiming that you had been blackmailed into fixing the case. But I never had to 
do that, because I had you doped out one hundred percent." 
 Quinn felt like a complete fool. 
 "What we didn't count on was that police report with Jack's name on it," Crease 
said. "If it weren't for that ..." She shook her head. 
 "Did Brademas help you for the money?" 
 "Of course. And he was in love with me. He had been since we were on the force 
together. We were even lovers before I married Lamar. Jack had been shaking down 
drug dealers. Internal Affairs was after him, but they didn't have the evidence to make 
a case stick. He resigned to avoid a further inquiry. I got him his job in security at Hoyt 
Industries for old time's sake. 
 "When Lamar started cheating on me I became Jack's lover again, out of spite. 
But he never meant anything to me. When I decided to kill Lamar, persuading Jack to 
help me was easy. Then he started to get out of control. He was just supposed to kill 
Ritter, not torture her. I was furious when I heard what he'd done. I wanted to frame 
you for Ritter's murder, but you would never have killed her like that. Then you told me 
about the police report and I knew Jack was a liability I could not afford. 
 "When we got to the courthouse, I told Jack that I would follow him as backup. 
He thought that he was supposed to kill you and take the report. But I would never 
have let him kill you. Laura is right. You were worth more to me alive so you could tell 
everyone how I saved your life." 
 "Why did Brademas go after me in the parking garage?" 
 "We wanted to make sure that the order suppressing evidence would stand. I 
couldn't risk having it set aside if you told someone that you had fixed my case. Then 
you came to me for help. I decided that you would be of more use to me alive, because 
you would be my proof of the plot to frame me for Lamar's murder." 
 Crease suddenly looked very tired. 
 "We've talked long enough," she said. "Are both of your cars in back of the 
house?" 
 Quinn and Laura nodded. 
 "Get him up and help him outside," Crease told Laura. 
 "Don't do this," Quinn begged. "I'll make the broadcast." 
 Crease shook her head. "It's too late for that. I'd never be able to trust you." 
 "For God's sake," Quinn started. 
 "Move," Crease ordered, "and no more talking." 
 Quinn hobbled forward into the hallway. Crease followed at a safe distance. 
 "I love you," Quinn whispered to Laura. 
 "What did I say about talking?" Crease asked angrily. 
 A second later, a gunshot exploded in the hall. 
  
 Chapter 26. 
 A young cop was waiting at the front door of the Hoyt mansion when Anthony 
and Dennis drove up. Two marked cars were parked along the other side of the 
turnaround. The officer told them where everyone was and Anthony and Dennis walked 



along the front of the mansion until they found a slate path that led toward the pool. 
The path continued along the side of the house. Eventually, they rounded a corner and 
saw an ambulance and two parked cars. Richard Quinn was lying on a stretcher. A 
medic was working on his leg. A second medic was working on a nasty gash on Laura 
Quinn's cheek. Through the open back door, Anthony saw a forensic expert circling a 
third person who was lying facedown in the hall. He was carrying a camera. Every so 
often he would stop and take a photograph. Another cop was videotaping the scene. 
 Anthony walked inside and knelt next to the body of Ellen Crease. He spotted the 
entry wound in the back of her head. He had no desire to see the mess the bullet had 
made when it exited. It was enough to know that Crease was dead. 
 Anthony walked outside just as Quinn gasped in pain. The medic apologized and 
Quinn gritted his teeth. He looked spent, but Anthony needed to find out what had 
happened. He squatted down beside the judge. 
 "Feel up to talking?" 
 "I can manage a little." 
 "We're gonna have to take him to the hospital," the medic said. "Make it quick." 
 "She was in it with Brademas," Quinn said. "She hired Jablonski to make the hit 
on Lamar because he was going to leave her for Karen Fargo." 
 Anthony remembered his interview with Crease in the library on the evening of 
her husband's murder. He had been impressed by the dignity with which she had 
conducted herself despite her grief. Maybe the grief had not been an act. 
 "Crease was going to go on television Thursday night and tell everyone that I 
had been blackmailed to fix her case. She wanted me to speak at her press conference. 
Laura figured out what happened. She came here and confronted Crease. We were 
going to the police. Crease shot me and hit Laura. She was going to kill us." 
 "Gotta go," the medic said as he signaled his partner. 
 "You take care," the detective said as the medics started maneuvering the 
stretcher toward the ambulance. "I'll talk to you at the hospital." 
 Anthony walked over to Leroy Dennis, who was finishing up with Laura. She 
joined Quinn in the back of the ambulance. When the ambulance drove away, Anthony 
said, "Let's talk to the man of the hour." 
 The detectives found James Allen in the sunroom. 
 "Mr. Allen?" Anthony said. 
 Allen looked up, but he seemed to have trouble focusing and he looked unstable. 
 "Do you remember me, sir?" 
 Allen made an almost imperceptible nod. Anthony sat across from him. 
 "I had to do it," he said, his voice slightly louder than a whisper. 
 "I know, Mr. Allen," Dennis said. "She was going to kill them." 
 "How did you happen to come back to the house? I understand from the officer 
who talked to you that this was your night off." 
 "I didn't feel well, so I came home. I wanted to make myself some tea to calm 
my stomach before going to my quarters. I was going toward the kitchen when I heard 
them. Judge Quinn said he was going to the police. Then there was a gunshot." 
 Allen paused and shook his head in disbelief. 



 "I froze for a moment. Then I went into the den where the gun collection is kept. 
She was raising the gun to fire again when I reentered the hall. I ... I didn't feel that I 
had a choice." 
 Allen began to sob. Anthony watched helplessly. Dennis went into the hall and 
returned with a doctor. Then the detectives left. 
 "Let's take a walk," Anthony said. "I want to talk to you about something." 
 "Such as?" 
 "This blackmail business," Anthony told Dennis as they headed back toward the 
pool where the other policemen would not overhear them. 
 "We don't have any proof that Quinn fixed Crease's case. With Crease and 
Brademas dead, it doesn't look like we'll get any unless the judge confesses." 
 Anthony stood on the edge of the empty pool. Debris had settled on the bottom. 
Leaves mostly. Anthony figured the pool man would have cleaned it eventually, but he 
wondered what would happen now with everybody dead. 
 "Quinn's a good judge," Anthony said. 
 "If he fixed a case, he violated the law." 
 "I know that, but I'm wondering about the value of pursuing our investigation 
now that Crease is dead." 
 "Value? That's a funny word to use, Lou. We don't get paid to deal in values. 
That's for philosophers. We're lawmen. The senators and representatives write the 
laws, the governors sign them, we enforce them. Cops aren't supposed to think about 
whether the laws are good or bad." 
 Anthony walked away from the pool and into the garden. He could see the 
setting sun through the denuded tree limbs. 
 "Do you believe in second chances, Leroy?" 
 "That's what bleeding-heart defense lawyers are always whining for. Isn't that 
what you've told me?" 
 Anthony smiled. "You got me there. Well, I'm just one part of this team. You've 
got a vote, too, but I think that we should put this case to rest and leave Richard Quinn 
alone." 
 Dennis thought about Anthony's proposal for a moment. Then he shrugged. 
 "I'll go along with you for now. But I won't do it for nothing." 
 "What do you want, Leroy?" 
 "A Captain Neon burger and a pint of Terminator stout." 
  
 EPILOGUE: 
  
 [1] 
 "Are you all right?" Laura asked when Quinn stopped. 
 "I'm a little winded. Just let me rest for a moment." 
 Quinn was home from the hospital and trying to get some exercise by walking 
along the streets in Hereford Farms, but he did not have much stamina. Quinn leaned 
on his cane for a moment while Laura waited patiently. It was not hard to do. Balmy 
spring weather had suddenly appeared. Flowers were starting to show up, the 



temperature was perfect and the sky was children's-book blue. 
 "Okay," Quinn said. Laura took his arm and they started down Peacock Road 
toward the swimming pool and the tennis courts. 
 "Stanley Sax stopped me in the courthouse hallway," Laura told Quinn, 
introducing a subject they had avoided. "He wants to know when you'll be ready to go 
back to work." 
 Quinn looked straight ahead. 
 "What did you say?" he asked. 
 "I said it's up to your doctors. Is that what I should have said?" 
 "Be honest with me, Laura. Do you think I deserve to be sitting as a judge?" 
 Laura stopped walking. She faced Quinn. 
 "I love the fact that you're so principled, Dick, but I wish you would recognize 
your humanity a little more often. You're going to make wrong choices. Don't punish 
yourself when you do because that's ego; that's crediting yourself with infallibility. 
 "You asked me if I think you should go back to the bench. I think you should do 
what makes you happy, and that's being a judge. I wouldn't tell you to go back if I 
didn't think it was right. The people of this state need good judges. If you leave the 
bench, you'll be letting them down so you can punish yourself." 
 Quinn and Laura walked in silence for a while. Finally, Quinn said, "I want to go 
back, I just ..." 
 "You just acted like a human being." 
 Quinn looked anguished. "You really think it's the right thing to do?" 
 "Yes, Dick." 
 "Then the next time you see Stan tell him I'm anxious to get back to work." 
 [2] 
 "Un autre, s'il vous plait," James Allen said. 
 "Immediatement, monsieur." 
 The waiter took Allen's empty cup and saucer and carried it inside the cafe. Allen 
smiled. He was especially pleased because the waiter was conversing in French. Allen 
had noticed that many of the waiters switched to English the moment an American tried 
to converse in French if the American's accent or grammar was not perfect. 
 While Allen waited for the waiter to return with his cappuccino, he looked across 
the waters of Lake Geneva to the French Alps. The mountaintops were dusted with 
snow even though the weather in Lausanne was balmy. Every year, James Allen took 
his vacation on the Continent. This was his second time in Switzerland and he was 
enjoying it very much. It was especially nice because the $50,000 he had received from 
Benjamin Gage and the money in Lamar Hoyt's bequest permitted him to travel in 
luxury for the first time. 
 As per his agreement with Ryan Clark, Allen had told the police nothing about 
the arrangement with Senator Gage that Allen had initiated soon after the hearing on 
the motion to suppress. It was the blood spatter evidence that had convinced Allen that 
Ellen Crease had been behind the murder of his employer. Allen had never liked the 
woman. She was too insensitive to Mr. Hoyt's needs, too domineering. If she had won 
election to the United States Senate, Mr. Hoyt would have been left alone for most of 



the year. He knew how much that would have upset Mr. Hoyt because he had 
overheard several arguments in which this matter was the main subject. 
 Just when Allen decided that Crease was guilty, Judge Quinn had destroyed the 
case against her. It was then that Allen decided to give campaign intelligence to 
Benjamin Gage in the hopes that his information would lead to Crease's defeat. When 
Ryan Clark supplied him with the bugging equipment, Allen secredy hoped that Crease 
would confess the murder on tape, but that had never happened. Still, it was the phone 
conversation between Crease and Judge Quinn that Allen had overheard that eventually 
put the houseman in a position to avenge his employer's murder. Allen had rigged the 
sunroom with a listening device and had acted as soon as Crease threatened to kill 
Laura and the judge. 
 Life had been hectic following the shooting. There were the police interrogations 
and the interviews with the press. Appearing distraught through it all drained him, but 
Allen knew enough about the authorities to understand that they would not have 
reacted favorably if he expressed the joy he felt when he ended the life of the woman 
who had taken Lamar Hoyt from him. 
 A ferry cruised by on the lake heading toward Montreaux. Tomorrow Allen was 
planning to travel by ferry a littie farther to Chateau Chillon, the fortress where Lord 
Byron had set his famous poem. He was looking forward to the slow ride during which 
he planned to reread "The Prisoner of Chillon." 
 "Monsieur," the waiter said with a warm smile as he placed the cappuccino in 
front of Allen. Allen tjhanked him in fluent French perfected during years of night school 
study and trips to France and Switzerland. 
 A cloud slipped in front of the sun. For a moment, the air cooled. Allen sipped his 
drink. The hot liquid cut the chill. He checked the time. In four hours he would be 
dining in one of Europe's finest restaurants. He picked up the book he was reading and 
took another sip of his cappuccino.  


