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Written in the tradition of the classic spy novels of 

Ian Fleming and the detective novels of Raymond Chandler, 

The Agolmirth Conspiracy represents the return to the 

thriller of its traditional elements of romanticism, 

humanism, fast-moving action, and taut suspense, and a move 

away from its cynicism and dehumanization as currently 

practiced by authors such as John Le Carre' and Tom Clancy. 

Stanford Torrance, an ex-cop raised on "old-fashioned" 

notions of uncompromising good and naked evil and largely 

ignorant of computer systems and high-tech ordinance, finds 

himself lost in a "modern" world of shadowy operatives, 

hidden agendas, and numerous double-crosses. He is 

nevertheless able to triumph over that world when he puts 

his own honor, his own dignity, and his very life on the 

line, proving to himself and to his adversaries that such 

things can still make things easier to see amid today's 

swirling moral fog. 
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"It is not so easy to catch dogs when it is your business to 

catch dogs." 

--John Steinbeck 

"You know what a miracle is. Not what Bakunin said. But 

another world's intrusion into this one. Most of the time we 

coexist peacefully. But when we do touch there s cataclysm. 

--Thomas Pynchon 
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PART ONE 

Chicago 

June, 1989 

My phone rang. "You better get over here," Carlisle 

said. 

Usually when the phone rang at quarter to one on a 

Thursday morning it was Frieda, my ex-wife, calling to 

harass me. Usually I fell asleep again and let her rant and 

rave. But Carlisle's voice jarred me awake. "What's up?" 

"Gorodenko's dead. Drove his car into the Des Plaines 

River near the 1-55 bridge. Looks like he broke his neck." 

For a moment I didn't believe him. I'd dropped 

Gorodenko off at home, drunk but very much alive, barely 

three hours ago. As always, he'd promised he wouldn't go out 

and keep the night going by himself. Always before, he'd 

kept that promise. This time, evidently, he hadn't. 

"You there, Stan?" 

"Yeah. When did this happen?" 

"A little before midnight." 

"Okay. Should I meet you at the site or the facility?" 

"The facility," Carlisle said, almost laughing. "Leave 

the site to the cops." 

"Sure. See you in half an hour." 

I hung up, stumbled into the bathroom and autonomically 
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clothes and left. I didn't bother to be quiet; Mrs. 

Pereskopf downstairs could sleep through a nuclear 

detonation but she'd awaken screaming if she heard someone 

tiptoe around after midnight. 

I'd called Gorodenko "Vlad the Inhaler" because any 

time you set food or drink--especially alcoholic drink--in 

front of him it seemed to vanish almost immediately. He 

seemed capable of only two moods: thick gloom or rapturous 

joy; and booze turned one into the other pretty fast. But 

regardless of his emotional state, he was humble, a 

refreshing change from the other fifteen geneticists at the 

facility, who acted like their winning the next Nobel Prize 

was a done deal. I liked to think he was humble because he 

was a Soviet emigre' and was still so glad simply to be in 

America that he hadn't yet succumbed to the all-too-American 

avarice of his colleagues. He was probably the only friend 

I had out there--outside of Carlisle, who really wasn't a 

friend though he liked to think he was. 

I decided I needed a caffeine jolt to keep my head 

clear--of melancholy as much as anything--so I stopped at 

the Seven-Eleven down the street. They didn't have coffee 

ready, so I had to content myself with a Coke. It was too 

sweet, as most fountain soft drinks are, and I wound up 

throwing most of it out the window. Then I almost got 

sideswiped getting on the Stevenson Expressway. I got close 



enough to the bastard to get his plate number, then made a 

mental note to call the Berwyn State Police post and 

embellish the incident enough to make it worth their while. 

The rest of the drive out to Plainfield was uneventful. 

I'd been deputy chief of security at the agricultural 

research facility there since August of '86. Completed in 

'84 at an official cost of $217 million, the facility 

contributed upwards of $10 million annually to the 

Joliet/Plainfield/Aurora economy. Its primary purpose was 

to create, test, and develop practical applications for 

various genetic fungicides. In addition to the researchers, 

who numbered around fifty, the facility employed perhaps 

sixty administrative, custodial, and security staff. The 

security staff consisted entirely of former police officers, 

all with impeccable professional and personal records. 

Everyone on the staff was a college graduate. 

Denton Carlisle, my boss, was a professional bureaucrat 

who'd started out as a gofer in the more shadowy reaches of 

the Justice Department. This was his third research facility 

and, according to him, his last. I'd worked homicide for the 

Chicago Police Department for nine years and headed CPD's 

anti-terror squad for three prior to the little 

misunderstanding that had cost me my badge. After that I 

marked time for nearly a year at a local security firm while 

I watched my marriage fall apart. I owed my job at the 

facility to some heavy-duty string-pulling by Jim France, an 



old pal at the FBI. I did what little work the job required, 

then died of boredom while Carlisle did nothing and got all 

the perqs--six figures, company car, and more vacation in a 

year than I'd ever had in my life. And now I'd just been 

told one of the few friends I'd made since I'd left CPD was 

dead. I was beginning to wonder if it was time to change 

careers. Maybe I'd become a librarian. The worst thing I'd 

have to worry about then would be overdue books. 

* * * 

Jeff Price, the guard at the front gate, waved me 

through without checking my ID. At any other time I'd've 

written him up for it; he was a young, friendly, bright guy, 

but a little lazy. The main parking lot held half a dozen 

cop cars: Plainfield, Joliet, state highway patrol, Will 

County sheriff, even one of Uncle Sam's olive green 

Chryslers. I jogged through the front door of the admin 

building, fed my cardkey into the necessary slots, and 

headed for Carlisle's office. 

It was almost as big as my apartment. It contained a 

wooden desk as big as a pool table, a couch and coffee 

table, and several sumptuous chairs. Three of the four soft 

green walls contained obligatory impressionist and post-

modern art; a bookcase covered the fourth. It contained all 

of half a dozen books, all on gourmet cooking, which was 

Carlisle's latest hobby. The rest of the bookcase was 

occupied with various nicknacks, mostly presents from women 



who, according to him, took a number and waited in line. And 

why shouldn't they? He was a bigger, darker version of Tom 

Cruise, and had neither dependents nor significant emotional 

mileage. I, on the other hand, looked like Richard Nixon 

after a spell on the rack, I had dependents, and I had more 

mileage, emotional or otherwise, than a dozen '75 Chevy 

Impalas, which is what I drove. 

Two cops stood at the bookcase, talking to a young, 

red-headed guy in a dark suit who took notes on a small 

spiral pad. All three glanced at me as I entered, and the 

suit followed me when I headed in Carlisle's direction. 

Carlisle was seated behind his desk, trying to look 

solicitous of the welfare of two older suits examining some 

papers, probably the preliminary accident report. 

Gorodenko's personnel file lay on a chair in the corner. It 

was closed. 

I knew one of the suits: Arthur Schenk, a dark-haired, 

box-headed man with a Hitler mustache. He was the regional 

Department of Agriculture potentate and nominal overseer of 

what went on at the facility. He'd taken over the job less 

than two weeks ago, so I hadn't had many dealings with him, 

but Carlisle had said a lot of dumb blondes were smarter. 

"Ah, Stan," Carlisle said behind a distracted smile. 

"Thanks for coming." He gestured towards the second suit and 

went on, "This is Mr. Kohls of. . . well, I guess you're 

from State, aren't you?" The second suit, who resembled 
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Vincent Price but was shorter and had lighter hair, looked 

up and nodded. 

"Looks like a straight case of DWI," Carlisle went on. 

He raised a hand, pointed at the cops near the bookcase. 

"Patrolmen said you could smell the stuff all over him. 

Must have passed out. You've got to be going pretty fast to 

crash through one of these reinforced guardrails these 

days." 

At this point the young suit stepped up and, smiling 

blankly, offered me his hand. "Mr. Torrance? I'm John 

Fitzgerald, the new FBI liaison. I'll be handling the 

inquiry. This is my first, so bear with me. I'll try to make 

it quick and painless, and we can all go back home to bed." 

I shook his hand; it was firm and dry. 

"So what does everyone call you?" I asked, "JFK? 

Kennedy? You're two thirds of the way there already, and 

there is a resemblance." 

A little life had crept into his smile, and I decided 

he was nervous. "It's only slight," he said after a 

cocktail-party laugh. He indicated a chair and went on, "Why 

not have a seat, Mr. Torrance, and I'll run you through the 

drill." 

I frowned. "Run me through the drill?" 

"Yes. You may be the last person to have seen Gorodenko 

alive." 

"Oh, right." This hadn't occurred to me; I guess I 
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still didn't believe Gorodenko was dead. I sat heavily. 

Fitzgerald sat, too, and, in an impressively 

professional manner, began, "Was drinking after work a 

regular thing for you and Gorodenko?" 

"Yeah, we did it maybe twice a week." 

"Where'd you two go?" 

"To the Wig and--the Pig and Whistle in Aurora. I call 

it the Wig and Pissle because the owner never cleans the 

men's room and it stinks." 

"Why not go somewhere else?" 

"Vladimir likes--uh, liked it. The owner's a Pole--his 

name's Wicsnoski--and he hates the Soviets almost as much as 

Vladimir did, so he let Vlad drink almost for free." 

"How far is this place from Gorodenko's apartment?" He 

marked the pad only intermittently; he evidently had a beast 

of a memory. 

"About three blocks down the street." 

"So it's unlikely Gorodenko would get lost trying to 

get back there from his place?" 

"Oh yeah, unless he was so smashed he couldn't see 

straight. And if he'd been that smashed, he wouldn't've made 

it all the way to the 1-55 bridge." 

"Did you drive straight to the Wig and Pissle"--he 

colored slightly at his mistake--"from here, or. . . ."He 

let the question hang. There was some sympathy in his 

expression. 
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"No, I'd follow him home, then we'd drive to the W&P 

and back in my car." 

"Even though it was so close?" 

"It's not in the best part of town." 

"And you followed this procedure last night?" 

"Sure. I dropped him off, watched him go inside his 

apartment house, then drove away." 

"Why did you watch him?" 

"Sometimes he falls. He's not very steady on his feet 

when he's drunk." 

"Just how drunk was he?" Schenk whined, and Fitzgerald 

didn't try to hide his annoyance at the interruption. 

"I've seen him worse. In fact, he acted like he had 

something special on his mind, but. . . . " 

"But what?" Schenk cried. 

"But nothing. Once he got through his seventh or eighth 

vodka on the rocks he seemed to forget about it. He ended up 

saying the same old stuff." 

"What sort of 'stuff'?" Kohls asked, in a smooth, 

inviting tone. Or maybe it only seemed that way after 

Schenk's outbursts. 

"Badmouthing the Soviets, like I said. Wicsnoski 

didn't pay much attention last night, though--he kept 

flirting with some woman down the bar. So then Vlad started 

in on how he's treated here." 

"Can you be more specific?" Kohls again, with a slight 
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frown in Schenk's direction. 

"Well, he was the only foreigner, didn't have much in 

common with anybody. Hell, why sugarcoat it? He stuck out 

like a sore thumb. He hated Tisch and Lombard, the two other 

members of his research team. Said they were dishonest and 

greedy." 

"Did he cite any particular incidents?" Fitzgerald 

asked. 

"No. I always just assumed it was the usual thing--he 

did the work, and they got the credit. What goes on in the 

labs isn't within my purview, so I didn't pursue it." 

"Perhaps you should have," Carlisle suggested tersely. 

I felt his glare. 

"Oh Denton, don't be absurd," Schenk protested, moving 

towards me. "Tisch and Lombard are at the top of their 

disciplines. They're above such petty things, surely." 

"You don't work with these 'top men,'" I observed. 

"They're egomaniacs at best, and in my experience egomaniacs 

are usually backstabbers." 

Schenk rammed his fists against his hips. "I refuse to 

accept that!" he cried, like a grandmother scolding a child. 

"The very idea is preposterous. You're making it all up." 

Before I could respond he asked Fitzgerald, "What's the 

purpose of this line of questioning, anyway? In fact, why 

ask Torrance anything? Naturally, he's going to say he 

dropped Gorodenko off at home last night. But how do we know 
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he didn't just stuff Gorodenko in his car and point the way 

to the 1-55 bridge?" 

I hadn't expected this, and I didn't know how to 

respond. Fitzgerald rescued me: "I'm not sure I understand 

how that's relevant, Mr. Schenk. Pending the autopsy and 

toxicology report, of course, there's no reason to assume or 

consider foul play or even negligent homicide." 

"I'm afraid we have to consider it in this case," Kohls 

said in the same smooth tone. "Gorodenko was an emigre \ and 

State needs to be satisfied everything's above-board. 

Prevents a lot of finger-pointing." 

"By whom?" Fitzgerald pursued. 

"The Soviets, mostly. They enjoy telling the rest of 

the world how violent our society is." 

"And then, of course, there are the setbacks to our 

continued scientific progress," Schenk interjected, in a 

tone better suited to the rubber chicken circuit. "Incidents 

like this make it difficult to attract the best foreign 

minds. What Russian, for example, would want to come to a 

nation that hates people just because they're Russians?" 

This remark told me what Schenk was up to. "I think 

you're blowing things a little out of proportion," I told 

him. I looked to Carlisle for support, but he seemed half-

asleep. 

"I don't think I am," Schenk said airily. "I may have 

only been on the job two weeks, but I'm fully up to speed on 
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your background. My predecessor documented his concern about 

your reaction to Gorodenko being assigned to this facility." 

"That's old news, Schenk. Before he left he admitted 

he'd been wrong about me, and apologized. But it really 

doesn't matter, because Vladimir Gorodenko was my friend." 

"Even though he was a Russian?" He grinned hugely, his 

upper lip pulling back from ugly front teeth. 

"Are you suggesting this could be a hate crime, Mr. 

Schenk?" Fitzgerald asked. "Killing him because he was 

Russian would. . . . " He seemed to be flipping through a 

law book in his head. "Yes, I suppose that qualifies as a 

hate crime." 

"Torrance probably considered it an act of patriotism," 

Schenk harrumphed. 

I started to rise but Fitzgerald held up a hand, and I 

sat again. "If you'd like to formally press charges," he 

told Schenk, "you may." As he said this he shot me a "don't 

worry" look. I tried not to. I trusted the FBI, though I'd 

been one of the few cops who did. 

Schenk came forward, sat on the edge of the desk; he 

might have been reading a story to a kindergarten class. "I 

might take you up on that. As you no doubt are aware, 

Torrance here is a charter member of the 'evil empire' club. 

According to him, the Soviets are responsible for every 

terrorist act in the world since 1917, and currently finance 

a terrorist network--" 
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"That's total bullshit," I groaned. "Just to set the 

record straight, Fitzgerald, I do hate the Soviet 

government, and I do hate terrorists, but I don't think 

everyone with a Russian accent carries a bomb in his 

suitcase. That's a distinction Mr. Schenk here obviously 

can't grasp, despite its lack of subtlety." 

"You are out of line, Torrance!" Schenk snapped, and 

started towards me. 

I stood and faced him. "So are you! I've already been a 

scapegoat, so if you want one for this mess, pick someone 

else." 

"Who did you have in mind--Tisch and Lombard?" 

"I don't have anybody in mind. You're the one making 

the accusations--" 

"'Backstabber' isn't an accusation?" 

Fitzgerald stepped between us and said, a bit too 

meekly, "Gentlemen, this isn't getting us anywhere." 

I fumed at Schenk a moment, then sighed and sat. "I 

couldn't agree more. Back off, Schenk, and let Fitzgerald do 

his job." 

"Looks like his job is to protect you. I know all about 

your connections in the Bureau." 

"I don't," Fitzgerald said with the steadiness of a 

ten-year veteran, "but even if he were J. Edgar Hoover come 

back from the dead I wouldn't 'protect' him beyond his 

rights under the law. Now, if you like, Mr. Schenk, you can 
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have me replaced. But that will take time, and my 

replacement probably won't be any less sympathetic to Mr. 

Torrance than I am." 

He let Schenk fumble for a reply, then went on, "Now, 

because Mr. Kohls requested it, and only because of that, 

I'll ask the Will County sheriff's department to broaden its 

inves-tigation. I'll ask the state police to see if 

Gorodenko's car was tampered with. I'll also ask the Aurora 

police to interview bar customers and Gorodenko's neighbors, 

and trace his movements. If these procedures produce 

sufficient evidence, the Bureau will act accordingly. In the 

meantime, my own inquiry will continue within standard 

parameters. Is that satisfactory, Mr. Kohls?" 

"You answer to me, you--" 

"Arthur," Kohls sighed," I think you've said enough. 

Yes, Agent Fitzgerald, that sounds completely satisfactory." 

"Then, gentlemen, I think we're done here." He stood, 

and I noticed his hands shaking a little. I didn't care--he 

deserved top marks for his performance. 

He offered his hand. "Sorry it wasn't quick and 

painless, Mr. Torrance," he said, and smiled wearily. 

"Call me Stan. And it wasn't your fault." I stood and 

shook hands. 

Fitzgerald next spoke to Kohls, who was moving towards 

the door. "The body's at the Will County morgue. We'll try 

to speed up the autopsy and toxicology report. No sense 
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dragging this out any longer than we have to." 

"No," Kohls said indifferently, and pulled a topcoat 

from Carlisle's rack. He slung it over his arm and headed 

out the door. 

Schenk stared after him nervously, then announced, "One 

thing, gentlemen. If any of you have dealings with the 

media, you are not to mention Gorodenko's drunkenness. 

Sensitive research, with volatile materials, is performed at 

this facility. If the public should learn these materials 

were handled by someone with a drinking problem--well, I 

think you can imagine the wave of terror that could result 

and that could conceivably cause the facility to close. 

Words to the wise, eh?" And he grabbed his own topcoat and 

ran after Schenk. 

"Got everything you need, John?" Carlisle asked 

Fitzgerald. Suddenly I might not have been there. 

"Yes, thank you." He tossed the spiral pad into an 

attache* case, which he snapped shut. 

"Good. Regards to Fred." Carlisle meant Fred 

Stepperton, SAC for the Chicago Bureau office. 

"Sure. Talk to you soon." He waved to me and trotted 

away. 

Last to answer the roll call were the two cops. "You 

need us any more, Mr. Carlisle?" one asked. 

Carlisle looked up in surprise, then offered them a 

pleasant smile. "No, you can go, thanks. You've been very 
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helpful." 

"Yes, sir," the cop said, not without a trace of 

annoyance. Then he and his friend hustled out. 

I bent over Carlisle's desk, scanned the accident 

report, and decided Carlisle's summary had been accurate. 

Carlisle didn't seem to notice, just ran his hand through 

his hair and yawned. "Christ, what time is it?" He looked 

at his watch. "Nearly two. Hungry?" 

Food was the last thing I was interested in. I came 

back around the desk and sat. "God, that Schenk's a little 

worm, isn't he? What the hell have I ever done to him?" 

"Geez, Stan, lighten up. How'd you react if something 

like this happened when you'd only been on the job two 

weeks?" He emphasized his profound concern for my distress 

by playing with the gold pen from the desk set a woman had 

given him last year. "You got to admit, your attitude makes 

you a big target. And you did insult the talent." 

"Yeah, well, I've seen friendlier interrogations of 

terrorists." I waited until I caught his eye, then glared at 

him and added, "Thanks for backing me up, by the way." 

"What was I supposed to say? I still have trouble 

believing Gorodenko was your friend." 

For the first time, it occurred to me Carlisle might 

have been jealous of Gorodenko. I'd been Carlisle's drinking 

buddy before I became Vladimir's, and Carlisle wasn't the 

type who made friends--at least, male friends--easily. But 
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now was not the time to address that. 

He was on his feet. "Come on, let's eat before you 

hyperventilate." He started towards the door without waiting 

for an answer. 

I knew he'd stand at the door pouting if I didn't go 

with him. "Yeah, okay," I groaned, and heaved myself to my 

feet. "But see if you can help Schenk find another 

sacrificial lamb, all right?" 

"That's what I'm here for." Which was his way of saying 

he couldn't care less. 

2 

We didn't go to a restaurant or coffee shop. That 

wasn't good enough for Carlisle. We went to his house 

instead, an absurd little pseudo-adobe box in a subdivision 

outside Aurora built "exclusively for upscale singles." 

Carlisle should have been a joke in such a place, since he 

was older than most of his neighbors and really not in their 

league as far as education or profession. But he'd told 

everyone he was a security expert, and as a result all the 

neighborhood women ran to him every time they heard anything 

go bump in the night, while the men treated him like he'd 

stepped out of a James Bond movie. I once actually saw a guy 

bring his visiting cousins, all shy and smiling, over to 

meet Carlisle--and I'm pretty sure Carlisle was on very 

close terms with the hero-worshipper's wife. 

Typically for houses geared to the young and flagrant 
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this one had lots of windows, acres of closet space off the 

one huge bedroom, an exotic bathroom, and almost no yard. In 

anticipation of much revelry the architects had provided a 

large and efficient kitchen/bar, and it was this, Carlisle 

explained, which had directed him towards an interest in 

gourmet cooking. He didn't need to add that, as a rule, 

"upscale single" women usually fell all over themselves for 

men who could cook. As we entered the house I noticed the 

kitchen's expensive floor covering was showing signs of 

wear. Otherwise, the house was immaculate, as always--

Carlisle had a Latino woman in three times a week. She was 

not, however, allowed near the kitchen. 

"Got some stir-fry left over from the other night. 

Sound good?" he asked, purely for effect, of course. And who 

was I to argue? I'd never learned to cook, though I probably 

should have while married to Frieda. As a result, the extent 

of my culinary expertise was anything that came in its own 

container and took five minutes or less to heat in a 

microwave oven. 

"Why not?" I said, and lounged against the 

refrigerator. 

"Great," Carlisle said, with boyish eagerness. He 

seemed to genuninely appreciate my liking his cooking, 

which, against all better judgment, I did. He took off his 

jacket and hung on it on a handy peg by the back door, then 

opened another door, which led to the combination 
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pantry/wine closet, and grabbed an apron off another peg. 

"Just make yourself comfortable," he ordered from the 

pantry. I took him at his word and went into the living 

room. For once I didn't examine his collection of videos, 

albums, and cassettes, nor drool over the entertainment 

center that had to have cost $3,000. Rather, I sat in a 

stiff metal-framed chair, and tried to lose myself in a 

seascape on the opposite wall. 

Carlisle liked me for the same reason Gorodenko had--I 

listened when he complained. Maybe I'd taken to Gorodenko 

because his complaints had more substance: Carlisle's 

usually concerned his domineering father, his almost-senile-

for-years mother, and his younger sister, Priscilla. As far 

as I knew she was still on her fourth marriage, this one to 

a would-be actor fifteen years her junior who was currently 

employed as a male stripper but had business cards 

identifying him as a "Shakespearean." Priscilla privately 

called him her "boy toy," and Carlisle once told me she was 

trying to write him off as an entertainment expense. She 

might have done it, too. She was a CPA, a senior tax partner 

in the local office of a Big Six firm, and made twice as 

much money as Carlisle and myself put together. Carlisle 

was always showing me pictures of her. She wasn't bad, but 

she wasn't a prize, either, and after a while I got the 

impression he was trying to get me interested in her, as if 

hoping I could save her from herself. In this case it seemed 
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his own promiscuity was not a consideration. 

The problem with complainers, though, was that they 

didn't want to hear anyone else's complaints, and I had a 

few of my own. There was Frieda, of course. There was my 

nonexistant relation-ship with our daughter, Janie, who 

would be fourteen this year and needed a little more 

stability in her life than her mother provided. There was 

the job. And there were the endless nights sitting by myself 

in my tiny apartment, staring numbly at the TV, wondering 

why my life couldn't be like a beer commercial. 

Maybe Schenk was right--maybe I had killed Gorodenko. 

Maybe I'd resented his not listening to my complaints, and 

decided I didn't need any more of his. Maybe he'd sensed 

this, found someone more sympathetic, and driven into the 

Des Plaines River on his way to see him. Or maybe I just 

should have helped him stop drinking instead of encouraging 

it. Friends helped friends kick their habits; Jim France had 

helped me quit smoking. 

Carlisle ambled in, smiling and wiping his hands with a 

towel. "I didn't tell you--Priscilla's shitcanned another 

marriage." 

"Weren't we expecting that?" I asked, and realized I'd 

shifted into listening mode without thinking. 

"Yeah, I guess so." He leaned against the wall, 

blocking my view of the painting. "She caught him with 

another woman, of course. Funny thing is, she wasn't some 
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nineteen-year-old playmate of the month--she was forty-six. 

Millionaire's wife, apparently a regular customer at that 

club where he danced." 

"Well, she who lives by the sword. . . ."I let the 

sentence hang, and looked away from his pleading smile. 

When I didn't say anything else he gave up and returned to 

the kitchen. 

The microwave oven purred, then beeped and fell silent. 

Dishes and silverware clattered. Then I heard a clanging 

and Carlisle entered, wearing an idiotic grin and banging a 

triangular rancher's chow bell. 

"Very appropriate for oriental food," I muttered, 

rising. 

He frowned and stopped banging. "Geez, life of the 

party." Then he brightened. "I've got an excellent Chinese 

beer. Take the edge off." 

At that moment I wanted to take Carlisle's head off. I 

later wished I had. 

"k "k ie 

Gorodenko was murdered. 

I don't know exactly when I realized it--no bulbs lit 

up over my head or anything like that. But I was an old 

homicide cop, and homicide cops expect the worst because 

they usually find it. Forget what cops say on the stand; 

first they know, then they prove. 

So, after dinner, during which Carlisle regaled me with 
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his escapades with some redhead from up the street, I sacked 

out on his couch for about two hours, then sneaked out and 

headed into Joliet. 

Gorodenko lay in some notoriety. The Will County 

morgue has housed more than its share of celebrities--mostly 

Mafiosi, their various victims, enemies, and friends. I 

pushed my way through the heavy doors, flashed my facility 

ID at the kid at the desk, and trundled back to the 

freezers. Another kid started out of a sound sleep when I 

knocked gently on his desk, and almost tripped over his own 

feet as he made his way to the slab containing Gorodenko. I 

waved the kid away and yanked it out myself, then took a 

deep breath and pulled the sheet back. 

Gorodenko looked like he'd gone the distance with 

Tyson. His face and head were bruised almost everywhere, 

and a deep laceration angled down his forehead and ended in 

his left eyesocket. There were two teeth missing and a great 

deal of dried blood, not from the cut, near his left ear. I 

pulled the sheet farther down; the impact bruises on his 

chest had doubtless been made by the steering wheel. I gave 

the rest of the torso a cursory going-over and found nothing 

out of order, then picked up his right hand. The knuckles 

were skinned, and there were indentations in the palm. 

Gorodenko's fingernails were very long; assuming he'd made a 

fist recently, they would explain the indentations. I 

examined the right hand for a few moments more, then picked 
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up the left. It seemed perfectly okay. 

I let go the hand and bent over Gorodenko's face again. 

Something about his expression bothered me. I'd seen the 

faces of too many frightened corpses not to know fear when I 

saw it, but Gorodenko's face showed no trace of fear. 

Rather, the way the muscles in the jaw were tensed, the way 

the teeth were slightly splayed as if he'd been grinding 

them together, he'd more likely been angry. 

The booze odor was getting to me--he smelled like he'd 

been left to pickle in a vat of Stoli's--so, after offering 

him a final, apologetic glance, I pulled the sheet over him 

again and rolled him back into the freezer. I cast a glance 

around the place; like all such places it was spotless. 

Cleanliness really was next to godliness, I thought, since 

it seemed to be reserved for the dead. As I headed for the 

door I called, "Thanks," to the attendant who, probably fast 

asleep again, didn't even raise his head. 

I started towards home, part of me on autopilot while 

the rest reviewed what I'd seen. I wasn't that familiar with 

car crash victims, but I had seen plenty of beating victims, 

and Gorodenko looked more like one of them. Somehow the 

booze clinched it much tighter than the visible wounds. 

Gorodenko was a drunk, but he was a very careful drunk, a 

fastidious drunk. I knew this because I was his drinking 

buddy. The only way he could have wound up soaked in 

alcohol was if someone else had done the soaking. 
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So there it was: he'd been kidnapped, thrown in his 

car, doused with booze, and the car launched towards the 

river. Almost too easy. But most murders are that easy. 

Since it takes a lot to kill a two-hundred pound adult male, 

it's hard for the killer to make it look like he didn't work 

at it. Cops know that, but most people don't, at least until 

they actually try to pull off a murder, and then their 

efforts to cover things up are pathetic. If I went to the 

crash site, I'd probably find the brick the killers had used 

to weight the accelerator. 

But I'd also probably find some Joliet blues, waiting 

for the perp to "return to the scene of the crime"--because 

most perps really are that stupid, something else cops know. 

So I'd be arrested, and Schenk, who was not a cop but 

somehow had also been expecting foul play, would rejoice. 

And if we were right, if Gorodenko had been murdered, why 

the hell was Schenk so eager to pin it on me? 

Because he knew Tisch and Lombard were the killers? 

Suppose they'd showed up at Gorodenko's place after I 

left, he'd told them to fuck off (or the Russian equivalent 

--he had trouble speaking English when drunk), and things 

had gone downhill from there. Maybe they'd thought they'd 

killed him when they'd really just knocked him unconscious, 

and they'd panicked and tried to cover it up. Then, knowing 

better than to call me, Gorodenko's friend, or Carlisle, 

nobody's friend but his own, they'd called Schenk and begged 
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for his protection. And Schenk, knowing they were the talent 

and were therefore more important to "continued scientific 

progress" than a nobody like me. . . . 

But maybe Schenk--who, granted, had probably blamed me 

out of knee-jerk panic--was right. Maybe I was trying too 

hard to blame Tisch and Lombard. Gorodenko was essentially 

an innocent man, the worst kind of victim: cops knew 

innocent people could be killed by anybody for literally any 

reason. Maybe he'd been mugged. Maybe he'd witnessed a 

crime. Maybe he'd been running from someone, an old enemy, 

even the KGB. If that were true, the FBI would latch onto it 

pretty quick. With someone like Fitzgerald in charge of the 

investigation, the Bureau would latch onto everything pretty 

quick. 

Which meant, I thought as exhaustion hit me like a 

wrecking ball, I could worry about this in the morning. Time 

for automatic shut-down, something every rookie cop's got to 

learn within six months or go nuts. 

But I couldn't shut down. I kept wondering what Kohls 

had been doing at the facility. If the accident had happened 

around midnight, Kohls wouldn't have had time to get there 

if he'd been summoned from Washington. 

3 

It was nearly six by the time I got home. I slept for 

another hour and a half or so, then showered, dressed, 

grabbed a quick breakfast, and was back at the facility 
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before nine. Jeff Price was sad, but he seemed more 

interested in how I felt. I thanked him for his concern, and 

decided not to tell him he'd forgotten to check my ID twice 

in a row. 

My office was a third the size of Carlisle's but it was 

still larger than anything I was used to. I also thought it 

was better than his. My walls were light blue, and the art, 

though still fairly avant-garde, was easier to understand. 

My book-shelves actually held books--mostly technical 

manuals for the security equipment and several volumes of 

standard security procedures for facilities like this one--

but dammit, they were books. Finally, I had a view of the 

little duck pond the land-scapers had fashioned out of an 

excavation. I wasn't usually much on duck ponds, but it 

beat Carlisle's view of the green-houses and settling tanks 

in the facility's back yard. 

I made my call to Berwyn about the sideswiper and was 

politely informed the car had been stolen. Would I like to 

know when and if the car was recovered? No, I said 

truthfully, I wouldn't. When I hung up, Tisch and Lombard 

were standing in my doorway. As if presenting a long-

rehearsed show, they alternated offering cliche*d sympathies 

like a vaudeville comedy team. They even looked a little 

like Laurel and Hardy: Tisch, the taller, thinner one, wore 

Laurel's expression of weariness, while Lombard had Hardy's 

wide-eyed earnestness. I've never liked Laurel and Hardy. 
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During a pause in the performance--maybe one of them 

had forgotten his lines--I remarked, "I should be the one 

offering sympathy. You worked with Vladimir, knew him much 

better than I did." I'd said this more to close the show 

than for any other reason. 

But they immediately tightened up, as if some invisible 

babysitter had clamped huge hands around their throats. "In 

addition to his extraordinary gifts as a scientist," Tisch 

finally choked out, "he was a remarkably personable and 

caring human being." He looked to Lombard for confirmation, 

and Lombard intoned, "He will be difficult to replace in our 

hearts as well as in the workplace." 

Last night he was a token immigrant; now he was a 

Schweitzer. I stared at them. "I admire your 

professionalism, guys, but I was wondering if you would 

clear something up for me." 

More tightening. "What is it?" Lombard asked behind 

clenched teeth. 

"Just that when Vladimir and I were out together, he 

always told me how much you two hated him and took advantage 

of him. And now here you are, telling me how much you're 

going to miss him. Now, it may just be a misunderstanding, 

but it would ease our inquiry into the accident if, er, 

discrepancies like this were resolved. Wouldn't you agree?" 

I was having so much fun watching them squirm I almost 

hoped they wouldn't answer. But they did, Tisch first, and 
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with more strength than I'd given him credit for: "We 

afforded him every professional and social courtesy. Perhaps 

he thought we were patronizing him." 

Lombard took up the thread like a relay runner: "In 

fact, if anyone's been taken advantage of, it's us. I've 

lost track of the number of times we covered for Gorodenko." 

"Covered for him?" 

"For his drunkenness," Tisch explained, growing testy 

now. 

"Drunkenness which you encouraged," Lombard added in 

the same tone. 

I let this ride. "You mean he came to work drunk?" 

"More often than not," Tisch snapped. 

"This is the first I've heard of it." 

"Why does that not surprise me?" Tisch sneered. To 

Lombard, in a low, conspiratorial tone: "I also won't be 

surprised if it's discovered somewhere down the line that 

Gorodenko was a Soviet agent." 

I was a little stunned by this and just sat there. 

Tisch elbowed Lombard and announced, "Come on, we've 

discharged our obligation to this man, I think." 

"I agree," Lombard said, and they turned and left, 

their strides and other movements synchronized perfectly. 

Had Vladimir been drunk on the job? Nah, he took too 

much pride in his work for that. I thought about going back 

to the lab and talking to a couple of the other geneticists, 
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but they'd probably repeat what Tisch and Lombard had said-

it was best not to get on the talent's bad side. They'd 

probably even confirm that he'd been a Soviet agent. This, 

by the way, was more believeable than the drunkenness. 

Vladimir had trashed the Soviets an awful lot, and it was 

supposedly a time-honored spy tradition to trash your 

employers to throw suspicion off yourself. Add the fact that 

he'd gone out of his way to befriend me, the local Russian-

hater, and. . . . 

No, that was too easy, too neat. Tisch and Lombard 

wanted me, the Russian-hater, to be as glad Vladimir was 

dead as they were. Why? Because then I might not be so eager 

to nail them for his murder? 

But their clumsy attempt to discredit Gorodenko only 

served to convince me Tisch and Lombard hadn't killed him. 

They'd merely delivered me a message. From Schenk, perhaps? 

He seemed the clumsy type. But what about Kohls and his 

convenient presence in town? He was more promising, but he 

had asked for the investigation into the possibility of foul 

play. Maybe he thought the murder would never be traced to 

him; but why the hell would a State Department official want 

to kill a Soviet emigre'? 

Great. So far, I had too many suspects and hardly any 

motive. Tisch and Lombard were my only leads. For want of 

anything better to do, I flicked on my CRT and called up 

their personnel files, thinking it might be useful to find 
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out how recently others besides myself or Carlisle had 

accessed them. I discovered they had been accessed by 

someone named "TYR" five times since the last routine 

security check in March, and once already this month. When 

asked to identify TYR, the computer answered, UNABLE TO 

COMPLY--POTENTIAL CLIENT SECURITY VIOLATION. TYR was 

someone outside the facility and, though the computer knew 

who that someone was, it wasn't going to tell me without 

that someone's permission. 

TYR could have been anybody, of course. The big 

Washington mainframes had thousands of users, many of whom 

utilized group passwords. I was familiar with a few, used by 

the Bureau or Treasury for routine security inquiries; but 

as a courtesy they always asked permission before accessing 

the files. Whoever this TYR was had not, but perhaps TYR 

simply wasn't aware of this protocol. However, since all TYR 

activity had occurred before Schenk had taken over the 

Agriculture post in Chicago, it was entirely likely TYR was 

Schenk himself, and that he'd accessed every file in an 

effort to get a working knowledge of facility personnel. 

But I was intrigued by this TYR thing now and kept 

going--into my own file. It's an odd paradox, but when you 

work security at a quasi-private installation, you check 

everybody's file but your own. I hadn't looked at my file 

in months, but someone else had. It had been accessed at 

least twenty times in the past several weeks, the latest the 
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day before yesterday. 

The day before Gorodenko's death. 

Which meant, in my case, TYR definitely wasn't Schenk. 

For some reason I was under close scrutiny from On High. 

Either that, or there was a huge demand for my services in 

every government agency and, even now, people were lining up 

to offer me exciting, high-paying jobs in exotic locales. 

Yeah, and tomorrow Frieda would beg me on her knees to 

come back home. I closed my file and called up the one I 

should have accessed in the first place: Gorodenko's. 

No TYR inquiries at all. 

Thoroughly confused, wishing I'd never begun this line 

of inquiry, I snapped off the CRT and sulked at my desk 

until Jeff Price strolled by on his way to the timeclock. He 

waved and tossed me the morning Tribune. I waved back, 

opened it and, after a few moments' search, found the short 

piece on Gorodenko. There was no mention of his 

drunkenness, and Schenk's statement was a model of laudatory 

prose. I reread the article, then turned to the sports page. 

I'm a box score junkie, and I was going through them for the 

second time when Carlisle came in. 

To my surprise, he looked terrible. His jacket was 

smeared with dirt, his shoes were scuffed, and his usually 

immaculate coif was mussed. "Press," he explained as he 

dumped his attache' case on the desk. "Ambushed me outside 

the house this morning. Tripped on a goddam crack in the 
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sidewalk trying to get away from them." 

"But they've already got the story," I said, and held 

up the Tribune. 

"Tell them that." He collapsed into a chair. "God, the 

shit those idiots think of," he went on, rubbing his face 

with his hand. "One girl wanted to know how Gorodenko's 

death would affect glasnost. Glasnost. for Christ's sake!" 

He looked at me then as if seeing me for the first time. 

"Where'd you run off to last night? Thought I'd have to roll 

you out of the rack this morning." 

"Decided to go home, save you the trouble." It was one 

of my better lies. 

"Well, you could've saved me some trouble if you'd 

stayed." He sulked awhile, seemed to expect an apology. We 

sat and stared at each other like Bobby Fischer and Boris 

Spassky before I finally offered him one. He immediately 

smiled and asked, "What you doing for lunch?" almost shyly. 

"Got to run some errands." It was getting easier to lie 

to him; actually, I'd planned to eat in today. 

"Well. . . ."He stood, looked lost for a moment, then 

headed for the door. "Call me if you change your mind," he 

said, and left. 

Now I had to go somewhere for lunch. Maybe I'd go to 

Aurora and interview Vladimir's neighbors, see if they'd 

seen or heard anything unusual. It might be difficult--the 

police would probably have interviewed them by now, and 
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they'd be reluctant to talk to me--but I had nothing to 

lose. In the meantime, there was something else I could try. 

I stood and headed for the computer center. 

I'd nicknamed Charlie Tang, our computer supervisor, 

"Kuomintang" because he was as dour and belligerant as 

Chiang-Kai-Shek. His desk sat like a castle behind a wall of 

hardware and surrounded by a moat of printouts that were 

probably a year old at least. He was in an especially good 

mood because he actually looked up when I walked in, and his 

usual greeting, "What you want?" was only a little below 

freezing. 

I decided to match him BTU for BTU. "Hello, Charlie, 

how's the family?" He spent sixteen hours a day at the 

facility, and not because his workload demanded it. 

"What you want?" he demanded again, and turned away. 

Now that things were back at their normal temperature, 

I felt comfortable enough to proceed. "Got a little problem. 

I was wondering if there were some way you could bypass a 

client security lock." 

His head snapped around so fast it hurt me to see it. 

"You crazy? Could lose my job for that." 

"I can get authorization." 

He turned away again, seemed to consider this. "Who the 

client?" 

"Someone in Washington. Actually, all I need is a list 

of subscribers to a password." 
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He acted like someone had shoved a gun into his back. 

"No way, Jose'," he said, and stood and moved away from me. 

"Oh come on, Charlie, what's the harm?" I shouted, 

following him. "Surely a whiz like you can cover it up so no 

one'11 know who was looking." He waved me away and tried to 

hide behind a tape drive console. "Look, Charlie, would it 

help if I said it was personal? This guy's accessing my 

personnel file, and I don't like anyone doing that without 

my say-so." 

"What you expect?" He returned to the desk and busied 

himself with some printouts. "You work for Uncle Sam now, 

you got no secrets. Capeesh?" 

I shrugged, hands out wide, palms up. "If you don't 

think you can do it, just tell me. I'll understand." His 

glare formed a glacier between us, then he returned to the 

printouts. "Well, if you change your mind, let me know. I'd 

make it worth your while." He turned his back, and I looked 

at it a minute, then wandered out, wondering what he was so 

afraid of. 

Back in my office I called up his file. It'd been 

accessed by TYR, too, of course. After that, I called up the 

files of the facility's non-research personnel, down to the 

lowest janitor. TYR showed no interest whatsoever in any of 

them. But then, why should he? These people didn't deal with 

anything important. Gorodenko had, though, and TYR hadn't 

seemed interested in him, either. 
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I snapped off my CRT again. I felt like I'd been 

shipwrecked on a peninsula of some lost continent, and that 

the continued existence of all other continents demanded I 

make a thorough, if solitary, exploration of this one. 

*k ic ic 

My lunch expedition to Gorodenko's apartment house was 

a washout: none of the neighbors was home. This registered 

as odd: Vladimir had once told me they were all senior 

citizens. Maybe they'd gone to a Gray Panther rally. I left 

each my card and my home number, along with a plea to call 

me. 

Then I walked to the Wig and Pissle. Looking right at 

home in my three-piece and wingtips, I waded through the 

working-class lunchtime crowd to Wicsnoski's office. I 

rapped loudly on the door; when it opened a crack two huge 

eyes surveyed me fiercely for a moment. Then it opened all 

the way and an arm like a side of beef motioned me forward. 

Wicsnoski looked and talked like Bluto from the Popeye 

cartoons. He was even cartoon pink. He waved me into a 

chair, demanded, "You come with more bad news?", then sat on 

the edge of the desk and began, or more likely resumed, 

picking his nose. 

"No, why should I?" 

"You Vladi's friend, but also a policeman too." He 

wrapped his arms around himself and I thought I heard him 

sob. "The police come, say they will take away my place." 
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It was possible, but I couldn't let him be distracted 

by that right now. "Nobody's taking your place away, all 

right? They can't. This is America. They might make you pay 

a fine, but--" 

"A fine is bad enough. I barely make it." He abandoned 

one nostril, moved to the other. "What you want?" 

"Just to know if Vladimir came back last night." 

"No. I already tell the police, I close soon after you 

leave. It was slow." 

Which meant he'd probably tried to take the babe at the 

bar to bed. "Did you see or hear anything unusual when you 

closed?" 

"Nothing." 

"You sure?" 

"I tell you, I saw nothing." He was really reaming his 

nostril now. 

"Would it help if I told you Vladimir was murdered?" 

He yanked his finger out of his nose, reached into a 

breast pocket for a filthy handkerchief, blew his nose 

loudly. "I saw nothing," he insisted, his voice muffled by 

the cloth. 

Behind him on the desk the phone rang and he almost 

fell off the desk reaching for it. "Yes! Yes!" he shouted 

when he finally grabbed it. He sat behind the desk and 

immediately started shouting into the receiver in Polish, 

and shouted again after the caller's replies. He seemed to 
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forget I was there until, quite abruptly, he put a huge hand 

over the receiver and said curtly, "I am sorry. I will be 

some time with this call. Perhaps we talk later." 

I shrugged and stood; I thought I heard him hang up as 

I shut the office door. He didn't call me back in, and I 

hadn't expected him to: he was scared, just like 

Kuomintang. And how had he learned I'd been a "policeman"? 

Nothing kills good bar conversation like dropping a cop's 

resume' in front of everybody's beer. I grabbed a burger at 

a handy drive-in and headed back to the facility. 

4 

I had a call waiting in my office. I pressed the 

return-dial and a secretary answered, "Priscilla Sandweig's 

office." Who the hell was Priscilla Sandweig? I apologized, 

said there'd been a wrong number somewhere, and hung up. 

Not five minutes later she called back. "Mr. Torrance? 

This is Priscilla Sandweig, Denny's sister." 

Omigod. "Uh, yeah, Ms. Sandweig, he's told me a lot 

about you." 

"Not as much as he's told me about you, I bet." She 

paused, no doubt expecting a snappy comeback. 

The best I could do was, "Is there, uh, something I 

could--" 

"Actually, I was thinking I could do something for both 

of us. I have an extra ticket to the symphony tonight. 

They're doing Prokoviev's Third Piano Concerto with Andre' 
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Watts. It's my absolute fave piece in the whole world, and I 

was wondering if you'd like to go." She was rushing through 

the words, not out of nervousness but out of an obvious 

self-confidence that compelled persistence. 

My stomach had knotted up, and I knew better than to 

blame the burger I'd eaten. "Sorry, not tonight. I'm in the 

middle of something." 

"Not a relationship. Denny told me that." 

Had he told her my dick length as well? "No, it's work 

related. It's likely to go on for some time, too." 

"Is it about your friend's death? I'm so sorry." 

"Thank you." 

"Maybe you just need time to mourn. I know how that 

is. " 

"I'm sure you do." She sounded like the kind of woman 

who counts the death of a goldfish as a world-ending 

tragedy. 

"Well, if you change your mind, there's still an 

afternoon performance on Sunday. Who knows, it might even be 

a decent day, and we could walk on the lakefront 

afterwards." 

Christ, would she never give up? "Sounds tempting. 

Really, very tempting. I'll just have to call and let you 

know." 

"Please do. Oops, got another call. I'll have my 

secretary give you my home number, okay? Bye!" She took her 
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other call and her secretary gave me the number. She seemed 

so ambivalent I almost asked her out instead. As I hung up I 

wondered, now that Gorodenko was out of the picture, if 

Carlisle intended to press the issue with his sister. 

I decided to do my five minutes' worth of work for the 

day. Today it meant signing off on the tests of the new 

motion and bodyheat detectors we'd installed last month. We 

weren't worried as much about foreign saboteurs as we were 

about curious local kids crawling under the fence. That 

done, I routed the documents to Carlisle and returned to the 

Tribune box scores, but the day's weirdnesses made it 

impossible to concentrate on them. I'd decided to stroll 

back to the labs and ask some of the other scientists some 

innocent questions about Gorodenko, just to see what 

reactions I'd get, when Carlisle walked in my office. 

"So what did you do for lunch?" he asked. His stride 

was energetic, purposeful; he had something on his mind. 

"Ran errands, like I said." My reply was more curt than 

I'd intended. "You?" 

"Went home. Changed clothes." He stopped, offered me a 

view, and seemed disappointed when I didn't render an 

opinion. He shrugged and sat facing me. 

He didn't seem to be in any hurry to get to whatever 

was bugging him, and I wasn't about to rush him. "Press 

gone?" I asked idly. 

"Yeah. Why'd you run your errands in Aurora?" 
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How did he know that? "Why'd you have Priscilla call 

me?" I demanded, hoping to deflect him. 

He seemed a little embarrassed. "Who says I did?" 

"She expressed her deepest sympathies over Vladimir's 

death." 

"Okay," he frowned, "maybe she jumped the gun a little. 

I thought you'd be lonely. I was just looking out for you." 

He had a way of looking like a whipped dog. Women probably 

loved it, but I fantasized about seeing those hound-dog eyes 

shining in my car's headlights. The look quickly vanished, 

though, and he added, "Which is why I asked what you were 

doing in Aurora. Don't deny it, I saw your car." 

He had me. My Chevy was two-tone green both putrid 

shades of green, of course, but I couldn't afford to get it 

painted--and there weren't many like it on the road. "Okay, 

let's just say I was participating in the investigation of 

Gorodenko's death." 

"That's what I thought," he groaned. "I know Vladimir 

was your friend, but you really should leave this to 

Fitzgerald and the cops. Why get your hands dirty?" 

"Because Vladimir was my friend, and I think he was 

murdered." 

Rather than be surprised and ask why I thought so, he 

immediately snapped, "You better hope Schenk doesn't find 

out what you're up to." 

"What do you mean?" I demanded with a mixture of anger 
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and elation. 

"Bastard called me this morning--woke me out of a sound 

sleep!--and reemphasized the 'delicacy' of this situation. 

The long and the short of it is, if you go snooping around, 

giving people the idea there might be more to this than what 

the police and the media have said, pretty soon they'll 

start to believe it. One thing will lead to another and 

there'll be a scandal. Even if the facility doesn't close, 

our heads'11 be the first on the chopping block." 

I smiled into his rigid glare. "Did he actually say 

that? Did he actually threaten you?" 

"Hell yes, he actually threatened me." He leaned 

forward and added, "You may be able to afford losing this 

job, pal, but not me, not when I'm this close to having my 

pension vest." 

When Carlisle started talking about his pension it was 

time for me to back off. "I'll try not to ruffle anyone's 

feathers," I pouted. 

"You'll 'try' to stay the hell out of this," Carlisle 

growled. Then he softened. "Look, Stan, I know how obsessive 

you get about these things. You told me all about that 

terrorist you and the Feds were chasing--what was his name--

Ballard?" 

"Bellou." 

"Right. Matter of fact, I remember a dream you told me 

you had about him--you were the prosecuting attorney, and 
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you showed him pictures of all the people he'd blown up, and 

you harangued and harangued him, and finally he broke down 

in tears and begged you for forgiveness while the judge put 

a black cap over his head and told the bailiff to string him 

up. Have you had the same dream about this. . . alleged 

killer?" 

I knew where this was going, and I decided to humor 

him. "I probably will eventually. Maybe if more cops had 

dreams like that--" 

"Stan, Stan! You're not a cop any more! I mean, geez, 

you fought the good fight all those years, and what did it 

get you? Booted out on your ass." 

"That wasn't my fault!" It's one thing to be an 

overpaid flunky, but I wasn't going to let him get away with 

belittling the time I'd made a difference, and I said so. 

"Nobody's belittling you, Stan. I'm just saying that 

this time you can't make a difference." He leaned forward, 

thumped the desktop with a finger. "If I were you, I'd look 

at this job as early retirement. Hell, you're making three 

times what you made as a cop, and you're working about one 

fiftieth as much. It's a dream job by anybody's standards. 

Don't fuck it up." 

When he didn't say anything else I figured he'd tired 

of his game. I certainly had, and I asked, "Are you 

through?" 

"Are vou?" He stood, reached across the desk, and 
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swatted my shoulder. "If Gorodenko was murdered, I'm sure 

you'll be the first to know. In the meantime, remember who 

you're working for." And, grinning, he left. 

"Remember who you're working for"? I was working for 

the United States government, whose job it normally was to 

protect its citizens. But since that didn't seem to apply in 

Gorodenko's case, maybe it was time for me to quit. I'd been 

looking for an excuse. 

But I couldn't. I was even more trapped in this job 

now: it provided access to all kinds of areas I'd never be 

able to get close to on the outside, and I'd need that 

access to catch Gorodenko's killer. Of course, if I kept 

accessing them overtly, Carlisle would probably fire me. I 

therefore decided to put my expedition to the lab to 

question the other scientists at least temporarily on hold. 

In the meantime, there were other things I could do, 

one of which was to talk to Fitzgerald. He answered on the 

first ring, and seemed pleased to hear from me. I even had 

to insist he call me "Stan" again. Then, decorum thus 

observed, I asked how his end of the investigation was 

going. 

"About as expected," he said. His guarded tone annoyed 

me. "Aurora police and Will County sheriff haven't turned up 

anything unusual. I'm still waiting to hear from the State 

police on the condition of the car." 

"Suppose I told you I'd uncovered something 'unusual,'" 
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I said impatiently. 

It was his turn to be annoyed. "I'd be interested to 

hear what it is, of course, though you don't have any 

jurisdiction here. Which means I'd also be very interested 

to know how you just happened to 'uncover' it." 

"Just think of me as a concerned citizen." Before he 

could respond I began telling him everything, complete with 

all the maybes and might-have-beens. I went over my computer 

odyssey in especially minute detail, and ended with, "I 

don't suppose you could get a list of TYR subscribers?" 

"That's hard to say." 

"Yes or no?" I demanded. "Can you say that?" 

"Yes." 

"You can say it? Or you can do it?" 

"Yes." 

What was this--humor from Fitzgerald? "Look," I 

sighed, "talk to Fred Stepperton. I was with the CPD anti-

terror squad. I'm the guy who proved the connection between 

the FALN and the Canadian KGB resident. It happened when you 

were still hitting keggers on campus, but Stepperton will 

know all about it." There it was: my fabled exploits, 

working with the joint FBI/CPD unit that scored some heavy 

points against outfits like the Puerto Rican terrorists of 

FALN. 

"I heard about it," Fitzgerald said. "Wasn't the link 

that guy Bellou?" 
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The room temperature dropped about twenty degrees. 

"Yes." 

"Didn't he later get away from some CPD cop, just walk 

right out of a hotel and--" 

"TYR," I said, shivering. "You going to tell me or 

not?" 

"Look, Stan," he said, his voice switching to a 

standard FBI Mister Reasonable-But-Above-It-All voice, "I 

probably could check on this for you, but it would mean 

exceeding my brief." 

"'Exceeding your brief'? Listen, sonny, I know a thing 

or two about Bureau protocols, and--" 

"Save it, Torrance. I'm a rookie, remember? Rookies 

don't break the rules. Not because we're scared, either, but 

because we've got no credibility. And who's going to listen 

to me now anyway, when all I've got is speculation and 

coincidence? When and if I do go outside the wire, I'll need 

something more substantial." 

"Then I'll just have dig up something more 

substantial." 

"You're not going to dig up a thing. If whoever is 

behind this knows you're running around kicking over stones, 

they're going to destroy what evidence there is before the 

police can get to it. They may have already started." 

"Thanks for the compliment, I think." 

"You're welcome. Here's an insult: it was damned stupid 
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of you to go to the morgue this morning. Now they can do 

anything they like to the body and blame you for it." 

This kid may have been a rookie, but he was damned 

bright. "Sorry, I never thought of that." 

"Well, you should have. You're not in homicide any 

more, Torrance, and you can't strut around like you own the 

place everywhere you go." He heaved a sigh. "Look, I want 

you to lock yourself in your office and play video games all 

day. That's all you facility security people usually do, 

isn't it?" 

If only he knew. "Yeah. That's why I got into in all 

this. I was bored." 

"Well, go on to the next level or something, and let me 

and the police handle this." 

"You sure have a lot of faith in the local cops. But 

then, you are a rookie." 

"Hey," he chuckled, "I learn fast." 

I chuckled back. "That you do. Fred Stepperton better 

watch out--you'11 have his job in no time." 

"I'll tell him you said that. Got to go. 'Bye." 

"'Bye." 

Fitzgerald was the second person to tell me to stay the 

hell out. But I liked him--and his reasons--better than 

Carlisle's. And why stick my neck out when I could sit back 

and enjoy having someone halfway intelligent on my side for 

a change? 
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Even so, the afternoon crawled by. I started working 

the Tribune crossword puzzle, but too often found myself 

gazing blankly at the opposite wall or out the window; even 

the ducks seemed subdued. At about three I went to the 

facility cafeteria out of habit--I'd sometimes met Gorodenko 

there--but the place seemed empty without him, and we 

lowlife non-scientists were never welcome there anyway. So I 

took my hot tea back to my office; when I got there I saw I 

had a call waiting. 

It was Schenk. "Hello, Stan," he said in the tone they 

use in precinct interrogation rooms to welcome back habitual 

offenders. 

Since we seemed suddenly to be on a first-name basis, I 

responded, "Arthur. What can I do you for?" 

"I wanted to apologize for my. . . remarks last night. 

They were unreasonable and, of course, quite 

unprofessional." As if this were the worse sin. "Like your 

friend Fitzgerald, I'm something of a novice myself. This is 

my first time handling a facility of this size and 

importance. I suppose it wouldn't be overstating the case to 

say I panicked." 

This was a performance, too, and not as good as Tisch 

and Lombard's. "Don't worry about it," I said indifferently. 

"Heat of the moment. Happens to the best of us." The worst, 

too. 
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"I appreciate your compassion, Stan." A theatrical 

pause. "There was one other. . . item." He seemed to expect 

me to ask him what it was, so I reluctantly did. Almost 

before the words were out of my mouth he said, "Denton has 

expressed to me his concern over your, shall we say, 

reluctance to leave the investigation of Gorodenko's death 

to the authorities. Don't misunderstand--I sympathize 

completely with your feelings, and with your background I'm 

sure you found it difficult to stay at home, as it were." 

Good old "Denton"--covering his ass as usual while he 

hung mine out to dry. Matching Schenk's tone exactly, I 

said, "Actually, Arthur, I see my efforts more as an 

augmentation. But it's academic anyway--Fitzgerald persuaded 

me to 'stay at home.'" 

"That's good," he said after a heavier sigh than I 

thought he'd intended. "That's what I like to hear. Denton 

said your heart was in the right place." 

At that moment, the "right place" would have been in 

Denton's throat, choking him to death. "Tell him I 

appreciate the good word," I muttered. 

Schenk ignored me. "In the meantime, accept my 

sympathies, and remember, my door is always open if you wish 

to share anything at all with me. In fact, I wish you'd 

remembered that sooner. Good afternoon, Stan." And he hung 

up before I could wish him the same. Not that I would have, 

of course. 
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I considered going to Carlisle and ripping him a new 

one for tattling on me, but soon thought better of it--the 

more docile I acted, the less the bad guys would worry about 

me, and the more careless they'd get, and the easier it 

would be for Fitzgerald to nail them. 

But I wished everyone would hurry up. The waiting was 

torture. 

* * * 

I went back to the crossword puzzle, and this time was 

able to concentrate a little better. As a result, five 

o'clock arrived a little quicker. I was one of the first out 

the door, though I knew Carlisle had me beat by at least 

fifteen minutes; and as I was passing through the outer gate 

Barry Jordan, the day guard, handed me a piece of yellow 

notebook paper. Large, crooked capitals said, MEET ME AT I-

55/12 6. There was no signature. 

"Who brought this?" I asked Jordan. 

"Big guy. Like Refrigerator Perry. Huge." 

"Black?" 

"White. Pink, actually. Looked like a heart attack 

waiting to happen." Jordan was a vegetarian and all-around 

health weirdo. 

"He say anything?" 

"Didn't say a word. Handed that to me, with another 

note saying to give it to you. He kept that one." 

"What did he drive?" 
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"Couldn't see. He parked on the road, walked up to the 

gate and back." 

I thanked him and, excited, raced away from the gate. I 

covered the five or so miles to the rendezvous in less than 

ten minutes. 

There was an abandoned gas station in a clump of pines 

where 1-55 and state route 126 met. The gas station had 

probably been abandoned because the state, in its wisdom, 

had designed the intersection so that if you got off the 

interstate you couldn't get back on going the same 

direction. The pay phone outside still worked, though, and 

lots of people used it--I had, many times. The station was 

hidden from the road, too, so it wasn't as if we would be 

conspicuous. 

I felt that way, that is, until I saw the guy's car--a 

battered red Pinto. Anybody driving by would probably think 

we were a couple of old demolition derby drivers. I pulled 

up close to the Pinto and honked my horn. The driver rolled 

down his window and glared my way. It was Wicsnoski, and I 

reached across, opened my passenger door, and he climbed in. 

The first thing he did was hand me ten crisp hundred-

dollar bills. "They gave me this," he whispered, "to say 

nothing." 

"Who gave it to you?" 

"A man in a suit. Young, big like me. Big smile, nice 

teeth." 
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No bells rang. "Who were you supposed to say nothing 

to? The police or me?" 

"Anyone." He held the money closer. 

I pushed his hand away. "Keep it. You earned it." 

He looked at me beseechingly, then stuffed the bills 

into his pocket and hung his head. "It is blood money. If I 

didn't need it so, I would tear it up. My place needs much 

repair." 

It was probably just enough to clean and disinfect the 

men's room. "What did they pay you not to say?" I prodded. 

In a tiny voice, he said, "I close early. It was slow. 

I go upstairs to my place, turn on the light, it burned out. 

I go back downstairs, get my flashlight, go back upstairs, 

try other lights. They burned out too. All lights burned 

out. Then I think, no, I blow a fuse. I look in kitchen for 

extra, but don't have. I go back downstairs, go outside, go 

to Seven-Eleven down the street." 

He was getting to the good part, because his voice was 

like the squeak of a rusty hinge. "I go past parking lot, 

see two guys beating up another. They hit him, he fall, they 

pick him up and hit him again. They laugh all the time, call 

him names." He paused, added, "Russian names. Bad, dirty 

names." 

Abruptly he started weeping. "I do nothing. I stand 

there and watch." He began to sob so hard the car shook. 

I put a hand on his shoulder. "Hey, no shame in that. 
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Nowadays it's smart not to get involved. Just tell me what 

else happened." I felt like a father comforting his son 

after a losing Little League game. 

He smiled up at me; apparently I'd make a hell of a 

Little League dad. "They saw me anyway, and stopped hitting 

the other man. Then one of them began to argue with someone 

else, someone I couldn't see." 

"He was probably in a car somewhere, watching the show. 

Could you hear his voice at all?" 

He shook his head. "No. Sorry." 

"That's all right. Go on." 

"He argue some more, then run towards me. I think he's 

going to shoot me and I start running, but I trip and fall. 

The man comes and helps me up, shows me official badge--" 

"What kind of badge? Police?" 

"It was dark. I couldn't see. He didn't let me see it 

very long anyway. He says it's okay, he knows I'm glad to be 

in America and I won't tell anyone what I saw." 

"Then he knew you." 

"I've never seen him. But so many people come to my 

place." 

"Did he explain what they were doing?" 

"No. He just reach into his pocket and unroll some 

money, tells me to fix my place up, it needs it. He stuff 

the money in my shirt pocket and run back to the parking 

lot." A huge tear rolled down his face. "I go on to Seven-
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Eleven. When I get there I look a long time at the pay-

phone, think about calling the police." 

"But you were afraid, afraid of the badge." 

"No, I think of the money in my pocket. They out of 

fuses so I go home." 

He sat there sniffing and choking. "Okay, okay," I 

soothed, "what's done is done. Anything else you're not 

supposed to tell me?" 

"I get phone call this morning. Voice thanked me--" 

"Same guy who gave you the money?" 

"No. It thanked me for not telling anyone what 

happened, and reminded me to keep quiet. It said you would 

probably come visit me sometime, but I should say nothing to 

you because you were a policeman, too." He shuddered. "When 

you come I fake a phone call from my sister. I'm sorry." And 

then the sobs came again. 

I let him sit there and sniff awhile. The part about 

the badge really spooked me. Then suddenly I reached for my 

wallet--scaring Wicsnoski pretty badly; he probably thought 

I was pulling a gun--and flipped it open to my Department of 

Agriculture ID. "Look at this," I barked. "Did the badge 

look like mine?" 

He took it with shaking hands, looked at it, then up at 

me, then back to the badge. Then he handed it back and 

turned away. "It was too dark," he muttered. "Too dark." 

Reluctantly I took the wallet back. "Maybe you could 
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describe it," I suggested. 

"It was too dark!" he bellowed. Suddenly he shoved the 

car door open, lurched outside, and tossed the thousand 

bucks at me. Then he slammed the door, climbed into the 

Pinto, and squealed away. I thought about chasing him, then 

remembered how fragile Pintos were and decided not to. 

But his escape didn't dampen my elation. At last I had 

some hard evidence. At last I could prove something. I could 

get that bruiser's prints off the bills, and maybe those of 

the person in the car--Gorodenko's real killer. 

5 

In a positively jaunty mood I merged onto the 

interstate headed for Chicago. I flipped on my car radio--

AM, of course; FM's for shit these days--and listened to the 

call-in show on the sports talk station for a while. As 

usual, most of the calls complained about the Cubs or White 

Sox; neither team had done a thing since their last titles, 

in '84 for the Cubs and '83 for the Sox. It's a Chicago 

baseball fan's right to complain, and I certainly did my 

share, but today I just didn't feel like listening to others 

do it, and I tuned to the only other decent station on the 

dial, the one that played what the hipsters called "elevator 

music." I roared along for a while, enjoying Sinatra, 

Bennett, early Streisand. Other drivers tended to give me 

plenty of room, and most of the traffic was outbound anyway. 

At six the music stopped, and an announcer read, badly, 
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a summary of the day's top news stories. One concerned an 

explosion that had killed nine people and injured two dozen 

others in a Quebec railway station. Ottawa wanted to blame 

the Quebec Liberation Front, or QLF, until it learned that 

three of the victims were QLF members. Bellou, my previous 

obsession (according to Carlisle), began his illustrious 

career with the QLF and I hoped he would be next. This 

thought made me even more jaunty. 

•k -k -k 

Though it was nearly six-thirty when I arrived at the 

FBI offices downtown there were still plenty of people 

bustling around. Clutching the old newspaper I'd wrapped the 

bills in, I signed in at the front desk and asked to see 

Fitzgerald. When the guard said he'd left for the day, I 

asked for Martina Rudd, lab supervisor. She was a lot easier 

on the eyes. 

I didn't have to wait very long for a sighting. She was 

about forty-five and tallish, with short, vaguely 

undisciplined black hair and severe features. She had 

gorgeous gray eyes, and a laughing smile; her lab smock hid 

a terrific body. "Welcome, stranger," she cried, and gave me 

a big hug. She smelled great, too. 

She pulled away far too soon, then stepped back, looked 

me up and down, and shook her head. "So this is what you're 

spending all that money on." I hoped she meant the suit; I'd 

put on weight since she'd last seen me. 
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"Actually, Frieda is what I'm spending it on." 

She flashed that smile, and started back the way she'd 

come. "Don't try it, pal, you used up all my sympathy a long 

time ago. What do you want here, anyway?" 

I caught up with her and asked, "Would 'you' be out of 

the question?" I was only half joking: we'd dated a couple 

times after my divorce was finalized. She'd broken it off, 

though, and got engaged soon after. Her ring finger told me 

she was now married. 

She stopped, folded her hands, and looked heavenward. 

"Tonight, yes," she sighed in a teen-age crush tone. "Daryl 

and I are going to see 'Cats' downtown." 

I drew back as if from a bad smell. "How in the world 

could a woman like you marry a guy named 'Daryl'?" 

She grew pensive. "I've asked myself that same question 

more than once." Then, back in the teen-age crush tone, she 

added, "But then he takes me to 'Cats' and I'm in absolute 

heaven." I made a vomit-like gesture and she laughed, 

slapped my shoulder, and trotted ahead of me. 

I was more welcome in the FBI labs than I was at the 

facility's. I waved greetings to several familiar faces as 

Martina led me through a maze of cubicles. She finally 

stopped before a big black microscope. "So what brings you 

here?" she asked, and sat on a metal stool. 

"This." I spread out the paper on the counter next to 

the microscope and she whistled. "Can you get some prints 



58 

off these?" 

"Shouldn't be a problem, these're pretty new. How soon 

you want them?" 

"Well, if it won't delay nailing a serial killer 

. . . ." I let the sentence hang and smiled. 

She smiled back, gathered up the newspaper, opened a 

drawer, and dropped the newspaper into a plastic bag. As she 

shut the drawer, she said, "Probably be the day after 

tomorrow. Does Fred know about this?" 

"No, and I'd rather he didn't. If anyone asks, refer 

them to John Fitzgerald." He didn't know, either, but I'd 

tell him as soon as I could. 

"Johnny's a good kid," she grinned. Then she leaned 

against the counter, folded her arms, and grew serious. 

"This wouldn't have anything to do with that car accident 

last night, would it?" 

"It would." 

"I see," she said, raising her eyebrows. "Well, good 

luck," she added, returning to the microscope. "Maybe we can 

get it done a little sooner." 

"Thanks, Martina, you're a jewel." After another 

lingering look at her I turned and headed back the way we'd 

come. 

Her voice halted me. "Say, I forgot to tell you--Jim 

France is here. He's probably in Fred's office. Thought 

you'd want to say hello." 
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"Thanks, I will," I said, and trotted in that 

direction. 

I found I was more eager to see Jim France than I'd 

been to see Martina. Jim was one of the first Americans to 

attend the Israeli anti-terror "academy" and had chased SDS 

and other campus radical types over here for years. He'd 

helped refurbish CPD's anti-terror unit and had recommended 

me to head it. But whereas I'd gotten out of the terror 

business, he was in it more deeply than ever, briefing 

various subcommittees on the "terror network" and generally 

doing whatever else exceptionally competent government 

people did, which unfortunately was not nearly enough. We 

hadn't spoken to each other at any length since he'd gotten 

me the job at the facility. 

Jim was alone in Stepperton's office, and looked out of 

place amid Stepperton's model ships, golf trophies, and 

other yuppie accoutrements. He was sitting behind the desk, 

feet up, laughing into the telephone. When he saw me come in 

he brightened even more, said, "Honey, got to go. I'll see 

you tomorrow," and hung up. He jumped to his feet, trotted 

over, and held out his hand. "Stan!" he cried. "What the 

hell are you doing here?" 

"Looking for you," I said, taking his hand; it was 

warm, dry, and firm, as always. "Talking to your wife?" I 

suddenly couldn't remember her name. "Sorry if I 

interrupted." 
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"Don't be, we've been talking nearly an hour. Come on, 

have a seat." Christ, Jim had been married for over thirty 

years to the same woman, and they still could talk to each 

other in civil tones for an hour. I didn't know whether I 

admired him for that or hated him. 

I watched him go back behind the desk; his walk was a 

smooth, efficient motion, like everything else he did. He 

was short and fairly wide, but not an ounce of that width 

was fat. Bifocals assisted searching brown eyes, he had a 

stout crop of gray hair, and his broad face wore a smile 

almost all the time. He sat and folded his thick hands on 

the desk in front of him, and I took a seat facing him. 

"So, how's the Plainfield gig going?" he asked. 

For a moment I wanted to unload everything on him, but 

I decided I might sound ungrateful. Also, he might actually 

offer to intervene, and he had too much other important 

stuff going on. I thought he'd admire me more if I saw this 

through myself. 

"Pretty good," I said easily. "Carlisle can be an 

asshole at times, but--" 

"Hey, with some people it's genetic. You've got to 

forgive them." He accompanied this with a sweep of an arm 

around the office and a knowing nod. 

"What can I say, you're right as usual." After a pause 

I added, "What are you doing in town?" 

"I'm the keynote speaker at the National Police Chiefs 
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Coalition Convention." He said this in stentorian tones, 

hand to his chest. 

"Isn't that a bit of a comedown from senators and 

congressmen?" 

"Nah, I'm looking forward to it. I'd always rather talk 

to cops. They know what's really going on." 

He might have been alluding to the situation that had 

cost me my badge. But, since he'd suddenly grown melancholy, 

he probably wasn't. "Why not become a cop again yourself?" I 

asked, hoping to cheer him up a little. 

"Can't," he scoffed. "Got to put number five daughter 

through school yet--Harvard law," he added ominously--"then 

buy her a wedding. Which reminds me, how's--" He looked 

away, snapped his fingers. 

"Janie. She's fine, almost fourteen. Frieda's got her, 

so I don't see her much." 

Jim had always had the decency not to comment on my 

marital woes; now he grinned and said, "Better start saving 

for the wedding now." 

Partly to change the subject, partly to obey a sudden 

impulse, I asked, "What's the official line on the Quebec 

bombing?" 

"Changing of the guard. New blood bumping off the old. 

There's always some obscure ideological complaint, but in 

the end it's just greed. Limited funds, limited guns--and 

the younger guys want their hands on the goodies right now. 
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Happens in the IRA every twenty years like clockwork. 

Remember when the INLA was shooting it out with the Provos?" 

"So, officially, some of the Quebecois' young turks are 

trying to hijack the harem. How about unofficially?" 

He smiled hugely and leaned closer. "I think it was 

Bellou." 

Surprised, I asked, "Why? He wouldn't work with 'new 

blood,' would he?" 

"No way. LeBeau and Fontainot were practically his 

brothers. Third guy was just muscle." He grew serious. "Tell 

you what, Stan, this worries me. Maybe Bellou's gone nuts or 

something." 

"You sure it was him?" 

"Ninety-nine percent." He grinned slightly. "Maybe he's 

got AIDS and he's snuffing everyone he worked with so he can 

enjoy their company in hell." 

"With his sexual preferences, I wouldn't be surprised. 

But I'll bet Bellou takes precautions. He's the type who 

wants to go out with a bang, not waste away to nothing." 

"True." Pensive again, he muttered, "The real problem 

with Bellou being behind this is that it doesn't fit his 

recent pattern." 

"You mean, the change from red to black?" 

"Yeah. The Soviets toss a few rubles QLF's way, but as 

far as the rest of the terror network goes, QLF are third or 

fourth cousins." He looked at me expectantly. 
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"It's just about the only outfit he's worked for that 

he hadn't hit yet," I remarked, just to say something. 

He rubbed his chin with his thumb and forefinger. 

"There's something to that, certainly. He's offed most of 

his old buddies in Baader-Meinhof, Shining Path, the Provos, 

the Contras, whoever else. Maybe hitting QLF was inevitable. 

But killing LeBeau and Fontainot"--he threw up his hands in 

defeat--"I just can't figure it. Before, Bellou only killed 

one former 'brother' at a time, and it was always someone 

the entire network already considered soft. He lost no 

political capital, offended no future clients. But this 

stunt might cut him off from the network for keeps." 

"Maybe he got religion and he's trying to balance the 

books somehow. Stranger things have happened." 

"I suppose that could be it," he said politely. 

He sighed then, and there was something utterly weary 

and terribly painful about that sigh. It frightened me. 

"There's another possibility," he said, almost in a whisper. 

"I think someone made him a better offer." 

I was afraid to, but I asked anyway; maybe it's the 

masochist in me. "Who?" 

He turned to me and, eyes large and very sad, said 

softly, "Maybe the same guy who signs our paychecks." 

"You can't be serious," I said automatically. 

"I wish I weren't," he replied in a strained tone. 

"Bellou was knocking off major network players all over the 
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world until about nine months ago. Maybe"--he looked at me, 

pleading that I tell him what he believed wasn't true--

"maybe someone in CIA was running him, but they had to rein 

him in to avoid embarrassing Bush, who, as everyone knows, 

once ran the Company." 

"You think Bush might have been running him himself?" 

Again, it was something to say. 

He pulled back, as if this had never occurred to him. 

When he spoke again his tone told me he didn't completely 

believe what he was saying, but that he wanted to. "I don't 

think so. I don't think Bush is the ex-Company scumbag most 

ex-Company scumbags are. He was a caretaker Director, 

anyway, and he was gone long before Bellou would have 

switched sides. Still, it would have been embarrassing 

during the campaign, even if Bush himself would have 

denounced it." 

"You buy the 'kinder, gentler' bit, eh?" I said, trying 

to joke. 

But he ignored me. "You know, it could be the North 

American free-trade thing," he mused, rubbing his chin 

again. "Ottawa's getting worried about QLF again, but they 

really don't want to do anything about it. Politically, it's 

like pouring gasoline on a fire. But if we handled it--by 

'we' I mean CIA--Ottawa's hands are clean, and they might be 

grateful enough that they won't drive too hard a bargain 

when these trade talks open." He thumped the desk top with a 
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fist. "Hell, State wouldn't even have to deny our 

involvement. It could say we were afraid of QLF attacks on 

American citizens and property, like those dams on the St. 

Lawrence River." 

"You really think we'd be upfront about it?" I frowned. 

"Especially after innocent people were killed in Quebec?" 

"Hey, it's the breaks of the game. Besides, as long as 

no Americans were killed, John and Mary Jobholder in Peoria 

aren't likely to raise too much of a stink. What they will 

raise a stink about is the chronically shrinking job market, 

something a free-trade agreement with the Canadians might 

very well help cure. If that happens, Bush, the Company's 

patron saint, is assured a laudatory entry in the history 

books, something not many of our recent presidents have 

had." 

Shocked by this outpouring, I said, "This cynicism's 

new. " 

"Ah, Stan," he sighed, "you wouldn't believe how bad 

things have gotten in Washington. Hell, it's gang warfare 

there, but with words and money, not bullets." He yawned and 

stretched. "But maybe you're right. IF CIA is working for 

Ottawa on this, they'll want to keep it quiet. I doubt Bush 

even knows about it. He's pretty straight. Remember, Bush 

wasn't a spymaster, just a damned effective politician who 

took a job nobody else wanted, came along and helped the 

Agency put itself back together after all the crap in the 
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early '70s almost tore it apart. He gave them their pride 

back, not to mention their budget. There's a cadre of CIA 

executives that are very, very loyal to that man. If they 

were running a covert op that might hurt his election 

campaign, they'd have shut it down double-quick." 

"Then you think someone else in the Agency is--" 

"I've heard some rumors. In any case it wouldn't be the 

first time a terrorist contacted a representative of some 

nation's intelligence apparatus and offered his services." 

He leaned towards me and began playing with his wedding 

ring. "I mean, when it's all said and done, Bellou is just 

hired help. He's French-Canadian, true, but he's never had a 

political beef like Arafat. People like Arafat hire people 

like Bellou to make their 'statements' or whatever. But the 

point is that Bellou doesn't pay his own way. And, since 

Arafat's now a media darling, and with the Soviets suddenly 

in retreat everywhere, there's not a lot of people making 

statements any more." 

"So it's possible Bellou just waltzed into Langley and 

asked to be put on retainer?" 

"Essentially. And, given current market conditions, 

the retainer needn't have been all that much. But Bellou 

would be cheap at any price when you consider his operations 

expertise and, more important, his intimate knowledge of 

nearly every left-wing radical group in the world." 

"Use a thief to catch a thief." 
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"Exactly." 

"But," I blurted, "that practically makes Bellou one of 

the good guys!" 

He slapped the desk top hard; it sounded like a pistol 

shot. "Image rehabilitation, Stan," he declared with a 

bitter laugh. "It's the coming thing. Hell, it's already the 

rage in Washington. Better learn how it works, you may need 

it yourself someday." 

He glanced at his watch. "Time I got out of here. What 

are you doing for dinner?" 

"Well," I stammered, "I was--" 

"Going to ask if you could join me? Sure you can. I'll 

even buy. But you got to promise me: no shop talk." 

The desperation in his voice was also new, and I 

hastily agreed. A shadow I hadn't noticed seemed to leave 

his face, and he put an arm around me and led me from the 

office. 

* * * 

I followed him to an innocuous little Italian place I'd 

never heard of called Telicci's, where I ate the best veal 

parmesian I'd ever had in my life, and where I learned that, 

if we couldn't talk shop, Jim France and I had very little 

to talk about any more. I could tell the change in him had 

gone deeper than merely adopting cynicism; he spoke of his 

family in an especially tenacious way, as if terrified to 

let them go from his mind for an instant. By the time we 
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finished I'd begun to understand that his family represented 

the one thing, the one value, in his life he could still 

identify and depend upon. I didn't know whether to admire or 

hate him for that, either. 

He paid and then, outside, remarked that we should 

resume our correspondence. I agreed, though I knew he was 

just being polite, and he shoved his card into my hand, 

which he'd never done before, then waved, got into his car, 

and drove away. I drove home confused, half of me wanting 

the old Jim back, the other half insisting I should get to 

know the new, if only to try to restore some of his faded 

spiritual luster. He'd restored mine a number of times in 

the past; yet tonight he'd dealt it a serious blow. After 

all, what kind of a government would make deals with someone 

like Bellou? 

* * * 

When I got home it was only a little before ten, but 

too little sleep, and too much worrying about Jim, had taken 

an early toll. And of course, one look at the phone reminded 

me that Gorodenko's neighbors might have called while I was 

gone. Beat in every sense of the word, I headed right to 

bed. 

But after tossing and turning for half an hour I got up 

and rummaged around in the bathroom for some aspirin. I was 

trying to decide whether two would be enough when the phone 

rang. 
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I wanted to let it ring--at this hour it was probably 

someone selling something obscene. Besides Frieda--it was 

much too early for her--perverts were the only ones who ever 

called after dark. But letting the phone ring has the same 

effect on me as taking a pencil home from work has on other 

people, so I finally answered. 

It was Frieda. "About time you answered," she snarled. 

I managed a decent comeback: "What's the matter? No 

date tonight?" 

"I knew vou wouldn't have one. That's why I called. 

Just wanted to remind you Janie's birthday's coming up." 

"You needn't have bothered. I don't try to forget hers 

like I do yours." 

"Bullshit. You never had to try to forget mine. Or our 

anniversary, or--" 

"Is that all you wanted to tell me? I'm tired and I 

want to go to bed." 

"What's the matter? You been partying a little too 

hearty with that Russian friend of yours?" 

Whatever was holding back my anger snapped. "For your 

information, my 'Russian friend' is dead!" 

She'd softened, but not nearly enough, when she 

replied, "Sorry, I didn't know." 

"Well, maybe if you'd come out of yourself for once and 

read the papers, you would know! Now are we done here or 

not?" 
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"Yeah, I s'pose," she stuttered. "Just don't forget--" 

"I won't forget Janie's birthday! I said I wouldn't! 

Now leave me the hell alone!" And I slammed down the phone. 

I stood there a moment, dampening down, then returned 

to the bathroom for the aspirin. I felt a little dizzy as I 

shook the tablets into my hand; evidently my outburst had 

relieved some of my tension. I put the aspirin away and went 

back to bed, and was alseep within minutes. 

6 

When I got to the facility next morning I was greeted 

by a newer, shabbier version of Laurel and Hardy--Fred Brody 

and Ray Dunn of the Joliet police. I knew them slightly; 

unlike most small-town detectives they were pretty 

competent, but like most small-town detectives they thought 

they were hot shit. They grunted a greeting and eyed me like 

I'd just been released after twenty years of hard time, and 

with understandable reluctance I led them to my office. 

I took a long time getting comfortable at my desk 

before I asked, as innocently as I could, "What can I do for 

you guys ?" 

"We thought you might tell us about your relationship 

with Dr. Gorodenko," Brody began. He bit off the words like 

he was chewing tough meat. 

"In a very off-the-record, informal sort of way," Dunn 

added. At least he was trying to be pleasant. 

"I'll make it on the record if you like," I said, 
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trying to keep from mocking them too much. 

"That would be even better," Dunn said, and smiled 

thinly. 

"How did you two first. . . get together?" Brody asked. 

"He wanted to go to a Cubs game. He hadn't ever been to 

a baseball game before." 

"Did he have a good time?" Dunn asked. 

"He had a great time. Got falling down drunk, made 

passes at a couple of vendors--" 

"Did that embarrass you?" Dunn again. 

"Nah, I was pretty potted, too. I probably would have 

tried the vendors myself but they were underage, and I've 

got a daughter who's--" 

"What did you do after the game?" Brody asked, really 

hard-eyed now. 

"Went back to my place. I was too loaded to drive him 

home." 

Dunn: "Did you go to any more ball games?" 

"Just one more. Same things basically happened. Oh no, 

I take that back. He almost caught a foul ball. He was 

thrilled about that." 

Brody: "But you never went to another game?" 

"You guys know how expensive it is. And he didn't like 

sleeping on my cot. Said it hurt his back." 

Dunn, after a pause and a knowing nod from Brody: "Did 

you do anything else?" 
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Ducking his implication, I replied, "No, just went 

drinking. He came to my office one night, asked if I wanted 

to go with him. Said he knew a place where he could drink 

almost for free." 

Dunn: "The Pig and Whistle?" I nodded. "Why could he 

drink almost for free?" I repeated the business about 

Wicsnoski hating Soviets. 

Brody, after another pause: "Sure that's all you two 

did?" 

That was enough. "Okay, guys, what do you want to hear 

--that we made a porno flick together?" 

Brody: "Did you?" 

"Yeah, you want to see it? Got a copy in my desk here." 

I backed up, made a show of searching my desk. 

Until Dunn said, "I don't think that'll be necessary." 

"That's good," I snapped, slamming a drawer shut, 

"because I can't find it. Must have loaned it to your 

captain. Or maybe the chief of police. I forget." 

"You're out of line, Torrance," Brody growled. 

"I'm out of line? You guys swagger in here and accuse 

me of being Vladimir's jealous lover and I'm out of line?" 

"Nobody's accusing you of anything," Dunn said 

uncertainly. 

"No one mentioned any homosexual connection," Brody 

added, with more confidence. "You're the one who--" 

"Now boys, don't try that universal cop handbook shit 
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on me." I was already breathing hard, so I tried glaring at 

them, too. Dunn seemed to waver, but Brody remained hard as 

nails. So I calmed myself and said, "Look, let's act like 

civilized human beings. We're off the record here, right? 

Obviously you think Gorodenko was murdered. Why blame it on 

me?" 

A small smile appeared on Brody's face. "What were you 

doing in the Will County morgue yesterday morning?" 

Instantly Fitzgerald's warning reverberated in my head. 

"I was probably overstepping my bounds," I said as humbly as 

I could, "but under the circumstances I think that's 

understandable. Vladimir's my friend, and I was having a 

look at the body." 

"That's all you did?" Brody demanded. "You 'had a 

look'?" 

"Yes. If the interns hadn't been asleep at the switch, 

they could corroborate that." I suddenly realized I could be 

in real trouble here. "Of course, they wouldn't tell you 

they were asleep, would they? Mind telling me what they did 

tell you?" 

"Classified," Brody barked, and stood. He jerked his 

head at Dunn, who seemed a little lost, and Dunn stood, too. 

"You'll be here or at home if we need to talk to you again, 

won't you," Brody said, buttoning his jacket. Without 

waiting for my answer he spun on his heel and practically 

skipped out the door. 
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Dunn apparently remembered my plea to be civilized. 

"Thanks for your time, Torrance," he said behind a tiny 

smile, and hurried away. 

What the hell had happened at the morgue? I decided I'd 

better cover my ass right away and called Schenk's office. 

His secretary fed me a story about an urgent conference in 

Washington. When I poutingly repeated Schenk's guarantee 

that his door would always be open to me, she 

unsympathetically said she'd tell him I'd been looking for 

him, then hung up. 

A familiar feeling--the same one I'd had before I was 

kicked off CPD--began to build at the bottom of my gut. To 

hear a friendly voice as much as for any other reason, I 

called Martina at the Bureau. She said "Cats" was great and 

that I should see it myself. She also said she'd have the 

results of the tests on the bills by mid-afternoon. I told 

her I'd be by to see her that night, we exchanged a bit more 

small talk, and then hung up. 

I felt a little better after that. Jeff Price came by 

with the Tribune, and I read about the Quebec bombing. If 

Bellou was suspect, no one was saying anything. Before 

losing myself in the box scores I scanned the op-ed page for 

a columnist I usually read, and noticed a long "guest essay" 

from a member of the University of Chicago faculty. It was a 

dense, convoluted piece written in response to a series of 

lectures presented at the University by a Leonard Kohls, 



75 

U.S. State Department. The last lecture had been two nights 

ago, the night Vladimir was killed. 

How convenient. 

It took three tries to get the gist of the "essay, 11 

which was that treating the "new" Soviet Union with 

restraint would wind up haunting us in the future. The best 

thing to do, the writer said, was to bring the USSR to its 

knees now, while it could do nothing to prevent it. As a 

believer in the existence of the evil empire, I agreed with 

this view. Evidently Kohls had preached restraint during his 

lectures, which gave me another reason to dislike him. 

Reading the essay, however, had given me an idea of how 

to find out more about Kohls, and I called Kathy Katkovich, 

an old pal who ran the Tribune morgue. After nine rings I 

was about to give up when a deep voice answered harshly, 

"Yes?" 

"Kathy? Stan Torrance. How the hell are you?" 

"Stan! If I'd known it was you I'd've answered right 

away. It's been years. What's the occasion?" 

I suddenly realized someone could be listening. Without 

missing a beat I asked, "What are you doing for lunch 

tomorrow?" 

"Nothing in particular, why?" 

"How's Cafe' Jean Luc in Water Tower Place sound?" 

"Like old times!" 

"Good. See you there at, oh, eleven-forty-five?" 
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"Stan, what's this about?" 

"You'll love it." 

"See you there, then." 

I hung up and felt a grin form. That would give any 

eavesdroppers something to chew on. 

•k -k ic 

An hour or so later, Carlisle poked his head in. 

"Understand you had some visitors this morning," he 

muttered. 

Certain I could no longer trust him to be his normal 

apathetic self, I shrugged the question off. "Nothing to 

worry about. Idiots asking idiot questions. Seemed to think 

there was more to my relationship with Vladimir than just 

taverns and ball games." 

He looked at me a moment as if to ask, "Was there?", 

then averted his gaze and said, "Okay. Oh, got a call from 

the Bureau. They should have the autopsy and toxicology 

reports this afternoon." He smiled awkwardly, then strolled 

away. 

Now I was sure something was up. Why had Fitzgerald 

called Carlisle and not me? Not caring about possible 

listeners I called his office, but he was out. 

What had happened at the morgue? 

* * * 

I sneaked away early for lunch--Carlisle hadn't asked 

me to go with him, another bad sign--and drove to the Pig 
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and Whistle. I'd decided my only chance was to convince 

Wicsnoski to tell the cops what he'd told me last night. 

But when I got there the street was empty of cars, and 

a big red-on-black CLOSED sign sat in the P&W's front 

window. I peered through the window, saw nothing, then went 

around the side to the door to Wicsnoski's upstairs 

apartment. I pounded on it off and on for a good two 

minutes. There was a small window at the top of the door and 

I peered through this, too, but saw only the dark stairway 

leading upwards. 

I trotted to the Seven-Eleven down the street. I was 

hardly in the door when I asked the guy behind the counter, 

"Why isn't the Pig and Whistle open today?" 

The guy was really just a kid--pimply, long and dirty 

hair, botched tattoo on one arm. "I dunno," he said 

indifferently. Apparently the look on my face reminded him 

the customer was always right, because he yelled, "Hey, 

Ernie, guy here wants to know what's up about the Pig and 

Whistle!" 

"Is he a cop?" a gutteral voice demanded from 

somewhere. 

"You a cop?" the kid asked me. He probably would have 

asked if I were a Martian if someone'd told him to. 

"Do I look like a cop? I'm a regular customer, eat 

lunch there every Friday." 

"He says he's a--" the kid began, then stopped when the 
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other guy appeared. 

Where Wicsnoski had looked like Bluto, this guy looked 

like Wimpy. The voice didn't match, of course. "You don't 

look like you're a regular customer," he rasped, wiping his 

hands on a filthy rag stuck in his waistband. "What was his 

Friday special?" 

I had no idea. Was Wicsnoski sophisticated enough to 

even offer lunch specials? If he was a devout Catholic, it 

probably wasn't any kind of meat, so--

"Time's up, pal," Ernie snorted. "Hit the road or I'll 

hit you with it." He squeezed the rag between two piggy 

hands and glared at me. 

"Okay, so I'm not a regular customer," I said, and 

raised my hands in surrender. "I just want to know if he's 

alive. " 

Ernie's glare changed to appraisal, and he seemed to 

soften a little before he turned his back and went back the 

way he'd come. "Yeah, he's alive," he shouted over his 

shoulder. "Left early this morning. But I ain't telling you 

where he went, not for all the tea in China." He 

disappeared, and the kid jerked his thumb at the door. "Hit 

the road," he echoed, and looked at me as if daring me to 

stay. I probably could have given him a concussion by 

sneezing. 

Instead, I headed back towards Gorodenko's building for 

another try at his neighbors. The cards I'd left were gone, 
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but no one answered when I buzzed. Maybe Wicsnoski had taken 

the neighbors with him. Or maybe they were afraid of another 

nice young man with good teeth who wore an expensive suit. 

it it it 

Back at the office I sat and felt sorry for myself. 

Wicsnoski had been my only witness; I suppose I should have 

been glad he'd gotten away, but I wasn't. I began to wonder 

if I shouldn't get away myself. 

I still hadn't eaten anything, so I slogged into the 

cafeteria. It was crowded, but a hush fell as I entered. 

Instead of ordering a sandwich or anything civilized, I 

stuck close to the door and got some cheese and crackers 

from one of the machines, all the while thinking someone was 

going to sneak up and knife me in the back. I put in a 

dollar for two packs; they cost eighty cents, but the 

machine returned no change. Perfect. Everyone was stiffing 

me. In my office again I did my five minutes of work--

signing off and routing memos from Washington--then went 

back to the paper. I ate the cheese and crackers without 

tasting them. 

I was reading the review of the "Cats" opening when 

Carlisle called and barked, "My office. Now." When he used 

that tone, it was useless to argue or stall. I stood and 

loped down there. 

Carlisle met me at the door. Schenk was there, arrayed 

on the couch like a movie star at a press reception. As 
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Carlisle shut the door behind us, I asked Schenk, "How was 

Washington?" He glared at me briefly, then turned away. 

Carlisle shoved a sheet of paper into my hand. "Read 

and weep," he growled. I dropped into a chair and scanned 

the paper. It was a memo from the Will County coroner's 

office, and consisted of two paragraphs of polite invective 

to the effect that the results of the autopsy on Gorodenko, 

Vladimir R., had been compromised because of "unauthorized 

tampering" with the body. 

While I wondered what other kinds of tampering there 

were, I asked Schenk, "What's the autopsy say?" 

"You've got a lot of nerve asking that question, 

Torrance," Schenk muttered from the couch. 

"I warned you about sticking your nose where it didn't 

belong." Carlisle sounded like a bad guy in a B thriller. 

"Now you've queered the deal for all of us." 

"Especially for yourself," Schenk said. I heard him 

rise and walk towards me. "The police think you were trying 

to cover something up." 

"Yeah, they visited me this morning. I didn't 'tamper' 

with a goddam thing. But I'm wondering why you're so anxious 

to believe I did." 

Schenk stood smiling before me, my bluff dead at his 

feet. "Whatever you're wondering doesn't cut any ice, 

Torrance," he said calmly. "The bottom line is, I can't risk 

my security deputy being a murder suspect. At the very 
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least, I can't have him--how did you put it, Denton?--

'sticking his nose where it doesn't belong.'" 

He took the report from me, tucked it under his arm, 

and turned to Carlisle, who looked surprisingly timid--no, 

impotent--behind his great empty desk. "I want him out of 

here ASAP, Denton." His smile briefly covered his whole 

face, then he marched out. 

Though I'd half expected all this when I saw Schenk, I 

still felt like I'd been kicked in the crotch. I managed to 

ask, "What the hell happened to the body? Was it mutilated 

beyond recognition, or just turned wrong end around on the 

slab?" 

"You think they'd tell me?" Carlisle answered absently. 

He looked close to tears, and I decided he'd just 

endured one of the great frights of his life. He was a 

lapsed Catholic but he was probably saying about three 

million Hail Mary's or whatever Catholics do when they're 

thankful they haven't been canned. To paraphrase Lincoln, 

there must be a patron saint for bureaucrats. 

"Well, I guess that's it, then," I muttered, and 

started towards the door. 

"Wait a minute." Carlisle bent over and whined into his 

intercom, "Janys, is there any coffee left?" 

"Just making some new," a voice sang. 

"Good. Oh, Stan's here, could you bring him some tea?" 

"Coming right up--" 
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"I don't want anything, thanks," I growled. 

Carlisle ignored me, said, "Some tea, too." Then he sat 

and looked out his window. 

The door opened and Janys Gruenwald wiggled in, 

carrying cups and a pot on a tray. A stacked and leggy 

redhead, she was the latest in a long line of ditzes 

Carlisle had hired strictly for their looks. After bedding 

them once or twice, he'd fired each one on essentially 

trumped-up charges. Janys had reportedly resisted longer 

than any of her predecessors, but her walk and the way she 

ogled Carlisle told me it was only a matter of time before 

she gave in, too. Today she wore her usual: a miniskirt, 

low-cut knit top, and four-inch heels. For a rare change 

she'd wear tight slacks and a blouse, leaving at least two 

of its higher buttons undone. Now she wiggled over to the 

desk, and bent low as she deposited the tray, evidently 

expecting Carlisle's usual lewd chuckling comment; when he 

didn't even turn around she seemed very disappointed. She 

waved uncertainly to me and whirled back out. 

Suddenly Carlisle emerged from his trance and produced 

a fifth of Ronrico from the cabinet behind the desk. He 

slammed it authoritatively on the desk and said, "Sit down, 

Stan, let's figure out what we can do about this situation." 

He uncapped the bottle and poured substantial amounts into 

each cup. 

I stayed where I was. "What can we do? Even if I'd 
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never touched the body, you can bet the autopsy was bought 

and paid for." 

"Not that," he snarled. "I meant about your situation. 

Your job situation." He took a long swig from his cup and 

eyed me over the brim. 

Puzzled--Carlisle was taking quite a risk here--I sat 

and asked, "What's to figure out? Schenk told you to fire 

me." 

"There are ways around that. For instance, you can't 

fire someone who's sick. Maybe we can make good use of your 

obsessiveness for a change, eh?" He drained the cup and 

grinned hopefully. "What say I give you, oh, a month's 

medical leave? We'll hitch you up with a shrink someplace, 

and you can lay all your conspiracy theories out on the 

table, see what they really look like. What do you say?" 

I'd rather he'd offered me ten crisp hundred-dollar 

bills. "Gee, Denny, I appreciate your generosity. Of course, 

it means that when I do eventually track down Gorodenko's 

killers, my testimony will probably be thrown out, but hey, 

I'11 know I'm sane. I just won't have any self-respect, 

that's all." 

"You put a pretty high premium on self-respect," 

Carlisle taunted. 

"Yeah, unlike some other people around here." I sat 

back and awaited the explosion. 

Instead, he smiled sadly and refilled his cup. "That 
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includes me, I suppose. That's a hell of a thing to say when 

you consider I just offered you a month to get your head on 

straight instead of firing your ungrateful ass." 

Suddenly all I cared about was getting Carlisle angry 

at me. He always worked up a good anger to fire his 

secretaries, then brooded about it for days. He'd really 

feel rotten if he fired me. At least I hoped he would. 

"Schenk told you to fire me, so go right ahead. It'll free 

me to do what I have to do." 

But he only shook his head and smiled the sad smile. 

"'Do what I have to do.' Why don't you join the Army, Stan? 

Then you can 'be all you can be.'" 

I smiled back. "You going to do it or not?" 

He turned away, began drawing on the desktop with his 

index finger. "I don't think you know what you're asking. If 

I do fire you, lots of things could happen to you, none of 

them good." 

"I'll take my chances." I stood and started for the 

door. "If you're going to fire me, let me know by four. 

I'll E-Mail my administrative appeal by four-thirty. I can 

keep this thing tied up in Merit Systems Review Board 

hearings for the next five years." 

But he trotted over, grabbed my arm, and practically 

threw me back into the middle of the room. I stood there 

rubbing my arm; I'd had no idea he was so strong. 

"First of all," he said as if nothing had happened, 
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"you can appeal all you want, but you know damn well you can 

be put on leave without pay over this. Now you were 

Gorodenko's only real friend. But if the cops think you were 

closer than friends, lots of other people will, too. Taking 

bribes from Chinese Communists is not unforgivable, but 

suspected homosexuality is, and I think you'll find yourself 

on the street a little longer than your 'self-respect' is 

comfortable with. Second, there's the matter of your own 

whereabouts the night of the accident. You say you were home 

alone. Other people may tell the story differently. Third, 

if you decided to really cause a stink about this thing--

well, I've seen Uncle Sam break people. Administrative 

appeals are for those who paint parking spaces at air bases, 

Stan. Do you really think the tightasses in DC give a damn 

about federal labor law? Trust me, you'll never show up for 

the first hearing." 

My arm still hurt, but I stopped rubbing it--it was a 

sign of weakness, and I couldn't be weak now. "Is that an 

official warning?" 

"Would it matter if it was?" 

"Hell yes, it matters! It tells me the United States 

government will go to any lengths to keep me from finding 

out what really happened!" 

Carlisle threw his hands in the air and cried, "Okay, 

you got us, it's a conspiracy! We're not really doing 

agricultural research at this facility! Oh, no! We're 
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actually developing a new biochemical weapon that'll make 

the AIDS virus look like the common cold!" 

I'd finally made him angry. Now I'd go for the win. 

"Perhaps we are," I said, unimpressed by the outburst. "I 

can't think of a better reason to murder Vladimir. Maybe you 

can." 

"Well, thanks to you, no one'11 ever be able to prove 

he was murdered." Before I could duck out of the way, he 

grabbed my shoulders and began shaking me. "The man was 

drunk out of his mind, Stan! He was d-r-u-n-k! He drove his 

car through a wall and killed himself! Finished! End of 

story! Get it through your thick skull and get on with your 

life! It's a damn good life, too! Lots of people would kill 

for what you've got!" 

I wrenched free and he stood there heaving at me like 

some aroused gorilla. "Oh yeah, Denny, it's a great life, 11 I 

muttered. 

"You think it's going to be any better if you leave?" 

Abruptly he waved disdainfully at me and turned away. "Don't 

answer that--I forgot about your inflated self-respect." He 

moved to the desk, leaned on it facing away from me. "Go on, 

get the fuck out of here." 

I was elated--I'd injured Carlisle at last. At the door 

I couldn't resist one final jibe: "So you are firing me? 

Because I really don't care to appeal it. I'll cash in my 

chips and go. That means six months' severance pay, plus 
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all my accumulated leave. Can Treasury afford it?" 

He wouldn't face me, simply muttered, "Don't let the 

door hit you in the ass on the way out." My smile almost 

hurt my face, and I shook my head as I walked slowly out of 

the office and down the corridor. 

* * * 

When you leave a job, the people who disliked you most 

are the first and most effusive to wish you well, and Tisch 

and Lombard were the first to perform the offices now. After 

that, about half of the other scientists came by, always in 

twos, always keeping their distance as if I were diseased. 

Next, Kuomintang showed up, icily declared his profound 

regrets, and reminded me to purge the system of all personal 

data before I left. After him my visitors slowed to a 

trickle: a few secretaries, one or two miscellaneous staff. 

Janys never showed, probably because she thought it would 

hurt her chances with Carlisle if he ever discovered she'd 

been in my office. 

Clearing out my desk took no time at all. I did 

discover a picture of Janie I thought I'd lost, and I threw 

it into my attache' case. Nearly a dozen of the books in 

the bookcase were mine; these I dumped into a paper bag one 

of the secretaries brought me. Into another, smaller, 

resealable bag I dropped my badge, cardkey, office and desk 

keys. Leaving my office I was tempted to stop by Carlisle's 

and drive the shiv in a little deeper, but the place had 
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begun to feel like a prison, so I went the other way, 

towards the front door. I waved to the receptionist as I 

left; she was on the phone and probably didn't notice. I 

gave the keys to Barry Jordan on the way out--he looked like 

he'd just witnessed the murder of his family--and I didn't 

look back once as I drove away. 

7 

It didn't take long for what I'd done to fully hit me. 

Even before I left the building I knew money would be 

the big problem. I didn't seriously expect to see a dime of 

my severance pay and leave unless I walked into Schenk's 

office and repented on my knees. Otherwise, the dweebs in 

Treasury would probably slap a lien on all owed pay pending 

a damage assessment of my "misbehavior," or some other means 

of administrative theft. I had a little socked away for 

emergencies, though Janie's upcoming birthday would cut 

unkindly into that. I thought about calling Frieda and 

explaining why she wouldn't be getting any alimony and child 

support any time soon, but I decided I'd taken enough abuse 

for one day. It would also be kind of fun to wait until the 

next payment was due and then defiantly announce I was 

unemployed and had no immediate prospects. 

But worse than any occupational ramifications was the 

simple fact that I'd slammed the door--many doors, actually 

--on my investigation into Gorodenko's death. Without the 

clearances and accesses of my position at the facility, I 
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was virtually powerless to proceed. With Wicsnoski in hiding 

I had no witnesses, so I couldn't go to the press, and even 

if I did I doubted anyone would listen. After all, what was 

one more private citizen railing impotently at the 

monolithic visage of Uncle Sam? And when Schenk was done 

with me, I'd look more like one more kook screaming 

incoherent warnings about skeletons in White House closets. 

Yeah, I'd really screwed up this time. I couldn't have 

done a more painful job of committing suicide if I'd opened 

my veins, and I'd certainly have plenty of time to watch 

myself bleed to death. 

•k * * 

I lived in Cicero, in a neighborhood of crumbling 

sidewalks, weedy and littered yards, and seemingly 

innumerable children--all dirty, no older than three or 

four, and representing just about every ethnic group. The 

houses were all two-storey, wood-frame, and painted either 

white or brown, where there was still enough paint left to 

tell. Most of the cars parked in the narrow street and in 

the cracked driveways were, however, much newer than mine. 

The house I lived in was definitely brown--Mrs. 

Pereskopf had just had all-weather siding put on. The house 

had been converted, probably before I was born, into three 

small apartments, two on the ground floor and one upstairs, 

which was mine. It consisted of a large living room with a 

picture window facing the street, and a tiny kitchen and 
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bath. The bedroom was barely big enough to hold the old 

rollaway cot I'd managed to appropriate from Frieda when she 

wasn't looking. I certainly could've used more space, but 

what the hell: the place was cheap, fairly quiet, and away 

from her. 

As I parked my car in the street and got out, I looked 

up at the picture window as if expecting someone to wave at 

me. I'd been doing this since the divorce, even though 

Frieda and Janie had never waved from our house in the old 

days. Finally, over dinner with a psychologist friend, I'd 

described this phenomenon, and she'd explained that "longing 

for someone to come home to," as she'd sentimentally put it, 

was common among single people, regardless of their previous 

marital status. She'd added that it was a sign of emotional 

frustration and low self-esteem. We'd stopped seeing each 

other shortly thereafter, at her request. 

Mrs. Pereskopf, since she was my landlady, deserved to 

be informed about my "lifestyle alteration" before anyone 

else. My previous dealings with her had, on the whole, been 

pleasant--she saw that any necessary repairs were made 

quickly, and so on--but she was firm about the rent being 

"in her hand" on the first, regardless of the day of the 

week on which the first happened to fall. As the building's 

other tenant was an even older lady, I had become their 

designated bodyguard. Carlisle got to protect young women 

in his new subdivision, while I got stuck with grandmothers 
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in a hovel built in 1924. But being a cop had long ago 

taught me that there was no such thing as justice. 

On the way in I checked my mailbox. Fortunately it was 

empty, and, stepping inside the house, I turned left and 

rapped on Mrs. Pereskopf's door. I heard a series of rapid 

thumps and then a querulous voice demand, "Who's there?" I 

said my name and she immediately asked, "Why aren't you at 

work? You sick?" I said I needed to talk to her about that 

and, after some hesitation, she undid the latches and opened 

the door. 

Her place looked like any old lady's place: thick 

braided rugs, lace curtains, potted plants, walls crammed 

with cameos and old photos, and, in the center of the room, 

a leather recliner facing one of those new TVs that looked 

like the monolith in 2 001: A Space Odyssey. She stepped from 

behind the door, shut and locked it, then waddled to the 

recliner. She looked like any old lady: short, round, and 

gray. She wore a white dress with a blue floral print 

pattern, a light blue sweater, and shaggy blue slippers. It 

was all I remembered ever seeing her wear. 

Reaching the recliner she turned and, hands on hips, 

demanded, "What's the trouble?" She'd had been an elementary 

school teacher for thirty-five years and evidently believed 

terror tactics worked as well on adults as on children. 

In my case, I'd long ago discovered, she was right. "I 

lost my job," I answered, a quaver in my voice. 
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"At that defense plant?" She backed towards the 

recliner. 

"It's not a defense plant, it's an agricultural 

research facility. I had an argument with ray boss, and he 

fired me." 

She studied me for a moment, and for the first time I 

noticed some kindness behind her penetrating blue eyes. Then 

she turned to the TV tray next to the recliner. "Would you 

like some tea?" She lifted a brown earthenware teapot and 

began pouring its contents into a matching cup. But when 

the cup was half full she stopped and studied me some more. 

Finally she declared, "No, you need something stronger," and 

slammed the pot down and trundled into the kitchen. 

She vanished for a moment, and I heard a couple 

cupboard doors open and shut, then she reappeared, pouring 

I. W. Harper into a tall glass as she approached. When the 

glass was half full she stopped pouring and held it out to 

me. "Enough?" 

"Sure," I stammered in surprise. I accepted the glass 

from her and took a cautious sip. 

"Drink up, it isn't poisoned," she muttered. She 

frowned at me a moment or two, then began the return trip to 

the kitchen. The cupboard sounds were repeated, then she 

reappeared bearing her own half-full glass. "I suppose this 

means you're leaving us," she said, as if accusing me of a 

crime. 
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The booze was already getting to me, and I leaned 

against the TV, careful to assume a nonchalant posture. "Not 

right away. All other things being equal, I can stay here 

another two months." That was pushing it, but behind her 

gruffness I'd sensed a need for reassurance. 

"Well, you should have another job by that time, 

surely," she said, as if saying so would make it so. "Of 

course, you'll probably decide to leave us then." she added 

sharply. 

It was finally starting to sink in: she liked me and 

wanted me to stay. If I'd known that I could've manipulated 

a free month or two out of her, earn a little for my duties 

as de facto bodyguard. 

But that's something Carlisle would've done. 

"Don't bet the farm on it," I said, straightening. "I 

like it here." I threw the last of the booze to the back of 

my mouth and set the glass on the TV. "I'll give you a month 

in advance. Call it earnest money. How's that sound?" 

A smile made its torturous way across her severe face, 

and I realized I'd just made a friend for life. "If you 

want to;" she said shyly. "If you think you can." 

"Even if I couldn't. You'll have the money Monday." It 

was probably stupid to do this, but what the hell, it felt 

good, and it was another excuse I could give Frieda. I 

handed Mrs. Pereskopf the glass, and she was still beaming, 

paralyzed in the center of the room, when I left. 
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As cluttered as Mrs. Pereskopf's place was it was, of 

course, neat as a pin, while mine, on a good day, looked as 

if a cyclone had hit it. 

I'd always blamed Bellou for this: my living room was 

strewn with clippings, journal articles, reports from 

friendly intelligence services and my own old boy network--

anything that had remotely to do with Bellou was in this 

room, within easy reach. In one corner was a hardwood desk 

I'd had since I was a boy: it was designed to fit into the 

corner and was stabilized on both sides by cabinets. Each 

cabinet was also filled with materials related to Bellou, 

though these were, by virtue of their age, better organized. 

As I entered I heaved my attache' case and bag of 

office stuff across the room. They landed with a thump on 

the beat-up old couch against the opposite wall. I sat in my 

swivel chair and appraised the place, and realized this was 

the first time I'd actually done so, though I'd lived here 

for over four years. The tan walls were barren, the old 

paper window shades brittle and spotted, the overhead light 

fixture dirty and black with bug carcasses. There were no 

plants nor any sort of sprightly decorations, and the room 

had that tired, lonely smell commonly associated with 

unfrequented corners of libraries. Perhaps it reflected the 

way Frieda had seen me: drab, unkempt, preoccupied. 

And yet, another part of me pointed out defiantly, the 
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room indicated my strengths as well: single-mindedness, 

sticktoitiveness, thoroughness. I simply hadn't taken the 

time to make a proper home of the place because there'd 

always been something more important to do. And why should I 

have, when it had never felt like home to begin with? 

Self-pity wouldn't help matters, though. Any chance of 

getting a nicer place was gone now, and it was my own stupid 

fault. As Carlisle had said, I had to get on with my life. 

There was one loose end to tie up first, though without 

Wiscnoski it could never amount to much. I picked up the 

phone and called Martina. "My little job done yet?" I asked 

when she answered. 

"Uh," she began. She hesitated, then began again, "Why, 

uh, sure, come ahead." 

She didn't sound pleased to hear my voice. "Anything 

wrong?" 

"Nah," she said, even less amiably, "just a hard day. 

Better get over here before traffic gets bad." 

"You're right. See you in about forty-five minutes." 

"Great." And she hung up. 

Something had happened. I wouldn't find out what it was 

until I got there, though. I hurried downstairs, jumped in 

the car, and headed downtown. 

* * * 

Fitzgerald met me instead of Martina. I was so glad to 

see him I paid no attention to my internal alarms, which 
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were ringing off the walls. "They fired me, John," I said as 

he led me down a corridor. "Guess I was getting too close, 

eh?" 

"I wouldn't know. I was redeployed this morning." His 

tone suggested he blamed me for it. 

"Maybe you were getting too close, too," I offered. 

"I don't think so. Foreign counterespionage people 

raised a big stink about the condition of the body and asked 

for someone more experienced." 

He was right: it was my fault. "I'm sorry, John." 

"Mr. Stepperton wants to talk to you," he said evenly. 

"Fred's a good man," I remarked automatically, heart 

crawling towards my throat. "I've got nothing but the 

highest respect for him." 

Fitzgerald said nothing. We rounded a corner; 

Fitzgerald moved a little ahead of me, then blocked my way 

and pointed through an open doorway. "After you," he said. 

Since escape was, as they say, impossible now, I 

obeyed. 

"Thanks, Johnny," Stepperton called. "Stay by the 

phone, will you?" Fitzgerald nodded and pulled the door shut 

behind me. 

Smiling, Stepperton came around from behind the desk. 

"Stan! How you been, guy? Out of touch for sure! Have a 

seat." He indicated a chair in front of the desk. He didn't 

offer to shake hands either, which was another bad sign--
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Fred Stepperton might have written the handbook for hand-

shaking, back-slapping, friendly-public-image-is-

everything-but-the-truth federal functionaries. 

He was big and powerful, and with his wry grin and 

thatch of unruly brown hair he would've made a great poster 

boy for yuppies. According to local Bureau personnel, 

looking after his image was about all he was good for, which 

explained why he'd gone out of his way to cultivate my 

friendship when he'd taken over the office six years ago, 

then forgot me like a food-stained tie when I was kicked off 

CPD. I had no idea what to expect from him now: it could be 

anything from conveying a warning from Schenk to steer clear 

of Gorodenko's murder, to another invite to his private box 

at Wrigley Field. Last time, I'd brought Frieda, and he'd 

brought a Playboy bunny. I'd had a better time with Frieda 

than he'd had with the bunny, probably because she'd caught 

on right away that he was married. 

Behind the desk again, Stepperton sat and steepled his 

fingers. "We have, uh, kind of a situation here, Stan. It 

involves those hundred-dollar bills." He looked at me 

intently. 

I was actually relieved to hear this. "What do you want 

to know?" I asked, with just the right fearful quaver in my 

voice. 

"I was wondering if you could, sort of, you know, tell 

me how you came by them," he said, beaming at my obeisance. 
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"I found them," I said immediately. I had no choice 

except to gamble that Martina hadn't told him about their 

connection to the "accident." 

"Where?" he demanded, intent again. 

"At a gas station. An abandoned gas station, actually, 

out near Plainfield. I was making a call from the pay phone 

there, and I saw them stuck up a length of steel pipe. I 

thought a drug dealer might have hidden them there or 

something, so I brought them here to get dusted. End of 

story." 

"Why did you think it was a drug dealer?" 

"Because they like to flash new bills. It's a sign of 

new wealth, I guess." 

"Why didn't you take them to the police?" 

The script now called for a little shock. "Come on, 

Fred! The Plainfield police? I thought about taking them to 

Joliet, but hell, the cops deal drugs in Joliet. I had a 

connection here, so I brought them here. Now what's the 

trouble?" 

Stepperton leaned back, eyed me, drummed his fingers on 

the desktop; then he stood, rammed his hands into his 

trouser pockets, and began roaming the room. "No 'trouble,' 

Stan. It's just that those bills are from, well, let's say a 

consignment. They're specially marked, have special serial 

numbers, the whole nine yards. None of them, and I emphasize 

the word 'none,' are supposed to be in circulation in this 



99 

country." 

"In other words, they're laundered money." 

"Right. Someone's gotten into some secret operational 

funds and is passing them around. Sounds like you stumbled 

onto a drop." 

Good. Vladimir's murder had not only been sanctioned by 

the government, but financed by it as well. That left two 

details: who'd run the operation--and who'd executed it? 

"What's your next move?" I asked indifferently. "Make a 

few discreet inquiries or raise a stink on the floor of 

Congress?" 

"Why not do both?" Grinning, he dropped into the chair 

next to mine and, in a low voice, said, "Seriously, I'm 

going to have Johnny Fitzgerald look into it. He's just a 

rookie, so nobody'11 pay him much attention." 

I managed an evil grin. "He's also expendable." 

"Right," he said, and changed his grin to match mine. 

Then he slapped me on the back and stood. "In the meantime, 

I'd like you to forget this whole thing. You can count on me 

not forgetting it, though. I appreciate you coming in." And 

he held out his hand. 

I stood, shook hands, and turned towards the door. 

"Don't worry, I've got enough problems right now." 

"So I understand," he called after me. "You realize 

we're going to have to close-surveillance you for a while. 

Nothing personal. Standard procedure." 
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Actually, I'd forgotten, and the thought hit me hard. 

"I'll try to stay off Rush Street," I chuckled gamely. 

"Don't want to get your kids in too much trouble." 

He laughed lightly, said, "Right," again, and sat. I 

paused at the door, saw he'd forgotten me already, and 

trotted away. 

Martina was waiting for me in the reception area. She 

looked like a crying jag waiting to happen. I tried hard to 

ignore her as I turned in my visitor's badge, but she 

finally grabbed my arm and pulled me away from the reception 

desk. 

"I'm sorry, Stan," she whispered, "the damn things got 

away from me somehow. Next thing I knew I was in Fred's 

office getting the third degree. I had to tell him you 

brought them in, but that's all I said." She hung there like 

she was awaiting my permission to take another breath. 

"It's okay," I said, with a great deal less irritation 

than her carelessness deserved. 

"What did Fred do to you?" 

"Doesn't matter. Where are the bills now?" 

"In the pouch for Washington." 

"Terrific," I spat. "They'll find their way into an 

incinerator pretty quick. Dammit, they were the only 

evidence I had." 

"I'm sorry, Stan, I truly, truly am." Her voice was 

breaking. 
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Aw, what the hell. Trying to be mad at Martina was like 

trying to hate your rich grandmother at Christmas. I put an 

arm around her and smiled. "Don't worry about it. I should 

be apologizing to you. Here I am, taking out my frustrations 

on you, and I keep forgetting that anyone married to someone 

named Daryl probably has enough of her own." 

She smiled one of her most terrific smiles then, and 

gave me an even better hug. "See you later, Stan," she said, 

then turned and walked magnificently away. 

* "k * 

Mrs. Pereskopf cornered me on the way in and said I was 

just in time for dinner. Since the best I had to look 

forward to was a can of vegetable beef soup and a couple 

pieces of toast, I accepted immediately. 

It was more like a banquet: old-fashioned meatloaf, 

steamed squash, new potatoes, homemade bread, and blueberry 

tart. Carlisle could have saved time and money and simply 

taken lessons from Mrs. Pereskopf. Mrs. Medford, the other 

tenant, joined us, and I actually held my own making small 

talk. I broke more new ground by helping with the dishes 

afterwards, something I'd never done for Frieda, and then I 

left Mrs. Pereskopf to her new TV. 

Her companionship made my place seem dreary again, but 

I certainly wasn't going anywhere else, and she'd promised 

dinner at least once a week. I headed into the bedroom, 

where I tossed my clothes in a heap on the cot and climbed 
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into a hot pink sweatsuit Frieda had got me for Christmas 

the year she'd been into bodybuilding. That had not been one 

of my favorite years. Then I opened a can of beer and sat at 

the desk. The old house was solidly built and I could hear 

no sound but the low rumble of Mrs. Pereskopf's TV. I 

could've turned on my own TV, but to do so would have been 

to admit boredom, and defeat. But what else was I going to 

do--go through my Bellou stuff for the thousandth time? Now 

there was an exercise in impotence. 

Whenever Frieda needed cheering up, she called and 

tormented me a while. Well, now I needed cheering up. I 

punched in her number and Janie answered rudely, "Who's 

this?" 

"It's your father," I said, restraining my urge to 

scold. 

"Hi, Daddy, can it wait?" Janie asked in only a 

slightly less rude tone. 

"No, it can't. Go get your mother, please." 

"Daddee!" 

"Now, Janie." 

"Well, shit!" she cried, and slammed the phone down on 

something. I heard her yelling "Mother-r-r-r!" and Frieda 

yelling back, "Wha-a-a-at?" "Daddy's on the phone!" "Tell 

him I'll call him back!" "He wants you now!" "Well, shit! 

Okay!" Frieda had always wanted to be Janie's first, best 

role model, and I could tell she'd succeeded. 
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Finally I heard her grab the phone and snap, "What?" 

I was calm in the face of her fury. "I'll make it short 

and sweet. I lost my job at the facility." 

"You son of a bitch! Is that all you wanted to tell 

me?" 

Not certain I'd heard correctly--or that she had--I 

said, "Well, yes it is--" 

"Can't we discuss this later? I'm in a hurry!" 

"What for? Going somewhere with Janie?" 

"No, I'm not 'going somewhere with Janie'! I've got a 

date with someone who's gorgeous and makes tons of money." 

"You're a liar--" 

"The hell I am! I'll give you his name and number and 

you can call him. If you do anything more than that, though, 

I'll call the cops on you!" 

I'd already been kicked once in the crotch today. 

"You're right," I quavered, "let's discuss this later." 

"Thank you!" she shouted, and hung up. 

I hung up as well, then stared into nothingness for a 

while. 

Well, my old man had always said, "When all else fails, 

get drunk." It was about the only thing he said that I'd 

ever agreed with. I went down to the Seven-Eleven; they 

were out of Old Style, so I bought a twelve-pack of Bud 

Light and lugged it back. I tuned my radio to the elevator 

music station, lay on the couch, and started on the twelve-
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pack. I worked too fast, though, and after my sixth beer I 

was "obliged to confess to the porcelain god" (another one 

of my dad's). After the final, cyclonic paroxysm I lay 

against the bathtub and wept a long time. I finally dragged 

myself to bed, wondering if all my nights were going to be 

like this. I couldn't see anything on the horizon to 

convince me they weren't. 



PART TWO 

I have never had a hangover. Alcohol either doesn't 

affect me at all or it makes me so sick my GI tract purges 

itself of everything, friend or enemy. When this happens I 

feel great for most of the next forty-eight hours, and 

everyone around me wonders if I've found Jesus or something. 

I found I needed all the sparkle and bounce I could get 

for Gorodenko's funeral. Attendees from the facility chose 

angry glares as their means of greeting me; no telling what 

rumors Schenk had had Carlisle dispense. Schenk was there, 

by the way, but he stuck to Tisch and Lombard like a fly 

around full Hefty bags and kept casting baleful glances my 

way. Perhaps because of this I began to feel as if 

Gorodenko's family, an elderly aunt and two middle-aged 

sisters, blamed me for his death; at the burial, I took 

pains to be especially attentive to them. They obviously 

resented it, though, and when I saw Carlisle approaching I 

made a hasty exit, which I'm sure made them resent me even 

more. 

These festivities had been on the far South Side, and I 

was almost back to Cicero before I remembered my lunch date 

with Kathy Katkovich. I briefly considered calling it off: 

what good could she do me now? But then I decided I had 

nothing to lose, and that it would fun to see her again 
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anyway. 

"k "k "k 

Water Tower Place, at the north end of Chicago's 

Miracle Mile, is a shopping mall stood on end. It provides 

the same amenities any mall does, with an extra fifteen 

percent tacked on every price on account of the 

neighborhood. Cafe4 Jean Luc, a French eatery on the sixth 

floor, had always seemed out of place there, since it 

offered excellent, no-frills food at not-outrageous prices. 

But maybe that's why you never saw anyone chic eating there, 

just newspaper and broadcasting people, a ball-player or 

two, some still fairly idealistic junior politicians--

interesting people. 

Kathy had gotten a table, and she stood and waved when 

I came in. She had thick gray hair, big blue eyes, and a 

wide face, but she needed it for her wide smile. She was 

probably sixty. She was built like a prize fighter and could 

be as tough as one, but I didn't mind because she had the 

smarts to back it up. Her late husband Phil had written 

about baseball for the Sun-Times. He'd also written several 

steamy novels about the minor leagues, but rumor had it he'd 

simply taken dictation from her: she was the writer of the 

family, having published three historical potboilers set in 

Chicago and the upper midwest. I'd met her while researching 

a serial rapist/murderer, and we'd kept in touch until my 

exit from CPD. 
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We hugged and she let me buss her cheek. When my eyes 

strayed to the half-empty wine bottle on the table she said, 

"I don't have to be sober for this, do I?" I shook my head 

and she cried, "Great! Conversation is serious only when the 

booze is, too." 

We sat and she remarked, "Little heavy, aren't you? 

That wife of yours trying to kill you?" 

"Yeah, death by financial asphixiation. We're 

divorced." 

"Guess that means this is dutch, huh?" 

"Nah, if I spend it all I won't have any to give her." 

She smiled radiantly, and I remembered she'd always 

complained that the best she'd ever gotten from Phil was 

extra fries at McDonalds. 

Our server, a smallish, timidly pretty girl named 

Denise, approached, handed us our menus and shyly recited 

the day's specials. I told her we needed a few minutes, 

Kathy asked her to bring me a wine glass, and she slipped 

away. She wore a skimpy French maid's costume, and I caught 

myself ogling. Embarrassed, I apologized to Kathy. 

"No problem," she said. "You're single now, and the kid 

probably thinks I'll ogle her more than you will." 

She scanned the menu for maybe thirty seconds, then 

slammed it shut and demanded, "So what the hell's going on? 

This isn't about life and times at the CPD anti-terror unit, 

is it? Who was that guy you were chasing--" 
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"Bellou. No, it's nothing as exciting as that. I'd just 

like you to do some research for me." 

Disappointed, she sat back and turned away from me. "Is 

that all? Geez, when you take your doctor to lunch do you 

hit him up for free medical advice?" 

"Whenever I can get away with it," I grinned. "I'm 

sorry, Kathy, but certain avenues are closed to me on this 

that aren't closed to you." 

She made a face. "Which 'avenues' are those? You're a 

cop, for Christ's sake." 

"These are federal avenues." 

"So? What about your buds at the FBI?" 

"They don't budget for personal favors. I need a bio on 

somebody." 

She shrugged and reached into her purse, which was more 

like a golf bag, and produced a small pad and ballpoint pen. 

"Who?" she snapped. 

"He's a tightass in the State Department. Name's 

Leonard Kohls. Delivered a series of lectures--" 

"At the University of Chicago this past week. What's so 

hot about him?" 

"Maybe a lot, maybe nothing. I don't know, that's why 

I'm asking." 

"Full bio?" she said, writing on the pad. 

"As much as you can find. Clean stuff, dirty stuff, 

whatever's there." 
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Still scribbling, she muttered, "Gotcha. What else?" 

What the hell, as long as she was eager--"Arthur 

Schenk." She looked up and frowned, and I spelled it for 

her. "Took over the local Department of Agriculture office 

two weeks ago. Same thing for him--whatever you can get." 

"When you need this?" she asked, stuffing the pad back 

into the bag. 

"Yesterday." I leaned forward and whispered. "This is 

between us, okay? No one on the paper gets a peek. If you've 

got to use an outside source"--I thought a moment--"well, 

don't if you don't have to, but if you do, be casual about 

it. Give the source a bunch of other names, too. That 

applies to Kohls especially--he's got to be just one of a 

crowd. Understand?" 

"Perfectly." She was whispering, too, and then smiling 

as she asked, "You got another Watergate going here or 

something?" 

I decided I should give her what she'd asked for. 

"Kathy, this'11 make Watergate look like mudslinging in the 

Joliet city council." 

"Oh goody!" she squealed, and clapped her hands. 

Denise returned and looked at Kathy as if to ask which 

planet she were from. Kathy scowled back, Denise blushed 

slightly, and by way of mediation I told her our selections. 

Kathy filled my wine glass about halfway, refilled her own 

with what remained and asked for another bottle. Denise 
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nodded and left. Kathy waited until she was out of earshot, 

then said, "You realize you owe me book rights to this." 

Acting shocked, I cried, "This isn't the Chicago fire. 

I'm talking about a conspiracy involving classified--" 

"Okay, okay," she groaned, waving her hands in front of 

her. "It's just that I've milked the nineteenth-century 

midwest for all it's worth. I thought I could spice up this 

story a little, add a car chase, toss in a babe or two, and 

get short-listed for the Pulitzer." 

"Can you win the Pulitzer with a political thriller?" 

"Hell, these days you can win the Pulitzer with porno!" 

Her squealing and hand-clapping hadn't attracted any 

attention, but this remark certainly did, and she 

immediately shouted, "If any of you are on the committee, I 

apologize!" The other diners laughed and, Kathy, coloring 

slightly, drank half her glass. I took a sip from my own. 

The wine hit the spot, and I quickly finished it. 

As if on cue Denise appeared with the new bottle. She 

struggled with the cork for a while before I stood and 

helped her. She didn't even try to insist on opening the 

bottle herself, but just stood aside, flushed and uneasy, as 

I eased the cork out. I poured a little into my glass, 

sampled it, commented too effusively on its excellence, and 

sent her away beaming. 

Kathy observed, then nodded in approval. "You're a nice 

guy, Stan, know that?" 
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"It's been easier to be nice to women since the 

divorce." And she smiled and patted my hand. 

* * * 

Lunch was excellent, the conversation relaxing. She 

talked about her son Tom, who'd written an award-winning 

series of articles for the Washington Post on the DC drug 

wars; her older daughter, Diana, who was married to a 

philospohy prof at Notre Dame and pregnant with their sixth 

child; and her younger daughter Gaylynn, who under another 

name was churning out bodice-rippers at the rate of two a 

year and getting rich as a consequence. She faltered once: 

if Phil hadn't been "so damn stupid" about his health he 

could have enjoyed his kids' success, but that certainly 

hadn't stopped her from enjoying it. 

Over dessert and coffee, however, she declared it was 

time I told her about my divorce. 

"Typical cop divorce," I lied automatically. "I was 

never home. She resented the risks I took. I was always on 

call. We--" 

She raised a hand to stop me. "I get the picture. I 

guess it would be better to ask why she married you in the 

first place." 

"For the excitement." This was true. "She was a bored 

little farm girl from Wisconsin come to the big city. She 

was out trolling for guys with her college buddies and 

spotted me and my partner in a tavern." 
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"And the rest is history you'd rather forget." 

"Oh I don't know, we had some good times. Hell, it took 

her almost six years to get bored with my tales of gunfights 

in dark alleys. I was pretty much bored with them myself by 

that time. Most of them were made up, anyway." 

"Maybe she sensed your boredom. Maybe that's why she 

started to change--she hoped you would, too." 

"I didn't say I was bored with being a cop, just with 

glamorizing it for her." I said this more sharply than I'd 

intended, but Kathy seemed not to care. "Nah, she was bored 

anyway--with me, herself, you name it. When I made 

lieutenant I was home almost as much as a normal guy. But by 

that time she wasn't interested in being the conventional 

wife/mother/sex object any longer. Gave me all kinds of hell 

about how housewifery cut into her 'quest for her real self' 

or some such thing. Said I had no appreciation for her need 

for personal growth." 

"Did you?" 

"Kathy, I didn't even know what she was talking about." 

"Don't you think you should have tried to find out?" 

Once I'd started telling the truth it was hard to stop. 

"Maybe. Hell, I don't know. She went so far so fast I don't 

think an Olympic sprinter could have kept up with her. And 

she was into so many things--" I raised my hands, let them 

drop. "Of course, if she'd stayed with any of them any 

length of time, it would have added a lot to her 
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credibility. But she never finished anything. She'd get 

bored again, or whatever she was doing would get too 

demanding, or some big-mouthed feminist/liberal would 

condemn it--" 

"And, of course, all this was your fault." 

"Oh sure." I sighed heavily. "When she served me the 

papers I was shocked, but I was probably relieved, too. I 

miss her every now and then, but I guarantee she doesn't 

miss me." 

She smiled, reached across the table, squeezed my arm. 

"Buck up, pal, sounds like you did the best you could." 

I smiled back. "What's that mean--that I was a 

chauvinist out of ignorance and not by design?" 

"I think the operative term here is 'ignorance.' If men 

took as much time trying to understand women as women take 

trying to understand men--" 

Now I held up my hand. "Enough, I've heard it before. I 

thought you'd be more sympathetic." 

"Why? Because I'm sixty-one years old? All that means 

is that I've endured approximately twenty-five years' more 

male bullshit than Frieda has." 

"So why did you endure it? What kept you and Phil 

together all those years?" 

"The fact that I'm the most tolerant, long-suffering 

woman in the history of the world," she growled. "Talk about 

never being home--all the times he got drunk with those 
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goddam ballplayers. . . . " Suddenly sad, she let this hang. 

I grinned and patted her hand. "Yeah, I could 

understand it if they'd been winners. But shit, the Cubs and 

White Sox?" It took a moment, but she smiled gratefully. 

Denise approached shyly and left the check. As I 

reached for it, Kathy grabbed my hand. "I got it," she 

muttered. 

I tried to pull my hand free, but her grip tightened. 

"Kath, I said I'd--" 

"Consider it a bribe," she said, a strange urgency in 

her eyes. "Tell me what the hell's going on with Kohls and 

this Agriculture guy." 

"I told you, it's a scandal." 

Her grip tightened further. "Listen, Stan, you haven't 

been a cop since six months after the Aaron Weisberg affair. 

Besides that, you just got canned from that whatchamacallit 

you worked for out in Plainfield, right after a Russian 

emigrex who also worked there got killed in a car accident. 

All this happens, you call me out of the clear blue, and you 

tell me it's some sort of political scandal? Try again, 

bucko." 

She let go my hand, and I dropped it below the table so 

she couldn't see how red it was. Maybe she was a prize-

fighter after all. "I told you I wanted to keep the paper 

out of this." It was lame, but it was all I had. 

"Have you considered that the paper might be able to 
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help you? I know Woodward and Bernstein didn't work for us, 

but--" 

"Kathy, I don't have anything! When I called you 

yesterday I thought I did. Since then, well, things have 

happened." 

"Aw, poor baby got another boot up his ass." Cold fury 

in her voice, she added, "Why the hell did you drag me out 

here, then? Is this a blind?" 

"No. Yes. I don't know. I wanted to make it worth your 

while. I. . . wanted to make sure you'd stay and have lunch 

with me." 

She shot back in the seat as if I'd punched her, then 

reached for her bag. "If you think so little of our 

friendship--" 

"No, it's not that," I said, suddenly desperate for her 

to stay. "I think pretty little of myself right now, that's 

all. " 

"You should if you've given up this easily! So the 

bastards fired you. So what?" 

"They're not finished yet, that's what. They'd probably 

put me on the next Mars probe if they could." 

"There are worse ways to go," she snorted, "among them 

lying around feeling sorry for yourself." She leaned 

forward. "What happened to the Stan Torrance who was going 

to chase a certain terrorist to the North Pole, cut a hole 

in the ice, and hang him waist-deep in the water till you 
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could break the hairs off his head?" 

I tried to hide my face. "Christ, did I say that?" 

"You were in a good mood that day. Most of the time you 

were breathing so much fire you could've burned this whole 

damn building to the ground. I'll tell you this for nothing, 

pal: I hated cops till I met you." 

I had to turn away from her. "You said yourself I'm not 

a cop any more, Kathy." 

"So somebody put your fire out. It can be relit." She 

grabbed the check and stood. "Look, whether you were serious 

or not, I'm going to get you the dope on these two guys. I 

won't tell anybody else--" 

"Thank you." 

"--Unless you don't do anything with it. If you don't, 

I will--in sixty-point type on page one, and if you get 

caught in the crossfire, that's tough." 

She stood there towering over me; I felt like a kid 

making his first visit to the principal's office. She seemed 

to be awaiting a response; finally, still without looking at 

her, I muttered, "Like you said, there are worse ways to 

go. " 

"Well, that's a start, anyway. I'll call you when I've 

got something." She began trudging towards the entrance. 

I shot to my feet and trotted after her. "Kathy, wait." 

She stopped at once and I pulled her head close and 

whispered, "Let me call you. My phone'11 be tapped." 
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"So your civil rights are being violated, too, eh?" she 

whispered back. "Better not say anything else like that or 

I'll tell the paper regardless." 

"Don't bother. It's standard procedure to wiretap and 

close-surveillance people who've been fired from high-

security jobs." 

We both noticed the hostess gawking at us, and Kathy 

yelled, "Whatsamatter? Don't you think he's good enough for 

me?" She turned back to me, scrunched up her face, and 

twittered, "See you later, babycakes!" She planted a loud 

kiss on my cheek, dropped a couple bills in the astonished 

girl's hands, and marched out. Smiling, I watched till she 

disappeared, then returned and finished off the wine. After 

all, she'd paid for it. 

* * * 

I returned home bearing a slight buzz. I collected my 

mail, then obliquely asked Mrs. Pereskopf if there'd been 

any visitors that morning. When she said the phone company 

had come by to fix trouble with the line, I knew 

Stepperton's people were already on the job. There was 

nothing I could do about it, though, except show them as 

good a time as possible, which probably wouldn't be too 

hard. 

Meanwhile, since I was going to be spending so much 

more time at home, I decided to clean the apartment. This 

took most of the afternoon and produced little or no visible 
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improvements. And as I reached into the fridge for a beer 

afterwards I discovered aches everywhere, particularly in my 

lower back, which had borne the brunt of my heroics. I 

opened the beer and moved to the couch, which despite its 

age and leaky cushions was very comfortable; I stretched out 

and put an arm over my eyes, intending only to rest my back 

a little while. Of course, I fell asleep almost immediately. 

"k "k "k 

The phone woke me. I stood painfully, staggered to the 

desk and answered in a less than friendly way. 

The voice at the other end didn't sound offended. 

"Still in mourning?" 

I was still too sleepy for a tone this bright. "I'm 

sorry, who is this?" 

"Priscilla Sandweig! I've still got those tickets for 

the symphony tomorrow afternoon." 

"Well, ah, I'm afraid you're going to have to use them 

with someone else. I've got other plans." 

"Really? Maybe I could join you!" 

I'd rather have been trapped in a burning building 

surrounded by Bellou and a hundred screaming Iranians. "I'm 

sorry, that's not possible. Listen, I'm kind of out of sorts 

here, I'll have to call you back." And I hung up on her. I'd 

never hung up on anyone in my life. Except Frieda, who of 

course didn't count. 

I was no sooner free of Priscilla than I heard a 



119 

tapping on my door. It opened a crack and Mrs. Pereskopf 

scowled, "I know she's your ex-wife, but she deserves a 

little courtesy." 

Feeling inordinately guilty, I confessed. "It wasn't my 

ex-wife. It was. . . a telemarketer." 

"Oh, well, in that case. Those people deserve 

everything they get." She might have been advertising a 

college course in phone rudeness. "I came up to invite you 

for leftovers. Some baked chicken, green beans, raisin cake. 

Nothing fancy." 

I grinned. "You probably just don't want me to mess up 

my clean apartment." 

She scowled again, but I could see the grin behind it. 

"You owe me for all the stuff you used. These industrial-

strength cleaners aren't cheap, you know." She leaned inside 

a little, looked around, nodded approvingly. "You did put 

them to good use, I see." She looked back at me and said, 

"Five minutes, if you want to come." She pulled away and 

shut the door. 

At this rate, she'd soon be feeding me three meals a 

day. I sure wouldn't stop her, either. I went in the 

bathroom, threw some cold water on my face, and went 

downstairs. 

* * "k 

Mrs. Pereskopf was going out for the evening, which was 

why she didn't cook anything fresh. The leftovers were 
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great, but she sort of shooed me out when I'd finished, and 

I'd wanted to stay, help with the dishes, let her mother me 

a little more. 

But I couldn't, so I went back upstairs faced with 

another lonely evening. Resolved not to give in to self-pity 

and wind up prone before the potty like I had last night, I 

pulled my ancient IBM Selectric off the top shelf of the 

closet and set it up on the desk. I scrounged around in the 

desk for some paper, and started on my resume'. I'd gotten 

used to using the computer at the office for typing, though, 

and the typewriter's inability to edit or move things around 

was little short of maddening. And, of course, I am one of 

the world's worst typists. At least twice I got to the very 

end of a page only to make some silly mistake I couldn't 

correct without making a mess of the paper. In despair I 

considered a professional resume' service, but using one of 

those is rather like paying somebody to let you watch them 

wash your underwear, so I quickly discarded that idea. 

Finally, I stood, took several deep breaths, chugged half a 

can of beer, then sat down again for one last try. This time 

I got through it without a single mistake. 

Thus encouraged, I decided to call Kathy, apologize for 

my wimpiness at lunch, and tell her the truth. After all, 

the Tribune was one of the most powerful newspapers in the 

world; I'd been a fool to discount her offer of help. Maybe 

the paper could find Wicsnoski: he'd probably talk to the 
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press a thousand times before he'd talk to anyone carrying a 

badge. 

Then I remembered the line was tapped. 

Well, I'd just use the pay phone down at the Seven-

Eleven. It was nearly dark; if anyone followed me, they 

wouldn't be able to see the number I dialed. 

* * * 

The phone at the Seven-Eleven was out of order. After 

my arduous work on my resumev and all my positive thinking, 

this seemed cruel reward indeed; and I bought some more 

beer, which I didn't need, and trudged back home. By force 

of habit I clicked the TV on, and saw that the Cubs and 

White Sox had both lost. Probably an omen. I changed the 

channel, drank a few beers while I watched the Braves lose 

to the Dodgers, then went to bed. 

9 

One of the few luxuries I permitted myself was going 

out to brunch somewhere nice on Sunday. But since it cost 

upwards of fifteen bucks, doing so was now out of bounds, 

and I tried my hand at making my own brunch. The sausage 

turned out cold and tough and the eggs were overdone, but 

the fried potatoes were perfect, and the waffles crispy. 

Hey, two out of four wasn't bad, and I'd have plenty of 

opportunities to practice. 

As I ate I read the Tribune. I saved the want-ads for 

after breakfast: reading the Sunday want-ads has always made 
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me feel like a prisoner preparing for his next parole 

hearing, and after all my work I didn't want to ruin my 

appetite. I did eventually read them all, though, and 

giddily decided my prospects were great, even though I was 

probably over-qualified for the jobs I could do, and 

definitely undergualified for those I really wanted. 

Afterwards I thought about calling Kathy again. It was 

mid-afternoon by this time and she was probably awake or 

home from church or through with laundry or whatever she did 

Sunday mornings. After cleaning the kitchen a little I 

walked to a gas station on Harlem Avenue, about a mile and a 

half from the apartment. No one seemed to be following me; 

maybe Stepperton gave his legmen Sundays off. But I had to 

be sure. 

Behind the gas station, down a side street that was 

much like the one I lived on except the houses were shabbier 

and the kids were in junior high but just as dirty, was a 

used book store. A big red-on-black sign on the door said 

OPEN. The store was in an old house quite a bit like Mrs. 

Pereskopf's; it had a picture window on the second floor, 

too. I jogged inside past a front counter, where a heavy-set 

man with long black hair and a dirty pointed beard sat 

banging away on an old manual typewriter. He didn't look up 

as I ran upstairs. The picture window had a clear view of 

every frontal approach to the store--over the gas station, 

and nearly a block down every street. Better yet, the window 
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was dirty enough for me to see outside without much risk of 

being seen. 

I stood there for maybe two minutes, but nobody outside 

seemed interested, so I ran downstairs again, apologized to 

the guy behind the counter, who again didn't seem to care, 

and went outside and called Kathy on the gas station's pay 

phone. Her line was busy; I waited and tried again, then a 

third time. After a fourth try I slammed the receiver down 

and wandered back to the store. 

The black-haired guy was shuffling towards the counter 

yanking open a Diet Coke. He wore a ragged, spotted plaid 

shirt and navy blue polyester pants that almost covered his 

feet. He saw me and raised the can as if he were greeting an 

old friend. "Get you one?" he asked in a phlegmy voice. 

"Got to save my change for the phone," I said 

automatically. 

"Free," he grunted. "I own the machine." He stopped, 

stuffed a pudgy hand into a pocket, and produced a tiny key 

on a string which he handed to me. "Straight back, then to 

your left. If you miss it you'll be in the john." 

What the hell. "Thanks." I took the key and trotted 

away, and was aware for the first time of the smell of 

spoiled food. I reached the back wall, made the turn, and 

saw the machine on one side of a dark doorway. On the other 

side was a grimy refrigerator. As I approached, the 

refrigerator's compressor motor activated, making a sound 
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like a fart. A stout wave of the food odor hit me, and, 

holding my breath, I rammed the key into the machine, 

grabbed a Coke Classic, slammed the machine closed, and 

trotted back to the front of the store. 

The Coke was cold, and it tasted good. The owner paused 

from his typing to give me an approving smile and take back 

the key, then returned to his work. I started to go outside 

for another try, then decided I'd better reconnoiter again. 

I ran upstairs, verified that I was still clean, and 

returned. As I headed out the door the owner asked, "Hiding 

from somebody? Your dealer, maybe?" in a tone he might have 

used to ask if it was raining. 

I was completely unprepared for this, of course. "Who 

the hell wants to know?" I blurted. 

"Maybe you're just into some yuppie crime--passing 

market insider shit or something. Or you could be an 

undercover cop." This last was delivered with much disdain. 

My reaction was to look down at myself. I didn't look 

all that disreputable--Keds, jeans, hooded maroon 

sweatshirt. I had to say something; all I could come up with 

was, "If I am a cop, I don't like your attitude." 

He was so intimidated by this he smiled and went back 

to his typing. "Name's Paul Judd. I'm a writer. Crime 

thillers mostly. Ever read the 'Sir Edmund Rook Mysteries'?" 

He paused as if he actually expected me to answer. For 

some reason I felt he'd know if I lied, so I said, "I'm 
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afraid not. I've seen them in the grocery--" 

"How about the 'Zack Ferrus Undercover' books?" 

"No, I'm sorry--" 

"Ever seen an episode of 'Magnum P.I.' called 'They 

Also Serve Who Only Wait to Stand'?" 

"My ex-wife had a crush on Tom Selleck, but I can't say 

that I ever--" 

He held up a hand, smiled thinly. "No one ever saw it. 

I sold it to Universal but they never did anything with it. 

I don't mind, though. They paid me enough that I could 

divorce my wife and buy this place. I sell about four books 

a year to New Brittany Press--that's who publishes Edmund 

Rook and Zack Ferrus--and between that and what I make on 

this place I just about break even." 

His voice sounded like the joyful bleating of a hog 

wallowing in mud, and he smelled like a hog wallow was not 

unfamiliar to him. Still not sure how I should handle him, I 

asked defensively, "Why are you telling me this?" 

"I thought I could pick your brains," he answered, 

rather boldly. "Figured you might be here on a stakeout. 

Happens all the time in this neighborhood, lot of drug stuff 

going down. Cops around all the time, sometimes even DEA. " 

"Why the hell do you stay here, then?" 

"Can you think of a better place for a crime novelist 

to live? Christ, it's amazing around here sometimes. Once--

oh, has to be two years ago--DEA made a bust just two houses 
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up the street. They got everybody cleared out and then they 

came back here, ordered in pizza, and we plotted a Zack 

Ferrus together. One of the high points of my life." 

"You haven't been here two years," I said a little 

desperately. 

"No, I've been here five. I just keep a low profile. 

People who need what I have know where I am.11 

The more this guy talked the less I knew what to make 

of him. For all I knew he was a dealer, was high on 

something now, and would pull out a .44 magnum and shoot me 

if I left. I took an easy sip of my Coke, leaned easily 

over the counter, and asked in an easy tone, "So which one 

are you working on now?" 

"Come again?" he demanded, and screwed up his face. 

"Is this a Zack Ferrus or a--" 

"Oh no, this is the great American novel here." He 

tapped the typewriter playfully, as if it were a small dog 

bringing him his slippers. "Got a $25,000 advance from 

Random House for this. Practically had to suck it out of 

the senior editor's dick first, but it was worth it." He 

finished the sheet of paper he'd been working on, pulled it 

out, inserted a new one, and went merrily on. 

"What's it about?" I asked after a moment. 

He stopped and thought a while, then turned and said, 

in deadly earnest, "Basically it's about an American plot to 

take over the world." He thought a bit more, seemed 
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satisfied with his answer, and went back to work. 

"Do the good guys win?" 

"I don't know, who are the good guys? If you think 

they're American, you're going to be disappointed." As if 

to punctuate his pronouncement he thumped the period key 

four times with his middle finger, then pulled the page out. 

"End of Chapter Seventeen," he announced, not necessarily to 

me. 

"And you got. . . $25,000 before you even wrote a 

word?" 

"Helluva deal, eh? Tell you what, pal--the best thing 

in life is to do the thing you like best, and find someone 

who'll pay you for it." He put in a new sheet of paper and 

immediately resumed typing. 

"That's what I'm doing," I lied, moving away from the 

counter. Then I turned and, self-consciously, added, "In 

answer to your question, I'm not an undercover cop. I guess 

you'd call me a Fed. Best job in the world, you ask me." 

Judd didn't look up. "FBI? DEA? ATF?" 

"Let's just say I'm a Fed and leave it at that." No 

reaction to this. Though I probably should have quit while I 

was ahead, I continued, "I've been chasing this bad guy, a 

terrorist actually, for a long time, a lot of years--" 

"Then you're FBI. Which terrorist? Flannery?" 

"I'm not at liberty to--" 

"His people after you now? What the hell you doing 
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hiding in a book store? Look, you boys still have the 

Terrorism Task Force up and running, right?" 

He laughed at my expression--he of course misunderstood 

the source of my discomfort--then rattled on, "TTF must have 

links to a rapid response team that could take out an entire 

IRA ASU in twenty minutes. What are you waiting for? Get on 

the phone, call your SAC--guy's name is Stepperton, right? 

Frank, I think. Or Fred. That's it. Fred." 

For a moment I seriously thought about passing this 

guy's name on to Stepperton. Beyond the fact that he sounded 

like he knew more about the Bureau than Stepperton did, 

there was something about him, the way every word he said 

made you listen. And his manner would terrorize suspects two 

rooms away--it sure had spooked me. 

"Of course they're not after me," I breathed. "If you 

must know, this is a training exercise. We're breaking in 

some kids, okay? End of story." 

"Damn. I'm kind of sorry to hear that." He'd stopped 

typing, stood, and begun sloshing towards the back of the 

store. "You ever thought about writing a book?" he shouted 

over the sound of his dragging feet. "If you are after 

Flannery and your field notes are good, and if you drop in 

some classified gossip, you might have a good shot with one 

of the New York houses." I heard the front of the drink 

machine open, then slam shut. "Or, if that prospect 

intimidates you--it does a lot of people, believe me--you 
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could just jot some notes down on paper, or make some audio 

tapes, and I could ghost-write the thing for you. I'd only 

ask twenty-five percent." He reappeared, sipping another 

Diet Coke. "What do you say?" 

Was he serious? Damned if I could tell. "I'm not crazy 

about the classified gossip part," I stalled. 

"I'm not talking about microfilming documents," he 

snorted. "Hell, Tom Clancy makes up a lot of the stuff he 

crams into his books. But not all of it. There's just enough 

truth there to tantalize the reader, and scare the shit out 

of Uncle Sam. Trick is, just make sure there's some prior 

public access to the information, no matter how obscure. The 

government can't touch you if you can prove that. I mean, 

they can kill you, but no way can they put you in jail. 

I've got William Kunstler's home phone number if you want to 

call him and check it out." He looked at me hard for a 

moment; I felt like I was caught in the beam of a 

searchlight. Then he slid into his chair again. "But if it 

makes you that uncomfortable, I can always recycle some of 

the stuff I got here." He stared at the typewriter, as if 

waiting for it to talk to him. 

I leapt at the chance to change the subject. "I didn't 

think this was an ordinary used book store." 

"It isn't." Back to typing. "All declassified 

government documents, some from Prohibition days. Surprised 

you'd never heard of me. Lot of your Bureau pals spend a lot 
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of time and money here." 

"I wouldn't know. We're, uh, pretty compartmentalized 

these days." 

"Of course, PRUDENCE has about a million times this 

much." 

I was getting tired of being made to feel like a 

complete ignoramus. "Who's this Prudence?" 

He stopped typing, twisted around, eyed me, went back 

to work. "It's not a person, it's a PC network. PRUDENCE is 

an acronym--forgot what it stands for, sorry--for a 

citizens' watchdog group concerned with perceived excesses 

in the intelligence community. Started out as a bunch of 

hackers breaking into classified files. The Bureau 

eventually busted them, so they settled for transcribing 

recently declassified documents and making them available to 

anyone with a PC and a little social conscience. They've now 

got subscribers all over the world. Package is probably 

worth a hundred mil at least." 

"Are you kidding?" I cried. "Are you saying people are 

making money off secrets others probably died to get?" 

Judd laughed. "They always have, except it used to be 

just banana companies and AT&T got to share the loot. Now 

it's a free market and anybody can play. It's going to be 

big business, pal. Just wait till the Russians start selling 

their classified stuff." 

"You're crazy. It'll never happen." 
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"Sure it will. Even if the Soviet Union doesn't 

collapse--which it looks like it's going to do pretty soon--

the Russians need money just like everybody else. Damn, 

that'll be great! Reading their side of the story on the 

Berlin Airlift, or the Powers U-2 shootdown, or--" 

"You're dreaming," I insisted. "Mind my asking which 

stories you've read our side of?" 

"Hell no. You name it--the Cuban Missile Crisis, the 

invasion of the Dominican Republic, the real story behind 

the Gulf of Tonkin incident. Weird, weird shit, too. 

Forget bullets and bruisers--the weirdest shit the spooks 

are into all has to do with science. I mean, it's all out 

there, all you got to do is look." 

He seemed to want me to pry, so I didn't. 

He jerked his thumb toward the back of the store. "I 

got a photocopy of Sirhan's diary back there somewhere. I'll 

let you have it, no charge, if you can assure me that guy 

wasn't straight out of The Manchurian Candidate. Then 

there's the connection between MKULTRA and Reverend Jim 

Jones. You follow the money, and it gets damned interesting. 

And that's before we get to the link running through Mark 

David Chapman, Candy Jones and Sirhan Sirhan. Tell you what, 

some of that shit'11 straighten your pubic hairs." 

Aside from a vague memory of Sirhan, I had no idea what 

he was talking about. But that was beside the point. "So 

this is why you're writing your anti-American novel--to 
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straighten everyone's pubic hairs?" 

Whereas the heat behind my question had been 

theatrical, his was real. "I'm writing it because it's a 

good story, and I'm writing it because if I don't someone 

else will. I don't give a shit about the politics--this is a 

free country and I'm free to be apathetic if I choose. What 

I'm not free to do is let an opportunity like this go to 

waste. With all this information around--" 

"All right, so you're a good capitalist, at least." I'd 

suddenly had enough of Paul Judd, PRUDENCE, and weird, weird 

shit, and I finished my Coke and crushed the can beneath my 

foot. "Thanks for the pop," I muttered. "Where do I--" 

"That big plastic thing in the corner. I recycle." His 

tone told me Feds usually didn't. 

I trotted over, dropped the can in the bin, then 

trotted upstairs again and checked the lay of the land. No 

new cars parked on the street, nobody lounging against 

telephone poles, nobody raising curtains in the houses 

across the street. All clear. 

Back downstairs I was at the door before I thought to 

ask, "If you love computers so much, why use that old 

thing?" 

"Discipline," he beamed. "If I know I can't go back 

and change every other word, I think more clearly. Really, 

it's the only way to--" 

"Spare me." No response to this; for once I seemed to 
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have gotten the last word. "Well, got to go. It's been. . . 

enlightening." I pushed the door open. 

"Never caught your name." 

I stopped dead and looked over my shoulder at him; he 

was sitting there banging away. "Gentry," I snapped. "Willis 

Gentry." "Nice to meet you, Mr. Gentry. Good luck on your 

training exercise. Maybe I'll call Fred Stepperton and tell 

him you finally found your way in here." 

Again, I couldn't tell if he was serious. I decided it 

was safer to act as if he were, and I leaned back into the 

store, the door closing behind me. "Okay, smart guy, so I'm 

not Bureau. Who am I?" 

"Buddy, you could be anything from a Chicago narc 

chasing a stash to a slumming North Sider who forgot where 

he parked his Jag. Whoever you are, all I care about is 

getting this book in by deadline." 

"Fine, let's keep it that way. Safer for everybody." I 

hoped I'd sounded threatening enough. I pushed open the door 

again. 

And heard Judd chuckling behind me: "Yeah, whatever." I 

hesitated, then gave up, stepped outside, and headed for the 

phone again. Fittingly, Kathy wasn't home, and I left an 

awkward message on her machine. 

*k -k it 

I walked home breathing fire--Kathy would have been 

proud--and seriously considered calling Stepperton and 
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asking him about Judd. But I'd probably have to use that pay-

phone a lot, so it wouldn't be a good idea to draw the 

Bureau's attention to Judd. Besides, for all I knew, Judd 

had enough stuff in his store to cost Stepperton and a lot 

of other SACs their jobs. 

When the house finally came in view I saw Mrs. 

Pereskopf across the street talking to a young woman while 

two young men unloaded boxes from a van. She waved and 

beckoned to me; reluctantly I came over. 

"This is Barbara Tinsley," she cooed, and I realized 

the young woman wasn't that young--mid-thirties, more 

likely. Barbara held her hand out; I took it and squeezed 

it. Our eyes met briefly; hers communicated polite interest, 

and I hoped mine communicated none whatsoever. 

"And one of those two"--Mrs. Pereskopf pointed at the 

two guys unloading the van--"is her brother Mike. The 

other's his friend Ken." In other words, neither was 

Barbara's boyfriend. Mrs. Pereskopf was matchmaking. Both 

guys looked almost too grungy--food-stained overalls, day's 

growth of beard, ratty sneakers--and after they waved a 

distracted greeting they tried too hard to ignore me. 

"Barbara's with the telephone company," Mrs. Pereskopf 

rattled on, as if Barbara were mute. "She's one of those 

highwire people. Most of her work's going to be in our 

neighborhood, which is why she's moving in here. She was a 

little leery of it at first, being white and all, but when I 
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told her who you used to work for, she--" 

"Mrs. Pereskopf, I'm sorry, but I'm expecting an 

important phone call. Nice meeting you, Barbara." She gave 

me a noncommittal nod and I trotted angrily across the 

street and up the stairs. I decided that I really shouldn't 

be angry at Mrs. Pereskopf, though: she was probably 

overjoyed when anybody white moved into our neighborhood. 

Upstairs, I got a beer from the fridge, sat at the 

desk, and felt sorry for myself for a while. Stepperton was 

getting serious about close surveillance: "Barbara Tinsley" 

was the perfect way to win the confidence of a suspicious 

old broad like Mrs. Pereskopf and turn her into a spy 

without her knowing it. Barbara's "brother" and his "friend" 

probably took the night shift after the neighborhood had 

gone to bed, and after Barbara had gone home to her lawyer 

husband in Mt. Prospect or some yuppie suburb like it. 

The beer was gone already, and I autonomically got up 

and got another. 

To a man the ex-cons I knew said that being under tight 

surveillance was worse than being in the joint. In there 

you had no privacy at all, of course, but that was better 

than having your illusion of privacy on the outside 

shattered. I now knew how they felt. At least in the joint 

the walls stayed in one place. Here, they seemed to be 

closing in. I found I kept glancing furtively out the 

window, as if hoping to catch sight of the floating demons 
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who suddenly seemed to have surrounded the house. 

The second beer was gone, and I got up and got a third. 

I sat at the dinette and tried to read the rest of the 

paper, but couldn't concentrate. The phone rang; it was 

probably Barbara Tinsley, testing the tap. I let it ring ten 

times before I remembered it might be Kathy. 

It was. "Where have you been? I've been trying to get 

you all afternoon." When I didn't offer an excuse 

immediately she went on, "Got to put your project on hold. 

My daughter went into labor this morning and I've got to go 

to South Bend right away. I'll probably be gone a couple 

weeks, but I'll get right on it when I get back. Okay?" 

"Sure," I said automatically. "Uh, have fun." 

"Right. See you whenever." And she hung up. 

I wished she hadn't said where she was going. At least 

she'd been generic about "the project"; maybe my listeners 

would think it was something innocent. 

Yeah, and maybe I'd be marching Schenk into the federal 

lockup this time tomorrow. 

The beer was getting to me, but I didn't care--Sunday 

was nap day anyway. I finished the third one, crumpled up 

the can, tossed it aimlessly across the room, and headed for 

the couch. 

• * * 

A tapping on the door startled me, and I rolled off the 

couch and landed on my kneecaps. Mrs. Pereskopf peered in, 
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saw me, squawked, "Lose something?" 

I wanted to answer, "My sanity," but decided it would 

be wasted on a tough old bird like her. "No, I was having a 

nightmare." I meant, of course, my waking life. 

In any case she didn't appear sympathetic. "Missed you 

for Sunday dinner. Thought you might be interested in some 

more leftovers." 

Was I never going to have any privacy? "Thanks, but I'm 

not feeling too well." I stood and sat heavily on the couch 

again. "I went for a long walk this morning and sort of 

overtaxed myself." 

She smiled a matronly smile and folded her arms across 

her chest. "Don't worry, I didn't invite Barbara Tinsley. I 

got the impression you wanted to proceed at your own pace 

where she's concerned." 

I had to smile back. "Thanks, I appreciate that. Maybe 

I will come after all." 

Abruptly she was all business again. "Ten minutes," she 

barked, and left. I waited about eight, then heaved myself 

to my feet, freshened up and changed clothes, and went 

downstairs. 

When I knocked and entered her apartment Mrs. Pereskopf 

and Mrs. Medford were peering out the front window. Mrs. 

Pereskopf turned and beckoned me over, then pointed to 

Barbara Tinsley, who was walking down the front sidewalk of 

the house across the street. A man got out of a new BMW 
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parked at the curb, trotted around and opened the passenger 

door for her, closed it after her, got back in the car, and 

drove away. Mrs. Pereskopf offered me a disappointed smile. 

"Looks like she's got someone after all," she remarked. 

"Guess 'my own pace' wasn't fast enough," I said with 

appropriate disappointment, and both ladies nodded solemnly. 

As we moved towards the table Mrs. Medford twittered, 

"I think it's so nice of her brother and his friend to come 

watch the house while she's gone. In this neighborhood you 

can't be too careful any more." 

Now I nodded solemnly. "Too true," I said. 

* -k *k 

The leftovers were sumptuous as usual, and I even let 

the ladies convince me to stay with them and watch The 

Philadelphia Story starring Katherine Hepburn, Cary Grant, 

and James Stewart. Made in 1940 and shot in black and white, 

it was marvelous. Then we watched Masterpiece Theatre on 

PBS. It was one of those English period pieces the show is 

famous for, and Mrs. Medford, suddenly talkative, regaled me 

with her vast knowledge of the Edwardian era. I was 

surprised by this until Mrs. Pereskopf reminded me she'd 

taught history at Lyons Township High. Flattered by my 

attentiveness she kept talking after the show, and probably 

would have gone on all night had not Mrs. Pereskopf rather 

brusquely announced, at eleven-thirty, that it was bedtime. 

I was still wide awake, however, when I went back 
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upstairs; and I sat at the desk, stared at the phone, and 

tried to think of nasty games to play tomorrow with my 

babysitters. My thoughts soon turned to Paul Judd and his 

access to certain computer networks. The thought of using 

him made me nervous, but I had to face the fact that Judd 

might know who TYR was, and that he'd probably be more than 

happy to tell me. Even if he didn't, though, it might be fun 

to make certain people think he did. This prospect relieved 

some of my tension, and I went to bed just after one 

o'clock. 

10 

Before I could involve Judd, however, there were other 

games to be played. My playmates expected me to do certain 

things; and so, after another big breakfast--this time the 

eggs were okay but the potatoes weren't--I dressed and 

walked down to the Seven-Eleven. I made a hundred copies of 

the resume', a good, round, typical number easy for the 

attendant to remember. Back home, I got in the car, drove 

to my bank and withdrew Mrs. Pereskopf's earnest money, then 

went to a nearby office supply house and bought a box of 

standard envelopes and five dollars' worth of stamps. I was 

followed there, so I dawdled a while--a stationary target 

drives mobile surveillance teams crazy--before returning 

home. 

I put the money in one of the envelopes and slid it 

under Mrs. Pereskopf's door--I didn't want her to have to 
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thank me in person. Then I addressed about fifteen envelopes 

with the names of local security firms and small police 

departments, stuffed them with resume's, stamped them, and 

sealed them. I tucked them under my arm, went downstairs, 

and pinned them to my mailbox with a binder clamp. As I was 

turning to go back upstairs a car pulled up to the curb, and 

a harried young man got out, leaving the engine running. He 

puffed up the walk, looked me up and down a moment, then 

demanded, "You Stanford Torrance?" He was carrying a 

clipboard and a brightly colored envelope. 

"Yeah," I grunted. I opened the door and motioned him 

inside. I thought of Barbara Tinsley scrambling for her 

binoculars, then cursing as we passed out of sight, and 

smiled. 

"You got a telegram," the man said, and brandished the 

clipboard and a pen. "Sign on the first blank line, please." 

I did, he snatched the pen back as if my touch had 

contaminated it, handed me the envelope, and ran back out 

the door. I heard his car door slam and the car roar away. 

I stood there a moment, wondering who the hell would 

send me a telegram. Someone who knew my phone was tapped. 

Was it Kathy? Had her trip out of town been some kind of 

ruse? Or was Schenk just playing mind games? I stamped back 

upstairs absently as I tore open the envelope. The telegram 

read: 

NEED HELP CONFIRMING AN OLD FRIEND'S CURRENT EMPLOYER. 
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IF INTERESTED CALL 612-989-4428 TODAY 1615. 

LA FAYETTE 

"La Fayette"? The French nobleman who'd helped the 

rebels against the British during the Revolutionary War? 

Jim France? 

I sat at the desk and got out my phone book. 612 was a 

central Minnesota area code. Jim was probably in the Twin 

Cities. What was the hurry? Why not wait until I could call 

him at home? 

Because, I realized soberly, his phone was probably 

tapped, too--by CIA, which doubtless was trying to stop him 

from proving they were "employing" our "old friend" Bellou. 

I burned the telegram in the sink and washed the ashes 

down the drain, then stood in the middle of the room and 

emptied my trouser pockets. I had about thirty-five cents, 

but I'd need a couple bucks if I was going to call long-

distance from a pay phone and talk for any length of time. I 

couldn't charge the call to my home number: Ma Bell didn't 

let you do that from a pay phone, and anyway I didn't want 

anyone to know I was renewing my association with Jim 

France. It was best, after all, to keep one's aces up one's 

sleeve. 

k k k 

At three-forty-five, after perhaps the longest two 

hours of my life, I walked nonchalantly down to Judd's 

place. I was followed, also nonchalantly. I walked in a 
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little after four, saw him talking to a long, gray man in a 

long, dark green coat, and was surprised when Judd broke 

away from the man and came towards me. 

"Hello there," he said. He seemed glad to see me. "Who 

are we today?" 

"KGB," I growled. "And I'm not selling anything." I 

decided he was glad to see me because I was easy to make fun 

of. "Got any change?" 

"Another phone call, eh? How much you need?" 

That's right, I yelled silently, tell the whole damn 

neighborhood. "Two, three bucks." I held out three one's to 

him. 

"On the house," he grunted, and with a dismissive wave 

began trudging to the back of the store. I looked at his 

customer, who after Judd's performance probably thought I 

really was a KGB agent. He didn't seem interested, which, 

considering this place's clientele, probably meant he was. I 

heard the pop machine door open, then a clatter of coins, 

some hitting the floor, then the door slam shut. Judd 

appeared carrying a couple pounds of coins in his t-shirt 

like a pouch. "Ought to be enough here," he said. "Reach in 

and grab." He stood before me like a panhandler holding out 

a cup. 

I took him at his word, and filled both my trouser 

pockets to capacity. He seemed disappointed when I didn't 

take it all, and to avoid mutual embarrassment I turned away 
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and asked, "How's the great American novel coming?" 

"Not so good today." There was a crash as he emptied 

the rest of the coins on the counter. "Stuck on a plot 

point. The protagonist's done something out of character, 

and fixing it might ruin a lot of other stuff." 

"I should have such problems," I muttered. I strode up 

and put the three dollars on the counter. 

"Sure you got enough coin of the realm there?" He swept 

his arm across the counter, and my three bucks wafted to the 

floor. 

As I retrieved them for another try the customer 

aproached and slammed a heavy volume bound in paperboard on 

the counter. "Think this'11 be it," he announced in a 

scratchy voice. His face was weather-beaten and covered with 

age spots, his hands thin and arthritic. 

Judd appraised the volume so carefully I was surprised 

he didn't examine it through a gemologist's glass. Finally 

he said, "Potent stuff. Can't let go of it for less than two 

hundred." 

"Done," the old man barked, and tossed a roll of 

twenties at Judd. He pulled the coat more tightly around him 

and tucked the book under an arm. As he did so I caught its 

title: "An Appreciation of Soviet Penetration of the 

Manhattan Project, Vol. I of IV." The old man limped 

slightly as he left. 

"There's four volumes of that?" I cried after he'd 
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gone. "That one must be eight hundred pages!" 

"Over a thousand," Judd muttered. "Cheap at twice the 

price. But that guy's a friend." 

"I'm afraid to ask who he is," I said, heading for the 

door myself. "Thanks for the change. See you later." 

"Yeah, whatever." 

Still disturbed by the effect Judd had on me, I trotted 

to the phone and stood there, looking at my watch, which I'd 

reset to TV before coming. At precisely four-fifteen I 

dialed the number, deposited the amount specified by the 

operator, and waited for an answer. 

After the fourth ring I heard a recorded message and my 

heart sank. But suddenly I was alert again--Jim's voice was 

speaking: 

"Hi, George. Sorry I missed your call. There's a Delta 

flight from O'Hare to Atlanta Hartsfield at six-forty-five. 

Your ticket's waiting for you at the terminal. Use your 

given name, all right?" A good actor, he chuckled. 

"Seriously, we all know you as George, but as far as the 

airline is concerned, your name's Judson Fremont. When you 

get to Atlanta, you'll see a guy holding a sign with that 

name. He'll chauffeur you. See you then." 

That was all, but it was plenty. "George"? As in George 

Washington? Was I the lowly but courageous rebel fighting 

the overbearing government, and Jim my staunch, powerful 

ally? Very nice, I thought, almost complimentary. 
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I wondered, though, if "George" also meant Jim had 

confirmed "Washington's" involvement with Bellou. 

I hung up, absently collected the coins from the 

return, and leaned forlornly against the phone shelter for a 

long moment. If one of Stepperton's boys was watching I 

hoped he'd think I'd been turned down for a date. I couldn't 

let anyone follow me to O'Hare, though. My gaze drifted back 

towards the store and, distasteful as the prospect was, I 

decided it was time to involve Judd after all. 

* * * 

Forty-five minutes later, I was showered, dressed, and 

ready to roll. Where the hell was--

The phone rang, and I almost tripped on the rug running 

for it. Still, I answered distractedly, "Yeah?" 

"Hey, pal," Judd hollered, "got an extra ticket for the 

Sox tonight. Wanna come?" 

Judd was good: he'd almost convinced me he did have 

tickets. "Nah, not up to it," I groaned. "Bad times have 

hit. " 

"What happened?" 

"Got canned from my job. I'd be lousy company." 

"If I'd got canned from a job like yours I'd be 

celebrating!" This wasn't in the script; was Judd a mind-

reader, too? "Come on--gonna be a tailgate party! Brats, 

kraut, beer, the whole layout! Whadya say?" 

"Oh all right, you talked me into it." 
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"O-o-o-o-kay! See you in about fifteen!" And he hung 

up. 

I hoped my playmates would buy this. Five-thirty was a 

little early for a tailgate party at Comiskey Park, but 

fifteen minutes was pushing it if I was going to make a six-

forty-five flight. 

k k "k 

Judd was there right on time, driving a rusted-through 

yellow Toyota that made my Chevy look like a new Cadillac. 

He laughed and pounded me on the shoulder as I got in, and 

the car backfired merrily as he stamped on the gas and we 

shot away. 

We hadn't gone two blocks when Judd, his manner 

suddenly serious, said, "Company." 

I shot a glance behind us; sure enough, a nondescript 

brown sedan was trying hard to keep up with us. "How the 

hell can vou tell we're being followed?" I cried. 

"Hey, this is an old game to me. I've been the subject 

of Bureau and CIA operations for most of my adult life." He 

was bragging, and actually seemed bored with the prospect of 

having to lose some more playmates. 

We heaved to a stop at an intersection, then Judd 

practically stripped the gears as we roared ahead again. 

Thankful his seatbelts still worked, I asked, "So are you 

used to tails because you trade in classified documents as 

well?" 
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"I wish. When I was in college I worked for--let's call 

it a radical newspaper. Bureau was on our asses all the 

time." 

"And the CIA?" 

"They had this idea I was working for the ChiComs. They 

couldn't prove it, but that didn't stop them from 

blackmailing me. Ever hear of COINTELPRO? I was grist for 

that mill, one of hundreds. I lost everything--college 

credits, shot at graduate school, any chance at a decent 

job. You probably don't know this, but it's agin' the rules 

for the CIA to squeeze US citizens, especially on US soil." 

He grinned. "And you ask why I'm writing the great American 

novel." 

We heaved to another stop, and Judd stole a peek at our 

playmates. "They think they've got us," he said. "All set?" 

"Any time," I said, and braced myself. He revved up the 

engine, then popped the clutch. The old car backfired and 

died in the middle of the narrow street. He started it 

again, ground the gears a few times, then threw open his 

door and, cursing loudly, raised the hood. He made a great 

show of examining the engine, then poked his head in my 

window and, loud enough to be heard for blocks, yelled, "Son 

of a bitch! Of all the rotten times for this to happen!" 

Taking my cue, I got out and looked under the hood with 

him, then emerged. Still yelling, he ordered me to go on 

without him. There was a gas station down the street where I 
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could call a cab. He'd see about the car, then get to 

Comiskey in time for the game. I protested just as loudly, 

but he waved me away. Our playmates had already backed into 

a driveway and were headed the other way. 

I began trotting towards the gas station. Judd had 

already arranged for a cab to meet me there. It arrived just 

as I did. The driver got out and began to fill it with gas; 

anyone watching would think it a coincidence. Besides, no 

one had picked me up after I'd left Judd; evidently they'd 

all taken the bait and were on their way to Comiskey. But 

that didn't mean there weren't others independently watching 

the airport. In the back seat of the cab were two old 

suitcases Judd had filled with newspapers. I would check 

them in for the flight, on the theory that watchers would 

pay less attention to a traveller with luggage than someone 

without. Also, Jim's instructions to use my "given name" 

meant I was to buy my own ticket--watchers would probably be 

all over a will-call window. I told the cabbie to stop at 

the nearest ATM, and I rather painfully drew $500 out of my 

anemic bank account. But the stop didn't flush any tails, 

which made the pain easier to take. We got to the airport in 

plenty of time, and the plane was about half-full. I enjoyed 

southern hospitality on a quiet, uneventful flight. 

11 

We arrived in Atlanta a little after nine-thirty local 

time. Of course, there wasn't anybody standing around with a 
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sign saying "Judson Fremont," or "George," or "Stan 

Torrance," any more than there was someone holding a sign 

saying, "Please shoot the ex-Chicago cop staring at this 

poster-board." Instead, the sign said, "Dr. Franklin." As 

in Ben Franklin, signer of the Declaration of Independence, 

etc. The guy holding the sign looked like Wally Cox--short, 

spindly, balding, bespectacled--and, after telling me to 

call him Elmer, he led me to a plain Ford four-door sedan. 

He opened the backseat door for me and frowned when I 

hesitated, so I humored him and got in. I was tempted to ask 

if he was going to blindfold me, but humor didn't look to be 

his strong suit. He shut the door, then quickly got behind 

the wheel and started the car, and we lurched away. 

We got on 1-85 southbound, and I asked pleasantly, "How 

long you known Jim?" 

"A long time," Elmer replied curtly. 

Oh really? "Great guy, huh?" 

"Sure is." 

"You part of the Terrorism Task Force?" 

"I just do what Jim says." 

That was the end of that conversation. Either Elmer 

didn't trust me, or he was worried about the setup, or he 

was just an unpleasant person. Whatever he was, I wasn't 

going to let him dampen my excitement at working with Jim 

again, though our last job together hadn't been exactly the 

epitome of success. 
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Before I took it over in late '81, and for most of its 

post-'60's life, the CPD anti-terror squad had occupied the 

limbo between the bomb squad and SWAT--rousting gang members 

for pipe bombs, investigating bomb threats in the schools, 

participating in unusual hostage situations, things like 

that. The one bona fide terrorist who did visit Chicago was 

a small-time Libyan named Raj id al Raj id. He was about as 

competent as the Libyans who'd chased Michael J. Fox in Back 

to the Future; but because of some "logistical 

peculiarities," he got away. Rajid was my case--I'd just 

transferred from homicide--and I got my hand slapped. But 

only lightly; I was still held in pretty high regard in 

those days. 

Then I made my career. It was a matter of extraordinary 

luck, but I was green enough back then to confuse luck with 

competence, so I took credit for the series of events that 

led to my pinning down--and proving--a pay-and-guns 

connection between Puerto Rican terrorists and the head of 

Soviet covert operations in North America. The Russian 

operated out of Canada and not incidentally had run the link 

through the QLF and Bellou. This was back when DCI Casey 

and Ronald Reagan had been trying desperately to get CIA's 

Soviet analysis coneheads to take seriously Claire 

Sterling's idea that there was a "terror network" operating 

with Moscow bucks. I was a poster boy for a week in DC, 

which is how I came to Jim France's attention. He pulled 
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strings and made recommendations regarding federal funding 

of pet CPD projects, and I wound up heading an essentially 

brand-new CPD anti-terror unit. 

In September '84, Jim dropped in with a Mossad man 

named Zimmerman in tow and informed us that Aaron Weisberg, 

a Chicagoan who had made a fortune in commodity speculation, 

had been targeted by some Arab fanatics. Weisberg, it 

seemed, was one of the chief moneymen for a super-secret 

Israeli counter-terrorist outfit. In exchange for a few 

Israeli concessions at the Camp David peace talks, the State 

Department had agreed to look the other way while this group 

went about its business. Should Weisberg be killed and this 

deal exposed, Zimmerman said, Arab radicals could gain the 

toehold needed to plunge the Middle East into yet another 

war, one the Israelis could very well lose. 

Along with Jim the Bureau sent an "expert" named 

Thornburg, and State sent an "observer" named Caulfield, 

probably to keep an eye on Zimmerman. Thornburg refreshed us 

on the anti-terror "playbook"--what we could legally get 

away with, which wasn't very much. Caulfield refused to 

allow CPD to advise other area departments; he believed the 

Arabs had sources inside at least one, if not within CPD 

itself, and that we'd tip our hand if we let anyone else 

know anything. The idea, it seemed, was not only to protect 

Weisberg but also to try to take the assassins alive. 

The terrorists--who were led by Bellou--had probably 
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had sources inside the Bureau as well. They seemed able to 

read our minds--or, at least, read Thornburg's, who 

overruled any suggestions Jim or I made. It was only through 

blind luck that Weisberg survived; as it was, he was 

permanently paralyzed from the waist down. Though Bellou 

didn't exactly walk right out of a hotel room, he still, 

escaped CPD custody with ridiculous ease--and in possession 

of documents proving US/Israeli duplicity. Caulfield, 

however, had anticipated our failure and had planted fakes, 

so the stuff Bellou got was harmless. Still, Weisberg was 

obliged to discontinue his funding activities, and Zimmerman 

went home not knowing whether to laugh or cry at our 

incompetence. Jim was furious at Thornburg, Caulfield, and 

everyone else within reach, and he fired off a long memo to 

Washington stating his belief that the government had "sadly 

underestimated" Bellou and, probably, every other 

international terrorist. 

Meanwhile, someone other than Uncle Sam had to take the 

heat for the fiasco, so I was called on the carpet again. 

The "investigation" lasted nearly six months, and though my 

neck was on the block I knew less about what was going on 

than any cop on the beat. Finally, Caulfield turned up with 

"indisputable" evidence that my deputy, Archie Krause, had 

ties to some loony-tunes neo-Nazi organization and that he 

had leaked the Bureau's plans to trap Bellou to Iranian 

agents. Krause had left the squad for "personal reasons" 
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soon after the Weisberg case, and of course was nowhere to 

be found when Caulfield's shit hit the fan. Since I'd hand-

picked Krause, I was responsible; after six months of agony 

the blade came down pretty suddenly, and I was gone on, 

appropriately, March 15, 1985. 

This time, though, I had a lot more to lose than my 

job. I didn't know whether to be comforted or frightened by 

the fact that Jim did, too. 

ic ie ic 

After about half an hour we got off the interstate and 

turned right, or west, on a two-lane, crooked hilly road. 

After a mile or two or this, we came to an intersection and 

turned south again. A sign saying US 2 9 flashed by. We 

followed this for a while, drove through a small town that 

looked like it had already gone to bed, and stopped at a 

convenience store on its south side. Elmer shut off the 

engine and turned around in the seat. 

"Go inside, look around a little, then head for the 

rest room. It's at the back. Go out the back door. Jim will 

meet you there." I hesitated and he frowned again, so I 

shrugged and got out. 

It was a warm, muggy night, the air filled with the 

scent of long-leaf pines. You could touch the quiet. I 

looked around, watched a car go by the other way, then 

decided to go on in. A bell rang as I opened the door, and 

the teen-age blond gazing into her boyfriend's face two 
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inches from her own across the sales counter didn't even 

acknowledge my presence. I dawdled as Elmer had instructed, 

then sauntered towards the back. I shoved open the back 

door, stepped outside, and shoved the door shut. I heard 

Elmer start the car and pull away. I was on my own. 

The property backed onto a creek, and I wondered how 

long it would be before the blond and her boyfriend came 

outside, pumped a couple rounds into me, and threw me down 

the bank into the water. Actually, throwing me into the 

dumpster to my right would be better. Thinking it might be a 

good place to hide, I wandered over to it, then saw Jim 

emerging from behind it. 

Even in the bad light he looked like he'd aged ten 

years since I'd seen him on Thursday. There were deep 

circles under his eyes, his hand shook a little as I shook 

it, and his voice cracked as he said, "Stan! Good to see 

you! This way." 

He led me across a ditch, then behind a long, beat-up 

structure which was probably a motel. We went through a 

breezeway and came out facing the highway, then turned right 

and went down the row of rooms to the last one. He unlocked 

the door, stepped inside, and waved for me to follow. 

The room was comfortable, nothing fancy. His briefcase 

lay open on the small desk, and papers were liberally strewn 

across the double bed. Jim sat on the end of the bed and 

reached for a sealed manila envelope, which he tossed to me. 
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"Your identities," he explained. "And five thousand bucks 

cash for expenses. You need any more, ask. There's plenty." 

Gaping at him, I sank into a chair. "This isn't your 

own money, is it?" 

He turned away. "Like I said, there's plenty." He 

rubbed his face with his hands, sighed heavily, abruptly 

looked at me. "Well, come on, open it!" he ordered. 

"Sure," I gulped, and obeyed. The money came out first, 

new twenties and fifties in paper wrappers. Then came a 

Treasury ID for Al Wilmington. "I'm not crazy about 

impersonating federal officers," I muttered, afraid to look 

at Jim. 

"You think your CPD badge'11 work better?" Then, 

softer: "Sorry. And don't worry. If you ask me, most federal 

officers are impersonating federal officers. They don't give 

a fuck for the country, just themselves." 

Hearing Jim use the f-word, which he'd never done in my 

presence, shook me not a little. Still afraid to look at him 

I held the ID up to the light: it was worn, and the 

signature looked like my handwriting. It was good work. "You 

didn't have this made overnight," I remarked. 

"That's not important." He stood and began roaming the 

room. "The Wilmington ID will get you in to see a man named 

Marco Jardine. You might have heard of him from your CPD 

days. Alleged small-time racketeer with ties to French-

Canadian mobs. But his big ticket is smuggling--drugs, cash, 
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arras, even people--" 

"Is he responsible for getting Bellou into Canada?" 

"Just listen, all right?" Then he stopped, sighed, 

smiled. "Sorry again. No, he's not responsible. I'm certain 

he knows who is, or can easily find out. You're going to 

offer him a deal to tell you--immunity, whatever he wants." 

I examined the ID again. "How do you know he'll see 

me?" 

He was pacing again. "Because Al Wilmington's been 

hassling him for the last couple years. He's a good man, 

been a real pain in Jardine's ass. The important stuff from 

Wilmington's file on Jardine is in the folder." 

"How do I know Jardine won't just kill me?" 

"There's always that possibility." He stopped again, 

smiled again. "But he hates QLF. And if your offer is sweet 

enough, you shouldn't have anything to worry about." 

"Thanks a lot." As if I didn't have enough people on my 

case. I dropped the Wilmington ID back in and asked, "Who 

else am I?" 

Jim grinned hugely. "Jeffrey Frank, Central 

Intelligence--" 

"Now just a minute," I shouted, on my feet. "If CIA's 

the bad guys here I don't think we want to attract their 

attention!" 

"Can't be helped in this case. Nobody but Company 

personnel can get close to this guy." 
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He leaned against the windowsill and folded his arms. 

"His name's Ramon Anastacio Munoz. Another Chicagoan. Runs a 

little bar on the near South Side." He stopped, looked 

troubled, angry even. 

"And?" I prodded. 

"In the folder." 

I sat again. Evidently this Munoz was into something a 

lot nastier than smuggling. Drugs? "What do I want with 

him?" 

"Munoz can tell us who Bellou hasn't been working for. 

There are rumors a QLF splinter has been dealing drugs, and 

I want to be certain the bombing wasn't a botched deal with 

Medellin or somebody like that." 

"And Munoz will be happy to tell me this, as an 

ordinary part of his close personal relationship with CIA?" 

"It's closer and more personal than you think." He spat 

out the words. 

Terrific. It sounded like one of those deals where CIA 

and some other government agency, probably DEA, were on 

opposite sides. Jim looked really steamed, and I decided to 

move on before he blew. "Anyone else?" 

"That's it for now." He came toward me and sat on the 

edge of the bed again. He looked absolutely terrible. 

"How do I contact you?" I asked, trying to keep things 

light. 

"We've got to work on that," he sighed. "I don't 
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suppose you have a personal computer?11 

"On my salary, or lack thereof?" 

"Right. Too bad, though. We could communicate through 

an electronic mail package. They're not terribly secure, but 

nobody monitors them, either." 

"Why not?" 

"Too many crackpots use them to tell other crackpots 

they've seen JFK, Elvis, et cetera." 

"Crackpot" hit me like a fist. "I know someone who has 

one." 

Jim shot me a hard glance. "Stan!" 

"Hear me out. This guy gives 'crackpot' a whole new 

twist. He helped me get here, in fact." I described Judd, 

concentrating on his less-than-friendly attitude towards the 

intelligence community. 

When I finished Jim had softened considerably. Still 

wary, though, he demanded, "What did you tell him?" 

"That my ex-wife is the jealous type and that she'd 

hired some major-league PI firm to tail me. He thought about 

it for all of half a second, then said yes." 

"He's a flake, that's for sure. He must love going to 

court." 

"He's divorced, too, Jim. It's like a brotherhood." 

He shook his head, then turned away. "Okay, I'm going 

to have to trust you on this one, Stan. You say he 

subscribes to PRUDENCE?" 



159 

"He said he's used it before." 

"Well, if he still does, get him to show you how it 

works." He thought a moment, then went on, "As an extra 

precaution, don't send your reports to me. There's a woman 

named Darcy Hunt, works for INS. Send your stuff to her. You 

can get her ID code from the list of subscribers." 

He reached blindly behind him on the bed, grabbed and 

then handed me a Minneapolis-area White Pages. "Our code," 

he said. He produced a small pad from a pants pocket and 

set about explaining a simple numeric code. Our messages 

would consist of numbers from the "J", "M", and "T" sections 

of the phone book, depending on whether my message concerned 

Jardine, Munoz, or my own situation. When he was satisfied I 

understood, he reached under the bed, produced a battered 

leather attache' case, and indicated I should put the phone 

book and folder in it. This I did, and snapped it shut. I 

was not reassured by all this cloak-and-dagger shit, and 

told him so. 

"Don't start, Stan." The voice was strained, almost 

breaking. He took a deep breath, seemed to gather himself, 

and smiled at me. "I've got nothing to complain about. I can 

still put bread on my table. Is there anything else I can do 

for you?" 

There was no accusation of ingratitude in his question; 

indeed, he seemed eager to help. But of course I couldn't 

take him up on it. "You can tell me how you found out so 
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fast I'd been fired," I stalled. 

"That was easy. It caused quite a ripple. It surprised 

me, I mean to tell you." 

"The firing or the ripple?" I was trying to joke. 

"The ripple," he said, deadly serious. "What went on 

down there?" 

I was not, repeat not, going to involve Jim France in 

my travails with Schenk and company. "I just pushed the 

wrong buttons one morning," I said off-handedly, "and 

Carlisle canned me for spite." 

"That's not what I heard," Jim said, in a warning tone 

now. "There was something about one of your scientists--a 

Russian--getting killed in a suspicious auto crash and you 

were stepping on everyone's toes trying to get to the bottom 

of it." 

The fact that someone as far out of the loop as Jim had 

heard this much of the story only served to confirm a great 

many suspicions. But I was still determined to abide by my 

injunction. "You know how rumors are," I shrugged. "I did 

step on the wrong toes, though." 

Then Jim did an extraordinary thing. He faced me, 

reached out and placed his hand on my shoulder, and squeezed 

it. "Stan," he whispered, "I'm sending you out on some 

pretty shaky limbs. I owe you. Tell me what happened." 

I looked at his face, then deep into his eyes; and 

there was no life there--nothing, as if he'd already given 
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up and was playing out the string. Maybe my letting him help 

me would put a little of the life back. 

So I told him everything. 

* * * 

When I finished, Jim sat and stared somewhere for a 

long time, then suddenly stood and went to the john. I heard 

him turn on the tap and splash a little, and he came back 

wiping his face with a towel. "I've talked to Kohls once or 

twice," he said, and sat on the bed again. "Quite an 

interesting character, with emphasis on 'character.' Makes 

your ordinary peacenik look like Bellou. Says we've tried so 

long to bury Russia with bombs that now we should kill them 

with kindness." 

"That could explain why he was so interested in 

Vladimir's death." 

"It could. I don't know squat about Schenk, but it 

shouldn't be too hard to find some. Those hundred-dollar 

bills are the real kicker, though. I don't suppose you 

remember the serial numbers?" 

"As a matter of fact, I memorized them. It's one of the 

few things involving numbers I'm good at." Jim fished out 

the pad and I wrote the serial numbers on it. He snatched 

the pad from my hand, glared at the numbers for a moment, 

then lowered the pad and sighed. 

"Yeah, it's laundered, all right. Some stash for secret 

ops. Which one, I don't know." He raised his eyebrows 
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jauntily. "Like in All the President's Men, let's play 

'follow the money.'" 

He looked at his watch and stood. As he moved towards 

the desk someone knocked on the door. I tensed; a voice 

said, "Mr. Fredericks? Your laundry." I made ready to spring 

as the doorknob began turning. 

But Jim approached the door and unlocked it, and a 

tall, hefty man with a blotch of black hair stepped in. Jim 

extended his hand towards me and said, "Tom? Jud Fremont. 

Jud, Tom Blake." I stood, we shook hands perfunctorily, then 

waited awkwardly while Jim shut his briefcase and began 

shoving the papers on the bed into another suitcase he 

pulled from underneath the bed. When he'd finished he 

retrieved a sport jacket from a hook on the bathroom door 

and put it on, then strode forward and handed Tom Blake the 

briefcase. Blake went back outside, and Jim stood before me, 

smiling warmly. 

"Got a red-eye to catch," he said. "You stay here and 

get some sleep. Elmer'11 be back for you about six. Your 

ticket's in the folder with the IDs. You're Ed Wurtzer now. 

Contact me whenever you feel you need to. Naturally, the 

fewer correspondences, the better. Good luck." He shook my 

hand, swatted my shoulder, and went outside. I heard a car 

start and, moving to the doorway, I watched Jim get into the 

back seat. He saluted me casually as he did so. Then the car 

pulled out and drove south on US 29. 
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I watched till it vanished, then went back inside. I 

turned off the lights and sat for a long time, thinking 

about Jim, or rather worrying about him. I wished he could 

have stayed longer, and that we could have talked about 

something other than bad guys in the government, or that I'd 

remembered to say thanks for the help, for everything over 

the years. I really wish I'd remembered to say that, at 

least, because I never again saw Jim France alive. 

12 

I got back to Chicago around nine the next morning and 

called Judd. He picked me up in another Toyota that was 

newer but no better cared for than the other. He greeted me 

with a big smile and, "Your ex's hired cops have staked out 

my ex-wife's place." 

"Huh? Why?" He pulled away from the curb before I had 

my door shut. 

"I imagine it's because we used her car last night." He 

ground the gears, then shot onto the expressway, and I 

wondered whose car he was ruining now. 

"Your ex-wife lets you use her car?" I asked as I hung 

on for dear life. 

"Sure. She lets me fuck her twice a week, too. Just 

'cause we're divorced doesn't mean we're not still in love." 

Coming from Judd this made perfect sense. 

"So how was the secret rendezvous?" he went on, 

offering me a leering grin. 
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"Secret. I decided to take you up on your ghost-writing 

offer, though." 

"Oh yeah?" Judd cried with childish glee. 

"Yeah. We'll change the terrorist's name, of course--

let's call him 'Vachon.' Always liked that name. And I 

figured we'd use PRUDENCE for the classified gossip, so I'll 

need a few lessons." 

"You know," he scowled, "you might be a Fed after all. 

You sure do bark the orders." 

"Sorry, I keep forgetting you're from the psychedelic 

end of the political spectrum." 

He drew close. "Read my lips, you son of a bitch. I 

don't do the revolution any more. What is it with you guys, 

anyway? You seem to have a natural revulsion for people like 

me--you matter, me anti-matter." 

"That's as good a way of putting it as any." 

"Oh please!" He threw up his hands and the car promptly 

lurched to the right. He didn't seem worried at all. "Just 

because we protested the fucking Viet Nam war, you shitheads 

think we still dream of wintering in Vladivostock. I've got 

news for you, pal--we'd end up in the gulags pretty fast." 

He smiled at my alarm and grabbed the wheel again. "Look 

around you! Communists are giving up the ghost everywhere! 

Hell, they're a bigger bunch of losers than we are! You 

think I'd waste five seconds of my life working for them?" 

"Frankly, I don't know what to think. All I know is, if 
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you want in on this deal--" 

"I want in, I want in. When you want your first 

lesson?" 

"Why not ASAP?" 

"Jawohl. mein kommandant!" he shouted, and nearly seig-

heiled his hand through the windshield. 

k k k 

I bought us breakfast, during which Judd exhibited 

table manners of remarkable refinement. But then, pigs are 

supposedly among nature's neatest creatures; and he might 

have been trying to impress me. I then spent a nerve-

wracking hour and a half with him at his PC. By the time 

we'd finished--or Judd finally gave up on me--I was nauseous 

from the food odor. But I'd learned the basics of PRUDENCE; 

more important, I'd learned Darcy Hunt's ID code, and while 

Judd was in the john I sent Jim a brief message saying all 

was well. When Judd returned, I told him to clean his 

refrigerator or find himself another collaborator, and he 

acted like I'd insulted his ancestors. 

•k k k 

At the apartment later, I realized it didn't look 

nearly as dingy, nor as empty. Maybe this was because my 

life now had a purpose again. At any rate, I emptied my 

attache1 case, then changed into the pink sweats and sat 

down at the desk. I opened the cabinet to my right, withdrew 

a neat file, and opened it on the desk. It contained the 
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official bio on Bellou. I began scanning it, mentally-

filling in its gaps with what I'd learned from Jim and 

others since. 

Georges de Montpelier Bellou was born on Halloween, 

1944, in Montreal. He was the result of a flirtation 

between 19-year-old Reynaud Bellou, a merchant seaman, and 

Michelle Courant, a 27-year-old socialite who'd been 

"slumming" to spite her inattentive, much older husband, 

financier Rejean Courant. The girl flaunted her young 

lover, and pregnancy, but Courant steadfastly ignored her--

at least until, in the latter part of her eighth month, she 

was critically injured in an auto accident. The doctors 

induced labor and, as Michelle Courant died, the infant 

Bellou was born. 

But Reynaud Bellou, at sea at the time of his son's 

birth, smelled a rat. Michelle had told him--bragged, 

actually--of her husband's dealings with mobsters, and how 

their affair had caused more of a scandal in the underworld 

than it had in legitimate circles. Reynaud believed Courant 

had had his wife's car tampered with and, over the next four 

years, managed somehow to prove it. Details of his methods, 

contacts, etc. were almost nonexistent, but suddenly a 24-

year-old grunt seaman who hadn't finished the sixth grade 

was captain of a Great Lakes ore frieghter owned by a 

company in which Courant had a sizable interest. 

The child, meanwhile, was entrusted to Reynaud's 
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sister, Genevieve, and her husband, Pierre Leclerc. The 

arrangement delighted Genevieve, who was sterile, and it was 

convenient for Reynaud because Pierre, who among other 

extralegal activities ran guns to the IRA, had the means to 

protect the boy should Courant attempt to erase the last 

evidence of his wife's infidelity. Courant, in fact, did 

make one such attempt; he discovered the mutilated bodies of 

his two hired killers on the front lawn of his estate the 

following morning. 

It was no wonder, then, that by age eight Georges 

Bellou could disassemble and reassemble over a dozen 

different firearms with his eyes closed. This was not his 

only talent, however: he excelled in school whenever Pierre 

and Genevieve stayed in one place long enough for him to do 

so. Perhaps because he'd been uprooted so much, books 

became his closest friend; they were, later in life, the 

only thing he paid money for--everything else, including 

food and weapons, he stole. At any rate, by age twelve he 

was virtually a walking encyclopedia, spoke English and four 

other European languages, and was taking over more and more 

of the administrative end of Pierre's burgeoning arms empire 

from Genevieve, whose health had begun to fail. 

At this point Reynaud Bellou reentered the picture. 

After eight years he was still only a ship's captain and not 

the officer in Courant's empire he'd been promised he'd be. 

He approached Pierre and inquired about ways and means to 
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apply pressure to Courant. Pierre, who for business reasons 

no longer wished to offend someone of Courant's stature, 

tried to stall, but Genevieve's pleas convinced him, and he 

provided Reynaud with the name of a man who was world-

renowned in the art of "applying pressure." 

Thus was Georges Bellou introduced to the notorious 

Karl Schrempf, former SS kommando. For a time after the war 

Schrempf had worked for the Allies hunting down and 

eliminating old comrades from the military elite or 

intelligence services, people too important to ignore but 

not important enough to try publically for war crimes. 

During one such mission he was ambushed and reported killed; 

he shortly resurfaced, however, with a new name and 

surgically altered face, and began selling his services to 

the highest bidder. He'd lately been working with the IRA, 

and it was through the IRA that Pierre contacted him. 

Georges, who despite Pierre's efforts had become fascinated 

by the Nazis, insisted that he be introduced to Schrempf. 

Pierre reluctantly agreed and it was, for all intents and 

purposes, love at first sight. 

The feeling was mutual on Schrempf's part as well. 

Georges was, by all accounts, a beautiful child: fair-

haired, clear-eyed, lithe and strong; and Schrempf was 

almost as notorious for his sexual preferences as he was for 

his expertise at dealing death. Bellou and Schrempf became 

inseparable, and it was likely that Bellou developed his 
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talent for explosives under Schrempf's watchful eye. 

Schrempf's efforts to "apply pressure" to Courant, 

however, failed spectacularly, and Courant quickly 

determined Pierre Leclerc's role behind the scenes. By this 

time Genevieve, stricken with tuberculosis, had been 

hospitalized permanently. Courant managed to have her 

poisoned. Grief-stricken, Pierre begged Reynaud to call 

Schrempf off. Reynaud refused, and threatened Pierre if he 

tried to interfere. But this threat only served to turn 

Georges against his father: Georges had adored Genevieve and 

by some twisted logic blamed Reynaud for her death instead 

of Courant. On Halloween 1958, Reynaud Bellou and an 

unidentified female companion were killed in an explosion in 

his apartment. The bomb had been activated by a pressure 

plate hidden in Reynaud's bed. The next day, Pierre Leclerc 

was found dead, an apparent suicide. And Georges Bellou, who 

had just turned fourteen, had disappeared. 

He reappeared, minus Karl Schrempf, at a Separatist 

rally in 1962. Schrempf had doubtless become a nuisance 

along the way and been killed, though not before giving 

Bellou the long scar down his left arm that was to prove so 

essential to his legend. Bellou later bragged to QLF 

recruiters that he'd gotten the scar escaping a police 

interrogation. He also liked to brag that he'd killed five 

policemen making that escape. He'd killed at least five 

policemen by that time, but not during anything as "heroic" 
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as an escape. 

Bellou was a potent QLF weapon through its glory days 

in the '60s, when French President de Gaulle urged Quebec to 

secede from the rest of Canada. This implied endorsement of 

the QLF ultimately did more to harm the Separatist movement 

than help it, however, if only because it showered the QLF 

with a great deal of unwanted publicity. Bellou, of course, 

could afford such publicity even less. He was, therefore, 

gone before Pierre Trudeau's rebuke of de Gaulle effectively 

emasculated the movement. He turned up in Italy, working 

with the Red Brigades, then in West Germany with Baader-

Meinhof, then in various Latin American locales, operating 

mostly on Cuban funds. After this he became a sort of 

terrorist-at-large serving many Arab organizations; and it 

was on behalf of at least one of these that he undertook the 

Weisberg assassination, the mission that first brought him 

to the United States in '84. In all the areas that mattered, 

that mission was a success, and Bellou's services were 

suddenly in worldwide demand. For the next two years, he was 

all over police and intelligence blotters throughout the 

free world; he came twice more to the US, both times 

escaping complex FBI traps without a scratch. 

Then, around Christmas '87, Bellou disappeared again. 

An Israeli declaration that not even they could find him 

prompted celebrations everywhere in law enforcement--such 

Israeli declarations are as good as official pronouncements 
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of death. But when two of Baader-Meinhof's highest of the 

high were obliterated in early February '88 by a pressure-

plate bomb in their bed, and a Contra overlord and 

girlfriend met a similar fate less than two weeks later, no 

one needed the Israelis to tell them Bellou was alive. 

Though he seemed to have joined the side of the angels, 

innocent people were still dying. He still could not be 

found: he'd appear, blow someone up, then disappear in a 

manner that suggested aliens were beaming him up to their 

mother ship. And now he'd mysteriously beamed down into his 

native country, blown up two of his oldest and closest, and 

vanished--most likely into the open arms of CIA, who were as 

good at hiding people as the Israelis were at finding them. 

I put the file away, and pulled the dope on Marco 

Jardine from the folder Jim had given me. I read it slowly, 

as if I were studying for an exam. In a way, I was--if I 

were going to pose as Al Wilmington, I'd certainly have to 

know what I'd written about Jardine. Then, satisfied, I 

stood, undressed, showered, put on my three-piece and 

wingtips, and headed downtown. I picked up a tail promptly, 

but where I was going they'd think I was on my way to an 

interview. I hoped I'd be in good enough shape afterward for 

them to follow me home. 

* * * 

Marco Jardine, alias Mike Girard, alias Michel 

Gardinier, was president of La Perrier Properties, a 
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commercial real estate company that was, of course, a dummy-

to launder Jardine's racketeering proceeds. If the offices 

on the 22nd floor of the Tribune Tower were any indication, 

those proceeds were a great deal more substantial than 

Wilmington's report had indicated. Also for a front company, 

there was quite a lot of activity--several "sales counselor" 

types bustling about, many more manning phones, and a great 

deal of floor traffic. Maybe Jardine was trying to get out 

of smuggling and go legit. If so, I wondered how much A1 

Wilmington's "harassment" was responsible. 

The receptionist smiled sweetly and asked if I had an 

appointment. I said no but Mr. Jardine would be glad to see 

me, and held out the Wilmington ID. She immediately 

hardened, pressed a button on her intercom, and told someone 

who I was. Almost before she'd finished speaking a door 

opened and a guy who could have thrown Wicsnoski through a 

wall appeared. One hand inside his coat, he politely asked 

me to accompany him. I nodded, waved brazenly at the 

receptionist, who was not amused, and preceded the creature 

through the doorway. But the creature didn't follow, merely 

closed the door behind me and left me at the mercy of two 

other creatures who could have been clones of him. These two 

searched me very professionally, then escorted me down a 

short hallway. At the last door on the right we stopped and 

one of the creatures knocked. A deep, imperious voice said, 

"Come." The creature opened the door and I stepped into an 
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unexpectedly spartan office. 

Jardine looked like Charles Boyer in his prime--

imposing and invincible; though he was half his strongmen's 

size I got the impression he could take them all easily. He 

stepped away from a small but gleaming oak desk and offered 

a huge hand. "Mr. Wilmington!" he rumbled. "It is long past 

time we met. Please sit." I did so, in a worn plush velvet 

chair; Jardine nodded to my escorts, who left and closed the 

door. 

After offering coffee, which I accepted, and a cigar, 

which I declined, Jardine sat behind the desk and declared 

jovially, "So you are hoping to beard me in my lair, eh?" He 

produced a gold-plated cigarette lighter, lit a cigar for 

himself, and puffed vigorously, his cold blue eyes scouring 

me through the smoke. 

"I'm here waving a white flag, Jardine," I said with 

appropriate measures of weariness and humiliation. "The 

United States government needs your help, and I've drawn the 

short straw." 

"Ah, that would explain it," Jardine muttered, still 

eyeing me. 

"What would explain what?" I demanded. I sipped the 

coffee; it was very French, of course, which meant it felt 

like lead going down. 

"Your countenance is downcast." He blew a perfect smoke 

ring. "You are a reluctant envoy, which in turn explains why 
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you are a great deal less imposing than I was led to 

believe." 

"Can I help it if your people scare easily?" I said, 

exaggerating my irritation. "Look, let's bypass all the 

macho bullshit, okay? The sooner you let me make my pitch, 

the sooner we'll be rid of each other." 

Jardine obviously wasn't used to be dictated to in his 

"lair"; he took a deep breath and hardened to the point that 

his movements became stiff and his expression blank. "As 

you wish," he said. His tone implied my pitch had better be 

worth the aggravation. 

"We suspect a terrorist named Georges Bellou is 

responsible for the recent bombing of a railway station in 

Quebec. We need to know how he got in and out of the 

country." 

Jardine not only hardened more, he seemed to solidify, 

as if all the places normally empty within him had suddenly 

filled with hatred. "Two of my wife's cousins were injured 

in the explosion," he said in a low voice. "One may die. 

Claudine is beside herself. I am already having some people 

look into the matter. If the bastard sets foot in Canada 

again, he is dead." 

"So you're satisfied it was him?" 

"Absolutely so." His tone did not invite debate. 

"I see. Any views on the motive for the attack?" 

Jardine looked like he wanted to spit in my eye. 
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"Motive. You cops are always interested in motive. What 

difference does motive make?" 

"It makes a difference, Jardine. Aren't you interested 

in why your wife's cousins were injured?" 

"No. What matters is the act itself." His voice went 

dry. "And a proper response." 

"More macho bullshit. And don't even think about a 

'proper response,' or I'll dangle your ass from the top of 

the Sears Tower." I was probably laying it on a little 

thick, but what the hell. "Or maybe you'd prefer the Eiffel 

Tower," I added with a sneer. 

He tensed, gave me a black look, and for a moment I 

thought he'd stand and throw me through the plate glass 

window behind the desk. But he relaxed and cracked a smile. 

"Such words, from a man who five minutes ago was waving the 

white flag. If I understand nothing else in this world, I 

understand arrogance. From now on, we talk as equals, one 

man asking another for help." 

I hesitated--I felt like a David who'd just convinced a 

Goliath to join forces with him--then said, "We've got to 

know who helped him into the country. Out, too, but in is 

critical. We need names, Jardine. Nationalities would help, 

but we can get those if we have names." 

"You shall have them," Jardine declared, and for 

emphasis rammed the cigar into an ashtray. "I think you will 

be surprised by some of them." 
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"Are you saying Ottawa sanctioned the operation?" 

Jardine smiled emptily and folded his hands in front of 

him. "I have made my promises. It is time for you to make 

yours." 

"Okay," I groaned, after more, antsier hesitation, "a 

deal's a deal. Treasury will ignore your activities for a 

period not to exceed eighteen months. All charges pending to 

date will be dropped. Satisfied?" To complete what I 

considered a very impressive improvisation, I fell back 

exhausted, as if he'd sucked the very soul from me. 

"I want notarized documentation of the amnesty on my 

desk by noon Friday," Jardine commanded. 

"I'll see what I can do," I said with proper 

consternation. Jardine obviously thought he was asking the 

impossible, but Jim France's people probably had the 

documents ready and waiting. 

"I am not finished," Jardine warned, still smiling the 

empty smile. "Since I will be giving you Bellou, I want him 

back when you are done with him." 

This, of course, was impossible. "Can't do it. We're 

going to put him on the stand. We're going to humiliate the 

son of a bitch before the entire world." 

The smile vanished. "But you will not kill him. You 

will put him away in one of your country club prisons. He 

must die, and mine must be the hand that kills him." 

"No way, Jardine. I'm sorry your wife is beside 
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herself, but it's out of my hands." 

In two steps he was around the desk. He grabbed my 

lapels, pulled me off my feet, and rammed me back against 

the desk. "This is not only for my wife!" he bellowed in my 

face. "Bellou and his kind have killed many of my friends, 

betrayed many others, brought a plague to Canada that has 

not yet been eradicated! If this matter is truly 'out of 

your hands,' maybe I should speak to the one whose hands it 

is in! Maybe your body on his front lawn tomorrow will get 

his attention, yes?" 

He sounded like he meant it. "That's right," I rasped, 

"threaten a federal officer. But if you hate Bellou so much, 

why the hell haven't you threatened him? You talk about 

proper responses, but you evidently did nothing when your 

friends were betrayed and killed. If you'd had your 'people' 

take care of Bellou sooner, your wife's cousins might be 

healthy now! Ever think of that?" 

And just like that, his arms went limp, and he let me 

go--I crashed to the top the desk, banging my elbows. 

Jardine didn't seem to care: he went back around the desk, 

lit another cigar, and looked placidly out the window 

towards the lake. I dropped back into my chair, took a big 

gulp of the lead-like coffee, and resolved to thank God for 

my life from my knees as soon as I got home. 

Eventually Jardine turned my way again and smiled as if 

nothing had happened. Evidently trying to break the other 
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guy's back was a normal negotiating tactic. "How am I to 

contact you?" he asked. "Your office in Washington?" 

"No, I'll be here in Chicago for as long as it takes." 

I handed him a folded sheet of paper. It contained a list of 

meeting places, times, and dates. He scanned it, nodded, set 

the paper ablaze with the lighter, and dropped it into a 

wastebasket. We both watched it burn. 

Then he turned back to the window and remarked, "The 

amnesty documents by noon Friday." 

"I said I'd have them," I snapped. I stood and walked 

to the door; it was locked. I knocked, and one of the 

creatures opened it. 

"Thank you for coming, Mr. Wilmington," Jardine called 

as I stepped into the hall. "Feel free to stop in any time." 

"I may take you up on that," I began, but the creature 

closed the door before I finished. Then, his double on the 

other side of me, he escorted me out into the foyer, where 

the first creature took over and led me out of the office. I 

looked around a couple times before I was certain no more 

creatures would accompany me home. 

13 

From a pay phone I called Judd and told him I'd be by 

around dinnertime to do some more "research." He seemed 

preoccupied; maybe he'd encountered more plot problems. Or 

maybe an old pal from the CIA had dropped in, and Judd had 

told him what we were up to. 
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Every day it was easier to be paranoid. 

After I hung up I decided to give my playmates some 

exercise, and I window-shopped my way to the Art Institute. 

I hadn't been there since college, and I knew less about art 

than I did about the surface of the moon, but my playmates 

probably knew even less than that. In any case I couldn't 

think of a better way to bore them to death--in other words, 

make them over-confident--so I could lose them before I 

visited Ramon Anastacio Munoz. 

You're supposed to be able to get into the Institute 

free, but actually a "donation" is "recommended." I gave the 

attendant two bucks, which was considerably less than the 

recommendation, and received a scowl for my generosity. 

While my pursuers searched grudging pockets for their own 

donations I moved quickly towards the rear of the place; 

they'd trip over themselves looking for me and, since they'd 

have to stay between me and the entrance, I'd have them in 

front of me as I left. 

I didn't get very far, though, before I remembered the 

reason I'd come here in my college days. After a few wrong 

turns I found the little alcove containing Van Gogh's Self-

Portrait. 

In the movie Night of the Generals. Peter 0'Toole, 

playing a more-psychotic-than-usual Nazi, stands before this 

same painting and begins to shake as if he were having some 

kind of fit. Evidently the scene is supposed to portray 
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O'Toole's madness finding sympathy, or kinship, in Van 

Gogh's. When I saw the scene as a college junior I thought 

it was very funny, and I remembered laughing again when I 

came here to see the painting. Now, though, I could find 

nothing funny about it at all. In fact, I began to 

understand the filmmaker's intentions. Looking at that wan, 

hunted face, and into those tired, searching eyes, I 

immediately felt a kinship of my own with Van Gogh. My only 

advantage, if it was an advantage, was that my demons were 

external. 

I felt a hand on my shoulder and jumped. I whirled, 

ready to fight; Fitzgerald jumped back a step and said, 

"Whoa, take it easy, Torrance. Funny to find you here." 

It was, of course, funnier to find Fitzgerald here, but 

I wasn't laughing. "Visiting the Art Institute part of your 

'redeployment'?" I asked, and turned back to Van Gogh. 

"It is if you're here." When I didn't respond he placed 

his hand on my shoulder again. I shook it free at once, but 

he didn't seem to mind. "Look, Stan, let's try to be friends 

about this. Yes, I am in charge of the close surveillance on 

you. I know what you're up to coming in here, but just 

remember--if you lose us we can find you again. You do, it's 

no hard feelings, points for your side and some lessons 

learned for ours. Which, I guess, is another way of saying I 

think you're basically harmless. But I would like to know 

where you went last night." 
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I moved closer to Van Gogh, spoke softly. "You're a 

little behind on reading the reports. A pal and I went to 

Comiskey and saw the Sox." 

"I seriously doubt it." 

"Don't. It's the truth." 

"I didn't know the Sox charged $500 a ticket these 

days." 

I moved as close to the painting as I dared; any closer 

would probably set off a couple thousand alarms. "We partied 

a little afterwards, my buddy and I. He belongs to one of 

those swingers clubs, and I decided to join, too. It isn't 

cheap." 

"Didn't think you were that kind of guy, Stan." 

"When you're divorced and my age, sonny, you're at the 

point where it doesn't really matter what kind of guy you 

are. You'll get it any way you can, and the big bucks means 

it'11 be clean." 

I glanced at Fitzgerald then; he looked like a father 

disappointed in his gifted child's report card. "All right, 

play the belligerant asshole," he said. "No skin off my 

nose. But let me give you a little free advice: this 'buddy' 

you're running with is trouble." 

"Who isn't these days?" 

"Stan, listen. I asked the foreign counterintelligence 

people about him. He's--" 

"An ex-campus radical with ties to the Communist 
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Chinese. CIA stripped him of everything but his manhood, and 

I bet the Bureau tried to get that. What else you want to 

know about him?" I was looking away from the painting now, 

but away from Fitzgerald, too. 

"That's the tip of the iceberg, Stan, and you're the 

Titanic on a collision course. This guy'11 sink you." 

"Impossible. I can't sink any farther than I already 

have." Without looking at Fitzgerald, I moved away from the 

painting and into the center of the alcove. "Besides, maybe 

I'll get more results 'running' with people like him than I 

got from squeaky-clean little twerps like you." 

Fitzgerald was seasoned enough to shrug this off. "Suit 

yourself. But the surveillance stays until Paul Judd's out 

of your life. That's the cold, hard fact of the matter." 

I offered him a similar shrug. "Like you said, points 

for my side, and experience for yours. Sounds like there's 

no downside here." 

"No, I guess not." He seemed genuinely disappointed 

that I was, indeed, a "belligerant asshole." Well, it was 

partly his fault I had to be one. 

"Fine. Now are we done here? Tell your people they're 

welcome to join me in the snack bar or whatever they call it 

here. I'll be sitting in plain view, drinking a cappacino 

and reading about Van Gogh. It's kind of a kick I'm on 

lately--crazy artists and ex-campus radicals." 

He hesitated a moment, then either he couldn't stand my 



183 

glare any more, or he needed to tell his troops where I'd 

be. Whatever the case, he trotted away, and I gave the Van 

Gogh a farewell glance, then headed for the rest room, where 

I stayed for the better part of half an hour. No one thought 

to look for me there. 

After that I called a cab, and with my watchers combing 

the place for me it was easy to skip right by them. I told 

the cabbie to drive up Michigan, then jumped out at the 

first red light (after handing him a twenty for his trouble) 

and ran into the nearest building. I loitered in there a 

while, then left with a large crowd. I walked a block or two 

west, caught another cab, and told him to drive. He probably 

thought I was nuts, and the forty bucks I gave him when we 

finally returned to the Tribune Tower doubtless helped 

cement that conviction. But I wasn't followed as I drove to 

my meeting with Munoz. Points for my side. 

* * * 

The intersection of 18th, Loomis, and Blue Island was 

the heart of a Latino neighborhood that had once been Czech. 

It was kind of odd to see so many dark-skinned people 

milling around buildings with European facades. After 

parking my car up the block on Loomis I walked casually into 

a battered three-storey building; on its ground floor was 

the cantina owned by Ramon Anastacio Munoz. 

Munoz was balding and lighter-skinned than I'd 

expected, and he was so short he could barely be seen over 
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the bar. He was talking to a white guy wearing an upscale 

three-piece suit, patent leather shoes, stylish hairpiece, 

and a warm if detached smile. The white guy seemed too eager 

to please to be from the CIA; maybe he was selling 

something. I gave Munoz a knowing nod and sat at a table in 

a corner. As I did so Munoz set up a tiny TV and VCR hookup 

on the bar. He dropped a video cassette out of a plain black 

box and slid it into the VCR, then touched a button. He 

caught me looking and turned the TV so I could watch, too. 

Though the screen was small and twenty feet away I could 

clearly see a young naked man, penis erect, sitting on a 

stool. A moment later a young naked woman came into the shot 

and mounted him. Munoz touched a button on the TV; heavy 

breathing and Spanish mumbling suddenly filled the room, and 

Munoz and his guest laughed. I decided to study the carvings 

customers had made in the tabletop. 

I now understood why Jim France, father of five 

daughters, hadn't wanted to discuss Munoz: Munoz was a 

pornographer. The guy at the bar was a buyer; he probably 

told the wife and kids he sold insurance. But then, 

pornography was a kind of insurance. The law said it wasn't 

a drug, and I knew damn well it wasn't artistic expression, 

so insurance was the closest legitimate scam I could relate 

it to. And guys I'd known from Vice had always said that 

the best porn paid immediate premiums. 

The pitch dragged on, and I felt naked sitting in the 
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empty cantina. Finally I got up, nodded to Munoz again, and 

trotted outside and across 18th to a lunch counter. Two 

young, fat, blond, pig-like cops stopped flirting with the 

teen-age Latino waitress as I walked up and bought a Coke 

Classic. I leaned against the counter and tried to ignore 

their stares as I drank. They'd probably seen me come out of 

the cantina, probably thought I was another buyer waiting my 

turn. Regardless, I was almost as out of place in this 

neighborhood as they were. 

Presently the buyer strutted out, crawled into his teal 

blue BMW--which no one had touched with the cops so visible 

--and purred away. I finished my Coke, disposed of the cup, 

and, doubtless under the watchful eyes of the two cops, 

returned to the store. Munoz was waiting for me and, after 

locking the door behind me and closely inspecting my ID, he 

led me behind the bar through a heavy, creaking door to his 

tiny office. He'd left the movie running, and I could hear 

sighs, moans, grunts--the peculiar dialogue of porn, the 

language of lies. 

Munoz was in the lies business in other ways, too. He 

had been publishing nearly a dozen different radical left-

wing pamphlets a month, intended for distribution in Central 

and South America, until the Bureau busted him, at CIA's 

request. He still published them, but now they were more 

radical than ever and had a much wider circulation, the 

better to bring more radicals out of the jungle and into the 
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waiting arms of their governments' policia. CIA was 

financing the whole thing; in exchange, Munoz kept the 

sizeable profits from his porn operations, and CPD Vice 

looked the other way. The beauty of it was, if any newspaper 

ever got wind of Munoz's extracurricular activities, it 

would be gravy for CIA: "Latin Communists Bankrolled by 

Chicago Porn King" or something like that. 

Munoz had a club foot and it was slow going to his 

office. When we eventually arrived he all but vaulted the 

beat-up steel desk; he had tremendous upper-body strength, 

developed no doubt to compensate for his impaired mobility. 

I sat in an equally beat-up metal chair and autonomically 

scanned the unadorned walls and filthy floor for roaches. 

Munoz opened a drawer, produced a pack of bubble gum, and 

tossed me a piece while he stuffed two others into his 

mouth. "So, my friend," he rasped in a high voice, "how may 

I serve?" 

"Information," I snapped. I felt less safe with Munoz 

than I had with Jardine. He was probably stronger than 

Jardine, and he gave the impression of being coiled, like a 

spring--or a snake. 

"Why come to me? Are your own people not putting out 

these days?" He offered a toothy grin. 

I ignored his taunt. "Rumor has it the Quebec 

Liberation Front is trying to break into a certain market, 

and that certain South Americans have taken offense. Or 
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maybe the QLF made a deal with those South Americans, then 

backed out. Either way, I want to know if those South 

Americans hired a certain individual to teach the QLF the 

error of its ways." 

"Who is this individual?" Munoz asked warily. 

"He's someone on our payroll who may be freelancing." I 

reached over, unwrapped the stick of gum, popped it in my 

mouth, then wrote Bellou's name on the wrapper. 

Munoz's eyes widened. "Yes, I know how your people feel 

about freelancing. And this, er, individual could cause you 

quite a bit of consternation if he were." Munoz shook his 

head and smiled at me in abject pity, as if to say I was 

wasting my energy on a lost cause. 

I leaned across the desk. "Look, Munoz, I don't care 

for your rackets, nor do a growing number of other people in 

the agency. In your terms, your fan base is dwindling." He 

was glaring at me, and though the skin on my neck was 

crawling I coolly unwrapped another stick of gum and popped 

it into my mouth. "So let's keep this businesslike all the 

way down the line, okay?" I tossed him a copy of the paper 

I'd given Jardine. "Here's how to contact me," I growled, 

standing. "And I want that information yesterday. 

Comprende?" 

"Friday at the earliest, mi capitan." Munoz chuckled. 

"Why you--" I lunged forward, grabbed his shirt, and 

hoisted him out of his chair, then threw him back down, 
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kicked my own chair over, and stormed out of the office. I 

could hear his laughter following me into the noisy, hot 

street. 

*k "k "k 

I took side streets to Judd's, as much to avoid rush 

hour traffic as to try to flush a tail. I succeeded in both; 

more points for me. Of course, Fitzgerald would probably be 

waiting for me at home to slap my wrists. So let him slap. 

Judd was eating pork and beans out of a can and typing 

at the same time. The paper was spattered with droplets from 

the can; occasionally he'd curse and wipe a new one off with 

his shirt. Apparently he only displayed his good manners in 

public. I waved and, after watching him awhile and being 

glad I hadn't eaten, I went to the back of the store and 

signed on PRUDENCE. There was a message for me and, after 

retrieving the phone book from my attache1 case, I set about 

decoding it. 

I didn't hear Judd approach, so I nearly jumped out of 

the chair when he remarked, "Notice anything different?" 

I looked around, looked at him--he frowned; I looked 

around again. Then I heard the refrigerator go on. No food 

odor! "Hey!" I cried. "You cleaned the--" 

"What's this?" he asked, peering over my shoulder. 

"Aha, the old phone book numeric code trick," he said in a 

passable Maxwell Smart, and leaned closer. 

I slammed the phone book shut and scowled at him. "Do 
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you mind?" 

Judd didn't move. "Must be pretty sensitive shit you're 

after if you're using a code. 'Course, any rookie NSA 

cryptographer could do a phone book code in his sleep." 

After all that had happened today, I didn't need to 

hear this. "Okay, smart guy, what do you suggest?" 

"A moment," he said, holding an index finger to his 

temple. He trotted away, then returned with a dusty 

paperbound volume. Its cover had the CIA insignia in black 

at the top, THE BRIDGMAN CODE in block caps in the middle, 

and TOP SECRET stenciled in red across the whole thing. 

Seeing this scared the shit out of me, of course. "How 

the hell did you get hold of that?" 

"Relax," Judd sneered, and squatted next to me. "Hasn't 

been used in twenty years." He opened the book about a third 

of the way. "Now the way this works is--" 

"Wait a minute!" I cried, and grabbed his arm. "I'm not 

going to use old CIA codes! Suppose someone just happens to 

monitor our communications! What'11 they think?" 

"They'll think it's someone like me, playing with a new 

toy." He let the book fall to the floor, then yanked his arm 

free and rubbed it. "Christ, cut off the circulation, why 

don't you." 

I ignored him and reached over and picked up the book, 

then began leafing through it. It seemed to be nothing but 

columns of figures. I shut the book and handed it back to 
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him. He was still rubbing his arm, and I decided I'd better 

remember my manners. "Sorry. It's just that I was. . . 

warned about you this afternoon." 

"Don't tell me, let me guess," Judd said. "The DCI 

himself flew you to Washington, feted you royally, told you 

I was public enemy number one--oh, sorry, that's the FBI's 

territory! Oh, well--" 

"No, nothing like that," I groaned, aware now I should 

have kept my mouth shut about Fitzgerald's warning. "Guy I 

know on the force told me you were a real flake." 

"Fine. You can play your games on his machine." He 

straightened and reached for the POWER button. 

"Wait!" I said, and grabbed his arm again. "You'll lose 

my message! I said I was sorry!" 

He yanked free again. "Yeah? Well, suddenly that's not 

good enough. Suddenly I want to know why the fuck someone 

needs to use a code, no matter how primitive, to get hold of 

some declassified gossip. Suddenly I want to know why there 

are Feds on my ex-wife's doorstep. Not private cops, you 

understand--Feds." 

"Your ex-wife's wrong," I said by reflex. 

"She's wrong about most things, but not about what I 

like in the sack, and not about this. She's had most of her 

adult life to learn the difference between public cops and 

private. They get just a whiff I'm up to something, they'll 

be down on us both like shit down a sewer, so you better 



191 

tell me right now." 

He stood there, angry in a strange, elemental way that 

reminded me of an approaching thunderstorm with tornado 

potential. He held the book as if he were ready to hit me 

with it. I looked around quickly; if he did attack, I had no 

escape. 

But then he seemed to soften. "Would it help if I told 

you your real name is Stan Torrance?" 

"How'd you find that out?" I asked, again by reflex. 

"Come on, give me a little credit, will you? You gave 

me your phone number and address--" 

"Okay, so you know your way around things other than 

declassified government documents. You're a well-rounded 

individual, and I'm duly impressed. What other holes have 

you punched in my cover?" 

He laughed. "Your 'cover'? You think you're pretty 

cool, Torrance, but your 'cover' hides about as much as one 

of those teddies from Fredericks of Hollywood. Once I knew 

your name, it was a short trip to finding out you're an ex-

cop. CPD personnel files have been hacked into so much, 

their computer must look strip-mined. You left CPD under a 

cloud, by the way, one of the few things I've learned about 

you that I like. Then you were a specialist, whatever that 

is, for Dresden Security Systems--'one of the fastest 

growing security firms in the midwest if not the entire 

country!' Christ, they must start their receptionists out in 
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sales. And now you're ex-assistant top cop at that germ 

factory out in Plainfield. I called out there this morning. 

Said I was a bill collector--divorced men get calls from 

bill collectors a lot, as I'm sure you know--and I was told 

you had 'sought employment elsewhere.'" He leaned forward; 

his breath stank of pork and beans, Coca-Cola, and poor 

digestion of both. "Which brings us to the $64,000 question 

--'Who is your current employer?' Let me take a wild guess 

and say it's not Uncle Sam." 

"Then you'd guess wrong." I was tired of people seeing 

through me so easily and at a loss as to what to do about 

it. "Look, you said you didn't want the Feds down on you 

like shit down a sewer--" 

"I believe those were my exact words, yes." 

"--So the less you know, the less you have to worry 

about that happening--" 

"Ahem, ahem, time out, stop the music," he said, waving 

his hands. "Clearly, there's one or two things you don't 

know about the Feds. Perhaps it's because you haven't been 

on the receiving end like I have, in which case you're 

luckier than you deserve. The first thing is, with the Feds, 

you're guilty until proven innocent. A corollary to that is, 

guilt by association is do-able in a court of law. The 

second thing is, you don't just know a little, you always 

know everything. That's the way it seems, anyway, 'cause the 

bastards go after the footsoldiers just as hard as they do 
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the generals. And they try to beat as much shit out of the 

footsoldiers as they do the generals, too." He looked away 

and added, softly, "They broke my wife's eardrums--both of 

them--before they decided she really didn't know a goddam 

thing." 

My conscience jabbed me at this--I'd delivered a few 

unauthorized blows during my tenure at CPD. It jabbed me 

more, though, because, after all the risks he'd already 

taken for me, I owed Judd the truth. Instead of making him a 

footsoldier again, I owed him a chance to be at least an 

aide-de-camp. But Fitzgerald's warning wouldn't fade; it was 

possible the Bureau would pull Judd in to get to me. If that 

happened, our efforts to catch Bellou could be compromised. 

I finally decided there was no harm in telling him about 

Gorodenko's murder, and of my suspicions about Kohls and 

Schenk. This, after all, the Bureau already knew. 

"Okay," I said, with appropriate reluctance, "you win. 

Let me decode this message, and send another one, and then 

you can tell me everything you know about someone named 

TYR. " 

"I can tell you that right now," Judd said, his 

eagerness returned. "He's the Norse god of war." 

"Really?" I said noncomittally, though I was, of 

course, very interested in this news. 

* * * 

I was too late for dinner at Mrs. Pereskopf's, so I ate 
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a can of Campbell's soup and half a store-bought pie for 

supper and finished reading the day's Tribune. I was washing 

the dishes when the phone rang. I answered it without 

thinking; my mind was still on Darcy's message--instead of 

telling her all was well yesterday, I'd miscoded the message 

to read that I was dead; her message today had requested the 

date of the funeral. 

It was Frieda. "What's this bullshit about you quitting 

your job?" 

"Alert as ever, I see. I only told you four days ago. 

And it's no bullshit." 

"Why?" she bellered. I pulled the phone away from my 

ear too late. 

"Let me put it in terms you'd understand," I said after 

shifting the phone to my other ear. "It was something I felt 

like doing." 

Naturally, this bounced right off. "You going to feel 

like hocking everything to pay my alimony and child 

support ?" 

"You feel like investigating a less-elevated 

lifestyle?" 

"I can live any lifestyle I please. It's a free 

country." 

"So you've always insisted. Trouble is, your version 

of freedom amounts to lack of responsibility." 

"Who's irresponsible this time? I didn't quit my job." 
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"You will when you feel like it, like you always have 

before. When you decide it's not 'helping you grow--'" 

"Don't sneer at me, you son of a bitch! I'm not the 

one pushing forty and still playing cops and robbers!" 

Uh oh. In a subdued tone I said, "Carlisle called, 

didn't he?" 

"Actually, he came by." She added a smirk to her voice 

and continued, "Talk about personal growth--he sure has 

changed since I last saw him. I don't think I'd mind going 

out with him at all." 

Frieda had many talents, but the few she had cultivated 

to any degree all involved inflicting pain. If we caught 

Bellou I'd recommend that Frieda interrogate him. He 

wouldn't last an hour. 

As it was I'd barely lasted five minutes. "You 

finished?11 

"No." Her voice shook a little. "Denny told me how 

obsessed you were about that Russian. Thank God you can't go 

back to CPD and chase that terrorist again. You'd just get 

killed." 

Denny, huh? "You'd mourn me for about ten seconds. All 

you're really worried about is your meal ticket getting 

punched." 

"Fine!" she shrieked. "I hope you get your balls fed to 

you for breakfast!" 

"How? You cut 'em off years ago!" 
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"You can rot in hell, buster--" 

"See you there, bitch!" I think we hung up at the same 

time. It was the only thing we did as a couple any more. 

I wondered if Frieda was really interested in dating 

Carlisle. He'd always liked her, and now he had something in 

common with her--a reason to hate me. Would they start 

dating just to get back at me? And so what if they did? If 

two people in this world ever deserved each other, Frieda 

and Carlisle did. 

Still, I slept badly that night. 

14 

I spent most of the next morning at Judd's, fine-tuning 

my cryptography skills and, I hoped, boring my minders, whom 

I otherwise tormented by walking around the block just often 

enough to break up any chance they had for going to get 

fresh food, or catch a nap. I'd refused out of hand to even 

try the Bridgman Code after my mishap with the phone book 

code; and every time Judd wandered by on his way to the Coke 

machine or the john he snickered and called me some 

variation of "wimp." 

But his dope on TYR helped me endure his abuse. 

Apparently TYR had existed long before the advent of 

computer network passwords. It was a cartel within the 

cartel that was the Joint Chiefs Intelligence Office, an old 

boy network originally founded by a few young men who had 

graduated West Point just before the Second World War, rose 
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fast, and then took it hard when Korea went badly and 

MacArthur was "reassigned" (along with plans to nuke 

Beijing). According to Judd, they disagreed with the 

fundamental notion of civilian democracy, or, more 

precisely, believed they should very quietly protect 

civilian democracy from itself. This outfit knew even better 

than the CIA where the bodies were buried; in fact, it knew 

where a lot of the CIA's bodies were buried. The bottom line 

was that TYR was dangerous, paranoid, and obsessive (I 

wondered if this was how I looked to Freida). I wished Judd 

hadn't added that TYR had had a major role in the plot to 

assassinate JFK; that was one conspiracy theory I didn't 

subscribe to. 

But what would TYR want with Plainfield's geneticists? 

Judd suggested TYR might be trying to recruit them for some 

illegal weapons research, and that Gorodenko had been passed 

over because he was Russian and therefore a likely security 

risk. This, of course, didn't explain why I'd been passed 

over; with a laugh, Judd attributed it to my sterling 

character. 

By one o'clock or so I was beat--sitting in front of a 

CRT for four hours takes a lot out of you--and Judd made up 

for his abuse by brandishing a couple Cubs tickets. With my 

minders in tow we spent a glorious afternoon watching the 

game; and I discovered Judd agreed with me that it's not how 

a ballpark looks that makes it a classic place, but how it 
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feels. Wrigley feels like your back yard when there's a fire 

for a barbeque and you and your dad are playing catch using 

gloves that have been in the family for generations. 

The Cubs won handily, and afterwards I sprung for 

dinner at the Italian place Jim France had taken me. Back at 

Judd's store later, a message awaited me from Darcy; she 

said Jardine's amnesty documents were on the way, and I went 

home feeling like I'd accomplished a lot. 

* * -k 

The documents arrived next morning via bonded courier. 

I waited until after lunch, mostly to give Barbara Tinsley 

plenty of time to puzzle over what the special delivery 

might mean, then dressed in my three-piece and took the 

documents to Jardine. 

"Fakes," he growled. "Forgeries. It is impossible for 

the government to move so fast." 

Thinking he was about to torch the papers with his 

lighter, I said, as brightly as I could, "Not at all. These 

things've been collecting dust in somebody's safe. The CIA's 

studied using your resources against the QLF for some time, 

and when this Bellou thing came up--" 

"You drew the short straw," he growled again, and waved 

me silent with one of his huge hands. He hesitated, then 

reached into a drawer and produced a pair of wire-rimmed 

reading glasses. He plopped them over his prodigous nose and 

glared at the paper through them. "Whose signature is this?" 
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he demanded presently. "I can't make it out. The scrawl is 

like a doctor's." 

"The DCI. Witnessed by the Treasury under-secretary. 

Also someone in the FBI, though I couldn't swear--" 

His sudden roar of laughter made me jump. "You expect 

me to believe the FBI and CIA are cooperating in this 

venture? What kind of fool do you take me for?" 

Uh oh. "Ease up, Jardine, I said I wouldn't swear to 

it. It's just what I was told. I wasn't there, for Christ's 

sake. I'm just a field man. I was probably hounding your ass 

at the time." 

He looked at me hard, then smiled slightly. "No doubt 

you were." 

He returned to scrutinizing the papers, but his heart 

no longer seemed to be in it, and after a short time he 

lowered them to his desk and removed the glasses. "All 

right, Wilmington," he sighed. "I think you've got the balls 

to try to run phony documents past me, but I think these are 

genuine. There's too much at stake for them not to be." As 

he returned the glasses to the drawer he added lightly, 

"That includes your life." 

"I'm more scared of my own shadow." This may have been 

the biggest lie I'd ever told--I took his threat very 

seriously. "Now when will you know something?" 

"Efforts are already underway." Suddenly bored, he'd 

turned away. "Perhaps tomorrow. Make the scheduled 
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rendezvous then." 

"It better be worth it," I snarled for effect, and 

headed for the door. 

"It will be," he called after me. It probably would--

for him. 

* * * 

As soon as I stepped out of the elevator I was 

surrounded by four stern young men in plain suits. I knew 

they weren't Jardine's men because they acted like rookie 

beat cops on their first bust, all nerves and cutting 

glances in unlikely directions. Which meant they were FBI, 

and when one of them whispered in my ear with Listerine 

breath that they were taking me to see "Mister Stepperton," 

I stopped dead in my tracks and watched them crash into each 

other like dominoes. 

"Am I under arrest?" I shouted, which, in the crowded 

lobby, drew a lot of interested glances. 

Listerine-breath looked like he was going to dissolve 

as he replied, "Of course not, Mr. Torrance, this is 

strictly for your own protection." 

"Against whom--ex-campus radicals?" Listerine looked 

more puzzled than helpless at this, and I decided he might 

not be in on the joke. "Show me some ID and tell me where 

you're taking me!" I bellered, and I thought I saw a middle-

aged woman run in the direction of the security station. 

Then another, calmer voice said, "Please, Mr. Torrance, 
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there's no need for alarm. Mr. Stepperton simply wants to 

update you on a matter of mutual interest." 

"Right. The day Fred Stepperton and I have any mutual 

interests--" 

"Something about some laundered money." 

The hundred-dollar bills? Could Stepperton have been 

sincere in his promise to have Fitzgerald follow up on them? 

Nah, this was cheese at the mousehole entrance. "Try 

again," I said. "If he's offering Cubs season tickets, I 

might listen." 

Behind us, a fiftyish security guard was approaching, 

hand on his sidearm. "Excuse me, gentlemen, but would you 

mind showing me some identification?" All four members of my 

entourage turned, as I'd hoped they would, and I used the 

distraction to dash through the door. I was pursued almost 

at once, and I knew I'd be caught pretty quick, but at least 

I'd have the satisfaction of making these idiots look like 

idiots for a few minutes--

But then it was I who was the idiot: I ran smack into 

Fitzgerald, who grabbed my lapels and threw me effortlessly 

against a parked car. The impact pretty much knocked the 

wind out of me, and, worse, it made me drop my attache* 

case. As I sagged there gasping a car door opened, and two 

more strong hands pulled me around and hauled me inside. 

Their owner then got out the other side, and Fred Stepperton 

took his place. 
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He was not amused. "Geez Louise, Torrance, try to do 

you a favor and what do I get?" 

"Some favor," I rasped. "Your people accosted me like 

in a scene from The Untouchables. And where the hell's my 

briefcase?" 

"Accosting you wouldn't have been necessary if you 

didn't have a certain bad habit." Someone tapped on 

Stepperton's window; he lowered it and was handed my 

attache' case. It was open. 

"Hey, I'm constitutionally guaranteed a right to 

privacy--" 

"Nobody's violating your rights," Stepperton muttered 

absently as he eyed the Minneapolis phone book. "We're just 

being polite." He took the phone book out of the attache1 

case and flipped through it, then shut it and put it back. 

He looked at me and pointed at the phone book. "Is this 

where you went Monday night?" 

Thank God they'd grabbed me after I'd delivered 

Jardine's papers. "I collect phone books. I've got a friend 

in the Twin Cities who sends me one every year." 

"Funny, did I see a Chicago Public Library stamp in 

here?" He opened the book again, examined the inside of the 

front cover. "No, but you could have erased it somehow. 

Stealing and defacing city property. Probably worth a night 

in jail and a decent fine. We'd know where you were, then." 

He shut the book, seemed to consider a moment, then shut the 
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case and offered it to me. "Nah, benefit of the doubt. I 

know people who collect weirder stuff than this." I snatched 

the case away from him, put it flat on the floor, and rested 

my feet on top of it. 

He peered at me; I was still panting a little from my 

earlier exercise. "You okay? Johnny shake you up a little?" 

"I'm fine. Talk to me if you want to talk." If nothing 

else, I'd be able to catch my breath before I strangled this 

ape. 

"We really did find something out about those laundered 

bills you brought in," he said, suddenly amiable. 

"For the last time, I went to the Sox game--" 

"You saw the Cubs yesterday. Usually people root for 

one or the other, not both." 

"Not me. The Cubs were off Monday. My friend had 

tickets to the Sox." 

"Neither one was in town Tuesday, so where'd you go 

after you left the Art Institute?" 

"Little League." 

He leaned closer. "Look, if you've got a girl 

squirreled away someplace, don't worry about it. We're not 

going to squeal to your ex and let her try to jack up the 

alimony. We're not out to bust your chops, Torrance. We're 

just trying to make sure you're not doing anything to 

jeopardize the security of the Plainfield installation. You 

know it's standard procedure." 



204 

If I heard "standard procedure" one more time-- "Yeah, 

and it's also a no-win situation for me. If I am into 

anything nasty, I don't want you guys finding out about it, 

do I? But if I don't lead you to it, you might keep the 

goddam tail on me till I enter the old folks' home!" 

He looked away. "Oh, I don't think we'd keep it on that 

long. Maybe just until you made out your will." He folded 

his arms, stared out his window for a time. I looked out 

mine; Fitzgerald and my former entourage weren't three feet 

away. 

A truck roared by, and the car shook in its wake. This 

seemed to rouse Stepperton. "Last chance, Torrance," he 

sighed. "Tell me what's going on." 

"Go to hell. And get Schenk to join you." 

Stepperton's face contorted for a moment, then he said, 

"Okay, then, gloves are off. No more kids. I'm putting the 

pros on you. If you do have a girlfriend, your ex'11 be the 

first to know. And little accidents may happen as well--for 

instance, your ex's lawyer could get some interesting photos 

or cassettes in his mail--but I won't know a thing about 

that." He flicked the switch that unlocked the doors, then 

stared away from me again. I hesitated, then opened my door, 

collected the attache * case, and stepped out. 

Fitzgerald immediately approached. "Sorry if I was a 

little hot, Stan," he said, offering his hand. "This whole 

situation with you has been frustrating." 
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"Has it," I muttered, and rammed my free hand into my 

trouser pocket. "My sincere condolences. And you tell Fred 

Stepperton I'll leave his 'pros' high and dry as easily as I 

left your guys." I made a motion of kicking dirt towards 

Stepperton's car--I'd always admired managers who kicked 

dirt on umpires--then stormed off towards the garage, hoping 

I hadn't just cut my throat, and Jim France's, too. 

k k k 

I went straight to Judd's and announced we were using 

the Bridgman Code after all. He responded that, since the 

"Feds" had put a tap on his phone, using the Bridgman Code 

was now imperative, as was our dreaming up some way to get 

the "Feds" off our backs permanently. He was remarkably 

upbeat about this, as if it were all in a day's work. 

I found I was too shaky to properly communicate the 

day's events to Darcy, and after wasting an hour and a half 

I finally asked Judd to do the honors. He mastered the phone 

book code in about five seconds and zapped off my report of 

Jardine's acceptance of the amnesty papers and my complaints 

about the FBI surveillance. Then, like an understanding 

parent, he promised we'd work on the new code tomorrow; and, 

unlike an understanding parent (excluding, of course, my old 

man) he took me to a dark tavern and helped me drown my 

sorrows in a lot of St. Pauli Girl. 

15 

I awoke next morning with no hangover, but also with no 
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idea what had happened after I'd drunk my eighth beer. I 

hoped Judd had brought me home, and I hoped Mrs. Pereskopf 

hadn't seen him. Anyway, I knew it was late, and a glance 

at the clock told me I had less than an hour to meet 

Jardine's errand boy. I dressed hastily, grabbed some 

breakfast at a burger joint, and made the meeting in the 

men's room at the Water Tower Place Lord and Taylor with 

five minutes to spare. I didn't care if I were followed--and 

I was--because I'd planned to shop for Janie's birthday 

there as a cover. 

Jardine's messenger was a young, silver-haired, slim 

guy with strange ink-like spots all over his face and a 

voice that suggested razor blades were a dietary staple. We 

discussed the weather for a moment or two while we each took 

a leak; then I watched him wash his hands, wipe them dry 

with a paper towel, then stuff something besides the used 

towel into the waste receptacle. After he left, I dug out 

what he'd stuffed in--a list of names, most of which were 

French. I jammed this into my pocket, left the rest room, 

and browsed around the store for a while. I finally selected 

a plain white blouse that was probably two sizes too small 

and that, since it was white, Janie would think was 

"boring," no doubt because her mother would think it was, 

and because I'd bought it. Then I went home. 

As I was walking upstairs to my place, Mrs. Pereskopf's 

door opened and she appeared, looking agitated. "Mr. 
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Torrance," she said in a stern voice, "this gentlemen's been 

waiting for you." She stepped back inside, and Carlisle 

appeared. He wasn't the last person I'd expected to see, but 

he was close. 

"How you doing, Stan?" he said, smiling the emptily 

paternal smile he'd used when he was showing me around the 

facility my first day on the job. "Got some news which I 

frankly can't understand but which you'll be happy to hear. 

Mind if I come up?" 

Hell yes I minded. One look at my place, he'd tell 

Frieda and I'd never hear the end of it from either of them. 

"Outside," I barked, and came back downstairs two at a time. 

His smile vanished, and irritation took its place. As I 

passed Mrs. Pereskopf's door I caught her look of frightened 

disapproval. 

Two plain concrete pedestals decorated the junction of 

Mrs. Pereskopf's walk with the main sidewalk. I sat on the 

one with the fewest bird droppings and indicated that 

Carlisle should sit on the other. He was wearing his usual 

expensive suit and didn't look too pleased, which made my 

choice of seating even better. "Talk to me," I barked again, 

and glared at him. 

"Well, it seems your friend Jim France has been at it 

again." He was squirming around, trying to get comfortable 

without damaging his clothes. "In a nutshell, he's ordered 

the Bureau to terminate its surveillance of you. He says 
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you're working for him now, you've already passed a security 

check with flying colors, and any further Bureau 

participation in this matter is not only unnecessary but 

embarrassing." 

Good old Jim. "So what don't you understand about 

that?" I asked with an evil grin. 

"Lots of things, actually. But mostly what a washed-up 

cop like you could possibly be doing for someone of his 

stature--you see, I do know something about him--" 

"I'd like to know why you're telling me this instead of 

Stepperton." 

"Because Schenk told me to. And, dammit, I'd like to 

bury the hatchet, Stan, tell you how happy I am that you've 

landed on your feet, and that you've got such an important 

friend to help you do it." More squirming; he looked like a 

little kid who had to tinkle. 

"What's that mean? You want a job with Jim, too?" 

"No, I don't want a job! I like my job! But like I 

said, I can't imagine what someone like him sees in someone 

like you." Now he grinned an evil grin. "Unless you're going 

to be his personal assistant or something." 

Had Carlisle been anyone else, and had we been anyplace 

else, I would have leaped up and choked the life out of him. 

But Carlisle wasn't worth the effort, and I didn't want to 

frighten Mrs. Pereskopf, who was almost certainly watching, 

any more than Carlisle already seemed to have done. 
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So I just sat there, arms still folded, swinging my 

feet a little bit. "Get out of here, Denny, before I call 

the cops," I muttered. He gaped at me a moment, then 

shrugged and stood. He brushed his hands across the back of 

his pants several times; then, as he started up the walk 

towards his car, I hollered, "By the way, Frieda told me 

she's got the hots for you. The coast is clear if you want 

to take her up on it." He paused slightly as I told him 

this, then waved at me without looking and continued his 

j ourney. 

He was parked a couple houses down and I sat and 

watched as his car pulled out. I was about to go into the 

house when a U-Haul pulled up in front, and the same two 

guys who'd helped Barbara Tinsley move in walked right into 

her place without knocking and slammed the door behind them. 

I sat and watched the house until I thought I saw Barbara 

herself at the window scowling at me. I waved and trotted 

back inside. 

Mrs. Pereskopf appeared immediately. "What was that all 

about? That man told me you were under surveillance, and 

that you were responsible for--" 

I grabbed her shoulders; she was hard as a rock in my 

hands. "Mrs. Pereskopf, that man was my ex-boss, and he was 

just giving me a hard time. I told him I'd call the police 

if he didn't leave us alone." She liked my use of "us." "But 

that doesn't mean he will. I want you to tell me if you see 
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any suspicious characters around. Will you promise me that?" 

She nodded; her fright was gone, replaced by the 

determination of righteousness. "Great." I gave her a peck 

on the cheek, which probably frightened her more than 

Carlisle had, and ran up the stairs. 

As I opened my door a sudden thought stopped me in my 

tracks: what if Jim hadn't orchestrated this event? What if 

the Bureau was pulling out so that better people could take 

over? I immediately called Judd, asked him if his watchers 

were pulling out also, and, when he said yes, told him about 

Carlisle's visit and my theory. He said I was probably 

right, but, strangely, seemed almost relieved. 

* * * 

Still, I couldn't flush a tail on my way to meet 

Munoz's representative that afternoon. Either the new people 

hadn't yet come on board, or they already knew my itinerary. 

In case they did, I brought my hammerless Colt .38 along. 

I also brought it on account of the neighborhood. Since 

Munoz was a low-class version of Jardine, I'd arranged to 

meet his contact in a low-class location: the numerous old 

railyards and abandoned warehouses that escorted the 

Stevenson Expressway towards the Loop. Not exactly Fantasy 

Island. When the contact didn't show at the first two 

meeting points and was late at the third, I was tempted to 

go back to Munoz's cantina and yank his chain a little. But, 

with two minutes to go before I left the third rendezvous, I 
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heard the roar of a motorcycle. I hid in available shadow 

and watched as the rider coasted towards me, engine off, 

pulled a mean-looking foreign automatic from a brand-new 

leather jacket, and lifted the helmet's visor to reveal lush 

brown hair and a young Latino woman's features, soft despite 

a skeptical scowl and harsh black eyes that swept the area. 

The .38 handy in my back waistband, I stepped from my 

hiding place, hands raised shoulder-high. In a smooth motion 

her gun arm straightened. I raised my hands higher and 

shouted, "Is that necessary?" She held the gun on me while 

she reached into her other pocket and produced a 

microcassette recorder, which she lobbed to me. I caught it 

and backed away, but she still did not relax. I tipped over 

an old oil drum, sat on it, and switched on the recorder. 

When I heard Munoz's voice I looked up by reflex to see if 

she was listening. She didn't seem to be: she was carefully 

examining the cut of her shining brown hair in the bike's 

mirrors. She saw me watching, gestured at the recorder with 

the gun, and haughtily turned away. 

Munoz's message was that Medellin had put a price of 

ten million US on Bellou's head. He went on to say that 

Bellou was a marked man just about everywhere south of the 

border: he was blamed for the death or capture of rebel 

leaders in Nicaragua, El Salvador, and Argentina. Virtually 

every major Latino syndicate in the US was on the lookout 

for him. 
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Munoz ended his report this way: "How do you like my 

Anitra, eh? She turned eighteen only last month, yet already 

she is a star. In her latest feature she takes three men at 

once. It's called 'Anitra All the Way.' Next time you visit 

perhaps I'll give you a private screening, eh? In the 

meantime she has five other features already available. 

She--" 

I snapped off the recorder and marched back to the 

girl, who was still studying herself. She dislodged a bit of 

caked lipstick from her upper lip with one hand while the 

other brought the gun up and pointed it casually at me. I 

held out the recorder and demanded, "Anything else?" 

Her eyes didn't leave the mirror as she answered, 

"Maybe tomorrow," in a low, artificially sexy voice. She'd 

probably forgotten there were other ways to talk. She took 

the recorder from me, popped the tape out, and let it fall 

to the ground, where she smashed it with the spiked heel of 

her black boot. 

Then she finally looked at me. Something in her eyes 

melted my gut a bit. She looked back at the mirror, then 

turned the handlebar so that the mirror tilted and caught us 

both in the image. For just an instant, a smile appeared on 

her face. I'd never seen a smile like it--she might as well 

have attached a line to my gonads and yanked. Then she 

replaced the recorder in her pocket and pulled the helmet 

on, all the while keeping the gun on me unwaveringly. She 
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lowered the visor, kick-started the bike and, still pointing 

the gun at me, turned around. She revved up the engine, and 

I jumped to one side as the rear wheel sprayed bits of 

concrete and other debris at lethal velocity towards the 

spot where I'd stood. 

Eighteen years old. Pretty, probably pretty early, too. 

Sexually abused at home and then a runaway. Next step? 

Probably not straight onto the street. She was comfortable 

with guns, liked looking in the mirror at herself--some 

self-esteem there. I guessed she'd answered an ad for 

"models." Munoz had pumped her full of coke, slept with her, 

filmed it ("We can watch later, it'll be fun--you'11 see!"), 

played on her vanity, complained about how much the coke 

cost, told her how much could be made by showing their fun 

to other people--and the rest was porno history. No wonder 

Jim had hated this guy--there but for the grace of Whoever 

Was In Charge went his five daughters. 

Or my one. Once this was over, and when Kathy Katkovich 

came back, maybe she and I could put Munoz out of everyone's 

misery. 

Buoyed by that prospect, I made my way to my car, which 

I'd hidden in an alley, and wondered if Munoz would send a 

black woman tomorrow. I doubted the CIA let him prey on 

whites. 

* * * 

Some dope on Kohls and Schenk awaited me at Judd's, and 
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he'd already done us both a favor and decoded it. I read it 

sipping a Coke and leaning against the front counter, while 

Judd typed away as if decoding and passing on messages was 

like filling out a shopping list. 

Kohls was a disappointment. He was the perfect family 

man--doting father of two teenaged sons, sensitive and 

supportive husband. He'd graduated magna cum laude from Yale 

Law School, taken his doctorate at George Washington 

University after a solid if unspectacular career as a JAG 

officer in the Army, mostly working directly for NATO 

generals. When he left the Army he moved into the State 

Department, selecting Foreign Service Officer status rather 

than joining the legal department. Rather than stay in the 

shadows like I'd assumed members of TYR did, he was widely 

published in the more esoteric political journals and was 

popular on TV shows like "Meet the Press" as well as the 

collegiate lecture circuit. If the Democrats ever got the 

White House back he was considered a top prospect for 

Secretary of State. 

Schenk, however, was more like it. He'd gotten a degree 

in forestry from Syracuse, worked for the Forest Service for 

a while, then suddenly resigned under a cloud; Darcy gave no 

indication as to what sort. He turned up again at a desk job 

in the Wisconsin Department of Natural Resources, but 

resigned from that suddenly as well. He went back to 

Syracuse, obtained a Master's in Resource Management, and 
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went to work for Weyerhauser, the timber and paper giant. 

After a third sudden resignation he wound up as an assistant 

to the undersecretary of the Interior in charge of forest 

resources. He seemed to have found a home there, because he 

stayed for nearly ten years before, again rather abruptly, 

being named to supervise Agriculture's Chicago office. 

This sounded like a demotion. Who'd give up Washington 

for Chicago? He may not have had a choice, given his work 

history. He'd been divorced twice and was currently single, 

but the divorces didn't seem related, from a perspective of 

timeliness at any rate, to his many job changes; the first, 

in fact, had come while he was an undergrad at Syracuse. So 

it was safe to assume he hadn't lost his jobs because he was 

screwing the wrong guy's wife. Had he been screwing the 

wrong guy's boyfriend? Carlisle and the two Joliet cops had 

seemed remarkably interested in hanging a homosexual rap on 

me, which made me wonder if some type of misdirection play 

was up. Roy Cohn had demonstrated to all career government 

leeches that the way to avoid detection as a homosexual is 

to shout about how everyone else is one and that you don't 

like it. Was that the deal here? Was Schenk Kohls's lover, 

and had he entertained Kohls while he was visiting the 

University of Chicago? If this were true, maybe I could 

blackmail one or both of them. 

But no, a celebrity like Kohls wouldn't risk the 

scandal a homosexual liaison threatened. Neither would 
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Schenk, for fear it might be bad PR for the facility. On the 

other hand, in these politically correct times, a gay man 

might be good PR for the facility--but only, I decided, if 

he were a scientist or other member of the staff. Being 

homosexual and working in Uncle Sam's bureaucratic warren 

was still largely frowned upon. 

Back to square one, then: why would Schenk take the 

Chicago job? If he were keeping a close eye on the facility 

for someone in Washington, who was it? A member of TYR? 

"All right 1" Judd suddenly yelled. He tore a half-full 

page out of the typewriter, then stood and slammed his fist 

on the counter. "Finished the goddam thing!" he bleated in 

my face. "Finished it, you hear? Look out, Clancy! Look out, 

Ludlum! My first novel under my own name, and I am done!" 

This outburst completely derailed my train of thought. 

"Congratulations," I muttered irritably. "What happens now?" 

"I Fed Ex the fucker to Random House." He squinted at 

the Hires Root Beer electric clock hanging over the door. 

"Shit! If I hurry I can get it off by five!" He shot to the 

back of the store, returning with a flat stationery box and 

some masking tape, which he placed on top of the counter. 

"Gimme a hand, eh?" he said. Opening a drawer, he carefully 

lifted out a ream of papers; the page on top said, PARABLE 

OF THE HERO A NOVEL BY PAUL JUDD. He nodded at the box, 

glared at me when I didn't catch his drift immediately, then 

smiled as I finally lifted the cover off the box. I grabbed 
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hold to steady it as he deposited the papers gently in it. 

He put the top on and wrapped masking tape around the box 

several times. Then he practically leaped over the counter 

and headed for the door. 

When I didn't move to follow he demanded, "What's with 

you? We're Fed Exing this puppy, then we're celebrating!" He 

turned the OPEN sign around to CLOSED and opened the door. 

I'd been wondering how I'd send the stuff Jardine and 

Munoz had given me without telling Judd about Bellou. "You 

go ahead. I've got some complicated stuff to send." 

"You mean, I've got some complicated stuff to send. 

It'd probably take you all night just to encode one word. 

Now come on. It's a ways to the Fed Ex dropoff place." 

"I've got to learn the code some time." 

"Well, you ain't going to learn it tonight. C'mon, I 

know you're a fanatic but what difference is one more night 

going to make?" He moved closer, appraised me as if I were a 

prime racehorse with anthrax. "Besides, you look kind of 

down in the dumps. You need a celebration." 

This was true. The deepening mystery of Kohls, Schenk, 

and TYR, the prospect of being tailed by people who knew 

what they were doing, and worries about the prevalence of 

pornography in our society were all weighing me down. And if 

I didn't go, Judd might suspect something was up. Or maybe 

he did suspect something was up, and would try to get me 

polluted so I'd talk about it. I'd just have to be careful. 
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"Okay, but I destroyed enough brain cells last night." 

I moved past him and out the door. 

"Geez, I might as well have called a priest," Judd 

moaned as he locked up behind us. "This'11 be some 

celebration." 

* * * 

It was, too. Even though I didn't have a drop, I felt 

like I had when I quit at three in the morning. He simply 

wore me out, becoming more animated the more he drank, 

regaling me with tales of his protest days. I finally left 

him in the company of two enormous hippie women we ran into 

in a pub named after some obscure '50's poet. He was full of 

rum by that time, the place was full of pot smoke, and I 

think he thought one of the women was his ex-wife. 

16 

Jardine's messenger didn't show, but I hadn't expected 

anything new from him. I didn't think Munoz's would have 

anything new, either, but I decided to make the meeting 

anyway, if only to try to flush a tail again. I couldn't, 

though I was positive someone was there. 

To my surprise, the Latino girl showed up again. This 

time it was much easier to tell she was female: she wore a 

black leather miniskirt, a black leather jacket unzipped 

almost to the waist, and--as I saw when she dismounted the 

motorcycle--nothing under either of them. Rather than wait 

for me to come to her, she sort of pranced up to me, handed 
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me the microcassette recorder, let me take a long look at 

her chest, and pranced back, wiggling every angle of herself 

as much as she could. I began to wonder if she hadn't 

seduced Munoz instead of the other way around. 

It took too much effort to tear my gaze away from her 

and attend to business. I stepped inside a doorway well away 

from her and switched on the recorder. Munoz reported that a 

French-Canadian radical cell with ties to the Contras had 

been asked by the QLF to smuggle something called sweetened 

uranium into Canada. The two QLF leaders Bellou had killed 

had been enroute to finalize details of the operation. 

Good God, was the QLF building a nuclear bomb? If so, 

maybe Bellou had done us all a favor. I tried to imagine Jim 

France's reaction to this news; he'd probably dismiss it out 

of hand. I had trouble believing it myself--my admittedly 

dated reading of the QLF was that nuclear terrorism was out 

of bounds. But why would Munoz lie about something like 

this? 

My ruminations were interrupted by the girl's spoiled-

brat voice: "C'mon, hurry up." I popped out the tape and 

smashed it--though not as effectively as she had smashed the 

other one--on my way back over to her. She didn't 

acknowledge my efforts in the least, but as she replaced the 

recorder in her pocket she reached into a kind of saddlebag 

and extracted a video cassette in a cheap plastic case. 

"What the hell's this?" I demanded. She was putting 
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the helmet on; as she lowered the visor I detected the same 

kind of crotch-tugging smile she'd shown yesterday. She 

started the engine and backed the bike away this time before 

turning around and roaring away. I opened the case: besides 

the tape itself there was a small, heavily scented greeting 

card featuring a photo of a woman's naked breasts. The card 

was blank inside but someone had drawn a heart with an arrow 

through it in red lipstick and signed it, "Anitra," in 

schoolgirlish script, complete with a little heart to dot 

the i. I tossed the card aside and read the cassette's 

title, printed in garish pink carnival letters: "Anitra All 

the Way." Someone had thoughtfully stamped, "Complimentary 

Copy. Not for Resale" across the top of the label, taking 

care not to print over the title. 

My first reaction was that Munoz was playing me--he 

knew what I thought of him and his vocation, and the tape 

might contain valuable information he'd decided not to 

entrust to the girl, information he'd never repeat and that 

I'd never get unless I watched the tape. 

But another possibility was that Munoz was setting me 

up. Maybe he ran a little side enterprise--blackmailing his 

CIA babysitters. It was hard to understand a government 

agency allowing a sleazebag like him so much freedom 

otherwise. Maybe he'd videotaped me accepting the cassette 

from Anitra, and he'd try to squeeze me next. 

Well, let him try. I had nothing he wanted anyway. And 
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if he had hidden a message in the movie, tough. I wasn't 

about to play games of any sort with someone like him. I 

stepped to the nearest, most solid-looking warehouse wall 

and smashed the cassette against it. I skinned my knuckles 

against the masonry, but it was worth it. 

* * • 

Judd's place was locked, and he hadn't given me a key. 

It was probably unreasonable of me to resent this, but I 

did. I went back to the apartment, drank a beer, cleaned up 

from breakfast, drank another beer, and hit the couch for a 

nap. 

•k *k * 

I was shooting my way out of Munoz's cantina, shielding 

Janie--half-dressed, made up to look twice her age, and 

lethargic from drugs--from flying bullets, video cassettes, 

and other lethal projectiles, when the phone woke me. 

"Hi, sailor," a woman's low voice gushed, and I thought 

for one sickening moment it was Anitra. But then she said, 

more conventionally, "This is your would-be pal, Priscilla 

Sandweig. What's cookin', good-lookin'?" 

"You've never met me," I groaned. "How could you 

possibly know what I look like?" 

"Denny let me see your file photo the other day. You're 

a hunk!" 

And she was drunk. But I was grateful she'd awakened 

me. "He must've showed you the wrong one. I'm nothing 
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special, let me assure you." 

"Now why don't you let me be the judge of that? Why 

don't we meet somewhere not too chic for dinner, and then 

catch 'Cats' at Orchestra Hall? I just happen to have two in 

the fourth row, center." 

Her mention of 'Cats' conjured images of Martina Rudd, 

and these, of course, obliterated any images I'd begun, 

however reluctantly, to form of Priscilla. And it had also 

suddenly occurred to me that Carlisle might be aiming his 

sister at me to make me easier to keep track of. 

"Sorry. Other plans again." Time to play a few mind 

games of my own. "But I appreciate your interest. Don't stop 

trying, you might get lucky some night." I hoped she 

appreciated the double-entendre. 

She did. "Ooh, I can't wait to try again," in the low 

voice. "See ya, sailor." She hung up, and I wondered which 

would be worse: submitting to her desires or watching Anitra 

All The Way. I decided it'd be a draw. 

I had some beer left in the can I'd been working on 

when I fell asleep, so I finished it off, then called Judd. 

He answered on the first ring, apologized for being out of 

commission during the afternoon, and assured me he was ready 

to "go back to work." I was glad to hear his voice, and 

eager to see him--he'd come to represent relative normalcy. 

* * * 

Judd looked like he'd seen the dead walk, and he 



223 

smelled like they'd embraced him repeatedly, but he seemed 

to think everyone who'd "celebrated" the night before should 

be in the same condition. In any case he didn't give me much 

chance to protest because he immediately sat me down at the 

PC and began teaching me the Bridgman Code. Surprisingly, it 

wasn't that much more complicated than the phone book code. 

The trick lay in something called a "random logical value" 

that determined the meaning of all other values and that 

changed every time you used the code. If the person to whom 

you were sending a message didn't know that value, your 

message would be incomprehensible to him. After I'd 

successfully performed a series of exercises, Judd had the 

good grace to leave me alone. Soon I heard him rattling away 

at the typewriter again. 

It took about an hour to encode and send everything; 

then I joined him at the front of the store. "What you 

working on now?" I asked. 

"Chapter one of the next Edmund Rook," he said with 

some irritation. "You're stuck on this Plainfield detour, 

and God only knows when I'll get to start on our 

collaboration. I got to make a living in the meantime." 

"Sorry," I said, feeling rotten. "Won't be too much 

longer. What's this one about?" 

"Terrorist attack." He stopped typing and stretched. 

"Bunch of MPs--that's Members of Parliament, not military 

police--go on this semi-secret retreat in the Cotswolds or 
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somewhere, get grabbed and held for ransom by terrorists. 

Not IRA, either, someone new and different." He grinned and 

fluttered his eyebrows at me. 

On impulse I asked, "You know a lot about terrorists, 

don't you?" 

"Not a lot. More than most, not as much as some." He 

resumed typing. 

"What do you know about the QLF?" 

"Ah yes," in a W.C. Fields voice, "the good ol' Quebec 

Liberation Front." He stopped typing again and eyed me. 

"Don't tell me they're mixed up in this Gorodenko business." 

"They might be." By now I was sorry I'd asked, of 

course, but as long as he seemed to know something--"Would 

they try to build a nuclear bomb?" 

He almost laughed. "The QLF? Are you kidding? They'd 

kiss Maggie Thatcher's privates first." 

This agreed with my impression, but I wasn't happy 

about it. "So, if a supposedly unimpeachable source told me 

the QLF might be building a bomb--" 

"I'd impeach him." Typing again. "Hope you haven't 

emptied the Treasury on this guy." 

"No. I'm supposed to be working for the same outfit he 

is." 

"CIA? FBI?" 

"We've been through that already," I snapped. "It 

doesn't matter anyway." 
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"Oh but it does. If it's the Bureau you can just cut 

your losses and fade away. But if it's the Company you'd 

better think about leaving the planet. Either way, when a 

source starts feeding you bullshit like this, it usually 

means you're blown. Hate to tell you, pal, but I hope to 

God you've got some other value to whoever signs your 

paycheck." 

Terrific. Somebody else had seen through me. But at 

least this time it wasn't all my fault--it'd been Jim's idea 

for me to pose as a CIA man. And my relaying Munoz's 

bullshit would tip Jim off that I was blown, and he could 

initiate damage control at his end. 

"So, Judd grinned, "you booking passage on the starship 

Enterprise or what?" 

"Why bother?" I sighed, suddenly very tired. "I feel 

like I've already gone where no man has gone before." And, 

as Judd gave me a strange look empty of sympathy, I turned 

and left. 

I'd planned to drop Janie's present off and chance 

seeing her--I needed reassurance my little girl was still 

relatively innocent--but being "blown" put a stop to that. I 

had to keep Janie, and even Frieda, out of this mess as much 

as possible anyway, because it seemed to be getting more out 

of control by the hour. So this time I went to the Fed Ex 

place alone, then went home. I ate a TV dinner, watched some 

baseball, and then fell asleep during The Big Sleep, a 
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harmless old Bogart movie I'd taped off TV years ago. Since 

one of its characters is a pornographer, though, maybe it 

wasn't so harmless after all. 

17 

During the night I rescued Janie four more times and 

Anitra once, and a little before six I finally got the 

message and got up. I knew if I ever wanted any peace of 

mind again I'd have to confront Munoz and, since I was 

"blown," I had nothing to lose. I took a long, hot shower to 

loosen up, then dressed and headed for the South Side. I 

stuck the hammerless .38 in my front waistband this time. 

On this Sunday morning, 18th, Loomis, and Blue Island 

looked like one of the ending shots from On The Beach--

dirty, deserted, brittle and transient, as if God had left 

the solar system. I parked about a block from Munoz's 

cantina and scouted the area pretty thoroughly before trying 

the cantina door. It was unlocked, which set off several 

alarms inside my head. 

I stepped inside, gun in front of me, then dived 

immediately for the shelter of the bar overhang, about six 

feet from the door. I waited for some noise or any other 

sign I wasn't alone, but I heard and saw nothing so I edged 

towards the corner of the bar and peered around. No one was 

holding their breath waiting to blow me away. I stood, moved 

around the bar, and checked the cash register. It didn't 

hold anything significant. Then I scanned the rest of the 
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place, ready to duck behind the bar at the first pin drop or 

stray shadow. 

Saturday nights are usually pretty rough on cantinas, 

but this one looked like two local street gangs had chosen 

it to fight their armageddon. About half the tables and 

chairs were smashed, and there was broken glass, barstool 

stuffing, and shell casings everywhere. I bent and examined 

some of the shell casings; they were all from some big 

automatic pistol. A trail of blood led through the swinging 

door to the back of the cantina and Munoz's office. I hoped 

the blood wasn't his, and immediately hated myself for it. I 

looked around a little more, noticed for the first time the 

nice gashes two bullets had made in the bar, then heard a 

high giggle coming from the back. 

I remembered the door creaked, so I pushed it open very 

slowly. Another giggle, followed by a kind of sigh, and I 

froze. The door was pretty heavy and I had to shift my 

weight to hold it in place. Another giggle, higher and 

wilder. I moved around and slowly let the door shut, then 

continued quietly along the short hallway towards the 

office. Its door was ajar and the light was on; I heard 

someone breathing fast and shallow. I took a deep breath--it 

had been a while since I'd done what I was about to do--then 

shot forward, kicked open the door, fell to a crouch, and 

yelled, "Freeze!" 

Anitra was seated behind the desk, watching something 
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on a small TV. She wore the leather miniskirt and jacket, 

but the jacket was completely unzipped, exposing her left 

breast, and the skirt was pulled up over her crotch. At 

least her legs were together; they were up on the desk, 

crossed at the ankles. She was licking something dark and 

sticky off the bore of her big automatic; I didn't want to 

know what it was. 

I relaxed a little, which I shouldn't have done, and 

slowly straightened. She seemed to notice me for the first 

time, and said, "Hi, cutie," in a four-year-old's voice. She 

smiled a very bright, four-year-old's smile, but her eyes 

were wild and hungry. She was stoned. 

I stepped into the room and demanded, "Where's Munoz?" 

She turned the TV around so I could see it. It was, of 

course, a porno film; she was riding some guy on a pool 

table. "Look," she giggled, "it's me." 

I turned the TV back towards her. "Where's Munoz?" 

She sighed and shoved backwards. The rolling chair 

carried her to the wall; after returning the .38 to my 

waistband, I moved around the desk, already sure what I'd 

find. 

But I hadn't expected to find it in that condition. 

In fact, I only knew it was Munoz because of the 

special shoe he wore on his bad foot. Most of his head was 

gone; he'd eaten at least one bullet, more likely two or 

three. Otherwise he was intact except for his crotch, which 
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looked like he'd sat on a landmine. The shooter had probably-

emptied the rest of the clip there. The body was still warm; 

he'd been dead probably no more than an hour. I hoped he'd 

died quickly, and this time I didn't hate myself for 

thinking that. 

As I was bent over the body I felt Anitra's boot on my 

backside. "Nice ass," she purred. When she tried to goose me 

with the toe I decided enough was enough and straightened. 

"What happened here, Anitra?" Though I didn't expect an 

answer I had to ask; it was the homicide cop in me. 

She started mouthing the gun bore again, and hung her 

head coyly. "What did you think of the movie?" 

Maybe words of one syllable would be better. "Why did 

you shoot him?" I shouted, pointing at the body. 

"I wanna know what you thought of the movie," she 

whined. Her eyes had hardened. 

"Rats are probably furnishing a nest with it. Now I'm 

trying to do you a favor. I can help you when the cops get 

here." 

She looked at me, not comprehending. Then she stood and 

clobbered me across the bridge of my nose with the 

automatic. I'd never seen anyone move so fast, certainly not 

someone stoned, and I sagged against the wall, dazed. As I 

checked the damage, she aimed the automatic at my forehead 

and screamed, "Motherfucker!" I had little doubt she'd pull 

the trigger. 



230 

Before she did she decided to make a speech. "That was 

my best movie!" Her tone alternately laughed and wept. "I 

fucked my own father in that movie, and Ramon paid me shit 

for it, and you think it's garbage! You want me to do it 

with animals or something?" 

What did she think I was--a rival producer? Had she 

told Munoz she was signing with me, and killed him when he 

protested? "Look, Anitra, I'm not what you think--" 

"Shut up!" She came right up to me and j ammed the 

automatic against my adam's apple. She grabbed my .38 and 

tossed it behind her somewhere, then grabbed my balls and 

squeezed. "Listen, you shit," she shrieked, "I'm a star! A 

super-star!" She squeezed harder, and brought the gun up to 

my lips and tried to ram it into my mouth. I could smell the 

stuff on the bore. It was blood. 

Munoz's blood. 

I lashed out in blind panic and sent her falling back 

against the desk, then dived for the doorway. She screamed 

and fired at me, and the bullet whizzed uncomfortably close 

to my head. I went through the swinging door hard, then 

dodged to the right. She was right behind me, but I tripped 

her as she came through the door, and she landed hard on her 

belly and dropped the gun. I went back to Munoz's office and 

found my own gun, but the cylinder had popped out and I 

couldn't get it back in. The gun must have hit the wall 

pretty hard. 
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And then Anitra was standing in the doorway, holding 

the automatic rock-steady on me. "You got shit for blood," 

she rasped. "All you puercos got shit for blood." She had me 

cold, and I watched her finger begin to tighten on the 

trigger. 

But instead of firing she abruptly jerked her head to 

one side, like a dog hearing one of those silent whistles. 

Still holding her head askew, she began backing away. The 

gun, however, stayed on me, and I didn't move. She twisted 

her head several times, then popped the side of her head 

with one hand, like a swimmer knocking water loose from his 

ears. "Shut up," she said. She repeated it, louder, and 

again, and again, until she was screaming. 

I threw my gun at her and ducked. She fired wildly; the 

bullet nicked my heel. Then she turned and ran screaming 

from the office. I pulled off my shoe and hobbled after her; 

I came through the swing door in time to see her navigate 

the motorcycle through the wreckage of the cantina, then put 

her head down and crash through the outside door. She'd been 

wearing the helmet, but I hadn't been able to see if her 

jacket had been zipped up. I hoped it had. 

I sagged against the bar for a moment, then dragged 

myself behind it and poured myself three fingers of bourbon 

and gulped it down. I examined my face in the mirror--a 

bruise was forming but there was no blood or broken skin--

and splashed some water on it. I eased the sock off my 
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wounded foot, soaked it in more bourbon, and wrapped it 

around the wound. It wasn't bad--less than an inch higher 

would've taken out the achilles tendon--but it still hurt 

like hell. Then I found a rag and went back to Munoz's 

office. The little TV was still obediantly showing the porno 

flick. I called the cops--anonymously, of course, rag over 

the receiver to disguise my voice--and included a detailed 

description of Anitra, then wiped the phone clean. Finally, 

I retrieved my gun, by now damaged beyond repair, hobbled up 

front again, wiped the prints off the glass and bottle, and 

left. On the way home I stopped and tossed the useless but 

still traceable gun in somebody's dumpster. 

* * * 

My wounded foot was also my driving foot, and it was 

agony getting home. The sock was soaked with blood by then, 

and I just threw it in the gutter. I hopped up the walk to 

the door, stopping midway to pick up the morning paper; if 

Mrs. Pereskopf came out I'd just have to lie and hope she 

bought it. Under no circumstances could I accept if she 

offered to treat my injuries. I was afraid to involve her 

any more. 

The plain and simple fact was I was in deep shit. If 

the cops caught up to Anitra before the CIA did I might be 

okay--she was so stoned they'd never believe any story she 

told. If she tried to shoot it out with them, which was 

entirely possible given her state of mind, they'd nail her 
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and that would be it. But the way my luck was going, CIA 

would find her first. These were people who would believe 

anything long enough to check it out, and who had the 

resources to do it. Hell, she was probably on the way to one 

of their safe houses already. In any case, my first priority 

was to dress my wound properly, then get to Judd's, let Jim 

France know what'd gone down, and wait for him to pull me 

out. 

I stopped in the doorjamb to catch my breath, and 

contemplated climbing the stairs. My knee already hurt from 

hopping, and I had to rest it a minute or else I'd really be 

crippled. So I sat on the steps and opened the Tribune. 

And on the front page, not in sixty-point type though 

it should have been, was a headline that made me wish I'd 

eaten one of the bullets Anitra had offered me: 

CAR BOMB KILLS SENIOR JUSTICE DEPARTMENT OFFICIAL 

I knew it was Jim France immediately. I knew the same 

way I'd known when the phone had rung and I was told my dad 

had had a heart attack, or that my mom had been a hit-and-

run victim crossing the road after church, or that my 

sister's heart had stopped during childbirth and she'd gone 

into a coma. Since I was the last living relative, it had 

been my decision to pull the plug. I'd said go ahead. 

I felt like I'd pulled the plug on Jim. 

Adrenalin, or something else, seized me, and I hustled 

up the stairs and into the apartment. I'd bought cable TV so 
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I could watch baseball on five different channels, but now I 

turned to the all-news station. Nothing on the bombing, so I 

turned the volume way up so I wouldn't miss anything, then 

went into the bathroom and cleaned and dressed the wound. I 

was aware of a dull ached in my head, but it was just a dull 

ache. My foot didn't hurt so much any more, either, maybe 

because the rest of me hurt worse. 

Soon the newsreader began talking about the bombing, 

and I waddled back into the front room. I was greeted by a 

smiling yet officious portrait of Jim France, then by 

footage of the burning car. I just sort of sank into a daze 

after that, though I caught odd words, "Miami" and "radical 

cell" among them. 

The phone probably rang ten times before I realized it 

was ringing. I stumbled over to it, and I don't think I said 

hello. 

It was Fitzgerald. "Stan? You okay?" 

In a voice not mine I answered, "What do you think?" 

"Where you been? Been trying to get you all morning." 

I fell into the chair. "What the fuck does it matter 

now?" 

Hesitation; then, "I didn't mean it that way. I don't 

care where you've been, really. I was just. . . making 

conversation. I wanted to tell you how sorry I am." 

"Fine. You have. Anything else?" 

"Well, yeah, as a matter of fact. We've got a pretty 
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good idea who the bomber was--" 

"I've got more than just a 'pretty good idea!'" I 

shouted. "It was Bellou! It was Georges Fucking de 

Montpelier Fucking Bellou, and he's working for the C-

fucking-I-fucking-A! Jim was one of the three or four decent 

people this cop ever met, and he's. . . . " I couldn't 

finish that, but then I found strength enough to add: "Let 

me tell you one goddam thing, Fitzgerald--I don't care if 

this particular little hit was sanctioned by the CIA or the 

DIA or the Mormon Tabernacle Choir. I don't care if it was 

just Bellou keeping in practice. In my book every one of you 

DC super-suits is responsible. You got that, Johnny, or 

should I come down there and shout it in your fucking ear?" 

I slammed down the phone, and just sat there, feeling 

nothing. I didn't move when Mrs. Pereskopf rapped on the 

door, nor when she came in, shouting, "What is going on up 

here?" I still didn't move when she came towards me, and I 

let her hold me then, because I was bawling like a six-year-

old. 

* * * 

My next lucid moment occurred in my cot. I was covered 

in blankets, and an old, thin, kind-looking gent was peering 

at me through brilliant blue eyes. Periodically he would 

lean to one side to whisper something to Mrs. Pereskopf. She 

whispered something back, then saw I was watching and 

elbowed him frantically. He cleared his throat, peered at me 
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again, and said, "Hello, Mr. Torrance, I'm Dr. Benesch. I'm 

retired, actually, but there's nothing that serious wrong 

with you. Mrs. P asked me to look in on you." He looked 

around to her for confirmation, but she'd left the room, and 

he looked a little embarrassed. 

She returned with Fitzgerald. "Hey, Stan," he said, 

looking relieved, "how they hangin'?" This elicited a 

harrumph from Mrs. Pereskopf and he nodded in apologetic 

acknowledgement. "You sounded pretty low, so I thought I'd 

better pay you a visit." 

"Sorry about the tantrum," I rasped. My mouth felt like 

it was full of old cotton. I made eye movements to indicate 

to Fitzgerald we should be alone. He understood immediately 

and politely shooed the two older people out, though not 

before Mrs. Pereskopf rather defiantly told me to holler if 

I needed anything. 

"You didn't tell them anything, did you?" I asked when 

they'd gone. "About who I really am, and so on?" 

"No." He squatted next to the bed and went on in a low 

voice, "Were you serious when you said this Bellou character 

was working for the Company?" 

The more people who knew about that, the more car bombs 

there'd be. "No, I was just. . . just being hysterical. It 

was. . . something Jim and I used to joke about." 

Fitzgerald wasn't having any. "Are you sure? Because, 

listen, there are ways--" 
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"Johnny, let it go." I grabbed his arm and squeezed. 

"It's nothing, believe me." This used up the last of my 

saliva, and I began coughing. Fitzgerald reached down and 

handed me a half-full glass of water. I drank too fast and 

choked, and he grinned. "It's like feeding a sick kid, huh," 

I said when I'd caught my breath. 

"Yeah, my first is due any day now." He smiled, wanted 

me to be happy for him. 

I was. And now there was no way I'd tell him about 

Bellou even if he put me on the rack. "I suppose you want me 

to tell you what happened to me this morning," I said, 

pointing to my face and lifting my foot. 

"Only if you want to." 

"Don't give me that bullshit. If I don't tell you now 

you'll be on my case about it later." 

"Can't guarantee I won't." 

"Okay. Here it is." I took a deep breath. "I was at a 

tollbooth. I was day-dreaming, braked too late, nicked a 

guy's rear bumper. I got out of my car to apologize, and he 

used some kind of karate move on me. Never saw it coming." 

He seemed to weigh this. "And the foot?" 

"He kicked me. Had some kind of steel-toed boots." 

"Really? Looks more like they had knives on them." 

"Maybe they did. Anyway, he probably would have kicked 

my guts out if the cops hadn't pulled him off me." 

He smiled broadly and straightened. "Whatever you say, 
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Stan." He went to the doorway. "You get some rest. Call me 

tomorrow if you feel like it." 

He didn't believe me, and I tried hard not to appear 

glad he was leaving. "Sure. Thanks for coming." 

But he hadn't left yet. He hung in the doorway a 

moment, then turned. "Stan, I'm sorry." 

"You already said you were--" 

"I don't mean about Jim. I mean about the close 

surveillance. We didn't have to be such assholes." A pause, 

then, "At least, I didn't." He scuffed his feet on the floor 

like an embarrassed seven-year-old. "I, uh--look, I know I'm 

a DC super-suit--" 

I waved him silent. "Hey, I'm not on my deathbed here 

or anything. Besides, I wasn't talking about you. Hell, 

Johnny, you just inherited Jim's place. You're my new token 

good-guy Fed." 

His smile returned. "Thanks, Stan." 

"Can I ask you one thing about the surveillance, 

though?" 

"Sure." 

"Did Jim really order you guys to terminate it?" 

He frowned. "Yeah, why?" 

I tried hard to hide my relief. "No reason. One more 

thing I owe him I'll never be able to repay." 

"Looks that way. Listen, please call me and keep me up 

to date. Maybe we'll have you over to the house for dinner 
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some night soon." 

"Up to date" on what? But I had to laugh it off. "I 

thought you were expecting!" 

"You can help us celebrate. And the kid'11 need a 

godfather." He waved and was gone. 

A few minutes later Mrs. P returned, carrying a tray of 

food, and Dr. B gave me another once over. "I think you'll 

live, young man," he announced. He smiled at Mrs. P, who 

batted her eyelashes at him, and left. Mrs. P then pulled a 

chair in from the dinette, and sternly watched as I ate. I 

swallowed every crumb, though I tasted little, and she took 

the tray away, cleaned it, and returned carrying half a 

dozen different pain killers and a big tumbler of water. 

"You get some rest now," she said, then patted my cheek and 

left. 

No sooner was she out the door than I threw back the 

covers and tried to stand. But my foot didn't like this one 

bit--I noticed my dressing had been removed and a heavier 

bandage applied--and my head spun a little. I had to get 

away, though; whoever had gotten Jim would be after me next. 

I tried to drag myself into the other room but the pain in 

my foot made me even more dizzy; suddenly nausea overwhelmed 

me and I made it to the bathroom just in time. I hoped Mrs. 

Pereskopf couldn't hear me vomiting up her food, but with my 

luck she was probably on the can at that moment. This wasn't 

a drunk sick, though, and it was over pretty fast; and after 
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splashing cold water on my face I felt better. I sat on the 

couch, turned on the TV but kept the volume low so Mrs. 

Pereskopf wouldn't come dashing upstairs in alarm, let the 

pain make me dizzy again, and decided a night's sleep 

wouldn't hurt. I turned off the TV and made my way back to 

the cot, swallowed four Bayers, and tried to relax. I fell 

asleep quickly. 

My nightmares this time, though, made the ones I'd had 

last night seem like wet dreams. 

18 

The phone awoke me a little after seven the next 

morning. My foot didn't hurt until I put weight on it, and 

then pain shot almost all the way up my leg, and I toppled 

to the floor. I lay there sweating for a long moment, but 

the phone kept ringing--whoever was calling knew of my 

condition. I finally crawled over on hands and knees. 

Fitzgerald again. "Stan! Wanted to catch you before you 

got into any more trouble." 

Christ, what did that mean? "Yeah, sure." 

"Listen, Fr--Mr. Stepperton's here, too. We've got a 

little conference call going." He paused, and then 

Stepperton grunted, "'Lo, Torrance." 

"How goes it." I pulled myself up into the chair; this 

sounded like it was going to be a long conference. 

Fitzgerald was speaking. "Now, Stan, I know it was none 

of my business, but I was concerned, so I decided to check 
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that tollbooth story you gave me. Guess what I found out 

instead." He seemed to expect me to answer. 

"Why don't you tell me?" 

"I'd rather hear your side of it--" 

"Just tell him, Johnny," Stepperton ordered. 

"Okay. Seems there was a murder, a pretty grisly one, 

on the South Side yesterday morning. CPD had a suspect in 

custody, a real babe riding a Harley. She was higher than a 

kite, too, probably PCP." 

Had a suspect? "So? What's that got to do with me?" 

"Guess whose prints they found when they dusted the 

place," Stepperton said. 

Panic building, I shouted, "Not mine! I wasn't anywhere 

near--" 

"Yes you were," Stepperton shouted right back. "They 

found them on a little TV in Munoz's office." 

Oh shit. 

"But that's not what's funny, Stan," Fitzgerald went 

on, more reasonably than his boss. "The suspect made her one 

phone call, and she was out on bail--half a million dollars, 

by the way--less than two hours later. And then CPD was 

ordered off the case." 

"Half a million?" I gasped, more from surprise than the 

pain in my foot. "That's great! There's not more than a 

handful of bondsmen in Chicago who can carry that weight, 

and I know half--" 
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"The bond was paid in cash," Fitzgerald said. 

"Don't you want to know by whom?" Stepperton asked. 

I didn't say anything. 

"More important is with what cash--I mean, you won't 

believe this," Fitzgerald said. He sounded like a kid who'd 

managed to sneak into Wrigley, catch a homer, and get it 

autographed. "It's from a consignment of 'clean' funds 

reported 'stolen' a few months ago." 

When I still didn't--couldn't--say anything, Stepperton 

repeated, "Don't you want to know by whom?" I still didn't 

speak, and Stepperton said, "You already know, don't you? 

The same people who've let Munoz run his little house of 

sleaze right under CPD Vice's nose. You call it the C-

fucking-I-fucking-A. According to Treasury, CIA's Office of 

Security reported the money 'stolen' back in--" 

"Stolen, my ass," I managed to grumble. 

"Yes," Stepperton said. "If we leave your anatomy out 

of this, that's exactly what I'm thinking. Now what I want 

to know is, does this have anything to do with those 

laundered hundreds you showed me?" 

"Fred, we can ask him that later," Fitzgerald said with 

some frustration. "Stan, listen, I don't know what you're 

into here, but I'm pretty sure you're in over your head. Let 

us take you into protective custody--" 

I dropped the phone like it'd been electrified and 

hopped back towards the bedroom. I could hear Fitzgerald 
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shouting at me, asking what was wrong, as I climbed into the 

pink sweats. I pulled on heavy socks and my left shoe, and 

then, holding my right shoe under my arm, I hobbled out of 

the apartment, down the stairs, and out to my waiting car. 

Where I stopped, terrified. 

But I had to take a chance on the car. I couldn't wait 

for a cab--Fitzgerald and Stepperton were probably on their 

way here by now. Judd? Maybe; I had to warn him anyway--I 

owed it to him, and he might know the best places to hide. 

But it was still early; would I be able to roust him in 

time? And wouldn't Stepperton have already picked up Judd 

and placed him in "protective custody" by now? 

"Protective custody"--a crock by any other name. Even 

if Stepperton could be trusted, which I doubted, I was sure 

now I was not only in over my head but in over Stepperton's, 

too. I had to get the hell out of Dodge, and very fast. 

Stepperton, Bellou, some rogue CIA operatives, or, God help 

me, some sanctioned CIA operatives--whoever was after me, 

they'd be coming down hard. 

I took a deep breath and, as if the car were some wild 

animal I could spook, I tiptoed up to it and around to the 

driver's side. I dropped to my knees and peered under the 

chassis, crawled all around the car doing this, but saw 

nothing. I stood again and gingerly, slowly, opened the 

driver's side door. Nothing happened. I tested the driver's 

seat with my foot. Still nothing. I got in the car, closed 
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the door, put the key in the ignition, took another deep 

breath, even said a silent prayer, and turned it. But even 

as it cranked, I realized the bad guys didn't necessarily 

have to come down hard on me. 

At first, I simply felt horrible, wondering why this 

had only now occurred to me. And then my heart began to chug 

and grind along with that angry old motor that for some 

reason refused to catch. Dear God, I prayed, let me get 

there in time. 

The car started. I pulled away from the curb and shot 

down the street. I had to get to Frieda before she left for 

work. And together we could get our daughter, before the bad 

guys came. 

* * * 

Ten brutal minutes later I was in Western Springs. I 

circled Frieda's block three times before I decided there 

were no men in black suits and sunglasses ready to jump out 

from behind the Dutch elms and spray me with their M-16s. Of 

course, the bad guys might already have been waiting for me 

in the house, but I hadn't noticed any of the neighbors 

surreptitiously watching the place, as they would out here 

in the snoopy suburbs. 

I dumped the car in an alley a block away and did my 

best to run back towards the house. The front door was open; 

I padded up the concrete steps and rapped on the screen 

door. Frieda yelled, "Just a minute." Her mild exasperation 
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told me she was under no restraint and wasn't expecting 

anyone. I heard a rattle from the kitchen and she began 

walking towards me, wiping her hands with a dishtowel. She 

was heavily tanned, had let her straight brown hair grow, 

and she looked pretty damn terrific in her tank top, crotch-

high cutoffs, and sandals. Obviously she wasn't going to 

work this morning, but why? 

When she saw me she stopped and snapped, "To what do we 

owe the honor of this visit? If you think--" Her soft brown 

eyes grew to twice their size and the tan on her face 

vanished. "Good God," she whispered, "what happened to 

you?" 

On the way over I'd examined my face in the rearview 

mirror. A huge greenish bruise had grown overnight like a 

balloon right across the bridge of my nose. I'd sustained 

more serious wounds in my CPD days, but this one was a real 

work of art, and her shock at seeing it was gratifying. 

"Plenty happened." I shouldered past her into the 

house. "Turn on the TV, your place might be bugged." I was 

surprised the TV was off: Frieda had always needed 

"background noise." 

She glared at me but obeyed, and I headed for the 

bathroom, where I rummaged through the medicine cabinet 

until I found some gauze bandages. I pulled the sock off my 

bad foot, saw that my exertions had opened the wound again, 

and set about removing Dr. B's bandage. Frieda stood there 
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gaping, and I asked, as nonchalantly as I could, "Janie 

still in bed?" 

She seemed afraid to approach me. "No, she's at camp 

this week. I just got back from dropping her off." 

Which told me there wasn't a bomb in Frieda's car, 

either. I threw the old bandage into the wastebasket and 

began applying a new one. "You'll have to pull her out." 

"I'm going to kick you out unless you tell me what the 

hell you've gotten yourself into." 

Frieda was a big girl and in my condition she easily 

could have kicked me across the street. I decided deference 

was the better part of valor. "I should've taken your 

advice," I said. 

"What advice? Dammit, Stan--" 

"To quit chasing that terrorist. You remember Jim 

France?11 

"Yeah, so?" 

"That terrorist blew him to smithereens in Miami 

Saturday, and I'm next. Meanwhile, the FBI wants to place me 

in protective custody, and if you think I'm going to trust 

them for a minute--" 

"Why don't you trust them? You used to be on good terms 

with them." 

"Yeah, when Jim France was alive. But now I might be 

walking into the monster's mouth." 

"Why, dammit?" 
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"Look, Frieda, the less you know about this, the 

better." 

She laughed that wild roaring cackle of hers that had 

often done double duty as a bellow of rage. "You think I'm a 

complete moron? You come in here looking like some fifteen-

year-old hooker beat you up, and you try to convince me 

you're a victim of this huge conspiracy!" She clapped her 

hands, stamped her right foot, cackled some more. 

My foot was wrapped, and I gingerly stood. "It really 

doesn't matter what's going on," I rasped as the bandage 

pulled taut over the wound. "What does matter is that you 

and Janie are in danger, too, and I've got to get you out of 

here." 

Suddenly she was pummeling me. "No, Stan, Janie and I 

aren't moving a goddam inch! You're not involving us in any 

of your cliffhangers!" 

"I'm not involving you!" My left hand lashed out 

towards her head, but she grabbed my arm with one hand, 

brought the heel of her other hand up under my chin, and 

gave me a stiff shove backwards. I of course had no balance, 

and I fell back, hit the side of the bathtub hard, teetered 

there a moment, then slid in. Talk about cliffhangers. 

Frieda cackled again, stepped forward, and offered her 

hand. "Pretty good, huh? Pure reflex. I've been taking this 

self-defense course." 

"Just what you've always needed." I took her hand and 
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she pulled me up so I could sit on the side of the tub 

again. I bent down, retrieved my sock, and pulled it over 

the new bandage. Then I tried standing again. This time I 

was ready for the pain, which didn't mean it hurt any less. 

"For your information," I grunted, nodding towards my foot, 

"this is a bullet wound." 

She stood aside, folded her arms under her still-

impressive breasts. "And your face?" she sneered. 

"I was pistol-whipped." 

"Sure you were. Why couldn't they have shot you in the 

head and pistol-whipped your foot?" 

"Because they weren't you, I guess." Tentatively I took 

a step: immediately my foot protested, and my head hurt in 

agreement. "Cut it out," I muttered to my head. I took 

another step, and my foot protested more. I felt like an 

infant learning to walk, while Frieda, in the role of Mom, 

mercilessly scrutinized my every step. 

But after what seemed like a year I was out of the john 

and into the dining room, where I sank gratefully into one 

of the chairs surrounding the antique dinner table. Frieda 

applauded and walked towards me smiling sardonically, then 

leaned in the archway leading to the kitchen and refolded 

her arms. "Care to try for the bedroom--the upstairs 

bedroom?" she asked behind a softened smile. 

"Why? Blood and bandages that big a turn-on for you?" 

She flushed, her eyes narrowed, and she started towards me, 
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probably to demonstrate that her self-defense course wasn't 

just for defense--

Outside, a car roared up. Frieda stopped, stood on 

tiptoes and peered out the window, then ducked and 

whispered, "It's the cops! I thought you were wanted by the 

Feds!" 

"Not even the Feds can be everywhere at once. When they 

can't they use the local cops." 

She ran to me and tried to pull me to my feet. "Now 

we've got to get you upstairs!" 

"Forget it," I said, and pushed her away. "I'll never 

make it. I'll go in the john and turn the shower on. You 

tell them Janie's in there." I stood, wobbled a little, and 

limped to the bathroom. I got the door shut behind me just 

as heavy feet climbed the stairs outside. A moment later 

someone rapped on the screen door. I turned on the shower, 

then pulled the door open a crack so I could listen to what 

went on up front. 

"Mrs. Torrance? I'm Sergeant Rehmke of the Western 

Springs constable's office." A pause. "Is there anything 

wrong, Mrs. Torrance? You look a little upset." 

"Well, I am, sort of. I just killed a fucking roach. 

Those things give me the shits bigtime." Good old Frieda--

she knew, probably better than most women, that many men, 

even cops, were intimidated by women who liberally used 

profanity. 
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"Roaches are filthy," Rehmke said. "You'd think the 

winters we have would kill them, too." 

"You sure as hell would think so, yeah." 

"Well, anyway, Mrs. Torrance, I was wondering if you'd 

seen or heard from your--ex-husband?--Stanford recently." 

"No, as a matter of fact I haven't. Why? What's the 

son of a bitch done, besides not pay me my alimony?" 

"It's a federal matter, Mrs. Torrance, and we're not at 

liberty to say. You, uh, mind if I come in and look around a 

little?" 

"Got a warrant?" Frieda snapped immediately. 

"I can get one," Rehmke said firmly, "but we'd hoped 

you'd cooperate." 

"Well, any other time, officer, I would, but really, 

the place looks like a farmyard shithouse. I'm going through 

all my old clothes, my daughter's too, for our block rummage 

sale next week. You know, for our Neighborhood Watch 

program. I'm sure you're glad I'm participating." 

"Yes, I am. Is, uh, your daughter at home now?" 

"Yeah, she's in the shower. She loves cops. A little 

young for you, though, I think." 

Evidently this was all of Frieda Rehmke could handle. 

"Well, I appreciate your time, Mrs. Torrance. And, again, if 

you would contact us--here's my card--if and when your ex-

husband should contact you." 

"Sure, no problem," Frieda said jovially. "Whatever 
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he's done I hope you catch him quick. He's one of the 

world's bigger assholes." 

Rehmke said nothing. I didn't move until I heard his 

car pull away. When I shut off the water and came out of the 

bathroom Frieda was standing in front of me, glaring. "You 

owe me," she snorted. 

"Then let me pay you back by getting you out of here." 

I sat at the dining room table again and wished I could stay 

off my goddam foot for ten minutes. 

Frieda returned to the archway and hollered, "Stan, for 

the last time, Janie and I are not going anywhere, at least 

not with you!" 

"Frieda, 'for the last time,' I've got to ensure your 

safety, and the best way to do that is to protect you 

myself!" 

"Why can't the police protect us? I could say you 

threatened us or something." 

"Why were the police just here?" I bellowed. "Don't you 

get it yet? The cops are cooperating with the Feds, and the 

Feds are the bad guys here! The terrorist is working for 

them!" 

Frieda threw up her hands, stalked into the dining 

room, stalked back out. "Christ, Stan, you've finally gone 

crazy, haven't you? How the hell can a foreign terrorist 

have the Western Springs police in his pocket?" 

She was on her way in again and I grabbed her as she 
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went by. "He's got the CIA in his pocket! In fact, he's got 

the entire intelligence machinery of the United States 

protecting him!" 

"And I've got you protecting me! Is that supposed to be 

reassuring?" She yanked her arm free and rubbed it--I'd left 

a red handprint where I'd grabbed it. "That is, if any of 

this bullshit is true." She rubbed for a while, then stormed 

around to the other side of the table and sat, facing away 

from me. 

I held out my arms, pleading with her and hating myself 

for it. "So okay, you don't want to go with me. But at least 

get out of town. Disappear someplace. Maybe they won't pay 

much attention to you, with our. . . relationship the way it 

is. But on the offchance they do. . . ." 

Silence fell between us like a canvas tarp--heavy, 

unwieldy, impenetrable. I'd gotten used to such silences 

during our marriage: they'd often hung around for days. And 

then, finally, when I'd all but forgotten what had caused 

the silence, she'd bring the subject up again as if only 

minutes had passed, and she'd tear into me as if I'd 

cornered her and her only escape was to go right through me. 

This particular silence lasted less than a minute. But, 

though I'd expected them to be dull, her claws hurt as much 

as ever: "You selfish, wormshit son of a bitch! Just when my 

life seemed to be going somewhere again! Now I've aided and 

abated--whatever you call it--a fugitive, and I'll wind up 
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in jail, and Janie--" She stood, came around, and grabbed 

the lapels of my shirt. "Just what the hell do you think 

you've done to your daughter's future? Huh, Mister Tough 

Cop? Know what'11 happen? She's going to end up on her 

grandparents' farm, where she'll be bored stiff and run away 

within, a week! She'll wind up in California, and the next 

time either of us see her she'll be in some porno flick! 

Tell me you thought of all that when you showed up here!" 

Her mention of pornography numbed me and I just sat 

there. She probably thought I wasn't listening because she 

gave me a hard shove that nearly toppled me off my chair, 

then sat next to me and began drumming her fingers on the 

table's polished surface. "And then, of course, there's me 

and Peter. That's over." Her tone was similar to the one 

she'd used when criticizing my lack of ability to discipline 

Janie. "The most I can hope for is that he won't fire me--

I'm his receptionist, if you must know. And it shoots my 

dental school plans all to hell, of course." 

She turned back to me wearing a thuggish smile. "Before 

you ask, he's my boyfriend. A real Aryan hunk. And rich! 

He's a partner in the biggest dental clinic in Oak Brook. 

Brings home two hundred thou in a down year. Owns a cabin in 

Wisconsin, and right now he's packing to go deepsea fishing 

in the Gulf of Mexico for three weeks." She leaned close 

and whispered, "Yesterday, he won this pro-am golf 

tournament. He took me out to celebrate, and then he took me 
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to his place and he fucked mv lights out." 

This hurt much worse than my wounds--it was the way 

she'd always complimented me after we'd had an especially 

good time in the sack. I shot her a quick glance, she beamed 

at my pained expression, and then I turned away. After a 

while I choked out, "Do you love him?" 

"Hell yes I love him," she snapped immediately, and 

slapped the tabletop. "With specs like that, who wouldn't?" 

She was out of practice after all, because she'd fallen 

into her own trap. "So why would someone with 'specs like 

that' be interested in you? Beyond accepting your offer to 

fuck your lights out, of course." 

She shoved herself to her feet. "Now listen, buster, if 

you think--" 

"I don't think, I know. I figured you'd end up like 

this, throwing yourself at a man like a groupie after a rock 

star. You're so worried about pornography--what do you 

think goes through Janie's mind when she sees you acting 

like this?" 

"She sees me going after something I want and getting 

it! It's every woman's right!" 

"Okay, great," I groaned, waving a hand, "if that's the 

way you see it. But when are you going to admit that the 

only stable thing in your life is its lack of stability, and 

that this is just another manifestation of it? I've 

apologized dozens of times for failing to provide the stable 
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atmosphere you needed, but the least you can do is--" 

"Who the fuck do you think you are--God?" For a moment 

I thought she might climb on the table and jump up and down 

on it. "Did you really expect me to depend on you for my 

'stability'? Did you really expect me to cling to you like 

some sort of parasite? I married you because I wanted you, 

Stanford Torrance, not because I 'needed' you! I want Peter 

Kramer, and if he doesn't want me I'll deal with it! But 

right now it looks like he does, and I intend to take full 

advantage of it!" 

I don't know where the idea came from, but it sounded 

right as soon as I said it. "Fine. Tell him he can fuck your 

lights out for the next three weeks. You and Janie are going 

with him." 

Even if she didn't agree with my plan it was worth it 

to see the shock on her face. As she tumbled back into her 

seat I pointed towards the kitchen and shouted, "Go on, get 

your ass on the phone and call him before he gets away. And 

tell him to bring the keys to that cabin. That's where I'm 

going." She stood and, warily, as if I were a wild animal on 

a chain, made her way to the telephone. 

* * * 

Ten minutes later, during which time Frieda continued 

to regard me as if I were a combination savior-murderer, 

footsteps slapped up to the front door. She jumped up as if 

someone had jabbed her with a cattle prod, announcing, 
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"Peter's here" with proper breathlessness. 

"Frieda, wait!" I shouted, too late to do any good if 

it had been a cop or a CIA hitman. But it wasn't, and I was 

almost disappointed as she escorted him in, her hand on his 

shoulder in a unconsciously familiar way that hurt me to see 

it. Grinning like a teenager, she said, "Stan, this is Dr. 

Peter Kramer." Smiling an utterly vacuous smile, the six-

foot-two, blond, built, blue-eyed, barely-over-thirty Aryan 

hunk stepped forward and held out his hand. 

Shaking hands with him was the hardest thing I've ever 

done. 

Frieda's hand had moved down and intertwined with 

Peter's. Another unconscious gesture, and of course more 

painful than the first. I sat at the table and, not caring 

how lame it sounded, asked, "So is this a national holiday 

for dentists or something?" 

"No," Peter Kramer replied boyishly, "my brother lives 

in Athens, Florida, and he invites me down to go fishing 

every year at this time." He hardened. "Now just exactly 

what's going on here, er, Stan?" 

"Police investigation. Didn't Frieda tell you I'm a 

cop? I want her and our child out of this area in case of 

reprisals." 

To Kramer's credit, he didn't just cave in. "But don't 

you guys have safe houses, places where--" 

"They've all been compromised. I just came from one. 
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Escaped would be closer to the truth. Three men are dead 

there, including a police officer. Whoever did it will be 

after me, too." Frieda signaled that she was impressed by 

my story by moving closer to Peter, who put his arm around 

her waist. 

Kramer swallowed hard a couple times, muttered, "Well 

then--sure, yeah, whatever you say." And suddenly I might 

not have been there, as he took Frieda into his arms, then 

placed his hands on her shoulders and asked how long it 

would take her to pack. She said half an hour. She hugged 

him, then turned to run upstairs. There was no sound of a 

car as he left; where the hell did the guy live--around the 

corner? 

* * * 

We fought over my using her car--it was brand new and 

she didn't want it to get "shot up." At that point she 

seemed to realize how she sounded, and added apologetically 

that my old Chevy, bigger and heavier, seemed better 

protection. That wouldn't make any difference, I retorted; I 

needed something easy on gas and fairly innocuous--her 

Toyota looked like thousands of others, and if necessary I 

could always steal another set of plates. She was silent, 

then asked why I just couldn't have my car painted or 

something. Which meant she'd given in. 

Then, while she packed, I took the five-gallon gas can 

for the lawnmower and made my way back to the alley where 
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I'd left the Chevy. There weren't any cops swarming over it 

yet, and I siphoned as much gas out of the Chevy as I could, 

then lugged the can back to the house. A full five-gallon 

can weighs a lot and it took a while, and of course my foot 

made me regret every step. When Frieda asked why I'd gone 

to all this trouble, I told her I hadn't much cash on me and 

credit card purchases could be traced. When I returned from 

putting the gas can in the back of the Toyota she was 

rummaging around in her purse. Presently she handed me $46. 

I thanked her, and she let me hold her hand a moment longer 

than we both knew was necessary. 

Shortly thereafter Peter Kramer showed up in his 

silver-gray BMW. He gave me a crude map to the cabin, which 

included instructions as to how to get inside, and 

emphatically said "No" when I asked if there was anything 

special I needed to know about the place. Not a hell of a 

lot from a guy to whom I'd just given the love of my life. 

After that I seemed to disappear again. My good-bye to 

Frieda was hurried and definitely awkward, what with Mr. 

Universe standing right there keeping an eye out for the bad 

guys. As the loving couple drove away I was assailed by a 

brutal sense of failure, aloneness too; but eventually I 

realized how exposed I was on the front stoop, and shuffled 

back into the house. 

I called Judd, and sighed with relief when he answered, 

"Hey, Torrance, the Feds have been here. They say they want 
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to protect you." 

"What would you do if they told you that?" 

"I'd run like a scared rabbit." 

"That's what I'm doing, and you might think about doing 

the same." I took a deep breath. "You may not hear from me 

for a long time, or even ever again. I just wanted to say 

thanks, and watch yourself." 

"Torrance, listen, I have friends--" 

"Forget it." 

"I'm serious, man. I can get you so far gone you won't 

see yourself in the mirror." 

"Look, Judd," I began, then let it go with a sigh. 

"Paul. You're very good at this. If you had half the tools 

of the super-suits, you'd run circles around them, I'm sure. 

But they got the tools, and they got the badges, and I don't 

want you to get your eardrums busted, too." 

He was silent. It struck me that silence didn't come 

naturally to Paul Judd, and I felt strangely honored. 

"You keep your head down, man," he said, his voice 

subdued. "You need any help, just whistle. Don't worry 

about my ears, I'll hear you." He chuckled. "Peace, cop." 

"Yeah. Peace, hippie scum." It was an effort to hang 

up. 

From there I limped into the garage. At one time I'd 

kept a styrofoam cooler there; I didn't think Frieda, who 

was tighter than the cutoffs she'd worn, would have thrown 



260 

it out unless it had been completely destroyed. Still, it 

took me a while to find it, and no wonder: it was buried in 

a corner behind a box of mementos of our early years 

together. I stood looking at them for a moment, feeling more 

pain not from my wounds rise and then subside; then I picked 

the cooler up and lugged it into the kitchen, where I filled 

it with the meager contents of the pantry and refrigerator. 

(Kramer had not volunteered any information regarding the 

state of the cabin's provisions.) When I finished I lugged 

the cooler back to the garage and put it in the back seat of 

Frieda's car, then dragged myself to the upstairs bedroom to 

look for Frieda's gun. 

I finally found it--a little Taurus .380--in a box of 

old rags at the bottom of the clothes hamper. She'd bought 

it the third year of our marriage because she'd like its 

name. She'd been going to school at night--it was her pre-

med phase and it had lasted about as long as the others--and 

she felt she needed the gun because the school was on the 

near South Side, which was not the best place to be at night 

if you were white and female. 

I'd been against her getting the gun. I felt, as did 

most people in law enforcement, that women who carried guns 

for protection were only likely to get into deeper trouble 

than those who didn't. She reacted angrily to this, and 

bristled whenever I came close to the subject. At first she 

seemed obsessed with keeping the damn thing clean, going to 



261 

the range, etc., but she soon became bored with school. She 

never had to use the gun, of course, and she began 

neglecting it. When she finally quit school and ceased to 

go out at night even in our neighborhood, she still wouldn't 

give up the gun. Though she'd intended it as a symbol of her 

independence, it became one more symbol of her inadequacy. 

The gun hadn't been fired or cleaned in--good lord, ten 

years? I never knew when she'd stopped carrying it; one day, 

as an idle part of a good-bye, she told me she'd "put it 

away." I'd done both of us a favor and hadn't looked for it. 

But now, as it fought my efforts to take it apart, I wished 

I had: like a pea under a mattress it had proven an almost 

constant source of irritation, both as a subtle reminder of 

one of our many unresolved crises, and as a symbol of my 

profession, and her dependence upon it. 

It no longer mattered, though: I'd all but thrown her 

into Kramer's arms, and she'd done nothing to stop me. And I 

knew if this mess hadn't come along and forced me to do it, 

something else--something far less cataclysmic--certainly 

would have. 

I reassembled the gun, tossed it back in the box, and 

tucked the box under my arm. I went through the house 

looking for clothes I could wear; I'd've probably been 

disappointed if I'd found some, but I didn't. In the garage 

again I tossed the box containing the gun on the Toyota's 

passenger seat, then went back in the house and gave it a 



262 

quick once-over, trying not to smell Frieda there as I 

locked doors and windows, turned off switches and unplugged 

appliances, and made sure I wasn't leaving anything useful 

behind. Then I returned to the garage, slammed and locked 

the connecting door behind me, got in the car, punched the 

garage door opener, and pulled out of the driveway, certain 

I would never see the house or its occupants again. 



PART THREE 

Wisconsin Trunk Highway 70 fights its way through the 

heart of the Northwoods, dodging swamps and tiny lakes and 

hurtling over rushing streams. Kramer's place was about a 

mile north off of 70, and about twenty miles from the 

nearest large town, a tourist mecca called Minoqua. After 

following quaint little hand-carved signs bearing names like 

Sorensen, Jensen, and Andersson for what seemed like an 

hour, I finally saw a sign with "Kramer" peering out from 

behind weathered varnish. It pointed down a rutted lane; 

after five minutes' jostling this fed into a cleared lot 

behind a small log cabin which, according to Kramer's map, 

faced a small lake. 

I got out of the car and stood, hands in pockets, 

breathing the fresh air. The white bark of the birch trees 

seemed to glow when the sunlight struck them, and I think I 

saw more living things in a square yard of the woods than 

I'd seen in a square mile anywhere else. It was very quiet. 

Kramer's map explained the complicated arrangement with 

the key. Beside the driveway stood a shed, partially 

enclosed. The unenclosed portion sheltered a pile of 

firewood and, somewhere amidst it, a key in a plastic 

sandwich bag. The key permitted access to the shed's 

enclosed portion, wherein a refrigerator stood like a 
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sentry; inside the refrigerator in a Tupperware container 

were the keys to the cabin itself. If you were lucky there 

might even be a beer left behind by previous guests. I was 

lucky. I killed half the beer, then unlocked the padlock on 

the back door of the cabin and went inside. 

The cabin smelled of old sweat and kerosene. I was in 

the kitchen; it was narrow and about half the size of 

Frieda's bedroom closet. On my left behind the door was a 

breaker box. I flipped the switches, and the refrigerator 

came on with a loud pop. Ahead of me a large room was 

dominated by a varnished picnic table. Over this a lantern 

hung; from this came the smell of kerosene. Beyond the 

table, next to a door that led to the front porch, stood a 

big black Franklin stove. A six-inch aluminum flue looked 

overmatched as it made its uncertain way up to a cinderblock 

chimney. The stove's door hung open crookedly, as if daring 

me to try to build a fire. I hoped it wouldn't get too cold 

that night. 

At both ends of the room were large picture windows 

with hinged doors. I unfastened and opened the one to the 

right, nearest the picnic table, then walked the length of 

the room and opened the other. Two small bedrooms opened off 

to the left, and a tiny add-on bathroom on the right. A 

rollaway bed with a bright red spread sat in a corner just 

outside the bathroom door; over this an electric clock made 

from driftwood hung on a nail. I set it to 6:55, the correct 
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time. Back towards the picnic table, on an antique endtable 

separating mismatched stuffed rocking chairs, was a small 

spiral notebook that called itself "The Log." It contained 

various feminine scripts describing events that had mostly 

occurred twenty or more years ago. 

As a breeze swept through the cabin, rustling the 

notebook's pages, I unlocked and opened the door to the 

front porch. The porch ran the length of the structure and 

was furnished with more old discards. A storm door led 

outside. I opened it and walked slowly down a short hill to 

a canvas-covered wooden dock stretching about fifteen feet 

out over the shallow lake. 

Little Birch Lake was perhaps a quarter mile across and 

maybe a mile long, north to south. I counted ten houses--for 

some were much more than cabins--on the far shore and, after 

walking to the end of the dock, another seven on my side. 

In the approximate center of the lake was a small weedbed, 

and in the center of the weedbed was a big rock. A family 

of ducks swam around and climbed upon the rock; for some 

reason it reminded me of the Franklin stove. Behind me on 

shore a gust of wind rattled through the trees, and some 

groaned and creaked in protest. I turned and saw a tiny red 

bird crawl into, then seconds later emerge from, an ornate 

birdhouse affixed high on the thick trunk of an old birch. 

The bird flew away, and I watched for a while to see if it 

would return. When it didn't, I returned my attention to the 
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lake. 

I don't know how long I stood there, listening, 

breathing, watching, trying to visualize how it might have 

been for Frieda and Janie and myself, coming up here to our 

own little hideaway. I saw myself standing waist-deep in the 

water while Janie, four years old or so and trussed in one 

of those absurd orange life preservers, hovered on her belly 

in front of me, paddling and kicking furiously, ignoring yet 

desperately believing my assurances that she wouldn't drown 

if I let go of her, and that crabs and snakes and snapping 

turtles and various other lake monsters weren't all going to 

come and try to swallow her. I saw myself knifing through 

the clear water, sneaking up behind Frieda (who lay 

contendedly on a air mattress) and spooking her, a no-

quarter-asked-or-given watertight ensuing. I saw myself just 

offshore in a boat, flycasting amid the rocks and brush on 

the shoreline. I saw myself and Frieda and Janie and perhaps 

another child sitting around a fire I'd built out back, 

roasting weiners and marshmallows. I saw myself asleep on 

the porch rollaway, a paperback open on my full belly. . . . 

And I heard Frieda complaining about the flies, 

mosquitos, and the innumerable other species of bugs which 

infested these woods. I heard Janie complaining about the 

long drive, and the quiet, and no TV, and the quiet, and no 

malls, and the quiet. I saw myself getting edgy and restless 

after the novelty of the place had worn off and the prospect 
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of relaxation had become the certainty of boredom. 

No, a vacation hideaway never would have worked for 

Frieda and me. I decided it was about time I realized that 

nothing would have worked for Frieda and me. As I headed 

back up the hill, I wondered how long it would take Peter 

Kramer to reach the same conclusion. I both hoped and feared 

it wouldn't be too long. 

The wind was out of the north and was carrying a chill, 

so I closed the windows at each end of the cabin, unpacked 

my provisions, and opened a can of chicken noodle soup for 

dinner. I panicked for a moment when I couldn't find 

matches to light the gas stove, then in a flash of 

inspiration looked in the breadbox. It was crammed with 

them. My next worry was whether there was any gas in the 

two bottles chained to the wall outside, but the jets caught 

and roared hungrily on my second try, and I dumped the soup 

into a small kettle I found in a cupboard and put it on the 

burner. I took the portable radio I'd spotted on the 

counter and limped down to the end of the dock with it. Big 

clouds rolled quickly across the blackening sky, and the 

lake, jostled by the anxious north wind, impatiently slapped 

the shoreline. 

I switched on the radio and was nearly deafened by rock 

music, which seemed out of place in these surroundings. I 

turned down the volume, switched to AM, and began searching 

the low end of the dial for a news broadcast. I stopped 
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briefly along the way to make sure the Cubs, playing an 

afternoon game on the west coast, were losing. 

Surprisingly, they weren't. Nothing made sense any more. I 

wanted to listen for a while, but then I realized that, if 

they did win, the shock to my already traumatized system 

might be too much. So I reluctantly went on; presently I 

heard the familiar tones of a Chicago newsreader. 

He said nothing about ex-cops suspected in brutal South Side 

murders, though; and after the newscast I found the Cubs 

again--they were even farther ahead than before--and went 

back inside. 

The soup was bubbling merrily. I turned down the flame, 

looked in the drawers and cupboards for a spoon and bowl, 

poured myself some soup, and set it on the table. I took a 

quick sip and drew back surprised. Maybe it was something in 

the air up here, but canned soup had never tasted so good. 

The Cubs kept scoring; it sounded like one of their 

biggest innings in years. An omen? Oh sure--I was a fugitive 

on a federal warrant, which meant my picture would be on 

every post office wall in the country by the end of the 

week. Any cop seeing me would shoot to kill, then brag about 

it for the rest of his life. And here I sat, in as podunk a 

place as any on earth, eating canned soup, still dreaming of 

ultimate triumph. If this was an omen of anything, it was of 

the certainty that I would lose this game. 

The inning finally ended, and I got a second helping of 
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soup, then ran some water in the kettle and left it in the 

sink. I finished eating quickly, listening absently to the 

scores of other games. I dropped the bowl into the kettle of 

water in the sink and, after switching off the radio, made 

my way to the bathroom. My foot had behaved fairly well 

during the trip, but now it was aching again. I removed the 

bandage, saw that a good scab had formed, and decided to put 

off dressing it again until morning: the fresh air might do 

it good. Then I hauled myself to the bed with the red spread 

and carefully crawled between the sheets. I fell asleep 

almost immediately. 

ic *k "k 

I awoke to the clatter of rain on the roof. It was 

dark, and the homemade clock above me said 11:15. I slid off 

the bed and felt my way to a bank of light switches I'd seen 

by the front porch door. The first one I tried illuminated 

the path to the lake, and I quickly flicked it off. The 

second one illuminated the table; the fixture was high on 

the crosstimbers above it. I ran myself a glass of water, 

drank it, and went to the john. My face in the mirror looked 

lost, confused, beaten in both senses. The bruise had gone 

down, though. After dragging back to the light switches and 

flicking them off, I tumbled onto the bed again and, helped 

by the sound of the rain, soon fell back to sleep. 

20 

Maybe it was a sixth sense--it was about time I 



270 

developed one--that awakened me with a start next morning. 

The clock said 6:30, and sunshine burst through the 

porch windows the way Janie used to burst into our bedroom 

as a small child. Everything seemed to shimmer from the 

night's rain; a stout breeze shook the trees; birds sang 

especially loud. I sat up, examined my foot to see if it 

had bled during the night--it hadn't--and went into the 

bathroom. I quickly found a serious first aid kit and gave 

the foot a dressing Dr. B would have envied. Then I pulled 

on my shoes, headed for the front porch, and stepped 

outside. 

The man standing in the path to the dock didn't seem to 

notice my approach. He was probably sixty. He was big, with 

graying red hair, a thick, not quite handlebar moustache, 

and a deep scar down his left cheek. Huge hands 

autonomically cleaned and reloaded a pipe. He wore a 

tattered green baseball cap, a plaid coat, a faded red 

sweatshirt and faded khaki pants. All were paintstained. 

He also wore heavy hiking boots. 

The way this guy stood there, bold as brass, meant he 

was the neighborhood snoop. Why hadn't Peter Kramer 

mentioned him? I made a show of stretching and yawning, 

then I stepped right up to him and shouted, "Morning!" in my 

most amiable tone. 

The snoop had his eye on something in the trees 

overhead. "Morning," he returned disinterestedly. His head 
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jerked like a cat's as he watched. After a while he pointed 

with the pipe stem away to his left. "Flying squirrel. Been, 

oh, five years since I seen one. Amazing creatures. Bein' 

destroyed like everything else up here." 

Now he turned his gaze to me. One bright green eye 

bored into me, the other just sat useless in his head. "Saw 

you drive in yest'day evenin'," he said. "Didn't recognize 

the car. Thought I'd see who 'twas. Always seems to be 

someone differ'nt at Kramer's place." 

"Byers, Bill Byers," I said, hand outstretched. 

"Friend of Peter's from college." 

He ignored my hand, turned, and stared out at the lake. 

"Stensruud. Been called 'Swede' purt near all m' life." He 

jerked his head back, eyed me. "Big Pete or Li'l Pete?" 

"Excuse me?" 

"You a friend of Big Pete or Li'l Pete?" He spoke 

slowly, as if to a small child. 

"Oh, Little Pete, sure." I stared out at the lake as 

well; thoughts of kicking Peter Kramer's face in helped me 

seem serene. 

Stensruud had cornered the market on serenity--he 

possessed the ability to stand perfectly still, like a 

trapped animal waiting to spring. His good eye scrutinized 

me again. "Known Li'l Pete for years, since he was seven, in 

fact. Always brought friends up here, even durin' his 

college days. Never mentioned you." 
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"We weren't real close then. Matter of fact, we've only 

recently renewed our relationship. You knew he's a dentist, 

right?" 

"Sure." 

"I own the building his office is in. Came as a 

surprise to both of us, actually." 

Stensruud nodded very slowly, then just as slowly 

returned his attention to the lake. "'Magine that. Sorry my 

askin'. You just seem a lot older 'n' he is." 

"I'm not, really," I said, gaining confidence. "Age 

doesn't wear as well on me as it does on him. I was in the 

Army--fought in Nam. Got out and went to school on GI Bill. 

I was a senior when he was a freshman. I was rush chairman 

of the fraternity he--" 

"Never been to college m'self," Stensruud blustered, as 

if he didn't believe there was such a thing as higher 

education. "Parents came over from th' old country, couldn't 

afford it. 'Sides, didn't want to leave the woods. All the 

education I need, really. Been up here all m' life." 

"I can see why. Peaceful, quiet. . . . " Again, 

Stensruud had gone very still. I decided this was more 

unnerving than his pointed questions. 

"No more beautiful place in the world, far as I'm 

concerned. And Kramers've got the prettiest spot on this 

lake." 

"You don't hear me complaining." 
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Stensruud greeted this with silence, then began 

fiddling with his pipe again. "Well! How 'bout some 

breakfast? Me 'n' you's only ones up here. Thought you might 

be lonely." 

Stensruud was the lonely one, I guessed. And involving 

another innocent was the last thing I wanted to do. On the 

other hand, it was best to be as above-board as possible 

with a snoop; to refuse his hospitality would probably lead 

to more snooping later, when I might not be prepared for it. 

"Why not?" I said. "Had a long drive yesterday, didn't 

sleep too well. New place and all that. I wasn't especially 

looking forward to cooking for myself." 

"Didn't think you were. Well, follow me!" 

He set off southwards, ambling slowly along a path 

which made its tortuous way through thistles, clumps of 

trees, and around big rocks. Through the trees to our left 

the lake glistened in the morning sun. Occasionally a 

squirrel or chipmunk scurried across the path ahead of us. 

In a clearing before an empty cabin Stensruud stopped 

and waited for me. "Keepin' up okay?" 

"Yeah," I said, a little out of breath as I emerged 

from the trees. 

"You sure? Got quite a limp there. And your face looks 

pretty beat up. Been in a car crash recently or somethin'?" 

I could see no reason why my tollbooth story wouldn't 

work on this hick. "Yeah, I had a little accident. Ran into 



274 

somebody at a tollbooth. All I did was nudge him, but he 

tried to tell me I'd crunched his back bumper." 

"So you got in a fight and he punched you out." 

"He didn't punch me, he kicked me. Karate or something, 

I guess. Never saw it coming." 

Stensruud laughed a wheezing laugh, muttered, "Gee-

zus," and struck off down the path shaking his head. He 

didn't stop again. 

* * * 

Stensruud's place, a ramshackle affair that had been 

added on to at least twice, consisted of one large central 

room with the obligatory Franklin stove smack in the middle 

and a big picture window facing the lake, a small bedroom on 

the northern end, and a slightly larger kitchen on the 

southern. The central room's walls were covered with 

stuffed and mounted fish, deer's and bear's heads, squirrel 

and raccoon pelts. I sat facing the stove in what looked to 

be a fairly new recliner while Stensruud, in the kitchen, 

rattled pots and pans. 

"Coffee?" he hollered. 

I wanted a beer, but this old coot's doctor probably 

didn't let him drink. "I'd prefer tea if you've got it. No 

sugar." 

"Comin' right up. How d'ya like your eggs?" 

"Any way you're having them's fine." 

"That'll be over easy in bacon grease. Hope your heart 
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don't mind." 

"Mine won't if yours doesn't." Maybe I had a chance at 

a beer after all. But I decided to wait till I was more sure 

about this character. 

To my left, on a windowseat, stood a big silver boom 

box. After reflecting for a momemt on its incongruity in 

these surroundings, I stood and approached it. I was almost 

there when Stensruud brought in the tea. 

"Mind if I listen to the news?" I asked, feeling like a 

child caught in mischief. 

"Hell yes I mind, 11 Stensruud growled. He set a steaming 

mug on a coaster on a small table to the right of the 

recliner. "Never listen to the news. Couldn't care less if 

the world ended, frankly." By God he was proud of it, too. 

He sat next to the stove in a tattered chair facing mine. 

"Only use the damn thing if the power goes off and I want to 

know the weather." 

"I don't blame you," I said, and made my way back to 

the recliner. The tea was good and stout. "Nice chair," I 

said when I was comfortable. 

"I like it," Stensruud grunted. He held a silver-

plated hammerless .38 in his right hand, and was pointing it 

directly at my stomach. "Now suppose you tell me who the 

hell you really are." 

Stensruud's entire manner had changed--no longer was he 

a grandfatherly backwoods yokel. Now he was a deadly beast, 
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his body completely relaxed as if holding a gun on someone 

was second-nature to him. His twinkling green eye was 

suddenly hard and soulless, and his voice, empty of 

folksiness, was cold and willing to hate. 

Shocked by the transformation, I ordered my mind to 

cling to its fabrication. "My name's Bill Byers--" 

"Maybe it would help if I told you who I really am." 

The corners of his mouth turned up slightly. He reached into 

a sweatshirt pocket and flashed me a police badge, which he 

then laid on top of the stove. It gleamed in the sun there; 

it was as if I were a vampire, and the badge a cross. 

"Wisconsin state police," he said, "retired, last seventeen 

of my forty-four years as commandant of this district. So 

you might say I know a liar and probable felon when I meet 

one." The rest of his body didn't move a hairsbreadth as he 

reached over for his own mug, drank from it, and returned 

it. "Your name may well be Byers, but you're no friend of 

Peter Kramer's." 

"How would you know that?" There was nothing else to 

say. 

"Because you didn't know who I was. Li'l Pete's 

practically my godson. His parents used to leave him up 

here all summer, and he'd stay with me. I taught him how to 

swim, fish, cut down a tree, find his way out of the woods 

if he got lost, you name it. When you seemed surprised to 

see me, I knew you were a phony." 
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If nothing else, this answered a few questions about 

Peter Kramer. Meanwhile, Stensruud was enjoying himself a 

little too much. "Anything else?" I asked dully. 

"Your face. Most people would be embarrassed by 

bruises on their faces, explain them right away. Not you. 

Also, I doubt very seriously if someone would nail you like 

you say. He wouldn't do it at one of those Illinois 

tollbooths. In my experience they've always been crawling 

with cops." 

"This one was, too, but they didn't get to us fast 

enough." 

Stensruud almost laughed. "So you came up here for a 

little R&R instead of pressing charges? An upper-class sort 

like you? You'd better take a whiff of what you're 

shoveling, friend." 

I wouldn't just kick Kramer's face in--I'd tear out his 

spinal column and force-feed it to him. If I got out of 

this, that is. I raised my hands in surrender, let them 

drop. "Okay, I smelled it, and it's pretty bad. Now what?" 

Stensruud leaned forward, both hands on the gun. "Now 

how about you answering my question? Since I am state police 

retired, Sheriff Kashonek won't bat an eye if I kill you." 

No, he probably wouldn't. I took a deep breath and 

said, "Suppose I told you I'm ex-Chicago police department." 

"Won't help you a bit. You're too young to be retired, 

and too healthy for disability. You could be dirty." He 
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smiled. "I hate dirty cops." 

"I could also be a psycho. You forgot that." 

"No chance. You're not smart enough." He took another 

sip; again the gun didn't waver. "Matter of fact, your 

stupidity's the only thing keeping you alive. You're such a 

godawful liar you've got me interested in who you really 

are. Ordinarily I couldn't care less." 

"Glad I'm so entertaining." 

"I didn't say that. I was wondering what you're going 

to try next, though." 

I slumped back in the chair. "Why bother trying 

anything? I could never prove it, at least not to your 

satisfaction." 

"Oh, I don't know about that." Again without moving 

any more of himself than necessary he reached to his right, 

opened a closet door, and yanked a rolling cabinet into the 

room. The cabinet contained a PC, modem, and, on a shelf 

below, a printer. He held the gun on me with his left hand 

while he touched the keyboard a couple times with his right. 

"Name?" 

"Torrance, Stanford Oliver." Compared to the PC the 

boom box wasn't incongruous at all. 

"Torrance--Stanford--Oliver," Stensruud repeated, and 

tapped some more. "Driver's license?" 

"Illinois 12114284." 

This got his attention. "Sticking with Illinois, eh? 
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Okay, I'll call your bluff." He pushed a button on his 

modem. "I'm calling the Illinois DMV. Computers don't 

lie." 

"Thank God for that." So as not to alarm him I smoothly 

lifted my mug and took a long gulp. The tea felt wonderful 

on the way down. Then I just as smoothly returned it to the 

coaster. 

"Here we are," Stensruud announced. He punched in my 

name and number, the screen changed a couple times, and my 

photo appeared along with several lines of data. "Well, lo 

and behold. You may not be a good liar, but so far you're 

pretty good with the truth. Maybe you're an ex-cop after 

all. We'll just have a look." He put the gun in his lap so 

he could type with both hands, then asked, "What's your 

badge number?" 

I remembered what Judd had told me. "Guess the CPD 

files are pretty easy to bust into, right? Of course, 

that's just a little bit illegal." 

"A conscience, too. Always a good sign. Just to put it 

at ease, I'm not busting into CPD. The police unions are 

much easier. Rosters for the last twenty years from all over 

the US of A. Now what's your badge number?" 

I gave it to him, along with my severance date, and of 

course he immediately asked what I'd been doing since. I 

told him and he scowled, "You're right, tough to prove." 

Then he brightened. "I can always try the FBI. And before 
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you object, I can access them through the central police 

database in Madison. All Bureau information and activities 

in the upper midwest are cross-listed there." 

Which meant he'd find out about the federal warrant. As 

he sat there, tapping away, looking like a big dog gazing at 

a steakbone, I thought about jumping him and trying to grab 

the gun. I probably wouldn't have too much trouble, even in 

my condition; he seemed pretty soft. But then what--shoot 

him? I'd almost have to, because if I didn't he'd call his 

pal Sheriff Whatsisname and he'd show up with a posse. I'd 

have to run again, and where would I go this time? 

So I sat back, finished my tea, and fantasized some 

more about feeding Peter Kramer various parts of his 

anatomy. The thought of watching him swallow one part in 

particular, from his groin, gave me intense satisfaction. 

Abruptly Stensruud said, "Bureau says you were fired 

from that facility. Why?" 

"Doesn't the computer say?" I half-sneered. 

He picked up the gun and waved it a little. "I'm asking 

the questions, remember?" 

"Okay, keep your shirt on. I overstepped my bounds." 

But he'd moved on; suddenly he laughed. "I should've 

waited till I got to the good part. There's a federal 

warrant--" 

"I'm a suspect in the murder of a pornographer named 

Munoz," I groaned. "I didn't kill him, but that doesn't cut 
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any ice with the Feds." 

"Why not?" 

"It's pretty complicated. And I don't want to involve 

you." 

He waved the gun again, in a wider arc this time. "I 

didn't think I gave you that choice." 

No, he hadn't. "You won't like this, not if you want 

the truth." 

"Try me. It's my show." 

"All right," I groaned again, "Munoz worked for the 

CIA. " 

Surprisingly, Stensruud took this at face value. "Go 

on." 

"You're not going to laugh and wave the gun some more?" 

"Like I said, Torrance, you're a lousy liar." 

"Okay, don't say I didn't warn you." And I told him the 

whole story. 

When I finished Stensruud was wearing a new expression, 

but whether it was of respect or contempt I couldn't tell. 

I quickly learned it was contempt. "Gee-zus, Torrance, 

you been breathing too much of that Chicago smog. Anyone 

with any brains at all--" 

"Look, Stensruud, I don't need this from you!" I 

shouted, on my feet. "I think I've done the best I could 

under the circumstances, and if I've screwed up I'll have to 

live with it! But living is a priority right now, and if you 



282 

don't want to help me do that, why don't you just climb back 

up your tree and suck on your banana for a while, you 

fucking neanderthal!" 

I half-expected him to shoot me out of hand, or at 

least to let loose a barrage of backwoods invective. But, 

instead, he sat back, folded his arms, seemed to appraise me 

a while, then smiled broadly and at long last seemed to let 

down his guard. 

"Torrance," he said, "you may be dumb as a stump, but 

you may also be the ballsiest city boy I've ever met." 

As I hung there, shocked, he stood, shoved the computer 

back into the closet, closed the door, and gathered up his 

badge. "Come on, I promised you breakfast." He headed for 

the kitchen, and after a moment an energy not my own spurred 

me to follow. 

21 

I'd paid big bucks for Sunday brunches in Chicago, but 

none of them could touch the breakfast Stensruud made. 

Again, it was probably something in the air. Stensruud, 

though still alert, was affable and even grandfatherly 

again; and shortly he pulled the .38 from his belt, set it 

on the counter, and seemed to forget it was there. 

Afterwards we returned to the living room. He pulled 

the recliner around to the other side of the stove so I 

could look out at the lake, too. Then, over more tea, I told 

him about the Weisberg affair and anything else pertinent I 
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could think of. I included quotes from my cache of 

documents, most of which, I assumed, had by then been taken 

by the FBI. Stensruud again regarded me with that motionless 

stare, and I began to realize that, rather than signaling an 

imminent attack on a weary and wounded ex-cop, it was his 

way of absorbing information, as if his body placed all its 

ambient energy at the service of his senses and, thereafter, 

of his brain. 

When I finished he leaned back and started filling his 

pipe. When he finally got it lit, he stared at the ceiling 

and, between puffs, said, "I've heard of this Bellou 

character. Us, Upper Peninsula, and Minnesota had a little 

convocation about terrorism, oh, has to be nearly twenty 

years ago now. It was real hush-hush because the Mounties 

and the Canadian Secret Service were in on it, too. 'Course, 

in those days terrorism was called 'domestic insurgency' or 

some such crazy thing. Some Feds"--he shrugged--"probably 

from the Bureau--told us they thought the Russians were 

smuggling campus agitators in through Canada. Ever hear of 

Operation Cathedral?" 

"Yeah, some kind of Canadian intelligence mail-opening 

operation. Mostly before my time. A lot of my background 

information on Bellou came from contacts up north, though." 

"Well, anyway, Bellou's name came up when they told us 

about bombings and that kind of thing. Said Bellou knew his 

stuff, and that he was crazier than a foaming bird dog. 



284 

After that, they bragged about this operation called 

COINTELPRO. They'd set it up to infiltrate student radical 

organizations. Told us we'd see the end of campus-based 

dissent within three years." 

He laughed. It sounded more like an old bassett hound 

dying, but at least it was laughter, something I'd thought 

I'd never hear from him. "Feds!" he cried. "They expect the 

world to stop spinning every time they fart." 

"You can say that again," I grunted. I started to ask 

if this meant he was finally on my side, but decided not to 

push my luck. 

Stensruud puffed on his pipe a while and, of course, 

most of the smoke drifted my way. I'd been proud to have 

gotten this far, endured all this stress, without craving a 

cigarette; and now, during my first period of relaxation in 

days--

"Enough about this terrorist," Stensruud suddenly 

announced. He leaned over, pointed the pipe stem at me. "You 

worked for the Department of Agriculture. What do you know 

about this secret lab they've got going up to the Bad River 

Indian Reservation?11 

Stensruud seemed more interested in this than he had 

been in learning my identity. But I couldn't help him. 

"Nothing, I'm afraid. It's news to me." 

"Don't see how it could be," he growled. "It's being 

run out of the Chicago office, and it's supposed to be 
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testing some new kind of genetic something-or-other, so I 

figured it might be affiliated with that facility where you 

used to work." 

"Like I said, I haven't got a clue. I was just the 

deputy security chief, after all. How'd you find out about 

it--you bust into our computer system?" 

Stensruud didn't think this was funny. "What if I did? 

End justifies the means in this case. Environment's in 

enough trouble up here without some balloon-brained 

scientists jerking around with the stuff of life. One day 

they'll destroy life." 

By reflex I protested, "Come on, Swede, genetic 

research is necessary. If we're ever going to cure cancer 

or- -" 

"We can cure cancer by taking all the damn chemicals 

out of the foods. We can quit pumping them into the 

atmosphere, too. Shit's killing the forests. That is, when 

they ain't burning them down." 

I leaned forward and tried to smile reassuringly. "Hey, 

calm down. It's not that bad. Earth's a big place. It'll 

recover." 

Stensruud glared ahead. "Easy for you to say. You've 

grown so used to dirt down in the cities you don't care. But 

some-thing's happening up here. We've passed some point of 

no return. I can tell. Other people can, too. Just from 

watching the animals, listening to them." 
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Then he looked at me, and I was shocked by the grief 

and helplessness in his expression. "You sure you don't know 

anything about that place?" 

"Sorry." I felt like I'd disappointed George 

Washington. 

"Damn!" He rammed his fist into his palm; it sounded 

like a gunshot. "If it's that hush-hush, it's probably 

something even worse than we thought." He sat there 

breathing hard for a while, then asked, "If I could get you 

in there, could you tell what they were doing?" 

What the hell was he up to? And who was "we"? How many 

more like him were there up here? "Look, Swede, for the last 

time, I'm a cop, not a scientist. I don't know a bacteria 

culture from a squashed bug." 

Stensruud was on his feet. "I wish I could believe you, 

Torrance." He came over, grabbed the front of my sweatshirt, 

and lifted me out of the chair more easily than I'd lifted 

Janie the minute she was born. "Come on," he ordered, and 

shoved me towards the kitchen. "We're taking a little ride." 

Christ, he was strong! No soft old teddybear he. I 

grabbed the sides of the kitchen doorway and caught myself 

before I landed on my nose. "You kidnapping me now?" I 

cried. "Does the end justify that, too?" 

"Maybe." Instead of pummeling me, he just stood there, 

appraising me again. Finally he smiled emptily. "You know, I 

might not have given you enough credit. There's some of us 
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haven't kept our feelings about that lab too secret. Maybe 

you've been sent up here to spy on us." 

I finally felt I could laugh. "I thought I was 

paranoid! That's the craziest thing I've ever heard." 

"Yeah? What if I told you Uncle Sam's got a new version 

of COINTELPRO going, one that goes after environmental 

groups? They've even started calling us 'eco-terrorists.' 

And you just happen to be an expert on terrorists. What do 

you think about that?" 

"I think I preferred being a liar and probable felon." 

He took a step towards me, and I hoped my arms wouldn't 

break when he pushed me into the kitchen. 

But then the phone rang, or rather it howled like an 

ambulance siren. Evidently Stensruud had rigged it this way 

so he could hear it outside. I relaxed and let him pass; he 

snatched up the .38 and jammed it back into his belt on the 

way to the phone. The receiver looked like a toy in his hand 

as he grabbed it and yelled, "Yeah?" As soon as he did I 

slid to the floor--suddenly my foot was killing me. 

Stensruud was still for some time, then he suddenly 

yelled, "Just a second." He dropped the receiver, letting it 

hang and bounce against the wall. He stepped over me--at 

least he didn't step on me--and opened the closet, pulled 

out the computer, and started banging away on the keypad. 

Occasionally he'd curse and whisper, "Come on, come on." He 

kept at it for maybe two minutes, then bellowed in 
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frustration, "Shit on Mary's grave!" and ran back into the 

kitchen. He grabbed the phone and said, "Tom, you still 

there? There ain't jack shit about it on the network. What 

else did they say?" He listened some more, then said, "Okay, 

thanks, buddy, thanks a lot. Get some of the boys together, 

sounds like we're going to need you." He hung up, stood 

there lost in thought for a moment, then came over to me 

and, smiling, offered his hand. 

Naturally I hesitated, and he squatted down beside me. 

"Come on, Torrance, all is forgiven. You're no spy. Come 

here, let me show you something." Lost, I let him 

effortlessly pull me upright. 

He went to the computer, sat, and beckoned me over. 

"Come on, my teeth are out." As I warily approached, he 

mashed some keys and the screen changed. "That was Sheriff 

Kashonek on the phone. He just had a visit from some Feds. 

Flashed a funny badge, came in a Huey, and were loaded for 

bear. They also flashed a photo of you. Said you were a big-

time eco-terrorist on the run from a federal warrant, and 

that local authorities shouldn't be alarmed if they got 

calls about heavy gunfire, explosions, et cetera. Apparently 

you're armed and extremely dangerous." 

Abruptly he grinned and looked me up and down. "You 

sure aren't dangerous. Are you armed?" When I told him about 

the Taurus the grin became a laughing smile. "Hell, you're 

not armed, either. Even eco-terrorists carry bigger hardware 
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than that." 

He waved me closer to the screen. "Now, aside from the 

fact that these jokers lied about who you are, you'd think a 

federal operation like this would be all over the central 

database. Take a look." I did, and though I only vaguely 

understood what I was looking at, I nodded earnestly. "Like 

I told Tom, there ain't jack shit. 'Course, they could be 

restricting this op to high-level access only, but still, if 

you were half as bad as they said you are, they'd warn local 

law enforcement about a little more than complaints from the 

citizenry. Hell, they'd probably deputize anyone who could 

hit the broad side of a barn door with a rock, including 

yours truly." He turned and looked at me. "Fact of the 

matter is, Torrance, if this was a legit federal op, I'd've 

been one of the first to know about it." 

My only thought was, "How did they find me so fast?" 

"That part is on the network. Two people were stopped 

at an O'Hare security check yesterday morning. One was a 

woman named Frieda Torrance. The other was my godson." He 

spat out the last sentence. 

I'd gone limp, and was staring mindlessly out the 

picture window towards the shining lake. "The Chicago police 

are still holding Frieda," he continued. "Seems she 

assaulted an officer--after he accused her of withholding 

information about you. My godson, on the other hand, didn't 

withhold a thing. He told the cops exactly where you could 
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be found, and who you could be found with." He shook his 

head. "Hell of a way for your story to check out, Torrance." 

"But why would he implicate you?" I asked, though I 

knew the answer wouldn't make any difference now. 

"I doubt if he did. But I am a witness. They're here to 

kill you, Torrance, and--" 

He stopped, reached over, grabbed my arm, squeezed 

hard. He held his head as if listening. "What?" I whispered, 

and he held up his other hand. I could hear, approaching 

rapidly, the thwupp-1hwupp-1hwupp of a helicopter. 

Stensruud looked up and craned his neck as if trying to 

see through the ceiling. Strong as he was, I wouldn't've 

been surprised if he'd had x-ray vision. Next moment the 

helicopter was on top of us. "These bozos spared no 

expense," Stensruud muttered. "Bird's equipped with noise 

buffers. Stealth technology. That's why we didn't hear it 

until just now." It passed over slowly, heading for Kramer's 

place, and Stensruud went on, "It'll hover over the woods 

close by, the bad guys'11 rappel down, surround Kramer's, 

and--" 

"I know how it works, I've done a few of these things 

myself." I yanked my arm free and rubbed it. 

"Not with guys like these, you haven't. Hell, they 

probably brought napalm. They'll burn this forest to the 

ground to get us--if I let them." 

He grabbed my arm again and pulled me to the kitchen. 
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On the wall next to the phone he'd mounted a little wooden 

shelf, and on this was a black CB radio. He switched it on, 

worked through the channels, then suddenly cursed and shut 

it off. "Forgot, they may have noise sensors," he explained. 

"Damn things can pick up a snake crawling through grass at 

half a mile." 

A crash of gunfire came from the north, and I dived 

under the table. But then Stensruud was dragging me out 

again, and pulling me out the back door after him. We ran--

my bad foot protested sharply--towards a large shed perhaps 

a hundred feet from the house. He stopped and listened 

before pulling the door open, then did so very slowly; even 

so, it creaked a little as we slipped inside. "I got a small 

arsenal in here," he whispered as he yanked a light on. 

"We'll hold them off till the cavalry comes." 

He undid a latch at the far end of the inside wall and 

pushed open a small hinged door, then suddenly grabbed me, 

rammed me against the inside wall, and pulled the door shut 

just as the helicopter thudded overhead. "Bastards are 

already checking my place out," he rasped. "Well, I'll teach 

them not to rely too much on aerial reconaissance." He saw 

my look of dismay, smiled, and swatted me on the shoulder so 

hard I nearly fell over. As the helicopter passed over 

again, he began moving through the small opening. I 

hesitated, then reluctantly followed. 

My reaction to what I saw in the little compartment was 
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more dismay. "I thought you said you had an arsenal!" I 

cried without thinking. Instead of various firearms equipped 

with the latest high-tech attachments, two crossbows and 

three longbows of various sizes were clamped to the wall. 

Shafts of various lengths, some metal, others wooden, were 

bracketed next to those weapons to which they presumably 

belonged; gloves were tied together and hung from pegs close 

by. 

"It's for hunting," Stensruud protested. "I'm a 

hunter, for God's sake, not an assassin." 

"You hunt? But I thought--" 

"For food, pea-brain, not just for sport. And the deer 

population's needed thinning recently." 

"But bows and arrows?" 

"Will you keep your voice down!" he hissed. "Do you 

have any idea how noise carries in these woods?" He turned 

and eyed the weapons almost lovingly. "Anyone who uses a 

gun for hunting is, well, let's just say he's not a true 

sportsman. Oh, you might carry a handgun along to put the 

poor beast out of its misery after you bring it down, but"--

he yanked the crossbows from their clamps--"this is how you 

bring it down." 

He reached over and grabbed four of the metal shafts. 

"And one of these bolts through the heart will kill a man 

just as surely as a .38 slug." 

"And more quietly, too, 11 I said. 
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Stensruud grinned. "You're beginning to catch on, 

Torrance. Hope for you yet." He became businesslike. "Bring 

one of the longbows. And a handful of those." He pointed to 

the wooden arrows. Then he stepped back through the panel. 

Feeling like a knight's page, I gathered the arrows and 

awkwardly followed. After scanning the sky for the 

helicopter, which from the sound was quite close, I dashed 

for the house. 

I found Stensruud at the kitchen table, swathing one of 

the crossbows with a rag. A tiny can of gun oil stood in 

the midst of the steel shafts. "Got a little carried away," 

Stensruud grunted. "Forgot I hadn't cleaned the damn things 

since last fall." He finished with the rag, held up the 

weapon. It gleamed in the sunlight. 

"Don't worry, I won't hold it against you." I laid the 

bow and arrows on the table with what I hoped was proper 

reverence. "So what now?" 

"Look for the whites of their eyes." He loaded the 

crossbows, stood, and shouldered his way past me into the 

living room. I noticed he'd laid the .38 on the counter 

again; I looked at it ambivalently, then tucked it into my 

belt and followed. 

Stensruud was on his knees. He laid the crossbows on 

the floor, moved to the north wall and slowly pushed open 

the window, barely rattling the pane glass. Then, on his 

back, he raised his huge feet and kicked the screen out onto 
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the grass. He pulled himself, and the screen, back into the 

room. After putting the screen to one side, he lowered the 

window until a gap of about three inches remained between 

the sash and the sill. Then he moved back to the Franklin 

stove, pulled the overstuffed chair out of the way, and, 

after grabbing the crossbows, crouched down behind the 

stove. "About forty feet," he muttered, probably to himself. 

"Shouldn't be a problem." 

He waited a moment or two before he remarked, "You 

might want to get down here with me before too long." 

Autonomically I did so. "What are we watching for?" 

"They didn't find you at Kramer's, so they'll probably 

split the team up. Sheriff said there were seven of 'em--I'd 

say, five for on the ground, a spotter, and a pilot. They'll 

send two guys north, two guys south, leave one at Kramer's 

just in case. Our two'11 follow the path we took along the 

lake, and eventually they'll get here." 

"You sure there's nobody up here but us?" 

He glared at me, put down the crossbow, took out his 

pipe, banged it into his palm a couple times, and began 

filling it. "Yes, I'm sure," he finally breathed. 

A few minutes passed, long enough for me to realize the 

stove was not the most comfortable thing in the world to 

lean against. "What else do they teach you in the Wisconsin 

State Police?" I asked. 

"They didn't teach me archery." He was having trouble 
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with the pipe. "Really didn't teach me all that much about 

firearms, either. But up here, you got plenty of time and 

reason to teach yourself." 

That seemed true. "How long did you say you'd been in?" 

"Forty-four years." 

"Wait a minute. How old were you when you joined--

f if teen?11 

"Hell no, I was thirty-three. Joined right after I got 

out of the Service." He got the pipe going, shut his eyes 

and grinned as he took a big drag. 

"But that would make you--seventy-seven!" 

"That it would." He'd grasped the crossbow again and 

was slowly turning around towards the window. I noticed 

everything in the woods had gone perfectly still. Probably 

five seconds later there was a thump in the brush, and one 

of the bad guys appeared. He was wearing jungle fatigues and 

he seemed simply to materialize. I heard a click and a thud 

as Stensruud fired the crossbow and it rammed itself back 

against his shoulder in protest. The man flew backwards, a 

bolt half-buried in his chest. Stensruud had the second 

crossbow up and ready as the second man appeared; he choked 

back a cry and fumbled for the walkie-talkie hanging from 

his belt. Another click and thud sent him flying a moment 

later. 

Stensruud reloaded; he was sweating heavily. "Scratch 

two, 11 he said thickly. 
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"Think you killed them?" 

"First one was dead before he hit the ground. Second 

one I'm not so sure." He stood. "Let's go find out." 

"But--" 

"Don't worry! If there'd been any more behind them I'd 

have a dozen holes in me by now." He pulled me to my feet, 

then marched to the front door, opened it, and stepped 

outside as casually as if he were greeting a neighbor. 

The first man lay sprawled in the path; the second had 

crushed a big fern. Stensruud stood surveying the scene with 

hands on hips. "Take care of him," he ordered, indicating 

the first man. "Drag him back to the shed and put him 

inside. I'll take care of this one." 

"What's so special about him?" 

"Are you really that dumb? I've got to make it look 

like nothing happened here. At the very least I'll have to 

uproot that fern." 

"You've just killed two men, and all you can think 

about is the fragility of the ecosystem," I muttered, but 

not with a great deal of conviction. I bent down, tucked the 

dead man's feet under my arms, and began dragging him across 

the lawn towards the shed. 

But then the helicopter was audible again. I was 

halfway to the shed; directly in front of me was a cleft 

where the bedroom adjoined the rest of the house. Quickly I 

hefted my burden into the shadows of the cleft and managed 
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to lean him upright against the house as the chopper flew 

over. I shot a glance over my shoulder towards Stensruud, 

but he was nowhere in sight. I waited a good fifteen seconds 

before finishing my task, wondering all the while how much 

longer our luck would last. 

And yet, as mindful of the squeaky hinge I opened the 

shed door and dumped the body inside, I had to admit it 

hadn't all been luck. Stensruud was extremely capable. And 

seventy-seven years old! Just how long did people live up 

here? Maybe there was something in the air after all. 

And now here he came, carrying the other man like a 

duffle bag over his shoulder. He dumped him in front of the 

shed and disappeared inside, then reappeared frowning a 

moment later. "You going to help me or what?" 

"Help you how?" 

"Get the bolt out of this one! We can't move the other 

body in here till we do, it'll be in the way. And that 

'copter'11 pass over again any minute." 

"But why waste--" 

"Because I've got to, Torrance! Besides the fact that 

these bolts are damned expensive, we just may need them!" I 

shrugged and moved towards him, but then he waved me off. 

"Hell with you, I'll do it myself. You keep watch for that 

chopper." He disappeared inside, and I heard him cursing to 

himself. 

I also heard a cough behind me, and I whirled. The 
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second man was coughing up blood, his hands spasmodically-

trying to remove the shaft protruding from the center of his 

chest. "Swede!" I whispered, "this one's alive." 

"So?" Stensruud snarled from the shed. "You better 

break his neck for him. It'll kill him a lot faster and 

kinder than getting that bolt out will." 

Capable as Stensruud was, he was also a little blood-

thirsty. And there was more at stake here than just 

preserving vacation hideaways and maintaining ecological 

balances. I bent over the wounded man briefly, then hobbled 

to the house, wet a thick towel, and returned. 

"Listen to me," I said as softly as I could while 

dabbing the man's mouth. "My friend wants me to kill you, 

but I'm going to get you out of here--if you tell me who 

sent you to kill me. Understand?" 

The man coughed some more, pointed to his throat. I 

leaned closer; he coughed again and sputtered, "Water--gimme 

some--" 

"Coming right up." Heart racing, I ran back to the 

house. I opened a cupboard or two before I finally just 

emptied Stensruud's mug, still half-full of tea, into the 

sink, filled it with water, and headed back towards the door 

as fast as the full cup allowed. 

At the doorway I saw Stensruud kneeling next to the 

man, then bend down closer even as I had done. I saw the man 

grope for the knife in the sheath on his belt. I felt the 
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cup of water leave my hand and heard it shatter on the 

floor. And I felt a kick and heard a boom and saw Stensruud 

leap aside as a little black hole opened in the side of the 

wounded man's head. 

Stensruud stood, backed away, and shook himself like a 

dog. I approached the body cautiously, gun in front, arms 

fully extended. The knife lay just out of the man's reach 

and I kicked it further away, then gave the body a gentle 

shove with my good foot. No reaction. I bent down, felt for 

a pulse. There was none. 

"Damn!" Stensruud blustered. "That was a helluva shot!" 

"Don't ask me to do it again," I stammered. The man's 

skull had shattered like a plate glass window, blood and 

cranial fluid flowing liberally on the ground. I felt sick 

and wobbled a little. 

Stensruud noticed. "What the hell's wrong with you?" 

"Nothing," I shouted. Straightening, I tried to shove 

the .38 back into my waistband with authority. 

But Stensruud wasn't fooled. "You've never killed 

anyone, have you?" 

"No. Shot yes, killed no. In the city, deadly force is 

a last resort." 

"Don't you think it was this time?" 

I didn't answer, just looked at the dead man again. I 

wobbled some more, felt myself toppling, but then Stensruud 

was holding me up. "No problem, buddy," he whispered. 
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"Matter of fact, I wish killing made me sick, too." 

He helped me to the shed, where he leaned me against 

the wall, then grabbed the dead man's legs. When I bent to 

grab the shoulders he said, "No, let me do it. You won't 

like what there's to see in there." I backed off, and 

Stensruud and the body vanished; a moment later I heard the 

thud of the body hitting the floor. 

When Stensruud reappeared he leaned in the doorway and 

smiled. "You know, that gunshot's going to bring the world 

down on top of us." His eye twinkled for the first time 

since early morning. 

I found I could smile back. "So what? It'll save us 

the trouble of hunting the rest of them down." 

22 

"How do you think they'll come for us this time? From 

the back?" 

We were in the kitchen, and Stensruud was busy at the 

sink. "One of them will," he said as he finished cleaning 

the second bolt. "Two will come through the woods to keep 

you occupied, but yeah, the last one will come through the 

back, try to sneak in the house, take you from behind." 

"But you'll be waiting for him." 

"Right," he said, standing, "and I'll try to take out 

the others as well. Just aim low." 

Carrying the crossbows and longbow, he moved to the 

door and poked his head out. "I'd better get going. That 
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chopper's going to be on us like a fly on shit any minute." 

Without another word he stepped outside, turned the corner 

and was gone. 

He'd been right: now that I'd learned to feel its 

vibrations in the air and not listen for its engine, I could 

tell the helicopter was on its way. I grabbed the assault 

rifles and one of the walkie-talkies we'd taken from the 

first two casualties, then went into the living room, 

positioned myself behind the Franklin stove, and switched on 

the walkie-talkie. "Just saw Stensruud go into the woods," a 

voice rasped, probably the spotter from the helicopter. 

"Copy that, we're deploying now," another voice 

acknowledged. "Stay off the radio, he's probably listening," 

a third voice warned. There was nothing thereafter. 

The helicopter was too close for me to hear anything 

else outside. I lifted one rifle, peered around the side of 

the stove and looked out the window, saw nothing, and pulled 

back. The rifle was very slippery in my hands. 

Next moment the window dissolved inwards, and high-

caliber bullets staccatoed on the wall above and behind me. 

I held the rifle clear of the stove and pulled the trigger; 

it danced wildly in my hands. I hoped I'd aimed low enough. 

My arms began to ache from the recoil but I kept at it as 

even more lead flew in through the opening. Some of it 

clattered against the stove but most of it continued to 

shred the wall behind me. I pulled the rifle closer to the 
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stove, but then the clip was spent and in a flurry of motion 

that would have made Stensruud proud I had the second rifle 

up and going. After a few moments it was empty too and I 

pulled it in, then lay flat on the floor, my chest heaving, 

tears from the smoke in my eyes. 

The walkie-talkie scratched into life. "Son of a 

bitch!" a voice cried. "Thought you said not to use the 

radio," another snapped. "Fuck that, the old geezer got 

Tony! Got him with a fucking crossbow! He--" There was a 

little gasp, then silence. 

The voice from the helicopter shouted, "Shut up! Do you 

hear me? Keep quiet! We'll get that old fart later! Torrance 

is priority! Get me lower, Franco." 

I knew that voice. But what the hell was he doing here? 

The chopper was directly over the house now, probably 

no more than six feet from the roof. Something made a little 

tinkling sound as it fell down the chimney. Then the 

helicopter roared and pulled away. 

I stood, grabbed the boom box, and used it as a shield 

as I crashed through the picture window. I hit the ground 

hard just as the house exploded behind me. The concussion 

flattened me, and though I felt like I'd been rabbit-punched 

I rolled under some brush, hoping it would protect me from 

the flying debris. 

I lay there a long time after things settled. Several 

times some part of me ordered the rest to at least shake 
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myself off, but all the rest wanted to do was lie there and 

die. Pretty soon I felt something poke me in the small of my 

back. By reflex I reached back to brush it off, and felt the 

warm barrel of an assault rifle. I relaxed, then rolled over 

and stared up into the big, stupid smile of Jack Borgman, 

ex-Chicago SWAT cop and all-around stout fellow. 

"Hello, Stan," Jack said. "Want to get rid of the gun 

for me?" I pulled the .38 from my waistband and tossed it 

aside. "Good man," Jack sneered, "no mouth or anything." 

He looked around. "Sorry about the mess. Can you 

stand?" 

"Why bother?" I croaked. "You're just going to shoot 

me." 

"Believe me, I'd like to. But I follow orders now." 

"Why? You never did when you were with CPD." He'd been 

fired for insubordination, and I'd wanted to make him mad 

and careless, but no such luck--he backed away and 

stiffened. "Give me a minute, okay?" I said. "I'm still 

tracking a couple of stars." 

"Sure, take your time." 

I closed my eyes and tried to relax, thinking I might 

as well make the end as painless as possible. "So, Jack, how 

do CIA pay and benefits compare with CPD?" 

"I'm self-employed, Stan. That's where all the money is 

these days." 

"A mere, eh? What did you do, answer an ad in Soldier 
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of Fortune?" 

"You'll never know." 

There was a rush of wind, and I opened my eyes. The 

helicopter was landing in Stensruud's back yard. The pilot 

cut the engine and the passenger waited a moment for the 

blade's rotation to slow, then the passenger opened the 

cockpit door, stepped down, turned back and told the pilot 

something, then ducked his head and ran towards us. 

It was Carlisle. 

He carried a foreign automatic that looked a lot like 

Anitra's. "It's okay, Jack," he barked. "Go back in the 

woods and get that old shit." Borgman didn't look too happy. 

"I wouldn't if I were you, Jack," I said. "The man's 

lived up here all his life. I don't think--" 

"Jack was just concerned about me, weren't you, Jack?" 

Carlisle hadn't forgotten how to be an asshole. 

"Uh, sure." Borgman reconstructed his swagger, saluted 

me mockingly. "Later, Stan. You're buying, right?" He 

trotted off into the woods. 

I made an attempt to sit up, which worked, and I linked 

my hands around my knees. "Well, Denny, this is a surprise--

unpleasant, of course. Mind telling me how you--" 

"Why don't you just shut up, Stan?" Carlisle scowled. 

"I didn't want to do this." He was looking towards the 

woods. 

"I'm sure the CIA didn't want you in charge of this 
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fiasco, either. But since you seem to be--did Bellou brief 

you personally, or were you denied that privilege?" 

At this, Carlisle's expression changed from nervous 

disdain to outright chagrin. "You think this is about 

Bellou?" he cried. "You think Bellou's behind this?" He 

threw his arms into the air, then turned in place, stamping 

his feet. I couldn't tell if he was elated or exasperated. 

I knew I was puzzled. "Go ahead, flatter me. Tell me 

the DCI's behind it. Or even Bush himself." 

But suddenly Carlisle had gotten very edgy, as if he'd 

realized he, too, was in over his head. He raised a walkie-

talkie to his lips. "Status, Jack," he said curtly. 

As if in answer there was a cry from the woods, 

followed by a burst of automatic rifle fire. Then silence 

closed in again. Carlisle cursed savagely. "Jack! Jack!" The 

radio offered nothing but static. "Dammit, Jack!" 

He switched off the walkie-talkie, reached down, and 

hauled me to my feet. "In the house! Now!" 

"Why, what's wrong, Denny?" I asked coyly. "Why not 

just kill me?" 

"Because I want to get out of here alive, that's why!" 

Carlisle shouted much too loudly, as if to some old shit in 

the woods. He grabbed my arm and twisted it behind my back, 

then let me feel the barrel of the automatic at the back of 

my head. "Get going. Same way you came out." 

I obeyed--! had a sinking feeling not only I but 
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Carlisle had been played for idiots, and it took too much 

energy to be sarcastic any more. 

* * * 

In the kitchen Carlisle ordered me to sit down 

underneath the table, while he sat against the wall next to 

the back door. He snapped on the walkie-talkie and barked, 

"You still there, Franco?" a bit apprehensively. 

"Haven't moved a muscle, boss. What happened to Jack?" 

"Hell if I know. You just sit tight. We're going to 

play a little waiting game with Stensruud." 

"Copy that." 

Carlisle dropped the walkie-talkie into his lap, then 

leaned forward. "Just tell me one thing, Stan. Did you come 

up here to check out the test lab or not?" 

He seemed afraid of the answer, but no more than I was. 

I decided to try to stall until I could figure Carlisle out. 

"First things first, Denny," I said as defiantly as I could. 

"I want to know if Frieda's all right." 

"How the hell should I know? Last I heard she was in 

Cook County jail." 

"What about Janie?" 

"No one knows where she is, and no one cares. She's 

not a high priority. How much harm can a thirteen-year-old 

girl do--especially one who hates her father's guts?" 

I tried to laugh. "Won't work. You can't make that 

wound any deeper." 
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"What about this one?" He stood and, before I could 

duck out of the way, delivered the toe of his shoe to the 

side of my head. Then he squatted down and jammed the 

automatic in my ear. "Now answer my question!" 

As new stars roiled before my eyes I considered my 

options. "Yes" looked like the wrong answer for lots of 

reasons, not including that it wasn't true, so I said, "No," 

adding, "I don't know anything about a 'test lab.'" 

Carlisle immediately straightened and yelled, "Jesus H. 

Fucking Christ" at the top of his lungs. "Those dickheads!" 

he added, kicking the chair he'd sat in. Then he sat again 

and pouted like a small child. "I told them," he moaned. "I 

told them they should've listened to that Kramer guy, and 

that your going to Wisconsin was just a coincidence!" 

"Told who, Denny?" I inquired pleasantly, tasting blood 

in my mouth. 

"You shut your mouth!" Carlisle snarled, and brandished 

the automatic. Suddenly he was laughing. "And you thought 

Bellou was behind all this!" He left the chair, dropped to 

his knees again. "You're a fucking egomaniac, Stan, know 

that? To think someone like Bellou even knows you exist." 

"Evidently I'm important to somebody big enough to 

field their own private SWAT team. Wouldn't it have been 

cheaper just to blow me up?" 

"What the fuck are you talking about, Stan? Good God, 

what a mess this has turned into. Five men dead--" He jerked 
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his head around the corner of the window and peered out, 

grabbed the walkie-talkie, and said, "See anything, Franco?" 

"Quiet as the grave, boss." 

Carlisle winced at this. "Okay, we'll give him a little 

while longer." 

"Copy that." 

Carlisle slumped back in the chair and looked at the 

ceiling. Presently he sighed, "Of course, we'd've had to 

deal with you eventually. Just couldn't stop snooping, could 

you? Just couldn't leave Gorodenko's death alone. And I 

still don't have a clue why you had to be his friend." 

"Then Gorodenko was killed?" 

He grinned. "Is the Pope Catholic?" 

"You do it?" 

"Nah, a couple of these apes did." The grin widened. 

"It sure was fun to watch, though. And I helped put him in 

the car." 

Since I couldn't stand up and throttle him, I turned 

away and remarked, "I hope I get to watch when Schenk hires 

some more apes to kill you. Which he may do pretty soon when 

he finds out what went on up here." 

"Who's going to tell him--you?" He stood, bent down, 

and grinned at me. "Now get up. We've wasted enough time 

waiting for your pal to show." He flicked on the walkie-

talkie and barked, "Franco! All clear out there?" 

"Like crystal, boss." 
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"Start her up, then, we're coming out." He flicked the 

thing off without waiting for a reply, made an upward motion 

with the gun. "On your feet. Time to bid the Northwoods 

good-bye." Outside, the helicopter engine whined and 

caught. 

This was it, then. I'd be Carlisle's shield till he got 

to the chopper. Then, once we were airborne, he'd throw me 

out the door--after making sure we weren't over a lake or 

something else soft. 

So I clasped my hands behind my head and remained where 

I was. "Sorry, but I'd just as soon you killed me now. I 

didn't expect to live through this, so I told Stensruud to 

kill anyone who comes out of the house. Believe me, I'd 

rather have a bullet in my brain than one of those steel 

bolts anywhere else." 

Carlisle's look of fear was gratifying, and I was ready 

to try the second part of my bluff when the helicopter 

engine wheezed and died. Carlisle immediately called Franco 

on the walkie-talkie but received no reply. He turned and 

peered out the window; next moment there was the roar of a 

car engine, a crash, and the sound of splintering glass, 

followed by automatic rifle fire. "Shit!" Carlisle yelped. 

As soon as the noise had drawn his attention I'd rolled 

away from him and towards the stove. The big castiron frying 

pan Stensruud had used for breakfast still sat there, cool 

by now but still heavy. I stood, grabbed it, and hurled it 
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like a discus towards Carlisle. It struck him in the small 

of the back; he gave a little choking cry and dropped the 

gun. I hobbled forward, picked up the gun, and brought it 

down hard on Carlisle's head, then backed away and let him 

hit the floor. 

I looked down at him for a moment, tried to feel sorry 

for him, but couldn't. Then, as adrenalin vanished from my 

blood, the pain returned to my head, my foot, nearly 

everywhere I could hurt. I leaned on a chair to steady 

myself, then eased forward and peered out the window. 

Frieda's new Toyota had crashed into the helicopter, 

knocking it askew and bending one of the rotor blades. 

Franco lay face down on the ground nearby, his body riddled 

with holes. 

I opened the back door slowly and pushed myself 

outside, hands in the air. "Swede?" I called weakly. "It's 

me!" 

Abruptly Stensruud stepped from behind the shed and 

sprayed the kitchen windows. I hit the ground--I couldn't 

have walked much farther anyway--and Stensruud shredded the 

back door. When the clip was empty I got to my knees and 

waved my hands feebly. "Stop! It's all over!" The effort 

brought on more dizziness, and I fell to the ground again. 

Still unconvinced, Stensruud rammed another clip into the 

rifle and kept the gun trained on the kitchen as he ran up 

to me. 
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"How you doing, buddy?" For some reason he was 

whispering. 

"I've been better." I reached up, grabbed Stensruud's 

arm. "It's over, Swede. You did it." 

"We both did. You stay here. I'll check out the 

house." 

"Don't bother. Carlisle'll be out for a while." The 

ground felt soft as a feather bed beneath me; suddenly I was 

very sleepy. As sirens became audible in the distance I 

yawned, "What took you so long?" 

"Give me a break," Stensruud grinned. "I had to hotwire 

the car, for Christ's sake." 

23 

I came to on Stensruud's bed. I was on my stomach and 

naked to the waist; there was a thick bandage on the left 

side of my head--where Carlisle had kicked me--and several 

more on my back. There was also a new dressing on my foot. 

I sat up and, when the room spun only a little, headed for 

the kitchen. 

Stensruud sat there, drinking from a cup while a short, 

white-haired old gent washed a nasty gash on his right 

forearm. Stensruud say me staring, smiled, and said, "Worse 

than it looks. Tripped and scraped it on a rock. Do you 

believe it?" 

The white-haired man turned and surveyed me, then 

asked, "How you feeling, Mr. Torrance?" 
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I looked at Stensruud, who answered the question he 

must have seen in my face. "Meet Dr. Krepke," he scowled. 

"More of a nuisance than a doctor most of the time." 

Thus reassured, I replied, "I itch more than I hurt, 

but thanks." 

"Don't thank me," Krepke snorted. "Swede tidied you up. 

I've been busy with other matters." He turned and glared 

disap-provingly at Stensruud. 

"Doc doubles as our coroner," Stensruud explained. 

"Been busier today than I have been all year," Krepke 

grunted. 

He affixed a bandage to Stensruud's wound and stood 

aside. Stensruud stood, poured me a cup of tea, and handed 

it to me. I sat and sipped it; it was sweet and thick. 

"Pretty potent stuff," I said. 

"Got honey in it," Stensruud said, sitting again. "And 

a little brandy." 

"Swede's idea, not mine," Krepke said. "I'm not much 

for home remedies." 

"That's 'cause they work, and yours don't," Stensruud 

grumbled. 

I took another sip and looked around the kitchen. Glass 

was probably an inch deep on the floor, and bullets had 

pulverized the wall. I didn't want to know what the rest of 

the place looked like. "Sorry about your house, Swede," I 

said. 
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Stensruud grinned ruefully. "Hell with the house. 

Computer cost twice as much. Bastards shot it to pieces." 

"When this is over, I'll get you a new one." 

"Don't make promises you can't keep, Torrance." He 

didn't sound like he was kidding. 

But I wasn't, either. "Really, I know someone who works 

for the Chicago Tribune. They'll pay big bucks for exclusive 

rights to this story." It looked like Stensruud would take 

more convincing, though, and I decided to let it lie. 

I finished the tea and stood. "Speaking of stories, 

it's about time we heard Carlisle's." 

"I tied him up and threw him in the Toyota," Stensruud 

said. "Far as I know, he's still sleeping it off. But if 

this is the same Carlisle you worked for--" 

"It is. This whole thing is about that test lab you 

mentioned. You were right--it is related to the facility. 

Let's see if Carlisle will tell us how, shall we?" 

"Thought you'd never ask." He stood, filled his tea cup 

with cold tap water, and went out the back door. I followed, 

and Krepke followed me. 

Two Ford Broncos, both equipped with Christmas trees, 

sat in Stensruud's driveway. Beyond them, in the far corner 

of Stensruud's back yard, three burly men were laughing and 

joking as they piled logs and brush in the center of an area 

ringed by a shallow trench. A fourth man, leaning on a cane, 

sprayed water into the trench from a hose. To one side of 
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the circle lay the piled bodies of our six assailants. The 

three log-pilers stopped to wave at us, then went back to 

work; the fourth man also waved, then put down the hose, 

hobbled over to two large gas cans, and began pouring their 

contents on the bodies. "Gonna have a little barbeque," he 

chortled. 

"You're going to burn the bodies?" I shouted at 

Stensruud in disbelief. 

"We're sure not going to wrap them up in Old Glory and 

give them a state funeral," he snarled. "Or is that what you 

had in mind?" 

"No, but--" 

"They were killed during the commission of a felony. 

Where feasible, the state must contact next of kin. Trouble 

is, these guys had no ID'S on them, so it ain't feasible. 

Under the law, the bodies are the state's to dispose of as 

it sees fit." He held up a hand. "And before you remind me 

I'm retired, Doc Krepke's a duly appointed representative of 

the people, and he made the decision on the state's behalf." 

I looked around at Krepke, who merely shrugged, and I 

wondered how much of a terrorist an eco-terrorist usually 

was. 

We reached the Toyota. Carlisle lay across the front 

seat, apparently still unconscious. Stensruud opened the 

driver's side door, yanked Carlisle upright, and splashed 

his face with water from the cup. Carlisle immediately began 
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choking and sputtering; he groaned and his head lolled from 

side to side. Stensruud pulled him out of the car and 

dropped him on the ground; Carlisle vomited briefly, then 

lay still on his stomach. Stensruud turned him over with his 

foot and splashed him again. Carlisle coughed some more, 

then his eyes popped open. He blinked several times, then 

scowled and tried the ropes. 

"Save your strength, Denny," I advised with unintended 

gentleness. 

Suddenly Carlisle seemed to realize he hurt somewhere 

other than his head. "Good God, what did you do to me?" he 

gasped, and began coughing weakly. 

"I hope a broke a rib or two. See this bandage?" I 

squatted beside him and pointed to my head. But he looked up 

at Stensruud, who wore a huge toothy smile. "Meet Swede 

Stensruud," I said. "He's seventy-seven years old, and he 

totalled your SWAT team." 

"Son of a bitch," Carlisle breathed, and strained at 

the ropes again. 

"He also tied you up," I added. 

Carlisle immediately grew still. "Can't he talk?" 

"Sure he can, but the only English word he knows is 

'kill.'" 

"Then you might as well say it to him," Carlisle spat, 

"because I'm not telling you a goddam thing. Soon as I do, 

I'm dead anyway." 
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"Well, in that case--" Stensruud picked Carlisle up and 

carried him towards the bier his pals were building. 

Carlisle squirmed a little but Stensruud carried him as 

easily as you or I would carry a half-full suitcase. "Hey, 

Wes, any gas left in those cans?" he shouted to the man with 

the cane. 

"Sorry, Swede, all out," Wes chortled. It seemed all he 

could do. 

That s okay," Stensruud chortled back, "more where 

that came from." He pivotted and started back towards the 

shed, swinging Carlisle in a wide arc. The others paid no 

attention; they'd finished building the bier, and Krepke 

stayed behind to help toss the bodies on top of it. 

Stensruud set Carlisle down outside the shed, vanished 

inside, and returned with a huge hunting knife. He flashed 

it in front of Carlisle for a moment, and Carlisle screamed. 

Stensruud cut the heavy rope as if it were string, then 

whipped the knife blade-up underneath Carlisle's chin before 

Carlisle could move. "The car," he ordered, and pushed 

Carlisle ahead. 

"Swede, what the hell are you doing?" I called after 

him, though I thought I knew. 

I m going to fry the bastard," Stensruud replied in a 

matter-of-fact tone. He turned Carlisle roughly around, then 

flattened him against the car with a right cross. He opened 

the driver's side door, shoved Carlisle behind the wheel, 
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and slammed the door. Then he trotted back to the shed, 

returning moments later with another gasoline can. He 

splashed the can's contents over the Toyota. Carlisle, 

recovering from Stensruud's punch, realized what was 

happening and opened the car door, but Stensruud just kicked 

it shut. He emptied the can and tossed it aside. I grabbed 

him from behind and tried to spin him around. "Swede, don't 

do it--" 

"Why not? I'm doing this joker a favor. I'm sending him 

off in a blaze of glory with his buddies." He shoved me 

away, produced a wooden match, and struck it on the twisted 

metal of the car's front end. He held it out in front of the 

windshield so Carlisle could see it burning. 

"No!" Carlisle wailed, and burst out of the car. He ran 

into me and we both went down, but he didn't try to get up. 

He lay on the ground whimpering, "Okay, okay, I'll tell you 

whatever you want." 

Stensruud came up and kicked him in the butt. "Tell 

you a little secret, Carlisle. That can was filled with 

water. Use it for the john when the power goes off. But 

I've got plenty of other cans, and they've all got gas in 

them." Carlisle tried to get to his feet, but Stensruud 

kicked him in the butt again, and he fell face-first. "Did 

anyone say you could move? You don't sneeze unless we say 

so. Got that?" Carlisle nodded, spat out what looked like 

dirt, and nodded again. 
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"Take him down to the dock," Stensruud went on. "Make 

him sit on the end and dangle his feet in the water. The 

flies'11 drive him crazy, and he'll tell you anything just 

so you'll take him indoors again." 

I nodded, then asked, "Did you have to shove me so 

hard?" 

"Sorry, got carried away. Been a while since I did the 

good-cop bad-cop thing." He reached out, slugged my arm 

none too gently. "You picked right up on it, though. I'm 

proud of you." 

"Thanks. What will you be doing while I'm having my 

fun?" 

"Figuring out how to get this damn Huey off my 

property. By the way, you may need this." He tossed me the 

.38 Jack Borgman had made me give up, then loped towards the 

shed, giving Carlisle another kick as he went by. 

* * * 

Stensruud's place faced a little inlet; lily pads and 

weeds grew thickly in the shallow water near the shore and 

attracted a variety of flying insects. I sat on shore in 

the shade, where they pretty much left me alone. They were, 

however, feasting on Carlisle. He started talking without 

being asked, his words frequently punctuated with slaps and 

angry yelps. 

"The test site's only a little ways from here, I guess. 

Place called the Bad River Indian Reservation. Someone in 
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the government apparently built himself a big house there 

years ago before getting himself blown away by some Indian 

woman he was trying to rape. Schenk got hold of it and 

refitted it, turned it into a lab. He moved a crew in last 

week to set up the test. We were supposed to go up there 

after we finished with you and move the lab to another site 

as a precaution." 

"Move it where?" I prompted when he didn't elaborate. 

"Minnesota. Another Indian reservation. Nett Lake, I 

think." 

"And what's being tested?" 

"All I know is, they're calling it 'Agolmirth.'" 

"Sounds exotic. What is it?" 

"Obviously some sort of germ." 

"But the facility's supposed to be working on a genetic 

fungicide." 

"They were, but there was an accident, and they got 

Agolmirth instead." 

"What's it do?" 

"You think they'd tell me?" 

Abruptly Carlisle had a brainstorm. He leaned off the 

dock, yanked one of the lily pads free, and began using it 

as a fly-swatter. Almost immediately a voice boomed behind 

us, "Do that again, I'll have to tell the sheriff. Those 

things are protected." I turned; Stensruud was standing next 

to the house. He saluted and then turned away. 
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"Maniac," Carlisle muttered, and defiantly kept waving 

the lily pad. 

My previous line of questioning having gotten me 

nowhere--Carlisle, the career bureaucrat, had learned to 

obey orders without asking questions--I tried a different 

tack. "Why'd they send you up here?" 

"They didn't," he said, as if, again, the answer were 

obvious. "I knew you were running, and I figured that gave 

me one last chance to talk you into joining us. I was going 

to offer to get you off the hook with the Feds, some major 

cash, the whole shebang. But when Stensruud declared war, 

that was no longer an option." 

A family of ducks swam towards the dock. Stensruud 

probably tossed them bread crumbs every day. I watched them 

for a moment or two, admiring their grace and blissful 

ignorance, then asked, "Why was Gorodenko killed?" 

"He wouldn't go along. I kept saying he probably just 

wanted more money--Russians are the greediest fuckers on 

earth." He paused, then added in a pleading tone, "All that 

shit I said earlier--about watching the meres kill him--I 

was just yanking your chain. I tried to talk them out of it, 

I swear." 

I couldn't have asked for a more convincing confession. 

Carlisle had been jealous of Gorodenko, and now that I was 

holding the gun on him, he was trying to get off the hook. 

Unfortunately, I couldn't take advantage of it now. "Why not 
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kill me, too?" 

"They were afraid more than one 'accident' would arouse 

suspicions. So they decided to try to frame you. They left 

you enough shit to get you interested, then waited until--" 

"You ever going to tell me who 'they' is?" 

"Who do you think?" 

"Schenk and Kohls?" I suggested. He craned his head 

around, looked at me beseechingly, then turned away again 

and nodded. As if he'd just received the death sentence, he 

slumped forward, all his vitality suddenly gone. 

But I didn't pay him much attention--I was both 

jubilant and furious that my initial hunch had been right. 

"Schenk's the gofer between the facility and Kohls?" 

"Yes." 

"And who's Kohls the gofer for--TYR?" 

"Who the fuck is TYR? Kohls is in this for himself. 

He's supposed to be trying to arrange a sale. Maybe he 

already has. Maybe that's why he wanted the germ tested 

now." 

"Sale to whom? And for how much?" 

"I don't know who. But he's supposed to be asking a 

billion dollars." He suddenly turned and sneered, "Some of 

that could've been yours, Stan, if you hadn't been so chummy 

with Stensruud." 

"Don't think I'm sorry about that, Denny." 

"Don't worry. But I was stupid to think you'd join us 
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anyway. You were always too much the self-righteous ex-cop, 

always trying to prove to the entire fucking world you were 

better than the system that shafted you." He turned away. 

"All you've done is shaft yourself!" he continued, as if 

hooting at a stripper. "Meanwhile, all this was going on 

right under your nose!" 

There was no denying that; I felt like a total loser. 

But I'd be damned if I let Carlisle get any laughs out of 

it. I stood and hurried down to the dock; and before he 

could turn to defend himself, I gave him a hard shove and he 

toppled into the lake. The ducks, who had drawn close, 

squawked and pedaled away. He came up coughing and 

sputtering, then wailed, "God, I can't stand up! There must 

be two feet of muck on the bottom!" He tried to tread water 

and generally looked pathetic. 

As if I cared. "Did you hit anyone else--Paul Judd, 

Mrs. Pereskopf--" 

"No, who gives a shit about them? That Judd is pretty 

weird, though, Stan--" 

"Why send a SWAT team after me?" 

"I told you--our primary job was to move the lab to 

another site." 

"You don't need a SWAT team to move a lab." 

"Then you tell me what they're for. Schenk was supposed 

to assume command when we got there." 

"Schenk's there now?" 
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"Yes, he's there now! Now will you get me out of here 

before I drown in this shit?" 

"Oh all right, anything to stop your whining. Swim a 

little closer." 

He obeyed; I went down on one knee and stretched out my 

arm. Carlisle grabbed it above the elbow, then stood--

apparently on firm bottom--and yanked me into the water. 

When I surfaced he clubbed me with his fists where he'd 

kicked me earlier, then deftly grabbed the .38 from my 

waistband as I went down again. He climbed onto the dock and 

muttered, "Geez, Stan, you're such a dork," then started 

towards the house. I tried to cry out in warning but could 

only cough instead. Carlisle turned, waved the gun, and put 

a finger to his lips. 

Then a shaft hissed into the ground in front of him. 

"That's far enough," Stensruud ordered, emerging from behind 

a tree near the shore. "Hands up and turn around." 

Shoulders sagging, Carlisle obeyed. Without being asked 

he tossed the .38 on the ground. "Fucking Paul Bunyan 

clone," he groaned. 

If Stensruud had heard this, he gave no sign. He pushed 

Carlisle aside, retrieved the bolt and gun, and hollered at 

me, "Water's pretty cold, ain't it?" 

"Freezing." I heaved myself onto the dock and began 

slogging up the bank. "He's right, Swede, I'm a complete 

numbskull." 
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"Well, at least you admit it. I like a man who knows 

his limitations." He sighed. "Then there's your friend 

here." 

"I guess you're going to toss me on the funeral pyre 

now, right?" Carlisle said, his voice trembling. 

"Nah, we're already roasting enough weinies. Which 

reminds me--you guys realize it's almost lunch time? I don't 

know about you, but I'm starved." He tossed me the gun and 

began jogging towards the back yard, leaving both of us 

staring after him. 

* * * 

Because Stensruud was afraid a bullet might have 

severed a gas line, we all took an armful of food from his 

refrigerator and cupboards and hauled it to Kramer's cabin. 

The south window had been shot out, and the place had been 

ransacked, but it was still in much better shape than 

Stensruud's. 

While Stensruud and the others busied themselves with 

preparing the meal I found a bar of soap, went down to the 

lake, removed my clothes and my soaked and ruined bandages, 

and gave myself a bath. The water was fine once I got used 

to it, and when I got out I felt cleaner than I had after 

taking a shower at home. Then, buck naked, I returned to the 

house and scrounged some jeans and a flannel shirt from one 

of the cabin's closets. By this time the meal was ready, and 

we ate as if it was our first meal in days, though Carlisle 
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ate as if it were his last. 

Afterwards, Stensruud found some clothesline, tied 

Carlisle up again, gave Krepke the .38, and told him to 

escort Carlisle back to the Toyota and lock him up. Krepke 

agreed, and then the rest of us sat around Kramer's picnic 

table and held a council of war. 

I quickly became little more than a spectator--these 

backwoodsmen tossed around hyper-scientific jargon like 

other guys would toss around batting averages. And I wished 

Judd could have heard their conspiracy theories. He 

couldn't, of course, and that was like a shark missing out 

on a feeding frenzy. 

At first the others seemed concerned that Agolmirth was 

a strain of recombinant DNA designated for use in Central or 

South America. The reservation Indians, Wes said, would be 

perfect test subjects: they'd be told they were being 

innoculated. Stensruud, however, disagreed--a "plague" among 

Indians would attract too much attention in these 

politically sensitive times. Instead, he argued that 

Agolmirth had to be some sort of herbicide. Why else test it 

in a complex environment like the Northwoods? In any case, 

nobody questioned Stensruud's assertion that Agolmirth was 

no accident, and that the siege we'd repulsed that morning 

was part of a standard procedure to cover up illegal 

biochemical weapons research and testing. 

The upshot of all this was, when I suggested we call 
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the FBI and have them raid the Bad River lab, I was 

practically laughed out of the cabin. Stensruud, who hadn't 

laughed at all, said, "That stuff is evidence of illegal 

government activity! You really think we're just going to 

let anv federal agency walk in and take it?" 

"I only meant that the Bureau would have equipment for 

containing and transporting the virus." It was another bad 

lie. 

"So do the bad guys!" Stensruud roared. "Why do we need 

anyone else's?" He turned to the others. "Fellas, I think 

we're agreed we're the ones who'll do the walking in. And 

with the SWAT team out of the way, we shouldn't have to 

worry about too much resistance." This was greeted with nods 

and grunts of approval. 

"You're still going to need a clean way in, though," I 

warned. "No telling what kind of electronic security they 

have. If they know you're coming they might destroy the 

virus." 

"Or release it," Wes added. 

Stensruud glared at me, then slammed a fist on the 

tabletop and turned away. "Okay, we'll use Carlisle, 

dammit." He turned back to me and pointed a huge finger 

directly between my eyes. "But he's your baggage, Torrance. 

He misbehaves, it'll go hard on you. Read me?" 

"Sure," I said, drawing back. "But why are you on my 

case all of a sudden?" 
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"Because you used to be deputy security chief, that's 

why. One would think you'd know how to get around whatever 

they've got up there. Consider it earning your keep." 

"Well, I'm sorry, but--" 

"And Carlisle's a little snake. I don't trust him any 

farther than I could fly that Huey." He stood and muttered 

to the others, "Hell, if we could fly that Huey, we could 

just bomb the place and forget about it." 

The others nodded and grunted again, then followed 

Stensruud out, leaving me feeling like an unwanted younger 

brother. At the very least, I was a witness; and I began to 

wonder what plans Stensruud had for me once we'd 

accomplished our "mission." 

24 

I awoke on the red bed. I'd lain down just to shut my 

eyes for a moment, and of course fell asleep. The driftwood 

clock said 6:54. A lot had happened in the last twelve 

hours. 

I still hurt in a few places, but generally I felt 

pretty good. It had to be the air. I stood and made sure 

everything still worked--then realized just how late it was. 

What if Stensruud and his fellow eco-maniacs had decided to 

raid the test lab without me? I hurried to his place as fast 

as my injured foot allowed. 

The first thing I noticed when I got there was that the 

fire was nearly out. There was still smoke, and occasionally 
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a flicker of flame, but the bier was now a big pile of black 

ash. 

I noticed all this because the Broncos were gone. Maybe 

Stensruud had taken off without me. But no, Carlisle was 

still in the Toyota; when he saw me he banged his head 

against the window and shouted my name. 

"Goddammit, Stan!" he cried when I approached. "That 

stone-age friend of yours has forgotten completely about me! 

Can I at least take a leak?" He started squirming like a kid 

who'd just been potty-trained. 

Krepke had thoughtfully left the .38 on the hood, and I 

grabbed it and opened the door. Carlisle tumbled out, then 

looked up at me imploringly. "Well? You got to untie me! 

Unless you want to reach in and get it out yourself!" 

"Not a chance, Denny, you tried this on me once 

before--" 

"Come on, Stan, I'm desperate here!" 

This time he really was--I'd seen addicts in withdrawal 

who were happier. "Okay, on your feet." I grabbed the ropes 

and pulled; he was considerably heavier than he'd seemed 

when Stensruud had carried him, but I managed to stand him 

up. "Against the car." He obeyed, and I backed towards the 

shed, hoping to find the hunting knife--I knew I hadn't a 

prayer of untying Stensruud's knots. The knife was just 

inside the door; I jogged back with it, and, after jamming 

the .38 against the back of Carlisle's head, I cut him free. 
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He sagged there for a moment, then turned and practically 

ripped open his trousers. I backed away just in time. 

When he finished he fell back against the car and sank 

slowly to the ground. "God," he groaned, "that was almost as 

good as sex." He grinned. "As much as you're getting these 

days, you might keep it in mind." 

My response was to fire a round through the window just 

above his head; he cried out and managed to protect his head 

from most of the falling glass. "Jesus Christ, Stan, are you 

nuts?" he shouted. "It was just a joke!" 

I squatted in front of him and aimed the gun lazily at 

his head. "I never did like your jokes. And no, I'm not 

nuts, which is surprising when you consider all that's 

happened to me lately." 

"You only got yourself to blame." 

I rammed the barrel up one of his nostrils. "You want 

me to kill you? I think you should know you've stayed alive 

this long because of me." 

Pale, he rasped, "Don't do me any favors, Stan. I 

figure I'll be dead by sundown anyway. I'd rather you killed 

me than your pal, though. At least you'd do it quick." 

"Don't count on it." I drew back, aimed at one of his 

knees. "Ever see a movie called Nevada Smith? Steve McQueen 

chases some bad guys who murdered his parents. He kills them 

all until only the leader, Karl Maiden, is left. McQueen 

finally catches up to him, but instead of killing him, he 
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shoots him in the knees and elbows. Maiden begs him to 

finish him, but McQueen tells him he's not worth killing and 

rides off into the sunset." 

Eyes flicking between my face and the gun, he asked, 

"Is that your favorite movie? Have you always wanted to be 

Steve McQueen and ride off into the sunset?" 

I don't know which I hated most--that Carlisle was 

still trying to play me the way he had for three years at 

the facility, or that I'd let him play me, then and now. I 

felt my shoulders slump a bit, and shook my head. "No, I 

just wanted to be one of the good guys. That's why I became 

a cop." 

"Jesus, Mary, and Joseph, you are nuts. You should 

never have left the moviehouse, Stan. The movies are the 

only place the good guys win. Shit, they're practically the 

only place the good guys exist. In the real world--" 

"You want the real world?" I shouted, on my feet. "How 

about I blow your kneecaps off? Is that real world enough 

for you?" 

"Will you listen to me? The real world isn't about good 

and evil, it's about who's got the bucks and who doesn't. 

Now when Kohls sells this germ, he's going to have a lot of 

bucks. Did I tell you he's going to ask for a billion? A 

billion dollars, Stan, and some of that can belong to you! 

You can produce your own movies, or, hell, buy your own 

studio. Or, if you still insist on living in a dreamworld, 
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you can start your own security firm and train your own good 

guys. The point is, you can remake a part of the real world 

in your image. For the first time in your miserable life, 

you'll be able to control something, instead of being 

controlled. Now isn't that worth swallowing a little of your 

stupid pride?" 

Yeah, it was worth something, and I'd finally figured 

out what. "You're the one who's living in a dreamworld," I 

sneered. "Or maybe I should ask you--if you were going to 

get a billion dollars, how much of it would vou share?" 

This unnerved him even more than my antics with the 

gun. "What the hell are you talking about?" 

"The SWAT team, Denny. You didn't come up here just to 

get me, and their orders weren't to move that lab somewhere 

else. They were going to erase the place, and everybody 

there--you, the scientists, probably even poor Schenk. 

Nobody but Kohls was going to get his hands on that billion. 

You can bet your share on that." 

"You motherfucker--" He lunged towards me, but I 

brought the pistol up quickly and smashed him solidly across 

his jaw. He fell back, banged his head hard against the 

Toyota, and slumped to the ground. I looked down at him a 

moment--if anyone had taken a worse beating from all this 

than me, it was Carlisle. Of course, he deserved it more 

than I did, too. I shoved the gun into my waistband and 

headed for the house. 
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Stensruud still hadn't cleaned up the kitchen, and my 

feet crunched on the broken glass. As I entered the living 

room Stensruud appeared in his bedroom door. He was buck 

naked. "What was all that shooting and shouting about out 

there?" he demanded. "And what the hell you staring at?" 

Stensruud's body had more scars on it than any dozen 

corpses I'd ever seen. There were at least two bullet 

wounds, one in the middle of the chest, and a long scar 

running the length of the inside of his left thigh. His left 

arm offered several lateral gashes above the elbow, and 

there was a deep depression in his right shoulder blade. 

"Want to see my butt, too? Got a good scar there from 

having a tattoo removed." 

I had to laugh. "No thanks, I'll take your word for it. 

But you've got to promise to tell me about those others on 

the way to the lab." 

"Hell, that won't be long enough to tell you about 

having the tattoo removed. Now how about answering my 

question." 

"Let's just say you were right about Carlisle being a 

snake." He grunted and thundered back into his bedroom and 

shoved the door shut. 

Since there was hardly anything left of the chairs in 

the living room, I went back in the kitchen and sat at the 

table. I glanced out at Carlisle, who still lay unconscious 

against the Toyota. There was still something missing about 
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the SWAT team. Who'd put it together? Not Carlisle, I was 

certain. It had probably cost him half his share to persuade 

Schenk to use them to kill Gorodenko. What about Schenk? No; 

the more I thought about him, the more he shaped up as just 

an administrative flunky who probably thought meres were 

some kind of car. Kohls? He wouldn't want to get his hands 

dirty. Was there another gofer somewhere, maybe even inside 

the facility, who was really running the show? 

And speaking of the show, what the hell was I going to 

do when we got to the lab? No way could I let Stensruud and 

his pals keep the virus. For all their protestations that it 

was evidence of Uncle Sam's hanky panky, I didn't think 

they'd settle for just telling the media--an opportunity 

like this would be too good to pass up. They'd probably take 

the shit to Iowa or somewhere and threaten to decimate the 

corn crop unless Uncle Sam shut down every factory and 

confiscated every internal combustion engine. 

But if I'd thought of this, Stensruud certainly had as 

well. Did he expect me to fight him for the virus? Had all 

I'd gone through today been some sort of apprenticeship, 

leading up to the final battle between student and teacher? 

Whatever the case, if half a dozen bad-ass meres hadn't been 

able to take him, I sure didn't like my chances. 

As if on cue he opened his bedroom door and stood 

there, immaculate in his state trooper's uniform. As 

imposing as he'd looked before, it was nothing compared to 
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his appearance now. I instinctively walked up and handed the 

.38 to him, and he holstered it. I wondered if he'd ever had 

to use it; I couldn't imagine any perp not being terrified 

by just the sight of him. 

"Christ, Swede, how does the state police survive 

without you?" I asked. 

"They do pretty well. Actually, the force used to be 

full of guys like me--sons and grandsons of Swedish and 

Finnish immigrants. State recruited us heavily, said we 

were the only ones could keep the loggers and hunters in 

line. Got shot by a hunter once. Pulled the bastard over, 

cited him for DWI, drove away, and he stood in the middle of 

the road and blasted away at me with his thirty-aught-six. 

Believe that? X just wrote him a ticket, didn't take him to 

jail or nothing, and the man shoots at me. First two shots 

missed, third blew a tire, fourth took a chunk out of my 

right shoulder." 

He'd told me this the way he might have talked about an 

arm-wrestling match in a tavern. "What happened?" I 

prompted. 

"Nothing much. I backed my car up, got out, beat the 

shit out of him, cuffed him, threw him in the back seat of 

his car, and drove it to the county sheriff. It was three, 

four hours before I got to a doctor." 

"Guy's still in jail, I hope." 

"Nah, this was back in--'54? Maybe '55. Assaulting a 
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police officer, DWI, resisting--we piled on the charges, and 

the judge stacked the penalties. They wanted concurrent, but 

the state's attorney flashed some pictures of my wounds, and 

that was that." He chuckled. "Damn fool finally got out in 

'70, crashed into a telephone pole and killed himself six 

months later. Drunk again." 

"So there's more of you running around loose up here?" 

"Oh yeah. We get together every now and then over to 

Eagle River. Hell, my old captain's ninety-two and he can 

still split a cord of wood twice as fast as me." 

He started for the kitchen and I followed. "Where's 

everybody else?" I asked. 

"Sent them on ahead. They'll smooth things over with 

the Indians, tell them we're on their side and so forth. 

They'll be our back-up in case your pal Carlisle's hidden 

another SWAT team up there." He went out the back door. 

"I don't think he has. I think he was more or less a 

prisoner of the one he came with. There's something screwy 

going on here, Swede--" 

"Look, Torrance, all I care about is getting to that 

Agolmirth shit before it can be released into the forest. 

The rest of this mess is your problem." 

"Have you. . . thought much about what you're going to 

do after you get it?" 

"I'll think of something." He stood over Carlisle, 

shook his head, and muttered, "I hope you hit him hard. If 
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he says one word on the trip, he gets a gag." 

"And I get your dirty looks." 

"At least. So don't push your luck." He bent down, 

picked Carlisle up, easily hefted him onto his shoulder, and 

headed for the garage. 

25 

The road into the Bad River Indian Reservation was 

straight and paved with lumpy asphalt and seemed to go 

forever. I had a feeling we were being watched by thousands 

of Indians hiding in the woods, waiting for darkness before 

they swarmed and attacked. Stensruud kept his comrades 

apprised of our progress via the gleaming CB on the dash, 

one of many high-tech additions to his propane-powered Range 

Rover. Once we came over a rise and nearly struck a deer 

standing in the middle of the road. As the beast darted 

nimbly into the brush Stensruud cursed and then explained 

that dusk was the worst time to be driving: animals were 

hypnotized by headlights. While stopped I took the 

opportunity to revive Carlisle, who had slept through the 

whole trip. I warned him that Stensruud was in a bad mood, 

and he cowered silently in the back seat like a seventh-

grader on his first trip to juvie hall. 

After another rise a weathered sign that said "Jascic" 

pointed left down an overgrown track. Other, more weathered 

signs warned, "Private property" and "Keep out." But there 

was no fence, nothing to prevent anyone from proceeding into 
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the property. "This the place?" I asked doubtfully. 

Stensruud nodded, and we began bouncing down the track, 

which looked even to my unpracticed eye like it hadn't been 

used in years. I briefly wondered if Stensruud had just 

turned off the road at random, and was going to waste 

Carlisle and myself and leave us to the fauna. But I 

dismissed this as paranoia: it was something the CIA would 

have done. 

The track swerved around a huge boulder, plunged down a 

steep hill and around another sharp turn. Then Stensruud 

slammed on the breaks--a deadfall blocked the way. "Swede," 

I began, "hadn't we better--" 

"We'd better get out and try to move the damn thing," 

Stensruud grunted, and opened his door. 

"But this is a great spot for an ambush!" I cried, and 

lowered my head. 

"You're punchy, ain't you?" He was standing full in the 

headlights' beams, a sitting duck. "Look at your friend. He 

look nervous to you?" No, he looked half-asleep. "In this 

light, ambushers won't stop to pick their targets. They'll 

spray everyone in the Rover, including him." Without waiting 

for my acknowledgement he strode to the deadfall. I was on 

my way over to him when he began cursing. 

"Booby-trapped," he said, moving back towards me. 

"Dynamite on a tripwire. Attached to that tree there, see?" 

He pointed, but I was having trouble just seeing the 
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deadfall. 

"What do we do?" 

"First, we warn the others." He got back in the Rover, 

spoke into the CB for a moment, got back out. "I don't 

suppose you could disarm that thing." 

"I wouldn't even want to try." 

"Figures." He moved to the left, went into the woods a 

little ways, came back, went into the woods on the right. 

When he came back this time he was smiling. "Okay, we go 

around." He motioned for me to get back in the Rover, and 

trotted around to his side. 

He backed up a ways, then activated his four-wheel-

drive option and turned off the track to the right. We burst 

through some brush, sank into and rose out of a pretty deep 

hole, and crawled over a small boulder and a couple rotted 

deadfalls before stopping in front of a stand of pines about 

as tall as the Rover's hood. He reached under his seat, 

brought out a hatchet, and handed it to me. "Get busy," he 

ordered. "There's another hatchet in the back." He got out 

and, after staring at the hatchet for a long moment, I did, 

too. 

I'd never cut down a tree before and I had no idea how 

to start. And then Stensruud was there and hacking away; 

after three chops one of the pines fell, and he tossed it 

aside. I squatted by one tree and hacked; the hatchet 

bounced off after only making a tiny cut. I looked at it and 
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tried again, with the same result. I tested the edge with my 

thumb, and immediately wished I hadn't. Stensruud was 

already on his third tree and I complained, "Why are we 

cutting these things down anyway? Can't you just run over 

them?" 

"Same reason you go for the kill when you hunt. I'd 

rather kill these things clean than leave them maimed." The 

third tree fell, and I remembered the care he'd taken with 

the fern the bad guy had fallen on. He'd been putting it out 

of its misery, too. 

I turned the hatchet so the blade would strike the tree 

at a downward angle instead of straight on, and tried again. 

This time it made a deep cut in the soft wood, and though I 

didn't do it in just three strokes I soon had my first tree 

down. I felt a little woozy as I shoved it aside, and could 

only guess what Stensruud was feeling. "You really love this 

country, don't you, Swede?" I asked. 

"Told you, I've lived up here all my life." Another 

tree fell. 

"I've lived in the Chicago area all my life and I can't 

say I love it." 

"I can't think of many sane men who would." 

"What I meant," I insisted after a short silence, "was 

that you love this country like, well, like another man 

would love his family. You seem. . . knitted to it." 

"I suppose I am, yeah." 
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Another short silence. "You seem reluctant to 

elaborate." 

"Should I have to?" Then, more gently, "City people 

never understand, anyway." 

"I'd like to try." 

"No, you wouldn't. Like you said, it's like a marriage. 

You already proved you can't handle a conventional one." 

Another tree fell. 

"That wasn't all my fault." 

"It never is, Torrance. Less yack and more work, okay?" 

"Sure." I went after my second tree with a vengeance, 

and it fell in only five strokes. 

And then he was standing over me and scowling, "Why not 

cut them a little higher, Torrance? That way they might 

screw up my drive train as well as blow my tires." He moved 

away and began hacking again, and I went back to my two 

kills and cut the trunks off as close to the ground as I 

could. 

* * * 

It took us--maybe I should say it took Stensruud, 

because I wasn't much help--nearly half an hour to hack a 

track through the young pines. Even then, Stensruud drove 

the Rover through them at a crawl, as if afraid its 

intrusion would upset those we'd spared. As soon as we were 

through them, though, he sped up and yanked a hard left; we 

jostled over some more rotted deadfalls and brush, then 
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reached the track again. It was flat and fairly straight, 

and after our detour it felt like a superhighway. 

But after another sharp turn Stensruud cursed again and 

stopped. He got out and slowly approached a line of trees, 

looked both ways, and came back. He yanked Carlisle's door 

open, pulled him out, and threw him to the ground. "There's 

an electric fence up ahead," he spat. 

"How the fuck could you see it?" Carlisle cried. 

"I didn't see it, I smelled it. Smelled the ozone. 

What's it carry?" 

"How should I know?" 

"Maybe this'11 jog your memory." He kicked Carlisle in 

the small of the back; Carlisle immediately balled up and 

coughed. 

"Swede, don't," I cried. I got out of the Rover and 

trotted towards him. "I told you, he didn't know squat about 

the SWAT team, so he probably doesn't know anything about 

this place other than it's here. Let me have a look at that 

fence." Stensruud nodded, I made my inspection, and 

returned. 

"It's not high voltage, it's a motion- and heat-

activated alarm system. Anything bigger than a raccoon gets 

through it, it'll set off alarms you can hear from here to 

Duluth." 

"Any way to deactivate it?" 

"At the lab, yes. Here, no." 
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"Goddammit!" he yelled, fists clenched. "We're so 

close!" He looked down at Carlisle again, drew back his 

foot, then shrugged and stalked off, hands on hips. He 

looked ready to explode, and he probably would--all over me 

--if I didn't get him to that lab. 

And then I realized I could. "Swede, wait. We can drive 

right through that fence. They hear any alarms, they'll 

think it's a malfunction and probably ignore them." 

"Why?" Stensruud demanded. 

"Because we didn't set off the booby-trap. You told me 

how noise carries in the woods. They'd hear the explosion 

like it was right next door." 

He brightened. "But they didn't hear the explosion." 

"That's right. They won't be expecting a vehicle. We'll 

still take them by surprise." 

"Torrance, remind me to give you a raise." I didn't 

tell him I'd settle for his giving me the virus. He swatted 

me on the back, trotted back to the Rover, picked up 

Carlisle, and threw him in. I climbed in, he spoke briefly 

into the CB, and we were off again. 

As soon as we passed the fence a siren-like alarm went 

off in the distance; it droned on for about fifteen seconds, 

then was silenced. Stensruud gave me a warning look, but I 

smiled brightly back. Suddenly bright light appeared over 

the trees ahead; Stensruud cut the Rover's lights. The road 

took an abrupt right turn and, after climbing a rocky hill, 
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gave out behind an enormous house facing the vast dark water 

of Lake Superior. Stensruud stopped the Rover just short of 

the top of the hill; we could not be seen from the house. 

"What happens now?" I whispered. "We wait for our back-

up?" 

"I told them we'd handle it ourselves." He pulled out 

the .38, checked the cylinder, seemed satisfied, 

reholstered it. 

"You think that's a good idea?" I asked, choosing my 

words carefully. 

"It's the only idea that'll work. We can't have 

everybody coming through that fence. The bad guys may ignore 

one malfunction, but I don't think they'd ignore two or 

three." He jerked his head back towards Carlisle. "Unless 

they were as dumb as your friend here." 

He got out of the Rover, pulled Carlisle out again, and 

told him, "Okay, pal, you're going to walk right up to the 

house and knock on the door. We'll be right behind you." 

Carlisle was a little wobbly as he approached the 

house, but Stensruud seemed to think he was acting and 

jabbed him a couple times with the .38, which perked him up 

a little. It was farther to the house than it had looked, 

and after being in the woods for so long I felt naked 

crossing the clear-cut yard. Finally, Carlisle was at the 

door; he made to knock but Stensruud held his arm and 

pounded on the door for him. He flattened against the wall 
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to the right of the door, and I did the same on the left. 

The door opened, and Schenk said, "Denton, where have 

you been? Where's the helicopter? We didn't hear it land 

and--what the hell happened to you?" 

I suddenly realized that was my cue. "It's a long 

story," I said, and stepped into the doorway. I caught 

Stensruud scowling out of the corner of my eye. Schenk's 

mouth fell open, and I added, "We haven't got time to tell 

it now. We're here for the germ." 

Three men in white lab smocks approached. Two of them 

were Tisch and Lombard. "What's he doing here?" Tisch 

shouted. "I thought--" 

"Torrance had a change of heart," Carlisle said with 

just the right trace of impatience. 

"How much did you offer him?" Lombard snapped. "It 

better not mean a reduction of my share!" 

Carlisle waved him away. "Don't worry. Everything's 

copacetic about the shares." 

"Aw, tell him the truth, Denny," I scoffed. "Actually, 

there might not be any shares for a while.11 When the uproar 

from this died down, I went on, "Kohls double-crossed you. 

The SWAT team he sent up here to help move the lab was 

supposed to kill everybody here and seize the germ." 

"What SWAT team, you lying sack of--" 

"Save it, Lombard, I'm not in the mood for your mouth. 

Now those maniacs are right behind us. I called the state 
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police, maybe they can intercept them. But I don't think we 

want anyone but us to have the germ, now do we?" 

"This is absurd," Schenk cried, "absurd! You expect us 

to believe this fable?" 

"If you want to be a problem, Schenk, go right ahead. 

I've got enough reasons to punch your lights out as it is." 

Schenk glared at me, then at Carlisle, then at the 

floor, then back at me. Finally, he shrugged and barked at 

Tisch, "Get him the strain." 

Tisch paled but stood his ground. "I don't think--" 

"Get him the strain!" When Tisch still didn't move 

Schenk ordered, "Denton, go with him." This got Tisch 

moving, and Carlisle followed zombie-like, Schenk followed 

him, and I brought up the rear. 

So far, so good. I was staying between Stensruud and 

the germ--I was surprised he hadn't burst in and shot up the 

place--and if I could take it out of here, I might be able 

to persuade him he shouldn't try to take it from me. 

Tisch opened a heavy door and we passed through the 

usual anti-contamination array, now deactivated, and into a 

short corridor separating perhaps half a dozen cramped 

plexiglass cubicles. On the back wall was a rack of 

safesuits; next to them, like a sleeping beast in a cage, 

was the black vault with the biohazard warning sign on the 

time-locked door. It was open, the vault dark and probably 

empty. Six other scientists bustled about, taping covers on 
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cardboard boxes and snapping shut attache* cases. "Where's 

the stuff?" I shouted above the din. 

From a cubicle Tisch eyed me, lifted a heavy 

polyurethane container off a desk. "With me," he said. 

"You hard of hearing, Tisch?" I said, approaching him. 

"We're taking it now," 

"Not without me," Tisch said. He reached into one of 

the desk's drawers, pulled out handcuffs, and clamped one 

onto his wrist. 

I looked over at Schenk. His eyes flashed defiantly for 

a second, then died, and he commanded, "Turn it over, Tisch. 

That's a direct order." 

"You wouldn't have your job if not for me. This strain 

wouldn't exist if not for me. You can't order me." 

"Oh can't I? I protected you from Torrance here when 

Gorodenko was killed. He was ready to hang you and Lombard." 

"And now you're asking me to turn over our work to him? 

I don't think so." He snapped the other cuff to a thin metal 

loop attached to the container. 

Schenk glared in frustration at Carlisle, who groaned, 

"Come on, Tisch, don't be an asshole. What're we going to 

do--give it to the Indians? Give it here, for Christ's 

sake." 

But Tisch wasn't buying. "I don't trust you, Carlisle. 

I never have. You're not one of us, you have no idea how 

important, how ground-breaking this discovery is. All you 
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know about it is that it's going to make you a lot of money. 

You don't know its value. As for you, Torrance, I think I'll 

take my chances with the state police. We could tell those 

peat-brained ignoramuses just about anything and they'd 

believe it, whereas you and Carlisle could be picked off 

like bugs by yourself." 

"That's just what the SWATers will think, too," I said, 

"so they'll come after you. We'll sneak right by them." 

"So give me the stuff," Carlisle snapped. Suddenly very 

unzombie-like, he marched up to Tisch. Tisch glared at him; 

there was suddenly no sound in the room. Carlisle stood 

practically nose to nose with him; I noticed his jaws 

moving, as I remembered they often did when he was tense. 

Abruptly Tisch reached into a pocket, produced a tiny brass 

key, and unlocked the cuff around his wrist. Tisch moved 

away from the desk and leaned in the cubicle doorway, eyeing 

me again. He blocked my view of Carlisle, but I assumed 

Carlisle was making sure the container was sealed. 

As usual, I was wrong: he suddenly shoved Tisch out of 

the way and ran past me. I saw the container on the desk--

the seal had been released, the top removed, and one of the 

vials it had contained was missing. Outside, Carlisle 

hollered, "Okay, Stensruud, let me see you or I release the 

germ." 

"Who in God's name," Schenk began, then joined everyone 

else in rushing to the doorway. Tisch took the opportunity 
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to jump me and try to strangle me with the handcuffs. I 

shoved backwards hard against one of the cubicle walls. The 

impact broke his hold and he slid down the wall gasping. I 

left him there and shouldered my way through the crowd by 

the door. 

Carlisle stood, slowly turning, the vial held straight 

out in front of him, on the path to the drive. The path 

consisted of cement-and-gravel stepping stones; all Carlisle 

had to do to was drop the flimsy glass vial and it would 

shatter. "Come on, show yourself, Paul Bunyan," he called. 

"You've finally lost one, the most important one." 

I forced my way to the front of the crowd and craned my 

head from side to side. Stensruud was nowhere to be seen. 

"Who's being an asshole now, Denny?" I sneered. "You don't 

really think you can buy your way back into Schenk's good 

graces this way, do you?" No response. "I mean, think about 

it--what does he care if I'm still alive as long as the germ 

hasn't been wasted on a losing bluff like this?" 

Carlisle laughed, which he wasn't supposed to do. "You 

think I give a shit about Schenk? I just want to walk out of 

here. And I don't think Stensruud thinks it's a losing 

bluff." 

No, he probably didn't. But mine sure had been. I took 

a step up the path towards Carlisle. 

"One more step, Stan," he snapped, "and I won't give a 

shit whether Stensruud shows himself or not." 
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"Somebody grab Torrance!" Tisch gasped behind me. "He 

and this Stensruud person are trying to steal the strain!" 

I turned; there was some shifting of feet, probably 

some soul-searching, but no one moved to stop me. "Bunch of 

sheep," Tisch muttered, but he didn't move, either. 

"All right, Stensruud," Carlisle said, "I'm going to 

count to three. If I don't see your ugly face before then, 

your precious forest takes its chances." Still no response, 

no sign, in fact, that Stensruud was still close by. 

"One." I tensed to leap towards Carlisle, then 

relaxed. If I was able to grab him and we went down, he 

could still smash the vial against the stones. 

"Two." I looked around for a rock or stick; maybe I 

could knock the vial out of his hand and into the grass on 

either side of the path. But just my luck--the lawn was 

immaculate. 

"Three." Where was Stensruud? 

Carlisle raised his hand higher, and I imagined a 

maniacal grin spreading across his face. I held my breath; 

the forest seemed to as well. 

And then Carlisle cried out and seemed to leave his 

feet for a moment as something struck him between the 

shoulder blades. The woods echoed what sounded like cannon 

fire. Carlisle came down wrong; his knee gave way and he 

crumpled to the ground; as he did so his head seemed to come 

apart. Again, cannon fire surrounded us. The vial left his 
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hand and fell harmlessly into a tuft of grass. 

Schenk emerged from the house holding a smoking twelve-

guage. It was pointed at me. "Stay away from the vial, 

Torrance," he ordered. "Tisch?" Tisch came out and bent to 

pick up the vial, but then yelped and straightened, holding 

a bloody hand askew. Cannon fire followed, from the woods 

this time, and the crowd in the doorway quickly dispersed. 

Schenk seemed to forget I was available for hostage duty; he 

began spinning around like Carlisle had, then started firing 

wildly into the trees. Suddenly something splattered his 

right shoulder and he dropped the shotgun; next moment 

something else shattered his knee, and he hit the ground 

like he'd been dropped from an airplane. He lay there 

moaning, and I kicked the shotgun out of his reach. 

Stensruud stepped out of the trees to the right of the 

house. He bent over what was left of Carlisle, then 

straightened and fired the .38 into the air. A few nervous 

faces appeared in the doorway, and Stensruud pointed the gun 

at them. "Outside," he ordered. 

"Where the hell have you been?" I cried, approaching 

him. 

"Had to take a leak." To those leaving the house, he 

said, "Face the wall, please. Hands up, legs spread. Thank 

you. Anyone sneezes, they'll never walk again." Back to me: 

"Gets hard to hold it at my age. And you were doing pretty 

well in there by yourself." 
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"Well, thanks for scaring the shit out of me." I knelt 

beside Carlisle and muttered, "Denny, you poor, stupid son 

of a bitch. You got your wish, though. You died quick." 

"Enough with the eulogies," Stensruud growled. "I ain't 

standing here for fun." I robotically stood, but still 

stared at Carlisle, and Stensruud shouted, "Well? Get 

moving! Gather everything up!" 

"Right." I retrieved the vial Carlisle had taken, took 

it back into the house, replaced it in the carrying case, 

and restored the seal. I grabbed an attache' case from 

Tisch's desk and lugged it and the carrying case to the 

Rover, where I dropped them in the back seat. 

Stensruud, still watching the captives, tossed me the 

keys blind. "Get going," he said. 

Frozen by shock, I said, "What do you--" 

"You don't need me any more, so get going." 

"But--" 

"State police are on their way." He turned slightly, 

grinned when he saw my expression. "Don't look so 

surprised, it's insulting. I called them on the car phone, 

told them I'd found a drug lab. Lots of them popping up 

around here lately, so they weren't hard to convince." 

I still didn't move; the gun didn't waver as he 

backpedalled towards me. "Will you get the hell out of 

here?" he whispered. "I don't want to have to explain you to 

anyone! Chances are one of them'11 recognize you. Don't 
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worry about me--everybody knows I'm crazy." He backpedalled 

further, slapped the Rover. "Don't forget to stop back to my 

place and pick up my spare propane. Should be plenty to get 

you on your way." 

I found my voice. "Hell, Swede, I don't know where I'm 

going." 

"Oh, I think you do. You just ain't pulled open the 

right drawer in that messy-desk brain of yours. But you 

will." 

It occured to me that Stensruud wanted to get rid of me 

so he'd be free to kill the scientists. But I thrust that 

thought aside. Stensruud was no terrorist. If he had been he 

wouldn't let me get away with the germ. 

Stensruud had moved back towards the house. I very 

reluctantly got into the Rover and slammed the door. I felt 

like a kid leaving parents behind in the old country: 

desolately certain I was doing the right thing by never 

seeing them again. 

As I started the engine and threw the Rover in gear 

Stensruud shouted, "Hey, Torrance--you ain't bad for a city 

boy." He waved, I waved weakly back; then I turned roughly 

around and headed down the drive without a backward glance. 

I reached our detour before I realized I did know where I 

was going: home, where I could take the germ and its story 

to one of the most powerful newspapers in the world. 

But naturally, before I did that, I made one last, 
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terrible mistake. 



! PART FOUR 

IA knock on the door at 4:30 in the morning probably 

souncjis like a gunshot to a young woman. If she has any sense 
i 

she £tays in bed, calls the cops if the visitor knocks 

agaiiji, locks herself in the john and starts screaming if he 

trie^ to break in. 

I hoped Janys Gruenwald didn't have any sense. 

She didn't even have a chain latch on her door, and I 

shouldered my way in almost before she could speak my name. 

But 4s I shut the door she did back away from me, features 

pale |and arms folded tight beneath her fine breasts. 

"Sorry about this," I said. I set the container and 

attache* case on the floor and leaned against the door. 

"Carlisle's dead, and I need your help." Her hand went up to 

her rrjouth and she backed farther into the apartment to her 

coucbj and fell into it. "Don't worry, I didn't kill him," I 
i 

addeĉ . 

"Why should I believe that?" Her voice was barely 

audible. 

|"No reason, I guess, except maybe that if I had killed 

him, [you'd be the last person in the world I'd admit it to. 
I kno 

stare 

w you had the hots for him." 

She wrapped her arms more tightly around herself and 

i at the floor. I took a step or two towards her and 

354 



355 

implored, "Look, I'm trying to nail the asshole who had him 

killed, but I've got to get into the facility to do it. The 

evidence is there--in the computer, in a file cabinet 

somewhere--and you're the only one I can trust to help me." 

She said nothing. Sitting there hunched forward, 

wrapped in her lavender terrycloth robe and furry slippers, 

wearing no makeup or phony smile, she was much more 

attractive than she'd been at the office. Or maybe she'd 

seemed less attractive there because all her attentions had 

been directed towards Carlisle. And maybe she seemed more 

attractive now because Carlisle was not in the way. 

I moved forward until I was right in front of her, the 

scent of her gleaming, shoulder-length hair rising straight 

up into my nostils. "Come on, Janys, please? I know you want 

to help." 

She didn't move. "I can't believe he's dead," she 

whispered after an age. "There was just. . . something about 

him. . . . " 

Christ, she'd gone to bed with him after all. I grabbed 

her shoulders and shook her. "Janys! Wake up! I've got to 

have your cardkey!" 

"Okay!" she cried, and wrenched free, demonstrating 

more strength than I'd expected. She slid away from me and 

stood. "Give me a couple minutes." She trotted into her 

bedroom and slammed the door. 

As soon as she'd gone I found the kitchen and opened 
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the refrigerator. I hadn't eaten since the feast at Kramer's 

and I was starved. But instead of the junk food I thought 

someone like Janys would subsist on, and that I now craved, 

I discovered all kinds of so-called "healthy" foods--all-

vegetable snacks, high-protein and high-fiber drinks--the 

kind of stuff body-builders and guys on SWAT teams used. 

Sure, body-building was a fad, and Janys was certainly a 

fad-follower, but this stuff gave the impression she was 

more of a fad-leader. 

I hadn't realized she could be this serious about 

anything. Which, of course, made her all the more 

attractive. 

I heard her door open and I shut the fridge. "Ready?" 

she said from the kitchen doorway. She wore a tight white 

pullover and gym shorts, a black leotard, white sweat socks, 

and sneakers. Her hair was up in a ponytail, and she wore a 

sweatband with a strange insignia on it, probably the name 

of a rock band or something. 

"I teach aerobics three nights a week," she explained 

with a demure smile. She leaned in the doorway, one leg 

slightly bent, and seemed to encourage me to ogle her. I did 

ogle her, much more than I'd ogled Anitra, and certainly 

more than I'd ever ogled Frieda. It wasn't just the body, 

though--it was the change. She wasn't the same ditzy 

secretary. The real effect of her body was that it stopped 

me from wondering why. 
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"Well, come on, I thought you were in a hurry." She 

turned away, started towards the front door. Even her walk 

was - -

Wait a minute. "Uh, Janys, I didn't say I wanted you to 

go along. You'd better stay here. It could be dangerous." 

She was at the door, her smile now communicating 

flattery at my concern about her. "It'll be dangerous for 

you if I don't go. You think you're just going to drive 

right up to the gate and ask the guard to let you in?" 

Damn, this had never occurred to me. I was surprised it 

had occurred to her. "No, I guess not. Thanks." She had the 

door open and I trotted up to her. It was probably my 

imagination but I thought she stayed close to me a moment 

longer than she had to, then ushered me out and locked the 

door behind us. 

She led the way outside, then steered me towards her 

car, a new red T-bird. "I'd better drive, too," she 

announced. I deposited the container and case in the back 

seat. When we got in the front she looked at me. "Saw you 

rummaging in the fridge. You hungry?" 

"Starved. But we really don't have time--" 

She put a hand on my arm, and I autonomically stared 

down at it. "Look, Mr. Torrance, I don't know what's going 

on, but I do know you'll feel better if you eat. You look 

dead on your feet, and you aren't thinking too clearly." She 

squeezed my arm, and I looked at her. This time her smile 



358 

reminded me of my mother. 

"Okay, you win, let's go. But make it someplace close 

to the facility." 

"Sure. Lots of places out on the Stevenson." 

* * * 

We left the old but still prosperous Joliet 

neighborhood where Janys lived and drove north to the 

Stevenson Expressway, where we stopped at a Denny's in 

Bolingbrook. It was perfect because of the number of 

disingenuously dressed couples like us, enjoying a snack 

after a night of partying. More important, the food was 

great. So was Janys's smile. She didn't say much, simply 

kept asking if I'd had enough. Finally, aft'er pancakes, 

eggs, bacon, toast, and lots of black coffee, I had. 

She drove to the Plainfield exit, then pulled into the 

abandoned gas station and suggested I get in the trunk. I 

jumped out--I'd had a little too much coffee--and obeyed. 

The trunk was empty, clean, and still had that new car 

smell. After maybe ten minutes, and several turns I didn't 

usually take when I drove to the facility, she stopped the 

car. Her door thumped shut, she opened the trunk, and sang, 

"We're here." 

I started climbing out. "Where's here? I don't remember 

going past the guard shack." 

"That's 'cause we didn't go past it." Her back was to 

me and the tone of her voice had changed--instead of 
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sympathetic understanding there was now a hard, detached 

weariness. I didn't move, and a moment later I heard a 

tapping on the trunk lid. "Come on, you want me to drag you 

out?" She stepped back and I saw she'd made the tapping with 

a gun. It was another large-caliber automatic. Everyone in 

the midwest seemed to have one these days--everyone, of 

course, except me. I looked past her, fighting the notion 

that I could have used Stensruud's particular expertise a 

little while longer. 

We were at Carlisle's house. An olive green US 

Government sedan was parked in the driveway. I wanted to 

just let her shoot me but the coffee made me finish climbing 

out of the trunk. Janys motioned towards the house with the 

gun, then dropped the container and case in the trunk and 

slammed it shut. She wasn't smiling. 

"Ring the bell," she commanded when we reached the 

front door. 

"What, no secret knock?" I said as I obeyed. 

"You're not dealing with amateurs like Carlisle now." 

She stepped up behind me and I felt the gunbarrel against 

the back of my head. The door opened, she gave me a hard 

shove with her knee in the small of my back, and I sailed 

away from her. I regained my balance in time to see Kohls 

close the door. I wasn't at all surprised to see him, and 

not just because of the sedan in the driveway. 

Dressed in a gray pinstriped suit, his hair perfectly 
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combed, his face fresh and rested-looking, Kohls might have 

been headed for a conference at the White House. He was 

holding a cup and saucer. "Sit down, Torrance," he said 

officiously, indicating the couch with the cup. "Coffee? 

Swiss mocha. Bourgeois, but nevertheless quite delectable." 

He sat in the metal frame chair and sipped his coffee 

primly, two fingers holding the cup handle, making no noise 

as he swallowed. I realized he wasn't that much older than I 

was; the fact that he'd gotten so far so fast was one more 

reason to hate him. 

"No thanks, I've had plenty," I said, and lowered 

myself to the couch. I no longer ogled Janys, who leaned 

against the door and held the gun on me in the easy, assured 

manner of the professional. I simply stared at her, stunned 

by her transformation to nut-busting bitch. 

Kohls finished his coffee and set the cup and saucer 

delicately on the glass lamptable, then crossed his legs and 

folded his hands in his lap. "So you've acquired the 

Agolmirth strain." He might have been a stockbroker speaking 

with a rival. 

"What does 'Agolmirth' mean?" I felt I had to say 

something. 

"Nothing," Janys sighed. "One of Tang's assistants has 

hearing dyslexia. It's how he says 'algorithm.'" 

"Evidently one of the gene-splicing programs had an 

incorrect algorithm," Kohls tut-tutted, like a grandmother 
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at a tea. "That's how the strain was created." This didn't 

agree with Tisch's version, but somehow I found Kohls and 

Janys easier to believe. 

"So you're the last gofer," I said to Janys on impulse. 

"Excuse me?" She raised the gun. 

"You're the reason I wanted to get into the facility. I 

knew somebody besides Carlisle had to be running security 

for this deal. But I never would have guessed it was you in 

a million years." 

"That was the idea," she snorted, and lowered the gun. 

"Men usually don't look much beyond big tits and a wiggly 

ass. " 

"Carlisle didn't, that's for sure." 

"Carlisle was the biggest dickhead I've ever met." 

"If that's true, why'd you listen to him when he wanted 

to kill Vladimir?" 

"I didn't. Someone else did." 

No doubt she meant Schenk. "You could've gone over his 

head. You were in charge of the meres, right? Seems to me--" 

"Don't push it, Torrance! Just be glad I did go over 

Schenk's head when your name came up." 

"Which brings us to why you're here now," Kohls 

interjected in his smooth way. "Surely you must be wondering 

why you haven't been dumped in the lake with cement around 

your ankles." 

"Or driven off the 1-55 bridge," I said. 
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"Exactly." Kohls was Vincent Price to a T now, and I 

felt like one of his party guests in The Masque of the Red 

Death. 

"Well, you don't want to kill me, but you don't want 

the media getting hold of me, so I guess you want to put me 

in cold storage somewhere. If there's another option, my 

caffeine-addled and sleep-deprived brain has missed it." 

"There might be," Kohls said. Janys glared at him. 

Kohls glared back, then smiled at me and continued, "While I 

don't think Janys shares my opinion, I'm very impressed by 

you, Torrance. Escaping those mercenaries, to say nothing of 

acquiring the strain, demonstrates a resourcefulness and an 

intelligence that has been, with the notable exception of 

Janys, sorely lacking in other participants in this project. 

I'd like to offer you a place in it, an important place." 

It was about time somebody thought of me as a fairly 

dangerous man. Too bad it had to be Kohls. "I'll take the 

cement, if it's all the same to you." 

Kohls leaned forward, linked his hands between his 

knees. "Mr. Torrance, your principles do you credit. It's 

another reason I'm glad to be rid of Carlisle and the 

others--they had none." 

"That's a hell of a thing for you to say--you were 

going to kill them all so you could keep that billion 

dollars for yourself. Have you thought about how you're 

going to get rid of Janys? Or am I her replacement?" 
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I might've gotten more of a rise out of them if I'd 

said this in Swahili. Janys seemed half-asleep, and Kohls 

smiled paternally and said, "If you'll just listen to what I 

have to say and drop the belligerance, which is commendable 

but ultimately counterproductive, I think you'll see, in 

light of Agolmirth's true potential, how insignificant a 

billion dollars can be." 

Janys looked like she'd heard it all before; if she 

were bored she might get sloppy. "Fine, I can listen," I 

said. "But try shorter sentences, okay?" 

Kohls's smile broadened and he even seemed relieved as 

he sat back. "First of all, I should probably tell you what 

Agolmirth does. As I believe I mentioned, it resulted from 

an incorrect gene-splicing task. Whereas the facility was 

set up to research and produce a genetic fungicide, suddenly 

we found ourselves in possession of a genetic herbicide." 

"I've already figured that out. Why else test it in the 

Northwoods?" 

"To see what it wouldn't do, actually. It only affects 

grains, you see. Once released, the strain creates genetic 

inhibitors that prevent the plants from feeding themselves. 

Eventually they starve to death." 

"So will the world if this stuff is ever released." 

"No, it won't. It can't spread. Since it's a form of 

genetic programming the strain dies with its host. It must 

continually be released, making it ideal for selective 
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application." 

"What makes you think whoever you're selling it to 

won't 'selectively apply' it against this country?" 

Kohls frowned. "Did you not hear me, Torrance? This 

project isn't about money. We're not selling Agolmirth. We 

never intended to sell it." 

To hide my shock I blustered, "So you lied to Carlisle 

about this, too?" 

"As I believe I also said, he had no principles. Do you 

think he would have gone along with us if we'd told him what 

we really intend to do with Agolmirth?" 

"I don't know--" 

"And the same goes for Schenk and the scientists. I 

suppose you took them out of the picture as well?" 

"Yes, they're in police custody." 

"Again, very resourceful. You have my gratitude. I 

can't begin to imagine how you convinced the police to help 

you." 

"I've got ways. And don't bother trying to whack them 

now. You'd need a small army." 

"We'll get one," Janys sneered. 

"They're no threat as long as they think we intend to 

sell the strain," Kohls warned her. "As it is, we 

overreacted when we sent the mercenaries." 

"They're a loose end, sir," Janys protested. But the 

protest was restrained; obviously, she kept herself on a 
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very tight leash when dealing with Kohls. I didn't want to 

try to imagine why. 

"We'll speak no more about it," he warned again, and 

Janys swallowed hard and looked away. I got the impression 

she'd been hurt worse than if another man had kicked her in 

the gut. 

"Besides," he was saying, "thanks to them we have a 

chance to change the course of history." He leaned forward 

again. "Mr. Torrance, do you have any idea what's going on 

in the Soviet Union right now?" 

Baffled, I said, "Not really. They're in the midst of 

another liberalization movement, I guess. It'll probably 

last about as long as the others." 

Kohls's smile looked like it would crack his face. "How 

wonderful to speak to someone who actually keeps up with the 

real world!" He leaned forward again. "It's far more than 

just another 'liberalization movement.' The Soviet Union's 

entire infrastructure, the very foundation of the 

stranglehold the Communists have had on that country since 

1917, is this close to collapse." He held up two fingers an 

inch apart. 

My turn to sneer. "Sure it is, Kohls. The American 

public's been hearing that practically ever since the Cuban 

Missile Crisis. And every time the newest premier tightens 

the Party's grip, Washington just shouts it louder. Sorry, 

but I used to chase terrorists for a living, and I won't 
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believe the Soviet empire is kaput until the last terrorist 

they financed is six feet under." 

Kohls was unfazed. "That may happen sooner than you 

think. I've been to Moscow, I've seen the signs." He shook 

his head gravely. "And it's not just a political collapse, 

Torrance. You see, Reagan's plan worked. He lured them into 

a spending spree for defense and, quite simply, they 

couldn't keep up. I have it on good authority that the 

Soviet economy is like an old man, a prospector who never 

found his gold, tottering drunk on the edge of a cliff." 

"Very poetic," I jeered, but without much conviction. 

"What's this got to do with me?" 

He stood and began pacing in front of me. "Given these 

. . . symptoms, one would think Washington would be shouting 

'collapse' louder than ever now. But is it? No. And why? 

Because everyone's scared. They know this time it's going to 

happen, and they don't have the slightest idea what to do if 

it does!" He was quite animated now--maybe a little 

hysterical. "We've lived with the Cold War nearly fifty 

years, we've based our economy on it, we've come close to 

collapse ourselves because of it! The plain fact is, no one 

knows the future any more! Think of it as flying a rocket 

into the next solar system. No one knows what they're going 

to find!" 

"I'm sure everyone would like to believe that, Kohls." 

"I don't care whether you believe me or not," Kohls 
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shouted, and made a sweeping motion with his arm. "I'm 

telling you, you can be a part of making it happen. If we 

could introduce Agolmirth into the Soviet wheat crop, reduce 

the harvest by as little as ten percent, we could tip the 

whole country over the precipice. There'd be civil unrest 

that would make our '60's riots look like a picnic in the 

park. We'd see chaos on a scale the world hasn't witnessed 

since the Great Leap Forward!" He lowered his voice, looked 

far away. "And remember, Russians don't like chaos. 

Millions there still worship Stalin. After a time, when 

everyone's tired of chaos, tired of constant bloodshed and 

famine, someone, some man of clear vision, will turn to us, 

the United States, and beg us to help him pick up the 

pieces." He looked at me, and his eyes shone in the low 

light. "The Cold War, and the threat of nuclear holocaust, 

will be over, and its ultimate resolution will be in our 

hands." 

He stood there, perfectly still, like Billy Graham 

after delivering a particularly scorching sermon. I 

certainly felt like one of the scorched. "I thought you were 

in favor of killing the Russians with kindness," I said 

meekly. 

He stopped pacing, went rigid, and snapped, "A 

necessary pose. It tends to elicit rather shrill reactions, 

and--" 

"Don't tell me--you contact these people later and ask 
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if they want to join your little club." 

"Exactly." Now he seemed pleased at my, well, he'd've 

called it "perspicacity." 

"Mind telling me about a few of the other members?" 

He went to the kitchen, mixed himself another cup of 

Swiss mocha, and returned. "Not at all--certain 

distinguished senators and congressmen, key figures of the 

defense establishment." 

"What, no corporate CEO's?" I was only half-joking. 

"For the last time, this isn't about money. We aren't 

doing this to guarantee unlimited markets for American 

goods, but for the betterment of people everywhere, people 

who've lived with the fear of Soviet adventurism, of Soviet 

confrontationism and extortion--all the things that have 

made the Soviet Union anathema to free men." 

He sat and sipped, again primly, from his cup. "Like I 

said, we're getting into uncharted territory. But if we can 

accelerate the Soviet collapse, and then present the 

President with a comprehensive plan for dealing with the 

ensuing chaos--" 

"You've written your ticket to the White House in '92," 

I said. 

"Torrance, how many times must I tell you--" 

"Okay, okay, you're pure as the driven snow." He seemed 

to appreciate this, so I added, "I'll bet your club has a 

real exotic name--TYR, perhaps?" 
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Janys started out of her half-snooze and jerked the gun 

up, but Kohls held up a hand. "You never cease to amaze, 

Torrance. Exactly how much do you know about TYR?" 

I was getting pretty good at playing Kohls, but with 

Janys standing right there, getting cocky might cost me. 

"Enough to know I probably shouldn't tell you what I know." 

"He doesn't know a goddam thing," Janys groaned, and 

relaxed. "He just heard the name somewhere." 

"Oh yeah? Where was TYR's last meeting, Kohls--in your 

backyard sauna, or do you actually gather in the Joint 

Chiefs Intelligence Office?" 

In a blur of motion Janys dodged Kohls and was almost 

on top of me. "You little prick! How'd you find that out?" 

"Janys, please," Kohls intoned, like an annoyed parent. 

"Obviously, his FBI friend told him. But he'll ever talk out 

of school again." 

FBI friend? But it was Paul Judd who'd told me about--

The universe winked out for a second; when it winked 

back in I was on top of Kohls, strangling him with his 

necktie and shouting, "You lowlife piece of shit, you killed 

Jim France!" 

And then I felt the barrel of the automatic at the back 

of my head, and I heard Janys say, "That's enough temper 

tantrums, cowboy. On your feet." I gave the tie another 

half-hearted tug, then raised my hands and stood. Janys gave 

me a hard shove, and I flopped back onto the couch. She then 
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helped Kohls to his feet, and there was tenderness in her 

action as well as respect. Was she sleeping with him? 

Kohls straightened his tie, checked his suit coat for 

wrinkles, then sat and smiled at me as if nothing had 

happened. "I'm truly sorry about your friend, Torrance," he 

said softly. "He was a fine man. He was a soldier in a war 

and went down under friendly fire. You might as well say the 

Soviets killed him." 

"You're fucking loony-tunes, Kohls!" I shouted, still 

breathing hard. "You're king of the fucking Twilight Zone! 

You might as well have your babe in arms here waste me right 

now, because there's no fucking way--" 

"We're not going to 'waste' you, Torrance, and you are 

going to work for us. As it happens, you need our 

protection." 

"From what?" I shouted, though of course I knew what. 

"Try half the intelligence community," Janys chuckled. 

"You killed a sleazebag named Munoz on Sunday--" 

"No, I didn't." 

"--Who also happens to be a very important Company 

operative. A lot of people want your ass in a sling for 

that." 

"I handled your meres, I can handle them." No, I 

couldn't, but it was all I could think of to say. 

Kohls shook his head, sighed heavily, and turned to 

Janys. "What's the status of Torrance's ex-wife and 
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daughter?" 

I tensed to jump him again but Janys had the gun up and 

ready. "Steady, cowboy," she warned. To Kohls, wearily: "The 

ex-wife's still in Cook County jail. The daughter's at a 

family friend's--Hoekstra or something like that." Terrific. 

Sherri Hoekstra made Frieda look like the most sensible 

woman on earth. Another week with her and my daughter would 

be tying herself to gates of nuclear plants or screaming 

slogans at bewildered factory workers. 

Kohls sighed again. "Bail the wife out and arrange for 

someone to get close to her. I hope--" 

"All right, Kohls," I said, or rather pleaded, "I get 

the message." I hung my head. "What do you want me to do?" 

I felt his smile brighten the entire house. "We'd like 

you to introduce the strain." 

27 

I shot to my feet, but my hosts seemed to expect it 

this time. "Why me? Get the CIA to do it, for Christ's sake! 

Isn't the DCI a member of your club?" 

"Unfortunately, he's not," Kohls said with palpable 

sadness. "And remember, there's an ex-DCI in the White House 

just now. George Bush is dangerous to us. He doesn't like 

sudden change. And he has so many different and informal 

lines back into the Agency there is no way of knowing when--

not if, mind you, but when--he's going to find out what 

we're up to." 
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"Hire some more meres, then. Don't they dream of doing 

this kind of shit?" 

"Our experience with mercenaries has been embarrassing, 

as you might surmise." He finished his coffee, stood, and 

went to the kitchen. "Besides," he called, "you're perfect. 

You're already a wanted man, and therefore not only 

expendable but deniable. And I did just mention the need for 

some haste." 

Dammit, they seemed to have all the angles covered. 

But, after all, they were professionals. "What's the pitch?" 

I said, and sat again. 

Kohls returned, without coffee this time, and sat. 

"You'll be a lawyer who works on import-export regulations 

for the Department of Agriculture. You'll be heavily 

schooled, and I expect perfect attendance." He paused to 

smile at his little wisp of humor, then went on, "But I 

don't think you'll find the regs that difficult. You're an 

intelligent man, and learning just the bare bones will 

enable you to fake it for some time." 

He stood again, faced me. "You'll enter the Soviet 

Union as part of a delegation of international agricultural 

planners, lawyers, and technicians investigating ways to 

assist the Soviets in their shift towards an open-market 

economy. Everyone else in the delegation will be legitimate 

and sincere members drawn from G-7 countries. Therefore, 

when the Agolmirth contagion breaks out, no one country can 
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be held responsible." 

Now I was impressed. "You make this up on the spur of 

the moment, or--" 

"We originally developed this with Schenk in mind," 

Janys explained. 

"But you'll work out much better," Kohls assured me. 

"Besides, Schenk had demonstrated some, shall we say, 

ieological difficulties." 

"He really wanted to sell the germ?" 

Kohls nodded and momentarily looked betrayed, then 

brightened again and went on with his spiel. "I sponsored 

and hand-picked the delegation myself--as part of my 

'killing with kindness' agenda--and with Janys's help I 

think I've assembled quite the little cast of characters." 

He began pacing again. "On the surface, every one of them is 

a staunch supporter of peaceful and gradual change. Only 

after everything falls apart will the press find out that 

each of them--each of them, Torrance--has plenty of personal 

motive for unleashing apocalypse on Russia. 

"For example, one member of the Japanese contingent has 

parents in the northern islands. The Soviets occupied those 

islands in 1945, and he hasn't seen or heard from his 

parents since. Many Japanese are furious that the Russians 

want all sorts of economic assistance but won't even let the 

northern islands issue go to the table." He was really 

enjoying himself now. "The mother of one of the German 
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scientific delegation was raped by Soviet soldiers in the 

final days of World War Two, and he spent twenty years 

working for a German company that helped Libya put together 

its biological weapons program. That isn't public knowledge 

now, but"--he briefly examined his fingernails--"I suspect 

it may be in the future." 

Abruptly he sat next to me on the couch. "So you see, 

Torrance, compared to these and other possible suspects, 

you're--how did you put it earlier?--'pure as the driven 

snow.' We'll carefully leak the others' backgrounds, too, 

but with so many suspects to choose from, the Soviet 

authorities, who think conspiracies should be subtle and not 

obvious, will just chalk it up to nature." 

Again, they seemed to have thought of everything. I 

could think of nothing to do or say. 

Kohls moved closer and put an arm around my shoulders. 

"Now then, you've heard what is expected of you. Now tell me 

what you expect from us." 

I slid out of his grasp. "What are you talking about? 

You've threatened my wife and child, told me every spy in 

the country wants my head--" 

"That's merely insurance. Something to make us feel 

better, more than anything else." He seemed unable to decide 

what to do with his arm now that it wasn't around me. "I 

fully intended to reward Schenk handsomely for his 

participation. Why shouldn't I reward you?" 
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"I thought you preferred to 'appeal to my principles.'" 

"I do. I am. But high principles have always been 

rewarded in this country. It's what America's all about, 

and"--he made a face--"it's something else the Soviets have 

never understood." 

On the contrary, the Soviets understood it perfectly--

they'd always rewarded the bad guys. But Kohls actually 

seemed to think highly of me, and he'd probably be insulted 

if I didn't make at least one totally outrageous demand. 

I sat back and assumed the posture of a man with 

everything to gain and nothing to lose. "Okay, since you 

asked, I want the guy who killed Jim France to fry." 

"Jesus Christ," Janys scowled, "why don't we just bring 

him here and let you fry him yourself?" 

"That would work," I said. 

"I'd like to see you try." She moved towards me. 

"Enough," Kohls yelled, and she immediately backed off. 

"I'm afraid it's out of the question, Torrance," Kohls said 

with genuine disappointment. "I'm surprised you would think 

I might consider such a thing. The man in question is a 

loyal operative." 

"Hey, what am I? Or is killing a 'fine man' a higher 

principle than--" 

"You heard the man, cowboy, it's out of the question!" 

Well, at least I knew my limits now. "Okay then, I want 

Frieda out of jail today, and all charges against her 
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dropped." I paused, desperately trying to think of something 

else. "And all charges against me dropped, too." 

"Your new identity will take care of that," Janys said. 

"New identity? Are you people planning on putting me in 

a witness protection program or something?" 

Kohls seemed puzzled. "'Something,' yes. I would've 

thought that was obvious." 

"Well, sorry to disappoint you," I said, angry now. "I 

suppose that means I'll never see my daughter again." 

"It would be insecure," Kohls explained. 

"And you'll never see her again anyway if you don't 

cooperate," Janys jeered. "Besides which, since when did she 

want to see you again, big daddy?" 

I was on my feet and approaching her before I knew what 

I was doing. "What's with you, Janys? What have I ever done 

to you? Or are you mad because I didn't see anything but 

your tits and ass, either?" 

She thought so little of my threat she didn't even 

raise the gun. "Don't flatter yourself. If I ever--" 

"I said, enough of this!" Kohls's voice was like a rock 

through a plate glass window. "Given the requirements of 

this project, it is essential you two resolve your 

differences!" 

"Don't ask me to shake his hand." She didn't look at 

him when she said it, though. 

"Or me hers. And what exactly are these 
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'requirements'?" 

"You'll know soon enough," Kohls said, calm again. "In 

the meantime, please proceed with your requests." 

I returned to the couch, sat as far from him as I 

could, and wracked my brains. Anger made it difficult to 

concentrate, but finally something seeped through. "A 

interest-bearing trust fund. For my daughter. For college. 

Say, fifty thousand." 

"That won't cover two years in a decent school," Kohls 

scoffed. "Make it two hundred and fifty. You need at least 

one graduate degree to get a respectable job these days." 

He seemed serious. Gaining confidence, I asked that 

Paul Judd's FBI and CIA files be shredded. Janys didn't 

think too much of this, but allowed that it was "just one 

ant set free from the farm," whatever that meant. I also 

asked for another $250,000 trust fund, this one for Mrs. 

Pereskopf's future medical needs, a new car for Frieda, and 

a few other little things like that. Kohls had produced a 

pad and paper and eagerly jotted each one down. "I want 

confirmation of all this stuff before I go," I concluded. Of 

course I didn't intend to go anywhere, except as far away 

from these crazies as I could get. But maybe, by making 

these demands, I'd convinced Kohls and even Janys I was in 

for the long haul. 

"Shouldn't be a problem," Kohls said. He stood, 

returned the pad to his pocket, and extended his hand. "Mr. 
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Torrance, we have an agreement." He looked like a father 

ready to Christmas shop for a favorite son. I hesitated a 

moment for effect, then shook hands. 

Then, as if I'd suddenly ceased to exist, Kohls walked 

over to Janys and told her something I couldn't hear. She 

frowned, looked at her feet, then nodded with noticeable 

reluctance. He turned to me again and smiled broadly. "Take 

care, Torrance," he said. "I'll be in touch. Janys will look 

after you." I shot a glance at her; suddenly I understood 

her reluctance. It was nothing compared to mine. 

Still frowning, she stepped autonomically aside to let 

Kohls leave, then peered out the window and watched his car 

pull out of the drive. I was about to make a snide remark 

about how love sometimes forces us to do unpleasant things, 

but decided she could do something really unpleasant to me 

and still have time to nurse me back to health before I was 

supposed to take off for the good ol' USSR. 

Instead, I went to Carlisle's ornate john and relieved 

myself, then examined myself in the medicine cabinet mirror. 

The lump on my head where Carlisle had kicked me under 

Stensruud's table had gone down, and the bruise from 

Anitra's gun had turned a more conventional purple, but I 

had a couple days' growth of beard, and my hair looked like 

I'd stuck a finger in a light socket and dumped a quart of 

mousse on it immediately thereafter. I heard Janys speaking 

into the phone in the bedroom, and I decided I had time to 
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take a shower--who could tell when I'd get another chance? I 

opened the medicine cabinet, found Carlisle's electric 

razor, then opened a small linen closet and found shampoo 

and a heavy towel. No straight razors, nor anything sharper 

than the very blunt handle of a hair-brush. I was about to 

turn on the shower when I heard her slam down the phone. 

"Let's the get the fuck out of here," she called. "You 

can take your douche later." I almost asked her when she'd 

taken her last one--before or after she'd started the 

testosterone treatments--but again decided discretion was 

the better part of keeping my balls intact. I dropped the 

shampoo and towel in the tub and meekly followed her into 

the living room. 

She flung open the front door--I was close enough that 

it almost hit me in the head--and trotted outside. Dawn was 

creeping into the eastern sky. I shut the door, shouted 

"Keys?" She cursed, stopped, turned, reached into her bag, 

and threw them to me. I locked the deadbolt, then noticed 

the red T-bird was gone and a blue Taurus had taken its 

place at the curb. "Where's the stuff?" I asked. 

"Gone on ahead." She got in the car and started it. 

"Thought I might try to grab it and escape, eh?" I 

bragged as I got in the front next to her. "I'm flattered." 

"Don't be." She pulled away from the curb as I was 

still pulling my door shut. She shot down the street, took 

the corner hard, and sped down the thoroughfare. Her face 
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was like granite. At the light she braked hard; when it 

changed she looked at me sidewise and said, "Just remember, 

cowboy, you're dealing with professionals now. I've seen 

four-year-olds with water pistols who're tougher than you. 

And they were girls." She burned rubber and raced down the 

street, while I wondered if her last comment meant she had 

daughters. 

•k "k *k 

Staying on back roads, we headed into the sunrise. I 

could've gotten more conversation out of one of those crash 

dummies--the only sounds Janys made were to breathe, and to 

curse quietly every time we got a red light. 

But as we drove north out of Wheaton her refusal even 

to acknowledge my existence finally got the better of me. 

Raising my hands in surrender, I blurted, "All right, Janys, 

maybe there are four-year-old girls in the CIA who are 

tougher than I am. But I'm the hub of Kohls's little wheel 

now, and he might not like it if you don't start showing me 

some respect." 

Her reaction came sooner than I expected. "I've already 

showed you a hell of a lot more respect than you deserve, 

cowboy." 

"Oh? And how's that? By not shooting me when I showed 

up at your place?" 

"For starters." Her eyes stayed locked on the road 

ahead. "And for your information, you are tougher than most 
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Company people nowadays. That's one of the reasons I'm with 

Kohls." 

This was intriguing--especially her use of "with" 

instead of "working for"--but I let it slide in favor of 

taking another opportunity to get under her skin. "I suppose 

you're wondering how a dumbshit ex-cop like me figured out 

you were CIA." 

"Save it, cowboy, I'm trying to stay awake here." 

Angry that she'd gotten under my skin before I'd gotten 

under hers, I shouted, "Why the hell do you keep calling me 

that?" 

"Because you're not. Big-time homicide cop, leader of 

an anti-terror unit--and I've got facial hairs longer than 

your bust list. A year protecting drugged-out rock stars and 

minor-league TV actors from the excessive affections of 

their fans--whoa, big challenge there. And finally, three 

years' sterling service at Plainfield, during which you're 

totally oblivious to a scam a wino could've smelled. But 

does Kohls care about any of that? Nah. All he knows is, 

you're alive when even a moderately good field man would be 

dead, and boy is he impressed." 

To ward off the pain her little speech had caused, I 

fell back in the seat and forced myself to laugh. "I get it! 

You want to deliver the germ!" 

Now she looked at me. "No, I don't want to deliver the 

germ." 
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"The hell you don't. You look like someone who's been 

passed over for promotion for the third time." 

"I might as well be. I ran the Agolmirth operation 

practically by myself. Now I'm babysitting you." 

"Evidently Kohls considers that a promotion. Maybe you 

should, too. At least you're not babysitting that dickhead 

Carlisle any more." 

To my surprise, she softened. "That's true." She grew 

pensive, then added, "I guess I owe you for that." 

At last! "Well, don't worry, all I ask is that you 

treat me like a human being. And you can start by telling me 

where we're going." 

She hardened again, then muttered, "Oak Brook," as if 

the words were nails she'd pried out of dry old wood. 

But it was a start. "Isn't that a bit high-profile?" 

Oak Brook was the west suburbs' answer to the North Shore. 

"Orders," she said dully. "Think of it as another 

reward for your high principles." And, as if letting down 

her guard as little as she had were some mortal sin, she 

said nothing the rest of the trip. 

-k ic "k 

Our destination was less a house than a castle, and it 

sat on grounds that seemed bigger than the island of 

Manhattan. The garage was half again the size of Carlisle's 

house, and the guest house more than twice as big. The 

castle itself was three-storey and nearly the length of a 
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football field. It was built of brown flatstone and, 

sheltered by the Dutch elms--how had these survived when 

most of the others were gone?--it looked like an old English 

manor. 

"Will Jeeves meet us at the door?" I called to Janys, 

who was already ringing the bell. 

"His name's Tucker," she snapped. The door opened. A 

short, gray-haired black man wore Jeeves's uniform. He shook 

her hand formally, stepped aside so she could enter, then 

performed the same ritual with me, his face remaining 

impassive throughout. After closing the door he led us 

through a small entryway and into a huge foyer. Heavy wooden 

doors led off it in every direction, and broad, polished 

stone stairs swept up from the spotless hardwood floor to 

an overlooking balcony. At the top of the stairs two suits 

of armor glared down at us. Nice touch. 

"Quite a layout," I said. "This foyer's bigger than my 

apartment." 

"It's yours for the duration, cowboy, so enjoy." She 

stretched, her breasts straining against her sweatshirt. I 

think I averted my gaze before she saw me. 

"So who was it built for? Chairman Mao? Head of the 

KGB?" 

"Oleg Penkovsky," she said, unruffled. "Don't worry, 

you never heard of him." 

"Believe it or not, I have. He blew the whistle on the 
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Soviet rockets in Cuba, among other things. He got into 

trouble, and the Company refused to extract him. Too great a 

risk." 

"That's the official reason." She was trying to sound 

like she couldn't care less. "How do you know about it?" 

"My FBI friend liked to tell me about CIA fuck-ups. 

Said that was one of the biggest." 

"Typical," she spat. "Goddam Bureau's got nothing 

better to do than publish statistics and scold the Company 

for its mistakes." Then she grinned, but there was no humor 

at all in her eyes. "You could tell him he was right about 

this one, if he were still alive." 

She'd intended this not only to hurt, which it had, but 

to put me in my place, which it hadn't. "He could've taken 

you with his eyes shut, bitch." I could snarl pretty well 

myself when necessary. 

"We'll never know, will we?" 

I started for her but Tucker smoothly interposed 

himself between us. He pointed to the double doors directly 

ahead to the left of the staircase. "Through there is the 

living room. Beyond that is the pool, sauna, weight room, 

and the door to the backyard gardens. Please make yourself 

at home, Mr. Hodges." 

"Hodges"? What was my first name-- "Gil11 ? But Janys shot 

a warning glance at me before I could say this, and I 

settled for, "I'd sort of like to shower and change." 
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"If you could wait a little while, sir," Tucker said. 

"Your room isn't quite ready." He stood there, seemed to 

expect a tongue lashing. 

I looked around for Janys, but she'd disappeared. I'd 

almost rather have been left alone with her than with 

Tucker. "Uh, okay, I guess I'll check out the pool, sauna, 

et cetera." 

"Very good, sir. I'll check on you shortly." 

"Fine, you do that," I muttered, and moved away from 

him. 

On either side of the double doors was a bust on a 

pedestal: to the left, Washington; to the right, Lincoln. I 

guessed Washington, being a revolutionary soldier, belonged 

on the left more than Lincoln did; at any rate, that's 

probably what Communist defectors would think, and this 

place had been built to reassure them they'd made the right 

decision. 

I pushed the doors open and entered the living room. A 

tall bookcase was on my left; it ended in a arched doorway 

to a dining room that contained the obligatory mile-long 

table and high-backed chairs. A faceted bay window offered a 

pleasant view of the backyard gardens. To my right was the 

living room proper; it contained too many easy chairs and 

lamptables for its size. Over each chair a cameo of an early 

US president hung on the forest green wall. A large 

fireplace dominated the far wall; the mantle was crowded 
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with photographs of more recent presidents, going back to 

FDR. I noticed JFK and Jimmy Carter were missing--Jim France 

once told me they were the two presidents CIA could not 

abide. Next to the fireplace was an old-fashioned spinning 

wheel, which softened the room's heavy masculinity. It was 

probably intended to make a defector's wife more 

comfortable. I doubted Janys had suggested it. 

Ahead were more double doors. These were glass and were 

fogged on the other side, and I opened them. To the left 

another door led out to a patio; to the right stretched an 

Olympic swimming pool. Thin steam rose from it. The smell of 

the chlorine from the pool was strong, and it probably would 

have driven Stensruud crazy. Though this pool was heated I 

found myself yearning instead for another dip in the frigid 

water of Little Birch Lake. To its right was a hot tub, and 

next to the hot tub was a weight room, separated from the 

pool and tub by a glass partition. The whole complex was 

covered by a geodesic dome. A hinged skylight at its apex 

let in the sun. From it four stereo speakers hung on chains. 

I was thinking Janie could have a hell of a pool party here, 

until I saw the well-stocked bar at the far end of the pool. 

I headed that way. 

At the bar I opened the waist-high swinging door and 

reconnoitered. Set in the wall to my left was a large 

cooler. The top two shelves were filled with various white 

wines; it was obviously the drink of preference for whomever 
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frequented this complex. The third shelf held at least two 

dozen different imported beers; I knew they were imported 

because I'd never heard of most of them. The bottom shelf 

contained some imports and some domestic, but most of the 

imports were Canadian, and the domestics were of dubious 

quality at best--

"Excuse me, sir, would you care for some breakfast?" 

I jumped and whirled; Turner was right behind me. He 

must have teleported out here from the house. 

"I apologize if I startled you, sir." 

I leaned against the cooler, took deep breaths. "That's 

all right, I'm just not used to such close personal 

attention. And thank you, but I've already eaten." 

"Then might I interest you in a cocktail, sir?" 

"A little early, isn't it?" 

"It might help you relax." 

"Again, thanks but no thanks. I usually avoid the hard 

stuff. I'm a beer man." 

"Then perhaps--" 

"Okay, you talked me into it." 

He moved closer. "Would you like me to make a 

selection, sir?" 

Where was this guy's OFF switch? "Sure, go ahead," I 

conceded, and backed away. He rooted around in the European 

imports for a while, then brought one out and showed it to 

me like a wine steward would display an expensive vintage. 
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It had an unreadable German name and looked like crude oil 

in the bottle. "I've never heard of it, but I'll try 

anything once," I said. 

But instead of giving me the bottle and leaving, as I'd 

hoped, he asked, "Where shall I serve it, sir?" 

"Uh, what's wrong with right here?" 

"You might be more comfortable on the patio." 

I felt like I could win a hundred arguments with 

Frieda, and maybe even one or two with Janys, before I'd 

ever win one with Tucker. "The patio it is." 

"Very good, sir. I'll bring your beer directly." He 

turned and opened a cabinet in the wall; it looked like it 

contained every type of drinking glass anyone had ever 

thought of throughout history. As he busied himself there I 

walked back along the pool and out the patio door. 

Three old wooden chairs had been covered with patches 

of quilting. I sat in one, kicked off my shoes, and put my 

feet up on another. It was beautiful out. I arbitrarily 

decided the lawn needed mowing and the garden tending, and 

thought of mentioning it to Tucker. I wondered what Swede 

thought of sculptured yards like this one, and decided he'd 

probably approve: his had been neat as a pin until we'd 

littered it with broken machines and bodies. 

It had happened only yesterday. Hard to believe. 

Tucker appeared, again as if by magic, carrying the 

bottle and a tall, relatively ordinary glass on a tray. 
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"Will there be anything else, sir?" 

"Not right now. Maybe another beer after a while." 

"Very good, sir." He set the tray on a little wooden 

table, poured the glass full, and handed it to me. I took a 

sip; the beer tasted absolutely fabulous. I wondered what it 

would taste like in the fresh air of the Northwoods. I 

nodded my approval to Tucker, who bowed slightly. I took a 

large gulp and started to compliment him vocally, but he'd 

gone again. Maybe there was a trap door somewhere. 

Well, if anyone had told me at this time yesterday that 

I'd be sitting on the patio of a two- or three-million-

dollar mansion, sipping beer and being attended by a butler, 

I'd've had Swede toss him on the funeral pyre. But now that 

I was here, I intended to enjoy myself. Like Janys had said, 

this mink-lined prison was another reward for my high 

principles--the same ones that would lead me, when I 

escaped, straight to Kohls; and the ones that would keep my 

conscience caged while I cut his heart out and fed it to him 

for ordering the death of Jim France. 

I finished the glass quickly and poured a second. The 

beer was terrific, but either it was unusually potent or all 

the coffee I'd drunk had chosen that moment to wear off. The 

third possibility--that Tucker had suckered me--occurred to 

me too late, and I dropped the suddenly heavy glass. Instead 

of breaking, it rolled off the cement and on to the lawn, 

and the last thing I saw before passing out was the sun 
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glinting on the glass as it rolled slowly down the hill 

towards the gardens. 

28 

When I awoke I wasn't in the chair on the patio any 

more, but in an enormous four-poster bed. I was naked 

beneath crisp sheets and heavy wool blankets that came to my 

chin. I propped myself on my elbows and saw Tucker arranging 

a t-shirt and gym shorts on a hopechest at the foot of the 

bed. Janys was wearing her aerobics outfit again; she stood 

next to the bed, arms folded, grinning down at me. 

"I thought tough guys like you could handle their 

booze, cowboy." 

"We can," I said thickly, "when it's not laced with 

enough knock-out drops to flatten an elephant." 

"I assure you, sir, the procedure is perfectly safe, 11 

Tucker said. "It's standard in cases like yours, where the 

guest's had a tough time prior to check-in. A good rest 

works magic, sir." He finished arranging the clothes, then 

quietly left the room. 

I dropped flat to the bed. "How long have I been out?" 

"It's eight o'clock Thursday morning, if that tells you 

anything." 

"It does." It'd been nearly twenty-four hours, though 

it felt like only two or three. "What does Tucker use on 

really dangerous people?" 

I was boring her. "Whatever's necessary, I expect. He's 
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a psychologist. Graduated in the top ten at Johns Hopkins. 

Came aboard back when psy-ops were king. COINTELPRO and 

MKULTRA, that sort of thing." 

"He's with the Company? But--" 

I stopped; her finger was to her lips, while another 

pointed to the overhead light, then to her ear. She held 

that pose for a long moment, then moved towards the door. 

"Breakfast in ten minutes," she said. "Like they say, today 

is the first day of the rest of your life." She slammed the 

heavy door behind her, and the impact shook the room. I lay 

there a minute, reflecting on this new mystery, then 

reluctantly stood and dressed. 

* * * 

I hadn't worn shorts in years and I looked ridiculous. 

The t-shirt with "Born to Party" printed on it didn't help, 

either. Janys didn't hide smirking a little when she saw me, 

and I demanded, "Where's your t-shirt? You know, the one 

that says, 'The best man for the job is a woman'?" 

"I thought that was understood." 

She was sitting at one end of the long dining room 

table, sipping something from a mug. As soon as I sat, 

Tucker appeared and placed half a grapefruit before me. "I 

can't eat this," I whined by reflex. "Plays hell with my 

stomach." 

"Bring the boy some sugar," Janys sighed, and Tucker 

brought some in a chipped bowl. I heaped three spoonfuls on 
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the grapefruit--they weren't enough, but Janys was watching 

closely--and set about forcing it down. About two-thirds of 

the way through I gave up and pushed it away. Tucker 

promptly reappeared with a poached egg, an English muffin 

with fruit jelly on the side, and a small breakfast steak. 

"Extra lean," Janys observed. I think she was talking about 

the steak. 

When I finished--I couldn't drag it out very long under 

her baleful gaze--she led me into the weight room and from 

there into a well-equipped infirmary, where without 

explanation she left me in the company of a beefy character 

named Syd. He ordered me to strip, which I did gladly, 

thinking I'd finally get to wear some decent clothes. But 

then he told me to lie down on a metal table, where he gave 

me the most comprehensive physical I've ever had. He poked 

me a little too hard sometimes, and asked me one or two 

rather personal questions, but his endless chatter about the 

Cubs made it all fairly easy to take. 

Janys collected me afterwards, and led me on a brisk 

walk along winding paths through the garden. My wounded foot 

slowed me down and several times she jogged ahead of me, 

then waited, running in place and grinning, while I caught 

up. After maybe ten minutes of this we came to a gazebo at 

the edge of a wild little copse of trees that reminded me of 

the Northwoods. She jogged up the steps and sat in a little 

wooden rocker, leaving the chaise lounge for me. My calves 
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were more sore than my foot by this time and I was a little 

winded, and I stretched out gratefully. We sat silent for a 

while; she closed her eyes, which gave me a chance to take 

the lay of the land. Through the trees I could dimly see a 

high brick wall, and after a while a man carrying a Mac-10 

and walkie-talkie and wearing a khaki jumpsuit traversed my 

field of vision. 

Abruptly Janys spoke. "It's safe to talk here. No 

mikes." Her eyes were still closed; she might have been 

talking in her sleep. "First of all, this isn't a Company 

op. Tucker and everyone else in the house think it is, 

though." 

"Everyone else"? "But the Company wants me dead for 

killing Munoz!" 

She laughed. "And you thought you knew a lot about CIA! 

Look, some people in the Company want you very dead because 

of Munoz. To others, you're a hero. But most don't give a 

shit because they don't know who the fuck Munoz is. As for 

these people here, they wouldn't care if you were Fidel 

Castro." 

"In other words, they aren't paid to think." 

"Not independently." 

"Imagine my surprise," I breathed. "You said you didn't 

work for the Company any more." 

"No, you said that. I just said I also work for Kohls." 

She shifted in the rocker and her voice took on even 
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more of a droning quality. "Now listen up. Your name is 

Warren Hodges, and you're a petroleum engineer for Standard 

of California. You were working in Iraq, someone brought you 

evidence of illegal Iraqi biological weapons development, 

and we're hiding you from reprisals pending resettlement." 

She opened her eyes and glared at me. "Got all that?" 

I nodded. "What about that little scene we had 

yesterday?" 

"I told Tucker you were hysterical and to blow it off. 

He did." Back to droning. "This house is miked in places you 

wouldn't believe, so keep your tongue on a leash, okay?" 

"Okay." I got the impression she'd told me this not to 

protect the "op" but to protect me. 

"Your wife's back home," she went on. "Doesn't seem to 

be much the worse for wear. Of course, after putting up with 

you, jail probably seemed like a vacation. She'll be getting 

her new car by the end of the week. Same make, model, color. 

She might even think it's the same car, and thank us for 

thoughtfully rescuing it for her." 

This I had to respond to. "That's not what I had in 

mind. I thought maybe she should have something nicer." 

She squinted at me. "Come on, Torrance. Suppose your 

wife suddenly starts tooling around in a Lincoln Town Car. 

You don't think people'd start asking questions? This keeps 

her story nice and simple." She grinned slightly. "Think of 

us as an insurance company. Her car's been in an accident, 
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and we're replacing it." 

"So what's your story going to be?" 

"You won't be painted in too bad a light." 

"Thanks loads." I hesitated, then asked, "You are going 

to let me see her and Janie at least once before the trip, 

aren't you?" 

"If you behave. Speaking of Janie, her trust fund's all 

set. Chemical Bank, New York." She reached robotically into 

a pocket. "Here's a copy of the paperwork. The originals 

will be delivered with the car." She handed me the papers, I 

examined them--they appeared genuine--and handed them back. 

As she stuffed them away again she gave me the skinny on 

Paul Judd and Mrs. Pereskopf. Judd wasn't worrying anybody, 

she said. Even if he ever had worked for Beijing, Chinese 

intelligence operations now utilized only Chinese visitors 

or Chinese-Americans as long-term agents. As for Mrs. 

Pereskopf, funds had been diverted from an account set up to 

grease an old operation that resettled useful "hot" German 

intelligence or scientific "assets." I told her it sounded 

like Operation Paperclip and that the "assets" sounded like 

Nazis, and received a noncommittal nod. In any case, given 

Mrs. P's last name and age, none of the very few people who 

audited Company accounts would ever suspect anything. It all 

seemed copacetic. 

Suddenly she stood and slapped me on the shins. "Come 

on, got to move before you get stiff." She jumped down from 
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the gazebo and began jogging in place again; I wearily stood 

and followed. As we started back she said, "Oh by the way, 

before you leave, you'll be able to name every flower, bush, 

and tree in this garden. You'll know how to treat them when 

they're sick, know when to cut them back, all that lovely 

stuff. Excited?" She ran ahead before I could tell her I'd 

rather take my chances with the guy with the Mac-10. 

Back at the house, Tucker had lemonade waiting. I 

didn't remember lemonade ever tasting so good. Then he led 

me back into the infirmary, where I endured a twenty-minute 

massage by a short, stout guy with hammers for fingers. He 

was as silent as Syd had been talkative. The only word he 

spoke, in fact, was his name--Tom--and he said that as I was 

leaving. Tucker was waiting and took me up to the master 

bathroom; and I was finally allowed the chance to take my 

"douche." 

* * * 

I was dressing in some far less embarrassing slacks and 

a loose hundred-percent-cotton shirt when Janys knocked on 

my door and then strolled right in. She looked me up and 

down, nodded approvingly, and asked, "Ready for school?" 

She looked pretty fetching herself, in tight jeans and 

clingy red knit top. "Uh, yeah," I muttered, hoping she'd be 

attending with me. Of course, she'd probably take great glee 

in rapping my knuckles when I fell asleep. 

But when we entered a little conference room off the 
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main foyer I saw there was little chance of that. A huge, 

bald, Nazi stormtrooper-looking character--another "asset" 

from Paperclip?--leaned on a wooden lectern before a 

pulldown movie screen. Next to him, an overhead projector 

flashed INTRODUCTION in big black letters onto the screen. 

Introduction to what, I wondered--"My Life in the Third 

Reich"? There were three rows of desks that looked like 

they'd been stolen from a junior high school, and I squeezed 

into one in the third row. Janys, unfortunately, did not 

join me, but rather spoke inaudibly to the stormtrooper for 

a moment, then said, "Warren? This is Mr. Kittery, 

Department of Agriculture retired. He'll be your instructor 

on all things, well, agricultural. Have fun." She said 

something else to him, flashed me a thoroughly evil grin, 

and left the room. 

"There's pen and paper in the desk," Kittery said in a 

voice that Orson Welles would have envied. "You will be 

tested frequently, both orally and in writing, so good notes 

and study habits are essential." He lowered his voice, and 

it changed entirely, sounding more like Peter Lorre's. "The 

material we will cover will seem quite dull to you, but rest 

assured, it is the dull things in life that are the most 

important." Back to Orson Welles: "Let us begin!" He 

replaced INTRODUCTION with some sort of chart, and I 

hurriedly extracted the pen and paper from the desk. Instead 

of one of those little telescoping pointers that look like 
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ballpoint pens, Kittery pointed something at the screen that 

looked more like a pool cue; and I decided he really would 

rap my knuckles, and would enjoy it more each time. 

* * * 

Two excruciating hours later, Janys stepped in and said 

it was time for lunch. Kittery stopped like someone had 

pulled a plug. He collapsed his pointer, switched off the 

overhead, fetched a hat from somewhere in the lectern, and 

left hurriedly. Maybe he was used to fleeing before 

frustrated students could accost him. 

"Well?" Janys asked dryly. "Did we learn anything?" 

I'd taken--or rather scribbled; keeping up with Kittery 

was like running after a speeding freight--nearly ten pages 

of notes, and a blister was forming on the inside of my 

writing finger. "Yeah," I groaned, "I learned why I never 

became a farmer. Where'd you find this guy?" 

"Thank Jimmy Carter. He slashed CIA, gave a little 

boost to Agriculture. Kittery used to work on Company 

counterinsurgency projects. Went over to Ag, but his 

loyalties stayed in the proper place." 

I stood, my calves tightened in protest, and, as Janys 

grinned, I limped towards her. She didn't offer any help on 

the way to the dining room. 

Lunch was a grilled marinated skinless chicken breast, 

wild rice, and lima beans, and I began to wonder if I was in 

a health spa somewhere and hallucinating this whole spy 
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thing because of malnutrition. If they wanted to kill me, 

why not just tie me down in the weight room and drop five 

hundred pounds on me instead of this slow torture? 

Naturally, Janys was nowhere to be seen; her lunch had 

probably been a Big Mac and half a gallon of chocolate ice 

cream. 

She reappeared after lunch and led me into a study, 

where she sat me in front of a TV-VCR combination, then 

handed me a VHS tape. "There's the ON switch," she said, 

pointing to a big black button on the TV. "Tape'11 start 

soon as you put it in. See you in about three hours." She 

swatted me on the back this time and left. I pressed the ON 

button and shoved in the tape; but instead of Janys, nearly 

nude and armed to the teeth doing the Rambo bit, the tape 

featured a cadaverous academic outlining Soviet economic 

theory and policy. I grew to appreciate Kittery and his pool 

cue pretty fast. 

* * * 

I actually lasted an hour and a half. Of course, I 

didn't spend the entire time watching the tape--once, I 

ejected it and tried to get a ball game, but soon discovered 

the TV wasn't hooked up to an antenna. Anyway, I finally 

just shut everything off and sneaked out of the study and 

out to the pool, where I hoped to rustle up a beer. I was 

searching for another of the imports Tucker had given me 

yesterday when I heard a splash behind me. 
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Immediately I ducked behind the bar, then peered over 

the top and saw Janys break the surface of the pool about 

halfway down its length. She wore a disappointingly modest 

one-piece, an ugly white bathing cap, and goggles; she might 

have just stepped out of the Roaring '20's. She swam crisply 

towards me, pushed off, and started back the other way. I 

hung there and watched as she repeated this journey thirty 

times. While she did so I drank two Michelobs--there didn't 

seem to be any more of the import--and started on a third. 

She finally climbed out the far end--she didn't even 

seem tired--and, rather than returning to the house, 

presssed a switch on the wall. The room filled with the 

whoosh of the hot tub; after taking off her bathing cap but 

not her suit, she slid into the tub, facing my way. I was 

trapped. 

Or I was until, after maybe thirty seconds, she 

shouted, "Come on out, cowboy. Bring one for me." 

I felt like a kid caught snooping under the Christmas 

tree. I slowly straightened and yelled, "What's your 

pleasure?" 

"Whatever you're having. You're the beer expert." She 

said this with only a trace of condescension. 

I pulled the last Michelob out of the cooler and rather 

sheepishly approached the hot tub. I twisted the cap off the 

bottle and handed it down to her; I watched as she took a 

swallow, made a face, and took another. I decided I should 
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return to the study, and started towards the house. 

But her voice caught me at the door. "Where you going? 

Come on in." 

Was she serious? "I, uh, I should get back--" 

"Why? You lasted longer than I thought you would." She 

wasn't looking at me, but her voice was smiling. 

"Okay, sure." I sort of stumbled back to the hot tub, 

self-consciously stripped to my skivies, and slid in 

opposite her. The water felt great on my aching legs. 

"Has anyone ever sat all the way through one of those 

tapes?" I asked timidly after a respectful silence. 

"I sure haven't. But then, I'm not from the academic 

side of the house." 

"'House'? You mean the Agency?" 

"Sorry. Shop talk again." 

After another, shorter silence I said, "Remind me 

again. What's your status with the Agency right now? Are you 

on leave? Vacation? What, exactly?" 

She shrugged as if she didn't know, then drained the 

beer, pumping it down in rolling gulps that made me jealous 

of the bottle. She then took the empty and rolled it 

between her hands, before setting it on the floor above and 

behind her. She seemed playful. "What's your opinion of the 

Grand Hotel so far?" 

"I've been wondering when we'd be moving someplace 

decent." 
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She seemed to think I was serious. "First part of 

August, you'll get to see how the other half really lives. 

Kohls has just about got everything in place." 

Her candidness convinced me it was okay to talk--the 

sound of the hot tub probably defeated any nearby mikes. 

"What do you think of your--uh, our chances?" 

"I thought they were pretty good until you came aboard. 

Now I'm not so sure. Not my job to worry about it, though." 

She leaned back and shut her eyes. 

"You're just following orders too, eh? I don't buy that 

for a second. You've got to be a little worried." 

She smiled slightly at this and opened her eyes again. 

"Okay, so I am a little 'worried.' Yes, I would love to see 

the Russians on their knees. I've always hated the fuckers. 

Good friend of my family's was shot down over Russia flying 

a high-altitude reconaissance mission in 1957. Years later 

we heard he'd died in one of the gulags." The smile had 

gone, and there was venom in her voice. "Uncle Sam knew he 

was there, but did nothing to get him out. Too busy greasing 

the way for all those poor 'immigrants' who were only 

valuable because they knew the inside of that goddam 

nuthouse over there." Gorodenko had been an "immigrant," and 

I began to understand why Janys hadn't protested killing 

him. 

But I thrust this aside--I had her talking now. "So you 

went to work for the Company, hoping you'd get to kill some 
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Russkis." 

Janys made a gesture, a sort of rolling shrug and 

exaggerated frown universal among female cops. "Kill some 

fucking Russkis," she nodded. "Damn straight. Only the 

Company doesn't like Russian-haters as field personnel." 

"Why not?" 

"False-flag recruiting. Russian-haters are easily 

turned because a lot of Russia-hating organizations are run 

by the KGB. So, after Camp Peary, I got a little shock. They 

didn't send me to Russian advanced. Didn't put me in the 

field at all. I got stuck doing a bunch of piddling domestic 

shit--safe houses, caviar, low-level security, soft 

interrogation. Being nice to Russians." 

I chose my next words carefully. "Have you ever 

considered that Kohls could be working for the KGB?" 

I'd expected an explosion, even a little physical 

abuse. But all she did was sigh heavily. "It's crossed my 

mind." Suddenly she grinned. "But as soon as he put his 

faith in a klutz like you, I knew he had to be a hundred 

percent American. I mean, it's like buying a Chevy when you 

can get a Mercedes cheaper." 

"I suppose he could have bought a Volga," I said, and 

her smile broadened. "Mind my asking how you came to Kohls's 

attention?" 

"I was baby-sitting someone out here. Actually, it 

wasn't a bad job--he was Czech, and he hated the Russians 
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worse than I did. Kohls was looking for someone to paper the 

op on this end, and my name came up." 

"From whom?" 

"Like they say, that would be telling." 

"Yeah, I guess so. But if he had you on the inside, why 

bring Schenk in?" 

"He wanted a buffer between me and him, I guess. 

Probably thought I was dirty." It hurt her to say this. "Or 

maybe he didn't think I was capable of making the decisions 

that had to me made. Hell, if my own Agency didn't trust me 

enough to put me in the field, I can see how he might 

question my judgment about certain things." 

She looked uncomfortable, so I changed the subject. 

"How long have you been with the Company?" 

"Nine years." She seemed to relax. 

"I bet you've baby-sat a lot of interesting--" 

"Oh yeah," she snapped, "working for DRO is a real 

turn-on." 

"'DRO'?" 

"Defector Resettlement Office. It's part of the 

National Collection Division, the Company's only legit 

domestic arm." She glared at me. "The rest is need-to-know, 

okay?" 

In other words, while her professional affiliations 

were no secret, her personal affiliations were. "Okay," I 

said, hands raised in surrender, "I was just going to ask 
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how much you knew about Munoz, the guy I'm supposed to have 

killed." 

"Nothing," she sighed, and closed her eyes again. 

"Wasn't one of your DRO pals looking after him?" 

"I don't know, and I don't care." She opened her eyes. 

"And why should you? We're getting you off the hook." 

"Are you? Why do I believe that'll be harder than 

getting Agolmirth into Russia? And since you work for the 

DRO already, won't someone high in the Company always know 

my whereabouts? How do I know--" 

"When mama says she'll take care of baby," she groaned, 

"she'll take care of him. DRO won't trip to you because 

you're nowhere near the profile of a DRO subject. You're a 

US citizen who's never even lived abroad. Hell, best I can 

tell, you've hardly ever left Chicago. And if they get word 

I'm hanging with Kohls, they'll figure I've been seconded by 

someone 'way up the ladder to handle a defector Kohls 

encountered on one of his little Russian trips. Now give it 

a rest, will you? And how about another beer?" 

"We're out of--" 

"So get me something else!" she roared. "Hell, this 

shit all tastes alike anyway." 

"I beg your pardon, but you're wrong." I scrambled to 

my feet, wobbled to the bar, and returned with two bottles 

of St. Pauli Girl. "This," I declared as I unscrewed both 

caps and handed one bottle to her, "tastes like nothing from 
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this world. This is from heaven itself." I watched her take 

a sip and really make a face this time. But she nodded 

approvingly and indicated that I should rejoin her. As I did 

I said, "I've heard it's dangerous to drink in a hot tub." 

She reached over and touched my arm. "Mama will take 

care of baby," she repeated. Then she drained this bottle 

dry as a desert rock, grinned at my now very open jealousy, 

and raised an eyebrow and demanded, "More!" 

*k ic "k 

Two hours--and ten St. Pauli Girl's--later, Janys was 

still stone sober, and I was a wreck. "Too soon after all 

those 'knock-out drops,' cowboy," she chided as Tucker 

hauled me up to bed. As soon as he left the bedroom, of 

course, I was sick. I napped for about two hours, then came 

downstairs and tried to eat a bad chef salad somebody'd 

probably bought at Seven-Eleven. I only ate about a third of 

it before summoning Tucker and demanding real food. Instead, 

he steered me back into the study, started the Soviet 

economics tape again, and brought me a pot of coffee that 

made Jardine's French stuff seem like dishwater. I didn't 

get much more out of the tape this time, but at least I 

watched it all the way through. I was still wide awake 

afterwards, so Tucker started another tape, this one a 

detailed account of Stalin's drive for collectivization in 

the 1930's. Despite all this weirdness around me, my Chicago 

cop's sensibilities were shredded by what rolled across the 
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screen. I didn't need any coffee to get through it, and when 

it was over I understood how the Soviets could have 

sponsored international terrorism for so long--they were 

probably bored with terrorising their own people. 

29 

The next five days saw a repetiton of this routine--

early breakfast, walk/jog to the gazebo (where Janys kept me 

up to date on events in the world outside; I never saw a 

paper), massage, Kittery lecture (I aced his first two 

quizzes, and he seemed amazed), lunch, economics tapes until 

dinner, history tapes afterwards. I became very familiar 

with something called "CFR," the book of federal 

regulations, and specifically with the volume covering the 

Ag Department. Reading that thing made me miss Paul Judd's 

codebooks, but once I got a few basic principles down, it 

fell into place. Trade law was even easier. It came down to 

this: whoever has the most to trade makes the law and gets 

to sound self-righteous doing it. 

Absolutely nothing was said about the part of all this 

that interested me--the operational plan. Which, of course, 

made perfect sense: only when I heard the details would I 

know if escape was a genuine possibility. 

R&R in the hot tub was moved to just before bedtime, 

and though I no longer tried to drink Janys under water I 

kept quietly probing--I knew she was the Kohls gang's 

greatest strength, which meant she could also become its 
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greatest weakness, especially since she had a Viking-sized 

axe to grind with practically tjie whole world. In any case, 

while she didn't become more open, she did become more 

friendly. 

That fifth night I was, asjusual, summarizing what the 
j 

day's tapes and lecture had covered--I knew she wasn't 
j 

listening but I'd decided mama jnight be more relaxed around 

a dutiful baby--when she abruptly asked me, "What brought 

you into contact with Munoz?" 

I was just alert enough to protest, "I thought I was 

off the hook." 

"Just tell me," she ordered, which meant the question 

was innocent. 

I'd been preparing this, the most important lie of my 

life, almost since I'd arrived. But I still took it slow. 

"He was a major-league scumwad. A pornographer. A CPD gang 

liaison who owed me a favor told me Munoz showed up at my 

daughter's school one day. He wanted to start an after-

school photography and video club, can you believe it? My 

pal said Western Springs Junior High's a little out of 

Munoz's territory, so I thought maybe Munoz was connected to 

someone with a grudge against me." 

"Who?" 

"Beats me. You may not think much of my bust list, but 

I did have my successes, and there are a lot of guys out 

there who are still mad about it. And there are plenty of 
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other guys I've got my own grudges against." I was playing 

the line hard, hoping she'd hook onto that kind of bait. "I 

figured it could be any one of them, somebody with sick 

ideas about revenge. I thought maybe Munoz was his creature. 

I know I should have just alerted my old buddies in Vice, 

but this was very personal. Hell, he was going for my 

daughter. Even then, I didn't kill him. One of his spaced-

out starlets did." 

She smiled and shook her head. "Paranoid idiots. Story 

I heard was, you were squeezing Munoz for data on a Company 

asset." 

Omigod. "That's absurd!" I blurted. 

"Sure as hell is. I mean, how could a nonentity like 

you even know Munoz was a Company asset?" 

It was a rhetorical question but I said, "I have no 

idea," anyway, and tried to act flabbergasted. 

She ignored me. "So the whole thing was about your 

little girl." She seemed enchanted by this idea, which made 

me wish it were true. "You know," she said, turning toward 

me slightly, "my senior year in college, there was this guy 

in med school about to start his residency. He wanted to 

marry me, have the kids, whole nine yards. Said I could set 

up my own business, become a cop, whatever I wanted. Hell of 

a guy, too. Stone athlete, funny, and he would have walked 

over glass to get me a drink of water." 

"So what happened?" 



410 

She laughed. "I was six months into my CIA application. 

I'd already tested up into CT consideration on the written, 

done some local interviews, flown out to Langley and talked 

to their people there." She let it lie a moment. "Thing is, 

I knew relationships don't work for covert ops people unless 

the relationship is with another Agency employee. I thought 

if I went in single. ..." 

"Hey," I said gently, "you were just planning ahead." 

"Yeah," she scowled, "I'm a fucking genius. Look where 

it's got me today." 

After an appropriate silence, I muttered, "I don't 

suppose. . . ." 

"Suppose what?" she asked disinterestedly after another 

silence. 

"Nah, it could endanger the op," I said in a defeated 

tone. 

She eyed me. "You want me to find out who this guy with 

the grudge is? Shut him down before he gets to your little 

girl?" 

"Forget it," I ordered, and waved my hands like flags 

for emphasis. "Sorry I brought it up." 

"Don't be," she said earnestly. "If someone was after 

my kid, I'd sure as hell want to know who it was." 

"Please don't!" I hoped the more I begged the more 

determined she'd be. She could've been playing me like a 

cheap guitar--the way she had that night an age ago when I'd 
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showed up at her apartment begging for her cardkey--but I 

had nothing to lose if she were. 

"Consider it done, cowboy," she declared. "I'll find 

out. I'll take another look at the paranoid idiots' story, 

too. They've raised a little too much of a stink over 

Munoz's death. It's possible he had a connection to an 

illegal. If the Company hadn't wasted so much time and 

resources on these goddam illegals and their off-the-wall 

ops, it might have been a little more effective against the 

real enemy. If I can roast somebody's ass over this, it'll 

be worth the grief." 

One last gambit. "Kohls might not like it. Like I said, 

it might endanger--" 

This made her uncomfortable, but she snarled, "I said 

I'd handle it" anyway. Then she stared away from me, and I 

realized that, to her, this was one more dare to take, one 

more way to beat men at their own games. I doubted she'd 

come out of this one the way she'd come out of our drinking 

contest the other night. 

But I hoped she would. 

30 

I didn't see her at all the next day, Wednesday. But at 

about ten Thursday night she came into the study wearing a 

business suit and a broad grin and announced, "Come on, 

cowboy, we're going for a ride." 

My first reaction was that they'd found somebody else 
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to introduce the germ and were going to get rid of me. My 

second reaction was that Janys had found out about Bellou, 

was sympathetic despite his being illegal, and was going to 

get rid of me on her own. But she noticed my nervousness and 

cried, "Lighten up! You've worked hard all week. Time for a 

night on the town." 

Still suspicious, I said, "I didn't think Rush Street 

was your kind of thing." 

She walked over and yanked me to my feet. "Actually, 

I'm not its kind of thing." She pulled me from the room, 

tossed me a jacket, and then pulled me out to her car, a 

metallic blue Mustang. 

We got on the Eisenhower and headed towards the Loop. I 

tried to jolly some clues out of her but after receiving 

monosyllabic responses I gave up. After a while I noticed 

she was constantly looking in the rearview mirror. "We being 

followed?" I asked. 

"Yeah, by Tom." Tom was the hammer-handed masseur. 

"He's making sure no one else is following. We're not being 

real secure, after all. Tom thought we should blindfold you, 

but I convinced him otherwise." 

"How? You win two out of three falls?" 

"You're welcome." 

We got off at Western Avenue and went north past 

endless pizza joints, video stores, used clothing stores, 

and junk shops that all had once been real businesses. I'd 
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never paid much attention to that kind of thing before; and 

I remembered Jim France's comment about John and Mary 

Jobholder and wondered if a free trade treaty would solve 

our economic woes better than just a little imagination and 

old-fashioned gumption. 

We'd gone maybe a mile before the earphone buzzed. 

Janys answered, grunted acknowledgement, then slammed it 

down. "Show's off," she said. 

"What show?" I asked in exaperation. 

"A meeting with your ex and daughter." 

Instead of gratitude I felt fear. "Are they in any 

danger?" 

"I don't--" 

The Carphone buzzed again. She answered, cursed, and 

slammed it down. At the same time, the car sped up. "Hang 

on," she said, "we got a tail." 

"But what about Frieda and Janie?" I protested. 

"Quit your whining, they'll be fine. You'd do better to 

worry about us." 

She hit the brakes and swerved as if to turn quickly, 

then straightened the car out again. "Damn, it's a rough 

tail--they swerved when I swerved. They don't care if we 

know they're there, and that means they want to close the 

deal tonight--whatever their deal is." 

Her maneuver had caused something to roll out from 

under my seat: a fifth of Canadian Club and a little roll of 
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clear plastic party cups. "What the hell is this?" I cried, 

and held up the bottle. 

"Got that for you," she said, staring into her side-

view mirror. 

"Why, for God's sake? You know I don't--" 

"Figured you'd need something stronger than beer after 

seeing your ex." 

Suddenly she braked hard and we hurtled around a corner 

to the left. Immediately she shut off the lights and swung 

left into an alley. We crept along the alley for a moment, 

then she suddenly cried, "Fuck! It's a dead end!" She 

stopped the car and told me to get down below dash level. 

She crouched low herself, and I saw the automatic pistol in 

her hand gleam in the faint light. 

Perhaps a minute later a car slowly rolled by on the 

street. It had its lights off, too, and its engine; 

evidently the driver hoped we wouldn't hear it and reveal 

ourselves. But I was barely breathing, and I wondered if 

Janys was at all. 

When, after two minutes more, the car didn't pass again 

going the other way, Janys relaxed and grabbed the bottle 

from me. She twisted off the cap and took a big gulp. "They 

could be waiting for us," I pointed out, pretending to 

ignore her. 

"They could be," she said. She wiped her mouth with the 

back of her hand, then began fanning herself. "They're 
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pretty good." 

"Who do you think they are?" I said, straightening in 

the seat. 

"Let's not worry about it now, okay? Get out." 

"What the hell--" 

"Push! They didn't want us to hear them, so let's make 

it hard for them to hear us." 

"Oh, yeah," I stammered, and opened the door. I got 

out, clicked the door shut and moved to the front of the 

car, which lurched as she put it in neutral. We were about 

three feet from the wall, and I suspended myself between it 

and the hood, then pushed. The car seemed to sigh, then it 

began to move backwards. I kept at it, and the thing rolled 

faster and easier, then abruptly picked up a lot of speed as 

it rolled down into the street. 

I looked down the street the way the tail car had gone, 

saw it parked not a hundred feet from the alley entrance. 

Two men were leaning against the car arguing about 

something, probably us, in a language I'd never heard. They 

saw me and immediately climbed into the tail car; I pulled 

open my door and scrambled into ours. Janys started the 

engine and we shot back the way we had come, the bad guys 

right behind us. 

"Shit, shit, shit! We're in it deep, cowboy!" she cried 

as we whirled around the corner and headed north on Western 

again. We blew through a red light, barely avoiding an old 
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stationwagon that would have flattened us if it'd hit us. 

Our pursuit lost a second or two maneuvering around it, but 

made it up quick. 

"Well, we know they're not CPD," I said. "CPD's lost 

every high-speed chase it's been in." She smiled, and I felt 

good for saying it. 

She roared through another red light, this time almost 

dismembering a Mercedes coupe. "We're getting into the rich 

part of town," she muttered. I laughed, though I'm sure she 

knew I did so out of fear. 

The bad guys were right on us, and I wondered if they 

were going to start shooting. I also wondered if we 

shouldn't shoot at them. And that gave me an idea. I grabbed 

her purse, peered into it, then lost patience and dumped it 

out on the seat. "What the fuck?" she cried. But I'd found 

what I was looking for--tissue. Lots of it, too. I wadded it 

up, took the cap off the Canadian Club bottle, and stuffed 

the wad into the bottle's neck. I panicked momentarily when 

I saw she had no matches, but then I remembered the car's 

cigarette lighter. I tipped the bottle upside down, soaking 

the tissue in the booze, then said, "Any time you're ready." 

She nodded. The light up ahead was red, and she braked 

hard for it, even banged her head on the wheel for effect. 

The bad guys pulled up behind us slowly--they weren't 

stupid, whoever they were--but when they saw me hovering 

over Janys they pulled right up to our bumper. I lit the 
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Molotov cocktail I'd made, leaned out my window, and pitched 

it at their windshield. Their driver saw it coming and tried 

to back away, but was too late: the thing hit between his 

wiper blades and went off beautifully. Janys hit the gas and 

we roared away as four men burst from the car and ran for 

the shelter of a doorway. 

She kept going fast for about another two blocks, then 

slowed and pulled into a sparsely-occupied all-day parking 

lot. She killed the engine and lights, picked up the car 

phone and barked our location. "Someone will pick us up," 

she reported when she hung up. Then she turned and smiled 

at me with real respect. "Not bad, cowboy," she said. 

"I'm just glad you didn't bring beer," I said. She 

started laughing--laughing, not cackling--and I joined her. 

We were still laughing when our ride arrived. 

31 

Next morning at the gazebo the first thing I wanted to 

know was when the meeting would be rescheduled. Janys 

responded with sobering news, however: "Vacation's over. 

This location's been compromised." 

I'd expected this after last night's fiasco, but I was 

still disappointed. "First the meeting site, now 'this 

location.' Sounds like a leak to me." 

"Thanks, I never would have guessed." She wasn't 

sitting in the rocker but moving around the gazebo, snapping 

her fingers. Every time she passed the chaise lounge she 
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gave it a stiff shove with her foot. 

"Can't Kohls bring down the hammer?" I asked. I 

couldn't help the sarcasm--suddenly her idol had feet of 

clay. 

She kicked the chair this time. "This op is contained 

and has to stay contained," she declared. "We can't call in 

anybody else without flagging it big time. I have to work 

with what Kohls gave me." 

"Well, what he gave you ain't working. Me, I've been 

wondering about Tucker." 

She gave the chaise an extra-hard shove. "He's the one 

member of the staff I'm sure is clean." She moved on, leaned 

against one of the support beams, looked back towards the 

house. "It really doesn't matter. Just part of the game. We 

don't even know for sure who's trying to shut us down." She 

sounded betrayed, though. 

Time to play a really high card. "I told you looking 

into Munoz's legend would be trouble." 

"Your brain's working overtime this morning, eh, 

cowboy?" She shrugged and faced me. "Yes, I've wondered 

whether this has something to do with my inquiries on your 

behalf." She turned away again. "But I've decided it 

doesn't." 

I didn't know whether to be relieved or scared. "Mind 

telling me why?" 

"As a matter of fact, I do." 
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"You think I'm the leak, don't you?" 

"The thought had crossed my mind." 

"How could I be? I've been here a week and I still 

haven't found a goddam phone or a working radio or TV in the 

whole place! And for that matter, I'm going into box score 

withdrawal here! What the hell harm is there in letting me 

see a newspaper?" 

She turned back to me and smiled. "Look what you did 

last night with kleenex and a bottle of booze." She'd 

started back towards the house before I realized she'd 

thanked me again for last night. I'd rather it had been for 

a roll in the sack, but I'd take what I could get. 

•k * * 

The rest of the day followed the usual routine; I got 

the impression no one knew we were leaving. The distraction 

caused me to botch a Kittery quiz, though, and he took it as 

a personal affront. 

We sneaked out at about midnight that night and drove 

to a dumpy old house at the edge of a cornfield in Wheaton. 

There was no pool, of course, no overstocked bar, no four-

poster beds--no beds, period; just cots with army blankets 

and tattered, spotted linens. Kramer's cabin had better 

furniture, and the place generally looked like it hadn't 

seen a human being in six months. Rather than take a chance 

on bedbugs I found a couch, curled up in one of the army 

blankets, and inhaled dust all night. 
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I was on my own for breakfast next morning, but I found 

half a box of Cheerios in one of the kitchen cabinets, and 

one of my new bodyguards, a big kid named Herman who 

could've been Kittery's son, bought me a quart of milk. 

There was no sugar, though, and Cheerios need lots of sugar. 

Herman wouldn't let me take my walk/jog--it was insecure--so 

I climbed the walls until Kittery showed up. He held court 

in what amounted to the dining room, and used, to his great 

annoyance, a flipchart instead of an overhead. I found an 

old three-by-five notepad in a kitchen drawer, and he loaned 

me, again with great annoyance, his personalized Parker 

ballpoint. 

After lunch--burgers and fries from McDonalds--I 

climbed the walls some more before Herman arrived with a TV-

VCR combination. Since I'd awakened sneezing every five 

minutes last night I slept through the tape. Dinner was 

Chinese carryout, and the horror flick was a repeat of the 

one about Soviet collectivization. But by that time I didn't 

care. I hadn't seen Janys all day, and I felt like used 

toilet paper at a sanitary landfill. 

It took three more days before my self-absorption 

shifted to genuine worry. I began to wonder if she had found 

Bellou. And, knowing Bellou, I wondered if she'd ever be 

back. 



421 

When she finally showed up at dusk on the fifth day she 

looked tired and discouraged. I wanted to hold her and, 

among other things, tell her everything would be all right. 

But when she didn't even say hello, just jerked her head 

towards the back door, I smelled big trouble. Outside she 

made straight for the cornfield, where after five minutes' 

march through the five-foot stalks she stopped and sat 

Indian-style. I pretended to inspect the ground for bugs and 

other unpleasant things, then decided I could stall no 

longer and sat. 

"The paranoid idiots were right to be paranoid." She 

was smiling, and there was a sparkle in her eyes I'd never 

seen. "There was an illegal." 

"Who is it?" 

"A terrorist, one of the all-time worst. Name's Bellou. 

Heard of him?" 

"That's the connection!" I cried, and snapped my 

fingers in the best "Eureka!" tradition. "Bellou was behind 

a terrorist bombing I worked when I was with CPD. I guess 

when I went after Munoz his baby-sitters put two and two 

together." 

"Looks that way." She leaned back and eyed me. "Funny 

coincidence, huh?" 

"Sure is. So, uh, what's the CIA want with someone like 

Bellou?" 

"Anti-terror," she said with obvious distaste. "Anti-
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terror as we use it, not as cops use it." 

"What's that mean?" 

"Active measures. Executive action. In his case, 

neutralizing his old playmates. But you know all that." 

Uh oh. "Know what?" I stammered, and braced myself for 

a tongue lashing. 

Instead she pounced on me like a cat, grabbing and 

scraping, and before I could even cry out I was on my 

stomach, her knees were on my shoulder blades, and she'd 

pinned my head to the dirt. It reeked of fertilizer, and I 

started gagging. 

But she didn't care. "You're a liar, cowboy." She might 

have been telling me my astrological sign. "You were after 

Bellou all along, and I want to know what else you've been 

lying about." 

Funny how it had taken her the longest to see through 

me. Maybe it was because she was a professional liar. 

"Nothing, I swear," I rasped, and she rammed my face hard 

into the dirt. 

"You're working for someone," she went on 

conversationally. "It'd be in your best interest to tell me 

who. " 

"Okay," I spat, "but will you let me up? It'll be 

easier to talk without dirt in my mouth." 

She hesitated a moment, then released me and backed 

away. I rolled on my back, and as I lay there coughing and 
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spitting I saw the big automatic flash in the fading light. 

"You won't use that," I said, "it'd bring the whole 

neighborhood." 

"Nah. People'll think someone's shooting rats." She 

grinned. "And they'd be right." 

Terrific. I sat up and rubbed the back of my neck. 

"Okay, I was working with somebody." 

"Was?" 

"Yeah, 'was'--Jim France, and you killed him." 

She flopped down on the ground and looked tired again. 

"Kohls took care of that. It's ancient history anyway. Go 

on." 

Her back was to me and I thought about jumping her and 

ramming those words back down her throat, but decided she'd 

hear and shoot me in mid-leap. "When I was fired from the 

facility, Jim contacted me and asked me to help him nail 

Bellou. He gave me CIA ID and told me to contact Munoz. I 

was to ask him if Bellou might be working for Medellin or 

any of the other cartels." 

"And Munoz said no." 

"Right." 

"Then why'd you kill him?" 

"I didn't kill him!" I briefly summarized my encounters 

with Anitra. 

"Geez, cowboy, all the classy chicks want you, don't 

they?" Janys grinned when I'd finished. "Madonna asked you 
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out yet?" 

"Very funny. Anyway, I figured I'd covered my tracks 

pretty well at the crime scene--turns out I didn't, but I've 

never had much good luck. When I heard Jim had been blown 

up, I thought Bellou had done it and he'd be after me next, 

so I--" 

"Back up a second," she said, standing slowly. "You 

thought Bellou killed Jim France?" 

"Yeah. It was a car bomb, what was I supposed to 

think?" 

"Then why was he checking out Kohls?" 

"He said he owed me for helping him nab Bellou. He 

didn't know squat about Kohls, the Agolmirth strain, or 

anything else. I asked him to do Schenk, too." 

"Shit," she muttered, and marched around a while, 

banging her fists against her hips. Finally she took a deep 

breath, came over to me, and squatted beside me. "Look, 

Torrance, I'm sorry about your friend. Please believe that." 

Incensed, I shoved her away. "So now his death is a 

crime, huh? Care to explain why?" 

She was startled--and even seemed a little frightened--

by my anger. "What the hell do you mean? Bellou's a fucking 

terrorist!" 

"And Kohls isn't?" 

"Kohls doesn't figure in this discussion." Her fear had 

vanished; she stood, brushed herself off, and became Rambo 
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with tits again. "The Company's using Bellou to attack the 

symptoms, but Kohls plans to attack the disease. When he 

does, the Soviet system will collapse, and world terrorism 

will end. I should think you'd be grateful for that." 

"Nah, just sounds like more terror to me, only on a 

bigger scale. But Kohls likes to think big, doesn't he? I 

mean, why blow up nine people at a railway station when you 

can cause thousands or even millions to starve?" 

Before I could move she knocked me flat, pinned me with 

her knees, and jammed the gun between my eyes. "You naive 

little toad," she hissed. "As if you knew anything about the 

real world." 

I'd wanted her to straddle me, but not exactly like 

this. "I know nothing justifies starting a famine. If we'd 

wanted to kill innocent civilians, we'd've nuked the 

Russians years ago when they couldn't've nuked us back." 

"That's not why we didn't nuke them. We were just 

chickenshit." 

"Since when is it chickenshit not to commit mass 

murder?" 

"Will you listen to yourself?" she cackled, and pulled 

back. "If I didn't already know you used to be a cop, what 

you've just said would convince me. You're talking like 

someone used to having his hands tied by the courts, and 

getting his teeth kicked in by criminals because of it. 

You've bought into the idea that crime should be contained, 
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not attacked." 

"Well, that's the decision society's made." 

"Yeah, and look at the results! Society's coming apart 

at the seams, Torrance! The social chaos we experience daily 

doesn't occur in most other countries except after some 

natural disaster! That's what containment has done! We've 

followed the same policy with the Soviets, and gotten the 

same goddam result! Forty years of being on the nuclear 

brink, thousands of lives lost in Viet Nam and other places! 

And for what?" Suddenly she bore down on the gun; I felt 

like my skull would crack. "For what?" 

"I've always thought we did it to preserve our way of 

life." She was breathing hard and that made it hard to talk. 

"The Russians don't have to make us their slaves to beat us, 

just get us to think and act like them." 

She cackled again. "Jesus Christ, Torrance, what part 

of that cockroach brain of yours thought that up?" 

"You don't get it, do you? If you go along with Kohls, 

you'll go against our way of life--the rule of law, not 

demogoguery. You do that, you might as well be working for 

the Russians. Sounds like a successful false-flag 

recruitment to me." 

Her finger tightened on the trigger. "You shit! How 

about if I blow that cockroach brain out the back of your 

head?" 

"Go ahead. Prove my point. But maybe the CIA is leery 
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of Russian-haters for another reason, not just that they're 

easily turned. Maybe it just doesn't want to mess with 

fanatics like you--fanatics who are just another kind of 

terrorist in the end." 

Her finger kept tightening, and I shut my eyes and 

waited for the burning and the explosion of light. But then 

she was off me; she screamed, "Motherfucker" almost exactly 

as Anitra had, and ripped one of the cornstalks out of the 

ground and threw it as far as she could. "Get out of here, 

Torrance," she muttered. When I just sat there, she pointed 

the gun at me and yelled, "Get the fuck out of here! Now!" I 

scrambled to my feet and fled, not knowing if she'd shoot me 

or herself. 

* * * 

I was, of course, more afraid she'd shoot herself. I 

thought about getting away, but I decided if Janys turned up 

dead and I wasn't around, I'd be in the same situation I'd 

been in with Munoz. So I just went back to the house and 

cowered in my room. I kept listening for a gunshot but it 

never came, and I finally fell asleep. 

* * * 

A tapping awakened me, and I saw the door open and a 

small figure sort of slither towards me, rather like a 

villain in a silent film. The figure was wrapped in a 

blanket or something, and I figured he had a knife hidden in 

its folds. I tensed to duck below the thrust and go for his 
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knees, but he was on me too fast and put a hand over my 

mouth. He then sat on the edge of the couch, and the dim 

light entering between the curtains told me it was Janys. 

She'd been crying. 

"I turned off the mikes," she whispered. "I just wanted 

you to know you haven't won. You haven't turned me. The op 

goes as planned. But you're out of it." 

She seemed to expect a response, so I half-joked, 

"You're bound and determined to deliver Agolmirth yourself, 

aren't you?" 

"Nobody else is going to die in the gulags, Torrance. 

You know that family friend I told you about? He was. . . my 

mother's boyfriend. I'm their daughter." 

I took her hand, realized for the first time how small 

it was. "This isn't the way to get even, Janys." 

She didn't pull her hand away. "My mind's made up, 

cowboy." 

I looked up at her then, and I don't think I've ever 

seen such despair on a human face. "Yeah, I guess it is," I 

muttered. I turned away and let go her hand. "So what 

happens to me?" 

"I'll tell Kohls you tried to escape and I had to kill 

you. He won't be too happy, but I'll deal with it. I'll hide 

you through some ex-DRO people I know. They set up a private 

firm that relocates people busted for insider trading. 

Nobody like Boesky, just the VPs and the senior bean 
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counters. They tried to recruit me when I fell out of love 

with the Agency, but I surprised them--didn't tumble. Now 

they want to stay on my good side so I don't blow the 

whistle on them. They'll take you gratis if I ask. Frieda 

and Janie, too." 

"They'll love that," I grinned ruefully, and she 

grinned back. 

I waited a heartbeat or two and asked, "What's going to 

happen to you? You can't play both ends against the middle 

forever." 

"I've done pretty well so far." Her voice was empty, 

lifeless. 

"Sure you have--revenge is a good motivator." I waited 

another heartbeat; then: "Ever seen The Count of Monte 

Cristo?" 

"What the hell's that?" she asked absently. 

"It's a movie. Richard Chamberlain plays this guy who's 

thrown in prison on trumped-up charges the night before he's 

supposed to get married. He escapes, finds this treasure and 

becomes rich, and tries to get revenge on the people who 

imprisoned him." 

"Does he?" 

"Yeah. But when he does, he finds he's got nothing left 

to live for any more. The woman he was supposed to marry 

tells him she can't love him because of what he's done. She 

says she'll always pity him, and then goes away. Basically, 
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he's a broken man in the end." 

"In other words, the people he was getting revenge on 

beat him again, because he thought and acted like them in 

order to get it." 

"Something like that." 

She looked away. Suddenly she began chewing her 

fingernails; when I'd held her hand I'd noticed how short 

they already were. On impulse I reached up and grabbed the 

hand she was chewing on; she reared around, grimacing and 

her other fist raised to pummel me. But she caught herself 

and pulled back, and moved a little away from me. 

"Like you said, cowboy," she muttered, "revenge is a 

good motivator." 

I sat up. "Janys--" 

"Shut up and listen, will you? We're getting out of 

here. We'll go back to my place in Joliet. I've set up 

another meeting with Frieda and Janie for tomorrow 

afternoon. This one ought to work, security was lax on their 

end last time." She paused, then grinned. "And there wasn't 

a leak. I said that to spook you. I was getting close to 

Bellou and I wanted to--" Abruptly she waved her hands. 

"Hell, it isn't important now." 

I threw the blanket aside and pulled on my shoes. "So 

it was your people who chased us that night?" 

"No, I don't have the slightest idea who it was." 

"That's encouraging." 
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"Isn't it, though?" She stood and headed for the door. 

"Come on, cowboy, let's hit the trail." 

32 

The plan was that a police car would pull Frieda over 

for speeding, she would assault the officer the way she had 

at O'Hare, and she'd be arrested and hauled back to the 

slam. It was a great plan, because all Frieda had to do was 

be herself. Tom, the masseur from the Oak Brook house, would 

be the "officer," and he would drive her to a "secure 

location," the idea being that anyone watching Frieda 

wouldn't try to tail a cop car. They'd just take down the 

plate, break surveillance, and find out what station the 

unit was assigned to. 

The secure location was an abandoned supermarket near 

Glenview NAS. We came in through the back; Frieda was pacing 

back and forth like a caged beast, and Janie was sitting 

morosely on a wooden chair, tracing in the dust on the floor 

with her feet. To my surprise, and delight, Janie leaped to 

her feet and ran towards me, then stopped about six feet 

short, as if I wasn't who she'd expected. Frieda approached 

warily, too, then broke into a trot, wearing a big smile. 

She stopped short of hugging me, was content to touch my 

arms. 

"Look at you," she said shyly. "I expected you to be 

half-dead, and you look great." She backed away and told 

Janie, "Come on, honey, it's okay, it's your father." 
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Whereupon Janie launched herself into my embrace. After a 

moment, Frieda joined her. 

I was quite unprepared for the friendliness of the 

greeting, and it was Frieda who asked, with a trace of 

annoyance, if we could be alone. I stumbled over the words, 

and she asked the question herself. "I'll go," Janys said, 

"but Tom stays." To Tom: "Go to the front of the store or 

something." She waved her hands to shoo him away when he 

hesitated. 

Janie was crying, and we moved slowly back to the 

wooden chair, where she sat again and began composing 

herself. I drew Frieda off to the side and asked softly, 

"What's with her?" 

"Well, basically you've come back from the dead. You 

know how kids are. They take everything for granted, then 

freak when it's gone." She moved close. "Also, the deal at 

O'Hare was hard on her. She really liked Peter, and when he 

turned you in, well, you can imagine. . . . " 

The question just sort of slipped out. "What do you 

think of him now?" 

"What's to think? The man's a butthole." Her matter-of-

factness surprised me. 

"What have you done about a job?" 

"I've managed." Before I could respond, she asked, 

"Who's the babe?" 

I owed her this. I indicated that we should move a 
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little farther away from Janie, then said, "A heavy from 

CIA. She's essentially my bodyguard." 

"Looks like she guards her own body pretty well." 

"She's had to. Believe it or not, she was posing as 

Carlisle's secretary. She ran the whole thing." 

"What 'whole thing'? And I thought the 'intelligence 

community' were the bad guys." 

"I'll tell you the whole story--" 

"I can't wait." She backed away slightly, and in the 

murky light I couldn't quite make out her expression. "You 

sleep with her?" 

"Are you kidding? She barely tolerates me. Thinks I'm 

King Wimp." I started back towards Janie. 

"You got the hots for her, though, right?" 

I rounded on her. "Listen, Frieda, unlike you I don't 

dream of hitting the sack with every good-looking member of 

the opposite sex." No, in Janys's case I would have settled 

for a kiss or two and a quick handful of her chest. 

Frieda's hackles had risen. "Now look, Stan, if you 

think I'm going to stand here and let you--" 

"Okay, okay, I'm sorry," I protested, waving my hands. 

"--I went to jail for you, for Christ's sake--" 

"I said I was sorry." 

"--And you have no idea what it was like! My God, the 

kind of people you see in there! The way they smell, the way 

they talk Christ, the lot of them are psychos! One woman, 
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all she could talk about was cutting her boyfriend's balls 

off. It sounded like she'd done it to her last boyfriend, 

and I--I got so scared I--" 

She stopped suddenly, as if aware of what she was 

doing--demonstrating vulnerability. "Never mind," she said 

in a sort of croak, "why should you care? You've always been 

on the outside looking in. Not that I'm saying those people 

shouldn't be locked up, but. . . . " 

It was good to vent this way after experiencing jail, 

and I wanted to encourage it. "But what?" 

"Oh, leave it alone. Like I said, what do you care?" 

She was facing the wall away from me, hands in her jacket 

pockets, scuffing her feet on the floor. 

"I do care," I protested, following her. "And for what 

it's worth, it was smart and damned brave to do what you 

did. You probably saved your life getting thrown in jail 

like that." 

"Yeah, sure." She stared away for a while, then turned, 

wearing a polite, empty smile. "So let's get on with the 

bedtime story." I ignored her implication and motioned to 

her to follow as I returned to where Janie sat. 

She smiled radiantly at our approach, and sounded like 

she was five again as she asked, "Are you still wanted for 

murder, Daddy?" 

"It really doesn't matter," I said, amazed just then to 

realize how little criminal charges meant to me these days. 
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I went down on one knee beside the chair. "Now this is a 

long, complicated story," I began, "so listen carefully." 

* * * 

It took me fifteen minutes to tell everything, leaving 

nothing out, and at the end, Janie was crying again. 

"Do I have to leave all my friends?" she wailed. She'd 

grabbed my arm about halfway though my story, and now was 

squeezing pretty damn hard for a thirteen--no, by now she 

was a fourteen-year-old girl. She'd had her birthday while 

I'd been in my mink-lined prison. 

"I'm afraid so, honey," I said, trying to sound 

comforting and, well, fatherly. "The bad guys can't hurt us 

if they can't find us." There was abject misery in her eyes, 

and I pulled her head close. 

But Frieda moved away. "You son of a bitch," she 

hissed, backing up, yet tense as if about to spring. "You 

arrogant, louse-brained son of a bitch! Do you have any idea 

what you've done to our lives?" 

I'd expected some reaction, of course, but not a full-

blown attack. "Frieda, I'm trying to save our lives--" 

"By destroying them? And you had the unmitigated gall 

to complain about my lack of stability! Maybe I did get into 

some pretty weird shit from time to time, but never anything 

that required me to change my fucking name!" 

I had to let go of Janie to answer, and that made me 

mad. "Look, I hate this as much as you do. Believe it or 
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not, I like being Stan Torrance. But this is the price you 

pay for doing the right thing these days." 

"Well, it's too goddam high!" 

"Fine," I shouted, throwing up my hands in defeat. "But 

I don't think a cheap self-defense course or one night in 

Cook County jail has made you tough enough to handle 

professional killers." 

"It was two nights, asshole," she snapped, pointing her 

finger at me like a gun. "And you'd be surprised what I can 

handle. You probably don't want to know, though, because it 

would threaten your role as 'protector.'" 

"The only thing it threatens is your survival," I 

muttered, and turned away from her. When I heard her 

following I whirled and yelled, "Enough already, Frieda! 

They're going to relocate us, by force if necessary, so you 

might as well get used to it!" I bent over Janie, who was 

sobbing, gently kissed the top of her head, and headed for 

the back door. "I came here to tell you what's been 

happening, and what's going to happen. I didn't think I'd 

have to try to convince you to stay alive." 

"Now you listen to me, buster," she bellowed, and 

marched towards me. 

"No, Frieda, I'm through listening to you. Maybe I 

never should have listened to you in the first place. All 

listening ever did was encourage you to--to, oh I don't know 

what they call it--'seek self-actualization' or some bag of 



437 

shit like that. If I'd closed my mind to all your theories 

and complaints you might've eventually shut up and realized 

where your duty is. Well, I've got news for you, lady: right 

now, your duty's helping me protect our daughter. There's no 

theory involved, just that one hard fact. You don't like it? 

Fine, Janie can live with me and you can take your chances, 

which would probably be better for her under any 

circumstances." 

I was at the door. Frieda had stopped short of me; she 

seemed stunned by my vehemence, or maybe by the painfulness 

of the truth. I pressed my advantage; though I'd never won 

an argument with her, it was imperative I win this one. 

"That's what self-actualization really is, Frieda--finding 

your duty, and then doing it. This is a shitty situation, 

but I've never regretted doing anything that made it 

necessary. You called it playing cops and robbers. I called 

it doing what I could to make the world a little better 

place. And if you, with your completely fucked-up 

perspective on everything, were so dead set against my doing 

that, then it must have been the right thing to do." 

Still no reaction, and I rapped on the heavy steel 

door. It opened immediately, I stepped outside, and as Janys 

slid it shut I thought I heard Frieda shouting my narae--

whether in anger or sadness, I couldn't tell. I hoped--for 

both our sakes--that it was anger. 
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Janys seemed nervous. Still jaunty from my victory I 

announced, "Don't need the booze today. I got the better of 

the bitch at last." 

"Congratulations and no shit," she sneered. "Half the 

state could hear you two. Now get in the car and shut the 

fuck up. We've got trouble again." 

We were moving before I got the door shut. She wore the 

same expression she'd worn the night we'd been chased, and I 

forced myself to get my mind in the game. "Why didn't you 

come get me if there was trouble?" 

"Because I never thought I'd hear the end of it if I 

did, and I can handle trouble better than your bitching any 

day." Well, I'd asked. 

We were doing about thirty down an alley. Her hands 

were red as they clenched the wheel. Suddenly a black car 

pulled across the alley entrance ahead--and stopped. "Shit," 

she breathed, but instead of slowing she sped up. "Bail out, 

cowboy!" she cried. 

"What--" 

"Get out of the fucking car!" Her screech would have 

frightened a deaf man. I opened the door, took a deep 

breath, and pushed out. I landed hard on my hands, then 

pulled them in next to my body and let my momentum roll me 

into the wall. I sustained only a scrape or two, and after 

gaining my bearings I crawled behind some trashcans. Janys 
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had jumped, too, and was across the alley in the recess of a 

shipping-dock doorway. 

Someone jumped out of the car blocking us in and began 

perforating our car with an assault rifle. I ducked behind 

the trashcans; the shooting stopped and I peered around 

again in time to see our car crash into the other. Janys 

stepped from the recess and sprayed the rear of our car with 

a Mac-10. The car burst into flame, and I saw her shrink 

back into the recess. I twisted as close to the wall as I 

could behind the trashcans; next moment the car exploded, 

glass and metal flying everywhere. As soon as the concussion 

subsided I looked around the cans again; I didn't see the 

shooter. 

Something clattered on the ground close to me. I 

thought it was more debris at first but then saw it was her 

big pistol, a Baretta 9mm. A moment later Janys tossed me an 

extra clip. I put it in my trouser pocket, then looked 

around in time to see her ramming another clip into the Mac-

10. She saw me and motioned upwards with the gun. It took a 

moment before I thought to look above me; I saw a rusty 

ladder welded to the side of the building. I made sure the 

pistol's safety was on, then shoved it into my belt, stood, 

and jumped for the bottom rung of the ladder, which was 

probably seven feet from the ground. The old metal dug into 

my hands as I braced my feet against the wall, hoisted 

myself up, and grabbed for the second rung. 
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I was halfway up before I thought to look for Janys. 

She'd left the doorway and in a crouch was making her way 

slowly back up the alley towards the ladder. I saw movement 

at the corner of the building and shouted a warning; she 

dropped behind a concrete loading ramp. I was exposed on the 

ladder, but I was also high enough that I couldn't be seen 

by someone looking straight ahead. I froze, and watched as a 

man carrying a pistol-handle pump shotgun cautiously came 

around the corner towards us. Janys let him take three or 

four steps before she jumped out from behind the concrete 

and sprayed him with the Mac-10. Another man came around the 

corner on my side of the alley and raised another shotgun at 

her, but she took him, too. She motioned at me furiously 

with the gun and I resumed my climb. After three or four 

rungs I felt the ladder vibrate slightly; I looked down and 

saw Janys climbing after me. 

When I reached the top I peered over the edge of the 

roof before going farther. It seemed clear, and the only 

cover for a potential assailant was a small pile of old 

lumber about twenty feet away. I popped a couple rounds into 

it but got no response, so I finished the climb, vaulted 

over, and looked down at Janys, who'd made good time. She 

saw me and snarled, "Don't watch me! Make sure no one's up 

here!" 

"I already did," I said, proud of my competence. 

"Make sure again!" 
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"Okay," I sulked, and perfunctorily moved into the 

center of the roof, gun drawn. 

The building was two-storey, and there was a cleft and 

some shadow where it adjoined the side of the neighboring 

building, which was three-storey. I noticed a door there 

that, admittedly, I hadn't seen before. I moved quietly to 

the door, the heavy gun in front, then balanced it in one 

hand as I tried the doorknob. It was old, and I was afraid 

it would break off in my hand when it didn't turn. 

I heard Janys climb over the lip of the roof, and I 

turned to watch. Next moment the door opened and something 

smashed me between the shoulder blades. I went down gasping. 

My attacker, now standing right over me, smoothly brought 

something out from within the folds of a heavy coat. I heard 

the clunking sound of a pump shotgun, and as I tried to 

summon breath enough to shout a warning, he fired at Janys. 

The blast caught her in the chest, ripping open the 

fabric of her shirt. Blood sprayed behind her and she looked 

like she was suspended on an invisible hook; then she fell 

back against the loop of the ladder. I tried to rise but a 

heavy boot forced me down. The shooter fired again; this 

blast hit her in the stomach. The Mac-10 clattered to the 

roof, and she slid down the ladder loop and flopped over on 

her face like Janie's Raggedy Ann when she'd tried to get it 

to sit up at the dinner table. 

The shooter grabbed my hair and yanked me over on my 
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back. I was still too worried about breathing to get the gun 

up in time, and he kicked it away almost nonchalantly. He 

was huge--he picked me up by the belt and set me on my feet 

the way you would grab a dog by its collar. He shoved me 

towards Janys and I almost fell, but he was as quick as he 

was big and caught me and set me upright again. He got 

between me and Janys and turned her over with his foot; I 

fell next to her. 

She looked like one of those creatures from Alien had 

burst out of her abdomen. Blood and bits of her stomach and 

lungs were everywhere. She was shaking. I crawled until I 

was looking right down at her face. Her eyes were wild with 

terror, or anger, or maybe betrayal. Probably betrayal--it 

was my stupidity that had gotten her killed. 

Suddenly the shooter's boot was in my face. It sent me 

flying across the roof. When I stopped and looked up he was 

standing over Janys. The shotgun bore was an inch from her 

head; he smiled as he pulled the trigger. 

Somehow I found the energy and launched myself at him; 

he just stood there grinning like the Cheshire cat in that 

Disney cartoon. I was almost on him when something grabbed 

my shirt collar and yanked me backwards. The shooter's grin 

didn't change as he whipped the barrel of the shotgun across 

my face again and again. . . . 

Just before I lost consciousness I heard him say 

something. He said it in French. 
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Reality returned gradually, the way a sprinkle of rain 

becomes a torrent. 

The pain returned first, of course: from the middle of 

my back on up, I felt like a car had fallen on me, and that 

the engine had caved in my face. As soon as I got my arms 

working I tested the condition of my head; miraculously, my 

skull seemed to be intact, though there was a great deal of 

dried blood on my face. My fingers struck something in the 

middle of my face, and I felt pain. I then discovered I was 

breathing through my mouth. I tried to breathe through my 

nose, felt a sharp stab of pain, and began gagging, then 

vomiting, which only made the pain worse. After what seemed 

an hour I ran out of vomit, and I fell back moaning. 

I was on a cot, I decided when the pain subsided enough 

to allow thought, a cot in a smallish, damp room. There was 

hardly any light, but I could make out pipes and ductwork 

overhead; perhaps I was in someone's basement. I rolled over 

on my side gradually, so as not to invite the pain to 

return, and reached downwards for the floor. I felt a puddle 

of something, probably my vomit, and I almost gagged again 

but managed to swallow. I slid a little ways down the cot 

and tried again. The floor was cement, and it was cold. Yes, 

someone's basement. A newish basement, for a newish house. 

Bellou's basement. My attackers had spoken French, 

after all. 
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Which meant I could be anywhere in the world. Based on 

the age of the basement, however, and the fact that Bellou 

worked with the CIA, I was probably still in the States, 

possibly in or near DC. Which meant, in turn, that the CIA 

might "assist" in my "interrogation." The next problem, 

then, was the subject of that interrogation. My knowledge of 

Bellou's activities? Agolmirth? Both? 

Somewhere in front of me a door opened and a light came 

on, painfully bright. Heavy feet clomped down steps, and my 

two attackers, the one who'd killed Janys still grinning, 

came into view. When they reached me they smiled at each 

other and exchanged some French phrases; then the shooter 

grabbed me by the belt as he'd done on the roof and hauled 

me to my feet. When I immediately began to wilt the other 

one grabbed my arm and draped it around his shoulder; the 

shooter followed suit, and they dragged me suspended between 

them. They took me up the stairs and through a door into a 

corridor; it was carpeted, painted a pleasant green, and 

decorated with small but expensive-looking paintings. We 

rounded a corner and entered an auditorium or chapel. It 

had high ceilings, archways with intricate scrollwork, and 

in general looked very European. Perhaps fifty folding 

chairs faced a small stage; but in front of the stage, on a 

long, high table, rested a very expensive coffin. It was 

open, and it contained a body, but I couldn't see whose 

body. 
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It had to be Bellou. It had to be. Maybe he'd become a 

liability and his CIA controller had offed him, and I'd been 

made the fall guy. I didn't care, though: as long as Bellou 

was dead, I could die happy. 

My two jailers shoved me into a chair in the first row, 

made sure I didn't fall out of it, then left me alone. The 

"walk" had brought back the pain, but I was too excited by 

the coffin to pay much attention. As soon as things 

steadied, I stood, moved slowly to the coffin, and peered 

in, ready to rejoice. 

But Bellou wasn't in the coffin. Marco Jardine was. 

This sight literally staggered me--my knees buckled, 

and I would've cracked my chin on the edge of the coffin if 

I hadn't grabbed the coffin on the way down. I pulled myself 

upright, waited for the room to stop spinning, then turned 

and hobbled back towards the chairs. When I sat I knew I 

wouldn't remain seated for long; and I lay down on the two 

chairs to my left and shut my eyes. 

But almost immediately I heard voices, and two, maybe 

three people entered the room in a hurry. One voice--a 

British voice--barked, "Get him up! We've wasted enough time 

on these silly theatrics!" Big hands roughly sat me upright 

again, and I reluctantly opened my eyes. A tall, severe man 

in a dapper gray suit stood staring at me. He was bald with 

white hair around the sides of his head; and with his small 

white moustache and white triangle beard he looked like a 
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mad scientist from an old movie serial. All he needed was a 

monocle. 

He fell to his haunches before me and said, "Now, Mr. 

Torrance, unless you wish to die by degrees you'll tell us 

why you set up M. Jardine for your CIA friends." His was the 

British voice; it was cold and matter-of-fact. 

"Not bloody likely," I heard myself reply. 

"Hmph," the gray man said, "I expected as much. 

Marcel?" He straightened, and Janys's killer appeared and 

tossed a cup of water in my face. Only it was salt water, 

and I passed out from the shock, which I'm sure didn't make 

the mad scientist very happy. 

* "k * 

When I came to this time I found myself in a chair, in 

a study crowded with expensive books and more expensive 

kicknacks, and dominated by a huge desk of shining oak. The 

mad scientist was seated behind the desk, speaking angrily 

into the telephone. The first phrase coherent to me was, "Oh 

all right! We'll do it your way for now!" He slammed the 

receiver down; the sound made my head hurt and I groaned. 

"Ah, you're awake," he said; he might have been 

addressing a close friend awakening from a deep, satisfying 

sleep. He stood and scrutinized me as if he were a doctor, 

then sat again. "I . . . apologize for my earlier lack of 

consideration. I didn't realize you'd been so badly hurt." 

"I didn't, either," I rasped, and learned I'd better 
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not let my top teeth touch my bottom teeth or there'd be 

hell to pay. 

He folded his hands on the desk in front of him. "Now 

then, I want you to know that, if you're reasonable, I can 

promise you a quick, painless death, perhaps by lethal 

injection. Would that be satisfactory?" He seemed perfectly 

serious. 

"Sure--if I have long enough before the stuff takes 

effect to break your fucking neck." 

It'd been a good try under the circumstances, but he 

just laughed it off. "Don't waste your breath on threats, 

Mr. Torrance. I'm more afraid of M. Jardine dead than I am 

of you alive." He leaned forward, and I suddenly sensed the 

utter deadliness of a wild carnivore. "Now how about telling 

me what I want to know, eh?" 

"I didn't set Jardine up, mister. I wanted his help." 

The mad scientist took a deep breath and looked at the 

ceiling, then back at me. "I don't like liars, Torrance, 

they're a waste of time. You've been recognized as a former 

lieutenant of the Chicago police department, yet you prance 

into M. Jardine's office posing as a Treasury agent named 

Wilmington. You enlist M. Jardine's aid in locating some 

rogue CIA operative named Bellou. Your ID is professionally 

manufactured, and your information first-class. No simple 

ex-cop has access to those kinds of accessories. I shan't 

even mention the notarized amnesty document. Later you are 
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linked to the murder of another known CIA operative, someone 

named Munoz, after which you disappear. M. Jardine dies 

under quite extraordinary circumstances during your 

'absence,' and then you reappear surrounded by other CIA 

operatives whose job it is to resettle defectors. A damning 

collection of circumstances, wouldn't you agree?" 

It was my turn to laugh--this character thought I'd 

involved Jardine in a CIA power struggle--but I was afraid 

of the pain, and I hadn't the energy anyway. "If you say 

so," I said. "Mind if I ask who you are?" 

"Headley Whitehead," he answered with transparent 

pride. "I oversee M. Jardine's interests on a day-to-day 

basis." 

"Really? Then you had more to gain by his death than I 

did." 

Whitehead went beet-red, grabbed a pencil out of a 

silver coffee cup on the desk, and broke it. He threw the 

pieces on the desk, then took another deep breath, smoothed 

back the fuzz on his dome, and resumed his businesslike 

expression, complete with folded hands. 

"I'll have you know," he said, "that M. Jardine was 

universally beloved. I could no more kill him than I could 

kill her majesty the Queen!" 

"Sorry to ruffle your feathers, old bean." I decided 

I'd better watch my own feathers--Whitehead was a grade-A 

psycho. At least he didn't know about the germ. 
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But he knew too goddam much about too much else, maybe 

even including Frieda and Janie. "I was meeting some very-

important people when you hijacked me. And your goons wasted 

a nine-year veteran of CIA out there. If you think they're 

going to let you get away with this--" 

"Honestly, Torrance, do you think I care? The identity 

and purpose of those you met this afternoon, or the day 

before, or last year, is of less concern to me than the 

color of your clothes. My only concern is your role in M. 

Jardine's death. I'm convinced it's an important one." 

Inwardly I breathed a sigh of relief. Frieda and Janie 

were safe. 

But I was dead, and I was determined to keep my promise 

to myself to die happy. "My only concern, Mr. Zit-head, is 

that you arrive in hell in the shortest possible time." 

"Right, that does it." He picked up the phone, punched 

some numbers. "Simon? He won't talk. We'll be using the 

sodium pentothal. What? I don't care if he may have a bloody 

concussion!" A long pause, then: "Convulsions? Brain damage, 

you say?" He was red again; I expected more pencil splinters 

to fly any moment. But none did, and he gradually returned 

to his normal pallor. Finally he said, resignedly, "If you 

wish." 

Without looking up he broke the connection, punched in 

a new one. "Marcel? Come at once." He hung up and began 

drumming his fingers on the desk, staring far away; I might 
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not have been there. Perhaps thirty seconds passed before 

the door opened and heavy footsteps approached the desk. 

Whitehead snapped back to the present and commanded, "Right, 

take him. Find him something to eat, and make certain he 

stays warm down there. Bloody doctors," he added to himself. 

The newcomer picked the chair up, turned it around 

until it faced the door, then beckoned me to stand. It was 

Janys's killer again, and I briefly thought about faking a 

fainting spell and luring him close enough to kick that grin 

off his face. But I bravely decided against it, and obeyed 

his request. He stayed within arm's length of me all the way 

back to the basement. I told him I wasn't hungry, and that I 

was perfectly comfortable down there, but he grunted his 

disbelief and stated in very bad English that he'd get me 

some food and a blanket anyway. 

He'd been gone maybe a minute when I realized I was in 

deep shit after all--when they administered the sodium 

pentothal, I might tell them about the germ, too. I had no 

idea where it'd gone after it'd left Carlisle's house; for 

all I knew it could be hidden in a secret compartment behind 

the cooler at the Oak Brook Big House. Whitehead and company 

would turn the town upside down until they found it; when 

they did they'd probably try to sell it--maybe even to the 

Russians, who despite glasnost probably wouldn't hesitate to 

use it on our wheat crop. 

I didn't have long to reflect on my predicament, 
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however, because Marcel returned in the company of a round 

little man who spoke in the lacerated voice of a heavy-

smoker: "--Asset protection. A little simple asset 

protection, that's all I'm asking. You'd think someone with 

Whitehead's responsibilities would recognize the necessity. 

But that's a Limey for you--got crumpets where his brain 

should be." Marcel looked like he understood about a tenth 

of his chatter; I wished I were so lucky. 

The round man wheezed over to me, stood tapping one 

foot and pointing at the floor. "There! You see? A perfect 

example of Whitehead's complete and utter negligence. Get 

this puddle cleaned up at once. You've got to give some 

thought"--grabbing my head like a melon off the produce 

rack--"to the asset's environment"--shining a penlight in my 

eyes--"and so forth. You'd think I was talking about the lap 

of luxury"--lifting my chin, scrutinizing my nose--"when all 

I'm after are a few simple precautions"--crinkling his nose, 

stepping back. "Clean him up, too. With his nose broken he 

can't tell what he's done to himself." He turned and headed 

for the door, still chattering about "asset protection" and 

Whitehead's "idiocies." Marcel looked helplessly at the 

puddle for a long time, then shrugged, grabbed my arm, and 

led me up the stairs. 

* * * 

An hour later I was showered, dressed in clean clothes, 

and seated behind a TV tray in a little anteroom. A bowl of 
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yellow soup--I guessed it was chicken broth, though of 

course I couldn't tell for sure--steamed in front of me, and 

a plate contained a lump of warmed bread and a pat of 

butter. I wasn't hungry; my head hurt too much, and I was 

worried about the upcoming bout with the sodium pentothal. 

In the shower I'd decided my only chance was to try to kill 

myself before it could be administered. Evidently Whitehead 

and company had thought of that, though: the butter knife 

was too dull to do me any real damage. 

I sat staring at the soup for a while, or until Marcel 

appeared in the doorway and frowned. I decided to eat 

slowly, but the soup was getting cold so I scratched that 

idea fairly quickly. When I was almost finished, the round 

man poked his head in, smiled, said, "There! You see? It's a 

simple thing, isn't it? A shower, a meal, a few standard 

amenities. . . ."He waddled away, still chattering. 

* * -k 

Back in the basement I noticed the floor was clean, the 

cot had a fresh sheet, and heavy blankets lay folded on it. 

Someone had also provided an electric space heater. Asset 

protection. 

I sat on the cot in the dark and considered my 

situation with increasing desperation. My new clothes had no 

belt, so I couldn't hang myself from one of the pipes. I 

could start a fire with the space heater, but alarms would 

sound long before any serious damage could be done. I 
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couldn't smother myself, or smash my head against the 

concrete walls; and my captors were sure to have cleared the 

basement of any useful implements. Even if they hadn't I'd 

never find them, because the light switch was in the hall 

outside. I wondered if there were some way of tricking 

Marcel or one of his clones into killing me. I soon decided 

there wasn't, since they'd get to kill me anyway after I was 

through telling Whitehead everything he wanted to know and, 

thanks to the sodium pentothal, a lot more he didn't. 

So, instead of being a player in the great game of 

international intrigue, I was going to be driven to a 

sanitary landfill right here in the good ol' USA and 

murdered by a common thug. I remembered Janys's complaints 

about containing crime instead of attacking it, and decided, 

in this case at least, she'd been right. 

She was dead, though, so I'd never be able to tell her. 

My head felt thick and fuzzy, like a big sponge, with a 

hollow rock where my nose should have been. I was very tired 

all of a sudden, and I lay back on the cot. My food must 

have been drugged--not heavily, since "Simon" feared I had a 

concussion, but enough to keep me out of trouble until I was 

well enough to die. 

35 

I was awakened by a thud against the floor overhead. 

Another thud followed, though it was farther away, and I 

heard shouting. More thuds, then some cracks and pops--
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gunfire. Finally, from right outside the basement door, came 

the rat-tat-tat of an automatic weapon. Something heavy hit 

the door, and a sort of gurgling sound followed. 

The light came on. I rolled off the cot and made my way 

into a narrow gap I'd noticed between the furnace and the 

wall. The door opened and two pairs of feet clambered down 

the steps. "Where the hell is he?" a voice cried. Another 

shouted, "Torrance? Come on out! We're here to help you!" I 

stayed where I was. 

"Go back up the stairs and get that guy," the second 

voice said. I heard feet on the stairs again, then they 

returned more slowly, making some odd noises. I quickly 

discovered the noises were a man cursing in a British 

accent. 

"He's here, there's no way out," Whitehead pleaded. It 

sounded like someone had his hand on his throat. Then he 

cried, "For Christ's sake, Torrance, they're going to kill 

me!" 

It could have been a trick, but I remembered Whitehead 

didn't like to waste time on "theatrics." I crawled out of 

my hiding place. 

Two men stood there, wearing black outfits and carrying 

automatic weapons with night sights and heavy silencers. 

Another had Whitehead in a full-nelson. "Torrance?" one of 

the armed men asked. I nodded. "Come with us." They began 

moving towards the stairs. 
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The third man released Whitehead and shoved him away, 

then whipped out a pistol and pointed it at his head. "No!" 

I shouted, and leaped backwards and batted his gun arm down; 

this confused one of the other two and he pointed his weapon 

at me. "No," I said calmly, "leave him alone. We can call 

the cops and blame all this on him. He's just the type." My 

rescuers seemed to consider this, then motioned me to follow 

them up the stairs. I looked back at Whitehead; he was 

sitting on the cot, staring off somewhere. 

It's not much of an exaggeration to say there were 

bodies everywhere. None of them, however, wore black outfits 

like my rescuers'. We picked our way rapidly around them and 

went right out the front door, which was blocked from 

outside view by a moving van, one of those orange ones with 

the highway sign on it. It was night, and I couldn't see any 

stars. We were motioned into the back of the moving van by 

another man in black, almost invisible in the darkness. The 

house loomed huge behind us; I smelled the lake, and I 

decided it was probably Jardine's North Shore estate. Inside 

the moving van was a black Mercedes limo; I was motioned to 

get in the back seat. Someone slammed the back doors of the 

van, and we lurched away from the house. 

Inside the limo was a smallish man with a sunken face 

and a shock of brown hair. He was wearing a wrinkled, cheap-

looking suit. He seemed to have been dozing; the last inch 

or so of a thin cigar showed between two fingers. His eyes 
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snapped open and he constructed a thin if weary smile when I 

got settled. "Mr. Torrance," he said in a deep voice with an 

East European accent. He leaned forward, peered closely at 

my face, leaned back. "You do not seem much the worse for 

wear," he observed. 

"Most of the damage is to my pride. How'd you find me?" 

"We have had this house under electronic surveillance 

for some time. When Mr. Whitehead announced he was going to 

use truth serum on you, we decided we had better get you 

out. " 

"Thanks. The Company send you?" 

The man smiled. "No." 

I hesitated, then tried it anyway: "Kohls?" 

"No. My name is Alexei Grubrusarikov. I am a senior 

official of the Soviet consulate in Chicago. I am also--how 

shall I put this?--a special operative of the Soviet 

Committee for State Security." He leaned forward again, hand 

outstretched. 

Committee for State Security. KGB. Sponsors of the 

worldwide terrorist network. 

I didn't shake hands. 

"Do you mind if I smoke, Mr. Torrance?" Grubrusarikov 

asked. If he was disappointed I hadn't shaken hands he 

didn't show it. "I am told you quit smoking years ago, but I 

lack your convictions." He reached into a pocket of his 

sport jacket and pulled out a box of thin cigars. He took 
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too long making a selection, then replaced the box and 

pulled a lighter out of the other pocket. He lit the cigar 

and inhaled deeply. "Cuban," he sighed. "There are some 

advantages to being a Soviet citizen." 

He shifted in his seat, looked away from me. "I 

apologize for the, er, rough time you have had. We were 

developing a plan to acquire you ourselves, but Whitehead--I 

believe the expression is 'beat us to it.'" He paused, 

looked back over at me briefly, then away again. "And, of 

course, I deeply regret the death of your lovely Miss 

Gruenwald." 

"She wouldn't have regretted yours," I grunted. 

"No, she would not. Nor I daresay would you at this 

moment. Your attitude towards certain activities of my 

government is well known to me." 

"How?" 

He might not have heard. "I must ask that you try to 

understand, and cooperate with us when the time comes. I 

assure you, we have not saved your life only to kill you 

later." 

"Surely not." 

The moving van stopped. A moment later the rear doors 

opened, and I heard someone enter the van and get in the 

lime's front seat on the driver's side. An electric motor 

whined, and the driver started the car. Perhaps thirty 

seconds passed, then the driver began backing up. We angled 
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sharply down, probably out of the van, then we leveled off 

again, backed up some more, turned left and headed forward. 

I couldn't see where we were going: the limo's glass was 

heavily shielded. 

"You have been victimized by coincidence several times 

over the course of this operation," the Russian went on 

conversationally. "I am pleased this one worked in your 

favor." 

"What the hell are you talking about?" I groaned. 

"Our surveillance of Jardine's organization. Otherwise, 

we would have had no more idea who acquired you than CIA 

does." 

"Why would the KGB be interested in a small-time 

operator like Jardine?" 

"Because, Mr. Torrance, he is not a small-time 

operator. Jardine was of the milieu. Do you understand?" 

I shook my head. 

"Ah, you Americans," he sighed. "How is it a people 

with so little appreciation for history are winning it? The 

milieu, my friend, is what you Americans call the Corsican 

mafia." 

"Really. I thought we called it the French Connection." 

"Of course. You know the movies." He puffed deeply on 

the cigar, went on, "The French Connection, Mr. Torrance, is 

becoming very important to my people. The Chinese triads 

have developed their own delivery routes, cut off the milieu 
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from their operations. This has left the Corsicans with a 

relatively small business in what I believe you would call 

Turkish brown. They ship it to their Sicilian cousins in 

this country, where it can't compete with China white. 

Naturally, the Corsicans are looking for new ventures." 

"Such as your black market." 

"Just so. In partnership with several others Jardine 

controls the Soviet black market. His people know how to get 

Western merchandise into my country--and, of course, people 

out of my country. And, thanks to some, er, arrangements 

with some of our less zealous bureaucrats, milieu agents 

have virtual freedom of movement within the Soviet Union. 

The CIA has availed itself of Jardine's resources on a 

number of occasions." 

Of course it had. That explained the ready availability 

of the amnesty document, as well as the "professionally 

manufactured" fake ID. Somehow Jim France had found out 

about Jardine's affiliations and had applied pressure in the 

right places to get these "accessories." But it would have 

to have been pretty serious pressure. I doubted Jim France 

had had that much clout, and he would never have involved 

the Bureau until he had a rock-solid case. Which meant he'd 

had someone else behind him. But who? 

"I'm afraid our rescuing you will reveal our presence 

here," the Russian was saying. "Moscow is likely to be 

displeased at this turn of events, but steps had to be taken 
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to--how do you say--'pull your fat from the fire.'" 

"Exactly how displeased will Moscow be?" I think I 

accompanied this with an evil grin, but the way my face felt 

I couldn't be sure. 

He ignored me, though. "It is my opinion that Jardine's 

organization should have been dealt with some time ago, and 

in a much more subtle fashion. But it takes the Committee 

longer to make a decision than it takes the British, and, 

unfortunately, such things are not my province--" 

"Look, Ivan, you've convinced me you and your 

'Committee' superiors are hopeless incompetents. Just get to 

the point." 

"If you insist," he sighed after a moment. "The point 

is that we have known about the Agolmirth strain almost 

since its creation." 

When the universe winked back in he was holding the 

cigar box in front of me. "Are you certain you will not, er, 

indulge?" he asked with genuine sympathy. I grabbed one 

without thinking, bit off the end, and accepted a light. I 

breathed in deeply, without coughing. Apparently smoking was 

the only thing I could still do well. 

"I cannot divulge the identity of our source, simply 

because I do not know it. The Committee is highly 

compartmentalized, and the identity of individual agents is 

not my province." He seemed happy I was enjoying the cigar, 

and visibly relaxed a little. "I can assure you, however, it 
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was not Vladimir Gorodenko, who I understand was a friend of 

yours." 

"He was," I muttered. 

"Our source--I believe his designation was Baikal--was 

negligent in his duty, in that he did not report the 

creation of the strain immediately. He will be disciplined, 

but in retrospect I cannot fault him--serious accidents 

occur at your so-called agricultural facilities quite often, 

and usually those responsible destroy the new strains 

immediately to cover their incompetence." 

"As opposed to Soviet scientists, who never make 

mistakes." 

Again, he ignored the taunt. "However, he began to grow 

suspicious when certain scientists began meeting with the 

facility security director, Denton Carlisle. As I understand 

it, such activity was not normal--" 

"Look, I already know all this was going on right under 

my nose and I didn't notice. Why don't you just call me an 

idiot and spare me the slow torture?" 

"Please, Mr. Torrance, do not misunderstand. I make no 

reproach. I am. . . merely making conversation, to make our 

journey pass more quickly." 

"Mind telling me our 'destination'?" 

"You will learn soon enough." He consulted a 

wristwatch. "We are almost there, in fact." He sighed. "May 

I continue?" 
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"Why not," I shrugged, and tried to tune him out. 

"It was decided to introduce electronic surveillance 

into Carlisle's residence. But the material gleaned from 

that proved inconclusive, and--" 

"Were you still maintaining that surveillance when I 

met Kohls and Janys there?" 

"Yes, of course. That meeting--how do you say--put 

together the--" 

"The missing pieces, I know." Assuming Janys--the 

security expert!--had phoned the safe house from Carlisle's, 

it also told the Russians where I was. Had they been the 

ones in the car that night? Would Grubrusarikov tell me if 

they were? Probably not; it'd been a botched operation. And, 

come to think of it, they hadn't been speaking Russian. I 

sighed heavily, rested my head in my hands. "Great, just 

great. Go on." 

"When Gorodenko was killed in that auto accident, it 

was decided the situation had become unstable. Attempts were 

made to smuggle a sample of the strain out of the facility, 

but these--I believe the metaphor is, 'never got off the 

ground.' Baikal then persuaded his superiors that he would 

be a valuable member of the team selected to test the strain 

in--Westconsin?" 

"Wisconsin." 

"Thank you. I always seem to mispronounce that name." 

"Lots of people do. Anyway, I showed up and ruined the 
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test, too." Who had Baikal been? One of the scientists? A 

lab assistant? "I imagine you've sprung your man from jail 

by now?" 

"Some time ago, yes." He seemed annoyed by this. "It 

was fortuitous for us that you decided to bring the strain 

back here. However, the strain was separated from you and 

moved to a secure location before we could marshall 

sufficient resources to acquire it ourselves." 

Didn't this guy know any other word besides "acquire"? 

Just once I would've liked to hear "kidnap" or "steal." "If 

you think I know where that secure location is, you're out 

of luck." 

More annoyance. "I do not think you know where it is, 

Mr. Torrance, nor do I think you would tell me if you did." 

"Then why go to all this trouble? And don't tell me 

it's from fear of Jardine's people getting the germ." 

Pity replaced the annoyance. "Is saving your life not 

sufficient reason?" 

I turned away. "Not for you people, no." 

"Why? Because we are Russian? Because we are savages 

who promote blowing up schoolbuses and machine-gunning 

boatloads of tourists?" 

"You said it, not me." 

"Then permit me this one small act of redemption." He 

shrugged. "Let us just say, I find you an interesting man, 

Mr. Torrance. At my age, interesting people are worth 
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saving, if only to keep life itself interesting." 

His sincerity made this statement all the more 

unbelieveable. "I'm flattered, but there are others more 

deserving." 

"Actually, I think there are one or two, perhaps even 

three other people who value your existence." 

The limo eased to a stop and the engine died. The 

driver opened my door first, then the Russian's. We'd 

stopped at a nondescript house, probably somewhere in the 

northwest suburbs--there was a vaguely country smell in the 

air. Grubrusarikov crushed his cigar in the gutter, then 

motioned me towards the house. There were no guns on me, but 

the limo driver was leaning against the car, waiting for me 

to try something. In my condition, trying something was not 

a consideration, and after reluctantly crushing out my own 

cigar I proceded up the walk. The door opened before I could 

knock; behind me, I heard the driver enter the limo and 

start the engine. As I entered the house, the sun rose above 

the houses across the street. 

A stout, elderly woman courtsied and led us through a 

small entryway into a dining room. Places were set for five, 

the dishes and silverware classic in their simplicity. A 

large buffet at one end of the room contained more of the 

same. I was hungry; I hoped I wouldn't be asked to eat 

borsht. I sat, but Grubrusarikov went into the kitchen, 

spoke in a low voice with the woman, then returned and sat. 
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"The others are late," he explained apologetically. "If they 

are not here in ten minutes, I have instructed Mrs. Borisov 

to serve us." 

"Thanks," I said noncommitally. I stood and wandered 

slowly through the house. Grubrusarikov didn't seem to mind 

that I did so unescorted, though the house was obviously a 

KGB safe house, with Mrs. Borisov playing Tucker's role. I 

wondered how many advanced degrees she held. The place was 

spotless, and the furniture was plain but looked 

comfortable. The walls were tastefully decorated with a few 

traditional American prints. Lenin's portrait, which I'd 

assumed would adorn every wall, was nowhere to be seen. 

Maybe it was suspended over one of the beds upstairs. 

My tour ended, I returned to the dining room and sat. 

Grubrusarikov, sipping tea from a traditional Russian glass, 

seemed oblivious to my presence, or maybe he'd just gotten 

tired of protesting his noble intentions. I was amazed he 

actually seemed to think I should trust him. No doubt the 

"others" he'd mentioned were some sort of soft interrogation 

team--if I'd gotten anything at all out of this Agolmirth 

mess, it was a firm grasp of spy lingo--that would rapidly 

turn hard if I didn't come across with something. But what 

could they possibly want? They knew more than I did, for 

Christ's sake. 

But if that were the case, why shouldn't I ask them 

something--the one question, in fact, they would almost 
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certainly know the answer to? "I guess you know my 

involvement in all this is just another coincidence," I 

began, and Grubrusarikov nodded noncommitally. "Actually, I 

was interested in helping someone prove a terrorist named 

Bellou was working with the CIA. I've been shown certain 

indicators"--more spy lingo--"but I think you can tell me if 

it's true." 

"It is," the Russian said soberly. "It is a rogue 

operation initiated by one of those ad hoc committees you 

Americans love so much. It does not have the Director's 

approval or support. And the murder of Jardine, who is a 

much more valuable asset, to protect Bellou was a stupid, 

stupid move. It will--I believe the metaphor is, 'bring the 

world down' on the head of Bellou's control, and Bellou's 

effectiveness will be severely curtailed." 

"That should make you happy." 

"It does. But not for the reason you think. I am no 

more a lover of terrorists than you are. Unlike you, 

however, I had no choice but to approve their use." 

"There's always a choice. But then, I guess you'd be 

more afraid of the gulags than most of the people you put in 

them. It's kind of like a cop going to jail in this country-

-they don't usually last very long." 

The Russian smiled wearily. "Mr. Torrance, I understand 

your need to feel shame because you were rescued by Soviet 

action--" 
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"Go ahead, brag--" 

"I am not bragging, and you are trying too hard to hate 

me." 

"I'm not trying hard enough. Just wait, though--when 

your torturers get started on me--" 

"There are no torturers," he snapped. "Must I renounce 

my Soviet citizenship to convince you the sole purpose of 

our action was to save your life?" 

As if in answer there was a knock at the door. Mrs. 

Borisov scurried through the room and pulled the door open. 

Immediately I heard a familiar voice--female and sobbing, 

another, older, exasperated female voice trying to be 

comforting, and a familiar male voice greeting Mrs. Borisov. 

Frozen in my chair, I watched as Janie, Frieda, and 

then Paul Judd entered the room. "Hello, Stan," he said. 

"I'm sorry." 

36 

"Son of a bitch!" I bellowed, and launched myself at 

him, but all I accomplished was to knock Janie down and ram 

Frieda into a wall. Judd just stepped back out of the way 

and I hit the floor hard. Mrs. Borisov aimed a small 

automatic at my head, but Grubrusarikov snapped at her in 

Russian and she immediately pocketed it and backed away. 

After a moment Judd bent down and extended his hand. I waved 

it away, and managed to pull myself into a sitting position 

on the hard floor. To my right, Mrs. Borisov helped Janie 



468 

stand. 

Judd squatted beside me, jerked his head towards 

Grubrusarikov. "How much has he told you?" he asked. 

"Enough. I should have known better than to trust you. 

Selling declassified documents, writing novels about 

Americans being the bad guys--" 

"Well, it's true in this case, isn't it?" He stood, 

extended his hand again. This time I accepted, if 

reluctantly. 

Janie had stopped crying, but she was looking around 

wild-eyed. Frieda was sitting next to Grubrusarikov; they 

were talking as if they were old friends. As I sat she 

looked up at me and asked, "What happened to your face, 

Stan? That babe kick you out of bed?" 

I felt like I was being sucked down a black hole. 

"Jesus, are you working for the Russians, too? Is this how 

you've 'managed' since you lost your job with Peter Kramer?" 

To Grubrusarikov: "Better reconsider, pal, she's pretty hard 

to handle. Too damn independent." 

"Fuck you!" she cried, on her feet. 

"Please, this is getting us nowhere," Grubrusarikov 

said wearily, raising a hand. "She is not in our employ, 

Torrance, nor is your daughter our hostage. Mr. Judd and I 

have been in contact with them since your return to Chicago. 

It is partly out of consideration for their feelings that 

we--" 
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"Cut the bullshit, Ivan! Frieda hates my guts!" 

"Jartie doesn't," Judd said. "She thinks you're a hero." 

He'd sat next to her and had an arm around her shoulders. I 

wanted to kill him worse for that than for betraying me. 

But at last I understood. "You think I'm a hero, too, 

don't you," I told Grubrusarikov, "because Frieda's told you 

I refused to carry the germ into Russia. Well, if you've got 

any thoughts about giving me the Order of Lenin--" 

"Jesus, Stan, lighten up!" Frieda cried. "These people 

saved your life! And since your CIA babe's gone to the great 

passion pit in the sky, they've offered to protect us from 

the bad guys, too." 

"You can stay right here in Chicago," Judd said, "and 

you don't have to change your name or anything." 

I wanted to laugh. "For Christ's sake, Frieda--do you 

really think the KGB can protect us? Here in America? From 

Americans?" 

"What would you suggest, a cheap self-defense course?" 

Behind her sneer was a smile. 

"The Committee has been protecting people in America 

for over sixty years, and Judd here for nearly twenty," 

Grubrusarikov added drily. 

Was everyone in the room insane? Was I insane and hal-

lucinating all this? "You idiot," I hollered at Frieda, 

"you've made a deal with the devil here! There's no telling 

what these people are going to ask in return!" 
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Grubrusarikov spoke softly. "We are not trying to 

recruit you, Torrance. Or blackmail you. As I said, I have 

reached that point in life when curiosities like yourself 

are of value in themselves. If you want to take your family 

and walk out of here now, you are free to do so. The offer 

of protection stands." 

This confused the hell out of me, of course, and I just 

sat there gaping. Silence fell as everyone gaped back at me; 

they looked as if they were awaiting a papal edict. 

And then Frieda shrugged. "I guess we're staying, so 

can we eat, please? I'm starved. Stan, you'll love Mrs. 

Borisov's cooking." And suddenly everything seemed to make 

sense again. 

* * * 

I might've "loved" Mrs. Borisov's cooking if I hadn't 

had a broken nose. Listening to the jolly, relaxed 

conversation around the table, which reminded me of a church 

social, didn't help, either. Maybe I just didn't like the 

fact that Janie seemed taken with Paul Judd, and that Frieda 

could laugh and joke so easily with a KGB officer. Or maybe 

I just didn't like being ignored. 

Finally I interrupted a particularly friendly exchange 

between Janie and Judd with, "So you were Baikal's control? 

That was your job?" 

"Yup," Judd chirped, as if I'd asked him if the Cubs 

had won. "First time I've ever run an agent. It was a lot 
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harder than I thought it'd be, but Alex here was very 

understanding. Plus I got great computer stuff--top-of-the-

line hacker and decoding software." 

"Did the KGB set you up in that bookstore?" 

"Yeah. It was my idea. Alex didn't like it at first, 

but I told him nothing worked like hiding in plain sight." 

He'd been right. "How much of your legend is true?" 

"Almost all of it. I did run a radical newspaper, and I 

was recruited by the Chinese. It was chic to work for them--

you know, the Great Leap Forward, the Red Guards, all that 

stuff--because they were real revolutionaries." His tone was 

heavy with sarcasm. "But I bailed out when it turned out my 

handler--Alex again--was KGB." 

"A false-flag recruitment?" 

"Very good, Stan, I'm impressed." No sarcasm now. "Alex 

was pretty civilized about the whole thing. Didn't even try 

to blackmail me, just cut me loose, and actually apologized 

for the false flag. I figured he'd played the game about as 

fair as the game allows, so in return I kept my yap shut 

when the FBI came calling." 

"That's when they broke your wife's eardrums?" 

"Right again. She didn't know anything about my, uh, 

associations, of course, but that didn't stop them." 

"I'm sorry, Paul." What else was there to say? 

"Don't be. I've gotten even over the years. I've been 

able to document several cases of US-sponsored terrorism, 
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mostly in Central America. I brought them to certain 

people's attention, and that brought me to Alex's attention 

again. He asked me if I'd like to keep doing what I was 

doing and get paid for it. Not being a complete idiot, I 

said sure." He leaned towards me across the table. "Face it. 

Both sides created some monsters, and now both sides know 

they've got to destroy them. You and Alex and I are after 

the same thing here, Stan. We've just been getting paid from 

different banks." 

I tried to ignore this. "Did you know about the CIA 

running Bellou?" 

"I'd suspected something off-color there for a while, 

but I couldn't get close enough to be sure. When you 

described the scenario for your novel the morning I picked 

you up at O'Hare, I knew you were tracking him, too, and I 

decided to let you run with it for a while. That also 

convinced me you were an okay guy, by the way." 

"Thanks," I grunted. 

"You're welcome. Yeah, we were in kind of a holding 

pattern vis-a-vis Agolmirth by then. I would have steered 

you back there eventually, though." 

"You were the linchpin of our operation," Grubrusarikov 

interjected. "Had you not wandered into Judd's shop that 

day, we would have devised a means to contact you." 

"Why me?" 

"You thought Gorodenko had been murdered," Judd said. 
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"That told us a number of things, the most important of 

which was that you weren't in on the Agolmirth conspiracy. 

We kept stringing you along while we tried to smuggle out a 

sample. When that failed we were all set to try to turn you, 

but that Munoz deal blew up and you had to run. We could 

have helped you if you'd come to us, but of course you 

didn't know that." 

"And did you always know what Kohls really wanted with 

the germ?" 

"Pretty much. Alex will tell you he's been on the KGB's 

A-list of psychos for a lot of years." 

He heaped more French toast on Janie's plate, then did 

the same to his own, and drowned them both in syrup. Trying 

to keep his attention from her, I asked, "So--you really do 

write books?" 

"Yeah, great cover, huh? I can do all this shi--uh, 

stuff, and if the Bureau or anyone else hassles me I can 

claim I'm doing research. I've let them bust me a time or 

two, as I may have told you, and they go away thinking 

they've righted a great wrong. Keeps me free to do what's 

necessary." 

He'd been pretty clever. I had to give him that. 

Our conversation had drawn the attention of Frieda, who 

was on her third slice of French toast. "Everything 

copacetic between you two now?" she asked. 

"Perfectly," I snapped. "Mind if I ask what the hell 
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you're doing here? Besides having the last laugh, of 

course?" 

"Trying to get you to join the good guys," she said, 

mouth full. Syrup ran down her chin, and I felt a momentary 

twinge in my loins, which in turn made me think of Janys, 

the one who'd drained beer bottles in six seconds, not the 

one I'd left full of holes on a rooftop. 

"I joined the good guys years ago," I said, "and you 

gave me hell for it." To Judd: "Am I right in thinking there 

is one small catch in all this?" 

"Yes," he admitted, but his tone suggested I'd readily 

agree. "We're going to get you the germ. And then we'd like 

you to finish what you started when you came back here." 

"You mean, go to the Tribune and play show and tell." 

"Leaving us out, of course," Grubrusarikov suggested 

firmly. 

"You're sure I'll do that?" 

Judd grinned. "Like I said, Stan, you're an okay guy." 

The thought of doing anything the Russians wanted still 

pushed the wrong buttons, though, and I automatically 

protested, "No one will believe me." 

"We've convinced several of the scientists to act as 

witnesses," Grubrusarikov said. 

"In exchange for your protection," I muttered. He 

nodded. I threw my napkin down in a gesture of surrender and 

sighed, "Okay, boys, you got me. I can't think of a single 
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good reason to refuse. Never thought I'd say that to a 

Russian." 

"Alex has a way with these things," Judd chuckled. 

"It is my job to 'have a way.'" Grubrusarikov's tone 

was similarly jocular, though he'd been visibly relieved by 

my declaration. "Whatever else I am, I am also a diplomat. 

And the secret of diplomacy is to ask people to do that 

which they secretly want to do, that which they know they 

should do, but need an excuse to do." 

A phone rang somewhere, probably in the kitchen. I 

heard Mrs. Borisov answer in Russian. Grubrusarikov said, 

"We have the location of the strain. Arrangements are being 

made to acquire it. All we need do is wait here comfortably 

until--" 

Mrs. Borisov slammed down the phone and hurtled into 

the room, looking very afraid. Grubrusarikov immediately 

stood and ordered her to the kitchen. Everyone, myself 

included, turned and watched and tried to hear. 

Perhaps thirty seconds later Grubrusarikov returned and 

announced, "Kohls collected the germ last night and 

disappeared." 

"Christ almighty," Judd breathed. "Any idea where he 

is?" 

"His location can be easily determined. The location of 

the strain, however, cannot." 

"He's gotten rid of it," I said after a silence. "And 
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it's my fault he did." 

Surprisingly--or maybe not--it was Frieda who demanded, 

"How the hell is it your fault?" 

"Because I got Janys Gruenwald killed. Remember, she 

told Kohls she shot me trying to escape and that she'd 

deliver the germ herself. But when she didn't show up to 

claim it, he probably didn't have a third backup ready, and 

he wouldn't risk bringing the germ into Russia himself. So 

he dumped it." 

"You mean--he released it?" she quavered. 

"No, he wouldn't release it here." I thought a moment, 

then ventured, "You know, he might have sold it." 

"No way," Judd said. "He'd destroy it to cover his 

ass." 

"I don't think so. All along he's acted like an 

untouchable. He doesn't need protection--he needs money." 

"Sorry, Stan, but Kohls has financing like Colombia has 

cocaine. Those hundreds that pub owner gave you probably 

came from at least three different covert stashes." 

I didn't doubt it. "Yeah, but will he still have access 

to those stashes after he's cancelled the conference and his 

backers find out what's gone down? If nothing else they'll 

learn Kohls doesn't care squat about the security of the 

United States. He's really just a garden-variety 

megalomaniac who wants to be remembered as the man who 

brought down the Soviet Union. This particular scheme has 
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fallen apart, but he's probably got a couple dozen others on 

the drawing board. If he sells Agolmirth he won't need any 

backers to finance them." 

Judd looked at Grubrusarikov, who nodded, then back at 

me. "Okay, you've been closer to the man than we have. Who 

do you think he'd sell it to?" 

"Why don't we just ask him? This whole thing has been a 

game to him. I think he'd tell us just to keep it going." 

Judd looked at Grubrusarikov again, who pondered a 

moment, then said, "It shall be done." He started towards 

the kitchen, then stopped. "I will also arrange for you to 

be examined by a doctor." Then he proceded out. Judd sat 

still for a moment, looked ill at ease, then left me alone 

with Frieda and Janie. 

Silence fell like a wrecking ball. I tried to feel the 

sense of--comfort? security?--whatever it was you're 

supposed to feel when you're alone with your family for the 

first time since Christmas, but it wasn't there. In fact, I 

felt as if it were standing just out of reach, warily 

watching. 

Presently, Janie got up and went to the kitchen. This 

bothered me, and I knew it bothered Frieda, but I also knew 

neither of us would say anything about it. Finally, just to 

say something, I asked, "How long have you known the 

Russian?" 

I was surprised how eager she was to answer; she'd 
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always hated my "interrogations" before. "Day after I got 

out of jail, there was a note in the envelope the Sun-Times 

gives you to pay your bill." (I read the Tribune, she read 

the Sun-Times. That's a good summary of our relationship 

right there.) "Kohls's people had already told me you were 

okay, and that they'd be contacting me so I could see you. 

But this note said that if I wanted to know what you were 

really into, I should go to that little donut shop next to 

the Burlington tracks every day at 8:45, order a cappacino, 

and be reading the Tribune sports page." She crinkled her 

nose in teasing disgust, then seemed to shrink a little. "It 

took me a week to get up the nerve to do it, but I finally 

did." 

Good girl. Janys's limited operational resources had 

probably prevented her from having Frieda watched more than 

a couple days. After that she'd had no choice but to grade 

Frieda clean. 

I started to tell Frieda this, but paying her a 

compliment was almost as disagreeable as trusting the 

Russians, so, instead, I said, "Judd met you there?" 

"Yeah, and brought me here to meet Alex." 

Christ, why did she insist on calling him "Alex"? "Mr. 

Grubrusarikov" wasn't that hard to pronounce. "And they told 

you eve ryt h i ng ?" 

She nodded. "Alex said they were going to stop the 

operation, and that they'd try to keep you from getting 
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hurt, but they couldn't guarantee anything. I didn't really 

believe them, but I think they knew that." 

"But you played along anyway?" 

"Yeah. Paul kept me up to date on a fairly regular 

basis, both on what you were doing and the plans to stop 

you. I figured they didn't have to do that. It sort of 

convinced me they were good guys." 

This rankled me no end. "You could have gone to the 

FBI. " 

She hardened a little. "Alex expressly said I 

shouldn't--" 

"Naturally. He's a Soviet agent." 

"--Because as soon as the FBI knew a Soviet agent had 

contacted me, Kohls would get wind of it and shut down the 

operation. That meant you'd be killed." 

I discovered I couldn't argue with that. 

I looked up at her; she was standing there, breathing a 

little hard, fists clenching and unclenching. But she was 

just standing there, in silence, claws in, not swooping down 

for the kill. Maybe all this time spent with "Alex" and 

"Paul" had civilized her a little. Not knowing whether to be 

happy or sad about that, I turned away again and asked, 

"Why'd the first attempt to meet me abort?" 

"Somebody followed us, and we couldn't shake them." 

Just like the guys who'd come after Janys and me. "Finally 

they just left. Kind of sudden, too." Our pursuers had 
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probably called Frieda's off when we'd escaped. "I thought 

they were Russians and I called Paul and bitched him out. I 

probably shouldn't have, but I was pissed. He didn't know 

what I was talking about, and then later Alex assured me 

they weren't anybody he knew." 

Who then, dammit? Jardine's creeps? No, he'd been 

killed sometime after that. Christ, weren't there enough 

players in this game already? 

"Let's wrap this up," I sighed. "If you already knew 

everything, why'd you make me tell it all over again at the 

second meeting?" 

"Because," she replied testily, "like I said, I didn't 

really believe everything Paul and Alex had told me. But I 

knew if anyone would tell me the truth, you would." Her tone 

told me I shouldn't consider this a compliment. 

So I didn't. "What was their plan to liberate me?" 

"They were going to bust in on the meeting, pretend to 

kidnap all of us." 

"Why didn't they?" 

"Alex said your news about being out of the operation 

surprised them. He wasn't thrilled about the babe hiding 

us--" 

"He'd already offered you Soviet protection?" 

She nodded. "But he thought her plan was pretty sound, 

and that it would keep his people from having to reveal 

themselves until they were ready to grab the germ." 
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"Then your temper tantrum was mostly an act?" 

"Not really. Alex told me I shouldn't tell you about 

them at any time and under any circumstances, but I didn't 

think that covered you being out of the operation. Besides, 

after hearing your story I thought I could trust them more 

than I could trust that babe. So I was all set to tell you 

about Alex. I figured it would make them come in after us. 

They were late anyway, and I--" 

"Wait a minute, what do you mean, 'make them come in'? 

Were you wearing a wire or something?" 

"Of course I was. They wanted to hear your side of the 

story, too." 

"You mean, they wanted to be certain I hadn't really 

thrown in with Kohls." I remembered Judd flattering me, 

calling me an "okay guy," and added, "Bastards," under my 

breath. "So why didn't you tell me about 'Alex'?" I sneered. 

She flushed. "Because you started preaching about 

'duty' and 'self-actualization,' and I just said fuck it." 

She turned away. "You're so self-righteous, you wouldn't've 

listened anyway." 

Nah, Judd and Grubrusarikov hadn't civilized her--she'd 

just been setting me up for the inevitable kick in the 

crotch. Well, after winning our last battle, I knew I could 

kick back just as hard. "For God's sake, Frieda, after all 

the crap you've spewed over the years, did you really expect 

me to listen?" 
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"That's right," she sighed, folding her arms, "miss the 

point. But don't miss an opportunity to truss yourself up in 

your moral straitjacket and belt out another sermon." 

"Somebody in the family's got to wear one," I groaned. 

She turned and smiled mockingly. "Yours has been so 

tight for so long it's cutting off the flow of blood to your 

brain!" 

Now she went for the kill, charging around the table 

towards me. "All your life, Stan Torrance, you've had this 

incredibly strong sense of right and wrong, good and evil, 

friends and enemies. But it's brought you nothing but 

disappointment and pain. And as your disappointments have 

piled up, you've clung all the more fiercely to your ideals. 

Instead of a weapon to attack with, they've become a wall to 

hide behind. And when that wall became so thick you started 

shutting me out--" 

"You threw me out!" 

"You were too good, too pure! You couldn't tolerate any 

weakness! You couldn't tolerate any humanity any more, not 

only in me and Janie but in yourself!" 

"You know," I smirked, "that's a great example of what 

I mean by 'crap.' Only you would equate humanity and 

weakness. The truth of the matter is--" 

"The truth of the matter is, even if I hadn't 'spewed 

crap,' you never would have even listened to Paul and 

Alex's offer because your stupid moral straitjacket won't 
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let you be friends with Russians under any circumstances!" 

I had her. "I was friends with Gorodenko. If you 

recall, that's how all this got started." 

She strode away from me. "He doesn't count. He rejected 

the Soviet system." 

"In favor of the American one. I think that counts for 

a lot." 

"Sure it does. The American system produced Kohls, 

Carlisle, Schenk, and other pillars of fire. If you ask me, 

someone should have talked Gorodenko out of it." 

"You could have done a great job of that." 

But she wasn't listening. "You just won't understand, 

will you?" she muttered. "You absolutely refuse to see how 

much of a fanatic you've become." 

Was I beating her twice in a row? She was at the far 

end of the room, leaning wearily against the buffet. I 

stood, closed in for the knockout punch. "Frieda, listen to 

yourself. Just because I believe in some absolutes, I'm a 

fanatic? I should have introduced you to Janys. Now there 

was a fanatic." 

"Takes one to know one." 

That was weak, and I knew she knew it. Time to help her 

surrender. I put my hands on her shoulders and, very close 

to her ear, said lightly, "Look, maybe I have gone overboard 

a few times. Hell, if I'd listened to you this time, I 

could've saved myself a lot of bruises and a broken nose." 
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She whirled. "You also could've saved your Janys's 

life!11 

She tossed me aside and marched from the room, leaving 

me sort of floating in a delirium of pain--pain far, far 

worse than any dished out by spaced-out porn starlets, or 

grenade-tossing meres, or huge French-speaking goons. 

Presently my delirium took me back to a dark cornfield, 

probably not too far from here, and to Janys. She was still 

alive, and was apologizing again for a certain murder she'd 

initially countenanced. The dead man, she explained, hadn't 

meant to be a threat to her, and that made his murder a 

mistake. It was all a matter of labels, she said; labels 

were everything, the most important thing in our business. A 

change of label made Jim France her friend and made Paul 

Judd my enemy. Later, when she rammed a gun barrel into my 

forehead and insisted a few million Russian lives were a 

small price to pay for the death of one American 

reconaissance pilot, she reminded me a reconaissance pilot 

was just a very sophisticated kind of spy, a spy like 

Grubrusarikov. 

I drifted next to a dark bedroom, in a safe house not 

as nice as this one. I was watching the last scene of The 

Count of Monte Cristo on TV. And then Grubrusarikov appeared 

on the screen and, just as he had here in the dining room, 

told me I was trying too hard to hate him. He reminded me 

that he'd saved my life--had taken away my reason to hate 
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him--yet I kept trying because anything was better than the 

lack of motive power I felt, the empty soul caverns I could 

no longer fill. As if I were trying to start a fire built of 

soggy wood, I couldn't ignite the hate needed to fill them, 

to make me comfortable, to bring me back to normal. 

Normal. That was what I'd wanted to feel before, what 

had been watching me from the sidelines. Being with Frieda 

and Janie would probably never be "normal" again. But since 

I was now forced to consider that that might be at least 

partially my fault, I felt normalcy creep closer, like a 

wild animal I was trying to befriend. It would never really 

trust me, but, in time, it wouldn't run away any more, 

either. 

Frieda and Janie were standing in the kitchen doorway. 

Janie had tears in her eyes. No doubt she'd listened to our 

fight; she'd listened to most of the others. I noticed she 

and Frieda weren't exactly together: every time Frieda 

approached her, Janie sort of skittered away. 

She saw me look up and declared in a shaking voice, "I 

don't care what Mom says, I'm still proud of you, Daddy." 

The one time Janie'd taken my side, and I had to tell 

her she was wrong. "Don't be, honey. I'm no kind of hero. 

Heroes don't ruin relationships, or let people die, because 

they're too pig-headed to see reality. Fanatics do that. 

That's what I am." I forced a smile. "You should listen to 

your mother." 
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Someone--it didn't sound like Janie--choked back a sob, 

and then we were hugging, the three of us, a confusion of 

arms and tears and squeezes and releases, and I felt 

normalcy sneak a little closer. 

37 

Grubrusarikov's doctor arrived about half an hour 

later. He bore an uncomfortable resemblance to Peter Kramer, 

was friendly but stern, and seemed to think I was the sole 

survivor of a pitched battle somewhere. In a very real 

sense, I was. He told me not to bump my head any time soon 

if I could avoid it and to breathe through my mouth as much 

as possible, then offered me something to help me sleep. I 

refused it; I'd slept enough lately, and I wanted to spend 

as much time as I could with Frieda and Janie--no telling if 

I'd return from our final confrontation with Kohls. 

Grubrusarikov spent most of the morning tracking Kohls 

down, and at around noon announced that Kohls had flown to 

Syracuse, New York, then had hopped a shuttle for Massena, a 

little town on the St. Lawrence Seaway. He was to deliver a 

lecture at St. Lawrence University in Canton, about forty 

miles southwest of Massena. 

We discussed strategy over a light lunch and then, 

after a good-bye more wrenching than I was prepared for, 

Judd, Grubrusarikov, the limo driver who probably doubled as 

a muscleman, and I left for O'Hare, where we caught a plane 

to Syracuse. 
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Judd brought the Tribune with him, and about forty-five 

minutes into the flight handed it to me, opened to page 12. 

He said nothing, and I skimmed down the page until I found a 

one-column article. A chill in glasnost had killed the 

planned agri-trade tour Kohls would have headed. In a 

related incident, a German biochemist listed as a member of 

the tour had died in a car bombing. No terrorist group had 

claimed credit, but "a highly placed State Department 

source" indicated that the company that had employed the 

scientist was suspected of involvement in the Libyan 

chemical warfare program. Bonn had suspended trading in the 

company's stock and promised a full investigation. 

"Looks like Kohls had a backup for me after all," I 

told Judd. 

He nodded. "Looks like his services weren't needed." To 

his credit, he looked sad. 

* * * 

When we landed in Massena, I called the police and, 

brandishing a CPD badge Grubrusarikov had thoughtfully 

provided, convinced them to hold Kohls if we missed him and 

he should attempt to fly out. Then we rented a car and 

roared down route 310 through green, rocky country to 

Canton. 

It looked like the proverbial sleepy college town, but 

Kohls seemed to have awakened everybody--we had to park 

quite a distance from the lecture hall, which of course made 
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us more conspicuous. We sneaked in, to the chagrin of the 

matronly ushers, and sat in the back row. If he saw us, he 

made no sign, though I wanted to believe he made the lecture 

even more boring, perhaps hoping to put us to sleep. 

He had many hands to shake and compliments to absorb 

when he finally ran down; we waited until the well-wishers 

were mostly cleared away before approaching. When we did he 

strode staight up to me, hand outstretched. 

"Ah, the redoubtable Mr. Torrance! I should have known 

you'd find me here. Somehow I knew the reports of your death 

had been greatly exaggerated. Not so Miss Gruenwald, eh? A 

pity. Who are your friends?" 

His ebulliance and sheer brazenness were almost over-

whelming, as he'd no doubt intended. They also attracted the 

attention of those still in the hall. "I don't think you 

want to know them, Kohls," I said in a low voice. "Where's 

the germ?" 

"I'm afraid you're too late!" he shouted, and more 

heads turned. "I sold it--for an obscene sum of money, I 

admit, but this project was very costly, and it's un-

American not to show some profit. I can give you the buyer's 

name if you like." 

I'd predicted he'd tell us, but he was so mesmerizing 

his offer still astonished me. "Sure," I stammered. 

"His name is Victor Hollowell, and he's on the advising 

council of the Chicago Board of Trade. I'm not sure how he 
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found out about the germ, or what he plans to do with it, 

but he seemed to think it was going to make him very rich." 

This announcement broke the spell, and I grabbed his 

lapels. "You maniac! He's going to use the germ on our wheat 

crop, then clean up on the commodities market!" 

He pulled away and beamed down at me; I felt like an 

altar boy in the presence of the Pope. "Really, Torrance, 

maybe his garden has a weed problem!" He waved at some 

passing students. 

He was nuts, that was it. He was like an actor who'd 

lost himself in a role. "How'11 you explain this to your 

buddies in TYR?" I asked gently. "Don't you think they'll be 

a little angry? We can protect you if you'll just--" 

"TYR?" Kohls frowned. "Why, Tyr was a God of War, Mr. 

Torrance. A myth. Surely you don't take myths seriously." 

A few of the hangers-on were approaching. "Dr. Kohls?" 

one stiff little Capitol Hill wannabe asked, "are these 

people bothering you, sir?" 

I shoved Kohls away, shouted at the boy, "Not a tenth 

as much as he's bothered us!" He looked at me as if I were 

insane, and I wished I were. I swatted Judd on the shoulder 

and we ran for the exit. Outside, Grubrusarikov peeled off 

and ran towards a pay phone he'd spotted earlier, while we 

headed towards the car, defeated. 

* * * 

We'd waited nearly fifteen minutes, and I was afraid 
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campus security would come and shoo us away, when 

Grubrusarikov returned. "Interesting," was all he could say 

as he got in the back seat next to Judd. 

"What the hell's that mean?" I cried. 

"It means, Mr. Torrance, that there is no such person 

as Victor Hollowell sitting on the advising council of the 

Chicago Board of Trade." 

"Did you really expect there to be?" Judd muttered. 

"Kohls probably just plucked a name out of the air." 

It seemed to be my turn, so I sighed, "Sorry, guys. 

Next hunch I have, I'll keep it to myself." I felt a hand 

briefly squeeze my shoulder; I followed it to the back seat, 

and saw Grubrusarikov smile. 

We sat there a while, and I watched Grubrusarikov light 

a cigar. He didn't offer me one, and I discovered I hadn't 

wanted one. He took a couple deep puffs, then abruptly 

smiled. "Well, comrades, it appears our work is finished." 

"What!" I yelped, and almost jumped the seat. 

"Just so, Mr. Torrance. There is nothing more we can 

do. " 

"Now look, Ivan, how do I know this isn't some trick of 

yours to--" 

"Stan, please," Judd groaned. "Would we have brought 

you along if it were?" 

I slumped back in the seat. "No, I guess not. It's just 

. . . hard to give up, that's all. Maybe that's another one 
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of my problems--I don't know when to quit." 

"Not many do, my friend," the Russian said. "If you 

learn no lessons in your life, learn that one." 

Good advice--from a pro. "Thanks," I said. I slapped 

the muscleman on the arm and said, "Home, Boris." 

"His name's Fred, Stan," Judd said, and we all laughed. 

•k ic "k 

Back in Massena Grubrusarikov informed us he would be 

flying to Montreal, and from there to Moscow. He didn't seem 

too eager to face his superiors, many of whom, he soberly 

reminded us, did not know when to quit. I didn't have to 

swallow much pride before I could thank him, and he 

surprised--and embarrassed--me by giving me the tradional 

Russian farewell, a kiss on each cheek. He shook hands with 

Judd, told him something I couldn't hear, then left us. 

Judd and I flew to Syracuse, then to Chicago. Judd 

seemed subdued--maybe he didn't know when to quit, either, 

but just never admitted it, to himself or anyone. Anyway, we 

were on final approach to O'Hare when something that had 

been buzzing around my head all day finally landed long 

enough for me to grab it. The fact that it had taken so long 

to do so showed me how useless I still was at this cloak-

and-dagger thing. 

"Hey, Paul," I said, "that hacker software Ivan gave 

you--is that how you tagged 'TYR' on the inquiries into the 

facility personnel files?" 
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He turned and seemed to look through me, then looked 

away. "How'd you figure that out?" 

"When this all started, security to me meant keeping 

dope-heads from sneaking into the woods around the facility. 

So it didn't strike me as strange that TYR would leave its 

name all over the computer." I looked back at him. "But now 

that I've played a while with the pros, it does. Was it you? 

And was accessing my file more than anyone else's your way 

of kicking me in the ass?" 

"Nah, another coincidence," Judd replied. "Nothing 

personal. About two months ago I wrote a virus and put it 

into every net I could find that connected with defense or 

intelligence computers. Tricky little thing. It could spot 

TYR or TYR-related inquiries under any codename and then 

change that name to TYR." He chuckled. "Word is, several DC 

mainframes were shut down to keep me out." 

I didn't know if I should believe this. It made more 

sense to think that Judd just hacked his way in and used the 

name TYR. Which, of course, made me wonder if TYR had 

actually been nothing more than a myth. 

But I discovered it just didn't matter to me any more. 

After all, Judd had played the game as fair as the game 

allowed. 

38 

Frieda and Janie were waiting for us, and Frieda didn't 

seem disappointed that we'd lost the germ. Janie clung to me 
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as Judd drove us to her house, and Frieda held my hand. We 

went out to dinner, and I spent the night at her house, 

though of course we didn't sleep together. She didn't think 

it would work, and I didn't either, and we both knew it was 

because of Janys. 

•k -k "k 

I left before Frieda woke up, and returned by cab to my 

place in Cicero. 

My mailbox was empty; evidently Mrs. Pereskopf had 

collected my mail for me. I listened at her door, heard 

bustling in her apartment, and knocked. She opened it, and 

threw her arms around me without even looking. "Where have 

you been?" she cried. "I was so worried! Those horrible FBI 

men were--" Abruptly she held me at arm's length as if she'd 

forgotten something. "What on earth happened to you?" she 

demanded. She grabbed my arm in a vise-like grip and dragged 

me into the apartment, where she made me tea, fixed me a 

huge breakfast, and made me tell her "as much as you think 

you can." I told her mostly the truth, though in my version 

we recovered the germ. Afterwards she handed me my mail, 

helped me upstairs--to my sparkling clean apartment--then 

left me alone. I stared ambivalently at my Bellou desk, then 

shrugged and headed for the bedroom, where I stayed for most 

of the next two days. 

When I did get up it was mostly to talk to Frieda on 

the phone. She'd been doing some thinking and she wondered 



494 

if, now that I'd begun to see things her way, she couldn't 

begin seeing things mine. I hemmed and hawed, said it wasn't 

quite that simple, but that I'd do some thinking, too. Janys 

was still very much on my mind, of course, and when she 

wasn't, for some reason Anitra the porno minx was. Finally 

Frieda gave up and just talked. I listened, and talked back, 

and we laughed a little; and I discovered I might be able to 

handle her as a friend. 

I also heard from Priscilla Sandweig. She was looking 

for Carlisle, who hadn't responded to the invitation to her 

latest wedding. It was kind of a whirlwind thing, she said, 

and she hoped I wasn't disappointed things hadn't worked out 

for us. But when someone like Hector came along, she 

explained, everyone else had to be put on hold. Maybe she'd 

look me up when the fire went out this time--Hector was 

Latin, and Latin flames burned hot but short. She asked me 

to have Carlisle give her a call, then hung up. She hadn't 

let me say a word. She had, however, left me thinking about 

Carlisle, and I was amazed by the fact that I missed him. 

This started me wondering what had happened at the 

facility after the incarceration of half the research staff. 

I knew Judd would know, so I called him, and he seemed 

mildly surprised he had to tell me. The day after I returned 

to Chicago, he said, a big fire had practically gutted the 

place. Investigators finally decided it had started in the 

computer room, probably by a lit cigarette. The computer--
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and all the "priceless" information it held--was a total 

loss. Two days later, Kuomintang was found dead of carbon 

monoxide poisoning in a downtown parking garage. A suicide 

note found on the body complained of a failed affair with a 

prostitute and apologized for the fire. 

It seemed Janys had been pretty busy while I'd been 

"attending school." No wonder she hadn't let me see a 

newspaper. 

ic ic ie 

After another couple days of idleness I started 

thinking about Bellou again. Though his activities would be 

"curtailed," he was too valuable just to be put on the shelf 

somewhere. One day I sat at the desk and began going through 

my files--and found the whole thing bored me. Well, maybe it 

didn't bore me, but I discovered a level of frustration 

there I hadn't before, a fatigue, a sense of being stuck in 

the mud. It was like those people who read the same book 

over and over again, or see the same movie a couple dozen 

times, letting their entire emotional lives reside in it and 

depend on it. Yes, Bellou had been an obsession; but, as a 

wise Russian had told me, I had to learn when I had done all 

I could. If Bellou went active again, so much the better: 

the KGB would go after him, and if anything could stop him, 

it could. 

This led to thoughts of Jim France, and I trotted out 

my typewriter and began a letter to his wife and family. 
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After the usual number of mistakes, though, I gave up, 

walked over to Judd's, and typed it on his computer. I was 

short on details and long on sentiment. Judd "copyedited" 

the letter when I finished, and said I'd laid on the 

"anything I can do" parts a little too thick, since there 

was, of course, nothing I could do. After sulking a little, 

I agreed and rewrote it. I received a gracious and forgiving 

note from the family a few days later. 

By then I'd begun to feel trapped. The police had found 

my Chevy, of course, and had dismembered it looking for 

evidence. Mrs. Pereskopf had loaned me her car to run an 

errand or two, but I didn't want to impose on her for more 

than that. Finally I thought of calling one of my few old 

pals in CPD, and he finagled me an invite to the car 

auction, usually open only to dealers. I borrowed a thousand 

bucks from Frieda--no strings attached, surprise, surprise!-

-and bought a '72 Nova. It was battleship gray--it had 

probably been a gang's car before they'd traded up to a 

Jeep--and it no back window and virtually no upholstery. It 

did have a 350 V-8 you could eat off of, though, and fairly 

new rubber; the stereo system had probably cost as much as 

Carlisle's, and it brought in the Sinatra station like Old 

Blue Eyes was sitting in the back seat. If I didn't wear any 

good clothes while driving, the car would last me a while. 

Thus equipped, I paid a visit to Fitzgerald and 

Stepperton, both to make peace of sorts with them and, now 
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that my chance to blow the whistle on Kohls through the 

Tribune was shot, to find out if the Bureau was still 

interested in tracing those hundred-dollar bills. Stepperton 

told me, none too convincingly, that he'd been ordered to 

drop all inquiries, and this reminded me of Grubrusarikov's 

warning to Frieda about talking to the Bureau about the 

case, so I wound up making peace only with Fitzgerald. This 

wasn't easy--he told me everything the Bureau knew about 

Judd, which wasn't much, and I had to act shocked--but when 

I reminded him I was a private citizen and that this was a 

free country, he didn't seem to mind. In the end he conceded 

that Judd was "just one more harmless crackpot." He even 

added, "At least his books are pretty accurate. Factually, I 

mean." 

FBI to the end was my young friend Fitzgerald: factual 

accuracy mattered above all else. 

* * * 

My face having healed, I decided I ought to get back to 

work. Even though all charges against me had been dropped--

I'd double-checked that with Fitzgerald--I was probably 

finished as a cop or in the security business, so I began 

seriously thinking about going back to college and training 

for a new career. Trouble was, going to college took a lot 

more money than I could borrow off the cuff from Frieda, and 

taking out a formal loan didn't appeal to me. 

Which, of course, was just an excuse. I couldn't stop 
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being a cop unless I stopped breathing. Grubrusarikov had 

known this, and he'd told me he knew it in his speech about 

the secret of diplomacy. Finally I sucked in my gut and went 

back to Dresden Security Systems, expecting to be shown the 

door before I could even fill out an application. But by yet 

another coincidence, my old boss was in the reception area 

when I walked in and, well, I wound up with my old job back 

and a hefty raise besides. 

But by now there was another buzz in my brain regarding 

the Agolmirth conspiracy. It had to do with Victor 

Hollowell; for some reason the name had stuck in my head. 

Again using Judd's computer I wrote a long letter care of 

the Israeli consulate to Abram Zimmerman, the Mossad agent 

who'd worked with us on the Weisberg operation. I didn't 

receive a reply for nearly a month. One day at work, 

however, a bonded messenger arrived and handed me a package 

containing a round-trip ticket to Tel-Aviv via New York, and 

a passport and worn CIA ID in the name of Welles. Typed 

instructions told me to meet a driver who would take me to 

Zimmerman. 

The CIA ID nearly scared me off, of course. I was idly 

thinking of showing the stuff to Judd when my eyes caught 

the note's signature line. 

LA FAYETTE. 

39 

It's a long flight across the ocean. Most people sleep 
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or read, but I could do neither, and I was pretty strung out 

by the time we landed. One of two people waited for me in 

Israel: either Jim France, or someone close enough to him 

to have known our code, and therefore the full story of his 

murder. 

I would've traded twenty "full stories" for one Jim 

France, so I nearly jumped through the ceiling when I saw 

that my driver was none other than Elmer, the Wally Cox 

lookalike who'd chauffered me in Georgia. He wasn't any more 

talkative than he'd been then, and I got in the back seat of 

the little English Ford without being told. I couldn't bring 

myself to ask him a question; I was afraid doing so would 

jinx the whole deal. I just had to be patient. 

We drove to a small house down the coast from the city. 

Elmer showed me to the door, then drove away. I was greeted 

by Zimmerman's wife Ruta, a small but beautiful woman with 

long brown hair and sparkling eyes. She told me Abram would 

be home shortly, then introduced me to Yasha Rabin, a long-

time "family friend." He was tall, ruddy, and muscular, and 

I recognized him from the Aaron Weisberg affair. Weisberg 

had made his fortune on the Board of Trade; Rabin had been 

his lawyer and "confidant." Of course, I didn't remember him 

as Rabin, but as Victor Hollowell. 

It must have been my hasty greeting that told him I was 

expecting someone else. He knew who, of course. He thrust a 

glass of sparkling burgundy into my hand and steered me out 
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to a veranda, where we sat in metal frame chairs a lot like 

Carlisle's. Rabin stared out at the shimmering Mediterranean 

and sipped from his glass, then abruptly set it on the 

square metal railing and folded his hands across his flat 

stomach. 

"I'm sorry if you thought perhaps our friend was still 

alive," he began. "I used the La Fayette code because I 

thought nothing else would get you here." 

"Damn you, then," I said, but with no real conviction. 

He nodded curtly. "Yes, damn us all. You see, when he 

died he was working for us." 

The glass was suddenly slippery in my hand. "You mean, 

for Mossad?" 

Rabin nodded. "He was liaison for us for some time, as 

you perhaps already know. He quietly resigned from the FBI 

last Christmas and offered us his services." 

"Why?" 

"He said he was tired of many things. I won't go into 

details--he wouldn't have wanted that--but I surmise that 

the illegal CIA operation with Bellou was the last straw." 

"You said you'd help him expose it?" 

He nodded again, then reached for his glass, drained 

it, put it back. "I assume he asked you to work for him as a 

favor." 

"Yes, that's all it was." 

"Good. Technically, he was a traitor, and so would you 
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have been if your employment had been more formal." He 

hardened a little. "I understand a high-level investigation 

is underway." 

"Into the treason or the bombing?" 

Rabin smiled sadly. "You know your government better 

than I. Which do you think?" 

"Christ," I breathed, and barely overrode an urge to 

try to throw my glass into the sea. 

"TYR has a lot of clout," Rabin sighed. 

Wait a minute. "TYR?" 

"The rotten core of your intelligence community. They 

are a loose--" 

"I know who they are. Are you saying they ran Bellou?" 

"They used elements of the CIA to do so, yes." 

"Then Bellou did kill Jim France?" 

Rabin frowned. "Of course. I would have thought that 

was obvious." 

Suddenly it was, as was the fact that Kohls had 

suckered a lot more people besides me, Janys included. "What 

are the chances of my working for you?" I asked. 

"Nonexistent, I'm afraid." His disappointment seemed 

genuine. "The treason investigation could expose our 

involvement." 

"I could say you had the Agolmirth strain." 

"And we could say you're under the protection of 

elements of the KGB." 
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I wasn't surprised he knew. Jim had once said that 

knowing everything wasn't a game for the Israelis the way it 

was for us or the Russians. "DammitI fumed, "I need help 

bringing Kohls down!" It was a childish display, I knew, but 

it was how I felt. 

Rabin reached over and patted my arm. "You will not 

bring him down, my friend. He will do that himself, in time. 

He and his ilk are merely the symptoms of a disease." 

"What disease is that?" 

He withdrew his arm, made a throwaway motion. "I think 

you know. Jim did. It afflicts the super-powers exclusively, 

and it afflicts them equally. You Americans are fortunate it 

is destroying the Soviet Union first. Maybe that will help 

you cure it in yourselves." 

"Then again, maybe not," I sighed, and he smiled and 

patted my arm again. 

* * -k 

"So what are we going to do with you, Torrance?" 

Zimmerman asked me jovially over the delicious fish dinner 

Ruta prepared for us. He was squat and balding, and his eyes 

glistened like the sea. "You are the only one who knows what 

we have." 

"Well," I suggested lightly, "you could always kill me. 

I mean, this is one hell of a last meal." 

He clapped his hands, rocked backwards with laughter. 

"Yes, yes, we could. Your KGB friends would think TYR had 
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had it done." He looked at his wife. "What do you think?" 

"It would work," she smiled. 

Rabin nodded judiciously. "If we used a car bomb," he 

noted, "we could blame it on Bellou." 

"But you won't do that. You're the good guys." I smiled 

encouragingly at everyone. 

"We do what's necessary," Rabin said. He wasn't smiling 

now. 

"Like putting a rough tail on my wife and child? I'm 

not too fond of that. And high-speed chases on Chicago 

streets at night are always a little rash." Neither man 

reacted to this, which told me this hunch, at least, had 

been right. 

"We are not giving up the Agolmirth strain," Rabin said 

flatly. "We've had some twenty-four hundred years to 

consider our options in the face of hostility, and we've 

learned never to shut an option down." 

"I'm not asking you to. I am asking that certain 

responsible people in my government be told you have it." 

"Out of the question," Zimmerman declared. "We already 

endure enough persecution by your people over our 

conventional arms. Also, with your government a leak to the 

press is always possible. Your people are still mad about 

the Pollard affair, and all Pollard did was give us the same 

information you gave the Arabs. If the Arabs learn about 

Agolmirth, there will be war." 
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"The Arabs are as likely to find out we have it if you 

tell no one," Ruta said quietly, and both men glared at her. 

"Look," I said, "let's leave governments and arsenals 

and spies out of this for a moment and discuss this as human 

beings. I feel at least partly responsible for the germ's 

existence, and my conscience won't let me sleep at night 

until some sort of balance of terror is established that 

prevents its use." 

"Who do you think you are, Torrance?" Rabin snarled, 

"Henry Kissinger?" He started to rise, but Zimmerman grabbed 

his arm, and he sat again. 

"You are a private citizen, Mr. Torrance," he said 

pleasantly, though his eyes were hard. "You are not 

empowered by your government to negotiate. We invited you 

here out of respect for your friendship for Jim France. We 

owed him, and we felt we owed you." 

"But you would negotiate?" I pursued. "You would agree 

if the price is right?" 

"It would be quite high," Zimmerman said, a bit too 

off-handedly. 

"The secret of good diplomacy," I said, "is to ask 

people to do something they know they should do anyway." 

Zimmerman looked at me hard again, then looked at 

Rabin. "Should we do this, Yasha?" 

"What did you have in mind?" Rabin asked me 

skeptically. 
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"I'd've thought that'd be obvious," I told him, gently 

mocking. "For starters, why not Bellou?" 

* * * 

Nothing more of substance was said, and I returned to 

Chicago the next day. The day after, Judd called and said 

Grubrusarikov was in a lather about my talking to Mossad. I 

told him about Jim France, and that we'd discussed Bellou; 

and he seemed satisfied. Not quite two weeks later, I 

received a message through LA FAYETTE that a deal had been 

made. Four days after that, a Tribune headline proclaimed 

that the Israelis had "captured" a "notorious terrorist." 

His name was not revealed for "purposes of Israeli 

security." 

I felt good reading this, but didn't feel the 

exhileration I'd expected. Maybe I had learned my lesson 

after all. 

40 

Summer became fall, and the Agolmirth conspiracy became 

another unpleasant memory. Judd's great American novel was 

shipped back for "substantial" revision, but he shelved it 

while he and I followed the Cubs as they went for their 

second unlikely division championship of the decade. 

And I was welcome at Frieda's any time. I think she 

finally resigned herself to the fact that she wasn't going 

to get me back, at least not until I was over Janys's death, 

if not Janys alive. But one night, after a particularly good 
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time was had by all, I began to see that she actually was 

trying to change, settle down a little, be less whimsical, 

and I began to give us some serious thought again. 

On my way into my apartment house that night Mrs. 

Perekopf cornered me. "I had to let him in," she whispered, 

"but I'm afraid! He could break you in two with his bare 

hands!" 

Thinking it might be one of Jardine's goons, I grabbed 

her shoulders and demanded, "What did he say?" 

"He said he didn't need to tell me! He said you owed 

him a lot, and that he was here to collect!" 

I let go of her and stared up the stairs. It didn't 

sound like a goon, but I couldn't imagine who else it could 

be. I started up the stairs, and she whispered, "If I hear 

one loud noise from your place, I'm calling the police!" 

"Please do," I whispered back, and tiptoed up to the 

landing. I turned the knob slowly, and then the door came 

open, and I flew nearly across the room. As I steadied 

myself I felt more than saw a huge shape come towards me. 

Then a huge paw spun me around and Swede Stensruud 

shouted, "Hey, city boy, where the hell's my Range Rover? 

It's been all summer, for Christ's sake!" He laughed, I 

laughed, and he nearly crushed me in a bear hug. 


