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One

| FOUND HIM in Ponta Pora, a pleasant little tovmBrazil, on the border of Paraguay,
in a land still known as the Frontier.

They found him living in a shaded brick house oraRiradentes, a wide avenue with
trees down the center and barefoot boys dribblroger balls along the hot pavement.

They found him alone, as best they could tell, ¢foa maid came and went at odd hours
during the eight days they hid and watched.

They found him living a comfortable life but certbi not one of luxury. The house was
modest and could've been owned by any local metchiie car was a 1983 Volkswagen
Beetle, manufactured in Sao Paulo with a milliomens. It was red and clean, polished to
a shine. Their first photo of him was snapped awdveed it just inside the gate to his
short driveway.

They found him much thinner, down considerably fribve two hundred and thirty
pounds he'd been carrying when last seen. Hisahdiiskin were darker, his chin had
been squared, and his nose had been slightly poiStéotle changes to the face. They'd
paid a steep bribe to the surgeon in Rio who'doperéd the alterations two and a half
years earlier.

They found him after four years of tedious butgiht searching, four years of dead ends
and lost trails and false tips, four years of poegigood money down the drain, good
money chasing bad, it seemed.

But they found him. And they waited. There wasirat the desire to snatch him
immediately, to drug him and smuggle him to a $afese in Paraguay, to seize him
before he saw them or before a neighbor becameécsusp The initial excitement of the
finding made them consider a quick strike, butrafie days they settled down and
waited. They loitered at various points along Ruadentes, dressed like the locals,
drinking tea in the shade, avoiding the sun, edatiagream, talking to the children,
watching his house. They tracked him as he droventmwvn to shop, and they
photographed him from across the street as héhiefbharmacy. They eased very near
him in a fruit market and listened as he spokénéoderk. Excellent Portuguese, with the
very slight accent of an American or a German wktidied hard. He moved quickly
downtown, gathering his goods and returning hontesres he locked the gate behind him.
His brief shopping trip yielded a dozen fine photos

He had jogged in a prior life, though in the montle$ore he disappeared his mileage
shrunk as his weight ballooned. Now that he tedterethe brink of emaciation, they



were not surprised to see him running again. Hehisfhouse, locking the gate behind
him, and began a slow trot down the sidewalk alRng Tiradentes. Nine minutes for the
first mile, as the street went perfectly straighd ghe houses grew farther apart. The
pavement turned to gravel on the edge of town leatitvay into the second mile his pace
was down to eight minutes a mile and Danilo hadskiira nice sweat. It was midday in
October, the temperature near eighty, and he gaipeed as he left town, past a small
clinic packed with young mothers, past a small chuhe Baptists had built. The roads
became dustier as he headed for the countrysgvah minutes a mile.

The running was serious business, and it pleased thightily. Danilo would simply run
into their arms.

THE DAY atfter the first sighting, a small uncleasttage on the edge of Ponta Pora was
rented by a Brazilian named Osmar, and before fbegest of the pursuit team poured in.
It was an equal mix of Americans and Brazilianghv@smar giving the orders in
Portuguese and Guy barking in English. Osmar cbaldlle both languages, and had
become the official interpreter for the team.

Guy was from Washington, an ex-government type evheen hired to find Danny Boy,
as he'd been nicknamed. Guy was considered a gatrsasne levels and immensely
talented at others, and his past was a black Hal@vas well into his fifth one-year
contract to find Danny Boy, and there was a nigeusdor snagging the prey. Though he
hid it well, Guy had been slowly cracking under gnessure of not finding Danny Boy.

Four years and three and a half million dollarghwiothing to show for it.
But now they'd found him.

Osmar and his band of Brazilians had not the gigthint of Danny Boy's sins, but a
fool could see that he'd disappeared and takeairddad of money. And, although he
was very curious about Danny Boy, Osmar had leagouézkly not to ask questions. Guy
and the Americans had nothing to say on the subject

The pictures of Danny Boy were enlarged to eighteng, and tacked along a wall in the
kitchen of the dirty little cottage where they wstadied by grim men with hard eyes,
men who chain-smoked strong cigarettes and shaoklikads at the photos. They
whispered among themselves and compared the newsptwothe old ones, the ones

from his previous life. Smaller man, odd chin, €ifint nose. His hair was shorter and his
skin darker. Was it really him?

They had been through this before, in Recife, eribrtheastern coast, nineteen months
earlier when they'd rented an apartment and loakgihotos on the wall until the
decision was made to grab the American and checfirtgerprints. Wrong prints. Wrong
American. They pumped some more drugs in him afdhile in a ditch.



They were afraid to dig too deeply into the curiddetof Danilo Silva. If he was in fact
their man, then he had plenty of money. And caslayd worked wonders with the local
authorities. For decades, cash had bought proteftirdNazis and other Germans who'd
smuggled themselves into Ponta Pora.

Osmar wanted to grab him. Guy said they'd waitvhl@ished on the fourth day, and the
dirty little cottage was in chaos for thirty-sixurs.

They saw him leave home in the red Beetle. He washurry, came the report. He raced
across town to the airport, jumped on a small cotemat the last moment, and was gone.
His car was parked in the only lot, and they wadiclhe@very second of every hour. The
plane was headed in the general direction of SatPaith four stops in between.

There was instantly a plan to enter his home atalagaeverything. There had to be
records. The money had to be tended to. Guy dreaff@tding bank statements, wire
transfer reports, account summaries; all sortootichents arranged in a neat portfolio
which would lead him directly to the money.

But he knew better. If Danny Boy ran because afnththen he would never leave behind
the evidence. And if he was in fact their man, thenhome would be carefully secured.
Danny Boy, wherever he was, would probably knowitis¢éant they opened his door or
window.

They waited. They cursed and argued and strained enre under the pressure. Guy
made his daily call to Washington, a nasty oneyhatched the red Beetle. Each arrival
brought out the binoculars and cell phones. Sghtb the first day. Five the second. The
dirty little cottage grew hot and the men settletdoors-the Americans napping under a
scrawny shade tree in the backyard and the Bragiliaying cards along the fence in the
front.

Guy and Osmar took a long drive and vowed to grabihhe ever returned. Osmar was
confident he would be back. Probably just out @fri@n business, whatever his business
was. They'd snatch him, identify him, and if he feped to be the wrong man they'd
simply throw him in a ditch and run. It had happ&before.

He returned on the fifth day. They trailed him b&zlRua Tiradentes, and everybody
was happy.

ON THE EIGHTH DAY, the dirty cottage emptied asthk Brazilians and all the
Americans took their positions.

The course was a six-miler. He had covered it eaghhe'd been home, leaving at almost
the same time, wearing the same blue and orangersrshorts, well-worn Nikes, ankle
socks, no shirt.



The perfect spot was two and a half miles fromhoigse, over a small hill on a gravel
road, not far from his turning-around point. Dartid@ped the hill twenty minutes into his
run, a few seconds ahead of schedule. He ran hdodesome reason. Probably the
clouds.

A small car with a flat tire was just over the hidlocking the road, trunk opened, its rear
jacked up. Its driver was a burly young man whdgarded to be startled at the sight of
the skinny racer sweating and panting as he togipetill. Danilo slowed for a second.
There was more room to the right.

"Bom dia," the burly young man said as he tookea sdward Danilo.
"Bom dia," Danilo said, approaching the car.

The driver suddenly pulled a large shiny pistohirthe trunk and shoved it into Danilo's
face. He froze, his eyes locked onto the gun, lwatmopen with heavy breathing. The
driver had thick hands and long, stout arms. Hélggd Danilo by the neck and yanked
him roughly toward the car, then down to the bumpler stuck the pistol in a pocket and
with both hands folded Danilo into the trunk. DarByy struggled and kicked, but was
no match.

The driver slammed the trunk shut, lowered thetosised the jack into the ditch, and
drove off. A mile away, he turned onto a narrowvt dath where his pals were anxiously
waiting.

They tied nylon ropes around Danny Boy's wrists amdack cloth over his eyes, then
shoved him into the back of a van. Osmar sat toigig, another Brazilian to his left.
Someone removed his keys from the Velcro runnexslp stuck to his waist. Danilo said
nothing as the van started and began moving. Hestithsweating and breathing even
harder.

When the van stopped on a dusty road near a fatth Danilo uttered his first words.
"What do you want?" he asked, in Portuguese.

"Don't speak," came the reply from Osmar, in Enmgliehe Brazilian to Danilo's left
removed a syringe from a small metal box and déited it with a potent liquid. Osmar
pulled Danilo's wrists tightly toward him while tie¢her man jabbed the needle into his
upper arm. He stiffened and jerked, then realiz@dhs hopeless. He actually relaxed as
the last of the drug entered his body. His bregtkiowed; his head began to wobble.
When his chin hit his chest, Osmar gently, withrigét index finger, raised the shorts on
Danilo's right leg, and found exactly what he expddo find. Pale skin.

The running kept him thin, and it also kept himvano

Kidnappings were all too common in the Frontier.&kioans were easy targets. But why
him? Danilo asked himself this as his head wobhladl his eyes closed. He smiled as he



fell through space, dodging comets and meteorpigng at moons and grinning through
entire galaxies.

THEY STUFFED HIM under some cardboard boxes fillgth melons and berries. The
border guards nodded without leaving their chansl Danny Boy was now in Paraguay,
though he couldn't have cared less at the momenhddnced happily along on the floor
of the van as the roads grew worse and the testagper. Osmar chain-smoked and
occasionally pointed this way and that. An houerafihey grabbed him, they found the
last turn. The cabin was in a crevice between taiatpd hills, barely visible from the
narrow dirt road. They carried him like a sack @fahand poured him onto a table in the
den where Guy and the fingerprint man went to work.

Danny Boy snored heavily as prints were made oéiglit fingers and both thumbs. The
Americans and the Brazilians crowded around, watgkivery move. There was
unopened whiskey in a box by the door, just in ¢hsewas the real Danny Boy.

The print man left abruptly and went to a roomha back where he locked the door and
spread the fresh prints before him. He adjustedidgiiting. He removed the master set,
those freely given by Danny Boy when he was mualmyger, back when he was Patrick
and seeking admission to the State Bar of Louisi@udll, this fingerprinting of lawyers.

Both sets were in fine shape, and it was immedjiatbVious they were a perfect match.
But he meticulously checked all ten. There was umoyh Let them wait out there. He
rather enjoyed the moment. He finally opened ther dmd frowned hard at the dozen
faces searching his. Then he smiled. "It's him,5did, in English, and they actually
clapped.

Guy approved the whiskey, but only in moderatiomere was more work to do. Danny
Boy, still comatose, was given another shot andezhto a small bedroom with no
window and a heavy door which locked from the algsit was here that he would be
interrogated, and tortured, if necessary.

THE BAREFOOT BOYS playing soccer in the street we@involved in their game to
look up. Danny Boy's key ring had only four keysipmand so the small front gate was
unlocked quickly, and left open. An accomplice ireated car came to a stop near a
large tree four houses down. Another, on a moterlplarked himself at the other end of
the street and began tinkering with his brakes.

If a security system started howling upon entrg, ititruder would simply run and never
be seen again. If not, then he would lock himselind take inventory.

The door opened without sirens. The security paneghe wall informed whoever might
be looking that the system was disarmed. He brddibletly and stood perfectly still for

a full minute, then began to move around. He rerddke hard drive from Danny Boy's
PC, and collected all the disks. He rummaged thrdilgs on his desk, but found nothing
but routine bills, some paid, others waiting. Tar Was cheap and featureless, and



declared itself to be out of order. He took phatbslothing, food, furniture, bookshelves,
magazine racks.

Five minutes after the door opened, a silent sigi@a activated in Danilo's attic and a
phone call was placed to a private security firaveh blocks away, in downtown Ponta
Pora. The call went unanswered because the secorigultant on duty was swaying
gently in a hammock out back. A recorded messame Danilo's house informed
whoever was supposed to be listening that thereavimsak-in. Fifteen minutes passed
before human ears heard the message. By the tereotisultant raced to Danilo's house,
the intruder was gone. So was Mr. Silva. Everyttapgeared to be in order, including
the Beetle under the carport. The house and gat laeked.

The directions in the file were specific. On sutdrm@s, do not call the police. Try first to
locate Mr. Silva, and in the event he cannot badoat once, then call a number in Rio.
Ask for Eva Miranda. -

WITH BARELY suppressed excitement, Guy made hi¢ydzll to Washington. He
actually closed his eyes and smiled when he uttiredvords, "It's him." His voice was
an octave higher.

There was a pause on the other end. Then, "Yoertaig?"

"Yes. Prints are a perfect match."

Another pause while Stephano arranged his thoughisycess that usually took
milliseconds. "The money?"

"We haven't started yet. He's still drugged.”

"When?"

"Tonight."

"I'm by the phone." Stephano hung up, though hédoaitalked for hours.

Guy found a perch on a stump behind the cabin.vEgetation was dense, the air thin
and cool. The soft voices of happy men driftedaupitn. The ordeal was over, for the

most part.

He had just earned an extra fifty thousand dolkirsding the money would mean
another bonus, and he was certain he'd find thesgnon

Two

DOWNTOWN RIO. In a small neat office on the tenitbof of a high-rise, Eva Miranda
squeezed the phone with both hands and slowly regélae words she had just heard.



The silent alarm had summoned the security guardSWa wasn't at home, but his car
was parked in the drive and the house was locked.

Someone had entered, tripped the alarm, and itintiude a false one because it was still
activated when the security guard arrived.

Danilo was missing.

Maybe he'd gone jogging and neglected the roufineording to the guard's account, the
silent alarm had been activated an hour and tentesrago. But Danilo jogged for less
than an hour-six miles at seven to eight minutestp&al of fifty minutes max. No
exceptions. She knew his movements. «She calleddmee on Rua Tiradentes, and no
one answered. She called the number to a cell ph@isemetimes kept nearby, and no
one answered.

He had accidentally tripped the alarm three moatits and scared them both badly. But
a quick phone call from her had cleared up theenatt

He was much too careful about the security systeget careless. It meant too much.

She made the calls again, with the same resultex€elil an explanation for this, she told
herself.

She dialed the number to an apartment in Curitibaty of a million and a half, and the
capital of the state of Parana. To their knowledgeone knew of the apartment. It was
leased under another name and used for storagefaeguent meetings. They spent
short weekends there occasionally; not often endoighit Eva.

She expected no answer at the apartment and get Bamilo would not go there
without first calling her.

When the phone calls were finished, she lockefime door and leaned against it with
her eyes closed. Associates and secretaries ceulddrd in the hallway. The firm had
thirty-three lawyers at the moment, second largeRio with a branch in Sao Paulo and
another in New York. Telephones and faxes and cepiended together in a busy
distant chorus.

At thirty-one, she was a seasoned five-year assowigh the firm; seasoned to the point
of working the long hours and coming in on Satusddyourteen partners ran the firm,
but only two were women. She had plans to changerétio. Ten of the nineteen
associates were female, evidence that in Brazih #s United States, women were
rapidly entering the profession. She studied lathatCatholic University in Rio, one of
the finer schools, in her opinion. Her father gallight philosophy there.



He had insisted she study law at Georgetown dftielysg law in Rio. Georgetown was
his alma mater. His influence, along with her ingsiree resume, striking looks, and
fluent English made finding a top job with a toprfia quick chore.

She paused at her window and told herself to rdlame was suddenly crucial. The next
series of moves required steady nerves. Then shiave to disappear. There was a
meeting in thirty minutes, but it would have togmestponed.

The file was locked in a small fireproof drawereSkemoved it and read again the sheet
of instructions; directions she and Danilo had cedenany times.

He knew they would find him.
Eva had preferred to ignore the possibility.

Her mind drifted as she worried about his safehe phone rang and startled her. It was
not Danilo. A client was waiting, her secretarydsdihe client was early. Apologize to
the client, she instructed, and politely reschetludeappointment. Do not disturb again.

The money was currently parked in two places: & l@fanama, and an offshore
holding trust in Bermuda. Her first fax authorizbeé immediate wire transfer of the
money out of Panama and into a bank in Antigua.déeond fax scattered it among
three banks on Grand Cayman. The third yankedtibbBermuda and parked it in the
Bahamas.

It was almost two in Rio. The European banks wérser, so she would be forced to
skip the money around the Caribbean for a few honti the rest of the world opened.

Danilo's instructions were clear but general. Téwits were left to her discretion. The
initial wires were determined by Eva. She decidéittv banks got how much money.
She had made the list of the fictitious corporatmas under which the money was
hidden; a list Danilo had never seen. She dividespersed, routed, and rerouted. It was
a drill they had rehearsed many times, but withbetspecifics.

Danilo couldn't know where the money went. Only Eyhe had the unbridled discretion,
at this moment and under these extreme circumstateenove it as she saw fit. Her
specialty was trade law. Most of her clients werazidian businessmen who wanted to
develop exports to the United States and Canadauftherstood foreign markets,
currencies, banking. What she hadn't known abgytizgg money around the world,
Danilo had taught her.

She glanced repeatedly at her watch. More tharoanhad passed since the phone call
from Ponta Pora.



As another fax rolled through the machine, the gh@mg again. Certainly it was Danilo,
finally, with a wild story and all of this was foothing. Perhaps just a dry run, a
rehearsal to test her mettle under pressure. Bwalsenot one to play games.

It was a partner, quite perturbed that she waddatget another meeting. She apologized
with short words and returned to her fax.

The pressure mounted with each passing minuténgWord from Danilo. No answers
to her repeated calls. If they had in fact found,ithen they wouldn't wait long before
they tried to make him talk.

That was what he feared the most. That was whyatdo run.

An hour and a half. Reality was settling hard ondi®ulders. Danilo was missing, and
he would never disappear without first telling Hee planned his movements too
carefully, always fearful of the shadows behind hlinheir worst nightmare was
unfolding, and quickly.

At a pay phone in the lobby of her office buildififya made two calls. The first was to
her apartment manager, to see if anyone had bdwar @partment in Leblon, in Rio's
South Zone, where the wealthy lived and the baayilayed. The answer was no, but
the manager promised to watch things. The secdhdaa to the office of the FBI in
Biloxi, Mississippi. It was an emergency, she expd as calmly as possible with her
best effort at accentless American English. Shéedaknowing that from this moment
forward there was no turning back.

Someone had taken Danilo. His past had finally babgn.

"Hello," came the voice, as if it were only a blaokay.

"Agent Joshua Cutter?"

"Yes."

She.paused slightly. "Are you in charge of the iBlalcanigan investigation?" She knew
perfectly well that he was.

A pause on his end. "Yes. Who is this?"

They would trace the call to Rio, and that woukktabout three minutes. Then their
tracking would drown in a city of ten million. Bahe looked around nervously anyway.

"I'm calling from Brazil," she said, according tcript. "They've captured Patrick."

"Who?" Cutter asked.



"Il give you a name."

"I'm listening," Cutter said, his voice suddenhggd

"Jack Stephano. Do you know him?"

A pause as Cutter tried to place the name. "No. Wiha?"

"A private agent in Washington. He's been searcfon@atrick for the past four years."
"And you say he's found him, right?"

"Yes. His men found him."

"Where?"

"Here. In Brazil."

"When?"

"Today. And I think they might kill him."

Cutter pondered this for a second, then asked, t\&ka can you tell me?"

She gave him Stephano's phone number in D.C. hteg up and wandered out of the
building.

GUY CAREFULLY FLIPPED through the assorted papakseh from Danny Boy's
house, and marveled at the invisible trail. A mbn#tatement from a local bank listed a
balance of three thousand dollars, not exactly wet had in mind. The only deposit
was for eighteen hundred, debits for the montless$ than a thousand. Danny Boy lived
quite frugally. His electric and phone bills wergpaid but not past due. A dozen other
small bills were marked paid.

One of Guy's men checked all the phone numbersasmypBoy's bill, but turned up
nothing interesting. Another scoured the hard dfiwen his little computer and quickly
learned that Danny Boy was not much of a hackeerdwas a lengthy journal about his
adventures in the Brazilian outback. The last ewag almost a year old.

The scarcity of paperwork was in itself very sugpis. Only one bank statement? Who
on the face of the earth keeps only last monthi& Bgatement in the house? What about
the month before? Danny Boy had a storage placewbsre, away from his home. It all
fit nicely with a man on the run.

At dusk, Danny Boy, still unconscious, was strippethis underwear, tight cotton briefs.
His dirty running shoes and sweaty running sockeweilled off, revealing feet that



nearly glowed in their whiteness. His new dark skas counterfeit. He was placed on a
one-inch-thick sheet of plywood next to his bedldddad been cut in the board and
nylon ropes were used to tightly secure his anklleses, waist, chest, and wrists. A wide
black plastic belt was strapped tightly acrosddiighead. An 1V drip bag hung directly
above his face. The tube ran to a vein above fiis/fest.

He was poked with another needle; a shot in hisaleh to wake him up. His labored
breathing grew more rapid, and when his eyes op#resdwere red and glazed and took
a while to study the drip bag. The Brazilian dodt@pped into the picture, and without
saying a word stuck a needle into Danny Boy'sdaft. It was sodium thiopental, a-
crude drug sometimes used to make people talkh'Berum. It worked best if the
captive had things he wanted to confess. A petéieall drug had yet to be developed.

Ten minutes passed. He tried to move his headpuiittuccess. He could see a few feet
on either side. The room was dark except for aldigat somewhere in a corner behind
him.

The door opened, then closed. Guy entered aloneated straight to Danny Boy,
placed his fingers on the edge of the plywood, sad, "Hello, Patrick."

Patrick closed his eyes. Danilo Silva was behimd how, gone forever. An old trusted
friend vanished, just like that. The simple lifeRoa Tiradentes faded away with Danilo;
his precious anonymity ripped away from him witlk ffleasant words, "Hello, Patrick."

For four years, he had often wondered how it wéed if they caught him. Would there
be a sense of relief? Of justice? Any excitememheaiprospect of going home to face the
music?

Absolutely not! At the moment, Patrick was terrtnieken. Practically naked and
strapped down like an animal, he knew the nexttiews would be insufferable.

"Can you hear me, Patrick?" Guy asked, peering e@xth, and Patrick smiled, not
because he wanted to but because an urge he ¢addtrol found something amusing.

The drug was taking effect, Guy noted. Sodium térdggl is a short-acting barbiturate
that must be administered in very controlled doEesgas extremely difficult to find the
proper level of consciousness where one would beegiible to interrogation.

Too small a dose, and the resistance is not brakéit.too much, and the subject is
simply knocked out.

The door opened and closed. Another American dlipp® the room to listen, but
Patrick could not see him.

"You've been sleeping for three days, Patrick," Gaig. It was closer to five hours, but
how could Patrick know? "Are you hungry or thirsty?



"Thirsty," Patrick said.

Guy unscrewed the top from a small bottle of mihesater, and carefully poured it
between Patrick’s lips.

"Thanks," he said, then smiled.

"Are you hungry?" Guy asked again.

"No. What do you want?"

Guy slowly sat the mineral water on a table anddéecloser to Patrick's face. "Let's
settle something first, Patrick. While you wereeglieg, we took your fingerprints. We
know precisely who you are, so can we please farganitial denials?"

"Who am I?" Patrick asked with another grin.

"Patrick Lanigan."

"From where?"

"Biloxi, Mississippi. Born in New Orleans. Law sati@t Tulane. Wife, one daughter,
age six. Missing now for over four years."

"Bingo. That's me."

"Tell me, Patrick, did you watch your own buriahgee?"

"Is that a crime?"

"No. Just a rumor."

"Yes. | watched it. | was touched by it. Didn't kmbhad so many friends."
"How nice. Where did you hide after your burial?"

"Here and there."

A shadow emerged from the left and a hand adjubedalve at the bottom of the drip
bag. "What's that?" Patrick asked.

"A cocktail,"” Guy answered, nodding at the othenmaho retreated to the corner.

"Where's the money, Patrick?" Guy asked with aesmil



"What money?"
"The money you took with you."

"Oh, that money," Patrick said, and breathed deétily eyelids closed suddenly and his
body relaxed. Seconds passed and his chest mawedrsup and down.

"Patrick,” Guy said, gently shaking his arm. Nop@sse, just the sounds of a deep sleep.
The dosage was immediately reduced, and they waited

THE FBI FILE on Jack Stephano was a quick studsmir Chicago detective with two
degrees in criminology, former high-priced bouninter, expert marksman, self-taught
master of search and espionage, and now the oaestady D.C. firm which
apparently charged huge fees to locate missingl@ema conduct expensive
surveillance.

The FBI file on Patrick Lanigan filled eight boxdsmade sense that one file would
attract the other. There was no shortage of pasptewanted Patrick found and brought
home. Stephano's group had been hired to do it.

Stephano's firm, Edmund Associates, occupied fhédor of a nondescript building on
K Street, six blocks from the White House. Two agewaited in the lobby by the
elevator as two others stormed Stephano's officey BImost scuffled with a heavy
secretary who insisted Mr. Stephano was too busiyeamoment. They found him at his
desk, alone, chatting happily on the phone. Hidesw@nished when they barged in with
badges flashing.

"What the hell is this!" Stephano demanded. Thd lethind his desk was a richly
detailed map of the world, complete with little figléhking lights stuck on green
continents. Which one was Patrick?

"Who hired you to find Patrick Lanigan?" asked Agé&me.

"That's confidential,” Stephano sneered. He'd lzeemp for years and was not easy to
intimidate.

"We got a call from Brazil this afternoon," said &g Two.

So did I, thought Stephano, stunned by this bupeledely trying to appear unfazed. His
jaw dropped an inch and his shoulders sagged asihdraced wildly through all the
possible theories that would bring these two thheye. He'd talked to Guy and no one
else. Guy was utterly dependable. Guy would neal&rtd anyone, especially the FBI. It
couldn't be Guy.



Guy used a cell phone from the mountains of eaftaraguay. There was no way the
call could have been intercepted.

"Are you there?" asked Two smartly.

"Yeah," he said, hearing but not hearing.

"Where's Patrick?" asked One.

"Maybe he's in Brazil."

"Where in Brazil?"

Stephano managed a shrug, a stiff one. "I dunisoa big country.”

"We have an outstanding warrant for him," One sailé belongs to us.”

Stephano shrugged again, this time a more casea®if to say, "Big deal.”

"We want him," demanded Two. "And now." , "I camiip you."

"You're lying,"” snarled One, and with that bothtleém joined together in front of
Stephano's desk and glared down. Agent Two didalkeng. "We have men downstairs,
outside, around the corner, and outside your hankalils Church. We'll watch every
move you make from now until we get Lanigan."

"Fine. You can leave now."

"And don't hurt him, okay? We'll be happy to naily ass if anything happens to our
boy."

They left in step and Stephano locked the doorruktiiem. His office had no windows.
He stood before his map of the world. Brazil hagé¢red lights, which meant little. His
head shook slowly, in complete bewilderment.

He spent so much time and money covering his tracks

His firm was known in certain circles as the besaking the money and disappearing

into the shadows. He'd never been caught beforanmdeever knew who Stephano was
stalking.

Three

ANOTHER SHOT to rouse him. Then a shot to desasttie nerves.



The door opened loudly and the room was suddemnll filled with the voices of many
men, busy men, all with a purpose, all with heaesgtfit seemed. Guy gave orders, and
someone growled in Portuguese.

Patrick opened and closed his eyes. Then he opbasdfor good, as the drugs found
their mark. They hovered over him, busy hands evkeye. His underwear was cut off,
without much finesse, and he lay bare and expdseelectric razor began buzzing,
hitting his skin sharply at points on the chespimgrthighs, and calves. He bit his lip and
grimaced, his heart hammered away, though thehzadryet to start.

Guy hovered above him, his hands still but his eyahing everything.

Patrick made no effort to speak, but just to be,saore hands appeared from above and
slapped a thick strip of silver -duct tape overrhsuth. Cold electrodes were stuck to the
shaved points with alligator clips, and he healoua voice ask something about
"current.” Tape was then applied over the elecsobie thought he counted eight sharp
spots on his flesh. Maybe nine. His nerves wergjag In his darkness, he could feel
the hands moving above him. The tape stuck has#ito

Two or three men were busy in a corner, adjustidg\ace Patrick could not see. Wires
were strung like Christmas lights across his body.

They were not going to kill him, he kept tellingrigelf, though death might be welcome
at some point in the next few hours. He had imathes nightmare a thousand times in
four years. He had prayed it would never happenhbwalways knew it would. He
always knew they were back there, somewhere isliadows, tracking and bribing and
looking under rocks.

Patrick always knew. Eva was too naive.

He closed his eyes, tried to breathe steadily aed to control his thoughts as they
scurried above him, preparing his body for whatéagrahead. The drugs made his pulse
race and his skin itch.

| don't know where the money is. | don't know whigre money is. He almost chanted
this aloud. Thank God for the tape across his mdutbn't know where the money is.

He called Eva every day between 4 P.M. and 6 P\MdrEday. Seven days of the week.
No exceptions unless one was planned. He knewsipdunding heart that she had
moved the money by now, that it was safely hidaetwio dozen places around the world.
And he didn't know where it was.

But would they believe him?



The door opened again, and two or three figurégHefroom. The activity around his
plywood cot was slowing. Then it was quiet. He aggkhis eyes and the IV drip bag was
gone.

Guy was looking down at him. He gently took onenewrof the silver duct tape and
pulled it free so Patrick could talk, if he so chos

"Thanks," Patrick said.

The Brazilian doctor appeared again from the leét stuck a needle in Patrick's arm. The
syringe was long and filled with nothing but coldreater, but how could Patrick know?

"Where is the money, Patrick?" Guy asked.

"l don't have any money," Patrick replied. His haatled from being pressed into the
plywood. The tight plastic band across his forehgad hot. He hadn't moved in hours.

"You will tell me, Patrick. | promise you'll tell e You can do it now, or you can do it
ten hours from now when you're half-dead. Make#yeon yourself."

"l don't want to die, okay?" Patrick said, his efitsd with fear. They will not kill me,
he told himself.

Guy lifted a small, simple, nasty device from bedrhtrick and displayed it close to his
face. It was a chrome lever with a black rubberrtipunted on a small square block with
two wires running from it. "See this," Guy said,iaBatrick had a choice. "When the
lever is up, the circuit is broken." Guy delicatghlypped the rubber tip with his thumb
and index finger, and slowly lowered it. "But whémoves down to this little contact
point here, the circuit is closed and the curreaves through the wires to the electrodes
attached to your skin." He stopped the lever jaestimeters from the contact point.
Patrick held his breath. The room was still.

"Would you like to see what happens when the slimdelivered?" Guy asked.

"No."

"Then where's the money?"

"l don't know. | swear."

Twelve inches in front of Patrick's nose, Guy puktie lever down to the contact point.
The shock was instant and horrific-hot bolts ofrent ripped into his flesh. Patrick
jerked and the nylon ropes stretched. He closedys fiercely and clamped his teeth

together in a determined effort not to screamgawe up after a split second and let out a
piercing shriek that was heard throughout the cabin



Guy lifted the lever, waited a few seconds for ktto catch his breath and open his
eyes, then said, "That's level one, the loweskeort have five levels, and I'll use them
all if necessary. Eight seconds of level five Will you, and I'm perfectly willing to do
that as a last resort. Are you listening, Patrick?"

His flesh still burned from his chest to his anklds heart pumped furiously and he
exhaled quickly.

"Are you listening?" Guy repeated.

"Yes."

"Your situation is really quite simple. Tell me whdhe money is, and you leave this
room alive. Eventually, we'll take you back to RoRbra, and you can carry on as you
see fit. We have no interest in notifying the FEBly paused for drama and toyed with
the chrome lever. "If, however, you refuse to medd where the money is, then you'll
never leave this room alive. Do you understandj¢kat’

"Yes."

"Good. Where's the money?"

"l swear | don't know. If | knew, I'd tell you."

Guy snapped the lever down without a word, andctcthieents hit like boiling acid. "I
don't know!" Patrick screamed in anguish. "I swledon't know."

Guy raised the lever, and waited a few secondBérick to recover. Then, "Where's the
money?" he asked calmly.

"| swear | don't know."

Another scream filled the cabin, and escaped thralig open windows, into the crevice
between the mountains where it echoed lightly leefosing itself in the jungle.

THE APARTMENT in Curitiba was near the airport. Bedd the cabdriver to wait in the
street. She left her overnight bag in the trunk,dauried her thick briefcase with her.

She took the elevator to the ninth floor wherehibliway was dark and quiet. It was
almost 11 P.M. She moved slowly, eyes looking irdaéctions. She unlocked the door
to the apartment, then quickly disarmed the secagistem with another key.

Danilo was not in the apartment, and though this mat a surprise it was still a
disappointment. No message on the phone recordesigd of him whatsoever. Her
anxiety reached another level.



She could not stay long, because the men who hadddaight be coming there.
Though she knew exactly what to do, her movemeste forced and slow. The
apartment had only three rooms, and she searchaddhickly.

The papers she wanted were in a locked file calonrttie den. She opened the three
heavy drawers and neatly placed the paperworkhanasome leather suitcase he kept in
a nearby closet. The bulk of the files containedrficial records, though not much for
such a large fortune. His paper trail was as naaswossible. He came here once a
month to hide records from his home, and at leasé @ month he shredded the old stuff.

And for the moment, Danilo couldn't know where ppégpers were.

She rearmed the security system and made a hastile»ne in the cramped building
had noticed her. She found a room in a small lmelintown, near the Museum of
Contemporary Arts. The Asian banks were open, awds almost four in Zurich. She
unpacked a compact fax and rigged it to the phadein her room. The small bed was
soon covered with sheets of instructions and witb@izations.

She was tired, but sleep was out of the questianil® said they'd come looking for her.
She could not go home. Her thoughts were not onemdout on him. Was he alive? If so,
how much was he suffering? How much had he tolchflad at what price?

She wiped her eyes and began to arrange the pdperg was no time for tears.

WITH TORTURE, the best results come after threesdzyepisodic abuse. The more
obstinate wills are slowly broken. The pain is dned of, and looms larger as the victim
waits for the next session. Three days, and maxgtlpdreak and crumble into small
pieces.

Guy didn't have three days. His prisoner was nettaken in war, but a U.S. citizen
wanted by the FBI.

Around midnight, they left Patrick alone for a fewinutes to suffer and think about the
next round. His body was drenched with sweat; kiis ied from the voltage and the heat.
Blood trickled from under the tape on his chestmghbe electrodes had been stuck too
tightly and were burning into his flesh. He gasfidbreath and licked his dry shriveled
lips. The nylon ropes on his wrists and anklesrdtbed the skin raw.

Guy returned alone, and sat on a stool next tslieet of plywood. For a minute the
room was quiet, the only sound was Patrick bregthimd trying to control himself. He
kept his eyes closed tightly.

"You're a very stubborn man," Guy said finally.

No response.



The first two hours had yielded nothing. Every diseshad been about the money. He
didn't know where it was, he'd said a hundred tirbed it exist? No, he had said
repeatedly. What happened to it? He didn't know.

Guy's experience with torture was extremely limitdd'd consulted an expert, a really
twisted freak who seemed to actually enjoy it. Heald a crude how-to manual, but
finding practice time was difficult.

Now that Patrick knew how horrible things could,getvas important to chat him up.
"Where were you when your funeral took place?" Gsked.

There was a slight relaxing of Patrick's musclésalfy, a question not about the money.
He hesitated and thought about it. What was thenBate was caught. His story was
about to be told. Maybe if he cooperated they'doliyhe voltage.

"In Biloxi," he said.

"Hiding?"

"Yes, of course."

"And you watched your graveside service?"

"Yes."

"From where?"

"l was in a tree, with binoculars." He kept his egtosed and his fists clenched.
"Where did you go after that?"

"Mobile."

"Was that your hiding place?"

"Yes, one of them."

"How long did you stay there?"

"Off and on, coupla months."

"That long, huh? Where did you live in Mobile?"

"Cheap motels. | moved around a lot. Moved up andrdthe Gulf. Destin. Panama City
Beach. Back to Mobile."



"You changed your appearance.”

"Yeah. | shaved, colored my hair, dropped fifty pds.”
"Did you study a language?"

"Portuguese.”

"So you knew you were headed here?"

"Where's here?"

"Let's say it's Brazil."

"Okay. Yeah, | figured this was a good place tcetiid
"After Mobile, where did you go?"

"Toronto."

"Why Toronto?"

"l had to go somewhere. It's a nice place."

"Did you get new papers in Toronto?"

"Yeah."

"You became Danilo Silva in Toronto?"

"Yeah."

"Did you take another language course?"

"Yeah."

"Dropped some more weight?"

"Yeah. Another thirty pounds.” He kept his eyeselb and tried to ignore the pain, or at
least live with it for the moment. The electrodeshis chest were smoldering and cutting
deeper into his skin.

"How long did you stay there?"

"Three months."



"So you left there around July of '927?"

"Something like that."

"And where did you go next?"

"Portugal.”

"Why Portugal?"

"Had to go somewhere. It's a nice place. Never lieeme."

"How long were you there?"

"Coupla months."”

"Then where?"

"Sao Paulo.”

"Why Sao Paulo?"

"Twenty million people. A wonderful place to hide."

"How long did you stay there?"

"Ayear."

"Tell me what you did there."

Patrick took a deep breath, then grimaced whendedhhis ankles. He relaxed. "l got
lost in the city. | hired a tutor and masteredldrguage. Lost a few more pounds.
Moved from one small apartment to another.”

"What did you do with the money?"

A pause. A flinch of the muscles. Where was theetred little chrome lever? Why
couldn't they continue chatting about the chaselandff the money?

"What money?" he asked, with a passable efforeapeération.

"Come on, Patrick. The ninety million dollars ydole from your law firm and its
client.”

"l told you. You got the wrong guy."



Guy suddenly yelled at the door. It opened insyaautid the rest of the Americans rushed
in. The Brazilian doctor emptied two more syringes Patrick's veins, then left. Two
men huddled over the device in the corner. The taperder was turned on. Guy hovered
over Patrick with the chrome lever in an uprighsigon, scowling and angry and even
more determined to kill him if he didn't talk.

"The money arrived by wire to your law firm's acoboffshore in Nassau. The time was
exactly ten-fifteen, Eastern Standard. The dateMagh 26, 1992, forty-five days after
your death. You were there, Patrick, looking fitldanned and posing as someone else.
We have photos taken from the bank's security canveyu had perfect forged papers.
Shortly after the money arrived it was gone, -$8ntvire to a bank in Malta. You stole it,
Patrick. Now, where is it? Tell me, and you'll live

Patrick took a last look at Guy, and a last glaatcine lever, then he closed his eyes
tightly, braced himself, and said, "l swear | démdw what you're talking about.”

"Patrick, Patrick-"
"Please don't do it!" he begged. "Please!"

"This is only level three, Patrick. You're halfwinere.” Guy pushed the lever down, and
watched the body bolt and straighten.

Patrick screamed with no restraint, a scream sodiand horrible that Osmar and the
Brazilians froze for a second on the front pordheif conversation stopped in the
darkness. One of them offered a silent prayer.

Down the road, a hundred yards away, a Braziliah wigun sat by the dirt trail and
watched for approaching cars. None were expecteel n€arest dwelling was miles away.
He too offered a small prayer when the screamiagest again.

Four

IT WAS EITHER the fourth or fifth call from the rgibors that sent Mrs. Stephano over
the edge, and it also forced Jack to tell his whtetruth. The three men in dark suits
loitering outside the car parked in the streetatiyan front of their house were FBI
agents. He explained why they were there. He tetdhiost of the Patrick story, a serious
breach of professional etiquette. Mrs. Stephan@mnasked questions.

She didn't care what her husband did at the ofbe. did, however, hold some rather
strong feelings about what the neighbors mightikthirhis was, after all, Falls Church,
and, well, people would talk.



She went to bed at midnight. Jack napped on theisdhe den, rising every half-hour to
peek through the blinds and see what they weregdmim there. He happened to be
asleep at 3 A.M. when the doorbell rang.

He answered it in his sweatsuit. Four of them vegritne door, one of whom he
immediately recognized as Hamilton Jaynes, Depltgdior, FBI. The number-two man
at the Bureau, who just happened to live four damker and belong to the same golf
club, though the two had never met.

He allowed them into his spacious den. Stiff intrciibns were made. They sat while
Mrs. Stephano wandered down in her bathrobe, tbemied back up at the sight of a
room full of men in dark suits.

Jaynes did all the talking for the FBI. "We're wiaik nonstop on this Lanigan discovery.
Our intelligence informs us that he's in your cdgtaCan you confirm or deny?"

"No." Stephano was as cool as ice.

"I'm holding a warrant for your arrest.”

The ice melted a bit. Stephano glanced at anotbeedaced agent. "On what charges?"
"Harboring a federal fugitive. Interference. Youmait, we'll include it. What difference
does it make? I'm not interested in convicting yllil want is to haul your ass off to jalil,
then later we'll get the rest of your firm, then'liheck up your clients. Take about
twenty-four hours to round up everybody. We'll et indictments later, depending on
whether or not we get Lanigan. You get the picture?

"Yeah. | think so."

"Where's Lanigan?"

"Brazil."

"l want him. And now."

Stephano blinked a couple of times, and thinggriédl place. Under the circumstances,
handing over Lanigan was not a bad move. The fadsaays of making him talk. Faced
with life in prison, Patrick just might snap hiadiers and make the money appear. There

would be enormous pressure from all angles to medu

Later, Stephano would again ponder the incredib&stion of how anyone in the world
knew he had captured Lanigan.

"All right, here's the deal,” Stephano said. "Giwve forty-eight hours, I'll give you
Lanigan. And you burn my warrant and drop the ttsrefuture prosecution."



"It's a deal."

There was a moment of silence as both sides sattoeedctory. Jaynes said, "l need to
know where to pick him up."”

"Send a plane to Asuncion."
"Paraguay? What happened to Brazil?"
"He has friends in Brazil."

"Whatever." Jaynes whispered to an associate, hdmwleft the house. "Is he in one
piece?" he asked Stephano.

"Yeah."

"He'd better be. One bruise on his body, and dilird you to hell.”

"I need to make a phone call.”

Jaynes actually managed a grin. He scanned the aradl said, "It's your house."

"Are my lines tapped?”

"No."

"You swear?"

"l said no."

"Excuse me." Stephano stepped into the kitchem, ttv@ utility room where he kept a
hidden cell phone. He walked onto the rear patier@the stood in the wet grass by a

gaslight. He called Guy.

THE SCREAMING had stopped for the moment when thezlian guarding the van

heard the phone ringing. It rested on its powet innihe front seat of the van, its antenna

shooting fifteen feet beyond the roof. He answétredEnglish, then ran to get an
American.

Guy rushed from the cabin and grabbed it.
"Is he talking?" Stephano asked.

"A little. He broke about an hour ago."



"What do you know?"

"The money still exists. He doesn't know whers.dtntrolled by a woman in Rio, a
lawyer."

"Do you have her name?"

"Yes. We're making calls now. Osmar has peopleian’R

"Can you get any more out of him?"

"l don't think so. He's half-dead, Jack."

"Stop whatever you're doing. Is the doctor there?"

"Sure."

"Get the boy treated and spruced up. Drive him tdwsuncion as soon as possible."
"But why-"

"Don't ask questions. There's no time for it. Tédsfare all over us. Just do as | say, and
make sure he's not hurt."

"Not hurt? I've been trying to kill him for five hes."

"Just do as | say. Put him back together. Drug him.

Start toward Asuncion. Call me every hour, on therty

"Whatever."

"And find the woman."

Patrick's head was lifted gently and cool water p@sred on his lips. The ropes were cut
from his wrists and ankles, and they very slowinoged the tape and the wires and the
electrodes. He jerked and twitched, moaning woadenme could understand. A shot of
morphine was pumped into his well-worn veins, thdight depressant, and Patrick
floated away again.

At dawn, Osmar was in the airport at Ponta Poraingafor a flight that would

eventually get him to Rio by the end of the day.Hdd made contact with people in Rio.

He had pulled them out of bed with promises oftiigks. They were supposed to be on
the streets.



SHE CALLED her father first, just-after sunrisetjrae of the day he always enjoyed on
his small terrace with his newspaper and his coffieelived in a small apartment in
Ipanema, three blocks from the shore, not far fhesrbeloved Eva. His apartment
building was over thirty years old, making it orfelte oldest in the poshest section of
Rio. He lived alone.

He knew from her voice something was wrong. Sharasishim she was safe and would
remain so, that a client in Europe suddenly neé@edor two weeks, and that she would
call every day. She went on to explain that thigigalar client was perhaps a bit shady
and very secretive, and therefore he might senetseptatives to poke around in her past.
Don't be alarmed. It was not unusual in internatiarade.

He had several questions, but he knew there wailibbanswers.

The call to her supervising partner was much mdfiealt. The story she had rehearsed
delivered well, but there were huge gaps in it.evrclient had called late yesterday, a
referral from an American lawyer she went to schwith, and she was needed
immediately in Hamburg. She was taking an earbhtli The client was in
telecommunications, with plans for a large expamgioBrazil.

The partner was half-asleep. He asked her toatalt ith more details.

She called her secretary with the same story, akeldaher to postpone all appointments
and meetings until she returned.

From Curitiba, she flew to Sao Paulo, where shedemhan Aerolineas Argentinas flight
to Buenos Aires, nonstop. For the first time, sbediher new passport, one Danilo had
helped her acquire a year earlier. She had ké&pdden in the apartment, along with two
new credit cards and eight thousand dollars in thaSh.

She was Leah Pires now, same age but differefdaiyt Danilo didn't know these
details; he couldn't know.

She certainly felt like someone else.

There were many scenarios. He could've been shioaibgits making a routine heist
along a rural road. Happened occasionally along-tbatier. -He could've been grabbed
by the shadows from his past, tortured, killed jdxlirn the jungle. Maybe he talked, and
if he did maybe her name got mentioned. She cqédd the rest of her life on the run.
At least he had warned her of this in the beginnivigybe he didn't talk, and she could
remain Eva.

Perhaps Danilo was still alive somewhere. He hadthgged her they wouldn't kill him.
They might make him beg for death, but they coulalifibrd to kill him. If the American
authorities found him first, it would be a mattéreatradition. He'd picked Latin America
because of its historical reluctance to extradite.



If the shadows found him first, they would beat hirtil he told them where the money
was. That's what he feared most-the coercion.

She tried to nap in the Buenos Aires airport, Ieeswas impossible. She called his
home again in Ponta Pora, then the cell phonelandpartment in Curitiba.

In Buenos Aires, she boarded a flight to New Yovkere she waited three hours then
caught another one to Zurich on SwissAir.

THEY LAID HIM across the rear seat of the Volkswagen, and wrapped a seat belt
around his waist so he wouldn't bounce off. Thelscghead were rough. He was dressed
in his running shorts only. The doctor checkedhavy gauze bandages-eight of them in
all. He had covered the burns with ointments amd ahtibiotics into Patrick's blood.

The doctor took the seat in front of his patient] &ucked his little black bag between his
feet. Patrick had suffered enough. He would prdteatnow.

A day or two of rest and more painkillers, and ielatwould be on his way to recovery.
The burns would leave small scars, which would abdpfade with time.

The doctor turned around and patted him on theldeouHe was so pleased they hadn't
killed him. "He's ready," he said to Guy in therfrgeat. A Brazilian driver started the
van and backed away from the cabin.

They stopped every hour, precisely every sixty naauso the antenna could be raised
and the cell phone could work around the mount&husg. called Ste-phano, who was in
his D.C. office with Hamilton Jaynes and a top @i with the State Department. The
Pentagon was being consulted.

What the hell was going on, Guy wanted to ask. Wldgd the feds come from?

In the first six hours they traveled a hundred mikst times, the roads were almost
impassable. They often fought with the phone trymget Washington. At two in the
afternoon, the roads improved as they left the rteos.

THE EXTRADITION ISSUE was sticky, and Hamilton Jagwanted no part of it.
Important diplomatic strings were pulled. The Dimecof the FBI called the President's
Chief of Staff. The American Ambassador to Paragy@tyinvolved. Promises and
threats were made.

A suspect with cash and resolve can stifle exti@difrom Paraguay for years, if not
forever. This suspect had no money on him, and'tdésen know what country he was in.

The Paraguayans reluctantly agreed to ignore attad



At four, Stephano instructed Guy to find the aitg@drConcepcion, a small city three
hours by car from Asuncion. The Brazilian driversad, in Portuguese, when told to
turn around and head north.

IT WAS DUSK when they entered Concepcion, and & wark when they finally found
the airport, a small brick building next to a navrasphalt strip. Guy called Stephano,
who instructed him to leave Patrick in the vanhwite keys in the ignition, and walk
away from it. Guy, the doctor, the driver, and &eotAmerican eased away slowly while
looking over their shoulders at the van. They foarspot a hundred yards away, under a
large tree where they couldn't be seen. An howsequhs

Finally, a King Air with American registration laad and taxied to the small terminal.
Two pilots emerged and went inside the terminat@ment later, they walked to the van,
opened the doors, got inside, and drove it to & spar their airplane.

Patrick was gently removed from the back of the aad loaded onto the turboprop. An
Air Force medic was on board, and he immediatadk fwossession of the prisoner. The
two pilots returned the van to its original spothe parking lot. Minutes later, the plane
took off.

The King Air refueled in Asuncion, and while it was the ground there Patrick began to
move. He was too weak and sore and groggy to sitlup medic gave him cold water
and crackers.

They refueled again in La Paz and Lima. In Bogthtay transferred him to a small Lear,
which flew at twice the speed of the King Air. éfueled on Aruba, off the coast of
Venezuela, then flew nonstop to a U.S. Navy basgdmiSan Juan, Puerto Rico. An
ambulance took him to the base hospital.

After almost four and a half years, Patrick wasko@t American soil.
Five

THE LAW FIRM Patrick worked for before he died filéor bankruptcy protection a
year after his funeral. After his death, the firteserhead properly included him: Patrick
S. Lanigan, 1954-1992. He was listed up in thet+igind corner, just above the
paralegals. Then the rumors got started and wddtbp. Before long, everyone believed
he had taken the money and disappeared. After thozghs, no one on the Gulf Coast
believed he was dead. His name came off the |eiderlas the debts piled up.

The four remaining partners were still togethet@acted unwillingly at the hip by the
bondage of bankruptcy. Their names had been jandtie mortgages and the bank
notes, back when they were rolling and on the vefgerious wealth. They had been
joint defendants in several unwinnable lawsuitastthe bankruptcy. Since Patrick's
departure, they had tried every possible way tordie one another, but nothing would



work. Two were raging alcoholics who drank at tiffece behind locked doors, but never
together. The other two were in recovery, stiltég@g on the brink of sobriety.

He took their money. Their millions. Money they halteady spent long before it arrived,
as only lawyers can do. Money for their richly reated office building in downtown
Biloxi. Money for new homes, yachts, condos in @e&ibbean. The money was on the
way, approved, the papers signed, orders entdrey;could see it, smell it, almost touch
it when their dead partner snatched it at thedassible second.

He was dead. They buried him on February 11, 1888y had consoled the widow and
put his rotten name on their handsome letterheatlsix weeks later, he somehow stole
their money.

They had brawled over who was to blame. CharlesaBpthe firm's senior partner and
its iron hand, had insisted the money be wired fitsnsource into a new account
offshore, and this made sense after some discussiwas ninety million bucks, a third
of which the firm would keep, and it would be impiide to hide that kind of money in
Biloxi, population fifty thousand. Someone at tlak would talk. Soon everyone would
know. All four vowed secrecy, even as they madegta display as much of their new
wealth as possible. There had even been talkioigédt, a six-seater.

So Bogan took his share of the blame. At forty-nhmeewas the oldest of the four, and, at
the moment, the most stable. He was also resperfsibhiring Patrick nine years earlier,
and for this he had received no small amount a&fgri

Doug Vitrano, the litigator, had made the fatefetigion to recommend Patrick as the
fifth partner. The other three had agreed, and Waangan was added to the firm name,
he had access to virtually every file in the offiBegan, Rapley, Vitrano, Havarac, and
Lanigan, Attorneys and Counselors-at-Law. A lardenethe yellow pages claimed
"Specialists in Offshore Injuries.” Specialistsnot, like most firms they would take
almost anything if the fees were lucrative. Lotse€retaries and paralegals. Big
overhead, and the strongest political connectionthe Coast.

They were all in their mid- to late forties. Havatead been raised by his father on a
shrimp boat. His hands were still proudly calloyset he dreamed of choking Patrick
until his neck snapped. Rapley was severely depdessd seldom left his home, where
he wrote briefs in a dark office in the attic.

BOGAN AND VITRANO were at their desks just afteneiwhen Agent Cutter entered
the building on Vieux Marche, in the old sectiorBatoxi. He smiled at the receptionist
and asked if any of the lawyers were in. It waaiaduestion. They were known as a
bunch of drunks who occasionally showed up for work

She led him to a small conference room and gavechiifiee. Vitrano came first, looking
remarkably starched and clear-eyed. Bogan was@estnds behind. They mixed sugar in
the coffee and talked about the weather.



In the months immediately following the disappearaaf both Patrick and the money,
Cutter would

drop in periodically and deliver the latest updaitethe FBI's investigation. They became
pleasant acquaintances, though the meetings weaysdisheartening. As the months
became years, the updates grew further apart. Mndpdates had the same endings: no
trace of Patrick. It had been almost a year singge€had spoken to any of them.

And so they figured he was simply being nice, happeto be downtown for something,
probably wanted a cup of coffee, and this woulddagine and quick.

Cutter said, "We have Patrick in custody."

Charlie Bogan closed his eyes and displayed evesyob his teeth. "Oh my God!" he
exclaimed, then buried his face in his palms. "GhGod."

Vitrano's head fell back, his mouth too fell opkle. gazed in utter disbelief at the ceiling.
"Where?" he managed to ask.

"He's at a military base in Puerto Rico. He wadwagdl in Brazil."

Bogan stood and walked to a corner, next to sorm&dases, where he hid his face and
tried to hold back the tears. "Oh my God," he kepeating.

"Are you sure it's him?" Vitrano asked in disbelief
"Positive."

"Tell me more," Vitrano said.

"Like what?"

"Like how did you find him? And where? And what was doing? What does he look
like?"

"We didn't find him. He was given to us."

Bogan sat down at the table, a handkerchief owendse. "I'm sorry,"” he said,
embarrassed.

"Do you know a man named Jack Stephano?" Cuttedask
They both nodded with some reluctance.

"Are you part of his little consortium?"



They both shook their heads in the negative.

"You're lucky. Stephano found him, tortured himirateed near killed him, then gave him
to us."

"Il like the part about the torture,” Vitrano sdldell us about that."

"Skip it. We picked him up last night in Paraguégw him to Puerto Rico. He's in the
hospital there. He'll be released and sent headfén days."

"What about the money?" Bogan managed to ask,die®\scratchy and dry.
"No sign of it. But then, we don't know what Stepb&nows."

Vitrano stared at the table, his eyes dancingidRatiad stolen ninety million dollars
when he disappeared four years earlier. It woularpmssible to spend all of it. He could
have bought mansions and helicopters and lots aiemoand still have tens of millions
left. Surely they could find it. The firm's fee waghird.

Maybe, just maybe.

Bogan worked on his moist eyes and thought of xi&iée, a congenial woman who'd
turned vicious when the sky fell. She had felt chsgd after the bankruptcy, and so she
took their youngest child and moved to Pensacokerg/she filed for divorce and made
ugly accusations. Bogan was drinking and using c8ke knew it and beat him over the
head with it. He couldn't offer much resistance.gdentually cleaned himself up, but
was still denied access to the child.

Oddly enough, he still loved his ex-wife; still draed of getting her back. Maybe the
money would get her attention. Maybe there was h8peely they could find it.

Cutter broke the silence. "Stephano's in all safrtsouble. There were burns all over
Patrick's body where they tortured him."

"Good," Vitrano said with a smile.

"You expect sympathy from us?" Bogan asked.

"Anyway, Stephano is a side issue. We'll watch mmaybe he'll lead us to the money."
"The money will be easy to find,"” Vitrano said. '8re was a dead body. Somebody got

killed by our boy Patrick. It's a death penaltyesagpen and shut. Murder for the sake of
money. Patrick will sing when the pressure is agpli



"Better yet, give him to us," Bogan said, withowgraile. "Ten minutes, and we'll know
everything."

Cutter glanced at his watch. "l gotta go. | havgddo Point Clear and break the news to
Trudy."

Bogan and Vitrano snorted in perfect unison, tleerghed. "Oh, she doesn't know?"
Bogan said.

"Not yet."

"Please video it," Vitrano said, still laughing gtly. "I'd love to see her face.”
"I'm actually looking forward to it," Cutter said.

"The bitch,"” Bogan said.

Cutter stood and said, "Tell the other partnersshiton it until noon. We've scheduled a
press conference then. I'll be in touch.”

They didn't say a word for a long time after he. [€here were so many questions, so
much to say. The room spun with possibilities ateharios.

THE VICTIM of a fiery one-car collision, on a ruredad with no witnesses, Patrick was
laid to rest by his lovely wife Trudy on February, 1992. She was a striking widow,
dressed in black Armani, and as they shoveleddid his casket she was already
spending the money.

His will left everything to her. It was simple ahdd been recently updated. Hours before
the funeral mass, Trudy and Doug Vitrano had céyefpened the lockbox in Patrick's
office and inventoried the contents. They foundwiig two car titles, the deed to the
Lanigan home, a life insurance policy in the amaafritalf a million dollars that Trudy
knew about, and another policy for two million tisae'd never heard of.

Vitrano had quickly scanned the unexpected polidyad been purchased by Patrick
eight months earlier. Trudy was the sole benefyciihe same company had sold both
policies, and it was huge and solvent.

She swore she knew nothing about it, and the smnileer face convinced Vitrano she
was genuinely shocked. Funeral or no funeral, Tmudyg quite thrilled about her good
fortune. With her pain eased considerably, she bomenanaged to suffer through the
funeral service and burial without a serious breaka

The life insurance company balked, as they alindtgaily, but Vitrano made sufficient
threats to force payment. Four weeks after theahurrudy got her two and a half
million.



A week later, she was driving a red Rolls-RoycaiatbBiloxi, and people began to hate
her. Then the ninety million vanished in thin @nd the rumors got started.

Perhaps she wasn't a widow.

Patrick was the first suspect, and eventually tilg one. The gossip grew vicious, so
Trudy loaded her small daughter and her boyfrieatce, a holdover from high school,
into the red Rolls and fled to Mobile, an hour eddBiloxi. She found a slick lawyer
who gave her lots of advice on how to protect tlomay. She bought a beautiful old
home in Point Clear, overlooking Mobile Bay, and pin Lance's name.

Lance was a strong, handsome loser she'd first wiépat the age of fourteen. He'd been
convicted of smuggling pot at nineteen, and speiet years in prison while she was
having a wonderful time at college, playing chemilkr and seducing football players, a
legendary party girl who also managed to gradudtte wonors. She married a wealthy
fraternity boy, and divorced him after two yearbem she enjoyed the single life for a
few years until, she met and married Patrick, anpgong young lawyer who was new to
the Coast. Their courtship had been long on passidrshort on planning.

Through college, both marriages, and various starders, Trudy had always kept Lance
nearby. He was an addiction, a strapping, lustydtwycould never get enough of. She
knew when she was fourteen that she would neventheut Lance.

LANCE OPENED THE DOOR, bare-chested, black haitgzliback tightly into the
obligatory ponytail, a large diamond earring in kb lobe. He sneered at Cutter as he
sneered at the world, and didn't say a word.

"Is Trudy in?" Cutter asked.

"Maybe."

The badge flashed, and for a second the sneermeahisAgent Cutter, FBI. I've talked to
her before.”

Lance imported marijuana from Mexico with a larfgest boat Trudy had purchased for
him. He sold the pot to a gang in Mobile. Busineas slow because the DEA was
asking questions.

"She's in the gym," Lance said, nodding past CutWhat do you want?"

Cutter ignored him and walked across the drive ¢oraverted garage where the music
was booming. Lance followed.

Trudy was in the midst of a high-level aerobicsligmge being dictated to her by a
supermodel on a large-screen TV at one end ofoiie r She bounced and gyrated and



mouthed the words to a nameless song, and lookaedethgood doing it. Tight yellow
spandex. Tight blond ponytail. Not an ounce ofai@gwhere. Cutter could've watched for
hours. Even her sweat was cute.

She did this two hours a day. At thirty-five, Trusiyll looked like everybody's high
school sweetheart.

Lance hit a switch and the video stopped. Sheeadjrsaw Cutter, and gave him a look
that would melt cheese. "Do you mind?" she snappéénce. Evidently, this workout
was not to be disturbed.

"I'm Special Agent Cutter, FBI," he said, whippiogt his badge and walking to her. "We
met once before, a few years back."

She dabbed her face with a towel, a yellow onertiaithed the spandex. She was hardly
breathing.

She flashed perfect teeth, and everything was dkslgat can | do for you?" Lance stood
beside her. Matching ponytails.

"I have some wonderful news for you," Cutter saithwa broad smile.
"What?"

"We've found your husband, Mrs. Lanigan, and He/s.&

A slight pause as it registered. "Patrick?" shd.sai

"He would be the one."

"You're lying," Lance sneered.

"Afraid not. He's in custody in Puerto Rico. Shoaidke it back here in a week or so.
Just thought you should hear the good news befereeigase it to the press.”

Stunned and staggering, she backed away and satvorkout bench next to a weight
machine. Her glistening bronze flesh was growinig pder pliant body was crumbling.
Lance scurried to help her. "Oh my God," she keptninling.

Cutter threw a card in front of them. "Call me ddn be of any help." They said nothing
as he left.

It was obvious to him that she held no anger airfgalveen duped by a man who faked
his death. Nor was there the smallest hint of joyisreturn. No relief whatsoever at the
end of an ordeal.



There was nothing but fear; the horror of losing toney. The life insurance company
would sue immediately.

WHILE CUTTER was in Mobile, another agent from Biéxi office went to the home
of Patrick's mother in New Orleans, and delivereidame news. Mrs. Lanigan was
overcome with emotion, and begged the agent forsé while and answer questions. He
stayed for an hour but had few answers for her.c8led for joy, and after he left she
spent the rest of the day calling friends withwaanderful news that her only child was
alive after all.

Six

JACK STEPHANO was arrested by the FBI in his D.fiice. He spent thirty minutes in
jail, then

was rushed to a small courtroom in the federaltbowse where he faced a U.S.
Magistrate in a closed hearing. He was informed lteavould be released immediately
on his own recognizance, that he couldn't leavatha, and that he would be watched by
the FBI around the clock. While he was in coudpaall army of agents entered his office,
seized virtually every file, and sent the employleeme.

After being dismissed by the Magistrate, Stephaas griven to the Hoover Building on
Pennsylvania Avenue where Hamilton Jaynes wasmngaitWhen the two were alone in
Jaynes' office, the Deputy Director offered a luaew apology for the arrest. But he had
no choice. You can't snatch a federal fugitive gdnim, torture him, and damned near
kill him without being charged with something.

The issue was the money. The arrest was the lexefgphano swore Patrick had told
them nothing.

As they spoke, the doors to Stephano's office Weneg chained shut and ominous
federal bulletins were being taped to the windddis.home phones were being bugged
while Mrs. Stephano played bridge.

After the brief and fruitless meeting with Jaynes was dropped off near the Supreme
Court. Since he'd been ordered to stay away frenoffice, he flagged a cab and told the
driver to go to the Hay-Adams Hotel, corner of HI&@ixteenth. He sat in traffic, calmly
reading a newspaper, occasionally rubbing the iimgatevice they'd sewn in the hem of
his jacket when they booked him. It was calledaaitrg cone, a tiny but powerful
transmitter used to monitor movements of peoplekages, even automobiles. He'd
frisked himself while chatting with Jaynes, and bhaén tempted to rip out the cone and
toss it on his desk.

He was an expert at surveillance. He stuffed lukgaunder the seat of the cab, and
walked quickly into the Hay-Adams Hotel, acrossiirbafayette Park. There were no
rooms, he was told. He asked to see the manag@mmar client, and within minutes Mr.



Stephano was escorted to a suite on the fourtln, flaith a splendid view of the White
House. He stripped to his socks and shorts andutigrplaced each item of clothing on
the bed where he examined and even caressed ecérygfifabric. He ordered lunch. He
called his wife, but there was no answer.

Then he called Benny Aricia, his client, the marosdninety million got diverted just
minutes after it had arrived at the bank in Nassaigia's take was to have been sixty
million, with thirty going to his lawyers, Bogan@&witrano and the rest of those filthy
crooks in Biloxi. But it had vanished, just befareeached Benny.

He was at the Willard Hotel, also near the Whiteig hiding and waiting to hear from
Stephano.

They met an hour later at the Four Seasons Hotekwrgetown, in a suite Aricia had
just reserved for a week.

Benny was almost sixty, but looked ten years yourige was lean and bronze, with the
perpetual tan of an affluent South Florida retind® played golf every day. He lived in a
condo on a canal with a Swedish woman who was yemoggh to be his daughter.

When the money was stolen, the law firm owned aaoriance policy covering fraud and
theft by its partners and employees. Embezzlensetrinmon in law firms. The policy,
sold by Monarch-Sierra Insurance Company, had @ éffour million dollars, payable
to the firm. Aricia sued the law firm with a vengea. His lawsuit demanded sixty
million; all that he was entitled to.

Because there was little else to collect, and ethe firm was about to run to
bankruptcy court, Benny had settled for the foutiom paid by Monarch-Sierra. He'd
spent almost half of that searching for Patricke Tdmcy condo in Boca had cost a half a
million. Other expenditures here and there, andiBewvas down to his last million.

He stood in the window and sipped decaffeinateteeof Am | going to be arrested?" he
asked.

"Probably not. But I'd keep low anyway."

Benny placed his coffee on the table and sat adrossStephano. "Have you talked to
the insurance companies?" he asked.

"Not yet. I'll call later. You guys are safe.”

Northern Case Mutual, the life insurance companiciwhad made Trudy rich, had
secretly set aside half a million for the searclonigrch-Sierra had put up a million. In all,
Stephano's little consortium had pledged and spegtthree million dollars in the hunt
for Patrick.



"Any luck with the girl?" Aricia asked.

"Not yet. Our people are in Rio. They found hehé&f but he wouldn't talk. Same at her
law firm. She's out of town on business, they say."

Aricia folded his hands and calmly said, "Now tek, what exactly did he say?"

"I haven't heard the tape yet. It was supposea tdhivered to my office this afternoon,
but now things are complicated. Plus, it was semhfthe jungles of Paraguay."”

"I know that."

"According to Guy, he broke after five hours of shoHe said the money was still intact,
hidden in various banks, none of which he could@aBuy damned near killed him
when he couldn't, or wouldn't, name the banks.H&ynt Guy figured, correctly, that
someone else had control of the money. A few mualts, jand the girl's name came out.
Guy's men immediately called Rio, and confirmeditentity. She had already
vanished."”

"l want to hear that tape.”
"It's brutal, Benny. The man's skin is burning &ets screaming for mercy."
Benny couldn't stop the smile. "I know. That's wha@ant to hear."

THEY PUT PATRICK at the end of a wing on the basspital. His was the only room
with doors which could be locked from the- outsishel windows that wouldn't open. The
blinds were closed. Two military guards sat outsigehallway, for whatever reason.

Patrick wasn't going anywhere. The voltage hadredyéruised the muscles and tissue
in his legs and chest. Even his joints and boneas temder. The burns had laid open his
flesh in four places, two on his chest, one orthigh, one on his calf. Four other spots
were being treated as second-degree burns.

The pain was intense, and so his doctors, alldbtinem, had made the simple decision
to keep him sedated for the time being. There wasish to move him. He was a wanted
man, but it would take a few days to determine gbbhim first.

They kept the room dark, the music low, the IV fafidelightful narcotics, and poor
Patrick snored away the hours dreaming of nothiryablivious to the storm brewing
back home.

IN AUGUST of 1992, five months after the money \sm@d, a federal grand jury in
Biloxi indicted Patrick for the theft. There wadfstient evidence that he had pulled the
heist, and there was not the slightest hint thgoae else might be a suspect. It occurred
internationally, thus the feds had jurisdiction.



The Harrison County Sheriffs Department and thall@istrict Attorney had started a
joint investigation into the murder, but had lomgce moved on to other, more pressing
matters. Suddenly they were back in business.

The noon press conference was delayed while thwatis met in Cutter's office in
downtown Biloxi to sort things out. It was a temseeting, attended by people with
competing interests. On one side of the table ate€and the FBI, who took their orders
from Maurice Mast, the U.S. Attorney for the West&istrict of Mississippi, who had
driven in from Jackson. On the other side sat Raydhweeney, the Sheriff of Harrison
County, and his right-hand man, Grimshaw, both lobm despised the FBI. Their
spokesman was T.L. Parrish, the District AttornmyHarrison and surrounding counties.

It was federal versus state, big budgets versusweilu serious egos around the room
and everyone wanting most of the Patrick show.

"The death penalty is crucial here," D.A. Parrialds

"We can use the federal death penalty,” U.S. Adgrdast said, a little timid, if that was
possible.

Parrish smiled and cast his eyes down. The fedeah penalty had just recently been
passed by a Congress with little clue of how tolengent it. It certainly sounded good
when the President signed it into law, but the &inlkere enormous.

The state, on the other hand, had a rich and proitory of legal executions. "Ours is
better," Parrish said. "And we all know it." Palrisad sent eight men to death row. Mast
had yet to indict one for capital murder.

"And then there is the issue of prison,"” Parrishticmed. "We send him to Parchman,
where he's locked down twenty-three hours a daysteam room with bad food served
twice a day, two showers a week, lots of roachésrapists. If you get him, he gets a
country club for the rest of his life while the &dl courts pamper him and find a
thousand ways to keep him alive."

"It won't be a picnic,” Mast said, on the ropes aadering badly.

"A day at the beach maybe. Come on, Maurice. Tégeiss leverage. We have two big
mysteries, two questions that must be answereddéefmigan is put to rest. The big one
is money. Where is it? What did he do with it? @are recovered and given to its
owners? The second is just exactly who is buriddhmre. | gotta hunch that only
Lanigan can tell us, and he won't unless he's ébtceHe's gotta be scared, Maurice.
Parchman is terrifying. | promise you, he's prayfimga federal indictment."”

Mast was convinced but he couldn't agree. The wasesimply too big to hand over to
the locals. Cameras were arriving at the moment.



"There are other charges, you know," he said. 'thk& happened offshore, a long way
from here."

"Yeah, but the victim was a resident of this couatyhe time," Parrish said.
"It's not a simple case."
"What are you proposing?"

"Perhaps we should do it jointly," Mast said, anel ice melted considerably. The feds
could preempt at any time, and the fact that tl& WBttorney was offering to share was
the best Parrish could hope for.

Parchman was the key, and everyone in the room knéanigan the lawyer had to
know what awaited him there, and the prospectroi&ars in hell prior to death could
loosen his tongue.

A plan was devised to divide the pie, with both pearrish and Mast, tacitly agreeing to
share the spotlight. The FBI would continue itsrsledor the money. The locals would
concentrate on the murder. Parrish would hastilgraon his grand jury. A united front
would be presented to the public. Such sticky matis the trial and its subsequent
appeals were glossed over with a hasty promisddeeas them later. It was important
now to reach a truce so that one side wouldn't dweying about the other.

Because a trial was in progress in the federatiimgl the press was herded directly
across the street into the Biloxi courthouse, willeeemain courtroom on the second
floor was available. There were dozens of repartdst were wild-eyed locals, but
others were from Jackson, New Orleans, and Mobhey pressed forward and bunched
together like children at a parade.

Mast and Parrish walked grim-faced to a podiumraaih microphones and wires.
Cutter and the rest of the cops made a wall bethiewh. Lights came on and cameras
flashed.

Mast cleared his throat and said, "We are pleasadmounce the capture of Mr. Patrick
S. Lanigan, formerly of Biloxi. He is indeed aligad well, and now in our custody." He
paused for dramatic effect, savoring his momemiiénsun, listening as a ripple of
excitement played through the throng of vultures.then gave a few details of the
capture-Brazil, two days ago, assumed identity-outtgiving the slightest hint that
neither he nor the FBI had had anything to do Withactual locating of Patrick. Next,
some useless details about the arrival of the peisadhe pending charges, the swift and
sure hand of federal justice.

Parrish was not as dramatic. He promised a quutiktiment for capital murder, and for
any other charge he might think of.



The questions came in torrents. Mast and Parrislingel comment on just about
everything, and managed to do so for an hour dvalfa

SHE INSISTED that Lance be allowed to sit through appointment with her. She
needed him, she said. He was quite cute in his dghim shorts. His muscular legs were
hairy and brown. The lawyer was scornful, but tHeigd seen everything.

Trudy was dressed to the nines-tight short skasteful red blouse, full complement of
makeup and jewelry. She crossed her shapely leggsttine lawyer's attention. She
patted Lance on the arm as he massaged her knee.

The lawyer ignored her legs as he ignored theipigg

She had to file for divorce, she declared, thoughtsad already given the short version
on the phone. She was mad and bitter. How coulibhis to her? And to Ashley
Nicole, their precious daughter? She had loveddearly. Their lives together had been
good. Now this.

"The divorce is no problem," the lawyer said, mitr& once. His name was J. Murray
Riddleton, an accomplished divorce practitionehwtany clients. "It's an easy case of
abandonment. Under Alabama law, you'll get the mti@pfull custody, all assets,
everything."

"I want to file as fast as possible," she saidkiong at the Ego Wall behind the lawyer.
“I'll do it first thing in the morning."

"How long will it take?"

"Ninety days. Piece of cake."

This did nothing to relieve her anxiety. "l justriicsee how a person could do this to
someone he loved. | feel like a fool." Lance's hamaved slightly upward, still

massaging.

The divorce was the least of her worries. The lavikpew it. She could try to fake a
broken heart, but it wasn't working.

"How much did you get in life insurance?" he askepping through the file.

She looked absolutely shocked at the mention ofifeeinsurance. "Why is that
relevant?" she snapped.

"Because they're gonna sue you to get it backshfedead, Trudy. No death, no life
insurance."



"You must be kidding."

"Nope."

"They can't do that. Can they? Surely not.”
"Oh yes. In fact, they'll do it quickly."

Lance withdrew his hand and slumped in his chaudy's mouth opened and her eyes
watered. "They just can't.”

He took a fresh legal pad and uncapped his pent's"bmake a list,” he said.

She paid a hundred and thirty thousand dollargh®mRolls, and still owned it. Lance
drove a Porsche, which she'd bought for eighty-finaisand. The house had been
purchased for nine hundred thousand, cash, no agetgnd it was in Lance's nhame.
Sixty thousand for his dope boat. A hundred thodganher jewelry. They figured and
pondered and pulled numbers from the air. Thestegpped at about a million and a half.
The lawyer didn't have the heart to tell them thase precious assets would be the first
to go.

Like pulling teeth without Novocain, he made Trugltimate their monthly living
expenses. She reckoned it was around ten grandhiénrior the past four years. They
had taken some fabulous trips, money spilled ddwerdrain that no life insurance
company could ever recover.

She was unemployed, or retired, as she preferredlitd. Lance was not about to
mention his narcotics business. Nor did they daveal, even to their own lawyer, that
they had hidden three hundred thousand in a baRlonda.

"When do you think they'll sue?" she asked.
"Before the week is out,” said the lawyer.

IT WAS, in fact, much faster. In the middle of theess conference, when the news of
Patrick's resurrection was being made, attornaybléothern Case Mutual quietly
entered the clerk's office downstairs and sueddy tianigan for the full two and a half
million dollars, plus interest and attorneys' féHse lawsuit also included a petition for a
temporary restraining order to prevent Trudy fromving assets now that she was no
longer a widow.

The attorneys carried their petition down the t@albhe chambers of an accommodating
judge, one they had spoken to hours earlier, aadh.iemergency and perfectly proper
closed hearing, the judge granted the restrainidgroAs an established member of the



legal community, the judge was very familiar wikie tsaga of Patrick Lanigan. His wife
had been snubbed by Trudy shortly after she tobietg of the red Rolls.

As Trudy and Lance pawed each other and schemédhgir lawyer, a copy of the
restraining order was driven to Mobile and enrollath the county clerk. Two hours
later, as they sipped their first drink on theitip@and gazed forlornly across Mobile Bay,
a process server intruded long enough to hand Tauxhpy of the lawsuit filed by
Northern Case Mutual, a summons to appear in eodtoxi, and a certified copy of the
restraining order. Among its list of prohibitiongsvan order for her not to write another
check until the judge said so.

Seven

ATTORNEY ETHAN RAPLEY left his dark attic, XXshowed and shaved and poured
eyedrops into his bloodshot retinas, and sippexhgtcoffee as he found a semiclean
navy blazer to wear downtown. He hadn't been tmffiee in sixteen days. Not that he
was missed, and he certainly didn't miss anyonetfdey faxed him when they needed
him, and he faxed them back. He wrote the brietsraeamos and motions the firm
needed to survive, and he did the research forlpdwmpdespised. He was occasionally
forced to put on a tie and meet a client or atsmde hideous conference with his fellow
partners. He hated his office; he hated the peeplke the ones he barely knew; he hated
every book on every shelf and every file on evargid He hated the photos on his wall,
and the smell of everything-the stale coffee intthk, the chemicals near the copier, the
perfume of the secretaries. Everything.

Yet, he caught himself almost smiling as he easemligh the late afternoon traffic along
the Coast. He nodded at an old acquaintance aslkedwather briskly down the Vieux
Marche. He actually spoke to the receptionist, anato he helped pay but whose last
name he couldn't recall.

In the conference room, a crowd mingled; mostlylers from nearby offices, a judge or
two, some courthouse types. It was after five, tiednood was loud and festive. Cigar
smoke filled the air.

Rapley found the liquor on a table at one end efritom, and spoke to Vitrano as he
poured a Scotch and tried to appear pleased. Atttter end, a variety of bottled waters
and soft drinks was being ignored.

"It's been like this all afternoon," Vitrano saislthey looked at the crowd and listened to
the happy talk. "Soon as word got out, this pldaeesd hopping.”

The Patrick news raced through the legal commualdygg the Coast in a matter of
minutes. Lawyers thrive on gossip, tend even toeadlish it, and repeat it with amazing
rapidity. Rumors were heard, collected, inventeelw¢ighs a hundred and thirty pounds
and speaks five languages. The money was foundmbmey is gone forever. He lived



in near poverty. Or was it a mansion? He lived @ldte has a new wife and three kids.
They know where the money is. They haven't a clue.

All rumors eventually got back to the money. As fiiends and the curious gathered in
the conference room and chatted about this angetatything drifted back to the money.
Secrets were scarce among this crowd. For yearsemevyone knew the firm lost one
third of ninety million. And the remotest chancecoflecting that money brought in the
friends and the curious for a drink or two andaysbr a rumor and an update and the
inevitable, "Damn, | hope they find the money."

Rapley disappeared into the crowd with his secamkdBogan slugged down sparkling
water and chatted with a judge. Vitrano workeddievd and confirmed or denied as
much as possible. Havarac huddled in a corneravithging court reporter who suddenly
found him cute.

The liquor flowed as night fell. Hopes were raised raised as the gossip got recycled.

PATRICK essentially was the evening news on thesCsi@tion. It reported little else.
There were Mast and Parrish staring grimly at @ekiof microphones as if they'd been
whipped and dragged there against their wills. &lveais a close-up of the front door of
the law office, with no comments from anyone insitleere was a drippy little chronicle
from Patrick's gravesite, complete with broodinggibilities of what may have
happened to the poor soul whose ashes were bued there. There was a flashback to
the fiery crash four years earlier, with shotshaf site and the burned hulk of Mr. Patrick
Lanigan's Chevy Blazer. No comments from the wle,FBI, the Sheriff. No comments
from the players, but lots of wild speculation fréime reporters.

The news also played well in New Orleans, Mobiéek3$on, and even Memphis. CNN
picked it up mid-evening, and ran it nationally &r hour before sending it abroad. It
was such an irresistible story.

It was almost 7 A.M., Swiss time, when Eva saw iber hotel room. She had fallen
asleep with the TV on sometime after midnight, bad slept on and off throughout the
night, waiting as long as possible for news of iktbefore drifting away. She was tired
and scared. She wanted to go home but knew shdrcbul

Patrick was alive. He had promised her a hundraedgithey would never kill him if and
when they found him. For the first time, she bedigwhim.

How much had he told them? That was the question.
How badly was he hurt? How much did they get fram"h
She whispered a short prayer and thanked God #tackwas still alive.

Then she made a checklist.



UNDER THE INDIFFERENT GAZE of two uniformed guardsd with the feeble
assistance of Luis, his ancient Puerto Rican oydPatrick shuffled down the hallway in
his bare feet and baggy white military boxer shadtlis wounds needed air-no clothing or
bandages now. Just ointments and oxygen. His calveshighs were painfully tender,
and his knees and ankles quivered with each step.

He wanted to clear his head, dammit. He welcomeg#in from the open burns because
it sharpened his brain. Only God knew what vilendlef chemicals had been pumped
into his blood during the past three days.

The torture was a dense, horrible fog, but it vifiad now. As the chemicals broke
down and dissolved and were flushed out, he begaear his anguished screams. How
much had he told them about the money?

He leaned on the windowsill in the empty canteeilenthe orderly fetched a soft drink.
The ocean was a mile away, with rows of barrackseinveen. He was on some type of
military base.

Yes, he'd admitted the money still existed, he rabered that because the shocks had
ceased for a moment when this came out. Then hs'skeg out, it seemed now, because
there was a long break before he was awakenedcoidhwater splashed in his face. He
remembered how soothing the water felt, but theyldmot allow him a drink. They had
kept poking him with needles.

Banks. He'd almost given his life for the namesarhe lousy banks. With hot current
running through his body, he had tracked the mdoethem from the moment he stole it
from the United Bank of Wales in the Bahamas, oavtara bank in Malta, then to
Panama, where no one could find it.

He didn't know where the money was once they'dchiealt him. It still existed, all of it
plus interest and earnings, he had most certaohdythem that, he remembered now,
remembered quite clearly because he had figured tvbdell-they know | stole it, know
I've got it, know it would be impossible to blownety million in four years-but he
honestly didn't know precisely where the money ashis flesh melted.

The orderly handed him a soda and he said, "Oldoga hanks in Portuguese. Why
was he speaking Portuguese?

There had been a blackout then, after the monéystopped. "Stop!" someone had
yelled from the corner of the room, someone he neae. They thought they'd killed
him with the current.

He had no idea how long he was unconscious. Apoirg he woke up blind; the sweat
and drugs and the horrific screaming had blinded I@r was it a blindfold? He
remembered that now-thinking that maybe it wasradibld because maybe they were



about to implement some new, even more hideous sr&faorture. Amputation of body
parts, maybe. And he lay there naked.

Another shot in the arm, and suddenly his headdaway and his skin jumped. His
buddy was back with his little play toy. Patrickute see again. So who's got the money?
he asked.

Patrick sipped his soda. The orderly loitered ngashniling pleasantly, the way he did
for every patient. Patrick was suddenly nausedwsigh he'd eaten little. He was light-
headed and dizzy, but determined to remain ondeisdo the blood would move and
maybe he could think. He focused on a fishing bflaaton the horizon.

They'd blasted him a few times, wanting names. &tedtreamed his denials. They taped
an electrode to his testicles, and the pain saaradlifferent level. Then there were
blackouts.

Patrick couldn't remember. He simply couldn't rerhenthe last stage of his torture. His
body was on fire. He was near death. He had chbedhame, but was it to himself?
Where was she now?

He dropped the soda and reached for the orderly.

STEPHANO WAITED until one in the morning before V@& the house. He drove
down his dark street in his wife's car. He wavethattwo agents sitting in a van at the
intersection. He drove slowly so they could turowsrd and follow him. By the time he
crossed the Arlington Memorial Bridge, there weréeast two cars trailing.

The little convoy slid through empty streets uititteached Georgetown. Stephano held
the advantage of knowing where he was going. Hie éosudden right off K Street onto
Wisconsin, then another on M. He parked illegadlyd quickly, and walked half a block
to a Holiday Inn.

He took the elevator to the third floor, where Gugs waiting in a suite. Back in the
United States for the first time in months, he&pslittle in three days. Stephano couldn't
have cared less.

There were six tapes, all labeled and neatly agdngjtting on a table next to a battery-
operated player. "The rooms next door are emptyy €aid, pointing in both directions.
"So you can listen at full volume."

"It's nasty, | take it," Stephano said, staringhattapes.

"Pretty sick. I'll never do it again."

"You can leave now."



"Good. I'm down the hall if you need me."

Guy left the room. Stephano made a call, and atailater Benny Aricia knocked on the
door. They ordered black coffee, and spent theafetste night listening to Patrick
scream in the jungles of Paraguay.

It was Benny's finest hour.
Eight

TO SAY it was Patrick's day in the papers wouldhbhainderstatement. The Coast
morning daily ran nothing on the front page butiekt

LANIGAN BACK FROM THE DEAD shouted the headlineftiick block letters. Four
stories with no less than six photos covered thetfpage and continued inside. He also
played well on the front page in New Orleans, lmmbtown, as well as in Jackson and
Mobile. Memphis, Birmingham, Baton Rouge, and Atdaalso ran photos of the old
Patrick with small front-page stories.

Throughout the morning, two television vans kepigal outside his mother's home in
Gretna, a New Orleans suburb. She had nothingytcasa was protected by two
vigorous ladies from down the street who took tumasking to the front door and glaring
at the vultures.

The press also congregated near the front of Tsudyhe on Point Clear, but were kept
at bay by Lance, who sat under a shade tree vgtioegun. He wore a tight black tee
shirt, black boots and trousers, and looked verghmthe part of a successful mercenary.
They yelled banal questions at him. He only scowleddy hid inside with Ashley
Nicole, the six-year-old, who'd been kept home fishool.

They flocked to the law office downtown and waitadthe sidewalk. They were denied
entrance by two beefy security guards who'd beenduly pressed into action.

They loitered around the Sheriffs office, and Qudteffice, and anywhere else they
might pick up a scent. Someone got a tip, and ¢jalgered at the Circuit Clerk's office
just in time to see Vitrano, in his finest graytshiand the clerk a document which he
described as a lawsuit the firm was filing agafPatrick S. Lanigan. The firm wanted its
money back, plain and simple, and Vitrano was pésfevilling to discuss this with the
press for as long as he could hold an audience.

It would prove to be a litigious morning. TrudyésMyer leaked the earth-shattering news
that at 10 A.M. he would stride over to the cledfce in Mobile and file a petition for
divorce. He performed this task admirably. Thoughliled a thousand divorces, this
was the first time he'd done it in front of a Tasecrew. He reluctantly agreed to be
interviewed, at length. The grounds were abandohnaed the petition alleged all sorts
of heinous sins. He posed for some pictures irn#tlevay outside the clerk's office.



Word spread quickly about yesterday's lawsuitaie in which Northern Case Mutual
sued Trudy Lanigan for the return of the two-pdiaé million. The court file was
ransacked for details. The attorneys involved wergacted. A leak here, a casual word
there, and before long a dozen reporters knew Teodydn't write a check for groceries
without court approval.

Monarch-Sierra Insurance wanted its four milliodlals back, plus interest and
attorneys' fees, of course. Its Biloxi lawyers fedly threw together a suit against the
law firm for receiving the policy limit and againsbor Patrick for defrauding everyone.
As was becoming customary, the press got tippedaatf copies of the lawsuit were in
hand only minutes after its filing.

Not surprisingly, Benny Aricia wanted his ninetyllion from Patrick. His new lawyer, a
flamboyant mouthpiece, had a different approaate@ling with the media. He called a
press conference for 10 A.M., and invited everyione his spacious conference room to
discuss every insignificant aspect of his cliec&sm before he filed suit. Then he invited
his new pals in the press corps to stroll with dioavn the sidewalk as he went to file it.
He talked every step of the way.

The capture of Patrick Lanigan did more to creagral work on the Coast than any single
event in recent history.

WITH THE Harrison County Courthouse bustling toeanfrenzy, seventeen members
of the grand jury quietly entered an unmarked r@onthe second floor. They had
received urgent phone calls during the night framDistrict Attorney himself, T.L.
Parrish. They knew the nature of this meeting. Tdatycoffee and took their designated
seats around the long table. They were anxious) exeited to be in the middle of the
storm.

Parrish said hello, apologized for the emergensgisa, then welcomed Sheriff Sweeney
and his chief investigator, Ted Grimshaw, and Spejent Joshua Cutter. "Seems we
suddenly have a fresh murder on our hands," he safdlding a copy of the morning
paper. "I'm sure most of you have seen this." Emegynodded.

Pacing slowly along one wall with a legal pad iméhaParrish recited the particulars:
background on Patrick; his firm's representatioBefiny Aricia; Patrick's death, faked
now, of course; his burial; most of the detailsytieead in the morning paper Parrish
had just laid on the table.

He passed around photos of Patrick's burned-ouieBla the site; photos of the site the
next morning without the Blazer; photos of the ckdrbrush, soil, the burned weeds and
trunk of a tree. And, quite dramatically and wittvarning, Parrish passed around color
eight by tens of the remains of the only persoth@Blazer.



"We, of course, thought it was Patrick Lanigan,"she&l with a smile. "We now know we
were wrong."

There was nothing about the blackened hulk to sstgge/as human remains. No
distinguishable body parts, except for a protrugiate bone which Parrish gravely
explained came from the pelvis. "A human pelvig"daded, just in case his grand jurors
got confused and thought that perhaps Patrick hadened a hog or some other beast.

The grand jurors took it well, mainly because thees little to see. No blood, tissue, or
gore. Nothing to get sick over. He, or she, or what it was, had come to rest in the
right front passenger seat, which had been buméuetframe, like everything else.

"Of course it was a gasoline fire," Parrish expgain"We know that Patrick had filled his
tank eight miles up the road, so twenty gallondadgd. Our investigator did, however,
make a note that the fire seemed unusually hotraadse."

"Did you find the remains of any containers in tedicle?" asked one grand juror.

"No. Plastic containers are typically used in fisegh as this. Gallon milk jugs and
antifreeze containers seem to be the favoriteswirasts. They don't leave a trace. We see
it all the time, though rarely in a car fire."

"Are the bodies always this bad?" asked another.

Parrish answered quickly, "No, as a matter of flaey are not. I've never seen a corpse
burned this badly, frankly. We would try to exhuiyéut, as you probably know, it was
cremated.”

"Any idea who it is?" asked Ronny Burkes, a dockueor
"We have one person in mind, but it's only speautat

There were other questions about this and thaljmgpbf significance, just little inquiries
served up in hopes of taking something from thetmgehat the papers had left out.
They voted unanimously to indict Patrick on onerdaf capital murder-murder
committed in the perpetration of another crimeyip grand larceny. Punishable by
death, by lethal injection up at the state penigeyiat Parchman.

In less than twenty-four hours, Patrick managegetohimself indicted for capital murder,
sued for divorce, sued for ninety million by Aricglus punitive damages, sued for thirty
million by his old law firm buddies, plus punitivand sued for four million by Monarch-
Sierra Insurance, plus another ten million in puajtfor good measure.

He watched it all, compliments of CNN.



THE PROSECUTORS, T.L. Parrish and Maurice Masteagain stood glumly before
the cameras and announced, jointly, though theladshothing to do with this
indictment, that the good people of Harrison Couatting by and through the office of
its grand jury, had now moved swiftly to lay cha@gainst Patrick Lanigan, a murderer.
They deflected the questions they could not anssv&ded the ones they could, and
hinted strongly that more charges would follow.

When the cameras left, the two men met quietly WithHonorable Karl Huskey, one of
the three circuit judges for Harrison County, ardase friend of Patrick's, before the
funeral. Cases were supposedly assigned at rarmdrhiuskey, as well as the other
judges, knew how to manipulate the filing clerktlsat he could receive, or not receive,
any particular case. Huskey wanted Patrick's das@ow.

WHILE EATING a tomato sandwich in the kitchen, adgpthance saw something move in
the rear yard, near the pool. He grabbed his shotgased from the house, around some
shrubs on the patio, and spotted a chubby photbgragguatting by the pool house, three
bulking cameras dangling from his neck. Lance #@ptbarefoot around the pool house,
gun at the ready, and crouched to within two fé¢he man's back. He leaned forward,
placed the gun near the man's head with the haoreted upward, and pulled the trigger.

The photographer lurched forward and fell on heefascreaming frightfully and
floundering on top of his cameras. Lance kicked batween the legs, then again as he
rolled over and finally got a glimpse of his aszail

Lance ripped off the three cameras and threw tmeonthe pool. Trudy was on the patio,
horrified. Lance yelled at her to call the police.

Nine
I'M GOING to scrape the dead skin away now," thetdiosaid, gently probing a chest
wound with a pointed instrument. "I really thinkuyehould consider some pain

medication."

"No thanks," Patrick said. He was sitting on hid bheaked, with the doctor, two nurses,
and the Puerto Rican orderly, Luis, huddled archind

"It's gonna hurt, Patrick," said the doctor.

"I've been through worse. Besides, where wouldstak me?" he asked, lifting his left
arm. It was covered with purple and dark blue l@siwhere the Brazilian doctor had
relentlessly poked him during his ordeal. His enbipdy was a rainbow of bruises and
scar tissue. "No more drugs," he said.

"Okay. As you wish."



Patrick reclined and gripped the side rails tod@d. The nurses and Luis held his ankles
as the doctor began scraping the raw, third-delgmess on his chest. With surgical
scalpels, he pulled the dead skin off the wouneh ttut it free.

Patrick flinched and closed his eyes.

"How about a shot, Patrick?" asked the doctor.
"No," he grunted.

More scalpels. More dead skin.

"These are healing nicely, Patrick. | tend to thyoki might not need skin grafts after
all.”

"Good," he said,, then flinched again.

Four of the nine burns were severe enough to bsidered third degree; two on the chest,
one on the left thigh, and one on the right caltfe Tope burns on his wrists, elbows, and
ankles were raw and covered with ointments.

The doctor finished in half an hour, and explaittet it would be best to remain still,
unclothed and unbandaged, at least for now. Haeapplcool antibacterial salve, and
again offered pills for the pain. Patrick again lohesd.

The doctor and the nurses left, and Luis loiteced)lenough to see them off. He closed
the door behind them and pulled down the blindenfa pocket under his white
orderly's jacket, he produced a disposable Kodateca, with a flash.

"Start there," Patrick said, pointing to the fobtlte bed. "Get the entire body, including
my face." Luis stuck the camera to his head, fidah it, backed to the wall, then
pushed the button. The camera flashed.

"Again, from there,"” Patrick directed.

Luis did as he was told. At first, he'd been redntto agree to this venture, said his boss
might need to approve it. Living on the border af&yuay, Patrick not only had
perfected his Portuguese but he'd also learnedrdlé Spanish. He could understand
almost everything Luis said. Luis had more troubtderstanding Patrick.

The language of money prevailed, with Luis evetyuadmprehending the offer of five
hundred U.S. dollars in return for his services @hotographer. He agreed to purchase
three disposable cameras, take almost a hundres, sfed them developed overnight, and
to hide them far from the hospital until furtheders.



Patrick didn't have five hundred dollars on himt be persuaded Luis that he was an
honest man, regardless of what he might have haadithat he would send the money
as soon as he got home.

Luis wasn't much of a photographer, but then ha'tlichve much of a camera. Patrick
coordinated every shot. There were close-ups o$é¢hieus burns on his chest and thigh,
close-ups of his badly bruised limbs, full-lengtiots from every angle. They worked
fast so they wouldn't get caught. It was almosetfor lunch and another round of busy
nurses with charts and incessant chatter.

Luis left the hospital on his lunch break and dexgbghe film off at a camera shop.

IN RIO, Osmar convinced a low-paid secretary at'€laav firm to accept a thousand
dollars in cash in exchange for all the currenhduse gossip. There wasn't much. Things
were very quiet among the partners. But the pheoerds revealed two calls to the firm
from a number in Zurich. It was a hotel, Guy deteed from Washington, but no other
information was available. The Swiss were so defcre

Her partners had no patience with her disappeardiegr quiet gossip about her soon
changed to daily meetings about what to do. Skalddconce the first day, once the
second, then no word. The mysterious client sheflbaah off to see could not be

verified. Meanwhile, her legitimate clients werekimg demands and threats. She missed
appointments, meetings, deadlines.

Finally, they decided to temporarily remove henirthe firm, and deal with her later
when she returned.

Osmar and his men stalked Eva's father until tlo pan was unable to sleep. They
watched his apartment lobby and followed him iffitaand along the busy sidewalks of
Ipanema. There was talk of snatching him and raxgghim up a bit, forcing him to talk,
but he was careful and never allowed himself tssbkated.

ON HIS THIRD TRIP to her bedroom, Lance finally fauthe door unlocked. He
entered quietly with another Valium and her favwhbttled sparkling water, from
Ireland, four bucks a bottle, and he sat next toohethe bed without a word and held out
the pill. She took it, her second in an hour, amel spped the water.

The police car carrying the chubby photographerléfican hour ago. Two cops hung
around for twenty minutes, asking their questi@apparently not anxious to press
charges since it was private property, and thesgnad been told to stay away, the
publication was a sleazy magazine from up Northweayy The cops seemed quite
sympathetic, even respectful of the way Lance hahttie situation. They were given the
name of Trudy's attorney downtown in case chargae W be pressed. Lance threatened
to press charges of his own if hauled into court.



Trudy snapped after the cops left. She threw cashimom a sofa into the fireplace as the
nanny raced off with the child. She yelled obsdesiat Lance because he was the
nearest target. It was just too much- the news taatrick, the lawsuit by the insurance
company, the restraining order, the horde of vakuwut front, and then Lance had
caught a photographer by the pool.

But she was quiet now. He'd had a Valium too, andighed relief that she was under
control. He wanted to touch her, to pat her orkiiee and say something nice, but such
gestures never worked on her in these situationgtohg move and she would snap
again. Trudy would cool down, but only on her owmts.

Trudy reclined on the bed, closed her eyes, plduedack of her wrist on her forehead.
The room was dark, like the rest of the house-Bliawald shades pulled tight, lights off or
dimmed. There were a hundred people loitering guhb road taking pictures and
shooting film to be used with all those wretchettiPla stories. At noon, she'd seen her
house on the local news, in the background as sdiy@range-faced woman with large
teeth gushed on about Patrick this and Patrick #mat the divorce filed by Patrick's wife
that very morning.

Patrick's wife! The thought made her numb with digd. She hadn't been Patrick's wife
for almost four and a half years. She'd buried hght properly, then tried to forget
about him as she waited for the money. By the sheereceived it, he was a fading
memory.

The only painful moment had come when she sat deilmAshley Nicole to inform the
child, then barely two, that her father would noder be around, that he had gone on to
heaven where he would certainly be happier. Thiel etes puzzled for a while, then
shook it off as only a toddler can. No one wasvedid to mention Patrick's name in the
presence of the child. This was to protect herdytad explained. She doesn't
remember her father, so please don't try and make h

Other than that one brief episode, she had shaddée weight of widowhood with
remarkable resiliency. She shopped in New Orleamigred health foods from California,
sweated two hours a day in designer spandex, aatett herself to expensive facials and
treatments. She had a nanny to keep the kid sargheance could travel. They loved
the Caribbean, especially St. Barts with its nuelaches. They stripped and strutted with
the French.

Christmas was in New York at the Plaza. Januaryiw&sil with the rich and beautiful.
May meant Paris and Vienna. They longed for a peiyet like some of the wonderful
people they'd met in the fast lane. A small, usedrlcould be bought for a million, but
for now was out of the question.

Lance claimed to be working on this idea, and sbeied anytime he grew serious about
business matters. She knew he smuggled dope, Wwasijust pot and hash from Mexico



and there was little risk. They needed the inccand, she liked him out of the house
occasionally.

She didn't hate Patrick, not the dead one anywhas j&t hated the fact that he wasn't
dead, that he had been resurrected and was baokmalicate things. She'd first met him
at a party in New Orleans, during a period of tinkeen she was pouting with Lance and
looking for another husband, preferably one witmeyand promise. She was twenty-
seven, four years out of a bad marriage and redibesstability. He was thirty-three, still
single and ready to settle down. He had just aedepiob with a nice firm in Biloxi,
which was where she happened to be living at the.tAfter four months of nonstop
passion, they were married in Jamaica. Three wakésthe honeymoon, Lance sneaked
into their new apartment and spent the night wihdérick was away on business.

She couldn't lose the money, that was for certaar.lawyer would simply have to do
something, find some loophole which would allow tekeep it. That's what he got paid
to do. Surely the insurance company couldn't getibuse, the furniture and cars and
clothes, the bank accounts, the boat, the fabulongs she'd bought with the money. It
just didn't seem fair. Patrick had died. She'ddudihiim. She'd been a widow now for
over four years. That must count for something.

It wasn't her fault he was alive.

"We'll have to kill him, you know," Lance said ineg semidarkness. He had moved to a
cushioned chair between the bed and the windovhdris feet draped over an ottoman.

She didn't move, didn't flinch in the smallest wlyt thought about it for a second
before saying, "Don't be stupid.” This she offeneth little conviction.

"There is no alternative, you know that."
"We're in enough trouble.”

She only breathed, her wrist still stuck to heefwad, eyes closed, perfectly still, and
actually quite happy that Lance had broached thgesti She, of course, had thought
about this within minutes of being told that Pd&nieas headed home. She had walked
through various scenarios, each leading to the sa@seapable conclusion: to keep the
money, Patrick must be dead. It was, after alinanrance policy on his life.

She couldn't kill him; that was a ridiculous notiduance, on the other hand, had lots of
shadowy friends in dark places.

"You wanna keep the money, don't you?" he asked.
"l can't think about it now, Lance. Maybe laterérRaps real soon. She couldn't seem

eager or Lance would get too excited. As usualyahidd manipulate him, string him
along into some devilish plot until it was too l&be him to back out.



"We can't wait too long, baby. Hell, the life inance company's already got us choked.”
"Please, Lance."

"There ain't no way around it. You wanna keep tlugse, the money, everything we've
got, then he's gotta die."

She didn't speak or move for a long time, but roesds delighted her soul. In spite of half
a brain and many other flaws, Lance was the only sie'd ever loved. He was nasty
enough to take care of Patrick, but was he smadagmnot to get caught?

THE AGENT'S NAME was Brent Myers, from the offiae Biloxi, sent by Cutter to
make contact with their prize. He introduced hirhaed flashed a badge at Patrick, who
hardly acknowledged it while reaching for the reendA pleasure," he said as he pulled
the sheets over his boxer shorts.

"I'm from the office in Biloxi," Myers said, genwty trying to be nice.

"Where's that?" Patrick asked, poker-faced.

"Yes, well, | thought we should meet and get towkeach other. We'll be spending some
time together during the next few months."

"Don't be so sure of that."

"Do you have a lawyer?"

"Not yet."

"Do you plan to hire one?"

"Absolutely none of your business."

Myers was obviously no match for a seasoned laligeilanigan. He placed his hands
on the railing across the foot of the bed, andestart Patrick with his best effort at
intimidation. "Doc says you might be ready to taors in two days," he said.

"So. I'm ready now."

"There's quite a party waiting on you in Biloxi."

"I've been watching," Patrick said, nodding attédevision.

"Don't suppose you'd want to answer some questions.



Patrick snorted his contempt at this ludicrous sstjgn.

"Didn't think so," Myers said, and took a stepttoe door. "Anyway, I'll be escorting you
home." He tossed a card on the sheets. "Here'sotey fumber, in case you want to
talk."

"Don't sit by the phone."
Ten

SANDYMcDERMOTT had read with great interest the semecounts of the amazing
discovery of his old pal from law school. He andriek had studied and partied together
for three years at Tulane. They had clerked foistree Judge after they passed the bar
exam, and they had spent many hours in their fevptib on St. Charles plotting their
assault upon the legal world. They would buildrenftogether-a small but powerful firm
of hard-charging trial lawyers with impeccable ethiThey would get rich in the process,
and they would donate ten hours a month to clietis couldn't afford to pay. It was all
planned. Life intervened. Sandy took a job as arstst federal prosecutor, primarily
because the pay was good and he was a newlywettkRgit lost in a firm with two
hundred lawyers in downtown New Orleans. Marridgeed him because he worked
eighty hours a week.

Their plans for their perfect little firm lastedtiunhey were about thirty. They tried to
meet for a quick lunch or a drink whenever possithleugh the meetings and the phone
calls happened less frequently as the years pabsed.Patrick escaped to a calmer life
in Biloxi, and they hardly spoke once a year.

Sandy's big break in the suing game came wherrighadfof a cousin was maimed on an
offshore oil rig in the Gulf. He borrowed ten thansd dollars, opened his own shop, sued
Exxon and collected close to three million dollamse third of which he kept. He was in
business. Without Patrick, he built a nice litilenf of three lawyers whose specialty was
offshore injuries and deaths.

When Patrick died, Sandy actually sat down withdailendar and determined that it had
been nine months since he'd talked to his buddgoOfse he felt lousy about this, but he
was also realistic. Like most college friends, thag simply gone their separate ways.

He sat with Trudy through the ordeal, and he helyggdy the casket to the grave.
When the money disappeared six weeks later, angas&p started, Sandy had laughed
to himself and wished his buddy well. Run Patrigik,rhe'd thought many times over the

past four years, and always with a smile.

Sandy's office was off Poydras Street, nine bldak® the Superdome, near the
intersection of Magazine, in a beautiful nineteecghtury building he'd bought with an



offshore settlement. He leased the second andftbhods, and kept the bottom one for
himself, his two partners, three paralegals, atidahdozen secretaries.

HE WAS VERY BUSY when his secretary entered hiscefivith a grim face and said,
"There's a lady here to see you."

"Does she have an appointment?" he asked, glaatioge of three daily-weekly-
monthly planners on the edge of his desk.

"No. She says it's urgent. She's not leavingahtut Patrick Lanigan."
He looked at her curiously. "She says she's a Igivifee secretary said.
"Where's she from?"

"Brazil."

"Brazil?"

"Yes."

"Does she look, you know, Brazilian?"

"l guess."

"Show her in."

Sandy met her at the door and greeted her warmby géve her name as Leah, with
nothing behind it.

"l didn't catch your last name," Sandy said, alilem
"l don't use one," she said. "Not yet, anyway."

Must be a Brazilian thing, Sandy thought. Like Péle soccer player. Just a first name
with no last.

He escorted her to a chair in the corner and serddffee. She declined and sat slowly.
He glanced at her legs. She was dressed casuathing flashy. He sat across the coffee
table from her and noticed her eyes-beautiful elygist brown, but very tired. Her long
dark hair fell past her shoulders.

Patrick always had a good eye. Trudy was a mismatahshe could certainly stop traffic.

"I'm here on behalf of Patrick," she said haltingly



"Did he send you?" Sandy asked.

"Yes, he did."

She spoke slowly, her words soft and low. The a@ce@s very slight.

"Did you study in the States?" he asked.

"Yes. | have a degree in law from Georgetown."

That would explain the near perfect American-Englis

"And you practice where?"

"In a firm in Rio. My work is in international trad’

She had yet to smile, and this bothered Sandys#ovifrom afar. A beautiful one at that;
one with a brain and nice legs. He wanted herlexri@ the warmth of his office. This
was, after all, New Orleans.

"Is that where you met Patrick?" he asked.

"Yes. In Rio."

"Have you spoken to him since-"

"No. Not since he was taken." She almost addedstiaivas desperately worried about
him, but that would seem unprofessional. She wasondivulge much here; nothing
about her relationship with Patrick. Sandy McDerneould be trusted, but he was to be
fed information in small doses.

There was a pause as they both looked away, ardy $astinctively knew that there
were many chapters to this story he would nevenkrBut, oh, the questions! How did
he steal the money? How did he get to Brazil? Hamirhé pick her up along the way?
Arid the big one: Where's the money?

"So what am | supposed to do?" he asked.

"l want to retain you, for Patrick.”

"I'm available."”

"Confidentiality is crucial."

"It always is."



"This is different.”
Got that right. Different to the tune of ninety haih bucks.

"l assure you that anything you and Patrick tellwilebe held in the strictest of
confidence," he said with a reassuring smile, dredrsanaged a very slight one in return.

"You might be pressured to divulge client secretbg said.

"I'm not worried about that. | can take care of ei§/s

"You might be threatened."

"I've been threatened before."

"You might be followed."

"By whom."

"Some very nasty people."”

"Who?"

"The people chasing Patrick."

"l think they've caught him."

"Yes, but not the money."

"l see." So the money was still around; that wassngprising. Sandy, and everyone else
for that matter, knew Patrick couldn't go throughtsa fortune in four years. But how
much was left?

"Where is the money?" he asked, somewhat tentgtiket for a moment expecting an
answer.

"You can't ask that question.”
"l just did."

Leah smiled, and quickly moved on. "Let's settimsaletails. How much is your
retainer?"

"For what am | being retained?"



"To represent Patrick."

"For which batch of sins? According to the newspapiéll take an entire army of
lawyers to cover his flanks."

"A hundred thousand dollars?"

"That'll do for starters. Am | doing the civil aeivas the criminal?"

"Everything."

"Just me?"

"Yes. He wants no other lawyer."

"I'm touched,” Sandy said, and he meant it. Theseevtdozens of lawyers Patrick could
turn to now, bigger lawyers with more death penakgerience, connected lawyers on
the Coast with local clout, lawyers in bigger firmagh more resources, and, undoubtedly,
lawyers who'd been closer friends than Sandy had b the past eight years.

"Then I'm hired," he said. "Patrick's an old friegdu know."

"l know."

How much did she really know? he wondered. Waswshre than a lawyer?

"I'd like to wire the money today," she said. "t could give me wiring instructions.”
"Of course. I'll prepare a contract for legal seeg.”

"There are some other things Patrick is concerbedta One is publicity. He wants you
to say nothing to the press. Never. Not a wordpMss conferences unless approved by
him. Not even a casual 'no comment.' "

"No problem."”

"You can't write a book about it when it's over."

Sandy actually laughed, but she missed the hurharouldn't think of it," he said.

"He wants it in the contract."”

He stopped laughing, and scribbled something tbetfiact on the legal pad. "Anything
else?"



"Yes, you can expect your office and home to gegéei You should hire a surveillance
expert to protect you. Patrick is willing to pay this."

"Done."

"And it will be best if we don't meet here agaimefe are people trying to find me,
because they think | can lead them to the monewe&lbmeet in other places.”

There was nothing Sandy could say to this. He whtadnelp, to offer protection, to
guestion her about where she would go and how shdvihide, but Leah seemed to
have things very much under control.

She glanced at her watch. "There's a flight to Mianthree hours. | have two first-class
tickets. We can talk on the plane.”

"Uh, where might | be going?"

"You'll fly on to San Juan, to see Patrick. I'vedaarrangements."

"And you?"

"Il go another direction.”

SANDY ORDERED more coffee and muffins while theyited for the wiring
instructions to be finalized. His secretary cangddis appointments and court

appearances for the next three days. His wife Wirbaig overnight bag to the office.

A paralegal drove them to the airport, and at spoiet along the way Sandy noticed she
had no luggage, nothing but a small brown leathtahel, well used and quite handsome.

"Where are you staying?" he asked as they sippetban an airport deli.

"Here and there," she said, looking out the window.

"How do | contact you?" he asked.

"We'll work that out later."

They sat next to each other in the third row ietfalass, and for twenty minutes after
takeoff she said nothing as she skimmed a fashexpazine and he tried to read a thick
deposition. Sandy didn't want to read the depasiticould wait. He wanted to talk, to
fire away the endless questions, the same quesi@rgone else wanted to ask.

But there was a wall between them, a rather thiektbat went far beyond gender and

familiarity. She had the answers, but she was ptyfilling to keep them to herself. He
tried his best to match her coolness.



Salted peanuts and pretzels were distributed. dkelned the complimentary
champagne. Bottled water was poured. "So how la@wg lyou known Patrick?" he asked
cautiously.

"Why do you ask?"
"Sorry. Look, is there anything you can tell me atbwhat's happened to Patrick in the
past four years? | am, after all, an old frienddArw I'm his lawyer. You can't blame

me for being curious."

"You'll have to ask him," she said, with a traceswketness, then returned to her
magazine. He ate her peanuts.

She waited until they started their descent intariibefore speaking again. It came fast,
clearly well rehearsed. "l won't see you againaféew days. | have to keep moving
because of the people after me. Patrick will giwa instructions, and for the time being
he and | will communicate through you. Watch fa tinusual. A stranger on the phone.
A car behind you. Someone hanging around youreffince you're identified as his
lawyer, you will attract the people who are lookiog me."

"Who are they?"

"Patrick will tell you."

"You have the money, don't you?"

"l can't answer that question.”

He watched the clouds get closer below the wingcddise the money had grown.
Patrick wasn't an idiot. He'd stashed it away faraign bank where pros handled it.

Probably earned at least twelve percent a year.

There was no more conversation until they landéeyThurried through the terminal to
catch his flight to San Juan. She shook his handyfiand said, "Tell Patrick I'm fine."

"He'll ask where you are."
"Europe.”

He watched her disappear into the mass of hugtlavglers, and as he did he envied his
old friend. All that money. A gorgeous lady withatic charm and class.

A boarding call woke him up. He shook his head askkd himself how he could envy a
man who now faced the possibility of spending tbgtrien years on death row waiting to



be executed. And a hundred hungry lawyers anxiopeel away his skin in search of
the money.

Envy! He took his seat, first class again, and hdgdeel the magnitude of representing
Patrick.

EVA TOOK A CAB back to the trendy hotel on SouthaBh where she had spent the
night. She would be there for a few days, depending/hat happened in Biloxi. Patrick
had told her to move around, and not to stay inglaee more than four days. She was
registered under the name of Leah Pires, and novalgold credit card issued to her in
that name. Her address was in Sao Paulo.

She quickly changed and went to the beach. It wdsafternoon, the beach was crowded,
and that suited her fine. Her beaches in Rio weyerded, but there were always friends
around. Now she was a stranger, another namelass$ylia a small bikini baking in the
sun. She wanted to go home.

Eleven

IT TOOK SANDY an hour to bully his way through tbater walls of the Navy base. His
new client had not made things easy. No one se¢miatbw he was expected. He was
forced to rely upon the attorney's usual repertdimeats of instantaneous lawsuits,
threats of ominous phone calls to senators anda®thénigh places, and loud and angry
complaints of all sorts of rights violations. Hedheat to the hospital office at dark, and
hit another line of defense. But this time a nugiseply called Patrick.

His room was dark, lit only by the bluish lighttbie muted television hanging high in a
corner-a soccer game from Brazil. The two old ghlsok hands gently. They had not
seen each other in six years. Patrick kept a ghaled to his chin, hiding his wounds.
For the moment, the soccer game seemed more imptinen serious conversation.

If Sandy was hoping for a warm reunion, he quiadjusted to a subdued one. While
trying not to stare, he studied Patrick's faceds thin, almost gaunt, with a newly
squared chin and a sharper nose. He could passitgone else, but for the eyes. And
the voice was unmistakable.

"Thanks for coming," Patrick said. All of his wordere very soft, as if the act of
speaking required great effort and thought.

"Sure. Didn't have much of a choice, you know. Yfriand is very persuasive."

Patrick closed his eyes and bit his tongue. He aajdick prayer of thanks. She was out
there and she was fine.

"How much did she pay you?" he asked.



"A hundred thousand."

"Good," Patrick said, and then said no more. A Ipagse, and Sandy slowly realized
that their conversations would be built around Isignt intervals.

"She's fine," he said. "She's a beautiful womam'sssmart as hell and fully in control of
whatever she's supposed to be in control of. Ie gas're wondering."

"That's nice."

"When was the last time you saw her?"

"Couple of weeks. I've lost track of time."

"Is she the wife, girlfriend, mistress, hooker-"

"Lawyer."

"Lawyer?"

"Yes, lawyer." Sandy was amused by this. Patrick down again, no words, no
movement anywhere under the sheet. Minutes paSsadly took a seat in the only chair,
content to wait for his friend. Patrick was reemtgran ugly world where the wolves
were waiting, and if he wanted to lie there andestd the ceiling then that was fine with
Sandy. They would have lots of time to talk. Andshortage of topics.

He was alive, and right now nothing else matteSsthdy amused himself by recalling
images of the funeral and burial, of the casketdpédwered on a cold and cloudy day, of
the priest's last words and Trudy's controlled stivgas downright funny, to think that
old Patrick had been hiding in a tree not far awayching them grieve, as had been
reported for three days now.

He laid low somehow, then snatched the money. Soerecrack up when they near
forty. The midlife crisis drives them to a new wite back to college. Not old Patrick.

He celebrated his angst by killing himself, stegninety million dollars, and
disappearing.

The real dead body in the car suddenly eraseduim®h and Sandy wanted to talk.
"There's quite a welcome committee back home, ¢katrhe said.

"Who's the chairman?"
"Hard to say. Trudy filed for divorce two days agaf that's the least of your problems."

"You're right about that. Let me guess, she waalsdi the money."



"She wants many things. The grand jury has indigtadfor capital murder. State not
federal."

"I've watched it on television."

"Good. So you know about all the lawsuits."

"Yeah. CNN has been quite diligent in keeping meaugate."

"You can't blame them, Patrick. It's such a wondesfory."

"Thanks."

"When do you want to talk?"

Patrick rolled to his side and gazed past Sandgrél'tvas nothing to look at but the wall,
painted antiseptic white, but he wasn't looking.dflThey tortured me, Sandy," he said,
his voice even quieter, and breaking.

"Who?"

"They taped wires to my body and shot current thhoone until | talked."”

Sandy stood and walked to the edge of the bedla&teg his hand on Patrick's shoulder.
"What did you tell them?"

"l don't know. | can't remember everything. Theyevshooting drugs in me. Here, look."
He lifted his left arm so Sandy could inspect thades.

Sandy found a switch and flipped on the table l@ampe could see. "Good Lord," he said.

"They kept on about the money," Patrick said. &diked out, then | came to and they
shocked me some more. I'm afraid | told them abwaigirl, Sandy."

"The lawyer?"
"Yeah, the lawyer. What name did she give you?"
"Leah."

"Okay, good. Her name is Leah then. | might hale tikem about Leah. In fact, I'm
almost certain | did."

"Told who, Patrick?"



He closed his eyes and grimaced as the pain retuonas legs. The muscles were still
raw and the cramping had begun. He gently rolledragnd rested on his back. He
pulled the sheet down to his waist. "Look, Sandhg said, waving his hand across the
two nasty burns on his chest. "Here's the proof.”

Sandy leaned a bit closer and inspected the ewedéhe red sores surrounded by shaved
skin. "Who did this?" he asked again.

"l don't know. A bunch of people. There was a wholem full of them."
"Where?"

Patrick felt sorry for his friend. He was so eamgeknow what had happened, and not just
about the torture. Sandy, as well as the resteoitbrld, wanted the irresistible details. It
was indeed a wonderful story, but he wasn't sureinach he could tell. No one knew
the details of the car crash that burned John Bothe could tell his lawyer and friend
about his seizure and torture. He shifted his wieagfain and pulled the sheet up to his
neck. Drug free for two days now, he was copindnlie pain and trying mightily to
avoid more injections. "Pull that chair closer dake a seat, Sandy. And turn off that
switch. The light bothers me."

Sandy hurriedly followed orders. He sat as closhédbed as possible. "This is what they
did to me, Sandy," Patrick said in the semidarknidssstarted in Ponta Pora, with the
jogging and the small car with a flat tire, andittiie entire story of how they grabbed
him.

ASHLEY NICOLE was twenty-five months old when hatHer was buried. She was too
young to remember Patrick. Lance was the only miam kved in the house, the only
man she'd ever seen with her mom.

He took her to school occasionally. They sometiatesdinner as a family.

After the funeral, Trudy hid all photos and otheidence of her life with Patrick. Ashley
Nicole had never heard his name mentioned.

But after three days of reporters camping on thteget, the child naturally was asking
guestions. Her mother was acting strange. Theresavasuch tension around the house
that even a six-year-old could feel it. Trudy wditentil Lance left for a visit with the
lawyer, then she sat her daughter on her bed Iftileachat.

She began by admitting that she had been marriedebé\ctually, she had been married
twice before, but she figured Ashley Nicole wouldreéed to know about the first
husband until she was much older. The second hdslbas the issue for the moment.

"Patrick and | were married for four years, anchthe did a very bad thing."



"What?" Ashley Nicole asked, wide-eyed and absagyibomore than Trudy wanted.

"He killed a man, and he made it look like, wédllette was a big car wreck, you see, a big
fire, and it was Patrick's car, and the police fbarbody inside the car, once the fire was
out, and the police figured it was Patrick. Evergfpdid. Patrick was gone, burned up in
his car, and | was very sad. He was my husbarmyeld him dearly, and he was suddenly
gone. We buried him in the cemetery. Now, four gdater, they found Patrick off hiding
on the other side of the world. He ran away and'hid

"Why?"

"Because he stole a bunch of money from his frieadd since he's a very bad man he
wanted to keep all of this money for himself." "kKiled a man and he stole money."
"That's right, honey. Patrick is not a nice perséfm sorry you were married to him,
Mommy." "Yes. But look, honey, there's something y@ed to understand. You were
born when Patrick and | were married."” She letbeds drift through the air, and
watched the little eyes to see if she caught thesage. Evidently not. She squeezed
Ashley Nicole's hand and said "Patrick is your éath

She looked blankly at her mother, the wheels tyrmapidly in her head. "But | don't
want him to be-"

"I'm sorry, honey. | was gonna tell you when youeveauch older, but Patrick is about to
come back now, and it's important for you to knoWVhat about Lance? Isn't he my
father?" "No. Lance and | are just together, thedt's Trudy had never allowed her to
refer to Lance as her father. And Lance, for his, read never shown the slightest
interest in approaching the arena of fatherhooddywas a single mom. Ashley Nicole
had no father. This was perfectly common and aadtxgpt

"Lance and | have been friends for a long timeyidiyrsaid, keeping the initiative and
trying to prevent a thousand questions. "Very cloeads. He loves you very much, but
he is not your father. Not your real father anywRatrick, I'm afraid, is your real father,
but I don't want you to worry about him." "Doeswant to see me?"

"l don't know, but I'll fight forever to keep hinway from you. He is a very bad person,
honey. He left you when you were two years oldléfieme. He stole a bunch of money
and disappeared. He didn't care about us therhexdesn't care about us now. He
wouldn't be coming back if they hadn't caught e would never have seen him again.
So don't worry about Patrick and what he might do."”

Ashley Nicole crawled across the end of the bedcanidiled in her mother's lap. Trudy
squeezed and patted her. "It's going to be altrigtney. | promise. | hated to tell you
this, but with all those reporters out there ahdha stuff on television, well, | just
thought it best."

"Why are those people out there?" she asked, ehgdter mother's arms.



"l don't know. | wish they would leave."
"What do they want?"

"Pictures of you. Pictures of me. Pictures theymainin the newspapers when they talk
about Patrick and all die bad things he's done."

"So they're out there because of Patrick?"
"Yes, honey."
She turned and looked at Trudy square in the eyebssaid, "l hate Patrick."

Trudy shook her head as if the child were naughgn she clutched her tightly, and
smiled.

LANCE WAS BORN and raised on Point Cadet, an adtiiig community on a small
peninsula jutting into the Bay of Biloxi. The Poimais a working neighborhood where
the immigrants landed and the shrimpers lived. té&vgip in the streets on the Point,
and still had many friends there, one of whom wap.@ was Cap who had been behind
the wheel of the van loaded with marijuana whemidwes stopped them. They had
awakened Lance, who'd been asleep with his shatguad the thick blocks of can-nabis.
Cap and Lance had used the same lawyer, receieexhthe sentence, and at nineteen
been sent away together.

Cap ran a pub and loan-sharked money to cannefyarrLance met him for a drink in
the rear of the pub, something they tried to deadt once a month, though Cap saw less
and less of Lance now that Trudy had become wealtiaythey had flioved to Mobile.

His friend was troubled. Cap had read the papadjinfact been waiting for Lance to
appear with a long face, looking for a sympathe&c

They caught up on the gossip over beer-who hadhe@nmuch at the casinos, where the
newest crack source was, who was being shadow#tedyEA- the usual idle chitchat
of small-time Coast crooks still dreaming of riches

Cap despised Trudy, and in the past he had ofteyh&d at Lance for trailing behind her
wherever she might go. "So how's the whore?" hedsk

"She's fine. Worried, you know, since they've caugim."
"She oughta be worried. How much life insurancesttid collect?"

"Coupla mill."



"Paper said two point five. Way that bitch sperdtiough, I'm sure there ain't much
left."

"It's safe.”
"Safe my ass. Paper said she's already been subd bfe insurance company.”
"We got lawyers too."

"Yeah, but you ain't here ‘cause you got lawyeasde, are you? You're here 'cause you
need help. Lawyers can't do what she needs."

Lance smiled and sipped his beer. He lit a cigarsttimething he could never do around
Trudy. "Where's Zeke?"

"That's exactly what | figured," Cap said angriighe gets in trouble, her money is
threatened, and so she sends you down here lofikiZeggke or some other klutz you can
grease to do something stupid. He gets caught.géboaught. You take the fall and she
forgets your name. You're a dumbass, Lance, yowkhat."

"Yeah, | know. Where's Zeke?"

"In jail."

"Where?"

"Texas. Feds got him. running guns. You're stupdd, know that. Don't do this. When
they bring your guy back, there'll be cops crawktigaround him. They'll lock him away

some place, his mother can't even get near hintrekhserious money at stake here,
Lance. They gotta protect this guy until he breaks tells where he's buried it, you

know. You try to hit him, and you'll kill half a den cops. And die tryin'.
"Not if it's done right."

"And | suppose you know how to do it. Could thatdeeause you ain't ever done it
before? When did you get so damned smart?"

"l can find the right people.”
"For how much?"
"Whatever it takes."

"You got fifty grand?"

"Yeah."



Cap took a deep breath and glanced around hisTingn he leaned forward on his
elbows and glared at his friend. "Lemme tell yowwits a bad idea, Lance. You never
were too bright, you know. Girls always liked yoechuse they think you're cute, but
thinking was never your strong suit."

"Thanks, pal."

"Everybody wants this guy alive. Think about it.efybody. Feds. The lawyers. The
cops. The guy whose money got stolen. Everybodgeftx of course, that fleabag who
lets you live in her house. She needs him deaafpull this, and somehow knock him
off, the cops go straight to her. She, of coursk b& completely innocent because you'll
be there to take the fall. That's what little spugbpies are for. He's dead. She keeps the
money, which you and | know is the only thing thadtters to her, and you go back to
Parchman because you've got a record, remembetRAd-mest of your life. She won't
even write you."

"Can we get it done for fifty?"
"We?"
"Yeah. Me and you."

"l can give you a name, that's all. I'm not toughtinis. It won't work, and there's nothing
in it for me."

"Who is it?"

"A guy from New Orleans. He hangs around here sbme.

"Can you make the call?"

"Yeah, but that's it. And remember, | told you timmess with this."
Twelve

EVA LEFT MIAMI on a flight to New York where she bhoded the Concorde and flew
to Paris. The Concorde was an extravagance, butshieonsidered herself to be a
wealthy woman. From Paris to Nice, and from themess the countryside by car to Aix-
en-Provence, a journey she and Patrick had madesabme year earlier. It was the only
time he'd left Brazil since he'd arrived. He wasified of crossing borders, even with a
perfect new phony passport.

Brazilians love all things French, and virtuallywlth education know the language and
culture. They had taken a suite at the Villa Galacbeautiful inn on the edge of town,
and spent a week strolling the streets, shoppatg)g and occasionally venturing into



the villages between Aix and Avignon. They alsorgelot of time in their room, like
newlyweds. Once, after too much wine, Patrick reféto it as their honeymoon.

SHE FOUND a smaller room at the same hotel, ared afhap had tea on the patio in her
bathrobe. Later, she dressed in jeans and tookuakwalk into town, to the Cours
Mirabeau, the main avenue of Aix. She sipped asghfised wine at a crowded sidewalk
cafe and watched the college kids parade backattd She envied the young lovers
strolling aimlessly hand in hand, nothing to woakyout. She and Patrick had made these
walks, arm in arm, whispering and laughing aséf shadows behind him had vanished.

It was in Aix, during the only week they had evpest together without interruption, that
she first realized how little he slept. Regardielsswhen she awoke, he was already
awake, lying still and quiet and staring at heif abe were in danger. A table lamp was
on. The room would be dark when she fell asleepabight would be on when she
awoke. He would turn it off, rub her gently untilesfell asleep, then sleep himself for
half an hour before turning the light on again.wies up well before dawn, and usually
had read the newspapers and several chapters ystarsnby the time she ambled forth
and found him on the patio.

"Never more than two hours," he answered when skedahow long he could sleep. He
seldom napped and never went to bed early.

He didn't carry a weapon or peek around cornersvéban't overly suspicious of
strangers. And he seldom talked about life on time Except for his sleeping habits, he
seemed so perfectly normal that she often forgatvde one of the most wanted men in
the world.

Though he preferred not to talk about his pastgetiere times in their conversations
when it became unavoidable. They were togethesr aft, only because he had fled and
re-created himself. His favorite topic was bis boyth in New Orleans; not the adult life
he was running from. He almost never mentionedvfes, but Eva knew she was a
person Patrick deeply despised. It had become eratile marriage, and as it
deteriorated he became determined to flee it.

He had tried to talk about Ashley Nicole, but theught of the child brought tears to his
eyes. His voice quit him, and he said he was stireyas too painful.

Because the past was not yet complete, the futasedifficult to contemplate. Plans
were impossible as long as shadows were moving theck somewhere. He would not
allow himself to speculate on the future until gaest was settled.

The shadows kept him awake, she knew that. Shallewsuldn't see. Shadows only he
could feel.

THEY HAD MET in her office, in Rio, two years eati when he presented himself as a
Canadian businessman who now lived in Brazil. He ka needed a good lawyer to



advise him on import and taxation matters. He wasskd for the part in a handsome
linen suit with a white starched shirt. He was laad tanned and friendly. His
Portuguese was very good, though not as good dsrgdish. He wanted to speak in her
language; she insisted on his. They had a businesk that lasted three hours, with the
languages switching back and forth, and both redlthere would be others. Then there
was a long dinner, and a barefoot walk on the baagpanema.

Her husband was an older man who'd been killedplame crash in Chile. No children.
Patrick, or Danilo, as he was at first called, okad to be happily divorced from his first
wife, who still lived in Toronto, their home.

Eva and Danilo saw each other several times a weeRg the first two months, as the
romance flourished. Finally, he told the truth. allit.

After a late dinner in her apartment, and a battlgood French wine, Danilo confronted
his past and bared his soul. He talked nonstop ttwetiearly hours of the morning, and
went from a confident businessman to a frightenad on the run. Frightened and
anxious, but extremely wealthy.

The relief was so forceful he almost cried, butgtdthimself. This was, after all, Brazil,
and men simply did not cry. Especially in frontoefautiful women.

She loved him for it. She embraced him and kissedamd cried when he couldn't, and
promised to do everything in her power to hide Hita.had given her his darkest,
deadliest secret, and she promised to always prittec

During the next weeks, he told her where the mamay and taught her how to move it
quickly around the world. Together, they studief$lobre tax havens and found safe
investments.

He had been in Brazil for two years by the timeythmet. He had lived in Sao Paulo, his
first home there, and Recife and Minas Gerais afidahdozen other places. He had
spent two months working on the Amazon, sleeping finating barge under a thick
mosquito net, the insects so thick he couldn'tlseenoon. He had cleaned wild game
killed by rich Argentines in the Pantanal, a mammumieserve the size of Great Britain in
the states of Mato Grosso and Mato Grosso do Suhddl seen more of her country than
she; he'd been to places she'd never heard ofatiedrefully selected Ponta Pora as his
home. It was small and remote, and in a land oflllomperfect hiding places, Danilo
decided Ponta Pora was the safest. Plus, it ha@d¢kieal advantage of being on the
Paraguayan border-an easy place to run to if atloecurred.

She didn't argue with this. She preferred thattag is Rio, close to her, but she knew
nothing about life on the run, and she reluctadéferred to his judgment. He promised
many times that they would be together somedayy deasionally met at the apartment
in Curitiba; brief little honeymoons that neverteas much more than a few days. She
longed for more, but he was unwilling to make plans



As the months passed, Danilo-she never called litmcR-became more convinced that
he would be found. She refused to believe thisg@afly given the meticulous steps he
took to avoid his past. He worried more; slept eless; talked more about what she
should do in this scenario, or that one. He stoggkkthg about the money. His
premonitions were haunting him.

SHE WOULD STAY in Aix for a few days, watching CNINternational and reading
what she could find in American newspapers. Theyld/onove Patrick shortly, take him
home and put him in jail and file all sorts of hade charges against him. He knew he
would be locked up, but he'd assured her he woelliine. He would cope; he could
handle anything as long as she promised to waltifar

She'd probably return to Zurich and tidy up heaia$f Beyond that, she wasn't certain.
Home was out of the question, and this weighedeawher mind. She had talked to her
father three times, always calling from airport jpdnpnes, always reassuring him she was
okay. She just couldn't come home now, she exglaine

She and Patrick would communicate through Sandywkaks would pass before she
would actually see him.

HE CALLED for the first pill just before 2 A.M., &r waking with a sharp pain. It felt
like the voltage returning to his legs. And theatrnoices of his captors were taunting
him. "Where's the money, Patrick?" they chantee ékdemonic chorus. "Where's the
money?"

The pill arrived on a tray carried by a lethargight orderly who forgot to bring cold
water. He demanded a glass, then swallowed thargillwashed it away with warm soda
from a leftover can.

Ten minutes, and nothing happened. His body wasreowvith sweat. The sheets were
drenched. The sores burned from the salt in thaswaother ten minutes. He turned on
the television.

The men who had tied him down and burned him wiliest there, looking for the
money, no doubt fully aware of where he was atitosnent. He felt safer in daylight.
Darkness and dreams brought them back. Thirty rgute called the nurses' station,
but no one answered.

He drifted away.
At six, he was awake when his doctor entered, $esgetoday, all business as he poked

the wounds quickly, then declared, "You're readgdoThey have good doctors waiting
for you where you're going." He scribbled in hisudhand left without another word.



Thirty minutes later, Agent Brent Myers sauntenstd ithe room with a nasty smile and a
flash of the badge, as if he needed to practiageiisery. "Good morning," he said.
Patrick didn't look at him but said, "Couldn't ykmock first?"

"Sure, sorry. Look, Patrick, I just talked to yalgc. Great news, man, you're going home.
You'll be released tomorrow. I've got orders togryou back. We'll leave in the
morning. Your government is giving you a specigtt back to Biloxi on a military
plane. Isn't that exciting? And I'll be with you."

"Could you leave now?"

"Sure. See you early in the morning."

"Just leave."

He bounced from the room and closed the door. Was next, arriving quietly with a

tray of coffee and juice and sliced mangoes. Healackage under Patrick's mattress,
and asked if he needed anything else. No, Pataick ghanking him softly.

An hour later, Sandy arrived for what he thoughtldde a long day of digging through
the past four years and finding answers to his ttess questions. The television went off,
the shades opened, the room brightened up as yHeedan.

"l want you to go home, immediately,” Patrick sa@iind take these with you." He
handed over the package. Sandy sat in the only, dhaping through the photos of his
naked friend, taking his time.

"When were these taken?" he asked.

"Yesterday." Sandy made a note of this on a yelégyal pad.

"By whom?"

"Luis, the orderly."

"Who did this to you?"

"Who has custody of me, Sandy?"

"The FBI."

"So, | think the FBI did it to me. My own governniéracked me down, caught me,
tortured me, and is now hauling me back. The gawent, Sandy. The FBI, Justice

Department, and the locals-the D.A. and the restyfvelcoming party. Just look at
what they've done to me."



"They should be sued for this," Sandy said.

"For millions. And quickly. Here's the plan: I'maMang in the morning on some type of
military flight to Biloxi. You can imagine the repgon I'll get. We should take advantage
of it."

"Take advantage?"

"Exactly. We should file our lawsuit late this afteon so it'll be in the paper tomorrow.
Leak it to the press. Show them two of the phdtwes two I've got marked there on the
back."

Sandy shuffled until he picked out the photos. @as a close-up of the burns on
Patrick's chest, with his face visible. The othHeoveed the third-degree burn on his left
thigh. "You want me to give these to the press?"

"Only to the Coast paper. That's the only one l'onrigd about. It's read by eighty
percent of Harrison County, where I'm sure our juiy come from."

Sandy smiled, then chuckled. "You didn't sleep mlashnight, did you?"

"l haven't slept in four years."

"This is brilliant."

"No, but it's one of the few tactical advantagescam spring on those hyenas circling my
carcass. We broadside them with this, and we sofbethe sentiment a bit. Think of it,
Sandy. The FBI torturing a suspect, an Americanesit"

"Brilliant, just brilliant. We sue only the FBI?"

"Yes, keep it simple. Me versus the FBI, the gowent-for permanent physical and
psychological injuries sustained during a brutaiuiee and interrogation session
somewhere in the jungles of Brazil."

"Sounds wonderful to me."

"It'll sound even better when the press gets feulswith it."

"How much?"

"l don't care. Ten million in actual damages, adred million in punitive.”

Sandy scrawled notes and flipped to the next page.

Then he stopped and studied Patrick's face. "Ihivesally the FBI, was it."



"No," Patrick said, "it wasn't. | was deliveredth® FBI by some faceless thugs who've
been chasing me for a long time. And they're lstiking out there somewhere."

"Does the FBI know about them?"
"Yes."

The room went silent, as Sandy waited for morePRautick became tight-lipped. Nurses
could be heard prattling in the hallway.

Patrick shifted his weight. Three days on his backl he was ready for a change of
scenery. "You need to hurry home, Sandy. We'll hdgaty of time to talk later. | know
you have questions, just give me some time."

"Okay, pal."

"File the lawsuit with as much noise as possible. a&n always amend it later to bring in
the real defendants."

"No problem. This won't be the first time I've subd wrong defendants.”
"It's strategy. A little sympathy won't hurt."
Sandy placed his legal pad and the photos intbrieécase.

"Be careful," Patrick said. "As soon as you're idfead as my lawyer, you'll attract all
sorts of strange and nasty people.”

"The press?"

"Yeah, but not exactly what | had in mind. I've iledra lot of money, Sandy. There are
people who'll do anything to find it."

"How much of the money is left?"

"All of it. And then some more." "It may take thatsave you, pal." "l have a plan." "I'm
sure you do. See you in Biloxi."

Thirteen

THROUGH THE VAST WEB of leaks and JL sources, woadne that yet another
lawsuit would be filed late in the day, just beftine clerk closed her office. The web had
already been electrified with the confirmed repdintst Patrick himself would be arriving
around noon tomorrow.



Sandy asked the reporters to wait in the foyehefdourthouse while he filed the suit. He
then distributed copies to the dozen or so bloodtsathered and jostling for position.
Most were newspaper reporters. There were two amméc One radio station.

At first, it appeared to be just another lawsuled by another lawyer anxious to see his
face in print. Things changed dramatically whendyaannounced he represented Patrick
Lanigan. The crowd grew and bunched together-caradfice clerks, local lawyers, even
a janitor stopped to listen. Calmly, he informedrththat his client was filing suit against
the FBI for physical abuse and torture.

Sandy took his time with the allegations, then ared the barrage of questions
thoughtfully, fully, looking directly at the camexaHe saved the best for last. He reached
into his briefcase and removed the two color phatosv enlarged to twelve, by sixteen
inches, and mounted on foam board. "This is whay thd to Patrick," he said
dramatically.

The cameras lunged in for close-ups. The grougteeton the verge of unruliness.

"They drugged him, then stuck wires to his bodyeyrtortured him until his flesh burned
because he wouldn't, and couldn't, answer theistopres. This is your government at
work, ladies and gentlemen, torturing an Americdéimen. Government thugs who call
themselves FBI agents.”

Even the most jaded reporters were shocked. ltangmendid performance.

The Biloxi affiliate ran it at six, after announgiit with a sensational lead-in. Almost
half the newscast was Sandy and the photos. Tlee b#if was Patrick's return tomorrow.

By early evening, CNN began running it every haifth and Sandy was the lawyer of
the moment. The allegations were just too juicgdanplay.

HAMILTON JAYNES was enjoying a quiet drink with thmys in the lounge of a posh
country club near Alexandria when he saw the ndigsoo a corner TV. He had played
eighteen holes, during which he had forbidden hifvisam thinking about the Bureau
and the countless headaches there.

Another headache had just found him. The FBI syeddirick Lanigan? He excused
himself and walked to the empty bar where he pumhciuenbers on his cell phone.

Deep inside the Hoover Building on Pennsylvaniarfueeis a hallway lined with
windowless rooms where technicians monitor televisiews broadcasts from around the
world. In another set of rooms they listen to aecbrd radio news programs. In another,
they read magazines and newspapers. Within theaButiee entire operation is known
simply as Accumulation.



Jaynes called the supervisor on duty in Accumutatamd within minutes had the full
story. He left the country club and drove backigdifice, on the third floor of the
Hoover Building. He called the Attorney General,oyhot surprisingly, had been trying
to reach him. A vicious ass-chewing ensued, witimda on the receiving end and being
allowed to say little. He did manage to reassueeAttiorney General that the FBI had
absolutely nothing to do with the alleged abusPatfick Lanigan.

"Alleged?" asked the Attorney General. "I've sdentiurns, haven't I! Hell, the whole
world has seen the burns.”

"We didn't do it, sir," Jaynes said calmly, armathwhe knowledge that this time he was
repeating the truth.

"Then who did?" the Attorney General snapped bdak.you know who did?"

"Yes sir."

"Good. | want a three-page report on my desk a mrthe morning."”

"It will be there."

The phone was hung up loudly on the other endJagdes cursed and gave his desk a
hard kick. Then he made another call, the effegtlath was that two agents emerged
from die darkness and stood before the front dédtroand Mrs. Jack Stephano.

Jack had watched the reports throughout the régtat,was not surprised to get a reaction
from the feds. As the story unfolded, he sat orptté chatting with his lawyer on a cell
phone. It was actually funny, he'd decided; the g@&ting blamed for acts committed by

his men. And it was a brilliant move by Patrick igan and his lawyer.

"Good evening," he said politely as he stood indber. "Lemme guess. %u're selling
doughnuts.”

"FBI, sir,” one said, fumbling for his pocket.

"Save it, kid. | recognize you boys by now. Lastdil saw you, you were parked down
at the corner reading a tabloid and trying to doekind your steering wheel. Did you
honestly think you'd be doing such exciting workantyou were in college?"

"Mr. Jaynes would like to see you," the second said.

"Why?"

"Don't know. He told us to come get you. He waras jo ride with us to his office.”

"So Hamilton is working late, is he?"



"Yes sir. Can you come with us?"
"Are you arresting me again?"
"Well, no."

"Then what exactly are you doing? | have lots @fylars, you know. Wrongful arrest or
detention, and you boys could get yourselves sued."

They looked at each other nervously.

Stephano was not afraid of meeting with Jayneangbody else for that matter. He
could certainly handle anything Jaynes could thadwwim.

But he reminded himself that there were criminarges pending against him. A little
cooperation might help.

"Give me five minutes," he said, then disappeansdie.

JAYNES STOOD behind his desk holding a thick repord flipping its pages when
Stephano entered. "Have a seat," he said abruydlying at the chairs opposite his desk.
It was almost midnight.

"A pleasant evening to you, Hamilton," Stephanal sath a grin.

Jaynes dropped the report. "What on earth did yotodhat boy down there?"

"I don't know. | guess one of the Brazilian boys gdittle rough. He'll survive."

"Who did it?"

"Do | need my lawyer here, Hamilton? Is this arinbgation?"

"“I'm not sure what this is, okay? The Directortif@me, on the phone, consulting with
the Attorney General, who by the way is not takimg very well, and they call me every
twenty minutes and peel off some more skin. Thieisous stuff, okay, Jack? These
allegations are hideous, and right now the wholentry is looking at those damned
pictures and wondering why we tortured an Americiéimen."

"I'm terribly sorry."

" can tell. Now, who did it?"

"Some locals down there. A gang of Brazilians wedhiwhen we got a tip he was there. |
don't even know their names."



"Where'd the tip come from?"
"Wouldn't you like to know?"

"Yes, | would." Jaynes loosened his tie and saheredge of his desk, looking down at
Stephano, who was looking up without the slighteste of concern. He could bargain
his way out of any trouble the FBI might send hithe. had very good lawyers. . "l have a
deal for you," Jaynes said. "And this just came miénom the Director.”

"l can't wait."

"We're prepared to arrest Benny Aricia tomorrow.[\Weake a big deal out of it, leak it
to the press and all, tell them how this guy wtsi lanety million hired you to track
down Lanigan. And when you caught him, you workad aver but still didn't find the
money."

Stephano listened hard, but revealed nothing.

"Then we'll arrest the two CEO's-Atterson at MohaSserra Insurance and Jill at
Northern Case Mutual. Those are the other two mesnifeyour little consortium, as we
understand it. We'll march into their fancy officesh storm troopers, cameras won't be
far behind, and we'll haul them out in handcuffd girow them in black vans. Lots of
leaks to the media, you understand. And we'll neaake that it's well reported that these
guys helped Aricia fund your little mission intoail to drag out Patrick. Think of it,
Stephano, your clients will all be arrested andgdhin jail.”

Stephano wanted to ask just exactly how in helRBeidentified the members of his
little Patrick consortium, but then he figured @&sn't too difficult. They isolated the
people who'd lost the most.

"It'll kill your business, you know," Jaynes salieigning sympathy.

"So what do you want?"

"Well, here's the deal. It's quite simple. You tedleverything-how you found him, how
much he told you, etc., everything. We have lotgudstions-and we'll drop the charges
against you and lay off your clients."”

"It's nothing but harassment then."

"Exactly. We wrote the book. Your problem is tha @an humiliate your clients and put
you out of business."

"Is that all?"



"No. With a bit of luck on our end, you could algo to jail."

There were lots of reasons to grab this deal,hmotdast of which was Mrs. Stephano.
She felt disgraced because word was out the FBwaashing her house at all hours.
Her phones were bugged; she knew this for a fardlme her husband made his calls in
the backyard near the rosebushes. She was onrtpe efa nervous breakdown. They
were respectable people, she kept telling her mesba

By implying he knew more than he did, Stephanopladed the FBI precisely where he
wanted them. He could get his charges dismissed@odiel protect his clients. And, most
importantly, he would enlist the considerable reses of the feds to track down the
money.

"Il have to talk to my attorney."
"You have until 5 P.M. tomorrow."

PATRICK SAW his ghastly wounds on a late editiorGN, in full color, as his man
Sandy waved the pictures around like a boxer shpwia world his newly won belt. It
was about halfway through an hour wrap-up of theésdstories. There was no official
response from the FBI, said a correspondent whopesed outside the Hoover Building
in Washington.

Luis happened to be in the room when the reporthanfroze, listening to it, looking
from the television to the bed where Patrick satlang. Things connected quickly. "My
pictures?" he asked in heavily accented English.

"Yes," Patrick replied, ready to laugh.
"My pictures," he repeated proudly.

THE STORY about the American lawyer who faked teatti, watched his burial, stole
ninety million from his firm and got caught fourams later living quietly in Brazil made
for good light reading in most of the Western woHda read the latest episode in an
American paper while sipping coffee under a caratpyes Deux Garcons, her fayorite
sidewalk cafe in Aix. It was raining, a steady ntisit soaked the tables and chairs not
far from her.

The story was buried deep inside the front section.

It described third-degree burns but did not runpthetos. Her heart broke and she put on
sunglasses to hide her eyes.

Patrick was going home. Wounded and chained likeramal, he would make the one
journey he always knew was inevitable. And she @a@a. She would linger in the
background, hiding and doing what he wanted, aaglipg for the safety of both of them.



She would roam her room at night, just like Patracdking herself what had become of
their future.

Fourteen

FOR HIS RETURN HOME, Patrick chose a pair of aqugson's scrubs, very baggy
and loose-fitting because he wanted nothing toagde his burns. The flight would be
nonstop, but still more than two hours, and he edéd be as comfortable as possible.
The doctor gave him a small bottle of pain pillsstjin case, and also a file with his
medical records. Patrick thanked him. He shook kavith Luis and said good-bye to a
nurse.

Agent Myers waited outside his door with four latgeformed Military Police. "I'll
make a deal with you, Patrick," he said. "If youné&ee, no handcuffs and leg chains now.
Once we land, though, | have no choice."”

"Thanks," Patrick said, and began walking gingedyn the hallway. His legs ached
from toe to hip, and his knees were weak from laickse. He held his head high,
shoulders back, and nodded politely to the nursémavalked past. Down the elevator to
the basement, where a blue van waited with two rivii?es, armed and scowling at the
empty cars parked nearby. A strong hand underrtheand Patrick was helped up and
onto the middle bench. An MP handed him a pairhafap aviator sunglasses. "Tfou'll
need these," he said. "It's bright as hell outalier

The van never left the base. It moved slowly oVistdring asphalt, through half-guarded
checkpoints, never reaching thirty miles per hdlat a word was spoken inside the van.
Patrick looked through the thick shades and thrabghinted windows at rows of
barracks, then rows of offices, then a hangar. &teldeen there four days, he thought.
Maybe three. He couldn't be sure because the diug®d the earlier hours. An air
conditioner roared from the dash and kept them.daelgripped his medical file, the
only physical thing he owned at the moment

He thought of Ponta Pori, his home now, and wordléree had been missed. What had
they done to his house? Was the maid cleaning@fably not. And what about his car,
the little red Beetle he loved so much? He knew arthandful of people in town. What
were they saying about him? Probably nothing.

What difference did it make now? Regardless ofgi&sip in Ponta Pora, the folks in
Bikm had certainly missed him. The prodigal sommes. The most famous Biloxian on
the planet conies home, and how will they greethiifith leg chains and subpoenas.
Why not a parade down Highway 90, along the Cdastelebrate this local boy who
made good? He put them on the map; he made thairflanous. How many of them
had been shrewd enough to own ninety million deftar

He almost chuckled at his own silliness.



What jail would they put him in? As a lawyer, halhat various times, seen all the local
jails-City of Biloxi, Harrison County, even a fe@tholding cell at Keesler Air Force
Base in Biloxi. He wouldn't be that lucky.

Would he get a cell to himself, or share it witlmeoon thieves and crackheads? An idea
hit. He opened the file and quickly scanned theattsrelease notes. There it was, in
bold letters-

PATIENT SHOULD REMAIN HOSPITALIZED FOR AT LEAST ANOHER WEEK

God bless him! Why hadn't he thought of this befofee drugs. His poor system had
been subjected to more narcotics in the past weskle'd taken in a lifetime. His lapses
in memory and judgment could be blamed on the cteami

He needed desperately to get a copy of his releaSandy so that a nice little bed could
be prepared for him, preferably in a private rooithwurses running back and forth.
That was the incarceration he had in mind. Puttgs by the door, he didn't care. Just
fix him up with an adjustable bed and remote cdn&nod by all means keep him away
from the common criminals.

"I need to make a phone call," he said, past thisMi*the general direction of the driver.
There was no response.

They stopped at a large hangar with a cargo jétokin front of it. The MP's waited
outside, in the sun, while Patrick and Agent Mywent inside the small office and
haggled over whether there existed a constitutioght for an accused to not only make
a phone call to his attorney but also to fax alaripcument.

Patrick prevailed after calmly threatening all sant vile litigation against Brent, and the
doctor's release instructions were faxed to theaHiiwe of Sandy Mc-Dennott in New
Orleans.

After a long visit to the men's room, Patrick ragi his escorts and slowly climbed the
steps into the Air Force cargo plane.

FT LANDED at Keesler Air Force Base at twenty mesibefore noon. Much to
Patrick's surprise, and a little to his dismayrehsere no festivities awaiting his arrival.
No throng of cameras and reporters. No mob of idshdls rushing forth to offer
assistance in his hour of need.

The landing field had been sealed off for the manbgrhigher orders. The press had
been excluded. A large group congregated neardmé gate, a mile and a half away, and
for good measure taped and photographed the ptamnélew over. They were greatly
disappointed, too.



Frankly, Patrick wanted the press to see him aanerged from the plane in his
carefully selected surgeon's scrubs, and awkwdirdjyed his way down the steps to the
tarmac, and then shuffled like a crippled dog mdeains and handcuffs. It could have
been a powerful image, the first seen by all tibpsential jurors out there.

As expected, the Coast's morning paper had rustting of his lawsuit against the FBI

on the front page, as the lead story, with theupés large and in color. Only the meanest
of souls couldn't muster a trace of sympathy fdri€lg at least at this moment. The
other side-the government, the prosecutors, thestigators-had been softened by the
blow. It was to have been a glorious day for lafoszement; the return of a master thief,
and a lawyer at that! Instead, the local officéhaf FBI had its phones unplugged and
doors locked to keep reporters out. Only Cuttetwed forth, and he did so secretively.
It was his duty to meet Patrick as soon as he taignound.

Cutter was waiting with Sheriff Sweeney, two AirrEe officers from the base, and
Sandy.

"Hello, Patrick. Welcome home," the Sheriff said.

Patrick extended his hands, cuffed at the wridd,taed to shake hands. "Hello,
Raymond," he answered with a smile. They knew egloér well, a common
acquaintance between local cops and local lawigagmond Sweeney had been the
chief deputy of Har-rison County nine years easben Patrick arrived in town.

Cutter stepped forward to introduce himself, bus@sn as Patrick heard "FBI" he turned
his face and nodded at Sandy. A navy van, one kexhbrsimilar to the van that had just
deposited him at the plane in Puerto Rico, washyedthey piled in, with Patrick in the
back next to his lawyer.

"Where are we going?" Patrick whispered.
"To the base hospital,” Sandy whispered back. Mredical reasons."”
"Good job."

The van puttered along at a snail's pace, pastekpbint where the guard lifted his eyes
from the sports page just for a second, then doguiet street with officers' quarters on
both sides.

Life on the run was filled with dreams, some atiduring sleep, real dreams, and some
when the mind was awake but drifting. Most werefigng, the nightmares of die
shadows growing bolder and larger. Others weresplgavishes of a rosy future, free of
the past. These were rare, Patrick had learned.dofthe run was life in the past. There
was no closure.



Other dreams were intriguing musings of the rehome. Who would be there to greet
him? Would the Gulf air feel and smell the same®&Wivould he return, in what season?
How many friends would seek him, and how many wawdid him? He could think of a
handful of people he wanted to see, but he wasuretif they wanted to see him. Was he
a leper now? Or a celebrity to be embraced? Prghladither.

There was a certain, very small comfort in the ehtthe chase. Horrendous problems lay
ahead, but for now he could ignore what was behihd.truth was, Patrick had never
been able to completely relax and enjoy his nesv Nfot even the money could calm his
fears. This very day was inevitable; he'd knowallialong. He had stolen too much
money. A lot less, and the victims might not haeerbso determined.

He noticed small things as he rode along. The diays were paved, which was quite
rare in Brazil, at least in Ponta Pora. And thédchin wore sneakers as they played. In
Brazil, they were always barefoot, the soles oirtfet as tough as rubber. He suddenly
missed his quiet street, Rua Tiradentes, with tbhams of boys dribbling soccer balls in
search of a game.

"Are you okay?" Sandy asked. He nodded, still weathe aviator shades. Sandy
reached into his briefcase and removed a copyeo€Cibast paper. The headline screamed,

LANIGAN SUES FBI FOR TORTURE AND ABUSE
The two photos consumed half the front page.
Patrick admired it for a moment. "I'll read it late

Cutter sat directly in front of Patrick, and of ce@ he was listening to his prisoner
breathe. Conversation was out of the question, wiited Patrick fine. The van entered
the parking lot of the base hospital, and stoppeédeaemergency entrance. They took
Patrick through a service door, then along a hallwhere the nurses were waiting for a
quick inspection of their new patient. Two lab teichans stopped ahead of them, and
one actually said, "Welcome home, Patrick." A rahrtass.

No red tape here. No preadmission forms. No questdout insurance or who's paying
for what. He was taken straight to the third flaod placed in a room at the end of the
hall. Cutter had a few banal comments and inswastias did the Sheriff. Limited phone
use, guards by the door, meals in the room. Wisat@dn you say to a prisoner? They
left, and only Sandy remained.

Patrick sat on the edge of his bed, his feet daggfi'd like to see my mother," he said.
"She's on her way. She'll be here at one."

"Thanks."



"What about your wife and daughter?"

"I'd like to see Ashley Nicole, but not now. I'nreishe doesn't remember me. By now,
she thinks I'm a monster. For obvious reasonsattier not see Trudy."

There was a loud knock on the door, and Sheriffewg was back, now holding a rather
thick stack of papers. "Sorry to disturb, Patriolt this is business. | thought it best to
get this over with."

"Sure, Sheriff,” Patrick said, bracing for the @ngjht.

"l need to serve these on you. First, this heemisidictment returned by the grand jury
of Harrison County for capital murder.”

Patrick took it and, without looking at it, handétb Sandy.

"This here is a summons and a complaint for divdiitesd by Trudy Lanigan over in
Mobile."

"What a surprise," Patrick said as he took it, ¥t grounds?"”

"I haven't read it. This is a summons and complidied by a Mr. Benjamin Aricia.”
"Who?" Patrick asked, in a flat effort at humoreT8heriff didn't crack a smile.
"This is a summons and complaint filed by your lahd firm."

"How much are they after?" Patrick asked, takirgghmmons ~and complaint.

"I haven't read it. This is a summons and complidied by Monarch-Sierra Insurance
Company."

"Oh yes. | remember those boys." He passed it tol\savhose hands were now full
while the Sheriff's were empty.

"Sorry, Patrick,” Sweeney said.

"Is that all?"

"For now. I'll stop by the clerk's office in towa $ee if any more suits have been filed."
"Send 'em over. Sandy here works fast."

They shook hands, this time without the intrusiboudfs, and the Sheriff left.



"l always liked Raymond," Patrick said, hands goshslowly bending at the knees. He
made it halfway down before stopping and easingApong way to go, Sandy. I'm
bruised to the bone."”

"Great. Helps our lawsuit." Sandy flipped throubk papers. "Seems Trudy is really
upset with you. She wants you out of her life."

"I've tried my best. What are the grounds?"

"Abandonment and desertion. Mental cruelty."

"Poor thing."

"Are you planning to contest it?"

"Depends on what she wants."

Sandy flipped another page. "Well, just scanning hi¢ appears she wants a divorce, full
custody of the child with the termination of allygoarental rights, including the right of
visitation, all real and personal property jointhyned at the time of your disappearance-
that's what she's calling it, your disappearantes;h yes, here it is, a fair and
reasonable percentage of the assets you may hgueeatsince your disappearance.”
"Surprise, surprise.”

"That's all she wants, for now anyway."

"I'll give her the divorce, Sandy, and gladly. Buwon't be as easy as she thinks."
"What do you have in mind?"

"We'll talk about it later. I'm tired."

"We have to talk sometime, Patrick. Whether yolizeat or not, we have many things
to discuss."

"Later. | need to rest now. Mom will be here in enute."

"Fine. By the time | drive, fight New Orleans tiaffpark and walk, it takes two hours to
get from here to my office. When, exactly, mightiygant to meet again?"

"I'm sorry, Sandy. I'm tired, okay? How about tonoar morning? I'll get rested up, and
we'll work all day."

Sandy relaxed and placed the papers in his brief¢8&sire, pal. I'll be here at ten."



"Thanks, Sandy."

He left, and Patrick rested comfortably for abdgheminutes before his room was
suddenly filled with all sorts of health care psd®nals, an all-female team. "Hi, I'm
Rose, your head nurse. We need to examine youw€dake off your shirt here?" It was
not a request. Rose was already pulling on thé. §viro other nurses, equally as thick as
Rose, appeared on each side and began to undtesk.Pdhey seemed to enjoy it.
Another nurse stood ready with a thermometer dnalxaof other dreadful instruments. A
technician of some variety gawked from the endheflied. An orderly in an orange coat
hovered near the door.

They had invaded as a team, and for fifteen minpketrmed various tasks upon his
body. He closed his eyes and simply took it. Thedlyds fast as they had come.

PATRICK AND HIS MOTHER had a tearful reunion. Hecdqgized only once, for
everything. She lovingly accepted, and forgave lasonly a mother can do. Her joy at
seeing him displaced any ill will and bitternesatthad naturally crept up during the past
four days.

Joyce Lanigan was sixty-eight years old, in reaBlyngood health with only high blood
pressure to struggle with. Her husband, Patriclittsefr, had left her for a younger woman
twenty years earlier, then promptly died of a ha#tack. Neither she nor Patrick
attended his funeral in Texas. The second wifepragnant at the time. Her child,
Patrick’s half brother, killed two undercover naic® officers when he was seventeen,
and now sat on death row in Hunts-ville, TexassTittle bit of dirty family laundry was
unknown in New Orleans and Biloxi. Patrick had rreieéd Trudy, his wife of four years.
Nor had he told Eva. Why should he?

What a cruel twist. Both sons of Patrick's fatherevnow charged with capital murder.
One had been convicted. The other was well on his w

Patrick was in college when his father left, theesddHis mother adjusted badly to the
life of a divorced middle-aged woman with no prafesal skills and no history of
employment. The divorce settlement allowed hergepkthe house and provided her with
barely enough money to live on without having talfa job. She occasionally worked as
a substitute teacher in a local elementary sclotishe preferred to stay at home,
puttering in the garden, watching soap operaskihgntea with old ladies in the
neighborhood.

Patrick had always found his mother to be a deprggserson, especially after his father
left, an event that didn't particularly bother Ha@cause he wasn't much of a father
anyway. And he wasn't much of a husband eitheridRdtad encouraged his mother to
get out of the house, find a job, find a cause &Mittle. She had a new lease on life.



But she enjoyed the misery too much. Over the year®atrick got busier and busier
with his law-yering, he spent less time with hee. iHoved to Bi-loxi, married a woman
his mother couldn't tolerate, and on and on.

HE ASKED about aunts and uncles and cousins, pdaplead lost contact with long
before his death; people he had hardly thought tfié past four years. He asked only
because he was expected to ask. For the mostipartwere doing fine.

No, he did not want to see any of them.

They were anxious to see him.

Odd. They'd never been anxious to see him before.
They were very concerned about him.

Odd, too.

They chatted warmly for two hours, and the passddgiene was quickly erased. She
scolded him about his weight. "Sickly" was her wdtle quizzed him about his new
chin and nose, and his dark hair. She said ak sdnnotherly things, then she left for
New Orleans. He promised to keep in touch.

He had always promised that, she thought to heasethe drove away. But he'd rarely
kept in touch.

Fifteen

OPERATING FROM A SUITE at the Hay-Adams Hotel, S$tapo spent the morning
playing telephone tag with harried corporate exgest It had been easy to convince
Benny Aticia that he was about to be arrested,q@raphed, printed, and otherwise
harassed by the FBI. Convincing egos like Paulr8tte at Monarch-Sierra Insurance
and Frank Jill at Northern Case Mutual was anothaiter. Both were typical CEQO's,
serious white men with huge salaries and largésstatkeep away anything unpleasant.
Arrests and prosecutions were for the lower classes

The FBI proved quite helpful. Hamilton Jaynes dispad agents to both headquarters-
Monarch's in Palo Alto and Northern Case MutuaPStirPaul- with instructions to call
on both men and ask a bunch of questions abowsetlieh and capture of one Patrick
Lanigan.

Both threw in the towel by lunch. Call off the dogfsey said to Stephano. The search is
over. Cooperate fully with the FBI, and for heagesdkes do something to get these
agents out of our headquarters. It was very embsing.



And so the consortium unraveled. Stephano hadikemjether for four years, and in
doing so earned himself almost a million dollars:dspent another 2.5 million of his
client's, and he could claim success. They'd fdiardgan. They had not found the
ninety million, but it was still around. It had no¢en spent. There was a chance of
recouping it.

BENNY ARICIA was in the suite with Stephano throogihthe morning, reading papers,
making calls of his own, listening as Stephano wdrthe phones. At one, he called his
attorney in Biloxi and got the news that Patrickl laarived. And amid almost no fanfare.
The local TV ran the story at noon, complete wighat of the Air Force cargo plane
roaring overhead as it landed at Keesler. Thatagadose as they were allowed. The
local Sheriff confirmed that the boy was back.

He had listened to the torture tape three timdsndatopping it to replay his favorite
spots. Once, two days ago on a flight to Florigahhd listened to it with earphones as he
sipped a drink in first class and smiled at theobtourdling sounds of a man begging for
mercy. But the smiles were rare for Benny theses didg was certain Patrick had told
what he knew, and it wasn't enough. Patrick knewbeld someday get caught; that's
why he shrewdly placed the money with the girl, vithen hid it from everyone,

including Patrick. Brilliant. Nothing short of it.

"What will it take to find her?" he asked Stephaa®the two lunched on soup sent up by
room service. The question had been asked manyg aineady.

"What, or how much?"

"How much, | guess."

"Can't answer that. We have no idea where sheiisyb know where she's from. And
we know she'll likely surface somewhere around:Bjloow that her man's there. It can
be done."

"How much?"

"Just guessing, I'd say a hundred thousand, withuaoantees. Put up the money, and
when it's gone, we quit."

"Any chance the feds will know we're still looking?

llNope.ll

Benny stirred his soup-tomatoes and noodles. Davenpoint nine million already, it
seemed foolish not to give it one last shot. Thasasere long, but the reward could be

enormous. It was the same game he'd played foryieans now.

"And if you find her?" he asked.



"We'll make her talk," Stephano said, and they arged grimaces at the unpleasant
thought of doing to a woman what they'd done taoiélat

"What about his lawyer?" Aricia finally asked. "Ctane bug his office, tap his phones,
somehow listen in when he talks to his client. Sutteey'll talk about my money."

"It's a possibility. Are you serious?"

"Serious? | got ninety million out there, Jack. Msra third for those bloodsucking
lawyers. Of course I'm serious."

"It could be tricky. The lawyer's not stupid, yomdw. And his client's a cautious fellow."
"Come on, Jack. You're supposed to be the bestréfoartainly the most expensive."

"We'll do a preliminary-trail him for a couple oégs, see his layout. There's no rush. His
client isn't moving for a while. Right now I'm mocencerned with getting the feds outta
my hair. | need to do a few trivial things like pam my office and get the bugs outta my
phones.”

Aricia waved him off. "How much will it cost me?"
"l don't know. We'll talk about it later. Finish yolunch. The lawyers are waiting."

Stephano left first, on foot, and waved politelythie two agents parked illegally on |
Street, down from the hotel. He walked briskly i® lawyer's office, seven blocks away.
Benny waited ten minutes and caught a cab.

They spent the afternoon in a conference room ceowdth lawyers and paralegals. The
agreements were faxed back and forth between theta-Ste-phano's and the FBI's.
Eventually both sides got what they wanted. Thenicral charges aigainst Stephano were
dropped and would not be pursued against his sliditite FBI received his written
promise to divulge everything he knew about thedeand capture of Patrick Lanigan.

Stephano truly planned to tell most of what he knElae search was over; thus there was
no longer anything to hide. The interrogation hemtpced little, just the name of a
Brazilian lawyer who had the money. Now she hadshaed, and he seriously doubted
the FBI had the time and desire to pursue her. ¥iopld they? The money didn't

belong to them.

And though he worked hard not to show it, he despér wanted the FBI out of his life.
Mrs. Stephano was severely rattled, and the presgurome was enormous. If he didn't
reopen his office quickly, he'd be out of business.



So, he planned to tell them what they wanted t@,mast of it anyway. He'd take
Benny's money, what was left of it, and chase tHesgme more, maybe get lucky. And
he'd send a crew to New Orleans to watch Lanidawsger. The FBI didn't need to know
these little detalils.

SINCE THERE WASNT an available square inch in #efral building in Biloxi, Cutter
asked Sheriff Sweeney to find a spot at the cojatySweeney reluctantly agreed,
though the idea of the FBI spending time in hisce§ was unsettling. He cleaned out a
storage room and installed a table and some chdiesLanigan Room was christened.

There was little to store there. No one Suspectadiern when Patrick died, and so there
was no effort at gathering physical clues, at leastfor the first six weeks. When the
money vanished, suspicions grew, but by then tikwas cold.

Cutter and Ted Grimshaw, the chief investigatorHarrison County, carefully examined
and inventoried their meager evidence. There wardarge color photos of the burned-
out Chevy Blazer, and they tacked these on one Wadly had been taken by Grimshaw.

The fire had been extremely hot; now they knew wWAgtrick no doubt had loaded the
interior with plastic containers of gasoline. Thatuld account for the melted aluminum
seat frames, the blown-out windows, the disintegtalashboard, and the scant remains
of the body. Six photos were of the corpse, sudhwaas-a small pile of charred matter
with half a pelvic bone protruding. It had comeést on the floorboard of the
passenger's side. The Blazer had flipped sevenaktafter it left the highway and
barreled down a ravine. It burned on its right side

Sheriff Sweeney had kept it for a month, then #olldr scrap with three other abandoned
wrecks. Later, he wished he hadn't.

There were half a dozen photos of the site aroned/¢hicle, trees and shrubs burned
black. The volunteers had fought the fire for anoefore extinguishing it.

How convenient that Patrick wanted to be cremadedording to Trudy (and they had a
typed statement given by her a month after theralpePatrick had suddenly decided he
wanted to be cremated with his ashes buried in &toGuove, the loveliest cemetery in
the county. This decision was made almost eleventimsdoefore he disappeared. He'd
even changed his will and included language dingdtiis executor, Trudy, or in the
event she died with him his alternate executor| Kaskey, to carry out the cremation.
He also included specific details about his funaral burial.

His excuse for doing this had been the death éiEatovho had not planned well. The
family had fought viciously about how to bury tHeent, and Patrick had been pulled into
the fray. He even made Trudy pick out her cemgiry She picked one next tq his, but
both knew she would quickly move it if somethingopaned to him first.



The mortician later told Grimshaw that ninety peitoaf the cremating had been done in
the Blazer. When he weighed the ashes after codkimgemains for an hour at two
thousand degrees, the scales registered just tmaoes, by far the smallest amount he'd
ever registered. He could tell nothing about théybanale, female, black, white, young,
old, alive or dead before the fire. There was synma way. He didn't really try, to be
honest about the whole thing.

They had no corpse, no autopsy report, no ideadsha Doe was. Fire is the surest way
to destroy evidence, and Patrick had done a splgaldiof covering his tracks.

HE'D SPENT the weekend in an old hunting cabin ti@aismall town of Leaf, up in
Greene County, at the edge of the De Soto Natieoadst. He and a law school friend
from Jackson had bought the cabin two years eaviitbrmodest plans to make small
improvements. It was quite rustic. They hunted diedne fall and winter, and turkeys in
the spring. With the ups and downs of his marribdgewas spending more and more
weekends at the cabin. It was only an hour andfahay. He claimed to be able to
work there. It was very remote and quiet. His fdetine co-owner, had all but forgotten
about it.

Trudy pretended to resent his weekends away, bhutd aas usually lurking nearby, just
waiting for Patrick to leave town.

Sunday night, February 9, 1992, Patrick callectlichis wife he was leaving the cabin.
He'd finished a complicated brief for an appeat] he was tired. Lance lingered for
another hour before easing into the darkness.

Patrick stopped at Verhall's Country Store on Higii5 at the divide between Stone
and Hanison counties. He bought twelve gallonsasffgr fourteen dollars and twenty-
one cents and paid for it with a credit card. Hattgd with Mrs. Verhall, an older lady
he'd become acquainted with. She knew many of tihéehs who passed through,
especially the ones who liked to linger and brathefr exploits in the woods, like
Patrick. She said later that he was in good spthitsugh he claimed to be tired because
he had worked all weekend. She remembered thirtkisigthis was odd. An hour later
she heard the police and fire trucks race by.

Eight miles down the road, Patrick's Blazer wasitbangulfed in a raging fire at the
bottom of a steep ravine, eighty yards from thdwwiay. A truck driver saw the fire first,
and managed to get to within fifty feet of it beddris eyebrows were singed. He radioed
for help, then sat on a stump and watched helplessit burned. The Blazer was on its
right side with its top facing away, and so it ilapossible to see if anyone was in the
vehicle. It wouldn't have made any difference. sctee was utterly impossible.

By the time the first county deputy arrived, thelffiall was so intense it was difficult to
distinguish the outline of the Blazer. The grass simubs began to burn. A small
volunteer pumper arrived, but it was low on wakéore traffic stopped, and soon a nice
crowd stood mutely, watching and listening to tbarrdown below. Since the driver of



the Blazer was not among them, everyone believathi or she was in there getting
incinerated along with everything else.

Two larger trucks arrived, and the fire was evelhextinguished. Hours passed as
Sheriff Sweeney waited for things to cool. It wasa@st midnight when he first spotted a
blackened clump of something he thought might bedy. The coroner was nearby. The
pelvic bone ended the speculation. Grimshaw toslphotographs. They waited for the
corpse to cool even more, then collected it andealat in a cardboard box.

The raised lettering and numerals on the licenatgplwere traced by flashlight, and at
3:30 A.M. Trudy received the phone call that madedwidow. For four and a half
years, anyway.

The Sheriff decided not to move the car duringrtiggat. At dawn, he returned with five
of his deputies to comb the area. They found nifesgy of skid marks on the highway,
and they speculated that perhaps a deer had fumminof poor Patrick, causing him to
lose control. Because the fire had spread in edlctions, any possible clues as to what
might have happened were destroyed. The only serpras the discovery of a shoe a
hundred and thirty-one feet from the Blazer. It \@dgghtly worn Nike Air Max running
shoe, size ten, and Trudy readily identified ibasg Patrick's. She wept profusely when
they showed it to her.

The Sheriff speculated that the vehicle rolled aipged a few times as it crashed
through the ravine, and perhaps in the midst ah&lthe body was thrown around inside.
The shoe came off, got thrown out during a flig, # made as much sense as anything
else.

They loaded the Blazer on a flatbed truck and ibakay. By late afternoon, what was
left of Patrick had been cremated. His memorialiserwas the next day, and it was
followed by a brief graveside service, the one laéhed through binoculars.

CUTTER AND GRIMSHAW looked at the lonely shoe iretbenter of the table. Beside
it were various statements taken from witnesseshf rivirs. Verhall, the coroner, the
mortician, even Grimshaw and the Sheriff-all sayemgctly what they were expected to
say. Only one surprise witness came forward imtbaths after the disappearance of the
money. A young lady who lived near Verhall's stgage a sworn statement in which she
claimed to have seen a red 1991 Chevy Blazer pdr&sidle the road, precisely near the
point where the fire occurred. She saw it twicec®an Saturday night, then about
twenty-four hours later around the time of the.fire

Her statement was taken by Grimshaw at her homer@h Harrison County, seven
weeks after Patrick's funeral. By then, the deadk shrouded in suspicion because the
money had disappeared.

Sixteen



THE DOCTOR was a young Pakistani resident namedikiaywho by nature was a
caring and compassionate soul. His English wasilyegscented, and he seemed content
to simply sit and chat with Patrick for as longtlas patient wanted. The wounds were
healing fine.

But the patient was deeply troubled. "The tortueswomething I could never accurately
describe," Patrick said, after they had been tglkam almost an hour. Hayani had
brought the conversation around to this topic.ds\wall over the papers, since the filing of
the lawsuit against the FBI, and from a medicatdpint it was a rare opportunity to
examine and treat one injured in such an awful reariny young doc would enjoy
being this close to the center of the storm.

Hayani nodded gravely. Just keep talking, he pléad# his eyes.

Today, Patrick was certainly willing to do so. "§beis impossible,” he said. "Maybe an
hour at the most before | hear voices, then | smglflesh burning, then | wake up in a
pool of sweat. And it's not getting better. I'ménaow, home and safe, | guess, but
they're still out there, still after me. | can&eap. | don't want to sleep, Doc."

"l can give you some pills."

"No. Not yet, anyway. I've had too many chemicals."

"Your blood looks fine. Some residue, but nothiilgngicant.”

"No more drugs, Doc. Not now."

"You need some sleep, Patrick."

"I know, but | don't want to sleep. I'll get toréat again.”

Hayani wrote something on the chart he was holdiigng silence followed in which
both men occupied themselves with thoughts aboat ¥ethsay next. Hayani found it
difficult to believe that this kind man was capabliéilling another, and especially in

such a ghastly way.

The room was lit only by a narrow ray of sunshiteng the edge of the window. "Can |
be honest with you about something, Doc?" Patrsked, his voice even lower.

"Of course,"”
"l need to stay here as long as | can. Here, swthom. In a few days, they'll start making
noises about moving me to the Harrison Countywladre I'll get a bunk in a small cell

with two or three street punks, and there's no lheaan survive."

"But why do they want to move you?"



"It's pressure, Doc. They have to slowly incre&sepressure on me until | tell them what
they want. They put me in a bad cell with rapistd drug dealers, and the message will
be conveyed that I'd better start talking becaligeis what I'm faced with for the rest of
my life. Prison, at Parchman, the worst place elorld. You ever been to Parchman,
Doc?"

"No."

"I have. | had a client there once. It's hell,rbl&/. And the county jail isn't much better.
But you can keep me here, Doc. All you have tosdkeiep telling the Judge that | need to
remain under your care, and | stay here. Please,' Do

"Of course, Patrick,” he said, then made one mongy @n his chart. Another long pause
as Patrick closed his eyes and breathed rapidy tlie thought of jail and prison had
upset him mightily.

"I'm going to recommend a psychiatric evaluatidfidyani said, and Patrick bit his lower
lip to suppress a smile.

"Why?" he asked, feigning alarm.

"Because I'm curious. Do you object?"

"l guess not. When?"

"Perhaps in a couple of days."

“I'm not sure if | can do it so soon."

"There's no hurry."

"That's more like it. We shouldn't hurry anythimgand here, Doc."

"l see. Of course. Perhaps next week."

"Maybe. Or the week after."

THE BOY'S MOTHER was Neldene Crouch. She now liied trailer park outside
Hattiesburg, but at the time of her son's disape she lived, with him, in a trailer
park outside Lucedale, a small town thirty milesnfrLeaf. According to her recollection,
her son had been missing since Sunday, Februd§92, precisely the same day Patrick

Lanigan died on Highway 15.

But according to Sheriff Sweeney's records, Neld@msvitt (her married name then) had
first called his office on February 13, 1992, witle news that her son was missing. She



was calling all the surrounding sheriffs, as welklae FBI and the CIA. She was quite
disturbed and at times near hysterics.

Her son's name was Pepper Scarboro-Scarboro Wenmatne of her first husband,
Pepper's alleged father, though she'd never betmrcprecisely who the father was. As
for his first name, no one could remember exactigre Pepper came from. She had
named him LaVelle at the hospital, a name he'dydwated. He'd picked up Pepper at a
young age, and had vigorously asserted it as & leame. Anything but LaVelle.

Pepper Scarboro was seventeen at the time ofdapparance. After successfully
completing the fifth grade, after three attempé&sdhopped out of school and pumped gas
at a local station in Lucedale. An odd child whattgtred badly, Pepper discovered the
great outdoors as a young teenager, and lovedngpligtter than to camp and hunt for
days, usually alone.

Pepper had few friends, and his mother rode hinstemrtly for an assortment of
shortcomings. She had two smaller children anduarmen friends, and she lived with
the rest of her family in a dirty trailer with n@ aonditioning. Pepper preferred to sleep
in a pup tent deep in the woods. He saved his mandyought his own shotgun and
camping gear. So Pepper spent as much time afgossthe De Soto National Forest,
twenty minutes but a thousand miles away from hosher.

There was no clear evidence that Pepper and Patudlever met. Coincidentally,
Patrick's cabin was situated in the general vigioftthe forest where Pepper liked to
hunt. Patrick and Pepper were both white malegtiguthe same height, though Patrick
was much heavier. Of much greater interest wasatid¢hat Pepper's shotgun, tent, and
sleeping bag were found in Patrick's cabin in Fdbruary of 1992.

The two disappeared at approximately the same fim, about the same area. In the
months after their joint disappearances, SweendyCatter had determined that no other
person in the state of Mississippi had turned ugsmg around February 9 and remained
so for more than ten weeks. Several, most of theabted teens, had been reported
missing in February of 1992, but by late springhaldl been accounted for. In March, a
housewife up in Corinth evidently fled a violentrmage and had yet to be seen.

Working with FBI computers in Washington, Cuttedidetermined that the nearest
person reported missing shortly before Patrick&swias a shiftless truck driver from
Dothan, Alabama, seven hours away. He had simpliskad on Saturday, February 8,
leaving behind a miserable marriage and lots d¢g.bifter investigating this case for
three months,

Cutter was certain there was no connection betweetruck driver and Patrick.
Statistically, there was strong evidence that itkepgpearances of Pepper and Patrick

were related. If, by some chance, Patrick didrrispdan his Blazer, Cutter and Sweeney
were now almost positive Pepper did. This evidentepurse, was much too speculative



to be admitted in a court of law. Patrick coulditeked up a hitchhiker from Australia, a
hobo from parts unknown, a drifter from a bus etati

They had a list with eight other names, rangingnfan elderly gentleman in Mobile who
was last seen driving errantly out of town, in gemeral direction of Mississippi, to a
young prostitute in Houston who told friends shesweving to Atlanta to start a new
life. All eight had been declared missing monthd eawen years before February of 1992.
Cutter and the Sheriff had long since declaredishevorthless.

Pepper remained their strongest prospect; theyxcqudtn't prove it.

Neldene, however, thought she could, and she wiss @uxious to share her views with
the press. Two days after Patrick was caught sim teea lawyer, a local sleazeball
who'd handled her last divorce for three hundrdthdy) and asked his assistance in
guiding her through the media maze. He quicklygddi, said in fact he'd do it for free,
then did what most bad lawyers do when presentddaslient with a story-he called a
press conference at his office in Hattiesburg, tyingles north of Biloxi.

He displayed his weeping client to the media, and all sorts of vile things about the
local Sheriff down there in Biloxi and the FBI atiebir lame efforts at locating Pepper.
Shame on them for dragging their feet for over fgeairs while his poor client lived in
sorrow and uncertainty. He ranted and raved ancertte@most of his fifteen minutes of
fame. He hinted at legal action against Patrickigam the man who obviously killed
Pepper and burned his body to hide the evidente sould make off with ninety million
bucks, but he was vague on specifics.

The press, disregarding whatever caution it may ltaectively possessed, if any, ate it
up. They were given pictures of young Pepper, kerHooking boy with nasty peach
fuzz around his mouth and unkempt hair. A face thas given to the faceless victim,
and he became human. This was the boy Patrick iHad.k

THE PEPPER STORY played well in the press. He wapgaly referred to as the
"alleged victim," but the word "alleged" was in\asly mumbled under the breath.
Patrick watched it alone in his dark room.

Shortly after Patrick disappeared, he learnedRleaper Scarboro was rumored to have
been lost in the fire. He and Pepper had huntedtdgether in January of 1992, and had
eaten beef stew over a fire late one cold afternodine woods. He had been surprised to
learn that the boy practically lived in the forgsteferring it to home, which he spoke of
sparingly. His camping and survival skills wereragtdinary. Patrick offered the use of
the cabin porch in the event of rain or bad weattwetrto his knowledge the kid had
never used it.

They had met several times in the woods. Peppdd sae the cabin from the top of a
wooded hill a mile away, and when Patrick's car thase he would hide nearby. He
enjoyed tracking behind Patrick as he took longk&ar made his way into the woods to



hunt. He would toss pebbles and acorns at him Batilick would yell and curse. They
would then sit for a short talk. Conversation wassomething Pepper thrived on, but he
seemed to enjoy the break in solitude. Patrick taoksnacks and candy.

He wasn't surprised by the assumption, then or tioat,he had killed the kid.

DR. HAYANI watched the evening news with great rett. He read the papers and
talked in great detail to his new wife about hisi¢as patient. They sat in bed and
watched it all again on the late news.

The phone rang as they were turning off the ligimd preparing for sleep. It was Patrick,
full of apologies, but in pain, and scared, and needing someone to talk to. Since he
was technically a prisoner, his calls were restddb his lawyer and his doctor, and only
twice a day each. Did the doctor have a minute?

Of course. Another apology for calling so late, Sleep was impossible now, and he was
deeply upset by all the news and especially thgesitgon that he killed that young kid.
Did the doctor see it on TV?

Yes, of course. Patrick was in his room with tlyhis off, huddled in his bed. Thank God
those deputies were in the hallway because he eeaisd he had to admit. He was
hearing things, voices and noises that made ne&sé&hg voices were not coming from
the hall but from within the room. Could it be ttheigs?

It could be a number of things, Patrick. The medicthe fatigue, the trauma of what
you've been through, the shock both physically@sythologically.

They talked for an hour.
Seventeen

HE DIDN'T WASH his hair for the third straight dajle wanted the oily look. He didn't
shave either. For his outfit, he switched fromltgkt cotton hospital gown he'd slept in
back to the aqua surgeon's scrubs, which werewenkled. Hayani promised to get him
new ones. But for today, he needed the wrinklespiitea white sock on his right foot but
there was a nasty rope burn just above his lefieaakd he wanted people to see this. No
sock there. Just a matching black rubber showetadan

He would be displayed today. The world was waiting.
Sandy arrived at ten with two pairs of cheap phasnmsinglasses, per his client's
instructions. And a black New Orleans Saints capahks," Patrick said, as he stood

before the mirror in the bathroom and admired tiregkasses and prepared the cap.

Dr. Hayani arrived minutes later, and Patrick idtroed one to the other. Patrick was
suddenly nervous and light-headed. He sat on the eflhis bed, ran his fingers through



his hair, and tried to breathe slowly. "I neverugbt this day would happen, you know,"
he mumbled to the floor. "Never." His doctor and lawyer looked at each other with
nothing to say.

Hayani ordered a strong depressant, and Patriggedudown both pills. "Maybe I'll sleep
through it all," he said.

"Il do all the talking," Sandy said. "Just trycarelax."
"He's about to," Hayani said.

A knock on the door, and Sheriff Sweeney enterdll mmough deputies to quell a riot.
Stiff pleasantries were exchanged. Patrick putisrShints cap and his new shades, large
dark ones, and held out his wrists to be handcuffed

"What are those?" Sandy demanded, pointing to afsatkle irons a deputy was holding.
"Ankle irons," said Sweeney.
"l don't think so," Sandy said harshly. "The mas harns on one ankle."

"He certainly does," Dr. Hayani said boldly, anx$do enter the fray. "See," he insisted,
pointing to Patrick's left ankle.

Sweeney pondered this for a moment, and his hesitabst him. Sandy charged ahead:
"Come on, Sheriff, what are his chances of eschf@®injured, handcuffed, surrounded
by all these people. What the hell's he gonna deakBand run? You guys aren't that
slow, are you?"

"I'll call the Judge, if necessary," Dr. Hayanidsangrily.
"Well, he came here with ankle irons," the Shes#id.

"That was the FBI, Raymond," Patrick said. "Andytineere leg chains, not ankle irons.
And they hurt like hell anyway."

The ankle irons were put away, and Patrick wasntxthe hallway, where men in
matching brown uniforms grew silent at the sighbioh. They gathered around him and
the mob moved slowly toward the elevator. Sandyestdo his left, gently holding him
by the elbow.

The elevator was too small for his entire entourddpe ones who didn't make it scurried
down the staircase and met them in the lobby wtiene reorganized and shuffled past
the front reception and through the glass doots,tlmee warm autumn air, where a regular
parade of freshly waxed vehicles awaited them. Theyhim in a sparkling new black
Suburban with Harrison County insignia plasteresnfibumper to bumper, and away



they went, followed by a white Suburban carrying &ximed protectors. It, in turn, was
followed by three freshly cleaned patrol cars.romf, two more patrol cars, the newest
additions to the fleet, led the invasion as it ceamilitary checkpoints and entered the
civilian world.

Through the cheap thick sunglasses, Patrick savyiweg outside. Streets he'd driven a
million times. The houses looked familiar. Theyned onto Highway 90 and there was
the Gulf, its calm brown waters seemingly unchangjade he left. There was the beach,
a narrow strip of sand between the highway andwter, too far from the hotels and
condos on the other side of the highway.

The Coast had prospered during his exile, thankdlyto the surprising arrival of
casino gambling. There had been rumors of its cgminen he left town, and now he
was riding past large Vegas-style casinos witlz giitd neon. The parking lots were
filling, at nine-thirty in the morning.

"How many casinos?" he asked the Sheriff, seatéistaght.
"Thirteen at last count. With more on the way."
"Hard to believe."

The depressant was quite effective. His breathetgaime heavy and his body relaxed. He
felt like nodding off for a moment, then they tudnento Main Street and he was anxious
again. Just a couple of blocks now. A few more n@apand his past would come roaring
back to greet him. By City Hall, to the left, quigkow, for a glimpse of the Vieux
Marche, and in the middle of the old street linethwhops and stores, a fine large white
building he once owned a piece of as a partneogaB, Rapley, Vitrano, Havarac, and
Lanigan, Attorneys and Counselors-at-Law.

It was still standing, but the partnership was dsling within.

Ahead was the Harrison County Courthouse, onlyeetiblock walk from his old office.
It was a plain, brick two-story building with a siingreen lawn in the front next to
Howard Street. The lawn was covered with peopléingibbout. The streets were lined
with cars. Pedestrians hurried along the sidewalk$ieaded for the courthouse it
seemed. Cars ahead pulled over as Patrick an@i@gan came through.

The horde in front of the courthouse moved in atftawave around both sides, but was
stopped by police barricades at the rear wheretaosevas cordoned off. Patrick had
seen several notorious murderers rushed to anddoamt through the back door, and so
he knew exactly what was happening. The parad@stboors flew open and a dozen
deputies spilled forth. They crowded around thelbBuburban. Its door slid open
slowly. Patrick eventually appeared, his aqua gaiite the contrast to the dark brown
uniforms squeezing around him.



An impressive mob of reporters, photographers,camleramen gathered breathlessly
along the nearest barricade. Others behind thertoreatch up. Patrick was immediately
aware of the spotlight, and he lowered his headcamdched among the deputies. They
walked him quickly to the rear door, a barragedidtic questions flying over his head.

"Patrick, what's it like to be home!?"

"Where's the money, Patrick!?"

"Who burned up in the car, Patrick!?"

Through the door and up the back stairway, a lpigiey Patrick had sometimes taken
when he was in a hurry to catch a judge for a gsigkature. The smell was suddenly
familiar. The concrete steps had not been paimédur years. Through a door, through a
short hallway with a crowd of courthouse clerkshga¢d at one end gawking at him.
They put him in the jury room, which was next te tourtroom, and he took a seat in a
padded chair by a coffeepot.

Sandy hovered over him, anxious to make sure heokeg Sheriff Sweeney dismissed
the deputies, and they moved into the hall to veaithe next transfer.

"Coffee?" Sandy asked.

"Please, black."

"You okay, Patrick?" Sweeney asked.

"Yeah, sure, Raymond, thanks." He sounded meelsean@d. His hands and knees
shook and he couldn't make them stop. He ignoreddfffee, and despite both hands
cuffed together adjusted his black sunglasses altedathe bill of his cap further down.
His shoulders sagged.

There was a knock on the door, and a pretty gimMewBelinda eased her head through
just long enough to say, "Judge Huskey would likkeneet with Patrick.” The voice was
so familiar. Patrick raised his head, looked atdber, and said softly, "Hello, Belinda."

"Hello, Patrick. Welcome back."

He turned away. She was a secretary in the cleffice, and all the lawyers flirted with
her. A sweet girl. A sweet voice. Had it really bdeur years?

"Where?" the Sheriff asked.

"In here," she said. "In a few minutes."



"Do you want to meet with the Judge, Patrick?" SJaagked. It was not mandatory.
Under normal circumstances, it would be downrighisual.

"Sure." Patrick was desperate to see Karl Huskey.
She left and the door clicked behind her.
"I'll step outside," Sweeney said. "I need a cigaré

Finally, Patrick was alone with his lawyer. He sedly perked up. "Couple of things.
Any word from Leah Pires?"

"No," Sandy said.

"She'll get in touch soon, so be ready. I've wnitter a long letter, and I'd like for you to
get it to her."

"Okay."

"Second. There's an antibugging device called alB®&-made by LoKim, a Korean
electronics outfit. Costs about six hundred dojlalsut the size of a portable
Dictaphone. Get one, and bring it with you whenavemeet. We'll disinfect the room
and the phones before each little conference. Alise,a reputable surveillance firm in
New Orleans to check your office twice a week.Mésy expensive, but I'll pay for it.
Any questions?"

"No."

Another knock, and Patrick slouched again. Judge Hiaskey entered the room alone,
robeless, in shirt and tie with reading glasseshge=t halfway down his nose. His gray
hair and wrinkled eyes made him appear much oldémaser than forty-eight, which
was exactly what he wanted.

Patrick was looking up and already smiling when kéysoffered his hand. "Good to see
you, Patrick," he said warmly as they shook hatiascuffs rattling. Huskey wanted to
reach down and hug him, but with judicial restrdiatlimited the contact to a soft
handshake.

"How are you, Karl?" Patrick said, keeping his seat

"I'm fine. And what about you?"

"I've had better days, but it is good to see yaerEunder these circumstances."

"Thanks. | can't imagine-"



"Guess | look different, don't I?"
"You certainly do. I'm not sure | would recognizsauyon the street.”
Patrick only smiled.

Like a few others who still professed some levdriehdship for Patrick, Huskey felt
betrayed, but even more so he felt great reli&hiowing that his pal was not dead. He
was deeply worried about the capital murder charge.divorce and the civil suits could
be dealt with, but not murder.

Because of their friendship, Huskey would not gtesiver the trial. He planned to
handle the preliminary matters, then step asidg bwfore the important rulings were due.
There had already been a story about their history.

"l assume you will enter a plea of not guilty," $ed.

"Yes, that's correct.”

"Then it will be a routine first appearance. I'irgy bail since it's capital murder.”

"l understand, Karl."

"Whole thing won't take ten minutes."

"I've been here before. The chair will be differghat's all.”

In twelve years on the bench, Judge Huskey had bien astonished at the amount of
sympathy he could muster for average people whatthaitted heinous crimes. He saw
the human side of their suffering. He saw guiltteamn alive. He'd sent to prison
hundreds of people who, if given the chance, wdialde left his courtroom and never
sinned again. He wanted to help, to reach ouprgive.

But this was Patrick. His Honor was almost movetetrs at the moment. His old friend-
bound and dressed in a clown suit, eyes covered,dlered, nervous and twitchy and
scared beyond words. He'd like to take him homeg] fém some good food, let him rest,
and help him pull his life together.

He kneeled next to him, and said, "Patrick, | chedr this case, for obvious reasons.
Right now I'll handle the preliminary stuff to makere you're protected. I'm still your
friend. Don't hesitate to call." He patted him vggntly on the knee, hoping he didn't
touch a raw spot.

"Thanks, Karl," Patrick said, biting his lip.



Karl wanted eye contact, but it was impossible whih sunglasses. He stood and headed
for the door. "Everything's routine today, Counsélbe said to Sandy.

"Are there a lot of people out there?" Patrick aske
"Yes, Patrick. Friends and enemies alike. Theylreu there." He left the room.

THE COAST had a long and rich history of sensatiomarders and notorious criminals,
so crowded courtrooms were not uncommon. No onElaemember, though, such a
packed house for a simple first appearance.

The press had arrived early and taken the good.se@ice Mississippi was one of the
remaining few states with the good sense to baresyfrom the courtroom, the
reporters would be forced to sit and watch anétisthen put in their own words what
they saw. They would be forced to be real repartetask for which most of them were
ill-equipped.

Every big trial attracted the regulars-clerks aedrstaries from courthouse offices, bored
paralegals, retired cops, local lawyers who hungiad most of the day, sipping free
coffee in the clerks' offices, gossiping, examiniagl estate deeds, waiting for a judge to
sign an order, doing anything to stay away fromdtiee-and Patrick attracted all these
and more.

In particular, there were many lawyers presenttjugfet a glimpse of Patrick. The papers
had been filled with stories about him for four dayw, but no one had seen a current
photo. Rumors were rampant about his appearaneetofture story had elevated
curiosity even more.

Charles Bogan and Doug Vitrano sat together imluglle of the pack, as close to the
front as they could get. The damned reporterstbeat to the courthouse. They wanted
to be on the front row, near the table where tHerdtant always sat. They wanted to see
him, to make eye contact, to whisper threats amghvities if at all possible, to spit as
much bile as they could in this civilized settiByit they were five rows back, waiting
patiently for a moment they thought would never eom

The third partner, Jimmy Havarac, stood along theklwall and chatted quietly with a
deputy. He ignored the stares and glances froml@dmpknew, many of whom were
other lawyers who secretly had been delighted whemoney vanished and the firm
lost its fortune. It would have been, after alk targest single fee earned by any firm in
the history of the state. Jealousy was the natenalency. He hated them, as he hated
virtually everyone else in the courtroom. A bundéivatures waiting for a carcass.

Havarac, the son of a shrimper, was still stout@nde and not beyond a barroom brawl.
Five minutes alone with Patrick in a locked roomg &e'd have the money.



The fourth partner, Ethan Rapley, was at homeerattic, as usual, working on a brief in
support of some insipid motion. He would read abbtomorrow.

A handful of the lawyers were old buddies who cameheer Patrick on. Escape was a
common, usually unspoken, dream of many small-tlawyers trapped in an
overcrowded, boring profession where expectatiomewoo high. At least Patrick had
the guts to chase the dream. There was an exmarfati the dead body, they were sure
of that.

Arriving late and pushed into a corner was Lance hid loitered around back with the
reporters, taking the measure of the security alt guite impressive, at least for now. But
could the cops keep it up every day during a loia That was the question.

Many acquaintances were present, people Patrickimaan only in passing but who
now suddenly claimed to have been his dearestdisicBome in fact had never met
Patrick, but that didn't stop their idle chatteoatbPatrick this and Patrick that. Likewise,
Trudy suddenly had new friends who had stoppeadtscowl at the man who had broken
her heart and abandoned precious little Ashley Idico

They read paperbacks and scanned newspapersethtbtiook bored, as if they didn't
really want to be there. There was movement amioagléputy clerks and bailiffs near
the bench, and the courtroom instantly grew qiieé newspapers were lowered in
unison.

The door next to the jury box opened and brownarms poured into the courtroom.
Sheriff Sweeney entered, holding Patrick by thewllthen two more deputies, then
Sandy brought up the rear.

There he was! Necks strained and stretched ands tedadbed and weaved. The
courtroom artists went to work.

Patrick walked slowly across the courtroom to te&edse table, his head down, though
from behind the sunglasses he was searching tlotaspes. He caught a glimpse of
Havarac on the rear wall, his scowling face spepkimlumes. And just before he sat he
saw Father Phillip, his priest, looking much olbet just as amiable.

He sat low, his shoulders sagging, chin down, mdepnere. He did not look around
because he could feel the stares from every dmec8andy put his arm on his shoulder
and whispered something meaningless.

The door opened again, and T.L. Parrish, the Bis#itorney, entered, alone, and
walked to his table next to Patrick's. Parrish eé®okish sort with a small ego,
contained ego. No higher office was calling hims Hial work was methodical, absent of
any trace of flamboyance, and lethal. Parrish ailyecarried the second-highest
conviction rate in the state. He sat next to theri@hwho had moved from Patrick's



table to where he belonged. Behind him were agkdua Cutter, Brent Myers, and two
other FBI types Parrish couldn't even name.

The stage was set for a spectacular trial, yeag at least six months away. A bailiff
called them to order, made them stand while Judgskél entered and assumed his
perch on the bench. "Please sit,” were his firstdsoand everyone obeyed.

"The matter of State versus Patrick S. Lanigarg casnber 96-1140. Is the defendant
present?"

"Yes, Your Honor," Sandy said, half-standing.

"Would you please rise, Mr. Lanigan?" Huskey asltrick, still handcuffed, slowly
pushed his chair back and got to his feet. He was-bent at the waist, with his chin and
shoulders down. And it was no act. The depressashtleadened most parts of his body,
including his brain.

He stiffened a bit.

"Mr. Lanigan, I'm holding a copy of an indictmeeturned against you by the grand jury
of Harrison County, in which it is alleged you merdd one John Doe, a human being,
and for this you have been charged with capitaldeurHave you read this indictment?"
"Yes sir,” he announced, chin up, voice as stranigeacould make it.

"Have you discussed it with your attorney?"

"Yes sir."

"How do you wish to plead?"

"Not guilty."

"Your plea of not guilty is accepted. You may Siah."

Huskey shuffled some papers, then continued: "Ttw@tCon its own motion, hereby
imposes a gag order on the defendant, the attartieypolice and investigating
authorities, any and all witnesses, and all coerspnnel, effective now and lasting until
the trial is over. | have copies of this orderdéoeryone to read. Any violation of it will
result in contempt of court, and | will deal hagshlith any violators. Not one word to

any reporter or journalist without my approval. Aqyestions from the attorneys?"

His tone left little doubt that the Judge not omlgant what he said, but relished the
thought of going after violators. The lawyers saadhing.



"Good. | have prepared a schedule for discoveryiamns, pretrial, and trial. It's available
in the clerk's office. Anything else?"

Parrish stood and said, "Just one small mattery Yamor. We would like to get the
defendant in our detention facility as soon as iptessAs you know, he's now at the base
in a hospital, and, well, we-"

"I just talked to his doctor, Mr. Parrish. He's engbing medical treatment. | assure you
that as soon as he is released by his doctorvik#Intransfer him to the Harrison County
Jail."

"Thank you, Judge."

"If nothing else, then we stand adjourned.”

He was rushed from the courtroom, down the bagdkssiato the black Suburban as the
cameras clicked and rolled. Patrick nodded thepedms he was returned to the hospital.

Eighteen

"THE ONLY CRIMES Stephano possibly com-JL mittedre the kidnapping and
assault of Patrick, and convictions were unlikétiyrnappened in South America, far from
U.S. jurisdiction. The actual assault was condubtedthers, including some Brazilians.
Stephano's lawyer was confident that they wouldgiléf pressed to trial.

But there were clients involved, and a reputatmprbtect. The lawyer knew all too well
the FBI's ability to harass without actually pras&ng. It was his advice that Stephano

cut the deal-agree to spill his guts in returnthe government's promise to grant
immunity to him and his clients. Since no othen@s were involved, what was the harm?
The lawyer insisted on sitting with Stephano while statement was taken. The sessions
would last for many hours over several days, beitdwyer wanted to be there. Jaynes
wanted it done in the Hoover

Building, by his men. Coffee and pastries were esgriwo video cameras were aimed at
the end of the table where Stephano sat calmlysishirtsleeves, his lawyer by his side.

"Would you state your name?" asked Underbill, thet bf the interrogators, each of
whom had memorized the Lanigan file.

"Jonathan Edmund Stephano. Jack."
"And your company is?"

"Edmund Associates."



"And what does your company do?"

"Lots of things. Security consulting. SurveillanE&rsonnel research. Locating of
missing persons.”

"Who owns the company?"

"l do. All of it."

"How many employees do you have?"

"It varies. As of now, eleven full-time. Thirty sp part-time, or freelancers.”

"Were you hired to find Patrick Lanigan?"

"Yes."

"When?"

"March 28, 1992." Stephano had files packed wittesiobut he didn't need them.
"Who hired you?"

"Benny Aricia, the man whose money was stolen.”

"How much did you charge him?"

"The initial retainer was two hundred grand.”

"How much has he paid you to date?"

"One point nine million."

"What did you do after you were hired by Benny Aai

"Several things. | immediately flew to Nassau iea Bahamas to meet with the bank
where the theft occurred. It was a branch of th#éddrBank of Wales. My client, Mr.
Aricia, and his former law firm, had establishedeav account there to receive the money,
and, as we now know, someone else was waitinge@mtiney, too."

“Is Mr. Aricia a U.S. citizen?"

"Yes."

"Why did he establish an account offshore?"



"It was ninety million dollars, sixty for him, thy for the lawyers, and nobody wanted
the money to appear in a bank in Biloxi. Mr. Aritised there at the time, and it was
agreed by all that it would be a bad idea for amylmeally to see the money."

"Was Mr. Aricia trying to avoid the IRS?"

"l don't know. You'll have to ask him. That was eayf my business."

"Who did you talk to at the United Bank of Wales?"

The lawyer snorted his disapproval, but said ngthin

"Graham Dunlap, a Brit. A vice president of some soth the bank."

"What did he tell you?"

"Same thing he told the FBI. That the money wasedgon

"Where did it come from?"

"Here, in Washington. The wire began at nine-thintythe morning of March 26, 1992,
originating from D.C. National Bank. It was a pitgrwire, meaning it would take less
than an hour for it to land in Nassau. At fifteemutes after ten, the wire hit the United
Bank, where it sat for nine minutes before it wadto a bank in Malta. From there, it
was wired to Panama.”

"How did the money get wired out of the account?”

The lawyer was irritated by this. "This is a wastéime," he interrupted. "You guys
have had this information for four years now. Yeuspent more time with the bankers

than my client has."

Underhill was unfazed. "We have a right to ask ¢éhgsestions. We are simply verifying
what we know. How did the money get wired out & #tcount, Mr. Stephano?"

"Unknown to my client and his lawyers, someone, Mmigan we presume, had

accessed the new offshore account, and had prefrerddialta wiring instructions in
anticipation of the money coming in. He preparedusowiring instructions from my
client's lawyers, his old firm, and rerouted theneyp nine minutes after it landed. They,

of course, thought he was dead, and had no reassuspect anyone was after the money.
The settlement which produced the ninety milliorthia first place was extremely secret,
and no one, with the exception of my client, hisylars, and a handful of people at the
Justice Department, knew exactly when or wherartbeey was wired."

"As | understand it, someone was actually at thklvehen the money arrived.”



"Yes. We're almost certain it was Patrick Laniga@n.the morning the money was wired,
he presented himself to Graham Dunlap as Doug ntrane of the partners in the law
firm. He had perfect identification-passport, drigdicense, etc.-plus he was well dressed
and knew all about the money which was about tevibed from Washington. He had a
notarized partnership resolution authorizing hina¢cept the money on behalf of the
firm, then wire it to the bank in Malta."

"I know damned well you have copies of the resolutind the wire transfer
authorizations," the lawyer said.

"We do," Underbill said, flipping through his notasd paying little attention to the
lawyer. The FBI had tracked the money to Malta, frach there to Panama, where all
trails vanished. There was a blurred still shoetakom the bank's security camera of the
man who presented himself as Doug Vitrano. Thedfil the partners were certain it
was Patrick, though he was wonderfully disguiseel s much thinner, his hair was
short and very dark, he had grown a dark mustagtievarn stylish horn-rimmed glasses.
He had flown in, he explained to Graham Dunlapeduosonally monitor the receiving and
transferring of the money because the firm anclieat were quite nervous about the
transaction. That was certainly not unusual in Rpis view, and he was happy to oblige.
He was sacked a week later and returned to London.

"So we went to Biloxi, and spent a month there ingKor clues," Stephano continued.
"And you found the law offices to be wired?"

"We did. For obvious reasons, we were immediategpiious of Mr. Lanigan, and our
task was twofold: first, to find him and the monand, second, to determine how he had
pulled the heist. The remaining partners grantegicaesss to their offices for one
weekend, and our technical people picked the pegt. It was, as you say, infested. We
found bugs in every phone, in every office, undearg desk, in the hallways, even in the
men's rest room on the first floor. There was oreption. The office of Charles Bogan
was completely clean. He was fastidious about lugki. The bugs were high in quality;
twenty-two in all. Their signals were gathered byud we found hidden in a storage file
box in the attic, in a spot no one had toucheceery."

Underbill listened but didn't hear. This was, atity being recorded on video, and his
superiors could study it later. He was quite faanilvith these preliminaries. He pulled
out a technical summary which analyzed, in foursgégmaragraphs, the bugging scheme
installed by Patrick. The microphones were statibefart-tiny, powerful, costly, and
manufactured by a reputable firm in Malaysia. Ikt buy or possess in the United
States, they could be purchased with relative gaapy European city. Patrick and
Trudy had spent New Year's in Rome, five weeks fieeifits death.

The hub found in the attic storage box had impikssen the FBI experts. It was less
than three months old when Stephano found it, bed-BI reluctantly admitted it was at
least a year ahead of their latest wizardry. Maddungary, it could receive signals from



all twenty-two bugs hidden in the offices belowegdhem separate, then transmit them,
one at a time or all at once, to a satellite disarhy.

"Did you determine where the signals were beingyed to?" Underbill asked. It was a
fair question because the FBI certainly didn't know

"No. It has a range of three miles, in all diresipso it would be impossible to tell."
"Any ideas?"

"Yes, a very good one. | doubt Lanigan was fooisbugh to set up a receiving dish
anywhere within three miles of downtown Biloxi. M@uld have to rent space, hide the
dish, spend lots of time there monitoring hoursariversations. He has proven to be
guite methodical. I've always suspected he usesha ki would be much simpler and
safer. The office is only six hundred yards frora beach. There are a lot of boats in the
Gulf. A man could drop anchor two miles out anderespeak to another soul.”

"Did he own a boat?"
"We couldn't find one."
"Any evidence he used a boat?"

"Maybe." Stephano paused here because he was rerngrterritory unknown to the
FBI.

The pause quickly irritated Underbill. "This is reotross-examination, Mr. Stephano."

"l know. We talked to every charter outfit alon@ tGoast, from Destin to New Orleans,
and found only one possible suspect. A small comra®@range Beach, Alabama,
leased a thirty-two-foot sailboat to a man on Fabrd 1, 1992, the day Lanigan was
buried. Their rate was a thousand dollars a mdrils guy offered twice that if the
transaction could be done in cash with nothingiiing. They figured he was a doper,
and said no way. The guy then offered a five-thodsdollar deposit, plus two thousand
a month for two months. Business was slow. The iaatinsured against theft. They
took a chance."

Underbill listened without blinking. He took no est "Did you show them a picture?"
"Yeah. Said it could've been Patrick. But the bemad gone, the hair was dark, baseball
cap, eyeglasses, overweight. This was before loeviksed Ultra Slim-Fast. Anyway, the

guy couldn't make a positive ID."

"What name did he use?"



"Randy Austin. Had a Georgia driver's license. Aedefused to provide more
identification. He was offering cash, rememberefikiousand. The guy would've sold it
to him for twenty."

"What happened to the boat?"

"They got it back, eventually. The guy said hemgail suspicious because Randy didn't
seem to know much about sailboats. He asked qussfished around. Randy said he
was in the process of drifting south after a badriage in Atlanta, tired of the rat race,
lots of money, that routine. Used to sail a lotj anw wanted to float down to the Keys
and practice his skills along the way. Said helchgt keep the shore in sight. It was a
nice story, and the guy felt somewhat better, leuivhs still suspicious. Next day, Randy
appeared from nowhere, no car, no cab, as if heMadiced or hitchhiked somehow to the
dock, and, after a lot of preliminaries, he leftmtihe boat. It had a big diesel engine of
some sort and it would cruise at eight knots, reigas of the wind. He disappeared,
going east, and the owner had nothing else toalbesased down the Coast, stopped at
a couple of favorite bars along the way, and manag&eep an eye on Randy, who was
a quarter of a mile out and doing a decent jobaoidting the boat. He docked it at a
marina at Perdido Bay, and left in a rented Tawitis Alabama registration. This went
on for a couple of days. Our guy kept an eye orbthe. Randy played with it, a mile out
at first, then he ventured farther. On the thirdoarth day, Randy took it west, toward
Mobile and Biloxi, and was gone for three days.

"He came back, then left, going west again. Newast er south, in the direction of the
Keys. The guy stopped worrying about his boat beed&andy stayed close to home. He
would leave for a week at a time, but he alwaysechack."

"And you think it was Patrick?"

"l do. I'm convinced of it. Makes perfect sensen®@. He was isolated on the boat. He
could go for days without speaking to another perste could gather his intelligence
from a hundred different spots along the Biloxi-fpalt shore. Plus, the boat was a
perfect place to starve himself."

"What happened to it?"

"Randy left it at the dock, and simply vanishedheiit a word. The owner got his boat
back, plus the five grand."

"Did you examine the boat?"
"With a microscope. Nothing. The guy said the bwad never been so clean.”

"When did he disappear?”



"The guy wasn't certain because he stopped checkirige boat every day. He found it
at the dock on March 30, four days after the momay stolen. We talked to a kid who
was on duty at the dock, and, to the best of lusliection, Randy docked on either
March 24 or March 25, and was never seen agaithé&dates match up perfect.”

"What happened to the rental car?"
"We tracked it down later. It was rented from the

Avis desk at the Mobile Regional Airport on Mondagrning, February 10, about ten
hours after the fire was put out. Rented by a miéim mo beard, cleanshaven, short dark
hair, horn-rimmed glasses, wearing a coat andhiiecéaiming he just stepped off a
commuter flight from Atlanta. We showed pictureghe clerk on duty, and she made a
very tentative ID of Patrick Lanigan. Evidently, iged the same Georgia driver's license.
He used a phony Visa Card, one with the name otliRAmistin and a number he stole
from a legitimate account in Decatur, Georgia. $edvas a self-employed real estate
developer in town to look at land for a casinoh&dad no company name to put on the
form. He wanted the car for a week. Avis never kawagain. Didn't see the car for
fourteen months."

"Why wouldn't he return the car?" Underbill askedsing.

"Simple. When he rented it, his death had just bapd, and had not been reported. But
the next day, his face was on the front page df bt Biloxi and Mobile papers. He
probably figured it was too risky to take the cack. They found it later in Montgomery,
wrecked and stolen."”

"Where did Patrick go?"

"My guess is that he left the Orange Beach ardslamch 24 or 25. He assumed the
identity of Doug Vitrano, his former partner. Weuteed that on the twenty-fifth he flew
from Montgomery to Atlanta, then first class to kiathen first class to Nassau. All
tickets were in the name of Doug Vitrano, and heduse passport when he left Miami
and again when he entered the Bahamas. The flighied in Nassau at eight-thirty on
the morning of the twenty-sixth, and he was atithek when it opened at nine. He
presented the passport and other papers to Grabarhep. He diverted the money, said
good-bye, caught a flight to New York, and landetdaGuardia at 2:30 P.M. At that
point, he ditched the Vitrano papers and found sothers. We lost him."

WHEN THE BIDDING got to fifty thousand dollars, Taly said yes. The show was
"Inside Journal," a slash-and-burn tabloid withidohtings and, apparently, lots of cash.
They set up lights and covered windows and ransatiieoughout the den. The
"journalist” was Nancy de Angelo, flown straightfrom LA. with her own band of
hairdressers and makeup artists.



Not to be outdone, Trudy spent two hours in frdrthe mirror, and looked absolutely
glorious when she appeared. Nancy said she loa@aeddod. She was supposed to be
wounded, hurt, broke, besieged, handcuffed by tletcangry at what her husband had
done to her and her daughter. She retreated is &ar Lance had to console her for half
an hour. She looked almost as good when she retumrjeans and a cotton pullover.

Ashley Nicole was used as a prop. She sat closertonother on the sofa. "Look real sad
now," Nancy told her as the technicians checkedigis. "We need tears from you,"
she said to Trudy. "Genuine tears."

They chatted for an hour about all the horriblagisi Patrick was doing to them. Trudy
cried when she recalled the funeral. They had tgof the shoe found at the site. She
suffered through the months and years afterwardsNe had not remarried. No, she had
not heard from her husband since he had returnegnWsure if she wanted to. No, he
had made no effort to see his daughter, and sl ldovn again.

She hated the thought of divorce, but what wasslde? And the lawsuit, how horrible!
This nasty insurance company hounding her likeveiea dead-beat.

Patrick was such a horrible person. If they four@money, did she expect to get any of
it? Of course not! She was shocked by the suggestio

It was edited to twenty minutes, and Patrick wadcthén his dark hospital room. It made
him smile.

Nineteen

SANDY'S SECRETARY was clipping his photo and thergtof yesterday's brief court
appearance from the New Orleans paper when thearak. She immediately found him,
extracted him from a crowded deposition, and purt tin the phone.

Leah Pires was back. She said hello and immediatdgd if he'd had his office checked
for bugs. Sandy said yes, just yesterday. She wadotel suite on Canal, a few blocks
over, and she suggested the meeting take place #euggestion from her carried more
weight than a directive from a federal judge. Whateshe wanted. He was excited just to
hear her voice.

She was in no hurry, so Sandy strolled leisurelyrd®oydras, then to Magazine, then to
Canal. He refused to watch his back. Patrick'srmmasawas understandable-poor guy had
lived on the run until the ghosts finally caughthhBut no one could ever convince
Sandy that the same people would shadow him. Healasyer in a high-profile case.
The bad guys would be crazy to tap his phones ttkilim. One bungled move, and
serious damage could be done to the case agatnskPa

But he had contacted a local security firm and meadappointment to have his offices
swept for bugs. This was his client's wish, not his



Leah greeted him with a firm handshake and a ggncike, but he could tell instantly that
she had many things on her mind. She was barefogians and a white cotton tee shirt,
very casual, the way most Brazilians probably heethought. He'd never been down
there. The closet door was open; there weren't mklyes hanging. She was moving
around quickly, living out of a suitcase, probabtythe run just as Patrick had been until
last week. She poured coffee for both of them,asiekd him to sit at the table.

"How is he?" she asked.

"He's healing. The doctor says he'll be fine."

"How bad was it?" she asked quietly. He loved leeeat, slight as it was.

"Pretty rough." He reached into his briefcase, resdca folder, and slid it to her. "Here."
She frowned at the sight of the first photo, thamrhled something in Portuguese. Her
eyes watered as she looked at the second one. PRtrack,” she said to herself. "Poor
baby."

She took her time with the photos, gently wipingrsewith the back of her hand until
Sandy found the presence of mind to get her adisShe wasn't ashamed to cry over the
pictures, and when she was finished with them $eed them in a neat stack and put

them back in the folder.

“I'm sorry," Sandy said. He could think of nothielge to offer. "Here's a letter from
Patrick," he finally said.

She finished her crying and poured more coffeee"@my of the injuries permanent?" she
asked.

"The doctor thinks probably not. There will be soag, but with time everything should
heal.”

"Mentally, how is he?"

"He's okay. He's sleeping even less. He has nigksr@nstantly, both day and night.
But with medication, he's getting better. | honestn't imagine what he's going
through." He took a sip of coffee and said, "I gulks's lucky to be alive.”

"He always said they wouldn't kill him."

There was so much to ask her. The lawyer in Salmdgst screamed out an endless

barrage: Did Patrick know they were close behimd"hDid he know the chase was about
to end? Where was she when they were closing idaBg live with him? How did they



hide the money? Where is the money now? Is it Jake&se, tell me something. I'm the
lawyer. | can be trusted.

"Let's talk about his divorce,” she said, abruptianging the subject. She could sense his
curiosity. She stood and walked to a drawer whieeeremoved a thick file and placed it
before him. "Did you see Trudy on TV last nightAésasked.

"Yes. Pathetic, wasn't it?"

"She's very pretty," Leah said.

"Yes, she is. I'm afraid Patrick made the mistakearrying her for her looks."

"He wouldn't be the first."

"No, he wouldn't."

"Patrick despises her. She is a bad person, andahenfaithful to him throughout their
marriage."

"Unfaithful?"

"Yes. It's all in the file there. The last yearytiveere together, Patrick hired an
investigator to watch her. Her lover was a man rihlrance Maxa, and they were seeing
each other all the time. There are even some plegtbg of Lance coming and going
from Patrick's house when he was away. There atarps of Lance and Trudy
sunbathing by Patrick's pool, naked of course."”

Sandy took the file and flipped quickly until heufal the photographs. Naked as
newborns. He smiled wickedly. "This will add somethto the divorce."

"Patrick wants the divorce, you understand. He moli contest it. But she needs to be
silenced. She's having a nice time saying all tta@skthings about Patrick."

"This should shut her up. What about the child?"

Leah took her seat and looked him squarely in yles.€'Patrick loves Ashley Nicole, but
there is one problem. He is not the father."

He shrugged as if he heard this every day. "WHhb is?

"Patrick doesn't know. Probably Lance. It seemi$ laance and Trudy have been
together for some time. It goes back to high scleweh."

"How does he know he's not the father?"



"When the child was fourteen months old, Patrictaoied a small blood sample by
pricking her finger.

He sent it, along with a sample of his, to a lalekehDNA tests were run. His suspicions
were correct. He is definitely not the father of thild. The report is in the file."

Sandy had to walk around a bit to sort things Betstood in the window and watched
the traffic on Canal. Another clue in the Patrickzple had just fallen into place. The
guestion of the moment was this: How long had Blaflanned his departure from his
old life? Bad wife, bastard child, horrible accitlam corpse, elaborate theft, take the
money and run. The planning was astonishing. Ekergthad worked perfectly, until
now of course.

"Then why fight the divorce?" he asked, still lawgibelow. "If he doesn't want the child,
why bring up the trash?"

Sandy knew the answer, but he wanted her to expldmdoing so, she would give the
first glimpse of the rest of the master plan.

"You bring up the trash only to her lawyer," sh&s&You show him the file, all of it. At
that point, they'll be anxious to settle.”

"Settle, as in money."

"Correct."

"What type of settlement?"

"She gets nothing."

"What is there to get?"

"Depends. It could be a small fortune, or a lange.6

Sandy turned and glared at her. "l cannot negagigeperty settlement if | don't know
how much my client has. At some point, you guysei@vclue me in."

"Be patient,"” she said, thoroughly unruffled. "Witme, you'll know more."
"Does Patrick really think he can buy his way oluthos?"

"He'll certainly try."

"It won't work."

"Do you have a better idea?"



"No."
"l didn't think so. It's our only chance.”

Sandy relaxed and leaned against the wall. "It ddel helpful if you guys would tell me
more."

"We will. | promise. But first, we'll take care tife divorce. Trudy has to relinquish all
claims to his assets."

"That should be easy. And fun."
"Get it done, and we'll chat again next week."

It was suddenly time for Sandy to leave. She wakeasrfeet, gathering papers. He took
his files and placed them in his briefcase. "Homglavill you be here?" he asked.

"Not long," she said, and handed him an envelopeat's a letter for Patrick. Tell him
I'm fine, I'm moving around, and so far | haver#is anyone behind me."

Sandy took the envelope and tried to make eye cor§ae was nervous and anxious for
him to leave. He wanted to help her, or at leasiffier, but he knew whatever he said at
this point would be dismissed.

She forced a smile and said, "You have a job t&dodo it. Patrick and | will worry
about the rest.”

WHILE STEPHANO TOLD his story in Washington, BenAyicia and Guy set up camp
in Biloxi. They leased a three-bedroom condo orBaek Bay, and installed phones and
a fax.

The theory was that the girl would have to surfiacBiloxi. Patrick was confined, and
for the foreseeable future his life was fairly potable. He wasn't going anywhere. She
would have to come to him. And they had to catatwiteen she did.

Aricia had budgeted a hundred thousand for thiditlle campaign, and that would be
the end of it, he swore to himself. Down almost twitlion, he simply had to stop
burning money while he had some left. Northern Qdatual and Monarch-Sierra, the
other two members of his shaky partnership, haalthrin the towel. Stephano would
keep the FBI happy with his tall tales, while haplgf Guy and the rest of the
organization could find the girl. It was a longshot

Osmar and his boys were still loitering in the stseof Rio, watching the same places
each day. If she came back, they would see heraOssed a lot of men, but they
worked cheap down there.



RETURNING to the Coast brought back bitter feelingBenny Aricia. He had moved
there in 1985 as an executive of Platt & Rocklamtlktries, a mammoth conglomerate
which had sent him around the world for twenty geas a troubleshooter. One of the
company's more profitable divisions was New Co&Shtapyards in Pascagoula, between
Biloxi and Mobile. In 1985, New Coastal receivethalve-billion-dollar Navy contract

to build four Expedition Class nuclear submarirzes] someone upstairs decided Benny
needed a permanent home.

Raised in New Jersey, educated in Boston, andubleamd, at the time, of a repressed
socialite, he was miserable living on the Gulf GaddMlississippi. He considered it a
serious diversion from the corporate hierarchydmgéd for. His wife left him after two
years in Biloxi.

Platt & Rockland was a public company with twentedillion in stockholders' equity,
eighty thousand employees in thirty-six divisiongihundred and three countries. It
retailed office supplies, cut timber, made thousaofdconsumer products, sold insurance,
drilled for natural gas, shipped containerized oargined copper, and among many

other ventures, built nuclear submarines. It wagrawling mass of decentralized
companies, and as a rule, the left hand seldom kvieat the right one was doing. It
amassed huge profits in spite of itself.

Benny dreamed of streamlining the company, ofrsgltiff the junk and investing in the
prosperous divisions. He was unabashedly ambitengs through the ranks of upper
managers it was well known that he wanted thedbp |

To him, life in Biloxi was a cruel joke, a pit stéq@m the fast lane orchestrated by his
enemies within the company. He detested contraetitigthe government, detested the
red tape and bureaucrats and arrogance from thtag®em He hated the snail's pace with
which the submarines were built.

In 1988, he asked to be transferred, and was defigdar later, the rumors of serious
cost overruns on the Expedition project surfacexhsfruction came to a halt as
government auditors and Pentagon brass descendeevoiCoastal Shipyards. Benny
was on the hot seat, and the end was near.

As a defense contractor, Platt & Rockland had fahistory of cost overruns, overbilling,
and false claims. It was a way of doing businesd,vehen discovered, the company
typically fired everybody near the controversy aegotiated with the Pentagon for a
small repayment.

Benny went to a local attorney, Charles Bogans#reor partner in a small firm which
included a young partner named Patrick Lanigan.aB&gcousin was a U.S. Senator
from Mississippi. The Senator was a rabid hawk whaired the subcommittee on
military appropriations, and was dearly loved by #tmed services.



Lawyer Bogan's mentor was now a federal judge thuas the small firm was as
politically well connected as any in Mississippery knew this, and carefully selected
Bogan.

The False Claims Act, also known as the WhistleA®lioLaw, was designed by
Congress to encourage those with knowledge of diregbin government contracts to
come forward. Benny studied the act thoroughly, eveh had an in-house lawyer dissect
it for him before he went to Bogan.

He claimed he could prove a scheme by Platt & Roukito overbill the government
some six hundred million dollars on the Expeditwoject. He could feel the ax dropping,
and he refused to be the fall guy. By squealingyvbeld lose any chance of ever finding
comparable work. Platt & Rockland would flood theustry with rumors of his own
wrongdoing. He would be blacklisted. It would be #nd of Benny's corporate life. He
understood very well how the game was played.

Under the act, the whistle-blower may receive @ftgpercent of the amount repaid to the
government by the offending corporation. Benny theeddocumentation to prove Platt &
Rockland's scheme. He needed Bogan's expertisel@udo collect the fifteen percent.

Bogan hired private engineers and consultantsvieweand make sense of the thousands
of documents Aricia was feeding him from inside Néwastal Shipyards. The scheme
was tied together nicely, and it turned out ndbécso intricate after all. The company
was doing what it had always done-charging multgiees for the same materials, and
fabricating paperwork. The practice was so ingraiaePlatt & Rockland that only two
upper managers at the shipyards knew it existednyelaimed to have stumbled upon it
by accident.

A clear and convincing case was assembled by tingels, and they filed suit in federal
court in September of 1990. The lawsuit allegedhsimdred million dollars in fraudulent
claims submitted by Platt & Rockland. Benny resgyttee day the suit was filed.

The lawsuit was meticulously prepared and resedrcred Bogan pressed hard. So did
his cousin. The Senator had been placed in theltogpbefore the actual filing, and
monitored it with great interest once it arrived/ifashington. Bogan did not come cheap;
nor did the Senator. The firm's fee would be tla@dard one third. One third of fifteen
percent of six hundred million dollars. The Senatout was never ascertained.

Bogan leaked enough dirt to the local press to kieepressure on in Mississippi, and
the Senator did the same in Washington. Platt &Rmal found itself besieged by
hideous publicity. It was pinned to the ropespiteney cut off, its stockholders angry. A
dozen managers at New Coastal Shipyards were Metk terminations were promised.

As usual, Platt & Rockland negotiated hard withtides but this time made no progress.
After a year, it agreed to repay the six hundrelfionidollars, and to sin no more.
Because two of the subs were half-built, the Pemtagreed not to yank the contract.



Thus, Platt & Rockland could finish what was plathias a twelve-billion-dollar project,
but was now well on its way to twenty billion.

Benny got set to receive his fortune. Bogan andther partners in the firm got set to
spend theirs. Then Patrick disappeared, followethby money.

Twenty

PEPPER SCARBORO'S shotgun was a Remington .12 gaugp he purchased from a
pawnshop in Lucedale when he was sixteen, too ytubgy from a licensed dealer. He
paid two hundred dollars for it, and, accordindpi®mother, Neldene, it was his most
beloved possession. Sheriff Sweeney and Sheritfmiadf Greene County, found the
shotgun, along with a well-worn sleeping bag asdnall tent, a week after Patrick's
death as they were making a routine inventory sichbin. Trudy had given permission
for the search, which in itself was a major probknte she had no ownership interest in
the cabin. Any effort to use the shotgun, sleepiag, and tent as evidence in Patrick's
murder trial would be met with fierce resistanagsithey were found without a search
warrant. A valid argument could be made that thexiffis weren't searching for evidence
since there wasn't, at that time, a crime. Theyeveanply gathering up Patrick's personal
effects to hand over to his family.

Trudy didn't want the sleeping bag and the teng. \Bas adamant in her belief that they
didn't belong to Patrick. She had never seen theforé. They were cheap, unlike items
Patrick would buy. And, besides, he didn't camphieé the cabin to sleep in. Sweeney
put labels on them and stored them in his evideoem, for lack of a better place. He
planned to wait a year or two, then sell them & @inhis annual Sheriffs sales. Six
weeks later, Neldene Crouch burst into tears wioafronted with Pepper's camping
gear.

The shotgun was handled differently. It was founder a bed, along with the tent and
the sleeping bag, in the room Patrick slept in. &ame had hurriedly slid the items under
the bed, in Sweeney's opinion. His curiosity washediately aroused because of the
presence of the shotgun. An avid hunter himselkriev that no hunter with a brain
would leave a shotgun or hunting rifle in a remzdbin for thieves to take at their
convenience. Nothing of value was ever left in ating cabin in these parts. He had
carefully examined it on the spot, and noticedstweal number had been filed off. The
gun had been stolen at some point since its marnuéac

He discussed it with Sheriff Tatum, and they mdmaedecision to at least have it checked
for fingerprints. Nothing would come of it, they meesure, but both were experienced
and patient cops.

Later, after repeated promises of immunity, the gawker in Lucedale admitted he had
sold the gun to Pepper.



SWEENEY AND TED GRIMSHAW, the chief investigatorrfblarrison County,
politely knocked on Patrick's hospital door, anteesd only when invited in. Sweeney
had called ahead to alert Patrick of their vigig &0 inform him of its purpose. Just
routine procedures. Patrick had yet to be progeshked.

They photographed his face while he was sitting almair, wearing a tee shirt and gym
shorts, his hair unruly and his expression sourhéld the booking numbers they had
brought along. They took his fingerprints, with @shaw doing the work as Sweeney
handled the conversation. Patrick insisted on stgnolver the small table while
Grimshaw took the prints.

Sweeney asked a couple of questions about Peppgrdsao, but Patrick quickly
reminded him he had a lawyer, and his lawyer wagresent during any interrogation.
Furthermore, he had nothing to say about anythuity, or without a lawyer.

They thanked him and left. Cutter and an FBI fipget expert from Jackson were

waiting in the Lanigan Room at the jail. At the ént was found, Pepper's .12 gauge
yielded more than a dozen full, usable prints. Thag been lifted by Grimshaw after
dusting, filed away in a vault, and now were spreadhe table. The shotgun was on a
shelf, next to the tent and the sleeping bag, Begagging shoe and the photographs, and
the few other sparse items of evidence to be ugaithst Patrick.

They drank coffee from plastic cups and talked alishing while the print expert
compared the old with the new through a magnifglass. It didn't take long.

"Several of these are perfect matches," he salidystking. "The gun stock was covered
with Lanigan's prints."

Certainly good news, they thought. Now what?

PATRICK INSISTED on a different room for all futuneeetings with his attorney, and
Dr. Hayani was quick to make the necessary arrargesnHe also requested a
wheelchair to transport him to the room on the figor. A nurse pushed him, past the
two deputies sitting benignly in the hall outside thoor, past Special Agent Brent Myers,
and onto the elevator for the brief ride to thsetfffoor. One of the deputies trailed along.

The room was one used by doctors for staff meetiflgs hospital was small and the
room appeared to be used sparingly. Sandy hadentdlee antibugging scanner Patrick
had mentioned, but it wouldn't be in for a few days

"Please rush it," Patrick said.

"Come on, Patrick. Surely you don't think they wbhlg this room. No one knew we
would use it until an hour ago."



"We can't be too careful." Patrick stood from theeelchair and walked around the long
conference table, walked without any limp whatsoe8andy noted.

"Look, Patrick, | think you should try and relaXitfle. | know you've been on the run for
a long time. You've lived in fear, always lookingeo your shoulder, | know all that. But
those days are over. They caught you. Relax."

"They're still out there, okay? They have me, laitthe money. And the money is much
more important. Don't forget that, Sandy. They woest until they have the money."

"So who might be bugging us here? Good guys or ka3 or crooks?"
"The people who lost the money have spent a bléadyne trying to find it."
"How do you know?"

Patrick merely shrugged as if it were time to gaynes again.

"Who are they?" Sandy asked, and there was a langep one similar to those used by
Leah when she wanted to change the subject.

"Sit down," Patrick said. They sat on opposite sidkethe table. Sandy removed the thick
file Leah had given him four hours earlier; the-@in-Trudy file.

Patrick recognized it immediately. "When did yoe $er?" he asked anxiously.

"This morning. She's fine, sends her love, say®dyk stalking her yet, and asked me to
deliver this." He slid the envelope across thedatitere Patrick grabbed it, ripped it
open, and pulled out a three-page letter. He thecegded to read it slowly, oblivious to
his lawyer.

Sandy flipped through the file and settled on thdi@ pictures of Trudy reclining by the
pool with her gigolo sprawled nearby. He couldréitto show these to her lawyer in
Mobile. They had a meeting scheduled in three hours

Patrick finished the letter, carefully refoldedahd placed it in the envelope. "l have
another letter for her," he said. He glanced adtoss$able and saw the photos. "Pretty
good work, huh?"

"It's amazing. I've never seen this much proof divarce case.”

"Well, there was a lot to work with. We'd been nedralmost two years when | bumped
into her first husband, quite by accident. It waa party before a Saints game in New
Orleans. We had a few drinks, and he told me abante. He's the tomcat in the
pictures there."



"Leah explained it."

"Trudy was very pregnant at the time, so | saihimagt. The marriage was slowly
unraveling, and we hoped the child would make thipgrfect. She has an amazing
capacity for deceit. | decided to play along, lg@ud daddy and all that, but a year later
| started gathering evidence. | wasn't sure wh&auld need it, but | knew the marriage
was over. | left town every chance | got-businéssiting, fishing, weekends with the
boys, whatever. She never seemed to mind."

"I meet with her lawyer at 5 P.M."

"Good. You'll have a great time. It's a lawyer'sain. Threaten everything, but walk
away with the settlement. She has to sign awaygits, Sandy. She gets none of my
assets."

"When do we talk about your assets?"

"Soon. | promise. But there is something more pngss

Sandy removed his obligatory legal pad and poisedéif to take notes. "I'm listening,”
he said.

"Lance is a nasty character. He grew up in the &larsg Point Cadet, never finished high
school, and served three years for smuggling dapead seed. He has friends in the
underworld. He knows people who'll do anythingrwoney. There's another thick file,
this one on him. | take it Leah didn't give it tow"

"No. Just this one."

"Ask her about it next time. | gathered dirt on tarfor a year with the same private
detective. Lance is a small-time hood, but he'gyderus because he has friends. And
Trudy has money. We don't know how much is left,she probably hasn't spent it all.”
"And you think he's coming after you?"

"Probably. Think about it, Sandy. Trudy is the opsrson right now who still needs me
dead. If I'm out of the way, she keeps the moneytsts left, and she doesn't worry about
the insurance company getting what she now owkisow her. The money and the
lifestyle mean everything."

"But how could he-"

"It can be done, Sandy. Believe me. It can be done.

He said this with the calm assurance of one whocoaanitted murder and gotten by
with it, and for a second Sandy's blood ran cold.



"It can easily be done," he said for the third tifmis eyes glaring, the wrinkles around
them pinched tightly.

"Okay, what am | supposed to do? Sit with the depun the hallway?"
"You create the fiction, Sandy."
"I'm listening."

"First, you tell her lawyer that your office hasee/ed an anonymous tip that Lance is in
the market for a hit man. Do this at the end ofryoeeting today. By then, the guy will
be shell-shocked and he'll believe anything you $ail him you plan to meet with the
cops and discuss this. He'll no doubt call hisntlievho'll deny it vehemently. But her
credibility with him will be shot. Trudy will recbat the very idea that someone else
suspects she and Lance have entertained such tsotigken, meet with the Sheriff and
the FBI and tell the same story. Tell them why y@worried about my safety. Insist that
they chat with Trudy and Lance about these runmidasow her very well, Sandy. She'll
sacrifice Lance to keep the money, but not if tisetlee chance she'll get caught too. If
the cops are suspicious now, she'll back off."

"You've given this some thought. Anything else?"

"Yes. The last thing you do is leak it to the pré&su need to find a reporter-"

"That shouldn't be hard to do."

"One that you can trust.”

"Much harder.”

"Not really. I've been reading the papers, andvetecouple of names for you. Check
them out. Find one you like. Tell him to print themors, off the record, and in return
you'll give him first shot at the real stories. Thdhe way these guys operate. Tell him
the Sheriff is investigating reports of the wiféeatpting to procure the services of a
contract killer so she can keep the money. Hetlitem. He won't have to validate the

story. Hell, they print rumors all the time."

Sandy finished his notes and marveled at his ¢igmeparation. He closed his file,
tapped it with his pen, and asked, "How much of gtuff do you have?"

"Dirt?"

"Yeah."



"I'd guess fifty pounds. It's been locked in a nstarage in Mobile ever since |
disappeared.”

"What else is there?"

"More dirt."

"On who?"

"My former partners. And others. We'll get to itda”

"When?"

"Soon, Sandy."

TRUDY'S LAWYER, J. Murray Riddleton, was a jovi#thick-necked man of sixty who
specialized in two types of law: big, nasty divarcand financial advice aimed at
cheating the government. He was a quick study mrasts; successful but badly dressed,
intelligent but plain-faced, smiling but viciousjldaspoken but sharp-tongued. His large
office in downtown Mobile was strewn with long negled files and out-of-date law
books. He politely welcomed Sandy, indicated arlzaid offered a drink. It was, after
all, a few minutes after five. Sandy declined, anMurray drank nothing.

"So how's our boy?" J. Murray asked, flashing teeth

"That would be?"

"Come on. Our boy Patrick. Have you found the moyes"

"Didn't know | was looking for any."

J. Murray found this hilarious and laughed a fewosels. There was no doubt in his
mind that he was thoroughly in control of this niegt The cards were heavily stacked
on his side of the desk.

"l saw your client on TV last night,” Sandy said@hat sleazy tabloid, what's it called?"

" 'Inside Journal." Wasn't she marvelous? Andittie girl, what a doll. Those poor
people.”

"My client would like to request that your cliemfrain from any further public comment
about their marriage and divorce."

"Your client can kiss my client's ass. And you &&s mine."

"I'll pass, as will my client.”



"Look, son, I'm a First Amendment hawk. Say anyghino anything. Publish anything.
It's all protected right there by the Constitutidde pointed to a wall of cobwebbed law
books next to his window. "Request denied. My c¢ligas the right to go public with
anything she wants, anytime she wants. She's heailisited by your client, and now
faces a very uncertain future."

"Fair enough. Just wanted to clear the air."

"Is it clear enough?"

"Yes. Now, we really have no problems with youentis desire to get a divorce, and she
can have custody of the child."

"Gee thanks. You guys are being generous."

"In fact, my client has no plans to seek visitatimints with the child."

"Smart man. After abandoning the child for four igedne'd be hard-pressed to see her."
"There is another reason,"” Sandy said, as he ogbedde and picked out the DNA test.
He handed a copy across to J. Murray, who had stbpmiling and was squinting at the
papers.

"What's this?" he asked suspiciously.

"Why don't you read it?" Sandy said.

J. Murray yanked his reading glasses from a coeitgtpand stuck them to his rather
round head. He pushed the report away, got itright, then read it slowly. He glanced
up with a blank look after page one, and his bubghoulders sagged a bit at the end of
page two.

"Disastrous, isn't it?" Sandy said when J. Murrag finished.

"Don't patronize me. I'm sure this can be explaihed

"I'm sure it cannot. Under Alabama law, the DNA®clusive proof. Now, I'm not quite
the First Amendment hawk you are, but if this gablshed it would be very
embarrassing for your client. Imagine, having soneeelse's child while pretending to be
happily married to another. Wouldn't play well ajahe Coast, I'm afraid.”

"Publish it," J. Murray said, with no convictior.don't care.”

"Better check with your client first."



"It's insignificant, under our law. Even if she cmitted adultery, he continued to live
with her after he knew. Therefore, he acceptddats barred from using it as grounds for
divorce."

"Forget the divorce. She can have that. Forgekith&o."

"Oh, | see then. It's extortion. She releases lagmdo his assets, and he doesn't go
public.”

"Something like that."

"Your client's crazy as hell and so are you." Jridyis cheeks turned red and his fists
clenched for a second.

Sandy, coolly, flipped through the file and extesitthe next bit of damage. He slid a
report across the desk.

"What is it?" J. Murray demanded.

"Read it."

"I'm tired of reading."

"Okay, it's a report by the private detective whltdwed your client and her boyfriend

for a year prior to my client's disappearance. Tleye together, alone, at various places
but primarily at my client's home, indoors, andpresume in bed, on at least sixteen
occasions."

"Big deal."

"Check these out," Sandy said, and flung two elhten color photos, two of the nude
ones, on top of the report. J. Murray glanced, grabbed them for a more in-depth

study.

Sandy decided to be helpful. "Those were takerhbypbol at my client's home while he
was attending a seminar in Dallas. Recognize arone

J. Murray managed a slight grunt.

"There are many more," Sandy promised, then wétted. Murray to stop his gawking.
"And | also have three other reports from privagéedtives. Seems my client was quite
suspicious."

Before Sandy's eyes, J. Murray was transformed &drard-nosed advocate to a soulful
mediator, a chameleon-like conversion common antangers who suddenly found
themselves stripped of ammunition. He exhaled gadefeated, and sat low in his



leather swivel, "They never tell us everything,tdey," he said. It was suddenly us
versus them. Lawyers versus their clients. He ardi$ were really together now, and
what were they to do?

Sandy, though, was not ready for the tag team. itAd'an not the First Amendment
hawk you claim to be, but if these found their viatp the tabloids, then it sure would be
embarrassing for Trudy."

J. Murray waved him off and glanced at his wat&uré you don't want a drink?"

"I'm sure."

"What's your boy got?"

"l honestly don't know, yet. And that's not the orant question. What matters is what
he will have left when the dust settles, and righw no one knows."

"Surely he's got most of the ninety million."

"He's being sued for much more than that. Not tatioa the possibility of a long prison
sentence and maybe an execution. This divorceRMdleton, is the least of his
worries."

"Then why are you threatening us?"

"He wants her to shut up, to get her divorce andway, and to release all future claims
against him. He wants it done now."

"If not?" J. Murray loosened his tie and sunk azhifower. The day was suddenly late;
he needed to go home. He thought for a long minéa said, "She'll lose everything,
does he know that? The life insurance companywigle her out."

"There are no winners here, Mr. Riddleton."

"Let me speak to her."

Sandy gathered his things and made a slow retreéhetdoor. J. Murray managed
another sad smile, and just as they were shakindsh@® depart, Sandy, as if he had
almost forgotten it, mentioned the anonymous tfpdifice had received in New Orleans
about Lance searching for a hit man. He didn't kifdve believed it, but he felt
compelled to discuss it with the Sheriff and thd &Byway.

They discussed it briefly. Riddleton promised tontien it to his client.

Twenty-one



DR. HAYANI'S LAST STOP was Patrick's room. It wdmast dark, long past time to
leave for the day, and he found his famous pasigting in his gym shorts in a chair at a
makeshift desk in the only empty corner of his rodime desk was a small table, with a
lamp Patrick had conned out of an orderly. A ptasiater cup held pens and pencils.
Another held the beginning of a collection of paplgrs, rubber bands, push pins, all
donated by the nursing staff. He even had thres |says.

Patrick was in business. An impressive collectiblegal documents occupied one
corner, and he was reviewing one of the numerousuds filed against him when his
doc popped in, for the third time of the day.

"Welcome to my office," Patrick said. A bulky TV hg not far above his head. The back
of his chair was a foot from the end of his bed.

"Nice," Hayani said. Rumors in hospitals flew fadtean in law offices, and throughout
the last two days there had been amused whispets #i® new firm being established in
Room 312. "l hope you don't sue doctors."

"Never. In thirteen years of practicing law, | nesaed a doctor. Nor a hospital." He
stood as he said this and turned to face Hayani.

"I knew I liked you," the doctor said as he gemtkamined the burns on Patrick's chest.
"How are you doing?" he asked, for the third timattday.

"I'm fine," Patrick repeated, for the umpteenthetithat day. The nurses, starstruck and
curious, barged in at least twice an hour with ang of a hundred errands, and always
with a chirping, "How ya feeling?"

"I'm fine," he always answered.
"Did you nap today?" Hayani asked, squatting arldrqgpalong the left thigh.

"No. It's hard to sleep without pills, and | redfigite to take anything during the day,"
Patrick answered. In truth, napping was impossibtke the parade of nurses and
orderlies.

He sat on the edge of the bed and looked sincatddis doctor. "Can | tell you
something?" he asked.

Hayani stopped scribbling on a chart. "Certainly."

Patrick cast his eyes to the left and to the raghif there could be ears everywhere.
"When | was a lawyer," he began softly, "I had ttient, a banker, who got caught
embezzling. He was forty-four years old, marriéaeée teenaged kids, a great guy who
did a dumb thing. He was arrested at home, latéght, and taken to the county jail. It
was crowded, and he got thrown into a cell witloapte of young street punks, black



guys, mean as hell. They gagged him first so hédotitscream. They beat him, then
they did things you don't want to know about. Tvents after he was sitting in his den
watching a movie, he was half-dead in a jail daléé miles from his home." Patrick's
chin hit his chest and he pinched the bridge ohbse.

Dr. Hayani touched his shoulder.

"You can't let that happen to me, Doc," Patrickishis eyes watery, his voice strained.
"Don't worry, Patrick."

"The thought of it horrifies me, Doc. | have niglatras about it."

"You have my word, Patrick."

"God knows I've been through enough.”

"l promise, Patrick."

THE NEXT INTERROGATOR was a squirrely little manmed Warren, who chain-
smoked and viewed the world through thick, darlsgges. His eyes were invisible. His
left hand worked the cigarette, his right one haddhe pen, and nothing else moved,
except his lips. He crouched behind his neat Igiles of paper and shot questions to the
other end, where Stephano fiddled with a paperasig his lawyer fought with a laptop.

"When did you form your consortium?" Warren asked.

"After we lost his trail in New York, we pulled baand waited. We listened where we
could listen. We covered old tracks. Nothing hagoei he trail quickly ran cold, and we
settled in for the long run. I'd met with Benny é&a, and he was willing to finance the
search. Then | also met with people from Monaram@iand Northern Case Mutual, and
they gave their tentative approval. Northern Casgusll had just forked over two point
five million to the widow. They couldn't sue to geback because there was no
conclusive evidence he was still alive. They agtegout up a half a million. Monarch-
Sierra was more complicated because they had mhtadahat time. Their exposure was
four million."

"Monarch carried the law firm's malpractice insua?'

"Close. It was a separate crime rider, in additomthe customary Errors and Omissions
policy. It protected the law firm from fraud andethby its employees and partners. Since
Lanigan stole from the firm, Monarch-Sierra waséa to pay up, to the tune of four
million dollars."

"But your client, Mr. Aricia, received this moneygrrect?"



"Yes. He first sued the law firm for the entiretgimillion he lost, but the firm had few
assets. The firm agreed to hand over the proceedsthe policy. We all sat down at the
table and struck a deal. Monarch-Sierra agreedyalpe money without a fight if Mr.
Aricia would use up to a million of it to find Lagan. Mr. Aricia agreed, but only if
Monarch-Sierra would kick in another one millionfi@ance the search."

"So Aricia was in for a million, Monarch-Sierra famillion, and Northern Case Mutual
for half a million. Total of two point five."

"Yes, that was the initial agreement.”
"Where was the law firm?"

"They chose not to participate. Frankly, they ditiave the money, and they were too
shocked to respond. Initially, they helped in otivasys."

"And the players paid up?"

"Yes. The money was wired to my firm's account.”

"Now that the search is over, how much of the maedgft?"

"Almost none."

"How much was spent?"

"Three and a half million, give or take a littlebdut a year ago, the funds ran out. The
insurance companies said no. Mr. Aricia kickednother half a million, then another

three hundred thousand. His total to date is onrat pine."

Actually, it was an even two million, now that Bgnimad reluctantly decided to go after
the girl. The FBI, of course, would not know this.

"And how was the money spent?"
Stephano referred to his notes, but only for a gdien

"Almost a million in payroll, travel, and other expses related to the search. One point
five million in rewards. And an even million to nfiym as fees."

"You've been paid a million dollars?" Warren asks&dl, with no movement of muscle
but with a slightly raised voice.

"Yes. Over a four-year period."

"Tell me about the rewards."



"Well, it goes to the heart of the search.”
"We're listening."”

"One of the first things we did was to establisieward for any information about the
disappearance of

Patrick Lanigan. You guys knew about the reward you thought the law firm was
backing it. We quietly went to the law firm and eorced Charles Bogan to announce
the formation of a reward for information. He wenblic and promised fifty thousand, at
first. Our deal with Bogan was that he would sdgnettify us if there was any
response.”

"The FBI was not informed of this."

"No. The FBI knew about the reward, and approveBut our agreement with Bogan
was kept quiet. We wanted the first shot at angrmftion. We didn't distrust the FBI,
we simply wanted to find Lanigan and the money eles."

"How many men did you have working on the casdiatgoint?"

"Probably a dozen."

"And where were you?"

"Here. But | went to Biloxi at least once a week."

"Did the FBI know what you were doing?"

"Absolutely not. To my knowledge, the FBI never ke were involved, until last
week."

The file in front of Warren certainly reflected shi'Continue."

"We heard nothing for two months, three monthsy.fovee raised the reward money to
seventy-five, then to a hundred. Bogan got hammertdall the nuts out there, and he
passed this along to the FBI. Then in August of l#2got a call from a lawyer in New
Orleans who claimed to have a client who knew sbimgtabout the disappearance. The
guy sounded very legitimate, and so we went to Relgans to meet with him."

"What was his name?"

"Raul Lauziere, on Loyola Street."

"Did you meet with him?"



"I did."
"And who else from your firm?"

Stephano glanced at his lawyer, who had frozethimoment and was deep in thought.
"This is a secretive business. I'd rather not neantihe names of my associates."”

"He doesn't have to," the lawyer pronounced loualhd that was the end of the matter.
"Fine. Continue."

"Lauziere appeared to be serious, ethical, ané\ahle. He was also very prepared. He
seemed to know everything about the disappeardreatock and the money. He had a
file of all the press clippings. Everything waseméd and at his fingertips. He handed us
a four-page, double-spaced narrative of what hentknew."

"Just summarize it in detail. I'll read it later.”

"Certainly,"” Stephano said, and recounted the tigerfrom memory: "His client was a
young woman named Erin who was struggling throughl sthool at Tulane. She was
recently divorced, broke, etc., and to help maldsaneet she worked the late shift in a
large bookstore in a mall, one of those big ch&smnetime in January of '92 she noticed
a customer milling around the travel and languagdien. He was heavyset, dressed in a
suit, neat black and gray beard, and appeared $orbewhat nervous. It was almost nine
at night, and the store was practically desertedfithlly picked out a language course
with twelve cassettes, workbooks, etc., all in siek box, and he was easing toward the
checkout area where

Erin worked when another man entered the storefil$tanan immediately withdrew
between the racks and placed the language couckeohahe shelf. He then emerged on
the other side, and attempted to slip past thengbgw@n, a person he obviously knew and
didn't want to speak to. But he didn't make it. $Beond man glanced up, and said,
"Patrick, it's been a long time." A brief conversatensued in which the two men talked
about their law careers. Erin puttered around Hezkout stand and listened because
there was nothing else to do. Evidently, she waskgecurious and watched everything.

"Anyway, the one called Patrick was anxious to é&ao he finally found the right
moment and made a graceful getaway. Three nigteis &t about the same time, he
came back. Erin was putting up stock, not checkunig She saw him enter, recognized
him, remembered he was called Patrick, and wathiradHe made a point to look at the
checkout clerk, and when he realized she was erdiit one, he loitered around the store
until he stopped in the language and travel seckienpicked out the same language
course, slid to the counter, paid for it in casid &eft quickly. Almost three hundred
bucks. Erin watched him leave. He never saw hef,h@ did, he didn't recognize her."



"So what's the language?"

"That, of course, was the big question. Three wéggks Erin saw in the paper where
Patrick Lanigan was killed in a terrible auto aecitj and she recognized his picture.
Then, six weeks later the story broke about thiestmoney from his old firm, the same
picture was in the papers, and Erin saw it again.”

"Did the bookstore have security cameras?"

"No. We checked.”

"So what was the language?"

"Lauziere wouldn't tell us. At least at first he wldn't. We were offering a hundred
thousand dollars for solid information about Lamigavhereabouts. He, and his client,
quite naturally wanted all of the money for the eamfithe language. We negotiated for
three days. He wouldn't budge. He allowed us &@riogate Erin. We spent six hours
with her, and every aspect of her story checkedsmuve agreed to pay the hundred
grand.”

"Brazilian Portuguese?"

"Yes. The world suddenly shrunk."

LIKE EVERY LAWYER, J. Murray Riddleton had been ¢tugh it many times before,
unfortunately. The airtight case suddenly sprirgdks$. The tables get turned in the blink
of an eye.

Just for the fun of it, and with no small measuremoyment, he allowed Trudy to puff
and posture for a bit before he lowered the ax.

"Adultery!" she gasped, with all the self-rightenass of a Puritan virgin. Even Lance
pulled off a look of shock. He reached across ao# her hand.

"I know, | know," J. Murray said, playing along. ddpens in almost every divorce.
These things do get nasty."”

"I'll kill him," Lance grunted.
"We'll get to that later,” J. Murray said.
"With whom?" she demanded.

"With Lance here. They claim the two of you werdtigg it on before, during, and after
the marriage. In fact, they claim it goes all thegnvback to high school.”



Ninth grade, actually. "He's an idiot," Lance saithout conviction.

Trudy nodded and agreed with Lance. Preposterdwen $he asked nervously, "What
proof does he claim to have?"

"Do you deny it?" J. Murray asked, completing teaup.

"Absolutely,"” she snapped.

"Of course," added Lance. "The man is a living'lie.

J. Murray reached into a deep drawer and withdneevad the reports Sandy had given
him. "Seems Patrick was suspicious throughout mioste marriage. He hired
investigators to snoop around. This is a repornfome of them."

Trudy and Lance looked at each other for a sedbwed, realized they had been caught.
Suddenly, it was difficult to deny a relationshiyat was now more than twenty years old.
They both became smug at the same instant. So \Bigatieal.

"Il just summarize it," J. Murray said, then &ed off dates, times, and places. They
weren't ashamed of their activities, but it wagdmforting to know that things were so
well documented.

"Still deny it?" J. Murray asked when he finished.

"Anybody can write that stuff,” Lance said. Trudgs\silent.

J. Murray pulled out another report, this one cever

ing the seven months prior to Patrick's disappesadates, times, places. Patrick left
town, bam, Lance moved in. Every time.

"Can these investigators testify in court?" Lanskea when J. Murray finished.

"We're not going to court," J. Murray said.

"Why not?" Trudy asked.

"Because of these." J. Murray slid the eight-bydelor glossies across his desk. Trudy
grabbed one and gasped at the sight of hersel§lpngrby the pool, naked, her stud next

to her. Lance was shocked too, but managed a tinytde sort of liked them.

They swapped the photos back and forth without mlwd Murray relished the moment,
then said, "You guys got too careless."

"Skip the lecture," Lance said.



Predictably, Trudy started to cry. Her eyes watehed lip quivered, her nose sniffled,
and then she cried. J. Murray had seen it a thausiaunes. They always cried, not for
what they had done, but for the wages of their.sins

"He's not getting my daughter,” she said angritpaigh the tears. She lost it, and they
listened to her bawl for a while. Lance, ever \agi, pawed at her and tried to console.

"I'm sorry," she finally said, wiping tears.

"Relax," J. Murray said without the slightest tradeeompassion. "He doesn't want the
kid."

"Why not?" she asked, the tear ducts shutting diostantly.
"He's not the father."
They squinted, thought hard, tried to assemblegthin

J. Murray reached for yet another report. "He tadkkood sample from the child when
she was fourteen months old, and had a DNA tesbnut No way he's the father."

"Then who ..." Lance started to ask, but couldorhplete the thought.

"Depends on who else was around,” J. Murray sdjafurily.

"No one else was around," she said, mocking hinmilgng

"Except me," Lance volunteered, then slowly closisdeyes. Fatherhood descended
heavily upon his shoulders. Lance despised childdertolerated Ashley Nicole only

because she belonged to Trudy.

"Congratulations," J. Murray said. He reached mtitrawer, pulled out a cheap cigar and
tossed it to Lance. "It's a girl," he said, andylaed loudly.

Trudy fumed and Lance toyed with the cigar. WheMJcray finished humoring himself,
she asked, "So where are we?"

"It's simple. You waive any right to his assetsatdver they may be, and he gives you
the divorce, the kid, everything else you want."

"What are his assets?" she asked.

"His lawyer is not sure right now. We may neverwkndhe man is headed for death row,
and the cash might stay buried forever."



"But I'm about to lose everything," she said. "L@ikvhat he's done to me. | got two and
a half million when he died, now the insurance campis ready to bankrupt me."

"She deserves a helluva lot of money," Lance pipexh cue.
"Can | sue him for mental distress, or fraud, ansthing like that?" she pleaded.

"No. Look, it's very simple. You get the divorcedahe kid, and Patrick keeps whatever
money is out there. And everything is kept quighédwise, he'll leak all this to the
press.” J. Murray tapped the reports and the pivates he said this. "And you'll be
humiliated. You've gone public with your dirty ladny; he's quite anxious to return the
favor."

"Where do | sign?" she said.

J. MURRAY fixed them all a vodka, and before tonddhe was mixing another round.
He finally brought up the subject of those sillynmars about Lance looking for a hit man.
The denials came fast and furious, and J. Murrayessed that he really didn't believe
the trash anyway.

There were so many rumors racing up and down tleestCo
Twenty-two

THEY BEGAN TRACKING Sandy McDermott as he left Né&vleans at 8 A.M. and
worked his way through the traffic on Interstate Hé was followed until the congestion
thinned near Lake Pont-chartrain. They called alsabreported he was on his way to
Biloxi. Following him was easy. Listening would Baother matter. Guy had bugs for
Sandy's office and home phones, even one for hidaathe decision to install them had
not yet been made. The risks were significant. iArgspecially was wary. He argued
with Stephano and with Guy that Sandy might wepleot his phones to get tapped, and
might feed them all sorts of useless or even damgagpssip. His client had so far proved
quite proficient at seeing around corners. Andhsy targued.

Sandy wasn't looking over his shoulder. Nor wasdeing much in front of him. He was
simply driving, moving forward while avoiding comtahis mind, as usual, many miles
away.

From a strategic point of view, the various Lanigarttles were in good shape. The civil
suits filed by Monarch-Sierra, the law firm, andda had been placed on dockets
already densely crowded. Formal responses by Saady a month away. Discovery
wouldn't start for three months and would lastdgrear. Trials were two years away at
the earliest. Likewise for Patrick's suit agaimg EBI; it would one day be amended to
bring in Stephano and his consortium. It would lekghtful case to try, but Sandy
doubted he would ever get the chance.



The divorce was under control.

The capital murder charge, clearly the center teinéion, was another matter. Obviously
the most serious of Patrick's problems, it was #iisspeediest. By law, the state had to
try Patrick within two hundred and seventy dayshef indictment, so the clock was
ticking.

In Sandy's opinion, a conviction based on the exadevould be a longshot. For the
moment, crucial elements of proof were missing-§icgmt facts such as the identity of
John Doe, and the manner in which he died, anddhainty that Patrick killed him. It
was a tenuous circumstantial case at best. Lasgarggtions would be called for.

However, a conviction based on public sentiment feesseeable. By now everyone
within a hundred miles of Biloxi knew most of thetdils, and you couldn't find a literate
breathing soul who didn't think Patrick killed same to fake his death so he could lie in
ambush and steal ninety million dollars. Patrickl bdew admirers, those who also
dreamed of a new life with a new name and plentgoafgh. But they would not be on
his jury. Most folks, it seemed through the infotpalling of coffee shop talk and
courthouse gossip, felt he was guilty and shoué&hdgime in prison. Very few favored
the death penalty. Leave that for rapists and dégr&

Most pressing, though, at the moment, was keepatigdR alive. The file on Lance,
hand-delivered last night by the lovely Leah in gebther hotel room, portrayed a quiet
man with a hair-trigger temper and a penchant ience. He liked guns, and had once
been indicted by a federal grand jury for fencingnh through a pawnshop. The charges
were later dismissed. In addition to his three-ysimt for smuggling pot, he had been
sentenced to sixty days for his part in a barroomvbin Gulfport, though the time was
suspended due to an overcrowded jail. There weaveotiver arrests-one for another fight
and one for a DUI.

Lance could be cleaned up and made presentableabléanky and handsome, and well
admired by the ladies. He knew how to dress any cer amusing chitchat over
cocktails. But his forays into society were tempypralis heart was always in the street,
just above the gutter, where he hung out with Kfzarks and bookies and fences and
reputable drug dealers, the smart white-collar lmfyecal crime. These were his friends,
the guys from his neighborhood. Patrick had fouredrt too, and the file contained no
fewer than a dozen little biographies of Lancels,l with criminal records.

Sandy at first had been skeptical of Patrick's paiea Now he believed it. Though he
knew little of the underworld, the nature of higfassion occasionally brought him into
contact with criminals. He had heard many times fibvafive thousand bucks you could
get anyone killed. Maybe even less along the Coast.

Lance certainly had more than five thousand bugksl. he had a wonderful motive to
eliminate Patrick. The life insurance policies thetde Trudy rich didn't exclude any



particular causes of death, other than suicideullebto the head was treated just like a
car wreck, or a heart attack, or anything else.dDeas dead.

THE COAST was not Sandy's turf. He didn't know sheriffs and their deputies, the
judges and their quirks, the other members of trelde suspected this was precisely
why Patrick picked him.

Sweeney had been less than hospitable on the pHengas very busy, he said, and
besides, meetings with lawyers were usually a wafstiene. He could spare a few
minutes, starting at nine-thirty and barring an egeacy. Sandy arrived early, and
poured his own coffee from a pot he found nextwatercooler. Deputies milled about.
The sprawling jail was in the rear. Sweeney foumad &nd led him through to his office,

a spartan room with government hand-me-down furaiéund fading photos of smiling
politicians on the wall.

"Have a seat,” Sweeney said, pointing to a ratiyrcis he sat behind his desk. Sandy did
as he was told.

"Mind if | record?" Sweeney asked, already punchimgbutton on a large tape recorder
in the center of his desk. "I tape everything,'shél.

"Sure," Sandy said, as if he had a choice. "Thémkeaorking me in."

"No problem," Sweeney said. He had yet to smilefter anything other than the
impression of being bothered by this. He lit a cagi@ and sipped steaming coffee from a
Styrofoam cup.

"I'll get right to the point,” Sandy said, as ifecconversation were an option. "My office
has received a tip that Patrick's life may be ing#a." Sandy hated the lying, but he had
little choice under the circumstances. This wastwaclient wanted.

"Why would someone tip your office that your clievds in danger?" Sweeney asked.

"l have investigators working on the case. Thewkihats of people. Some gossip got
passed along, and one of my investigators tradk#éolWwn. That's the way these things
happen.”

- Sweeney showed neither belief nor disbelief. Melsed his cigarette and thought about
it. In the past week, he had heard every concedvgisécies of rumor about the
adventures of Patrick Lanigan. People were talkingut nothing else. The hit man
stories were of several varieties. Sweeney fighischetwork was better than the
lawyer's, especially one from New Orleans, so heldvtet him talk. "Got any suspects?”

"Yes. His name is Lance Maxa; I'm sure you know.him

"We do."



"He took Patrick's place with Trudy not long aftiee funeral.”

"Some would say Patrick took his place,"” Sween&y, sdth his first smile. Sandy was
indeed on foreign turf. The Sheriff knew more tlmen

"Then | guess you know all about Lance and Tru®ghdy said, a little rattled.
"We do. We take good notes around here."

"I'm sure you do. Anyway, Lance, as you know, rsaaty sort, and my men got a rumor
that he was looking for a contract killer."

"How much is he offering?" Sweeney asked skepticall

"Don't know. But he has the money, and he has thieven"

"I've already heard this."

"Good. What do you plan to do?"

"About what?"

"About keeping my client alive.”

Sweeney took a deep breath and decided to hokdingsie. He struggled with his temper.
"He's on a military base, in a hospital room with deputies guarding his door and FBI
agents down the hall. I'm not sure what else yue ia mind."

"Look, Sheriff, I'm not trying to tell you how taodyour job."

"Really?"

"No. | promise. Please try and understand that lmeytcis a very frightened man right
now. I'm here acting on his behalf. He's been sthflor over four years. He's been
caught. He hears voices we don't hear. He seeswbatie don't see. He's convinced
people will try to kill him, and he expects me totect him."

"He's safe."

"For now. What if you talked to Lance, and youlgdlhim pretty good and told him
about the rumors. If he knew you were watching] be' stupid to try something."

"Lance is stupid.”



"Maybe, but Trudy is not. If she thinks she mighat gaught, she'll yank Lance back
where he belongs."

"Been yanking him all his life."

"Precisely. She will not run the risk."

Sweeney lit another cigarette, and glanced at hishv "Anything else?" he asked,
suddenly anxious to get up and leave. He was af§imat an office manager with a

desk and Rolodex.

"Just one thing. And again, I'm not trying to tead/our business. Patrick has enormous
respect for you. But, well, he thinks he's muclesaiere he is.”

"What a surprise."

"Jail could be dangerous for him."

"He shoulda thought about that before he killed De."

Sandy ignored this and said, "He'll be easier tdegmt in the hospital.”
"Have you been to my jail?"

"No."

"Then don't lecture me about how unsafe it is. Bfgen doing this for a long time, got
it?"

"I'm not lecturing."

"The hell you're not. You got five more minutes.yffnng else?"

"No."

"Good." Sweeney bolted to his feet and left thewoo

THE HONORABLE KARL HUSKEY arrived at Keesler Air [Fce Base late in the
afternoon, and slowly made his way through sectwityhe hospital. He was in the
middle of a one-week drug trial, and he was tiRalrick had called and asked him to
stop by, if possible.

Himself a pallbearer, Karl had sat next to Sandyktnott at Patrick's funeral. Unlike
Sandy, though, Huskey had been a recent frienéwicR's. The two had met during a

civil case Patrick had tried not long after heaadi in Biloxi. They became friendly, the
way lawyers and judges often do when they see ethen every week. They chatted over



bad food at the monthly bar luncheons, and oncekdio much at a Christmas party.
They played golf twice a year.

It was an easy acquaintance, but not a close Blapdat least not for the first three years
Patrick was in Biloxi. But they grew closer in ttionths before he disappeared. With the
benefit of hindsight, though, it was easy to loakkand see a change in Patrick.

IN THE MONTHS after his disappearance, those inléigal community who knew him
best, including Karl, liked to gather over drinkgtee Lower Bar at Mary Mahoney's
Restaurant on Friday afternoons and piece togétledPatrick puzzle.

Trudy took her share of the blame, though she a@agasy a target, in Karl's opinion. On
the surface, the marriage didn't appear to bebthcht Patrick certainly didn't discuss it
with anybody, at least no one who drank with theémlary Mahoney's. Trudy's actions
after the funeral, especially the red Rolls andlitreein toyboy and the go-to-hell attitude
she adopted as soon as the life insurance wastsalehad soured everyone and made
objectivity impossible. No one was certain that glas sleeping around before Patrick
left. In fact, Buster Gillespie, the Chancery Clarid a regular at those sessions,
professed admiration for Trudy. She'd once workéH tis wife at a charity ball of some
variety, and he always felt compelled to say sommgthice about her. He was about the
only one. Trudy was easy to talk about and easyiticize.

Job pressure was certainly a factor in pushingd®atio the brink. The firm was rolling in
those days, and he desperately wanted to becomereep He worked long hours, and he
took the difficult cases his partners didn't waNt even the birth of Ashley Nicole kept
him home. He had made partner three years aft@ngpias an associate, but few people
outside the firm knew it. He had whispered it talkane day after court, but Patrick was
not the least bit boastful.

He was tired and stressed, but then so were makedawyers who entered Karl's
courtroom. The oddest changes in Patrick were phidHe was an even six feet tall, and
he said he had never been thin. He claimed to bege quite a jogger in law school, at
one point doing forty miles a week. But as a basyyler, who had the time? His weight
crept up, then ballooned the last year he wasloxBiHe seemed oblivious to the jokes
and comments from the court-house crowd. Karl aded him more than once, but he
kept eating. A month before he disappeared, hekaltiover lunch that he weighed two
hundred and thirty pounds, and that Trudy wasmngikell about it. She, of course,
aerobicized two hours a day with Jane Fonda ancawd#isin as a model.

He said his blood pressure was up, and he pronsgd on a diet. Karl had encouraged
this. He found out later that Patrick's blood puesad been normal.

The weight gain, and its overnight loss, made pedense now that they thought about it.



The beard too. He had grown it around Novembe©801said it was his deer hunting
beard. Such growth was not unusual among non-ré&dree lawyers in Mississippi.
The air was cool. The testosterone was up. It wasyahing. He didn't shave it, and
Trudy bitched about that too. The longer he keph# grayer it became. His friends got
accustomed to it. She did not.

He let his hair a grow a bit and started wearirtgigker on top and halfway down the
ears. Karl called it the Jimmy Carter look from &9Patrick claimed to have lost his
hairstylist and couldn't find one he trusted.

He wore nice clothes and carried his weight welt, e was too young to let himself go.

Three months before he checked out of Biloxi, BRtsucceeded in convincing his
partners that the firm needed its own brochureak a small project, but one he
embraced with great vigor. Though Patrick wasrppsised to know it, the firm was
getting closer to the Aricia settlement, and theneyowas almost in sight. Egos were
expanding daily. A very serious firm was about écdime a very wealthy one, so why
not impress themselves with a professionally daoehure. It was a way to humor
Patrick. Each of the five sat for a professionaitpigrapher, then they spent an hour on
the group shot. Patrick printed five thousand, mewetived high marks from the other
partners. There he was on page two, fat, beardesthybheaded, and looking nothing like
the Patrick they found in Brazil.

The photo was used by the press when his deathepasted. It was by far the most
recent, and coinciden-tally, Patrick had sent &luee to the local paper, just in case the
firm decided to advertise. They had laughed aliustdver drinks at Mary Mahoney's.
They could envision Patrick orchestrating the pgaphy in the firm's conference room.
They could see Bogan and Vitrano and Rapley anagidavin the darkest navy suits and
their most serious smiles, and all the while Prtwas laying the groundwork for his exit.

In the months after he left them, the gang at MAayoney's had toasted Patrick many
times and played the game of "Where could he b&@yhad wished him well and
thought about his money. Time passed and so didhbek of his disappearance. Once
they had thoroughly analyzed his life, the sessaamse further apart and finally stopped.
Months became years. Patrick would never be found.

KARL STILL FOUND IT difficult to believe. He entetkthe elevator in the lobby and
rode alone to the third floor.

He wondered if he had ever given up on Patrick. milgsteries were too rich to escape. A
bad day on the bench, and he would think of Patritla sundrenched beach reading a
novel, sipping a drink, watching the girls. Anotlyear without a pay raise, and he would
wonder what the ninety million was doing. The latesnor on the demise of the Bogan
firm, and he would shame Patrick for the misernhad caused. No, the truth was, Karl
had thought of Patrick, for one reason or anotitdleast once a day, every day, since he
left.



There were no nurses or other patients in the Tila#f.two deputies stood. One said,
"Evenin’, Judge." He greeted them and entereddahesded room.

Twenty-three

PATRICK WAS SITTING in bed watching "Jeopardy” witis shirt off and the blinds
drawn. A dim table light was on. "Sit here," hadt#&laii, pointing to the end of his bed.
He waited just long enough for Karl to see the bun his chest, then quickly slipped on
a tee shirt. The sheet was up to his waist.

"Thanks for coming," he said. He turned the TV afid the room grew even darker.
"Pretty nasty burns, Patrick," Karl said as heosathe edge of the bed, as far away as
possible, his right foot hanging off the edge. ektpulled his knees to his chest. Under
the sheet, he still looked painfully thin.

"It was ugly," he said, his hands wrapped tightiytend his knees. "Doc says they're
healing okay. But I'll need to stay here for a whil

"I have no problem with that, Patrick. No one isesening for you to be moved to the
jail."

"Not yet. But | bet the press will start soon."

"Relax, Patrick. That decision will be made by me."

He seemed relieved. "Thanks, Karl. You know | canfiive in jail. You've seen it."
"What about Parchman? It's a hundred times worse."

There was a long pause as Karl wished he coulddagle the words. It was
instantaneous, and cruel. "I'm sorry," he saidatMmas uncalled for."

"I'll kill myself before | go to Parchman."

"l don't blame you. Let's talk about something pbed."
"You can't keep this case, can you, Karl?"

"No. Of course not. I'll have to recuse myself."
"When?"

"Pretty soon."



"Who'll get it?"

"Either Trussel or Lanks, probably Trussel." Kddred at him intently as he spoke.
Patrick was having trouble with eye contact. Kaakwvaiting for a telling flicker from
the eyes, followed by a grin, then a laugh as &abroke down and bragged about his
escapades. "Come on, Patrick," Karl wanted to'$agt's hear it. Tell me the whole
story."

But the eyes were distant. This was not the sartreclRa

Karl felt compelled to try. "Where'd you get thairc?"

"Bought it in Rio."

"And the nose?"

"Same place, same time. You like it?"

"It's handsome."

"In Rio, they have drive-through plastic surgergph”

"I hear they have beaches."

"Unbelievable beaches."

"Did you meet any girls down there?"

"A couple."

Sex was not a subject Patrick had ever dwelt oretji@yed a long, admiring gaze at an
attractive woman, but, to Karl's knowledge, he redained faithful to Trudy throughout
their marriage. Once, at deer camp, they had caedpastes about their wives. Patrick
had admitted it was a challenge to keep Trudy feadis

A long pause, and Karl realized Patrick was in nohto talk. The first minute passed in
silence, and the second one dragged on. Karl wasyha visit, even delighted to see his

friend, but there was a limit to how long he cosilidin a dark room and stare at the walls.

"Look, Patrick, | will not hear your case, so I'mtiinere as your Judge. I'm not your
lawyer. I'm your friend. You can talk to me."

Patrick reached for a small can of orange juicéaistraw in it. "Would you like
something to drink?"

"NO_”



He took a short drink and put the can back ondbéet "I guess it sounds romantic,
doesn't it? The dream of simply walking away, vaimg into the night and when the sun
comes up you're somebody new. All your problemdeftdehind-the drudgery of work,
the heartbreak of a bad marriage, the pressureaafrbing more and more affluent. You
have that dream, don't you, Karl?"

"l guess everybody does at some point. How longydidplan it?"
"A long time. | seriously doubted that the baby wase. | decided-"
"l beg your pardon.”

"It's true, Karl. I'm not the father. Trudy slepband throughout our marriage. | loved the
child as best | could, but | was miserable. | gattleevidence and promised myself |
would confront Trudy, but it was easy to put offidly enough, | sort of got used to the
idea that she had a lover. | was planning to lebue] just didn't know how to do it. So |
read a couple of underground books on how to chategdities and obtain new papers.
It's not complicated. Just takes a little thougid planning."

"So you grew a beard and gained fifty pounds.”

"Yeah, | was amazed at how different | looked witla beard. That was right about the
time | made partner, and | was already burnedlouas married to a woman who wasn't
faithful, playing with a child who wasn't mine, vikamg with a bunch of people I couldn't
stand. Something clicked,,Karl. | was driving org @long Highway 90, headed
somewhere important but stuck in traffic, and Ked out across the Gulf. There was a
lonely little sailboat barely moving on the horizémnd | wanted so desperately to be on
it, to sail away to some place where no one knewlrsat there, watching it move,
aching so badly to swim out to it. | cried, Karar€you believe that?"

"We all have days like that."

"Then | snapped, and | was never the same afterw&rgw | would vanish."”

"How long did it take?"

"l had to be patient. Most people get in a hurnewkhey decide to disappear, and they
make mistakes. | had time. | wasn't broke or rugiiom creditors. | bought a two-
million-dollar life insurance policy, and that tottkree months. | knew | couldn't leave
Trudy and the baby with nothing. | started gairtimg weight, eating like a maniac. |
changed my will. I convinced Trudy that we shouldke our funeral and burial
arrangements, and | did it without arousing suspisi"

"Cremation was a nice touch."



"Thanks. I highly recommend it."

"Makes it impossible to determine cause of deathidentity, a few important things like
that."

"Let's not talk about that."
"Sorry."

"Then | got wind of Mr. Benny Aricia, and his Igtlwar with the Pentagon and Platt &
Rockland Industries. Bogan kept him under wrapiid deeper and found out that
Vitrano and Rapley and Havarac were all in on th& .dAll the partners but me. They
changed, Karl, all of them. They became secretivedevious. Sure | was the new guy,
but | was a partner after all. They had voted umanisly to make me a full partner, and
two months later they were dodging me while theyspared with Aricia. Suddenly, |
was the guy doing all the traveling, which worked just beautifully for everyone.

Trudy could arrange her little trysts. The partrargld meet with Aricia without hiding.
They sent me everywhere, which was fine with melt@cause | was making plans. Once
| went to Fort Lauderdale for three days of depms#, and while | was there | found a
guy in Miami who could do perfect papers. Two thema bucks and | had a new driver's
license, passport, Social Security card, and vetgstration papers from right here in
Harrison County. Carl Hildebrand was my name, indraf you."

"I'm touched."

"In Boston, | tracked down a guy who can get yai.l&or a thousand bucks | had my
own one-day seminar on how to vanish. In Daytdntdd a surveillance expert who
taught me about bugs and mikes and dirty littlecks/like that. | was patient, Karl. Very
patient. | stayed at the office at odd hours, aattiered as much of the Aricia story as |
could get. | listened hard, quizzed secretariesymaged through the garbage. Then |
began wiring offices, just a couple at first torleaow it's done. | wired Vlitrano's, and |
couldn't believe what | heard. They were goingitdk kne out of the firm, Karl. Can you
believe it? They knew their cut from the Ariciatihent would be around thirty million,
and they were planning to split it four ways. Bug pieces would not be equal. Bo-gan,
of course, would get more, something close to téliom He had to take care of some
people in Washington. The other three would ged fllion, and the rest would be spent
on the firm. |, as it was planned, would be ondtreets."

"When was this?"
"Throughout most of '91. Aricia's claim got tentatiJustice approval to settle on
December 14, 1991, and at that time it was takbwuaninety days to get the money.

Not even the Senator could speed things along."”

"Tell me about the car wreck."



Patrick shifted his weight, then kicked his legeirunder the sheet and got out of bed.
"A cramp,” he mumbled as he stretched his bacKegsal He stood by the bathroom door,
rocking gently from one foot to the other, lookidgwn at Karl. "It was a Sunday."
"February ninth."

"Right. February ninth. | spent the weekend at @i, and as | was driving home | had
a wreck, got killed, and went to heaven."

Karl watched him closely and never smiled. "Trggain,"” he said.

"Why, Karl?"

"Morbid fascination."

"Is that all?"

"l promise. It was such a masterful job of dedeétrick. How'd you do it?"

"I may have to skip a few of the details."

“I'm sure you will."

"Let's take a walk. I'm tired of this place.”

They entered the hall, and Patrick explained tgherds that he and the Judge needed a
stroll. The deputies followed at a distance. A eussiiled and asked if she could bring
anything. Two Diet Cokes, Patrick said politelytritzk walked very deliberately, saying
nothing until they came to the end of the hallwalgere plate-glass windows overlooked
the parking lot. They sat on a vinyl bench, lookivagk down the hall, where the
deputies waited fifty feet away with their backeed to them.

Patrick wore scrub pants, no socks, leather sandals

"Have you seen pictures of the crash site?" hedasiay quietly.

"Yes."

"l found it the day before. The ravine is fairlgep, and | thought it was the perfect place
to have the accident. | waited until about ten,daymight, and left the cabin. | stopped
at a little store at the county line."

"Verhall's."

"Right, Verhall's. | filled the tank."



"Twelve gallons, fourteen dollars and twenty-onetsepaid with a credit card.”

"That sounds right. | chatted with Mrs. Verhallethleft. There wasn't much traffic. Two
miles away, | turned pnto a gravel road and wentla to a spot | had picked out. |
stopped, opened the trunk, and proceeded to getaltel had a set of gear used by dirt
bikers-a helmet, shoulder pads, knee and hand tregjorks. | quickly put it on over

my clothing, everything but the helmet, then re@atto the highway, where | drove
south. The first time, there was a car behind nhe. §econd time, there was a car coming
toward me in the distance. | braked hard anywayitey skid marks. There was no

traffic the third time. | put the helmet on, tookleep breath, and left the road. It was
scary as hell, Karl."

Karl figured that at this point there was anothedypsomewhere in the car, either dead or
alive, but he wouldn't ask. At least not now.

"l was only doing about thirty when | left the rqdmlit thirty feels like ninety when

you're airborne and trees are flying by. | was et snapping small trees. The
windshield cracked. | was steering right and léditiging as best | could, but a big pine
tree caught the left front. The airbag exploded fan a second | was knocked out. There
was a tumbling sensation, then all was still. Irgemy eyes, and felt a sharp pain in my
left shoulder. No blood. | was dangling somehowd krealized that the Blazer had come
to rest on its right side. | began crawling out.tBg time | got out of the damned thing, |
knew | was lucky. My shoulder wasn't broken, jashmed. | walked around the Blazer
and was amazed at how well | had wrecked it. Tloé mad caved in just above my head.
Another six inches and I'm not sure | could've gotbut.”

"That seems incredibly risky. You could've beetekilor badly injured. Why not simply
push the car down the ravine?"

"Wouldn't work. It had to look real, Karl. The rae& was not steep enough. This is flat
country, remember."

"Why not put a brick on the accelerator and jumpaifuhe way?"

"Bricks don't burn. If they'd found a brick in thar, maybe they would've been
suspicious. | thought of everything, and | decitdeduld drive it into the trees and walk
away. | had a seat belt, an airbag, a helmet."

"Evel Knievel himself."

The nurse brought the Diet Cokes, and wanted tbfoha moment. She finally left.
"Where was 1?" Patrick asked.

"l think you were about to torch it."



"Right. I listened for a moment. The left rear wheas spinning, and that was the only
sound. | couldn't see the highway, but | lookedrugs direction and heard nothing.
Absolutely nothing. It was a clean exit. The nethesise was a mile away. | was certain
no one had heard the crash, but still | was inrayhuistripped off the helmet and the
pads and threw them in the Blazer, then | ran éartlown the ravine to a spot where |
had hidden the gasoline."

"When?"

"Earlier in the day. Very early. At dawn. | had fdwo-gallon plastic jugs of gas, and |
quickly hauled them up to the Blazer. It was dalhall and | couldn't use a flashlight,
but | had marked off a little path. | placed thoéehe containers in the Blazer, stopped,
listened. Nothing from the highway. Not a soundvaimgre. The adrenaline was pumping
and my heart was in my throat. The last contairspldshed inside and out, then threw it
in with the rest. | backed off thirty feet or soddit a cigarette | had in my pocket. |
threw it, backed up even farther, and ducked beditrde. It landed on the Blazer, then
the gas exploded. Sounded like a bomb. In an ihgtams roaring from all the windows.

| climbed up the steepest side of the ravine andda vantage point probably a hundred
feet away. | wanted to watch without getting caudimie fire was howling; | had no idea
it would make so much noise. Some brush startédiie, and | thought maybe | had
started a forest fire. Luckily it had rained onday, a hard rain that soaked the trees and
ground cover." He took a drink of his soda. "l jieshlized | forgot to ask you about your
family. I'm sorry, Karl. How's Iris?"

"Iris is fine. We can talk about the family lat&ight now, I'd like to hear the story."
"Sure. Where was |I? I'm so scatterbrained. It'thake drugs."
"Watching the car burn."

"Right. So the fire gets really hot, then the gastexplodes and it's another bomb. |
thought for a second | might get scorched. Deligs through the air, and rattles through
the trees as it falls. Finally, | hear somethirgrirthe highway. Voices. People yelling. |
can't see anybody, but there's a commotion. A tong passes and the fire spreads
around the car. It's coming at me now, so | leadgan hear a siren coming. I'm trying to
find a creek I'd come across the day before a lahgards or so through the woods. I'm
going to follow it. And I'm looking for my dirt bi."

Karl hung on every word, absorbed every scene, raadg/ step along the way with
Patrick. This escape route had been the subjenbal fierce debates in the months after
the disappearance, and no one had a clue. "AidePb

"Yeah. An old one. | bought it for five hundred ldot cash from a used car dealer in
Hattiesburg several months earlier. | played wigome in the woods. Nobody knew |
had it."



"No title or registration?"

"Of course not. | gotta tell you, Karl, as | ramahgh the woods, looking for the creek,
still scared but in one piece, and | heard thedird voices fade behind me and the siren
getting louder, | knew | was running to freedomtrie was dead, and he took with him
a bad life. He would get honored and buried prgpend everyone would say good-bye.
And before long people would start to forget abdaot. But me, | was running wildly to

a new life. It was exhilarat-ing."

What about the poor guy burning in the car, Pa®idkhile you were running joyously
through the woods someone else was dying in yaaeplKarl almost asked. Patrick
seemed oblivious to the fact that he had committacer.

"Then suddenly, I'm lost. The woods are dense santehow | stumble the wrong way. |
get a small flashlight, and I figure it's safe s®ut. | roam and backtrack until | can no
longer hear the siren. At one point, | sit downaostump and make myself get a grip. I'm
in a panic. Wouldn't this be great? Survive theckrenly to die of starvation and
exposure. | start walking again, get lucky and finel creek. Before long, I find the dirt
bike. I push it a hundred yards, up the side aflath an old logging trail, and of course
by now my two-hundred-and-thirty-pound lumberingdas is practically dead. There's
not a house within two miles, so | start the bikd &llow the logging trail. I've ridden
the area several times on the bike, so | know It Wénd a gravel road, and see the first
house. I've got the bike jerry-rigged with alumintubes that act to muffle the engine, so
I'm not making much noise. Before long, I'm on agmhroad in Stone County. | stay
away from the main highway, and stick to the bawds. A couple of hours later, | make
it back to the cabin."

"Why did you go back to the cabin?"
"l had to regroup.”
"Weren't you afraid of being seen by Pepper?”

Patrick didn't flinch at the question. Karl had ¢idhit perfectly, and he watched for a
reaction. None. Patrick studied his feet for a meonds, then said, "Pepper was gone."

Twenty-four

TNDERHILL WAS BACK. Fresh from eight hours of waioly videos and reviewing
notes in another room. He walked in, gave a geinsiio in the general direction of
Stephano arid his lawyer, then got to work. "If @aild pick up where you left off
yesterday, Mr. Stephano."”

"Where might that be?"

"Your invasion of Brazil."



"Right. Well, let's see. It's a big country. A hued and sixty million people, more square
miles than the lower forty-eight, and a historybefng a marvelous place to hide,
especially if you're on the run. Nazis favoredit years. We put together a dossier on
Lanigan, had it translated into Portuguese. Weahpdlice artist work with some
computer people to develop a series of color-ergnenderings of what Lanigan

looked like now. We spent hours with the sailbderter captain in Orange Beach, as
well as with the bankers in Nassau, and togettesr fielped us develop a series of
detailed sketches of Lanigan. We even met withptréners in the firm and went over
the sketches. They, in turn, showed them to theetes. One of the partners, Mr.
Bogan, even took the best rendering to the widonidan for her opinion."

"Now that you've caught him, were your photos ckse
"Fairly close. The chin and the nose threw us dfitd
"Please continue."

"We hurried to Brazil, and found three of the h@$tate investigative firms in the
country. One in Rio, one in Sao Paulo, and oneeicif, in the northeast. We were
paying top dollar, so we hired the very best. Wethbem together as a team, and
gathered them in Sao Paulo for a week. We listémditem. They developed the story
that Patrick should be an American fugitive warftadhe kidnap and murder of the
daughter of a wealthy family, a family now offeriageward for information about his
whereabouts. The murder of a child was, of coudesigned to arouse more sympathy
than stealing money from a bunch of lawyers.

"We went straight to the language schools, flasipictures of Lanigan and offering cash.
The reputable schools slammed their doors. Otleksed at the pictures but couldn't
help. By this time, we had a lot of respect for iigam, and we didn't think he'd run the
risk of studying in a place where questions wekedsnd records were kept. So we
targeted the private tutors, of which there arg alout a million in Brazil. It was

tedious work."

"Did you offer cash up front?"

"We did what our Brazilian agents wanted to do,alihivas to show the pictures, tell the
story of the murdered child, then wait for a reactilf there was a nibble, then we'd
gently drop the hint about some reward money."

"Any nibbles?"

"A few, here and there. But we never paid any moageleast not to language tutors.”

"To others?"



Stephano nodded as he glanced at a sheet of pepAgpril of '94, we found a plastic
surgeon in Rio who showed some interest in Langgpictures. He toyed with us for a
month, and finally convinced us he had worked onigian. He had some photos of his
own, before and after shots. He played us perfeatig we eventually agreed to pay him
a quarter of a million dollars, cash, offshore, lig entire file."

"What was in the file?"

"Just the basics. Clear frontal photos of our mefiole and after the surgery. It was

really odd because Lanigan had insisted on no ghéte wanted no trail whatsoever,

just hard cash for the alterations. Wouldn't giigerbal name, said he was a businessman
from Canada who suddenly wanted to look youngee. Surgeon heard this all the time,
and he knew the guy was on the run. He kept a hiddeera in his office, thus the
photos."

"Could we see them?"

"Certainly."” The lawyer was aroused for the monaed slid a manila envelope down the
table to

Underbill, who opened it and only glanced at thetph.
"How did you find the doctor?"

"At the same time we were checking language scharadstutors, we were also pursuing
other professions. Forgers, plastic surgeons, itapf

“Importers?"

"Yeah, there's a Portuguese word for these guysinbporters' is a very rough
translation. They're a shady group of specialiste wan get you into Brazil and then get
you lost-new names, new papers, the best pladagtand hide. We found them to be
impenetrable. We had pretty much the same badviittkthe forgers. They can't afford
to talk about their clients. It's very bad for mess."

"But the doctors were different?"”

"Not really. They don't talk. But we hired a plasturgeon as a consultant, and he gave
us the names of some of his sleazier brethren wdrked on the nameless. That's how
we found the doctor in Rio."

"This was over two years after Lanigan disappeared.

"That's correct.”

"Was this the first evidence that he was actuallihe country?"



"The very first, yes."
"What did you do for the first two years?"

"Spent a lot of money. Knocked on a lot of doorsaged a lot of worthless leads. As |
said, it's a big country."

"How many men were working for you in Brazil?"

"At one point, | was paying sixty agents. Thankfuthey're not as expensive as
Americans."

IF THE JUDGE wanted a pizza, then the Judge g@zaplt was fetched from Hugo's,
an old family bistro on Division Street, near th@® and far away from the fast-food
places lining the beach. It was delivered by a tefmiRoom 312. Patrick smelled it as it
left the elevator. He stared at it when Karl opetiedbox at the foot of his bed. He
closed his eyes and sucked in the heavenly arornkck olives, portobello mushrooms,
Italian sausage, green peppers, and six diffefegeses. He had eaten a thousand pizzas
from Hugo's, especially during the last two yedrkis old life, and he had been
dreaming of this one for a week now. Home did heamtain advantages.

"You look like death warmed over. Eat up," Karldsai

Patrick devoured his first slice of pizza withouvard, then went for a second.

"How did you get so skinny?" Karl asked, chompimgg.

"Can we get some beer?" Patrick asked.

"No. Sorry. You're in jail, remember."

"Losing weight is between the ears. Make up yourdnit's easy. | suddenly had plenty
of motivation to starve myself."

"How fat did you get?"

"The Friday before | disappeared, | weighed twodrad thirty-six pounds. | dropped
forty-seven pounds the first six weeks. This magrimveighed one-sixty."

"You look like a refugee. Eat."
"Thanks."

"You were at the cabin."



Patrick wiped his chin with a paper napkin and gthhis slice back in the box. He
sipped from his Diet Coke. "Yeah, | was at the naliiwas around eleven-thirty. |
entered through the front door, and didn't turraow lights. There's another cabin a half
a mile away, up on a ridge and visible from mirts.dwned by some people from
Hattiesburg, and while | didn't think they wererthéhat weekend, | had to be careful. |
covered the small bathroom window with a dark towained on the light, and quickly
shaved. Then | cut my hair. Then | dyed it, a dadwn, almost black.”

"Sorry | missed that."

"It was quite becoming. It was odd. | even felelik different person as | stared at the
mirror. Then | cleaned up my mess, wiped up allithie and whiskers because | knew
they would go through the place with a fine-toodimb, and | packed away the dye box
and tubes. | changed into heavy clothing. | madetaf strong coffee and drank half of
it. The other half went in a thermos for my journdy 1 A.M., | left the cabin in a hurry.

| didn't expect the cops to show up that night,tbate was always the chance. | knew it
would take time to identify the Blazer and call @dyyand someone might suggest that
they go to the cabin for some reason. | didn't ekfies to happen, but by 1 A.M. | was
anxious to leave."

"Did you have any concern for Trudy?"

"Not particularly. | knew she would handle the dhaell, and that she would do a
marvelous job of getting me buried. She'd be a inwdw for about a month, and then
she would get the life insurance money. It wouldhbefinest hour. Lots of attention, lots
of money. No, Karl, | had no love for the woman.riday concern."

"Did you ever go back to the cabin?"

"NO_”

Karl could not, would not, hold the next questitihepper's shotgun and camping gear
were found under one of the beds. How'd they gt

Patrick glanced up for a second as if surprisesh tie looked away. Karl absorbed this
reaction, because he would think about it manydimeer the next few days. A jolt, then
a glance, and then unable to answer truthfullyiyardion to the wall.

The line from the old movie said, "When you comanihurder you make twenty-five
mistakes. If you can think of fifteen of them, y@u& genius.” Perhaps Patrick, in all his
meticulous scheming, had simply forgotten aboutpeep things. In the rush of the
moment, he had hurried a bit too much.

"l don't know," he said, almost grunting it, stdbking at the wall.

Karl had got what he wanted, and he pressed onef&ilid you go?"



"The bike ride from hell," Patrick said, perking apd anxious to move on. "It was forty
degrees, which on a motorcycle going down a highatayght feels like twenty below. |
stayed on the back roads, away from traffic, mowlogvly because the wind cut through
me like a knife. | crossed into Alabama, and agaipt off the main roads. A dirt bike on
a highway at three in the morning might give a darep something to do, so | avoided
towns. | finally made it to the outskirts of Mobégound four in the morning. A month
earlier | had found a small motel where they toaghcand asked no questions. | sneaked
into the parking lot, hid the bike behind the mpgsid walked in the front door as if | had
just gotten out of a cab. Thirty bucks for a ro@ash, no paperwork. It took an hour to
thaw out. | slept for two hours and woke up with #un. When did you hear about it,
Karl?"

"l guess about the time you were dirt-hiking throulge countryside. Doug Vitrano
called me at a few minutes after three. Woke memyich really ticks me off now.
Losing sleep and grieving while you were playing¥Rider and rambling off to the
good life."

"l wasn't home free."

"No, but you certainly weren't worried about yoriemnds."

"| feel bad about that, Karl."

"No you don't."

"You're right, | don't." Patrick was relaxed, antet, into his story, grinning now.

"You woke up with the sun. A new man in a new woAd your worries and problems
left behind."

"Most of them. It was terribly exciting, and als@htening. Sleep was difficult. |
watched television until eight-thirty, saw nothialgout my death, then showered,
changed into fresh clothes-"

"Wait. Where was the hair dye box and tubes?"

"l threw them in a Dumpster somewhere in Washingtonnty, Alabama. | called a cab,
which in Mobile is not the easiest thing to do. Thiver parked outside my room, and |
left. No checkout. I left the dirt bike behind thmtel and went to a mall which | knew
opened at nine. | went to a department store anghia navy jacket, some slacks, and a
pair of loafers."

"How did you pay for them?"

"Cash."



"You didn't have a credit card?"

"Yes, | had a phony Visa I'd procured from a souncEliami. It was good for only a
handful of charges, then it had to be discardedyvéd it for the rental car.”

"How much cash did you have?"
"About twenty thousand."
"Where did it come from?"

"I'd been saving it for a while. | was making gaadney, though Trudy was doing her
best to spend it faster than | could make it.d tble bookkeeper in the firm that | needed
to reroute some money to keep it away from my wlee said she did this all the time
for the lawyers. It went to another account. | eaki periodically, and stuffed it in a
drawer. Satisfied?"

"Yes. You had just bought a pair of loafers."

"l went to another store and bought a white simd a tie. | changed in a mall rest room,
and presto, | looked like any one of a million &hng salesmen. | bought some more
clothes and accessories, put them in a new camgsahd called another cab. This one
took me to the Mobile airport, where | ate breakéasl waited on a Northwest Airlink
flight from Atlanta. It arrived. | fell in with the@ther commuters, all very busy and
anxious to attack Mobile, and | stopped with twhbestguys at the Avis desk. They had
reserved cars. Mine was a bit more complicateddl dnperfect driver's license from
Georgia, along with my passport, just in caseedube Visa, and | was very scared. The
card number was a valid one-some poor guy in Dec@teorgia, and | was terrified a
computer would catch it and alarms would go offt Bothing happened. | filled out the
paperwork and left in a hurry."

"What was your name?"
"Randy Austin."

"Big question, Randy," Karl said as he took a bitpizza and chewed it slowly. "You
were in the airport. Why didn't you simply get oplane and leave?"

"Oh, I thought about it. As | was eating breakfastatched two planes take off, and |
wanted so badly to hop on and leave. But thereumnéinished business. It was a very
tough decision.”

"What was the unfinished business?"



"l think you know. | drove to Gulf Shores, thenrmpothe Coast east to Orange Beach,
where | rented a small condo."

"One you had already checked out."

"Of course. | knew they would take cash. It wasrkaby, and cold; business was slow. |
took a mild sedative and slept for six hours. lalkatd the evening news and saw where
I'd died a fiery death. My friends were just deasest."

"You ass."

"l drove to the grocery and bought a bag of apalessome diet pills. After dark, |
walked the beach for three hours, something | detyenight while | was hiding around
Mobile. Next morning, | sneaked into Pascagoulaguotda newspaper, saw my fat
smiling face on the front page, read about thestiggsaw the touching little blurb you
offered, and also saw that the funeral would bedftarnoon at three. | went to

Orange Beach and rented a sailboat. Then drovddgi B time for my service.”

"The papers have said you watched your own burial.”

“True. | hid in a tree in the woods beyond the cemye and watched through
binoculars."

"That seems like an incredibly dumb thing to do."”

"It was. Absolutely idiotic. But | was drawn to tpéace. | had to make certain, to see for
myself that my trick had worked. And | guess byrthiewas convinced | could get by
with anything."

"l guess you had picked out the tree, the perfeat.'s

"No. In fact, | wasn't sure | would do it. | leftdile and drove west on the interstate,
and | kept telling myself not to do it. Not to gedar Biloxi."

"Your big ass climbed a tree?"

"l was motivated. It was an oak with thick branches

"Thank God for that. | wish a limb had cracked god'd fallen on your head."
"No you don't."

"Yes | do. We're huddled around the grave fightiagk tears and consoling the widow,
and you're perched on a limb like a fat frog langhat us."



"You're just trying to be angry, Karl."

And he was right. Four and a half years had elitethany anger Karl had felt. The truth
was, he was delighted to be sitting there on tlieaérthe hospital bed, eating pizza with
Patrick and soaking up the coveted details.

However, the funeral was as far as they wouldRetrick had talked enough, and they
were now back in his room, a place he didn't coteptearust. "Tell me, how are Bogan

and Vitrano and the boys?" he said, and relaxeai®pillows, already relishing what he
was about to hear.

Twenty-five

PAULO MIRANDA'S last phone call from his daughtexchbeen two days earlier. She
was in a hotel in New Orleans, still traveling ar kegal work for her mysterious new
client, still warning him of people who might beolong for her and watching him
because her client had enemies in Brazil. As vhighgrevious calls, she was brief and
vague and scared, though trying desperately ngtidav it. He had become angry and
pressed for details. She had been more concerribdisisafety. He wanted her to come
home. He exploded and revealed for the first tinae he had met with her former
partners and knew that she had been terminatech&healmly explained that she was
on her own now, a solo practitioner with a rictentiin international trading, and that
extended travel like this would become routine.

He hated to argue with her on the phone, espeaaite he was so worried about her.

Paulo was also tired of the shady little men lugkémound his street and following him as
he walked to the market or drove to his officenat Pontificia Universidade Catolica. He
watched for them; they were always nearby. He hadchames for them. Paulo had
spoken several times to the manager of Eva's apattuilding, and the same shifty
creatures were watching there too.

His last class, a survey of German philosophy, dredene. He met in his office for
thirty minutes with a struggling student, then feftthe day. It was raining and he had
forgotten his umbrella. His car was parked in alsfaaulty lot behind a classroom
building.

Osmar was waiting. Paulo was deep in thought dsfhthe building, his eyes down,

with a newspaper on top of his head, his mind danimiles away as he walked under a
dripping shade tree and stepped in a puddle nearani Next to it was a small red Fiat
delivery van. The driver emerged, but Paulo didatice. The driver opened the rear
door of the van, but Paulo neither heard nor sagthamg. He was reaching for his keys
when Osmar shoved him from the side, and knockedrbughly into the van. His
briefcase fell to the ground.



The door slammed. In the darkness, the barrelgpirawas placed between Paulo's eyes,
and a voice told him to be silent.

The driver's door of his car was opened, and pdpars his briefcase were strewn from
the front seat to the rear tires.

The van raced away.
A phone call to the police informed them of therla@ping.

For an hour and a half, they drove Paulo out otthe then into the countryside, though
he had no idea where he was. The van was hot-rdowss, no lights. There were the
silhouettes of two men sitting close to him, botkthvguns. They stopped behind a
sprawling farmhouse, and Paulo was led inside gd&sters were in the rear; a bedroom,
a bath, a parlor with a television. There was pl@itfood. He would not be harmed, he
was told, unless of course he made the mistakgiofjtto escape. He would be held for
a week or so, then released, if he behaved himself.

He locked his door and peeked from a window. Twao S8t under a tree, laughing and
drinking tea with submachine guns nearby.

Anonymous calls were made to Paulo's son in Rithéananager of Eva's apartment, to
her old law firm, and to one of her friends who kext at a travel agency. The message
was the same; Paulo Miranda had been kidnappedodilee were investigating.

EVA WAS IN NEW YORK, staying for a few days in aituat the Pierre Hotel,
shopping along Fifth Avenue, spending hours in raose Her instructions were to keep
on the move, to pop in and out of New Orleans. lgitereceived three letters from
Patrick, and she had written him twice, all cormesgence being passed through Sandy.
Whatever physical abuse he had suffered had clrtaon affected his attention to details.
His letters were specific-plans and checklists emergency procedures.

She called her father, and there was no answerc&leel her brother, and the sky came
crashing down. She had to return immediately, bested. Her brother was a delicate
type, unaccustomed to pressure and adversity. &t&ed easily. The difficult family
decisions were always left to Eva.

She kept him on the phone for half an hour assbe to calm both of them. No, there
had been no ransom demand. Not a word from theagiokers.

AGAINST his specific instructions, she called hirdgeting at a pay phone in La
Guardia, looking over her shoulder through thickgtasses and tugging nervously at her
hair, she dialed his room number, and spoke inugagse. If they were listening, at least
they would have to find a translator.

"Patrick, it's Leah," she said, with as little eroatas possible.



"What's wrong?" he asked, also in Portuguese. lda‘blheard her wonderful voice for
some time, and he was not pleased to hear it now.

"Can we talk?"

"Yes. What's the matter?" Patrick checked the plomés room for bugs every three or
four hours. He was bored. He also scanned evesilpgesiding place with the bugging
sensor Sandy had found him. With guards postedhdrthe clock, he had learned to
relax somewhat. But the outside lines still worriah.

"It's my father,” she said, then blurted out therysbf Paulo's disappearance. "I have to
go home."

"No, Leah," he said calmly. "It's a trap. Your faths not a wealthy man. They are not
asking for money. They want you."

"l cannot abandon my father."

"And you can't find him either.”

"This is all my fault."

"No. The blame lies with me. But don't make matteosse by rushing into their trap.”
She twirled her hair and watched the parade oflpaoghing by. "So what do | do?"

"Go to New Orleans. Call Sandy when you get thiee¢ me think."

She bought a ticket, then walked to her gate andd@ seat in a corner where she could
hide her face next to the wall and behind a maga&he thought of her poppa and the
horrible things they could be doing to him. Theyoéo men she loved had been
kidnapped by the same people, and Patrick wasrstile hospital because of his wounds.
Her father was older and not as strong as Paffic&y were hurting him because of her.
And there was nothing she could do.

AFTER A DAY of searching, a Biloxi policeman sawnrae's car leaving the Grand
Casino at 10:20 P.M. Lance was stopped and Ret&meub valid reason until Sweeney
arrived. He and Lance conferenced in the backdeaflashing patrol car in the parking
lot of a Burger King.

The Sheriff asked how the dope trade was goinglande said business was good.

"How's Trudy?" the Sheriff asked, toothpick betwéenlips. It was a massive struggle
in the backseat to see who could be the coolestd.aven put on his newest Ray-Bans.



"She's fine. How's your woman?"

"I don't have one. Look, Lance, we've picked up eqmetty serious tips that you're in the
market for a trigger.”

"Lies, lies, total lies."

"Yeah, well, we don't think so. You see, Lanceyallr pals are just like you. Either just
off probation or working hard to get back on. Scyoy know. Just scum. Always
looking for a dirty buck, always one step aheattaible. They hear a good rumor, they
can't wait to whisper it to the feds. Might helenhwith their probation.”

"That's nice, real nice. I like that."

"And so we know you got some cash, you got this eonvho's about to lose a bundle,
and everything would be great if Mr. Lanigan sogmained dead."

"Who?"

"Yeah. So here's what we're doing. Us and the f&fsre puttin’ you under surveillance,
you and the woman, and we're watching and listereaghard. You make a move, we'll
get you. Both you and Trudy will get yourselvesriore trouble than Lanigan's in."

"I'm supposed to be frightened by this?"

"If you had a brain you would be."

"Can | go now?"

"Please.”

Both doors were opened from the outside, and Larasetaken back to his car.

AT THE SAME TIME, Agent Cutter rang Trudy's doorbéloping she was asleep. He
had been sitting in a coffee shop in Fairhope,ingifor word that Lance had been
detained.

Trudy was awake. She unbolted the front door anétesghrough the chain. "What do
you want?" she demanded as Cutter flashed his atjemphasized the "FBI." She
recognized him.

"Can | come in?"

"NO_”

"Lance is in police custody. | think we should talk



"What!"
"The Biloxi police have him."

She unlocked the chain and opened the door. Tley st the foyer, facing each other.
Cutter was thoroughly enjoying himself.

"What's he done?" she asked.
"I think he'll be released soon."
"I'll call my lawyer."

"Fine, but there's something | should tell youtfi&e have it from a good source that
Lance has been trying to locate a hit man to taite/our husband, Patrick Lanigan.”

"No!" She covered her mouth with a hand. The sagseemed real.

"Yes. And you could be implicated. It's your mon&nce is trying to protect, and I'm
sure you'll be considered a co-conspirator. If ghing happens to Lanigan, we'll come
here first."

"I haven't done anything."

"Not yet. We're watching you very closely, Mrs. igan."

"Don't call me that."

"Sorry."

Cutter left her standing in the foyer.

SANDY PARKED in a lot off Canal around midnight,cadarted down Decatur and into
the heart of the French Quarter. His client hatuled him sternly about security,
especially when meeting Leah. Only Sandy could tead to her, and so he must be
extremely cautious. "She's in grave danger, SariBttick had told him an hour before.
"You can't be too careful."

He walked around one block three times, and whendsecertain no one could possibly
be behind him, he ducked into an open bar, wherdmgk a soda and watched the
sidewalk. Then he walked across the street to dy@RSonesta. He milled about the
lobby with the tourists, then he rode the elevaidhe third floor. Leah opened the door
and locked it behind him.

Not surprisingly, she looked tired and wrung out.



"I'm sorry about your father,” Sandy said. "Have yeard anything?"

"No. I've been traveling.” There was a tray of eefbn top of the television. Sandy
poured a cup and stirred in sugar. "Patrick toldaieut it," he said. "Who are these
people?"

"There's a file over there," she said, nodding sthall table. "Please sit." She was
pointing at the end of the bed. Sandy sat witltchitee, and waited. It was time for a talk.

"We met two years ago, in 1994, after his surgerip. Patrick said he was a Canadian
businessman who needed a lawyer with experientade matters. But he really needed
a friend. | was a friend for two days, then we fellove. He told me everything about his
past, everything. He had done a perfect job ofgegaand he had lots of money, but
Patrick could not forget his past. He was deterohiloeknow who was chasing him, and
how close they were. In August of 1994, | camenW.S., and | made contact with a
private security firm in Atlanta. It's an odd narttee Pluto Group, a bunch of ex-FBI
types Patrick had found before he disappearedid feem a false name, told them | was
from Spain, and that | needed information aboutstsrch for Patrick Lanigan. | paid
them fifty thousand dollars. They, in turn, senbjple to Biloxi, where they at first made
contact with Patrick's old law firm. They pretendedhave some vague information
about his whereabouts, and the lawyers very quietgrred them to a man in
Washington named Jack Stephano. Stephano is ghiggd sleuth who specializes in
corporate espionage and the locating of missinglpedhey met with him in
Washington. He was very secretive and told thethe libut it was obvious he was
running the search for Patrick. They met with hemeyal times, and the prospect of a
reward popped up. They offered to sell their infation, and Stephano agreed to pay
fifty thousand dollars if it led to Patrick. In tlveurse of these meetings, they learned that
Stephano had good reason to believe Patrick wBsairil. This, of course, terrified
Patrick and me."

"This was Patrick's first hint that they knew hesvia Brazil ?"

"Absolutely. He had been there for over two ye#hen he told me the truth about his
past, he had no idea if his pursuers were on g continent. To learn they were in
Brazil was devastating."

"Why didn't he run again?"

"Lots of reasons. He thought about it. We talkeoalit forever. | was willing to leave
with him. But in the end, he was convinced he calisdppear even farther into the
country. He knew it well-the language, the peottie,endless places to hide. Plus, he
didn't want me to leave my home. | guess we sheriidin to China or some place."

"Maybe you couldn't run."



"Maybe. | kept in touch with the Pluto Group. Thegre hired to monitor the' Stephano
investigation as best they could. They contactsectlent, Mr. Benny Aricia, with the
same story about possible information. They alsdamied the insurance companies. All
calls were referred to Jack Stephano. | flew imgteree or four months, always from
some place in Europe, and they would tell me whey had discovered.”

"How did Stephano find him?"

"l can't tell you that story now. Patrick will hatedo it."

Another black hole, and a rather significant orendy placed his coffee on the floor and
tried to sort things out. It would certainly be ieasf these two would tell him everything.
Start at the beginning, bring it forward to thegmet, so that he, the lawyer, could help
them with their immediate future. Perhaps they dideed any help.

So Patrick knew how he'd been found.

She handed him the thick folder from the table.€Sénare the people who have my
father," she said.

"Stephano?"

"Yes. I'm the only person who knows where the maese$andy. The kidnapping is a
trap."”

"How does Stephano know about you?"
"Patrick told them."

"Patrick?"

"Yes. You've seen the burns, haven't you?"

Sandy stood and tried to clear his head. "Then dwtiy't Patrick tell them where the
money is?"

"Because he didn't know."
"He gave it all to you."

"Something like that. | have control of it. Now Ilmeing chased, and my poor father is
caught in the middle.”

"What am | supposed to do?"



She opened a drawer and removed a similar butehifiie. "This contains information
about the FBI investigation of Patrick. We dideain much, for obvious reasons. The
agent in charge is a man named Cutler, in Bilosis&Aon as | knew Patrick had been
captured, | called Cutter. It probably saved Pksitife."

"Slow down. This is hard to follow."

"l told Cutter that Patrick Lanigan had been fouanak that he was in the custody of
people working for Jack Stephano. We assume theneBt straight to Stephano and
threatened him. His operatives in Brazil torturedriek for a few hours, almost killed
him, then handed him over to the FBI."

Sandy absorbed every word with his eyes closed h&aon," he said.

"Two days later, Stephano was arrested in Washimngmal his offices were locked up.”
"How do you know this?"

"I'm still paying a lot of money to the men at PIuThey're very good. We suspect that
Stephano is talking to the FBI, while at the samme tquietly pursuing me. And my
father."

"What am | supposed to tell Cutter?"

"First, tell him about me. Describe me as a lawyko is very close to Patrick, that I'm
making decisions for him, and that | know everythifihen, tell him about my father."

"And you think the FBI will lean on Stephano?"
"Maybe, maybe not. But we have nothing to lose."

It was almost one, and she was very tired. Santhegad the files and headed for the
door.

"We have a lot to talk about,” she said.
"It would be nice to know everything."
"Just give us time."

"You'd better hurry."

Twenty-six

DR. HAYANI began his morning rounds promptly at eevBecause Patrick had such
trouble sleeping, he eased into his dark room eamiming just for a peek. The patient



was usually asleep, though later in the day he avofien explain the ordeals of the night.
This morning, Patrick was awake, and seated ira& tlefore the window. He wore only
his white cotton boxers. He stared at the blindsed tightly before him, stared at
nothing because there was nothing to see. Theigithdame from the table by his bed.

"Patrick, are you okay?" Hayani asked as he steside him.

He didn't answer. Hayani glanced down at the tatbtbee corner where Patrick did his
legal work. It was neat, with no books open orsfiteit of place.

Finally, he said, "I'm fine, Doc."

"Did you sleep?"

"No. Not at all."

"You're safe now, Patrick. The sunis up."”

He said nothing; didn't move or speak. Hayanihéeft as he found him, gripping the
chair arms and watching the shades.

Patrick heard the pleasant voices in the hallwag doc speaking again to the bored
deputies, and the nurses as they hurried by. Bastfould arrive shortly, not that food
held much interest for him. After four and a hadfys of near starvation, he had mastered
his desire to eat. A few bites of this and thathwliced apples and carrots when hunger
hit. The nurses at first had felt challenged ttefahim up, but Dr. Hayani intervened and
imposed a diet low in fat, free of sugar, and heawvgteamed vegetables and breads.

He rose from his chair and walked to the door. pened it and quietly said good
morning to the deputies, Pete and Eddie, two ofdhelars.

"Did you sleep well?" Eddie asked, as he did eveoyning.

"l slept safe, Eddie, thanks," Patrick said, p&the ritual. Down the hall on a bench by
the elevator he saw Brent Myers, the useless F&htagho had escorted him from
Puerto Rico. He nodded, but Brent was involved wh#hmorning paper.

Patrick withdrew to his room, and began a set otlgeknee bends. His muscles were
healed, but the burns were still sore and stif§Hups and sit-ups were out of the
guestion.

A nurse knocked on the door as she pushed it §@@ad morning, Patrick," she chirped
happily. "It's time for breakfast." She sat the/tom a table. "How was your night?"

"Wonderful. Yours?"



"Wonderful. Anything | can get for you?"
"No thanks."

"Just call," she said, leaving. The routine valigld from day to day. As boring as it had
become, Patrick had not lost sight of how bad thicguld be. Breakfast at the Harrison
County Jail would be served on metal trays stuobugh narrow slots in the bars and
eaten in the presence of various cellmates, théuneof which changed daily.

He took his coffee and entered his little officghe corner, under the television. He
turned the lamp on and stared at his files.

He had been in Biloxi a week. His other life hadeshthirteen days ago, on a narrow
dusty road that was now a million miles away. Heted to be Danilo again, Senhor
Silva, with his quiet life in his simple house, wéhe maid spoke to him in melodic
Portuguese heavily tinted with her Indian roots.yidarned for the long walks along the
warm streets of Ponta Pora, and the long rungh@@ountryside. He wanted to speak
again to the old men lounging under cool treesisgptheir green tea and anxious to chat
up anyone willing to linger. He missed the busfiéhe market downtown.

He missed Brazil, Danilo's home, with its vastreasd beauty and stark contrasts, its
teeming cities and backward villages, its gentlegbe He ached for his beloved Eva; the
softness of her touch, the beauty of her smilewbeders of her flesh, the warmth of her
soul. He would not live without her.

Why can't a man have more than one life? Whereitwastten that you couldn't start
over? And over? Patrick had died, and Danilo hamhkmptured.

He had survived both the death of the first andstieure of the second. Why couldn't he
escape again? A third life was calling-this oneutih, without the sorrow of the first or
the shadows of the second. This would be the pdifeavith Eva. They would live
somewhere, anywhere, as long as they were togatigethe past couldn't catch them.
They would live in a grand home and reproduce Hatgbits.

She was strong, but she had limits, like every&me. loved her father, and home was a
powerful magnet. All true Cariocas love their ciéyyd consider it specially created by the
Almighty.

He had placed her in danger, and now he must pirosec

Could he do it again? Or had his luck run out?

CUTTER AGREED to an eight o'clock meeting only hesmMr. McDermott insisted it

was urgent. The federal building was creakingfeods a meager handful of bureaucrats
arrived at such an early hour. The throng wouldtigete at nine.



Cutter was not abrupt, but certainly not hospitaBleats with pushy lawyers ranked low
on his list of favorite chores. He fixed scaldirgjfee in Styrofoam cups, and cleared
some of the debris from his tiny desk.

Sandy thanked him nicely for agreeing to see himd, @utter softened a bit. "You
remember that phone call you received thirteen dgg®" Sandy asked. "The lady from
Brazil?"

"Sure."

"I've met with her a few times. She's a lawyerRatrick."

"Is she here?"

"She's around." Sandy blew hard into his cup, tresrtured a sip. He quickly explained
most of what he knew about Leah, though he neJkdcher by name. Then he asked
how the Stephano investigation was proceeding.

Cutter grew cautious. He scribbled some notes avitheap pen, and tried to arrange the
players. "How do you know about Stephano?"

"My co-counsel, the lady from Brazil, knows all atb&tephano. Remember, she gave
you his name."

"How did she know about him?"

"It's a very long, complicated story, and | domblv most of it."

"Then why bring it up?"

"Because Stephano is still after my client, andikke to stop him."

More scribbling by Cutter, another sip of steantinffee. A rough flow chart evolved as
he tried to arrange who had said what to whom. kEwkmost of what was happening in
Washington with the Stephano tell-all, but thereengaps. It had certainly been
established that Stephano would stop his chased em do you know this?"

"Because his men in Brazil have kidnapped the fatheny co-counsel.”

Cutter couldn't keep his lips together, nor histhexactly straight. His eyes wandered to
the ceiling as this rattled around his brain. Thenade some sense. "Could it be that this
Brazilian lawyer might possibly know where the mpis?"

"That's a possibility."

Perfect sense now.



Sandy continued, "The kidnapping is an effort i@ lber back to Brazil, where they'd
like to snatch her and give her some of the santiamne they gave , Patrick. It's all
about money."

Cutter's words were ponderous, but not by choM#én did the kidnapping occur?”

"Yesterday." A paralegal in Sandy's office had @dila story off the Internet two hours
earlier. It was a short report on page six of OBla popular Rio daily. It gave the
victim's name as Paulo Miranda. Sandy still haddea of Leah's real name, and it was
safe to assume the FBI could identify her if ané@wlt got the story. Frankly, he saw no
harm in telling the FBI her name. Trouble was, tiad know it.

"There's not much we can do about it."

"The hell there isn't. Stephano’s behind it. Paspuare on him. Tell him my co-counsel is
not about to be sucked into his trap, and thasgireparing to go to the Brazilian
authorities with the name of Jack Stephano."

"I'll see what | can do." Cutter had not forgottha fact that Sandy McDermott had filed
a multi-million-dollar lawsuit against the Bureaar trimes it did not commit. Nothing
would be gained by discussing the lawsuit at thisifp Maybe later.

"Stephano cares about nothing but the money,"” Saaidly "If the old man gets hurt, he'll
never see a dime."

"Are you implying there's room for negotiation hgre

"What do you think? You're facing death row or lifigprison, wouldn't you be willing to
negotiate?"

"So what do we tell Stephano?"
"Tell him to release the old man, and then we miglk about the money."

STEPHANO'S DAY began early. The meeting, his fouths scheduled to last all day
and bring to an end his tales of adventure in daech for Patrick. His lawyer was absent,
away in court with an unavoidable conflict. Stephdidn't need a lawyer to hold his
hand, and, frankly, he was tired of paying $45Maunr. The interrogator was a new one.
Oliver something or other. It didn't matter. Thegrev all from the same school.

"You were talking about the plastic surgeon,” Oligaid, as if the two men had simply
been interrupted by a phone call. The two men lea@mmet, and it had been thirteen
hours since Jack had spoken to anyone about Patrick

"YeS."



"And that was April of '947?"
"Correct."
"Continue, then."

Stephano settled into his chair and got himselffootable. "The trail ran cold for a
while. For a long time, actually. We worked hardt lmonths passed with nothing,
absolutely nothing. Not a clue. Then, late in \®é,were contacted by an investigative
firm in Atlanta, the Pluto Group."

"Pluto?"

"Yes, the Pluto Group. We referred to them as theslirom Pluto. Good boys. Some of
your ex-agents. They asked questions about thelséarPatrick Lanigan, said they
might have some information. | met with them a dewgd times here in Washington.
They had a mysterious client who claimed to knomething about Lanigan. Obviously,
| was interested. They were in no hurry because thient seemed quite patient. The
client, not surprisingly, wanted lots of money. @denough, this was encouraging."”

"How so?"

"If their client knew enough to expect a fat rewaheen the client had to know that
Lanigan still had plenty of money. In July of '8¢ boys from Pluto approached me
with a scheme. What if, they said, their clientlddead us to a place in Brazil where
Lanigan had recently lived? | said sure. They daisdy much? And we agreed on the sum
of fifty thousand dollars. | was desperate. The eyochanged hands by way of a wire
transfer to a bank in Panama. | was then told ttodbe small city of Itajai in the state of
Santa Catarina, in die deep south of Brazil. Tidresb they gave us led to a small
apartment building in a nice part of town. The ngaravas cordial, especially after we
greased his palm. We showed him our pictures ofgaampost-op, and he said maybe.
More grease in the palm, and he made a definiteJab Horst was the man's name, a
German, he thought, with good Portuguese. He hatéde three-room apartment for
two months, paid in cash, kept to himself, and spele time there. He was friendly, and
liked to drink coffee with the manager and his wBée also made a positive I.D. Horst
said he was a travel writer who was working on akbabout the immigration of
Germans and Italians to Brazil. When he left, hd ba was going to the city of
Blumenau to study the Bavarian architecture there."

"Did you go to Blumenau?"
"Of course we did. And quickly. We covered the towut after two months gave it up.

After the initial excitement, we settled back itive@ tedium of hanging around hotels and
markets, showing the photos and offering smalldsib



"What about the boys from Pluto, as you called them

"They cooled off considerably. | was anxious td& tal them, but they had little to say. |
think their client got scared, or maybe was hapsy jo get the fifty grand. Anyway, six
months passed with little word from Pluto. Thenlate January of this year, they came
back in a rush. Their client needed money, andfinatly ready to sell out. We
shadowboxed for a few days, then they dropped dnabizhat for a million dollars we
could learn the exact location of our man. | sadlhwasn't that | didn't have the money,
it was just too risky. Their client was not williig talk until the money was paid, and |
was not willing to pay until their client talkedh&re was no way whatsoever to ascertain
whether their client knew anything. In fact, fok ldknew there wasn't a client anymore.
Tempers flared and talks broke down."

"But you kept talking?"

"Yes, eventually. We had to. Their client had tednghe money. We had to have Lanigan.
Another deal was proposed whereby we would, fothardifty thousand bucks, get the
name and location of a place Lanigan had lived &iédeft Itajai. We agreed, because
from our point of view the fifty thousand was cheaypl there was always the chance of
getting lucky and stumbling over another tip. Fribrair point of view, it was smart
because it strengthened their client's credibifyd, of course, it was another step
toward the million bucks. There was a brain at waekind Pluto, and | was desperate to
play ball. I would gladly pay the million bucksjust needed some reassurance."

"Where was the second town?"

"Sao Mateus, in the state of Espirito Santo, noftRio on the coast. It's a small town of
sixty thousand, a pretty place with friendly pegpled we spent a month there mingling
and showing our photos. The apartment arrangemasisinilar to the one in Itajai -two
months' cash paid by a man named Derrick BooneitaVBithout being bribed, the
owner positively identified Boone as our man. Seamd Boone stayed over for a week
without paying, so there was a bit of a grudge.ikénltajai, though, Boone kept to
himself and the owner knew nothing about his daihgghing else turned up, and we
left Sao Mateus in early March of this year. Weroeged in Sao Paulo and Rio, and
made new plans."

"What were the new plans?"”

"We withdrew from the north and concentrated onsimaller towns in the states near
Rio and Sao Paulo. Here in Washington, | got mggressive with the boys from Pluto.
Their client was stuck on a million. My client waswilling to pay without verification.

It was a logjam, with both sides playing hardbali Wwilling to keep talking."

"Did you ever learn how their client knew so mutioat Lanigan's movements?"



"No. We speculated for hours. One theory was tieit tlient was also chasing Lanigan,
for some unknown reason. It could've been someotieei FBI who needed cash. That,
of course, was a longshot, but we thought of ebmgt The second theory, and the most
likely, was that their client was someone Lanigaew and trusted, who was willing to
sell him out. Regardless, my client and | decidedcauld not allow the opportunity to
escape. The search was now almost four yearsmddy@ng nowhere. As we had
learned, there are a million wonderful places ttehn Brazil, and Lanigan seemed to
know what he was do-ing."

"Did you break the logjam?"

"They did. In August of this year, they ambusheavith another offer: current photos of
Lanigan, in exchange for another fifty grand. Wigl s&s. The money was wired
offshore. They handed me the photos in my offiae e Washington. There were three,
black-and-white eight-by-tens."

"Could | see them, please?"

"Sure." Stephano pulled them from his perfectlyamiged briefcase, and slid them down
the table. The first was a shot of Lanigan in amtted market, obviously taken at long
range. He wore sunglasses, and was holding whaiagg to be a tomato. The second
was taken either a moment before or a moment aftée walked along a sidewalk with
a bag of something in his hand. He wore jeans aokkld no different from any Brazilian.
The third was the most telling; Patrick in shontsl @ tee shirt washing the hood of his
Volkswagen Beetle. The license plates could natd®n, nor could much of the house.
The sunglasses were off, and it was a clear shioisdace.

"No street names, no license plates," Oliver said.

"Nothing. We studied them for hours, but found magh Again, as | said, there was a
brain at work."

"So what did you do?"
"Agreed to pay the million dollars-"
"When?"

"In September. The money was placed in escrow avttlust agent in Geneva, to be held
until both sides gave notice to move it. Under @eal, their client had fifteen days to
give us the name of the town, and the street agddvhsre he lived. We chewed our nails
for the entire fifteen days, then on the sixteeatter verbal warfare, they came through.
The town was Ponta Pora, the street was Rua TitesleWe raced to the town, then
sneaked into it. We had great respect for Lanigandw, and we figured he was brilliant
at moving forward while watching his back. We fourth, then watched him for a week
just to make sure. His name was Danilo Silva.”



"A week?"

"Yeah, we had to be patient. He picked Ponta Rara feason. It's a wonderful place to
hide. Local officials are cooperative if the mongyight. The Germans discovered it
after the war. One bad move, the cops get tippadiflzey step in to protect him. So we
waited and schemed and finally grabbed him outsidewn, on a small road with no
witnesses. A clean getaway. We sneaked him intageary to a safe house."

"And there you tortured him?"

Stephano paused, took a sip of coffee, and star@theer. "Something like that,” he said.
Twenty-seven

PATRICK PACED and stretched at one end of the dsttmnference room while Sandy
sat and listened and doodled on a legal pad. Aertuaid brought a tray of cookies, still
untouched. Sandy admired the cookies and askecehihmyv many capital murder
prisoners got cookies delivered to them? How mad/their own team of bodyguards
lurking nearby? How many had the Judge stoppinfpbpizza?

"Things are changing, Sandy," Patrick said witHoaking at him. "We have to move
fast.”

"Move where?"
"She won't stay here as long as her father is mgs$-

"As usual, I'm thoroughly confused. The gaps atérgewider and the two of you speak
in tongues. But I'm just the lawyer. Why shouldhblwv anything?"

"She has the files and records, and the story.héwe to go see her."

"l just saw her last night."

"She's waiting on you."

"Really? Where?"

"There's a beach house at Perdido. She's there."

"Let me guess. I'm supposed to drop everything,raocd over right now."
"It's important, Sandy."

"So are my other clients," he said angrily. "Why'tgou give me a little notice here?"



"I'm sorry."

"l have court this afternoon. My daughter's gotcsocls it asking too much for some
warning?"

"l couldn't anticipate a kidnapping, Sandy. Youe to admit the circumstances are
somewhat unusual. Try and understand.”

Sandy took a deep breath and scribbled somethatgcl sat on the edge of the table,
very near him. "I'm sorry, Sandy."

"What might we discuss at the beach house?"
"Aricia."

"Aricia," he repeated, then looked away. He knesvlibsics, at least what he'd read in
the papers.

"It will take some time, so I'd pack for overnight.
"Am | expected to stay at the beach house?"
"Yes."

"With Leah?"

"Yes. It's a big house."

"And what exactly am | supposed to tell my wifeZafhm shacked up in a beach house
with a beautiful Brazilian woman?"

"I wouldn't. Just tell her you're meeting with tiest of my defense team.”
"That's nice." "Thanks, Sandy."

UNDERHILL joined Oliver after a coffee break. Thesgt next to each other with the
video camera behind them, all eyes aimed downatble &at Ste-phano.

"Who interrogated Patrick?" Underhill asked Sterpha
"I'm not required to give the names of my assoesdt
"Did this person have any experience with physigrrogation?”

"Limited."



"Describe the means used."
"I'm not sure-"

"We've seen the photos of the burns, Mr. Stephand.we, the FBI, have been sued for
injuries inflicted by your men. Now, tell us howwdid it."

"I wasn't there. | didn't plan the interrogatiorchese | have little experience in that field.
| knew in general terms that a series of electsbalcks would be applied to various
points on Mr. Lanigan's body. That is what happehédd no idea it would cause
serious burns."”

There was a pause as Underhill glanced at OliverGliver glanced at Underhill. Blatant
disbelief. Stephano simply sneered at them.

"How long did this go on?"

"Five to six hours."

They looked at a file and whispered something. Wmldesked him some questions
about the identification process, and Stephanoritestthe fingerprinting. Oliver
struggled with the time sequences, and spent alamokbur pinning down exactly when
they grabbed him and how far they drove him and lomg they interrogated him. They
grilled Stephano about the trip out of the jungléhte airstrip at Conception. They probed
and fished and covered everything else, then theglied for a moment and returned to
the crucial question.

"During the interrogation of Mr. Lanigan, what didu learn about the money?"

"Not much. He told us where the money had beenit linaid been moved."

"Can we assume he told you this under extreme g@ites

"Safe assumption."”

"Are you convinced he didn't know where the moneg \at that time?"

"l wasn't there. But the man who conducted theriatmtion has told me that, without a
doubt, he believes that Mr. Lanigan did not knoes ¢ixact location of the money."

"The interrogation wasn't recorded either by videaudio?"
"Of course not," Jack said, as if he had neverdghoabout it.

"Did Mr. Lanigan mention an accomplice?"



"Not to my knowledge."
"What does that mean?"
"Means | don't know."

"How about the man who conducted the interrogatidi?he hear Mr. Lanigan mention
an accomplice?"

"Not to my knowledge."

"So, as far as you know, Mr. Lanigan never mentioae accomplice?"

"That's correct.”

They shuffled files again, and whispered betweemselves, then took a long pause, one
that became profoundly unsettling for Stephanohgdé told two lies in a row-no
recording and no accomplice-and he still felt saith them. How could these guys know
what was said in the jungles of Paraguay? But whexe the FBI. So he fidgeted, and
waited.

The door opened suddenly, and Hamilton Jaynes wdtkeugh it, followed by Warren,
the third interrogator. "Hello, Jack," Jaynes daiddly as he took a seat on one side of
the table. Warren sat near his buddies.

"Hello, Hamilton," Stephano said, fidgeting evenrmo

"Been listening in the next room," Jaynes said wigmile. "And I'm suddenly
wondering if you're being truthful."

"Of course | am."

"Of course. Look, ever heard the name Eva Miranda?"

Stephano repeated it slowly, as if totally confulgdt. "Don't think so."

"She's a lawyer in Rio. A friend of Patrick's."

"Nope."

"Well, see, that's what bothers me, Jack, becatlseld you know precisely who she is."
"I've never heard of her."

"Then why are you trying to find her?"



"l don't know what you're talking about,” Stephaaid rather weakly.

Underbill spoke first. He was looking directly aefhano, but he spoke to Jaynes. "He's
lying."

"He certainly is," said Oliver.

"No question about it,” Warren added.

Stephano's eyes darted from voice to voice. Heéestdo say something, but Jaynes
showed him his palms. The door opened, and one caoneade from the Underbill-
Oliver-Warren school walked in just far enough &g,s'The voice analysis shows
sufficient proof of lying." His announcement ovee withdrew immediately.

Jaynes picked up a single sheet of paper and sumeddrom it. "This is a story
appearing in a Rio paper this morning. It tellshef kidnapping of a Mr. Paulo Miranda.
His daughter is Patrick's friend, Jack. We've cledaokith the authorities in Rio. No
ransom demand. Nothing from the kidnappers." Hethle paper in the direction of
Stephano, but it stopped out of his reach.

"So where is Mr. Miranda?"

"l don't know. | don't know what you're talking alig

Jaynes looked at the other end of the table.

"Still lying," Underbill said. Oliver and Warren dded their agreement.

"We had a deal, Jack. You would tell us the tratig we would drop the charges against
you. And, as | recall, we agreed not to arrest ydients. Now what | am supposed to do,

Jack?"

Stephano was looking at Underbill and Oliver, wheraed ready to pounce on his next
utterance. They, in turn, stared coldly at him,gimg nothing.

"She knows where the money is," Stephano saidsigmation.
"Do you know where she is?"

"No. She fled Rio when we found Patrick."

"No sign of her?"

"No."



Haynes looked at his truth squad. Yes, he had stbe lying.

"l agreed to tell you everything," Jack said. 'dl diot agree to do anything else. We can
still look for her."

"We didn't know about her."

"Too bad. If necessary, we can review our agreentérite happy to call my lawyer."
"Yes, but we've already caught you lying."

"I'm sorry. It won't happen again.”

"Lay off the girl, Jack. And release her father."

“I'll think about it."

"No. You'll do it now."

THE BEACH HOUSE was a modern tri-level in a rowsekemingly identical structures
along a freshly developed strip of the Coast. Qetatas off-season. Most of the houses
appeared to be empty. Sandy parked behind a skimgrig four-door with Louisiana
plates, a rental car, he presumed. The sun wastave horizon, inches off the top of
the flat water. The Gulf was deserted; not a boat hip could be seen. He climbed the
steps and followed the wraparound deck until hedoa door.

Leah answered his knock with a smile, a short oneefl through because she was at
heart a warm person, not given to the dark moodgswvhich now plagued her. "Come
in," she said softly, and locked the door behinmd.hfhe living room was large and

vaulted, with glass on three sides and a firepila¢ke center.

"Nice place," he said, then caught a delicious arfloating in from the kitchen. He had
skipped lunch, thanks to Patrick.

"Are you hungry?" she asked.

"Starving."

"I'm cooking a little something."

"Wonderful."

The authentic hardwood floors creaked a little @$atiowed her to the dining room. On

the table was a cardboard box, and beside it wagrerp neatly arranged. She had been
working. She paused by the table and said, "ThisesAricia file."



"Prepared by whom?"

"Patrick, of course."

"Where has it been for the past four years?"
"In storage. In Mobile."

Her answers were short, and each gave rise toendpack questions Sandy would have
loved to throw at her. "We'll get to it later,” sk&id, and dismissed it with a casual wave.

In the kitchen, there was a whole roasted chickethe cutting board by the sink. A pan
of brown rice mixed with vegetables was steaminghenstove. "It's pretty basic," she
said. "l find it hard to cook in someone else'slén."

"Looks delicious. Whose kitchen is this?"

"It's just a rental. | have it for the month."

She sliced the chicken and directed Sandy to pmuwine, a fine pinot noir from
California. They sat at a small table in the braakhook, with a splendid view of the
water and the remains of the sunset.

"Cheers," she said, raising her glass.

"To Patrick,” Sandy said.

"Yes, to Patrick.” She made no effort to addresdded. Sandy stuffed a large slice of
chicken breast into his mouth.

"How is he?"

He chewed rapidly so he wouldn't disgust this dfig young woman with a mouthful
of food. A sip of wine. Napkin to the lips. "Pakis okay. The burns are healing nicely.
A plastic surgeon examined him yesterday, andtbaidno grafts will be necessary. The
scars will be with him for a few years, but theyl wventually fade. The nurses bring
him cookies. The Judge brings him pizza. No leas &ix armed men guard him around
the clock, so I'd say Patrick is doing better thaost capital murder defendants.”

"This is Judge Huskey?"
"Yes, Karl Huskey. Do you know him?"

"No. But Patrick spoke of him often. They were gdoends. Patrick told me once that if
he was captured, he hoped it would happen whilé Haskey was still the Judge."”



"He's retiring soon," Sandy said. What fortunateing, he thought.

"He can't hear Patrick's case, can he?" she asked.

"No. He'll recuse himself very soon." Sandy ateuzimsmaller piece of chicken, still
eating alone because she had yet to touch her &nifdork. She held the glass of wine
near her head, and looked at the orange and dioletls on the horizon.

"I'm sorry. | forgot to ask about your father."

"No word. | talked to my brother three hours aguaj ¢ghere's still no word."

"I'm very sorry, Leah. | wish | could do somethihg.

"And | wish | could do something. It's frustratirigcan't go home, and | can't stay here."
"I'm sorry," Sandy said again, because he coultktbf nothing better to offer.

He continued his meal in silence. She played wathrite and watched the ocean.

"This is delicious," he said, twice.

"Thanks," she said with a sad grin.

"What does your father do?"

"He's a university professor.”

"Where?"

"In Rio. At the Catholic University."

"Where does he live?"

"In Ipanema, in the apartment | grew up in."

Her father was a delicate subject, but at leastiaras getting answers to his questions.
Maybe it helped her to talk about him. He askedenturestions, all very general and all
far away from the kidnapping.

She never touched her food.

WHEN HE FINISHED, she asked, "Would you like sonoéfee?"

"We'll probably need it, won't we?"



"Yes."

They removed the plastic rental dishes from théetahd left them in the kitchen. Leah
made coffee while Sandy inspected the house. Theymthe dining room, where the
coffee was served and the polite talk, such ag&,wame to an end. They sat facing each
other across the glass table.

"How much do you know about the Aricia matter?" akked.

"He was the client whose ninety million got snatthg Patrick, if you believe the papers.
He was an executive with Platt & Rockland, who bgdealed on the company for
overbilling. He filed a charge under the False @&Act. Platt & Rockland got caught to
the tune of something like six hundred million. Hesvard, under the act, was fifteen
percent of that. His lawyers were Bogan and compahsgre our pal Patrick worked.
That's about it. The basics."

"That's pretty good. What I'm about to tell you edirbe verified by these documents and
tapes. We'll go through them, as it will be necgsfar you to know this material inside
and out."

"I've actually done this before, you know." He sdil but she didn't. No more lame
efforts at humor.

"The Aricia claim was fraudulent from the very baging." She spoke deliberately, there
was no hurry. She waited until he absorbed thischvtook a few seconds. "Benny
Aricia is a very corrupt man who conceived a sch&rsefraud both his company and
his government. He was assisted by some very oajmblers, Patrick's old firm, and
some powerful people in Washington."

"That would be Senator Nye, Bogan's first cousin."

"Primarily, yes. But, as you know, Senator Nye tassiderable influence in
Washington."

"So I've heard."

"Aricia carefully planned his scheme, then tooloiCharles Bogan. Patrick was a new
partner then, but he knew nothing of Aricia. Thieestpartners were brought into the
conspiracy, everyone but Patrick. The law firm afed) and Patrick knew something
was different. He started digging and eavesdropamjeventually found out that this
new client named Aricia was the cause for all #&eacy. He was patient. He pretended
to notice nothing, and all the time he was gatlgeemidence. A lot of it is in here." She
touched the box when she said this.

"Let's go back to the beginning,” Sandy said. "Bkphow the claim was fraudulent."



"Aricia ran New Coastal Shipyards in Pascagoulaaldivision of Platt & Rockland.”

"I know all that. Big defense contractor with a @pgast, a bad reputation for bilking the
government.”

"That's it. Aricia took advantage of its size tgoilement his plan. New Coastal was
building the Expedition nuclear submarines, andgbkiwere already over budget. Aricia
decided to make matters worse. New Coastal sulahird@dulent labor records,
thousands of hours at union scale for work thatmea®r done, for employees who never
existed. It procured materials at grossly inflgpeides-lightbulbs for sixteen dollars each,
drinking cups at thirty dollars each, and on andTdre list is endless."”

"Is the list in this box?"

"Only the big items. Radar systems, missiles, waapthings I've never heard of. The
lightbulbs are insignificant. Aricia had been wille company long enough to know
exactly how to avoid detection. He created a topagferwork, little of it with his name
on it. Platt & Rockland had six different divisiomvolved with defense contracting, and
so the home office was a zoo. Aricia took advantzgais. For every bogus claim he
submitted to the Navy, he had written authorizammed by some executive at the
home office. Aricia would subcontract for the inifld materials, then request approval
from a higher-up. It was an easy system to wonkeeiglly for a shrewd man like Aricia,
who was planning on screwing the company anywaykee meticulous records, and
later gave them to his lawyers."

"And Patrick got diem?"
"Some of them."”

Sandy looked at the box. The top flaps were clo$&ald this has been in hiding since he
disappeared?"

"Yes."

"Did he ever come back to check on it?"

"No."

"Did you?"

"l came two years ago to renew the rental at thage facility. | looked in the box, but
didn't have the time to examine the contents. | seased and nervous, and | didn't want

to come. | was convinced these materials would megeneeded because he would never
be caught. But Patrick always knew."



The cross-examiner in Sandy was ready to burstavitither round of questions
unrelated to Aricia, but he let the moment passaRde told himself, don't appear eager
and maybe the questions will get answered evegtd&b Aricia's scheme worked, and
at some point he approached Charles Bogan, whasgncg an asskicker in Washington
and whose old boss is a federal judge. Did BogawkAricia had caused the overruns?"

She stood, reached into the box, and removed erpaiperated tape player and a rack of
neatly labeled mini-cassettes. She picked throhgltassettes with a pen until she found
the one she wanted. She inserted it in the tapeplé# was obvious to Sandy that she
had done this many times before.

"Listen," she said. "April 11, 1991. The first veits Bogan, the second is Aricia. Aricia
had placed the call, and Bogan took it in the caarfee room on the second floor of the
firm's offices.”

Sandy leaned forward on his elbows. The tape bagplay.

BOGAN: | gotta call from one of Platt's New Yorknagers today. A guy named Krasny.
ARICIA: I know him. Typical New Tfork ass.

BOGAN: Ifes, he wasn't very friendly. He said thmight have proof that you knew
about the double-billing on the Stalker screens imastal bought from RamTec. |

asked him to show me the proof. He said it woulé lveeek or so.

ARICIA: Relax, Charlie. There's no way they canyaohat because | didn't sign
anything.

BOGAN: But you knew about it?

ARICIA: Of course | knew about it. | planned itsét it in motion. It was another one of
my wonderful ideas. Their problem, Charlie, is tthety can't prove it There are no
documents, no witnesses.

The cassette went silent, and Leah said, "Sameecsation, about ten minutes later."
ARICIA: How's the Senator?

BOGAN: Doing well. Yesterday he met with the Seargtof the Navy.

ARICIA: How'd it go?

BOGAN: Went well. They're old friends, you know. & Benator expressed his strong
desire to punish Platt & Rockland for its greed, ry@ harm the Expedition project. The

Secretary feels the same, and said he would pushdtiff penalty against Platt & Rock-
land.



ARICIA: Can he speed things up?
BOGAN: Why?
ARICIA: | want the damned money, Charlie. | canlfieéd can taste it.

Leah pushed a button and the recording stoppedredhn@ved the cassette and placed it
back in the rack. "Patrick started recording earl\p1. Their plans were to cut him out of
the firm at the end of February, on the groundshleavas not generating enough
business."

"Is that box full of tapes?"

"There are about sixty of them, all carefully editey Patrick, so you can listen to
everything in three hours."”

Sandy glanced at his watch.
"We have a lot of work to do,” she said.
Twenty-eight

PAULO'S REQUEST for a radio was declined, but wiey realized he simply wanted
music they brought him a well-used tape playertamdcassettes of the Rio
Philharmonic Orchestra. Classical was his prefereRaulo turned the volume low and
flipped through a stack of old magazines. His ratjfmr books had been taken under
consideration. The food so far was more than adeqtizey seemed anxious to keep him
happy. His captors were young men working for sameglse, someone Paulo knew he
would never see. If they in fact released him,yieng men would flee and prosecution
would be impossible.

His second day passed slowly. Eva was too wisaghb into their trap. One day soon this
would make sense. He could wait as long as thelgdcou

HIS HONOR brought the pizza with him on the secoight. He had enjoyed the first so
much, he had called Patrick during the afternoosetif they could do it again. Patrick
was anxious for company.

Huskey reached into a small briefcase and withdrestack of envelopes which he tossed
on Lawyer Lani-gan's worktable. "A lot of peoplerw#o say hello, mostly the
courthouse gang. | told them they could write."

"l didn't realize | had so many friends."



"You don't. These are bored office workers withnpyeof time to write letters. It's as
close as they can get to the action."

"Gee thanks."

Huskey pulled a chair close to Patrick's bed angped his feet on a drawer opened
from the night table. Patrick had eaten almostveaes of pizza and was now finished.

"I'll have to recuse myself soon," Huskey said,@tapologetically.
"l know."

"l talked with Trussel this morning at length. Idwm you're not crazy about him, but he is
a good judge. He's willing to take the case.”

"l prefer Judge Lanks."

"Yes, but unfortunately, you don't get your choicanks is having trouble with his blood
pressure, and we've tried to keep the big caseg fam him. As you know, Trussel has
more experience than Lanks and myself combinedoéslpy in death penalty cases.”
Patrick managed a slight flinch, a sudden squindirayind the eyes, and a momentary sag
of the bony shoulders when his friend finishedl&st sentence. A death penalty case. It
seized him, as often happened when he dragged lhims$lee mirror for a long look.
Huskey caught every tiny movement.

As they say, anybody is capable of murder, and ejslad chatted with many killers
during his twelve years as a judge. Patrick, howgust happened to be his first friend
to face death row.

"Why are you leaving the bench?" Patrick asked.

"The usual reasons. I'm bored with it, and if | dguit now I'll never be able to. Kids are
getting closer to college, and | need to make muowaey." Huskey paused for a second,
then asked, "Just curious, how did you know | veaving the bench? It's not something
I've broadcast."

"Word gets around.”

"To Brazil?"

"l had a spy, Karl."

"Someone here?"

"No. Of course not. | couldn't run the risk of cacting anyone here."



"So it was someone down there?"

"Ifes, an attorney | met."

"And you told him everything?"

"Her. And yes, | told her everything."

Huskey tapped his fingers together and said, "kgtieat makes sense."
"I highly recommend it, next time you're down theisappearing.”

"I'l remember that. This attorney, where is shev/#b

"Close by, I think."

"Now | see. She must be the one who has the money."

Patrick smiled, then chuckled. The ice was brokeally. "What do you want to know
about the money, Karl?"

"Everything. How'd you steal it? Where is it? Howch is left?"

"What's the best courthouse rumor you've heardtadheunoney?"

"Oh, there are hundreds. My favorite is that youlgabled the money and buried it in
vaults in Switzerland, that you were just passingetin Brazil and in a few more years
you would leave and go play with your cash."

"Not bad."

"Remember Bobby Doak, that little pimple-faced waagho does divorces for ninety-
nine bucks and resents any lawyer who charges rhore?

"Sure, advertises in church bulletins."

"That's him. He was drinking coffee in the cletfBce yesterday and telling how he had
it from an inside source that you'd blown the moaeyrugs and teenaged prostitutes,
and that was why you were living like a peasargnazil."

"That sounds like Doak."

The levity passed quickly as Patrick grew quietsk&y wasn't about to lose the moment.
"So where's the money?"



"l can't tell you, Karl."

"How much is left?"

"A ton."

"More than you stole?"

"More than | took, yes."

"How'd you do it?"

Patrick swung his feet from the other side of tbd,lmnd walked to the door. It was
closed. He stretched his back and legs, and tarink from a bottle of water. Then he
sat on the edge of the bed, looking down at KarL

"l got lucky," he said, almost in a whisper. ButrKlaeard every syllable.

"l was leaving, Karl, with or without the moneykriew the money was coming to the
firm, and | had a plan to get it. But if that hadlén through, | was still leaving. | couldn't
take another day with Trudy. | hated my job, améhk about to get my throat cut at the
firm anyway. Bogan and those boys were in the noflstgigantic fraud, and | was the
only person outside the firm who knew it."

"What fraud?"

"Aricia's claim. We'll talk about that later. Sglbwly planned my escape, and | got
lucky and got away. The luck followed me until tweeks ago. Incredible luck."

"We got as far as the burial."

"Right. | went back to the litde condo | had renéé@®range Beach. | stayed there a
couple of days, indoors, listening to language sagel memorizing Portuguese
vocabulary. | also spent hours editing the convenss | had recorded around the office.
There were a lot of documents to organize. | altwabrked quite hard. At night, |
walked the beach for hours, working up a sweaidryo melt the pounds off as quickly
as possible. | completely disassociated myself fiooal."

"What kind of documents?"
"The Aricia file. | ventured out in the sailboaknew the basics, and suddenly | was
motivated to become a good sailor. The boat waghaggh to live on for days at a time,

and soon | was hiding out there on the water."

"Here?"



"Yes. I'd anchor close to Ship Island, and watehgthoreline of Biloxi."
"Why did you want to do that?"

"I had the office wired, Karl. Every phone, evess#, except for Bogan's. | even had a
mike in the men's room on the first floor betwearg8n's office and Vitrano's. The
mikes transmitted to a hub | had hidden in the altis an old firm in an old building

with a million old files stashed away in the attimbody ever went up there. There was
an old TV antenna attached to the chimney on tdhebuilding, and | ran my wires
through it. The receiver then transmitted to aiter dish | had on the sailboat. This was
high-tech, state-of-the-art stuff, Karl. I boughon the black market in Rome, cost me a
ton of money. With binoculars, | could see the atyn and the signals were easy to
collect. Every conversation within earshot of a @wkas beamed to me on the sailboat. |
recorded all of them, and did my editing at nigitnew where they were eating lunch
and what moods their wives were in. | knew evengtii

"That's incredible.”

"You should've heard them trying to sound seridtex any funeral. On the phone, they
took all these calls, all these condolences, andded so grave and proper. But among
themselves, they joked about my death. It savesstyrconfrontation. Bogan had been
elected to deliver the news to me that | was bboged from the firm. The day after the
funeral he and Havarac drank Scotch in the conteremom and laughed about how
lucky | was to have died at such an opportune time.

"Do you have these tapes?"

"Of course. Get this. | have the tape of the cosaton between Trudy and Doug Vitrano,
in my old office, just hours before my funeral, wheey open my lockbox and find the
surprise life insurance policy for two million daik. It's hilarious. It took Trudy about
twenty seconds before she asked, "When do | gehtrey?"

"When can | hear it?"

"l don't know. Soon. There were hundreds of taphs. editing took twelve hours a day
for several weeks. Imagine all the phone callsd teawade through."

"Were they ever suspicious?"

"Not really. Rapley once made the remark to Vitrémat my timing was incredible, since
| had purchased the two-million-dollar policy omight months before my death. And
there was a comment or two about how strange blkad acting, but it was harmless.
They were so thrilled that | was gone and out eflay."

"Did you tap Trudy's phones?"



"l thought about it, but then why bother? Her bebawas predictable. She couldn't help
me."

"But Aricia could."

"Certainly. | knew every move they made for Aridiknew the money was going
offshore. | knew which bank, and when it would tyetre."

"So how'd you steal it?"

"Again, lots of luck. Though Bogan was calling gfets, Vitrano was doing most of the
talking with the bankers. | flew to Miami .with eekh set of papers declaring me to be
Doug Vitrano. | had his Social Security number atiter vitals. This guy in Miami has a
computer catalog with a million faces in it, andiy@mply point to the one you want, and
presto, that face is on your driver's licensecked a face that was somewhere between
mine and Vitrano's. From Miami | flew to Nassaud d@imat's where it got sticky. |
presented myself to the bank, the United Bank oléd/a’he main guy Vitrano had been
talking to was a chap named Graham Dunlap. | ptedeall my fake papers, including a
forged partnership resolution, on firm stationefgaurse, which directed me to wire the
money out as fast as it came in. Dunlap had noteep Mr. Vitrano, and he was quite
surprised, even flattered, that someone from tine fwould make the journey for such a
routine matter. He fixed me coffee and sent a sagyreut for croissants. | was eating
one in his office when the wire came in."

"He never thought about calling the firm?"

"No. And listen, Karl, | was prepared to bolt. liBlap had been the least bit suspicious,
| would have slugged him, run from the buildingalgioed a cab, and raced to the airport.
| had three different tickets for three differeliglfts.”

"Where would you have gone?"

"Well, | was still dead, remember. Probably to Brdavould've, found a job as a
bartender and spent the rest of my days on thenb&acetrospect, | might have been
better off without the money. | had it, and they ha come after it. That's why I'm here
now.

Anyway, Dunlap asked the right questions and myvans came out beautifully. He
confirmed the wire was in, and | immediately autbed the wire out, to a bank in
Malta."

"All of it?"
"Almost all of it. Dunlap hesitated for a momentevhhe realized all the money was

leaving his bank. | almost swallowed my tongue.nitntioned something about an
administrative fee for his services, and | askexd What was customary. He turned into a



slimy little twerp, said fifty thousand would be@ppriate, and | said fine. Fifty
thousand stayed in the account and was later garsfto Dunlap. The bank is in
downtown Nassau-"

"Was in downtown Nassau. It folded six months ajtan robbed it."

"Yeah, so | heard. Too bad. When | left throughftbat door, my feet hit the sidewalk,
and it was difficult to keep from sprinting likensadman through the traffic. | wanted to
scream and leap from street to street, but | chatronyself. | jumped into the first
empty cab, told the driver | was late for a flighnd off we went. The plane to Atlanta
left in an hour. The one to Miami was an hour améih The one to La Guardia was
boarding, so | flew to New York."

"With ninety million bucks."

"Minus fifty thousand for old Dunlap. It was thenlgest flight of my life, Karl. | knocked
down three martinis and was still nothing but nentevould close my eyes and see
customs agents with machine guns waiting on meeagiate. | just knew Dunlap had
gotten suspicious and called the firm, and thatedww they had tracked me to the
airport and onto the flight. | have never wantedet off a plane so badly in my life. We
landed, taxied to the terminal, got off the plaheamera flashed as we stepped into the
gate area, and | thought, This is it! They've get thwas some kid with a Kodak. |
practically ran to the men's room, where | satrentoilet for twenty minutes. Next to my
feet was a canvas overnight bag with all my worfathgsessions."

"Don't forget the ninety million."

"Oh yeah."

"How'd the money get to Panama?"

"How do you know it went to Panama?"

"I'm the Judge, Patrick. The cops talk to me.dtsnall town."

"It was in the wiring instructions from Nassau. Theney went into a new account in
Malta, then quickly on to Panama."

"How'd you become such a wizard at wiring money?"

"Just took a little research. | worked on it foyemr. Tell me, Karl, when did you hear
that the money was missing?"

Karl laughed and reclined even farther. He clagpsdhands behind his head. "Well,
your pals at the firm did a poor job of keepingitti&le settlement quiet.”



"I'm shocked."

"In fact, the whole town knew they were about tdiliky rich. They acted so serious
about the secrecy, yet they were spending mone\cliizy. Havarac bought the biggest,
blackest Mercedes ever made. Vitrano's architestiwéhe final stage of designing their
new home-eleven thousand square feet. Rapley sagedtract to buy an eighty-foot
sailboat; said he was contemplating retiremengalrti the private jet talk a few times.
Thirty million in legal fees would be hard to hideound here, but they didn't really try.
They wanted people to know."

"Sounds like a bunch of lawyers."

"You struck on a Thursday, right?"

"Right. March twenty-sixth."

"The next day, | was preparing to proceed withvd tial when one of the lawyers got a
call from the office. The news was that there waeblems with the big settlement over
at Bogan, Rapley, Vitrano, Havarac, and Lanigare money vanished. All of it. Stolen
by someone offshore.”

"Was my name mentioned?"

"Not the first day. It didn't take long, though. Yiagyot out that the bank's security
cameras had captured someone vaguely resemblingyber pieces fell into place, and
the gossip roared around town."

"Did you believe I did it?"

"At first, | was too shocked to believe anythindl & us were. We had buried you, put
you to rest, said our prayers. It was impossiblediieve. But, as the days passed, the
shock wore off and the puzzle came together. Thewid, the life insurance, the
cremated corpse-we started getting suspicious. Tenfound the office crawling with
bugs. The FBI was questioning everyone around Weveeek after it happened, it was
pretty well accepted that you had pulled it off."

"Were you proud of me?"

"l wouldn't say | was proud. Astonished maybe.

Perhaps stunned. There was, after all, a dead By, | was intrigued.”

"Not the slightest hint of admiration?"

"l don't remember it that way, Patrick. No, an ioeot person had been murdered so you
could steal the money. Plus, you left behind a aifd daughter.”



"The wife got a bundle. The child isn't mine."

"l didn't know that at the time. No one did. Naldn't think you were admired around
here."

"What about my pals at the firm?"

"No one saw them for months. They got sued by Ari€ither litigation followed. They
had grossly overspent, so bankruptcy got them. ias booze, it was awful. They self-
destructed in textbook fashion."

Patrick crawled onto his bed and gently foldedidgs. He savored this with a nasty
smile. Huskey stood and walked to the window. "Homg did you stay in New York?"
he asked, peeking through the shades.

"About a week. | didn't want any of the money cognioack into the States, so | arranged
to have it wired to a bank in Toronto. The banlPahama was a branch of the Bank of
Ontario, so it was easy to wire in as much as tHede

"You started spending?"

"Not much. | was a Canadian now, with good papetsansplant from Vancouver, and
the money allowed me to purchase a small apartam@hbbtain credit cards. | found a
Portuguese instructor and studied the languagleagixs a day. | went to Europe several
times so my passport would get used and scrutinieerything worked perfectly. After
three months, | put the apartment on the marketaard to Lisbon, where | studied the
language for a couple of months. Then, on Augu$®92, | flew to Sao Paulo.”

"Your independence day."

"Absolute freedom, Karl. | landed in that city witho small bags. | gotin a cab and |
was soon lost in a sea of twenty million peoplevads dark and raining, traffic was
standing still, and | was in the back of a cabkimg to myself that no one in the world
knew where | was. And no one would ever find m&most cried, Karl. It was sheer,
unbridled freedom. | looked at the faces of thepteoacing down the sidewalks, and |
thought to myself, I'm now one of them. I'm a Blian named Danilo, and I'll never be
anybody else."

Twenty-nine

SANDY SLEPT THREE HOURS on a hard mattress in adomewhere above the den,
far away from her, and awoke with the early sumtiag through slits beneath the blinds.
It was six-thirty. They had said good night at &éhrafter seven hours of intensely
scouring documents and listening to dozens of ptiti@us talks Patrick had amazingly
captured.



He showered and dressed, and found his way dowhetkitchen, where Leah sat in the
breakfast nook with fresh coffee and a surprisiradért face. She fixed him wheat toast
with jam as he glanced at the newspapers. Sandyeady to leave, to return to his
office with the Aricia mess and sort it out on aisn turf.

"Any word from your father?" he asked. The earlyces were quiet, the words scarce.
"No. But | can't call from here. I'll go to the mkat later and use a pay phone."

"Il say a prayer for him."

"Thanks."

They loaded the entire Aricia file into the trunkhis car, and said good-bye. She
promised to call him within twenty-four hours. Skeuld not be leaving anytime soon.
Their client's problems had gone from serious geat.

The early air was cool. It was October after aij @ven the Coast felt a hint of autumn.
She put on a parka and went for a walk on the hdzgiefoot and bare-legged, with one
hand in a pocket and the other holding her cofiée hid behind sunglasses, which
annoyed her. The beach was deserted. Why was sfgetied to hide her face?

Like all Cariocas, she had spent a great deal olifeeon the beach, the center of culture.
Her childhood home had been her father's apartmdpainema, the poshest of Rio's
neighborhoods, where every kid grew up on the heach

She was unaccustomed to long walks near the waileowt being surrounded by a
million people happily sunning and playing. Hethfat had been one of the first to
organize efforts against the unbridled developroétpanema. He despised the increase
of population and haphazard construction, and wiirkieelessly with neighborhood
groups. Such actions went against the typical Caraititude of live and let live, but with
time came to be admired and even welcomed. As yelgzva still donated time to
preservation groups in the neighborhoods of IpanameglLeblon.

The sun crept behind clouds, and the breeze pigge8he returned to the house as the
seagulls followed and squawked overhead. She loeked; door and window, and drove
two miles to a supermarket, where she plannedyshampoo and fruit, and to find the
nearest possible pay phone.

She didn't see the man at first, and when shdyinaticed him he seemed to have been
standing beside her forever. She was holding &ebaithair conditioner when he sniffed,
as if he had a cold. She turned, glanced from lgethie sunglasses, and was startled by
his sustained eye contact. He was thirty or fostyite, unshaven, but she didn't have
time to notice anything else.



He was staring at her, with rabid green eyes tloated in the middle of a beach-bronzed
face. She coolly walked away, down the aisle with¢onditioner. Maybe he was just a
local character, a harmless pervert who lurketiéngrocery and scared pretty
vacationers. Perhaps everyone in the store knewange and made excuses for him
because he wouldn't harm an insect.

Minutes later, she saw him again, this time hiciegr the bakery with his face behind a
pizza crust but his metallic eyes watching everyenshe made. Why was he hiding,
covering his face? He wore shorts and sandals)atheed.

Panic hit hard through her chest and sent waves th@wvlegs. Her first thought was to
run, but she kept her cool long enough to find alksthopping basket. She had been
spotted by whoever he was, and it was to her adgartb watch him as much as he was
watching her. Who knew when she might see him &j8hre loitered in the produce
department, next picked her way through the cheesekdidn't see him for a long time.
Then she saw him with his back to her, holdingleogaf milk.

A few minutes later, she caught sight of him thitotige large front windows, walking
through the parking lot, his head cocked to one,d@lking into a cell phone, carrying
nothing. What happened to the milk? She would'eedahrough a back door, but her car
was parked in the front. She paid for the itemsadsly as possible, but her hands shook
as she took her change.

There were thirty cars, including her rental, ia frarking lot, and she knew she couldn't
inspect them all. Not that she wanted to. He wamim of them. She simply wanted to
leave without being followed. She quickly got irr lear, left the lot, and turned in the
direction of the beach house, though she knew shlel mever go back there. She drove a
half a mile, then made an abrupt U-turn, justmnetito see him behind her, three cars
back, driving a new Toyota. His green eyes glarasealy at the last second. Odd, she
thought, that he wasn't covering them.

Everything seemed odd, at the moment. How oddsitratvas driving along a foreign
highway in a foreign country with a fake passpodgeiming her to be someone she
never wanted to be, and going to a place that atleyét to determine. Yes, everything
was odd and blurred and frightening as hell, andti@va needed and desperately
wanted was to see Patrick so she could screanmahian hour, and throw rocks as
well. This was not part of the deal. It was onaghiior Patrick to be hunted for his past,
but she had done nothing wrong. Not to mention &®aul

Being Brazilian, she normally drove with one foatthe gas and the other on the brake,
and the traffic along the beach badly needed a dosed of her native driving. But she
had to be calm. You don't panic when you're orrtime Patrick had said many times.
You think, you watch, you plan.

She watched the cars behind her. She obeyed hlvhaigrules.



"Always know where you are," Patrick had told Hghe had studied the road atlas for
hours. She turned north and stopped at a gasrstatsee what she attracted. Nothing.
The man with the green eyes was not behind hethimitvas of no comfort. He knew
she had seen him. He'd been caught. He'd simgdidcahead with his little cell phone
and now the rest of them were watching.

An hour later, she entered the airport termin&@msacola and waited eighty minutes for
a flight to Miami. Any flight would have suited herhe one to Miami happened to be the
soonest. It would prove to be disastrous.

She waited behind a magazine in a coffee bar amched everything that moved. A
security guard enjoyed looking at her, and sheddum difficult to ignore. Otherwise,
the airport was almost devoid of human activity.

The flight to Miami was by turboprop commuter, a®med to take forever. Eighteen of
the twenty-four seats were vacant, and the othiergassengers looked harmless. She
even managed a brief nap.

In Miami, she hid in an airport lounge for an hasipping expensive water and watching
the throngs come and go. At the Varig counter lsheyht a first-class ticket to Sao
Paulo, one way. She wasn't sure why. Sao PaulowWemsne, but it was certainly in the
right direction. Maybe she would hide there in @erthotel for a few days. She'd be closer
to her father, wherever he was. Planes were ledwing hundred destinations. Why not
visit her country?

AS IT ROUTINELY DOES, the FBI issued an alert tstams and immigration
personnel, as well as to the airlines. This oneifipd a young woman, age thirty-one,
traveling under a Brazilian passport, real namews Miranda but probably using an
alias. Having learned the identity of her fathattigg her real name was a simple matter.
When Leah Pires walked through a passport checkpbMiami International, she

wasn't expecting trouble in front of her. She wiéklsoking for the men behind her.

Her Leah Pires passport had proven quite reliabthe past two weeks.

But the customs agent had seen the alert an hdiereturing a coffee break. He pushed
an alarm button on his scanner while he slowly erathevery word of the passport. The
hesitation at first was annoying, then Leah redlizgemething was wrong. The travelers
at the other booths were breezing through, batelyisg long enough to open their
passports and having the approvals nodded bableit tA supervisor in a havy jacket
appeared from nowhere and huddled with the ag@ault you step in here, Ms. Pires?"
he asked politely but with no room for discusside.was pointing at a row of doors
down the wide corridor.

"Is there a problem?" she insisted.



"Not really. Just a few questions." He was waitimgher. A uniformed guard with Mace
and a gun on his waist was waiting too. The superwvas holding her passport. Dozens
of passengers behind her were watching.

"Questions about what?" she demanded as she walkethe supervisor and the guard
to the second door.

"Just a few questions," he repeated, opening tbe alud escorting her into a square
room with no windows. A holding room. She noticed hame of Rivera on his lapel. He
didn't look to be Hispanic.

"Give me the passport,” she demanded as soonysvdre alone and the door was
closed.

"Not so fast, Ms. Pires. | need to ask you a feestjons."
"And | don't have to answer them."

"Please, relax. Have a seat. Can | get you sonfeecof water?"
"No."

"Is this a valid address in Rio?"

"It certainly is."

"Where did you arrive from?"

"Pensacola.”

"Your flight?"

"Airlink 855."

"And your destination?"

"Sao Paulo.”

"Where in Sao Paulo?"

"Maybe that's a private matter."

"Business or pleasure?"

"Why does it matter?"



"It matters. Your passport lists your home in R8o.where will you be staying in Sao
Paulo?"

"A hotel."

"And the name of the hotel?"

She hesitated as she struggled to grab the nambaitl, and the little interval was
deadly. "Uh, the-the -Inter-Continental,” she fipaaid, without the slightest hint of

truthfulness.

He wrote it down, then said, "And we can assumeadben there is reserved in the name
of Lean Pires?"

"Of course," she said, snapping back nicely. B& guick phone call would prove she
was lying.

"Where is your luggage?" he asked.

Another crack in the facade, and this one even mexealing. She hesitated, glanced
away, and said, "I'm traveling light."

Someone knocked on the door. Rivera opened ittstigbhok a sheet of paper, and
whispered to his unseen colleague. Leah sat dodnrezd to relax. The door closed and
Rivera studied his evidence.

"According to our records, you entered the countght days ago, here in Miami, on a
flight from London which originated in Zurich. Eigtays, and no luggage. Seems odd,
doesn't it?"

"Is it a crime to travel light?" she asked.

"No, but it is a crime to use a false passporieast here, in the U.S."

She looked at the passport lying on the table himarand she knew it was as phony as
could be. "It's not a false passport,” she saicymahtly.

"Do you know a person by the name of Eva Mirand@i%éra asked, and Leah couldn't
keep her chin up. Her heart stopped and her fadlceufel she knew the chase was over.

Rivera knew they had snared another one. "I'll haventact the FBI," he said. "It will
take some time."

"Am | under arrest?" she asked.

"Not yet."



“I'm a lawyer. I-"

"We know. And we have the right to detain you faegtioning. Our offices are on the
lower level. Let's go" She was led away hurriedlyfching her purse, her eyes still
covered.

THE LONG TABLE was piled with papers and files, vitrumpled sheets from legal
pads and napkins and empty cups and even half-satetwiches from the hospital
cafeteria. Lunch had been five hours earlier bitheelawyer had thought of dinner.
Time was being kept outside the room. Inside,dhdimatter.

Both men were barefoot. Patrick wore a tee shutgym shorts. Sandy wore a very
wrinkled cotton button-down, khakis, no socks, shene attire he'd put on hours earlier
in the beach house.

The Aricia box was empty in a corner, its conteit®n the table.

The door opened while it was being knocked on,Ageht Joshua Cutter entered before
he was asked. He stayed by the door.

"This is a private meeting," Sandy said, very r@aiter's face. The documents on the
table could not be seen by anyone. Patrick walkabd door and helped shield the view.

"Why don't you knock before you enter?" he saidrigyng

"Sorry," Cutter said calmly. "I'll just be a minutist thought you'd want to know that
we have Eva Miranda in custody. Caught her sneakiraygh the Miami airport, on her
way home to Brazil, fake passport and all.”

Patrick froze and tried to think of something tg.sa

"Eva?" Sandy asked.

"Yeah, also known as Leah Pires. That's what Her flssport calls her." Cutter was
looking at Patrick while answering Sandy.

"Where is she?" Patrick asked, stunned.
"Jail, in Miami."

Patrick turned and walked along the table. Jailldite horrible anywhere, but jail in
Miami had a particularly ominous ring to it.

"Do you have a number where we can call her?" Sas#gd.



"No."

"She has the right to a telephone.”
"We're working on it."

"Get me a number, okay."

"We'll see." Cutter continued to watch Patrick agnibre Sandy. "She was in a hurry. No
luggage, not one bag. Just trying to sneak ba&kdail, leaving you behind."”

"Shut up,” Patrick said.

"You can leave now," Sandy said.

"Just thought you'd want to know," Cutter said vathmile, and left.

Patrick sat down and gently massaged his templeshéfd had been aching before
Cutter arrived, now it was splitting. He and Eval lgoane over and over the three
scenarios Which she would face if they caught Ikimrst, and the one according to plan,
was that she would remain in the shadows, assiSamgly and moving at will. Second,
she might be caught by Stephano and Aricia, waaibthe most frightening possibility.
Third, the FBI could catch her, which was not ngad terrifying as the second, but did
pose enormous problems. At least she was safe.

They had not discussed this fourth scenario, harmdo Brazil without him. He would
not believe it was abandonment.

Sandy quietly gathered files and cleaned up thie tab
"What time did you leave her?" Patrick asked.
"About eight. She was fine, Patrick. | told youttha
"No mention of Miami or Brazil?"

"No. None whatsoever. | left with the impressioe stould be at the beach house for a
while. She told me she leased it for a month."

"Then she got scared. Why else would she run?"
"l don't know."
"Find a lawyer in Miami, Sandy. And quickly."

"l know a couple."



"She must be scared to death."
Thirty

IT WAS AFTER SIX, so Havarac was probably in a nasat the blackjack table, sipping
free whiskey and looking for women. Rumors aboatdambling debts were abundant.
No doubt Rapley was locked away in his attic, @@lde rest of the world preferred him
to be. The secretaries and paralegals were gongy Bitrano locked the front door of
the building and walked to the rear office, they&sat and nicest one, where Charlie
Bogan was waiting behind his desk with his sleewéied up.

Patrick had managed to bug every office excepsémeor partner's, a fact Bogan had
relied on heavily during the roaring brawls thdtdwed the loss of the money. If Bogan
wasn't hi his office, or somewhere in the very naainity, it was locked with a deadbolt.
His partners had been much too careless, he haddedithem repeatedly. Especially
Vitrano, whose phone had been used during thoséaka$ul chats with Graham Dunlap
offshore, which was how Patrick had learned thedation of the money. This had been
rehashed to the point of near fistfights.

Bogan could not, in all fairness, claim he suspetgpionage in his own firm. If so, why
hadn't he warned his more indifferent partners® Highply been cautious, and lucky.
Important conversations were held in Bogan's officeok only seconds to engage the
deadbolt. He kept the only key. Not even the jasitmuld get in without Bogan's
presence.

Vitrano closed the door firmly and dropped into siodt leather chair across the desk.

"l saw the Senator this morning," Bogan said. "ldied me to his house." Bogan's
mother and the Senator's father were siblings.Sévetor was ten years older than
Bogan.

"Is he in a good mood?" Vitrano asked.

"I wouldn't call it that. He wanted an update omigan, and | told him what | knew. Still
no sign of the money. He's very nervous about Wwhatgan might know. | assured him,
as I've done many times, that all communicatiorth Wim were done in this office, and
that this office was clean. So, he shouldn't watvgut what Lanigan might know."

"But he's worried?"

"Of course he's worried. He asked me again if tivere any document tying him to
Aricia, and | again said no."

"Which of course is true."



"Yes. There are no documents with the Senator'n&werything with him was verbal.
Most of it was done on the golf course. I've talah lthis a thousand times, but he wanted
to hear it again, in light of Patrick's return."

"You didn't tell him about the Closet?"
"No."

They both watched the dust on Bogan's desk anceceWhat happened in the Closet. In
January of 1992, a month after the Justice Depaittaggoroved the Aricia settlement,
and about two months before they were to recei@ertbney, Aricia had popped in one
day, unscheduled and unannounced and in a foul nieddck was still around, though
his funeral was only three weeks away. The firm &laglady begun an extensive
renovation of its offices, and for this reason Bogauldn't meet with Aricia in his office.
Painters were on ladders. Drop cloths coveredutatéire. They got the combative
Aricia into a small meeting room across the haltrirBogan's, a room everyone referred
to simply as the Closet because of its size. A lssaglare table with a chair on each side.
No windows. The ceiling was slanted because ansgiran above it.

Vitrano was fetched because he was second in cothraad a meeting of sorts
commenced. It didn't last long. Aricia was chafedduse the lawyers were about to earn
thirty million dollars. Now that his settlement hbden approved, reality had hit hard,
and he thought thirty million in legal fees was adase. Things turned nasty quickly as
Bogan and Vitrano held their ground. They offeredirid their contract for legal services,
but Aricia cared nothing for it.

In the heat of the moment, Aricia asked how mucthefthirty million the Senator would
get. Bogan grew hostile and said it was none obtgness.

Aricia claimed that it was his business, becauser, all, the money was his, and then he
launched into a windy diatribe attacking the Senatwl all politicians in general. He
made much of the fact that the Senator had beekingpso hard in Washington to
pressure the Navy, the Pentagon, and the JustisariDeent to settle his claim. "How
much will he get?" he kept asking.

Bogan kept slipping the punches. He would say tmy the Senator would be taken care
of. He reminded Aricia that he had carefully choenfirm because of its political
connections. And he hotly added that sixty milliorAricia's pocket was not such a bad
deal, considering how the claim was bogus to beim.

Too much was said.

Aricia proposed a fee of only ten million. Bogardaritrano rejected it outright. He
stormed out of the Closet, swearing every step@fiay.



There were no phones in the Closet, but two mikeeviound. One was under the table,
hidden in a corner where two brackets joined, stngace by black putty. The second
was placed between two dusty ancient law booké&emmly shelf in the room. The
books were for decorative purposes.

After the shock of the vanishing fortune, and thlesequent discovery by Stephano of all
the bugs and wires, Bogan and Vitrano didn't dis¢he Closet meeting for a long time.
Maybe it would just disappear. They never spokartoia about it, primarily because he
had sued them so quickly and now hated the mepofitimeir names. The incident faded
from their memories. Maybe it never happened atler

Now that Patrick was back, they had been forceahtilly confront it. There was always
the chance that the mikes had malfunctioned orRa#ick in his haste had missed it.
There were certainly enough other bugs for himbwoab and assimilate. In fact, they

had decided there was a very good chance the Glassting had been missed by Patrick.

"Surely he wouldn't keep the tapes for four yeansjld he?" Vitrano asked.

But Bogan didn't answer. He sat with his fingexs&d over his stomach and watched
the dust settle on his desk. Oh, what could've bderwould get five million, the

Senator the same. No bankruptcy, no divorce. Hddwstll have his wife and family,

his home and his stature. He could've taken tleedind made it ten by now, and twenty
before long, serious big money and the freedonotart/thing. It was all there, a feast on
a table, then Patrick snatched it.

The giddiness of finding Patrick had lasted a ceuldays, then vanished slowly when
it became obvious that the money was not followiimg back to Biloxi. With each
passing day, the money actually seemed farther.away

"Do you think we'll get the money, Charlie?" Vitmasked, barely audible, his eyes on
the floor. He hadn't called him Charlie in yearscisfamiliarity was unheard of in a firm
with so much hatred.

"No," he said. There was a long pause. "We'll lo&yuf we're not indicted.”

WITH AN HOUR of serious phone work ahead of himn&amade the most troubling
one first. Sitting in his parked car in the hogpité, he called his wife and told her he'd
be in very late, so late that he might be forcestay in Biloxi. His son was playing in a
junior high football game. He apologized, blamedrgthing on Patrick, and said he'd
explain later. She took it much better than expkcte

He caught a secretary working late at his officel eollected phone numbers from her.
He knew two lawyers in Miami, neither of whom hapeé to be at the office at seven-
fifteen. The home number for one went unansweréd.ather had a private listing. He
made a series of calls to lawyers he knew in NelgaDss, and finally got the home
number of Mark Birck, a highly regarded criminafelese specialist in Miami. Birck was



not delighted at receiving the call during dinrmrt he listened anyway. Sandy gave the
ten-minute version of the Patrick saga, includimg latest development with Eva in jall
somewhere in Miami. Thus the call. Birck showedrdarest, and claimed a thorough
knowledge of immigration law as well as criminabpedure. He would make two calls,
after dinner. Sandy agreed to phone him back imcam.

It took three calls to locate Cutter, and twentymtes of wheedling before he would
agree to meet for coffee at a doughnut shop. Sdraise there, and while waiting for
Cutter called Birck again.

Birck reported that Eva Miranda was indeed in cdgto a federal detention center in
Miami. She had not yet been formally charged witia erime, but it was early. There

was no way to see her tonight, and it would bedliff to see her tomorrow. Under the
law, the FBI and the U.S. Customs Service can apoldlien caught traveling under a
bogus passport for up to four days before a releasde applied for. Makes sense, Birck
explained, considering the circumstances. Thespledend to disappear quickly.

Birck had been in the detention center severaldiwigting clients, and, as these places
went, it was not bad. She was in her own privalle @ed generally safe. With luck, she
would have access to a telephone in the morning.

Without providing too much detail, Sandy stresset there was no rush in getting her
released. There were people looking for her orothiside. Birck promised to pull strings
early in the morning and try to see her.

His fee would be ten thousand dollars, which Saaghged to pay.

He hung up as Cutter swaggered into the doughmyt ahd sat at a table by the front
window, as promised. Sandy locked his car and vialb him in.

DINNER was packaged food, microwaved and served well-worn plastic tray.

Though she was hungry, the thought of eating itllgacrossed her mind. It was delivered
to her cinder-blocked cell by two heavy women iifanm, keys dangling from chains
around their waists. One asked how she was dolmgn&imbled something in
Portuguese and they left her alone. The door wek thetal with a small square hole in
it. Voices of other women prisoners could occadigrie heard, but the place was
generally quiet.

She had never been in jail before, not even asyela Other than Patrick, she couldn't
recall a friend who'd been incarcerated. The ingieock yielded to fear, then to
humiliation at being caged like a criminal. Onlgtthought of her poor father kept her
focused during the first hours. No doubt his candg were far worse than hers. She
prayed that they were not hurting him.

The praying came easier in jail. She prayed forfétbrer, and she prayed for Patrick. She
resisted the temptation to blame him for her treapthough it would've been easy. Most



of the blame rested with her. She had panicked@mdoo quickly. Patrick had taught
her how to move without leaving a trail, how to idm The mistake was her fault, not his.

The false passport charges were minor, she deaaed;ould be dealt with in short
order. In a violent country without enough jaillsgkurely such a simple offense from
such a noncriminal could be handled swiftly withnaall fine and a quick deportation.

She found comfort in the money. Tomorrow she waldchand an attorney, a good one
with clout. Phone calls would be made to official8rasilia; she knew their names. If
necessary, the money could be used to bully everyosight. She would be out before
long, then back home to rescue her father. ShedMude somewhere in Rio; it would be
simple.

The cell was warm, and locked, and guarded bydbgeople with guns. It was a safe
place, she decided. The men who hurt Patrick amdhaa her father couldn't touch her.

She turned off the ceiling light and stretched @uthe narrow bunk. The FBI would be
anxious to tell Patrick that she was in custodyhe@robably knew by now. She could
see him with his legal pad, running lines here thuede, analyzing this latest development
from an amazing variety of angles. By now, Pathekl conceived no fewer than ten
ways to rescue her. And he wouldn't sleep unthdaw the list pared down to the best
three plans.

The fun was in the planning, he always said.

CUTTER ORDERED a caffeine-free soda and a chocdlatgghnut. He was off-duty, so
the standard dark suit and white shirt were repldgejeans and short sleeves. Smirking
came naturally for him. Now that they had found dgivtand locked her up, he was
especially cocky.

Sandy ate a ham sandwich in four bites. It was sifdd®.M. Lunch had been hospital
food with Patrick, a long time ago. "We need toéawserious talk,” he said. The shop
was packed and his voice was low.

"I'm listening," Cutter said.

Sandy swallowed, wiped his mouth, leaned even clase said, "Don't take this the
wrong way, but we need to include other people.”

"Like who?"
"Like the people above you. People in Washington."

Cutter pondered this for a minute as he watched éfiec move along Highway 90. The
Gulf was a hundred yards away.



"Sure," he said. "But | gotta tell them something."

Sandy glanced around. Not a single person was @anally looking their way. "What if

| can prove that the Aricia claim against Platt &Rland was completely fraudulent;

that he conspired with the Bogan firm to defrauglgbvernment, and that Bogan's cousin,
the Senator, was a part of the conspiracy and avaave received several million bucks
under the table?"

"A wonderful story."

"l can prove it."

"And if we believe it, then we're supposed to allghv Lanigan to make some type of
restitution and walk away."

"Perhaps.”
"Not so fast. There's still the matter of the dbady."

Cutter casually took a bite of his doughnut andaaeeit thoughtfully. Then, "What kind
of proof?"

"Documents, recorded phone calls, all sorts ofgih
"Admissible in court?"

"Most of it."

"Enough for convictions?"

"A box full."

"Where's the box?"

“In the trunk of my car."

Cutter instinctively looked over his shoulder i tipeneral direction of the parking lot.
Then he stared at Sandy. "This is stuff Patrickgad before he split?"

"Correct. He got wind of the Aricia matter. Thenfivas planning to kick him out, so he
very patiently collected the dirt."

"Bad marriage, etc., etc., so he took the moneyrand

"No. He ran, then took the money."



"Whatever. So now he wants to cut a deal, huh?"

"Of course. Wouldn't you?"

"What about the murder?"

"That's a state matter, not really your concern'l\Weal with it later."

"We can make it our concern."

"I'm afraid not. You've got the indictment for ttieeft of the ninety million. The state of
Mississippi has the indictment for the murder. Unfoately for you, the feds can't come
in now and charge murder."

Cutter hated lawyers for that very reason. They'tiauff easily.

Sandy continued. "Look, this meeting is a formalityr just going through channels,
don't want to overstep here. But I'm perfectly yetdstart making calls to Washington
first thing in the morning. | thought we'd havestiehat, and | hoped you would be
convinced we're ready to deal. Otherwise, I'm @nphone."

"Who do you want?"

"Someone with complete authority, FBI and JustWe!ll meet in a large room
somewhere and I'll lay out the case."

"Let me talk to Washington. But this better be géod

They shook hands stiffly, and Sandy left.

Thirty-one

MRS. STEPHANO was sleeping again. Those bothersmueg men in matching dark

suits had left their street, and the neighborsdtagped calling with their nosy questions.
The gossip over bridge had returned to more notopats, Her husband was relaxed.

She was sleeping soundly when the phone rang @A M. She grabbed it from the
night table. "Hello."

A stout, firm voice said, "Jack Stephano, please."

"Who's calling?" she demanded. Jack was moving rutheecovers.

"Hamilton Jaynes, FBI," came the reply.



And she said, "Oh my God!" She placed a hand dweredceiver. "Jack, it's the FBI
again."

Jack turned on a light, glanced at the clock, tibekphone. "Who is it?"
"Good morning, Jack. This is Hamilton Jaynes. Hateall so early."
"Then don't."

"Just wanted you to know that we've got the givia Miranda, in custody. She's safe and
secure, so you boys can call off your dogs."

Stephano swung his feet out of the bed and stoxtcto¢he table. Their last hope was
gone. The search for the money was finally overh&vé is she?" he asked, not expecting
any meaningful answer.

"We have her, Jack. She's with us."
"Congratulations."

"Look, Jack, I've sent some men down to Rio to rtmorthe situation with her father.
You have twenty-four hours, Jack. If he is notaskd by five-thirty tomorrow morning,
then I'll have a warrant for your arrest, and threst of Aricia. Hell, I'll probably arrest
Mr. Atterson at Monarch-Sierra and Mr. Jill at Nwtn Case Mutual, you know, just for
the hell of it. I've really wanted to talk to thdseys, along with Aricia."

"You enjoy the harassment, don't you?"

"Love it. We'll help the Brazilians extradite youyg down to Brazil, you know, and that
should take a coupla months. No bail with an exti@d so you and your sleazy clients
would spend Christmas in jail. Who knows, extramtitmight work for a change, and
you'd get to go to Rio. | hear the beaches ardyo¥ee you there, Jack?"

"l hear you."

"Twenty-four hours." The phone clicked and the hveess dead. Mrs. Stephano was in the
bathroom with the door locked, too rattled to facge.

Jack went downstairs and made coffee. He sat &ititteen table, in the semidarkness,
waiting for the sun to rise. He was tired of Bermgcia.

He had been hired to find Patrick and the moneytmask questions about how the
money got created. He knew the basics of Bennyi#siistory with Platt & Rockland,
and he had always suspected there was much mtire story. He had probed once or
twice, but Aricia showed no interest in discusdimg events which preceded Patrick's
disappearance.



From the beginning, Jack had suspected the lavsfioffices had been wired for two
reasons. The first was to gather dirt on the gplaeiners and their clients, specifically
Aricia. The second was to lead Patrick to the maafegr his funeral. What was unknown
to everyone, except to maybe Aricia and the pasineas how much damaging evidence
had been taped and stored by Patrick. Stephanedesithat plenty of dirt had been
gathered.

When the money vanished, and Stephano began lmchséze law firm chose not to join
the consortium. It had thirty million dollars atke, yet chose to lick its wounds and go
home. The reason given was lack of money. The eartnere basically broke, things
were about to get much worse, and they simply ¢duédford to participate. This had
some logic at the time, but Stephano also senseldictance to find Patrick.

Something was on the tapes. Patrick had caught tedhanded. As miserable as their
lives had become, the actual capture of Patrickdcoe their worst nightmare.

Same for Aricia. He'd wait an hour, then call him.

BY SIX-THIRTY, the office of Hamilton Jaynes wasagvling with people. Two agents
sat on a sofa and studied the latest report fra@m dontacts in Rio. One stood beside
Jaynes' desk and waited to give an update on Ariailaereabouts; he was still at the
rented condo in Biloxi.

Another stood nearby with an update on Eva MiraAdsecretary carried a box of files
into the office. Jaynes was in his chair, on thena) haggard and coatless, ignoring
everyone.

Joshua Cutter entered, also worn and wrinkled. Blejot two hours in the Atlanta airport
waiting for a flight to Washington, D.C., where agent met him for the drive to the
Hoover Building. Jaynes immediately hung up, ardkoed everyone from his office.
"Get us some coffee, lots of it," he barked atdberetary. The room cleared and Cutter
sat rigidly before the grand desk. Though mighfaliygued, he tried hard to be alert. He'd
never been near the Deputy Director's office before

"Let's hear it," Jaynes growled.

"Lanigan wants to cut a deal. He claims to haveughavidence to convict Aricia, the
lawyers, and an unnamed U.S. Senator.”

"What kind of evidence?"
"A box full of documents and tapes, stuff Lanigacwmulated before he skipped out.”

"Did you see the box?"



"No. McDermott said it was in the trunk of his ¢ar.
"And what about the money?"

"We never got that far. He wants to meet with yod aomebody at Justice to discuss
settlement possibilities. | got the impressioniiaks they can buy their way out of it."

"That's always a possibility when you steal dirtyrmay. Where does he want to meet?"
"Down there, somewhere in Biloxi."

"Let me call Sprawling at Justice," Jaynes saidoglnio himself, as he lunged for the
phone. The coffee arrived.

MARK BIRCK tapped his designer pen on the tabl@éasvaited in the visitors' room of
the federal detention center. It was not quite nimech too early for lawyers to see their
clients, but he had a friend in administration.cRiexplained it was an emergency. The
table had privacy panels on both sides and a tilass plate down the center. He would
talk to her through a small screened opening.

For thirty minutes he tapped and fidgeted. Shefimafly brought from around the
corner, dressed in a yellow one-piece jumpsuit Yatted lettering stamped in black
across the chest. The guard removed the handaudfstee rubbed her wrists.

When they were alone, she sat in her chair ancelbak him. He slid a business card
through a tiny slot. She took it and examined eVetter.

"Patrick sent me," he said, and she closed her. eyes
"Are you okay?" he asked.

She leaned forward on her elbows and spoke thrthaghcreened opening. "I'm fine.
Thanks for coming. When do | get out?"

"Not for a few days. The feds can do one of twagsi First, and the most serious, they
can indict you for traveling under a false passpihis is a longshot because you're a
foreigner and you have no criminal record. Secand, most likely, they'll simply deport
you with your promise never to return. Either widlil,take them a few days to decide. In
the meantime, you're stuck here because we cdrdageight now."

"l understand.”

"Patrick is very concerned about you."

"l know. Tell him I'm fine. And I'm very concernedbout him."



Birck adjusted his legal pad and said, "Now, Phltwants a detailed account of exactly
how you were caught.”

She smiled and seemed to relax. Of course Patrckdwvant the details. She started
with the man with the green eyes, and'slowly tbkl $tory.

BENNY HAD ALWAYS laughed at the Biloxi beach. Jusharrow strip of sand
bordered on one side by a highway too dangeroasoss on foot, and on the other by
dull brown water too brackish to swim in. Duringtslummer it attracted low-budget
vacationers, and on weekends students threw Fasirekrented jet-skis. The casino
boom brought more tourists to the beach, but tieégosn lingered long before returning
to their gambling.

He parked at the Biloxi pier, lit a long cigar, reved his shoes, and walked the beach
anyway. It was much cleaner now, another benefihfthe casinos.

It was also deserted. A few fishing boats drifteitlto sea.

Stephano's call an hour earlier had ruined his mgrmand, for the most part, altered the
remainder of his life. With the girl locked away had no chance of finding the money.
She couldn't lead him to it now, nor could she eduas leverage with Lanigan.

The feds had an indictment hanging over PatrickgsdhPatrick, in turn, had the money
and the evidence. One would be swapped for the,cihd Aricia would get caught in

the crossfire. When the pressure was applied todisonspirators, Bogan and the rest of
those pansy-ass lawyers, they would sing in aminisBenny was the odd man out, and
he knew this perfectly well. Had known it, in faftir a long time. His dream had been to
somehow find the money, then disappear with it, ljlue Patrick.

But his dream was over now. He had a million bueks He had friends in other
countries, and contacts around the world. It wag tio split, just like Patrick.

SANDY KEPT a scheduled 10 A.M. meeting with T.Lri#sh, in the D.A.'s office,
though he'd been tempted to postpone it and spenchorning working on the
documents. When he left his office at 8:30, hisrerdtaff and both of his partners were
making copies and enlarging crucial pages.

Parrish had requested the meeting. Sandy wasrcéddinew why. The state's case had
major holes in it, and now that the thrill of timelictment had passed, it was time to talk

business. Prosecutors tend to try the airtights;as®d there is never a shortage of them.
But a high-profile case with gaping holes is sesitnouble.

Parrish wanted to fish, but first he puffed andtpeesd and talked about venue. A jury
anywhere would not be sympathetic to a lawyer wiiod@ared for money. Sandy just
listened, at first. Parrish recited his favoritatstics about his conviction rate and the fact



that he'd never lost a capital murder trial. Gghebf 'em on death row, he said, not
bragging.

Sandy really had better things to do. He needdrte a serious conversation with
Parrish, but not today. He asked how he would ptbgemurder occurred in Harrison
County. And he followed it by the cause of deatlvtould that be proven? Patrick
certainly wouldn't testify and help them out. Ahé big one, who was the victim?
According to Sandy's research, there was not desiegorted murder conviction in the
state with an unidentified victim.

Parrish anticipated these troublesome inquiried,dath an adequate job of evading
concrete answers. "Has your client considered a lpdegain?" he finally asked, as if in
deep pain.

"No."

"Would he?"

"No."

"Why not?"

"You ran to the grand jury, got your capital murdetictment, waved it in front of the
press, now you have to prove it. You didn't botbewait and assess your evidence.

Forget it."

"l can get a conviction for manslaughter,” Pargaid angrily. "That carries twenty
years."

"Maybe," Sandy said nonchalantly. "But my cliens mot been charged with
manslaughter.”

"I can do that tomorrow."

"Fine. Go do it. Dismiss the capital murder chaygesle for manslaughter, then we'll
talk."

Thirty-two

IT WAS LABELED the Camille Suite, and it occupiedeothird of the top floor of the
Biloxi Nugget, the newest, gaudiest, largest, andtrsuccessful of all the Vegas-style
casinos popping up along the Coast. The boys frega¥ thought it clever to name the
Nugget's suites and banquet rooms after the warschnes to hit the Coast. For an
average Joe who came in from the street and simghted spacious quarters, it rented
for $750 a day. That's what Sandy agreed to payafagh-roller flown in from afar, the
suite would be complimentary. But gambling wasl#s thing on Sandy's mind. His



client, less than two miles away, had approvecttpense. The Camille had two
bedrooms, a kitchen, den, and two parlors- plehplaces to meet with separate groups.
It also had four incoming phone lines, a fax, andCR. Sandy's paralegal brought the
PC and the technical machinery from New Orlear®)@lvith the first batch of Aricia
documents.

The first visitor to Mr. McDermott's temporary lasfices was J. Murray Riddleton,
Trudy's thoroughly defeated divorce lawyer. He giwtdy handed over a proposed
settlement of property rights and child visitatidihey discussed it over lunch. The terms
of surrender were dictated by Patrick. And sincevhe now calling the shots, Sandy
found numerous details to nitpick through. "Thisigood first draft,” he said repeatedly
as he continued to mark it up with red ink. Riddfetook the thrashing like a pro. He
argued every point, bitched about the amendmeutdydih lawyers knew the settlement
would be changed to suit Patrick's whim. The DN#t end nude photos ruled supreme.

The second visitor was Talbot Minis, Biloxi coungmi Northern Case Mutual, a hyper
and jovial man who traveled in a very comfortalde vcomplete with a fast driver,
leather seats and interior, a small workta-ble, plvones, a fax, beeper, television and
VCR so Minis could study video depositions, a lapamd a PC, and a sofa for quick
naps, though he succumbed only after the most asddays in court. His entourage
included a secretary and a paralegal, both of wkeph cell phones in their pockets, and
an obligatory associate hauled along for extrangilpurposes.

The four hurriedly presented themselves at the @la-8uite, where Sandy met them in
jeans and offered soft drinks from the mini-bad. ddclined. The secretary and the
paralegal immediately found matters to discussheir tell phones. Sandy led Mims and
the unnamed associate to a parlor, where theyesateba huge window with a splendid
view of the Nugget's parking garage, and beyonttheafirst steel pillars of yet another
garish casino.

"I'll get right to the point," Sandy said. "Do y&now a man by the name of Jack
Stephano?"

Mims thought quickly. "No."

"l didn't think so. He's a super-sleuth out of DH& was hired by Aricia, Northern Case
Mutual, and Monarch-Sierra to find Patrick."

"So?"

"So take a look at these," Sandy said with a saslbe slid a set of gory color photos
from a file. Mims spread them out on the tableiB&® horrid burns in all their glory.

"These were in the newspaper, right?" he said.

"Some of them."



"Yeah, | think you spread them around when you shed-BI."

"The FBI didn't do this to my client, Mr. Mims."

"Oh really.” Mims released the photos and waitedSandy.

"The FBI didn't find Patrick."

"Then why did you sue them?"

"Publicity stunt, designed to arouse some sympgthyny client.”

"Didn't work."

"Maybe not with you, but you won't be on the jumll you? Anyway, these injuries
were the result of prolonged torture, inflictedragn working for Jack Stephano, who
was working for several clients, one of whom hagukto be Northern Case Mutual, a
very proud publicly owned company with a solid riggion for corporate responsibility
and six billion in stockholders' equity."

Talbot Mims was extremely practical. He had to\gh three hundred open files in his
office and eighteen large insurance companiesi@sts] he didn't have time to play
games. "Two questions,” he said. "First, can yay@ithis?"

"Yes. The FBI can confirm it." ,

"Second. What do you want?"

"l want a high-ranking Northern Case Mutual exegitiere in this room tomorrow,
someone with unquestioned authority."

"These are busy people.”

"We're all busy. I'm not threatening a lawsuit, thubk of how embarrassing this could
be."

"Sounds like a threat to me."
"Take it any way you want."
"What time tomorrow?"

"Four P.M."



"We'll be here," Mims said, reaching forward tolgh&ands. He then left in a rush, his
minions racing behind.

Sandy's own crew arrived mid-afternoon. A secretaaswered the phone, which by then
was ringing every ten minutes. Sandy had placdd tmCutter, T.L. Parrish, Sheriff
Sweeney, Mark Birck in Miami, Judge Huskey, a hahdf lawyers in Biloxi, and
Maurice Mast, the U.S. Attorney for the Westerntiis of Mississippi. On a personal
level, he called his wife twice to get reports ba tamily, and he called the principal of
his third-grader's lower school.

He had spoken to Hal Ladd twice by phone, but rmatfar the first time at the Camille
Suite. Ladd epresented Monarch-Sierra. He arril@eeawhich Sandy found shocking
because insurance defense lawyers always traveleains. Regardless of the task at
hand, there had to be two of them before the wedah. Both listened, both looked,
spoke, took notes, and, most important, both biledclient for the same work.

Sandy knew of two large, rich firms in New Orledinat, not surprisingly, had adopted a
threesome approach to the practice of insuranandef

Ladd was a serious sort in his late forties, andeipytation didn't need the assistance of
another lawyer. He politely took a diet cola antlisahe same seat Mr. Minis had
occupied.

Sandy asked him the same question. "Do you knowraly the name of Jack
Stephano?"

He didn't, and so Sandy delivered the standard bige Then he laid the color photos of
Patrick's wounds on the table, and they discudsad for a moment. The burns were not
inflicted by the FBI, Sandy explained. Ladd reatinsen the lines. Having represented
insurance companies for many years, he had lorg sieased to be surprised by the
depths to which they could sink.

Even so, this was shocking. "Assuming you can ptbig" Ladd said, "I'm sure my
client would prefer to keep it quiet.”

"We're prepared to amend our lawsuit, drop the BBl name as defendants your client,
Northern Case Mutual, Aricia, Stephano, and anylelgg responsible for the torture. It's
an American citizen intentionally wounded and sediloy American efendants. The case
is worth millions. We'll go to trial right here Biloxi."

Not if Ladd had anything to do with it. He agreedcall Monarch-Sierra immediately
and demand that the chief in-house lawyer dropygivierg and fly to Biloxi. He appeared
angry that his client had funded the search witlfierming him. "If it's true," he said,
"I'll never represent them again."

"Trust me. It's true."



IT WAS ALMOST DARK when Paulo was blindfolded andrfdcuffed and led from the
house. No guns were poked at him, no threats niNmlgoices whatsoever. He rode in
the backseat of a small car, by himself, for anrlowiso. The radio played classical
music.

When the car stopped, the two front doors openadi Paulo was helped from the back.
"Come with me," came a voice at his shoulder, alzdge hand took him by the elbow.
The road under his feet was gravel. They walkedralfed meters or so, then stopped.
The voice said, "You are on a road twenty kilomgfeom Rio. To your left, three
hundred meters, is a farmhouse with a telephongh&we for help. | have a gun. If you
turn around, | will have no choice but to kill ybu.

"I won't turn around," Paulo said, his body shaking

"Good. | will remove the handculffs first, then lliwemove the blindfold."

“l' won't turn around,” Paulo said.

The handcuffs were removed. "Now, | will remove Btiedfold. Walk forward quickly."

The blindfold was yanked off, and Paulo loweredh@ad and began jogging down the
road. There was no sound behind him. He didn't gimece around. He called the police
at the farmhouse, then he called his son.

Thirty-three

COURT REPORTERS arrived promptly at JL eight. Betre named Linda-one with an
i and one with a y. They produced business cardgalowed Sandy to the center of the
suite, where the furniture had been shoved to #is\wend chairs added. He placed Y at
one end of the room, with her back to the windowhwie shades pulled tightly, and sat |
at the other end, in a nook next to the bar wittear view of all the players. Both
desperately needed one last smoke. He sent therthenfar bedroom. Jaynes arrived
next with his group. He had a driver, an aging &g§¢nt who also served as bodyguard,
lookout, and errand boy; he had an FBI lawyer; laathad Cutter and Cutter's immediate
supervisor. From the Attorney General's officehbhd Sprawling, an intense dark-eyed
veteran who said little but gathered every sourbdsi& men wore either black or navy
suits; all produced business cards, which Sandyalggal collected. Sandy's secretary
took their coffee orders while the men shufflechagoup through the small parlor and
into the den.

Next came Maurice Mast, the U.S. Attorney for thestérn District of Mississippi,
traveling light with only one assistant. He waddwled by T.L. Parrish, alone, and the
meeting was ready to begin.



The pecking order took care of itself. Jaynes'airand Mast's assistant stayed in the
parlor, where they found a platter of doughnuts thiedmorning papers.

Sandy closed the door, offered a cheerful "Goodningt” and thanked them all for
coming. They were seated around the room. No onlednyet they were not unhappy to
be there. It was quite intriguing.

Sandy introduced both court reporters, and exptbihat their dual transcripts of the
meeting would be kept by him and considered exthg@nfidential. This seemed to
satisfy everyone. There were no questions or cortsrarihis point because they weren't
sure what the meeting was about.

Sandy held a legal pad with his notes neatly agdngis case organized for a dozen
pages or so. He could've been in front of a jury sent greetings from his client, Patrick
Lanigan, and said the burns were healing nicelgnTie recapped the charges pending
against Patrick; capital murder levied by the stitteft, wire fraud, and flight charged by
the United States. Capital murder could mean d@dth.others could tally up to thirty
years.

"The federal charges are serious," he said graBilyt.they pale in comparison to capital
murder. Frankly, and with all due respect, we'é li& get rid of the feds so we can
concentrate on the murder charges."

"Do you have a plan to get rid of us?" Jaynes asked

"We have an offer."

"Does it include the money?"

"It does indeed."

"We have no claim to the money. It wasn't stolemfithe federal government.”
"That's where you're wrong."

Sprawling was itching to say something. "Do youlyethink you can buy your way out
of this?" It was more of a challenge. His gruffa®miwas flat, his words efficient.

The jury was barking back at him, but Sandy wasmeihed to follow his script. "Just
wait," he said. "If you'll allow me to present mgse, then we'll discuss the options. Now,
I'm assuming that we're all familiar with Mr. Ar&s 1991 claim against his former
employer under the False Claims Act. It was preparel filed by the Bogan firm here in
Biloxi, a firm which, at that time, included a ngartner by the name of Patrick Lanigan.
The claim was fraudulent. My client found out abibuand then learned that the firm
planned to kick him out after the claim was appbleg Justice but before the money
arrived. Over the course of many months, my cleavertly gathered evidence which



proves, clearly and convincingly, that Mr. Ariciacahis lawyers conspired to screw the
government out of ninety million dollars. The evide is in the form of documents and
taped conversations."

"Where is this evidence?" asked Jaynes.
"It's under the control of my client."

"We can get it, you know. We can get a search wiaaad take the evidence anytime we
want."

"And what if my client doesn't honor your searchrnaat? What if he destroys the
evidence, or simply hides it again? What will yautden? Lock him up? Indict him for
something else? Frankly, he's not afraid of youyand search warrants."

"And what about you?" asked Jaynes. "If it's inrypossession, we can get a search
warrant for you."

"l won't produce. Anything my client gives me isvleged and confidential, you know
that. It's called attorney's work product. Dontgiet that Mr. Aricia has sued my client.
All documents in my possession are privileged.ll mat, under any circumstances, hand
over the documents until my client tells me to."

"What if we get a court order?" asked Sprawling.

"Il ignore it, then I'll appeal it. You can't wion this one, gentlemen." And with that
they seemed to accept their defeat. No one wasisedp

"How many people were involved?" asked Jaynes.
"The four partners at the firm and Mr. Aricia."

There was a heavy pause as they waited for Saralyntounce the name of the Senator,
but he didn't. Instead, he looked at his notescamtinued. "The deal is quite simple.
We'll hand over the documents and tapes. Patritketirn the money, all of it. In
exchange, the federal charges are dropped so weocaentrate on the state's. The IRS
agrees to leave him alone. His Brazilian attoriesg Miranda, is released immediately."”
He clicked off these terms flu-idly because thegt haen well rehearsed, and his jury
absorbed every word. Sprawling took careful nalagnes looked at the floor, neither
smiling nor frowning. The rest were noncommittalf bach had many questions.

"And it has to be done today," Sandy added. "Theeesense of urgency."

"Why?" asked Jaynes.



"Because she's locked up. Because you're all ardeyou have the authority to make the
decision. Because my client has set a deadlineRolb today to strike the deal, or he'll
just keep the money, destroy the evidence, sess/Brhe, and hope one day he gets out."

With Patrick, they doubted nothing. He had thusrianaged to spend his incarceration
in a rather cushy private room with a staff atbiesk and call.

"Let's talk about the Senator,” Sprawling said.

"Great idea," Sandy said. He opened a door todhlempand said something to a
paralegal. A table with speakers and tape deckrolil into the center of the room, and
Sandy closed the door again. He looked at his nsted, "The date was January 14,
1992, about three weeks before Patrick disappedtexiconversation took place in the
law firm, on the first floor, in a room known a%tfloset, sort of an all-purpose room
sometimes used for very small meetings. The fiogtesryou'll hear is that of Charlie Bo-
gan, then Benny Aricia, then Doug Vitrano. Ariciadharrived at the firm unannounced,
and, as you'll see, was not in a good mood."

Sandy stepped to the table and examined the vabiaitsns. The tape deck was new and
had two expensive speakers wired to it. They watdtie carefully, most of them
pushing forward just a little.

Sandy said, "Again, Bogan first, then Aricia, then

Vitrano." He pushed a button. There was a ten-sggap of complete silence, then
voices came sharply from the speakers. Edgy voices.

BOGAN: We agreed on a fee of one third, that'sstandard fee. You signed the
contract. You've known for a year and a half thatfee was a third.

AEICIA: You don't deserve thirty million dollars.

VITRANO: And you don't deserve sixty.

ARICIA: I want to know how the money will be split.

BOGAN: Two thirds, one third. Sixty, thirty.

ARICIA: No, no. The thirty million that comes in kee Who gets how much?
VITRANO: That's none of your business.

ARICIA: The hell it's not. It's money I'm paying adee. I'm entitled to know who gets
how much.

BOGAN: No you're not.



ARICIA: How much does the Senator get?

BOGAN: None of your business.

ARICIA: (Shouting) It is my business. This guy'ssapthe last year in Washington
twisting arms, leaning on people at Navy and thadypon and Justice. Hell, he's spent
more time working on my file than he has workingitcs constituents.

VITRANO: Don't yell, okay, Benny.

ARICIA: I want to know how much the slimy little @ok's getting. | have a right to know
how much you're shoveling under the table, becaissay money.

VITRANQO: It's all under the table, Benny.
ARICIA: How much?

BOGAN: He'll be taken care of, Benny, okay. Why yoe so hung up on this? This is
nothing new.

VITRANO: | think you picked this firm specificallpecause of our connections in
Washington.

ARICIA: Five million, ten million? How expensive l&?

BOGAN: You'll never know.

ARICIA: The hell I won't. I'll call the sonofabitalp and ask him myself.
BOGAN: Go ahead.

VITRANO: What's with you, Benny? You're about td gixty million bucks, and now
you're getting greedy.

ARICIA: Don't preach to me, especially about gréafthen | came here you guys were
working for two hundred bucks an hour. Now loolyati, trying to justify a fee of thirty
million bucks. Already redoing your offices. Alrgadrdering new cars. Next it'll be
boats and airplanes and all the other toys of ¢hiewssly rich. And all with my money.

BOGAN: Your money? Aren't we missing something h&enny? Help me out. Your
claim was as bogus as a three-dollar bill.

ARICIA: Yeah, but I made it happen. I, not you, #et trap for Platt & Rockland.

BOGAN: Then why did you hire us?



ARICIA: A helluva question.

VITRANO: You got a bad memory, Benny. You came Hezeause of our clout. You
needed help. We put the claim together, spenttfiausand hours working on it, and we
pulled the right strings in Washington. All withwofull knowledge, | might add.

ARICIA: Let's cut the Senator out. That should sasd¢en million. Shave another ten
million, and that leaves you boys with ten millitar yourselves. That's a much fairer fee,
in my opinion.

VITRANO: (Laughing) That's a great deal, Benny. Ygmi eighty, we get ten.

ARICIA: Yeah, and we screw the politicians.

BOGAN: No way, Benny. You're forgetting somethirgry important. If not for us and
the politicians, you wouldn't be getting a dime.

Sandy pushed the button. The tape stopped, bubihes seemed to rattle around the
room for a full minute. The players looked at tlwof, the ceiling, the walls, each trying
to savor and record for later the best of whatleeh said.

With a vulgar smile, Sandy said, "Gentlemen, thigist a sample.”

"When do we get the rest?" asked Jaynes.

"Could happen within hours."

"Will your client testify before a federal grandy@" asked Sprawling.

"Yes, he will. But he won't promise to testify aat."

"Why not?"

"He doesn't have to explain. That's just his positi Sandy rolled the table to the door,
knocked, and gave it back to the paralegal. Heesms$ed his group again. "You fellas
should talk. I'll step outside. Make yourselves tmtable."

"We're not talking in here," Jaynes said, jumpindis feet. There were too many wires,
and given Patrick's history, no room was safe. IMye'to our room."

"Whatever," Sandy said. They were all rising arab@ing briefcases. They filed through
the door, through the parlor, and finally out of guite. Lynda and Linda raced to the
rear bedroom for a smoke and a pee.

Sandy fixed a coffee, and waited.



THEY REASSEMBLED two floors below in a double rodghat immediately became
cramped. Jackets were removed and thrown acrogsllihes of both beds. Jaynes asked
his driver to wait in the hall with Mast's assidtaviatters too sensitive for their lowly
ears were about to be discussed.

The deal's biggest loser would be Maurice Madhdffederal charges were dropped, he
would have nothing to prosecute. A rather grarad wiould vanish, and he felt compelled
to at least register his objection before the atlget started. "We'll look foolish if we
allow him to buy his way out,” he said, primaritythe direction of Sprawling, who was
trying vainly to relax in a flimsy wooden chair.

Sprawling was only one level down from the Attorri@gneral himself, and this placed
him several levels above Mast. He would listentpbfifor a few minutes to the opinions
of the underlings, then he and Jaynes would makedisision.

Hamilton Jaynes looked at T.L. Parrish, and ask&k you reasonably confident you
can convict Lani-gan of murder?"

T.L. was a cautious type, and he knew full well @ngmises made to this group would
be long remembered. "Murder might have some profldtanslaughter is a lock.”

"How much time on a manslaughter?"
"Twenty years."

"How much would he serve?"

"Five, more or less."

Oddly, this seemed to please Jaynes, a career imathwught trespassers should serve
time. "You agree, Cutter?" he asked, pacing albegetge of the bed.

"There's not much evidence," Cutter said. "We ganove who, how, what, when, or
where as far as the murder goes. We think we knbw tut the trial could be a
nightmare. Manslaughter is much easier."

Jaynes asked Parrish, "How about the Judge? Wdehtence him to the maximum?"

"If convicted of manslaughter, | would expect thelge to sentence him to twenty years.
Parole is determined by the prison authorities."

"Can we safely assume that Lanigan will spend the five years behind bars?" Jaynes
asked, looking around the room.



"Yes, certainly," said Parrish defensively. "And'm@enot backing off the capital murder.
We intend to make a strong argument that Lanigbeckanother person so he could steal
the money. The death penalty is a longshot, but's convicted of simple murder, he
could face life in prison.”

"Does it really make any difference to us whethespends time at Parchman prison or
in a federal facility?" Jaynes asked. It was obsidguwidn't make any difference to him.

"I'm sure Patrick has an opinion on the matterytiBla said, and got a few weak grins.

T.L. especially liked the deal because he wouldbecthe sole remaining prosecutor.
Mast and the FBI would make a hasty exit from thgec There was a gap, and he
decided to shove Mast a bit closer to the edghetliff. "I have no doubt Patrick will
serve time, at Parchman," he said helpfully.

Mast wouldn't go quietly. He shook his head anevfred gravely. "I don't know," he
said. "I think we look bad if we do this. You camb a bank, then get caught, then offer
to give the money back if the charges are dropjestice is not for sale.”

"It's a bit more complicated than that," Sprawlgzgd. "We suddenly have bigger fish to
catch, and Lanigan is the key. The money he staantaminated. We're simply
retrieving it and returning it to the taxpayers."

Mast wasn't about to argue with Sprawling.

Jaynes looked at T.L. Parrish and said, "With aé despect, Mr. Parrish, could | ask you
to step outside for just a moment. Us federal beaexd to discuss something."

"Sure," Parrish said. He walked to the door andpstd into the hallway.

Enough of the chitchat. It was time for Sprawliogctose the deal. "Gentlemen, it's very
simple. There are some very important people inithée House who are watching
things closely. Senator Nye has never been a fiaétige President's, and, frankly, a
good scandal down here would make the administrdtappy. Nye's up for reelection in
two years. These allegations will keep him busyd Krihey're true, then he's dead."

"We'll do the investigation,” Jaynes said to Maand you'll get to prosecute."

It was suddenly obvious to Mast that this meetirag for his benefit. The decision to cut
a deal with Patrick had been made by people witimiare clout than Sprawling and
Jaynes. They were just trying to keep him hapmgeshe was, after all, the U.S.
Attorney for the district.

The idea of indicting and prosecuting a U.S. Sariad enormous potential, and Mast
warmed to it immediately. He could see himself er@avded courtroom playing Patrick's



tapes, the jurors and spectators hanging on everg.WSo we're gonna take the deal?"
he said, shrugging as if he couldn't have cared les

"Yes," said Sprawling. "It's a no-brainer. We lagdod by getting the money back.
Patrick stays in jail for a long time. We nail evs@gger crooks."

"Plus the President wants it done," Mast said,isgithough no one else did so.

"l didn't say that," Sprawling said. "I haven'tkadl to the President about this. My bosses
talked to his people. That's all I know."

Jaynes retrieved T.L. Parrish from the hall, arey tspent almost an hour walking
through Patrick's offer and examining each of @asiponents. The girl could be released
with an hour's notice. Patrick would also havedyg mterest on the money, they decided.
What about the lawsuit he'd filed against the REines made a list of points to cover
with Sandy.

IN MIAMI, Mark Birck personally delivered to Eva ¢éhwonderful news that her father
had been released.

He had not been harmed,; in fact, had been treatiée \gell.

He told her that with a little luck, she might lederased herself in a day or two.
Thirty-four

SOLEMN-FACED and noncommittal, they returned to @amille Suite and took their
same seats. Most had left their jackets in therott@m, and had rolled up their sleeves
and loosened their ties, as if all manner of hanckwas under way. By Sandy's watch,

they had been gone for almost an hour and a hadav8ing was now their spokesman.

"About the money," he began, and Sandy instantinkthey had a deal. It was just a
matter of the details. "About the money, how mukiaur client willing to return?"

"All of it."

"All of it being?"

"All ninety million."

"What about interest?"
"Who cares about interest?"

"We do."



"Why?"

"Well, it's only fair."
"Fair to whom?"
"Uh, the taxpayers."

Sandy practically laughed at him. "Come on. Yousywprk for the federal government.
Since when do you worry about protecting the tarpsy"

"It's standard in cases involving theft and embemzant,” Maurice Mast added.
"How much?" Sandy asked. "At what rate?"
"Prime is nine percent," Sprawling said. "That vebhe fair, | think."

"Oh you do? What does the IRS pay when it detersiwe paid too much and it sends
me a refund?"

No one could answer. "Six percent,” Sandy saik I&isy percent is what the
government pays."

Sandy, of course, had had the benefit of planrtirgy He had anticipated the questions
and had crafted the answers, and it was enormausditching them squirm as they tried
to catch up.

"So, are you offering six percent?" Sprawling askdid words were careful and slow.
"Of course not. We have the money; we'll deterniioe much we'll pay. It's the same
principle used by the government. We figure the eydhsimply go back into the black
hole at the Pentagon.”

"We can't control that,” Jaynes said. He was aireéimeld and in no mood for a lecture.
"Here's the way we see the money," Sandy saiaditid've been lost entirely, paid to
some very slick crooks and never seen again. Mytprevented this, has held the
money, and is now willing to return it."

"So we give him a reward?" asked Jaynes.

"No. Just back off the interest."

"We have to sell this to some people in WashindtSprawling said, not pleading but
needing help. "Give us something to work with."



"We'll pay half the IRS rate, and not a penny more.

With a serious poker face, Sprawling said, "I'thitiby the Attorney General. | just hope
he's in a good mood."

"Give him my regards,” Sandy said.

Jaynes looked up from his notetaking and askede& percent, right?"

"That's right. From March 26, 1992, until Novemlied 996. Total comes to a hundred
and thirteen million, plus some change, which wegtlbre. One hundred thirteen million,
even."

The figure had a nice ring to it, and it certaisbunded good to the government boys.
They each wrote it on their legal pads. It lookadjé. Who could argue with a deal that
brought so much back into the hands of the taxg&yer

To offer this much meant only one thing: Patrickl @ken the ninety and invested well.
Sprawling's boys had crunched some numbers eaksuming Patrick placed all the
money in investments earning eight percent a ykaroot would now be worth a
hundred and thirty-one million. Ten percent, arel\thlue would be one hundred and
forty-four million. Tax free, of course. Apparentiatrick hadn't spent much of it, so he
would remain a very wealthy man.

"We're also concerned about this lawsuit you fdéedoehalf of Mr. Lanigan," Sprawling
said.

"We'll dismiss the FBI from the lawsuit, but I'lead a quick favor from Mr. Jaynes. We
can discuss it later. It's a minor point.”

"All right. Moving right along. When will your cliet be prepared to testify before the
grand jury?"

"Whenever you need him. Physically, he's able td daytime."
"We intend to move quickly with this."
"The sooner the better for my client.”

Sprawling circled items on his checklist. "We wiiikist on confidentiality. No press
whatsoever. This deal will be subject to a lot icsm."

"We're not saying a word," Sandy promised.

"When would you like for Ms. Miranda to be relea®éd



"Tomorrow. And she needs to be escorted from thejdiami to the private air
terminal. We would like FBI protection until sheas the plane.”

Jaynes shrugged as if he didn't understand. "Nolgm" he said.
"Anything else?" Sandy asked, rubbing his handsttog as if the fun was about to start.
"Nothing from the government,” Sprawling said.

"Good. Here's what | suggest,” Sandy said, aif ttad a choice. "l have two secretaries
here with PC's. We have already prepared a rougfh @fra settlement agreement and
order of dismissal. It shouldn't take too long &rfmer out the finer points, then you
guys can sign off. | will then drive it over to rolfent, and hopefully within a couple of
hours we'll be finished. Mr. Mast, | suggest yoateat the federal Judge and arrange a
conference call as soon as possible. We'll faxtherorder of dismissal.”

"When do we get the documents and tapes?" askegsay

"If everything gets signed and approved in the fewxthours, you can have them at 5
P.M. today."

"I need a phone," Sprawling said. So did Mast ayhds. They scattered throughout the
suite.

REGULAR INMATES received an hour each day outdotirgias late October, a cool
and cloudy day, and Patrick decided to demanddnstdutional rights. The deputies in
the hallway said no; it had not been authorized.

Patrick called Karl Huskey and got everything apprh He also asked Karl if he could
stop by Rosetti's on Division Street near the Panat pick up a couple of Vancleave
Specials-crabmeat and cheese po'boys-and joindrifarich, outside. Karl said he
would be delighted.

They ate on a wooden bench, not far from a smaht&in and a sad little maple. The
various wings of the hospital surrounded them. Kad brought po'boys for the deputies
as well, and they sat nearby, just out of earshot.

Karl knew nothing of the meeting under way at tbéehsuite, and Patrick didn't tell him.
Parrish was there, and before long he would tedlHtnor.

"What are people saying about me?" Patrick askied bé finished a third of his
sandwich and put it away.

"The gossip has died down. Things are back to nloMaar friends are still your
friends."



"I'm writing letters to some of them. Would you idet them?"

"Of course | will."

"Thanks."

"l hear they caught your lady friend in Miami."

"Yeah. But she'll be out soon. Just a small probleth her passport.”

Huskey took a large bite of his sandwich and chewesllence. He was growing
accustomed to the long quiet intervals in theitatjee. He struggled with what to say
next. Patrick did not.

"The fresh air is nice," he finally said. "Thanks."

"You have a constitutional right to fresh air."

"You ever been to Brazil?"

"No."

"You should go."

"Like you, or with my family?"

"No, no. Go visit sometime."

"The beaches?"

"No. Forget the beaches, and forget the citiestd@be heart of the country, to the open
spaces where the sky is clear and blue, the Bghis the land is beautiful, the people are
gentle and uncomplicated. It's my home, Karl. I'camit to go back there."

"Might be a while."

"Maybe, but | can wait. I'm not Patrick anymore rK®atrick is dead. He was trapped
and unhappy. He was fat and miserable and, thdpkhé went away. I'm Danilo now,
Danilo Silva, a much happier person with a qufetith another country. Danilo can
wait."

And with a beautiful woman and a large fortune,|K@anted to say, but he let it pass.

"How does Danilo get back to Brazil?" Karl asked.

"I'm still working on that."



"Look, Patrick-I1 guess it's okay if | call you Pak and not Danilo.”
"Sure."

"l think it's time for me to step down and give tase to Judge Trussel. Some motions
will soon be due, and rulings will have to be iskué&e done all | can do to help you."

"Are you taking some heat?"

"A little, but nothing that worries me. | don't wato hurt you, and I'm afraid if | keep
your case much longer, people might resent it. yhaty knows we're friends. Hell, you
even picked me as one of your pallbearers."”

"Did | ever thank you for serving?"

"No. You were dead at the time, so don't mentiohlt was fun."

"Yeah, | know."

"Anyway, I've talked to Trussel, and he's readtatee the case. I've also told him about
your heinous injuries, and how important it is you to stay here for as long as possible.
He understands."

"Thanks."

"But you have to be realistic. At some point, yeugonna be put in jail. And you might
be there for a long time."

"Do you think | killed that boy, Karl?"

Karl dropped the remains of his sandwich into a dwadj drank his iced tea. He was not
inclined to lie about this. "It looks suspicioustsE, there were human remains in the car,
so somebody was killed. Second, the FBI has dorexlaaustive computer analysis of all
persons who became missing on or shortly beforeuagp 9, 1992. Pepper is the only
person within three hundred miles who has not lbexamd from."

"But that's not enough to convict me."

"Your question was not about getting a conviction."

"Fine. Do you think | killed him?"

"l don't know what to think, Patrick. I've beenuage for twelve years, and I've seen

people stand before me and confess to crimeshbutstill couldn't believe they
committed. Under the right circumstances, a mandogjust about anything.”



"So you believe it?"
"I don't want to. I'm not sure what | believe."
"You think | could kill someone?"

"No. But | didn't think you could fake your deathdaswipe ninety million bucks either.
Your recent history is full of surprises.”

Another long pause. Karl glanced at his watch.i€ateft him on the bench and walked
slowly around the courtyard.

LUNCH in the Camille Suite was an array of blandds@iches served on plastic trays,
and it was interrupted by a return call from theei@l Judge who had been assigned
Patrick's case four years earlier. The Judge wasimiddle of a trial in Jackson, and
had only a minute. Mast described the cast of ptagssembled in the suite, and the
Judge consented to being placed on a speakerpkaséethen gave a hurried summary
of the proposed agreement. The Judge wanted tdSagaty's version next, and he
delivered it. Sprawling was asked a few questiang, the short phone conference
became a lengthy one. At one point, Sprawlingtledtroom to chat privately with the
Judge. He conveyed the urgent wishes of higheirupéashington to cut the deal with
Mr. Lanigan so bigger fish could be caught. Thegéualso talked privately with T.L.
Parrish, who gave the same assurances that Law@snot walking away, that he would
indeed face the more serious charges, and irkalliood, though no guarantees were
given, spend many years in jail.

The Judge was reluctant to act in such a hurrywiithtpressure from those so intimately
involved with the case, and given the stature o$é¢hpresent in Biloxi, he relented and
agreed to sign the order dismissing all federatggmagainst Patrick. The order was
promptly faxed to him, and he promptly signed id d&axed it back.

As they finished lunch, Sandy left them briefly foguick drive to the hospital. Patrick
was in his room, writing a letter to his mother,emfSandy burst in. "We did it!" He
threw the agreement on Patrick's worktable.

"We got everything we wanted," he said.

"Full dismissal?"

"Yep. The Judge just signed it."

"How much money?"

"Ninety, plus three percent.”



Patrick closed his eyes and clenched his fists.fétiene had just taken a major hit, but
there was plenty left; enough for him and Eva te day settle down somewhere safe and
have a house full of kids. A large house. And miadyg.

They scanned the agreement. Patrick signed it, Slaeidy raced back to the hotel.

THE CROWD had thinned by 2 P.M., when the secondtimg got started. Sandy
welcomed Talbot Mims and his client, a senior VPNorthern Case Mutual named
Shenault, who brought with him two in-house lawyehose names Sandy missed. For
good measure, Mims also brought one of his partametsan associate, both nameless too.
Sandy collected their business cards and escdrégd into the same parlor where the

first meeting had taken place. The court repottt@sk their positions.

Jaynes and Sprawling were next door in the deth@phone to Washington. They had
sent the rest of their entourage down to the casinan hour of leisure, no alcohol.

The squad from Monarch-Sierra was much smalletHasLadd, one of his associates,
and the chief in-house lawyer for the company, @dalittle man named Cohen. Stiff
introductions were made around the room, and tHesgetiled in to listen to Sandy. He
had packets for them, thin folders which he disiigélol and asked them to flip through.
Each contained a copy of the lawsuit filed by R&tegainst the FBI for his injuries, and
each had a set of color pictures of the burns.iifigrance boys had been prepped by
their lawyers, so none of this was a surprise.

Sandy summarized what he had alleged yesterdaythianjuries to his client had not
been inflicted by the FBI because the FBI didmdfPatrick. Stephano did. And
Stephano was working for three clients:

Benny Aricia, Northern Case Mutual, and Monarcha®ieAll three had serious exposure
in a civil liability suit to be filed by Patrick.

"How do you plan to prove this Stephano busineaskRéd Talbot Mims.

"Just a second,” Sandy said. He opened the dobleth#o the den and asked Jaynes if he
had a minute. Jaynes entered the room, and ideshtiimself to the group. With great
pleasure he described in detail the things Stephaddold them about the search for
Patrick; the financing of the consortium, the resgithe tips, the hunt in Brazil, the
plastic surgeon, the boys from Pluto, the capiamd,the torture. Everything. And all

done with money provided by Aricia, Monarch-Sieaad Northern Case Mutual. And

all done solely for their benefit.

It was a dazzling performance, one Jaynes himsgied immensely.

"Any questions for Mr. Jaynes?" Sandy asked ha@slyhe narrative came to a close.



There were none. In the past eighteen hours, mesihenault of Northern Case Mutual
nor Cohen of Monarch-Sierra had been able to datermho in their companies had
authorized the hiring of Jack Stephano. It waskahi they would ever know, now that
tracks were being erased.

Both companies were large and rich, with lots @rsholders and big ad budgets used to
protect their good corporate names. Neither watftischeadache.

"Thank you, Mr. Jaynes," Sandy said.

"I'm next door if you need me," Jaynes said, &ifvould like nothing better than to
return and do some more coffin-nailing.

His presence was baffling and ominous. Why wa$euty Director of the FBI in
Biloxi, and why did he seem so eager to place blamthem?

"Here's the deal,” Sandy said when the door was 4tia simple, quick, non-negotiable.
First, Mr. Shenault, as to Northern Case Mutualirydient's last assault in this little war
is an effort to recoup its two and a half millicaighto Trudy Lanigan. We prefer that you
simply go back home. Dismiss the lawsuit, forgedwbl rudy, let her live in peace. She
has a child to raise, and, besides, most of theegnbas been spent anyway. Dismiss, and
my client will not pursue his claim for personglines against your company."

"Is that all?" Talbot Mims asked in disbelief.

"Yes. That's it."

"Done."

"We'd like a moment to consult,” Shenault said| lséird-faced.

"No we don't,” Mims said to his client. "It's a gtaleal. It's on the table. We take it. Just
like that."

Shenault said, "I'd like to analyze-"

"No," Mims said, bristling at Shenault. "We take ttheal. Now, if you want someone else
to represent you, fine. But as long as I'm yourylanywe're taking the deal, right now."

Shenault went speechless.
"We'll take it," Mims said.
"Mr. Shenault?" Sandy said.

"Uh, sure. | guess we'll agree to it."



"Great. | have a proposed settlement agreemeningat you in the room next door.
Now, if you gentlemen will leave us for a few miest | need to talk with Mr. Ladd and
his client in private.”

Minis led his crew out. Sandy locked the door bdhithrem and turned to address Mr.
Cohen, Hal Ladd, and his associate. "Your deah# different from theirs, I'm afraid.
They get off lightly because there is a divorcs.itessy and complicated, and my client
can use his claim against Northern Case Mutuaistadivantage in the divorce
proceedings. You, unfortunately, are not in thees@asition. They put up a half a
million for Stephano, you put up twice that muclouyhave more liability, more
exposure, and, as we all know, a helluva lot mashdhan Northern Case Mutual.”

"How much do you have in mind?" Cohen asked.

"Nothing for Patrick. He's very concerned, howewatgut the child. She's six, and her
mother burns money. That's one reason Northern Masgal collapsed so quickly-it'll
be very difficult to collect from Mrs. Lanigan. Piak would like a modest amount to go
into a trust fund for the child, money out of thether's reach."

"How much?"

"A quarter of a million. Plus the same amount teexchis legal fees. Total of a half a
million, paid very quietly so your client won't leenbarrassed by those pictures.”

The Coast had a history of generous verdicts iaqrel injury and wrongful death cases.
Hal Ladd had advised Cohen that he could see a-million-dollar verdict against

Aricia and the insurance companies for what wasdorPatrick. Cohen, from California,
certainly understood this. The company was quitéoars to settle and leave town.

"All litigation is dismissed,” Cohen said. "And weay a half a million?"

"That's it."

"We'll do it."

Sandy reached into a file and removed some pafdrave a proposed settlement
agreement, which I'll leave with you." He handegdies to them, and left them.

Thirty-five

PSYCHIATRIST was a friend of Dr. JL Hayani's. Peltts second session with him
lasted for two hours and was as unproductive afirgtelt would be the last.

Patrick asked to be excused, and returned to bis in time for dinner. He ignored most
of it as he watched the evening news. His nameneamentioned. He paced the floor



and spoke to his guards. Sandy had called throughewafternoon with updates, but he
wanted to see documents. He watched "Jeopardytriaado read a thick paperback.

It was almost eight when he heard Sandy spealetguhards and ask how the prisoner
was doing. Sandy enjoyed referring to him as "thsoper."

Patrick met him at the door. His lawyer was exhedisbut smiling. "It's all done," he
said as he handed Patrick a stack of paperwork.

"What about the documents and tapes?”

"We handed them over an hour ago. There must've de®zen FBI agents swarming
around. Jaynes told me they would work throughniggat.”

Patrick took the settlement agreements and sas atdrktable in the corner, under the
television. Carefully, he read every word. Sandyser was fast food from a bag, and
he ate it standing beside the bed, watching mutgly from Australia on ESPN.

"Did they squawk at the half a million?" Patricked, without looking up.

"Not for a minute. Nobody squawked at anything."

"Guess we should've asked for more."

"l think you have enough."”

Patrick flipped a page, then signed his name. "Goodk, Sandy. A masterful job."

"We had a good day. Federal charges are all dischigke litigation is settled. Attorneys'
fees are taken care of. The kid's future is seduwmorrow we'll finish with Trudy.

You're on a roll, Patrick. Too bad you've got ttésd body in your way."

Patrick left the papers on the table and steppéuetavindow, his back to the room. The
shades were open, the window was cracked six inches

Sandy kept eating and watching him. "You have late sometime, Patrick.”
"Tell you what?"

"Well, let's see. Why don't we start with Pepper?"

"Okay. | didn't kill Pepper."

"Did someone else kill Pepper?"

"Not to my knowledge."



"Did Pepper kill himself?"

"Not to my knowledge."

"Was Pepper alive when you disappeared?”

"I think so."

"Dammit, Patrick! I've had a long day! I'm not lmetmood for games."

Patrick turned around and politely said, "Please,td/ell. There are cops out there,
straining to hear every word. Sit down."

"l don't want to sit down."
"Please.”
"l can hear better standing up. I'm listening."

Patrick shut the window, pulled the shades, chethkedocked door, and turned off the
television. He resumed his customary position arbleid, sitting, with the sheet pulled to
his waist. Once situated, he said, in a low volcknew Pepper. He came to the cabin
one day asking for food. It was just before Chrestrof '91. He told me he lived in the
woods most of the time. | cooked bacon and egghkiforand he ate like a refugee. He
stuttered, and was very shy and uncomfortable aroug Obviously, | was intrigued.
Here was this kid, he said he was seventeen bkétbgounger, who was reasonably
clean and dressed and had a family twenty miley aye lived in the woods. | made

him talk. | asked about his family, and got the stty. When he finished eating, he was
ready to go. | offered him a place to sleep, bubhkested on returning to his campsite.

"The next day, | was deer hunting, alone, and Pejpaeked me down. He showed me

his little tent and sleeping bag. He had cookirensils, an ice chest, a lantern, a shotgun.
He said he hadn't been home in two weeks. Saichbiker had a new boyfriend, who

was the worst one in years. | followed him deep thie woods to a deer stand he'd found.
An hour later, | killed a ten-point buck, my biggeser. He said he knew the woods
inside and out, and offered to show me the besegléo hunt.

"A couple of weeks later, | was back at the cabife with Trudy was unbearable, and
she and | both lived for the weekends so | couddéde Pepper showed up not long after |
arrived. | cooked a stew and we ate like hogs-ldradppetite back then. He said he'd
gone home for three days, and left after a fighhwis mother. The more he talked, the
less he stuttered. | told him | was a lawyer anfdigelong he told me his legal troubles.
His last job had been pumping gas at a statiorugetale. Some money came up
missing from the cash register. Because everybuoalyght he was retarded, they blamed



it on him. He, of course, had nothing to do witHtitvas another very good reason to
stay in the woods. | promised to check into thetenat

"And so the setup began,” Sandy said.
"Something like that. We saw each other a few ntiames in the woods."
"It was getting close to February ninth."

"Yes, it was, | told Pepper that the cops were abmarrest him. This was a lie. | hadn't
made a single call. Couldn't afford to. But the enave talked, the more convinced |
became that he knew something about the missingmdie was scared, and leaning
heavily on me. We discussed his options, one otlwhias to simply disappear.”

"Gee, that sounds familiar."

"He hated his mother. Cops were after him. He wesaaed boy who couldn't live in the
woods for the rest of his life. He liked the iddagoing out West and working as a
hunting guide in the mountains. We hatched a plamatched the newspapers until | saw
this terrible story of a high school sophomoreiggtkilled in a train wreck outside New
Orleans. His name was Joey Palmer; had a niceigeirey to it. | called a forger in
Miami, who got Joey's Social Security number, ares!-within four days | had a nice
set of papers for Pepper. Louisiana driver's lieenemplete with a very close photo,
Social Security number, birth certificate, everaagport.”

"You make it sound so easy."

"No, it's easier than | make it sound. Just taki#fle@ cash and some imagination. Pepper
liked his new papers, and loved the idea of ridifgus off to the mountains. No kidding,
Sandy, the kid had no hesitation whatsoever aleawvimng his mother in the dark. There
was not one trace of concern."”

"Your kinda guy."

"Yeah, well, anyway, on Sunday, February ninth-"

"The date of your death."

"Yes, as | recall it now. | drove Pepper to theyBimind bus station in Jackson. | gave
him every opportunity to turn back, but he was deteed. No, he was excited. The poor
kid had never left the state of Mississippi. Jastide to Jackson was a thrill. | made it
clear that he could never come back, under anymistances. He never mentioned his

mother. Three hours in the car, and he never megdidis mother."

"Where was he headed?"



"I'd located a logging camp north of Eugene, Oregaoml I'd checked the bus routes and
schedules. | wrote it all down for him, then weqtieed it a dozen times on the way to
the bus station. | gave him two thousand dollarsash, and dropped him off two blocks
from the bus station. It was almost 1 P.M., anduldn't run the risk of being seen. The
last time | saw Pepper he was jogging away witméeson his face and a stuffed
backpack slung over his shoulder.”

"His shotgun and camping gear were found in théencab

"Where else could he put it?"

"Just another piece of the puzzle.”

"Of course. | wanted them to think Pepper burnethupe car.”

"Where is he now?"

"l don't know, and it's not important.”

"That's not what | asked, Patrick."

"It's not important, really.”

"Stop playing games with me, dammit. If | ask agjioa, then | deserve an answer."”
"Il give an answer when | feel like it."

"Why are you so evasive with me?"

Sandy's voice was louder, and edgy, and Patrickgzha moment to let him calm down.
They both breathed slower, both tried to get a.grip

"I'm not being evasive, Sandy," Patrick said evenly

"The hell you're not. | fight like hell to solve emiddle, and ten more mysteries hit me in
the face. Why can't you tell me everything?"

"Because you don't need to know everything."

"It would certainly be nice."

"Really? When was the last time a criminal defendald you everything?"
"Funny, I don't think of you as a criminal.”

"Then what am 1?"



"A friend, maybe."
"Your job will be easier if you think of me as arocmal.”

Sandy lifted the settlement agreements from thie tahd started for the door. "I'm tired
and I'm going to rest. I'll be back tomorrow, amdiyl tell me everything."

He opened the door and left.

THE TAIL had first been noticed two days earlier®yy as they were leaving a casino.
A familiar face turned away a little too quicklyh@n a car followed them a bit too
aggressively. Guy had experience in such mattacsha mentioned it to Benny, who
happened to be driving. "It's gotta be the fedsiy Gad said. "Who else would care?"

They made plans to leave Biloxi. The phone lineseveisconnected in the rented condo.
They sent the other boys away.

They waited until dark. Guy left in one car, headadt to Mobile, where he would spend
the. night watching his rear and then catch a pianiee morning. Benny went west,
along the Coast on Highway 90, then across Lakelirotrain into New Orleans, a city
he knew well. He watched closely, but saw nothiagibd him. He ate oysters in the
French Quarter, then caught a cab to the airpatlétv to Memphis, then to O'Hare,
where he hid most of the night in an airport lourifgen on to New York at dawn.

The FBI was in Boca Raton, watching his home. Hiedsh live-in was still there. She
would bolt soon, they figured, and be much easidoltow.

Thirty-six

NO RELEASE had ever gone as smoothly. Eva walkeabilne detention center a free
woman at 8:30 A.M., in the same jeans and buttomAdshe'd worn into the place. The
guards were nice; the clerks were surprisinglycedfit; the supervisor even wished her
well. Mark Birck whisked her to his car, a handsasteeJaguar he'd scrubbed inside and
out for the occasion, and nodded to their two @sctfhose are FBI agents,” he said to
her, pointing with his head at two gentlemen waifima car nearby.

"l thought we were through with them," she said.

"Not quite."

"Am | supposed to wave hello or something?"



"No. Just get in the car." He opened the door & blosed it gently, for a second
admired the fresh wax job on the long, sloping haben scampered around to the
driver's side.

"Here's a letter faxed to me from Sandy McDermdtg'said as he cranked the engine
and backed away. "Open it."

"Where are we going?" she asked.

"To the airport, general aviation. There's a sipevaiting for you there."
"To take me where?"

"New York."

"And then to where?"

"London, on the Concorde."

They were on a busy street, with the FBI agentsioethem. "Why are they behind us?"
she asked.

"Protection."

She closed her eyes and rubbed her forehead, anghtof Patrick in his small room at
the hospital, bored, with little to do but thinkgfces to send her. Then she noticed the
car phone. "May 1?" she said, lifting it.

"Sure." Birck was driving carefully, watching higmors as if he were chauffeuring the
President.

Eva called Brazil and, switching to her native toaghad a tearful reunion with her
father, via satellite. He was well, and so was Bwth were liberated, though she didn't
tell him where she'd spent the last three daysn&pging wasn't such a harsh ordeal after
all, he joked. He had been treated superbly; mitgle bruise. She promised to be home
soon. Her legal work in the United States was atrawsr, and she was very homesick.

Birck listened without trying to, though he couldmderstand a word. When she hung
up and finished wiping her eyes, he said, "Theeesame phone numbers in the letter, in
case you get stopped again by customs. The FBIftekits alert, and they've agreed to
allow you to travel under your passport for thetreven days."

She listened but said nothing.

"There's also a phone number in London, if somegthappens at Heathrow."



She finally opened the letter. It was from Sandyhts letterhead. Things were
proceeding nicely, and rapidly, in Biloxi. Call hiat the hotel suite when she arrived at
JFK. He would have further instructions.

In other words, he would tell her things Mr. Birc&re shouldn't hear.

They arrived at the busy general aviation termamathe north side of Miami
International. The agents stayed with their caBiask escorted her inside. The pilots
were waiting. They pointed to a handsome littlepgtked just outside, ready to take her
anywhere she wanted. "Take me to Rio," she aln@dt ¥lease, Rio."

She shook hands with Birck, thanked him for beiogise, and boarded her flight. No
luggage. Not a stitch of extra clothing. Patrickuebpay dearly for this. Let her get to
London; give her a day along Bond and Oxford. Shalte more clothes than this little
jet could carry.

AT SUCH an early hour, J. Murray looked especitiigd and disheveled. He managed
to grunt a hello to the secretary who opened tlog,dnd he said yes to coffee, strong
and black. Sandy greeted him, took his wrinklea®aand showed him to a parlor
where they sat and reviewed the property settlemgmement.

"This is much better,” Sandy said when he finisfieddy had already signed off on the
deal. J. Murray couldn't endure another visit biydred her slimy gigolo. She and Lance
had fought yesterday in his office. J. Murray haémdoing dirty divorces for years, and
he'd bet good money that Lance's days were numb&hedfinancial strain was gnawing
at Trudy.

"We'll sign it," Sandy said.

"Why wouldn't you? You're getting everything yount&

"It's a fair settlement, under the circumstances."

"Yeah, yeah."

"Look, Murray, there's been a significant developtriavolving your client and her
lawsuit with Northern Case Mutual.”

"Do tell."

"Yes, there's a lot of background which is realby relevant to your client, but the
bottom line is this: Northern Case Mutual has agiteedrop its lawsuit against Trudy."

J. Murray just sat there for a few seconds, therbbttom lip slowly departed from his
top. Was this a joke?



Sandy reached for some papers, a copy of thersettieagreement with Northern Case
Mutual. He had already blacked out sensitive panatys, but there was plenty for J.
Murray to read.

"You're kidding," he mumbled as he took the agradgnitde scanned past the blackened
lines without the least bit of curiosity, and catoehe heart of the matter, two paragraphs
beautifully untouched by censors. He read clearpaadise language which called for the
immediate dismissal of the lawsuit against hisntlie

He didn't care why it was happening. An impenetrabiroud of mystery surrounded
Patrick, and he wasn't about to start asking questi

"What a pleasant surprise,” he said.

"l thought you'd like it."

"She keeps everything?"

"Everything she has left."

J. Murray read it again, slowly. "Can | keep thie@"asked.

"No. It's confidential. But a motion to dismiss Mok filed today, and I'll fax you a copy."
"Thanks."

"There's one other item," Sandy said. He hand&tudray a copy of the Monarch-Sierra
settlement, equally as censored. "Look on page third paragraph.”

J. Murray read the sentences establishing a wust funded to the tune of two hundred
and fifty thousand dollars, for the benefit oflétAshley Nicole Lanigan. Sandy
McDermott would act as trustee. The money was todeel only for the health and
education of the child, and any unused funds wbelgaid to the child upon her thirtieth
birthday.

"l don't know what to say." But he was already kimig of how this might play back in
his office.

Sandy waved him off as if it were nothing.
"Anything else?" J. Murray asked with a bright smiAny more goodies?
"That's it. The divorce is settled. It's been aplee."

They shook hands and J. Murray left, his step guiitker. He rode the elevator alone,
his mind racing wildly. He'd tell her how he'd péalhardball with the rascals, how he'd



finally just had it up to here with their outragesaemands, how he had barged into the
meeting and threatened a vicious trial unless yielged and made concessions. He had
tried many such cases, was in fact known to beegudourtroom brawler.

Damn the adultery charges! Damn the nudie pictufestlient was wrong but was still
entitled to fairness. There was a poor innocerti¢biprotect here!

He'd tell her how they'd broken and run in fulreett. He had demanded a trust fund for

the child, and Patrick had collapsed under the meaf his own guilt. Here, they insisted,
take a quarter of a million dollars.

And he'd fight like hell, fight them forever to peat the assets of his client, who had
done nothing wrong by taking the two point five lioih. Out of fear, they had folded and
scrambled to find a way to save Trudy's money. &uetails were murky at the moment,
but he had an hour's worth of driving to work oe #tory.

By the time he got to his office, it would be a miigent victory.

EYEBROWS WERE RAISED at the Concorde counter at BEBause she had no
luggage. A supervisor was called and a huddle ehasd-va fought to control her nerves.
She couldn't take another arrest. She loved Patrigkthis was far above and beyond the
call of romance. Not long ago she'd had a promisarger as a lawyer in a city she loved.
Then Patrick came along.

Suddenly there were warm British smiles everywh8he was directed to the Concorde
lounge, where she had coffee and called Sandy'®auim Biloxi.

"Are you okay?" he asked when he heard her voice.

"I'm fine, Sandy. I'm at JFK, en route to Londorawis Patrick?"

"Wonderful. We've cut the deal with the federak#of

"How much?"

"A hundred and thirteen million," he replied, andit®d to hear a response. Patrick had
been perfectly noncommittal when he'd been toldsthe of the repayment. She followed
the same script.

"When?" was all she said.

"I'll have instructions when you get to London. Téie a room at the Four Seasons in the
name of Leah Pires."

"That's me again."



"Call me when you get there?"

"Tell Patrick 1 still love him, even after going fail."
"I'll see him tonight. Be careful.”

"Thanks."

WITH SUCH HEAVYWEIGHTS in town, Mast couldn't resithe opportunity to

impress them. The evening before, after they hieeht@ossession of the documents and
tapes, he'd arranged for his staff to call everyniver of the sitting grand jury and inform
them of an emergency session. With five of hisséast U.S. attorneys, he had worked
with the FBI in scouring and indexing the documehls had left his office at three in the
morning, and returned five hours later.

The federal grand jury meeting was at noon, witithuprovided. Hamilton Jaynes
decided to hang around long enough to sit throygisidid Sprawling from the Attorney
General's office. Patrick would be the only witness

Pursuant to their agreement, he was not transporteaindcuffs. He was hidden in the
back of an unmarked Bureau car, and sneaked thraggte door of the federal
courthouse in Biloxi. Sandy was at his side. Pltwore large khakis, sneakers, a
sweatshirt; clothing Sandy had purchased for himwds pale and thin, but walked with
no visible impairment. Actually, Patrick felt great

The sixteen grand jurors sat around a long, sgabte, so that at least half of them had
their back to the door when Patrick walked throwgfin a smile. Those not facing him
quickly turned around. Jaynes and Sprawling satgorner, intrigued by their first
glimpse of Mr. Lanigan.

Patrick sat at the end of the table, in a chaidusewitnesses, and seized the moment.
He needed little prodding from Mast to tell hisrgtoor at least some of it. He was
relaxed and lively, in part because this paneldowal longer touch him. He had managed
to free himself of the tentacles of any federal.law

He started with the law firm, the partners, tha&rgonalities, clients, work habits, and
slowly built his way to Aricia.

Mast stopped him, and handed over a document vattick identified as the contract
between the firm and Aricia. It was four pages ldmgt could be reduced to a basic
agreement of the firm getting one third of anythiricia got by filing his claim against
Platt & Rockland Industries.

"And how did you get this?" Mast asked.

"Mr. Bogan's secretary typed it. Our computers weterfaced. | simply pulled it off."



"Is that why this copy is unsigned?"
"That's correct. The original is probably in Mr. dgm's file."
"Did you have access to Mr. Bogan's office?"

"Limited," Patrick answered, and explained Bogaealousness for secrecy. That led to
a digression about access to the other offices, tthéhe fascinating story of Patrick’s
adventures in the world of sophisticated survediarBecause he was very suspicious of
Aricia, he set out to gather as much informatiop@ssible. He educated himself on
electronic surveillance. He monitored the othersR&the firm. He listened for gossip.
He quizzed secretaries and paralegals. He wenighrthe wastepaper in the copy room.
He worked odd hours in hopes of finding open doors.

After two hours, Patrick asked for a soft drink.¢ldeclared a fifteen-minute break. The
time had gone so fast because the audience wasiadh

When the witness returned from the rest room, Hegtfed in quickly, anxious to hear
more. Mast asked some questions about the claimsdlatt & Rockland, and Patrick
described it in general terms. "Mr. Aricia was gquskillful. He set up a scheme for
double billing, yet was able to pass the blameogpetople in the home office. He was the
secret moving force behind the cost overruns.”

Mast placed a stack of documents at Patrick's sldg¢ook one, and with only a glance
knew everything about it. "This is a sample offik&tious labor New Coastal Shipyards
was paid for. It's a computerized labor summaryofoe week in June of 1988. It lists
eighty-four employees, all bogus names, and gives wages for the week. The total is
seventy-one thousand dollars.”

"How were these names selected?" asked Mast.

"At the time, there were eight thousand employédédeav Coastal. They selected real
names that were common-Jones, Johnson, Miller,rGM®@ung- and changed the first
initial."

"How much labor was falsified?"

"According to Aricia's filing, it was nineteen mdh dollars over a four-year period."
"Did Mr. Aricia know it was falsified?"

"Yes, he implemented the scheme."

"And how do you know this?"



"Where are the tapes?"

Mast handed him a sheet of paper on which the tajp@ger sixty conversations had
been cataloged. Patrick studied it for a minutehifik it's tape number seventeen," he
said. The assistant U.S. attorney in charge obthxeof tapes produced number seventeen,
and inserted it into a player in the center oftdise.

Patrick said, "This is Doug Vitrano talking to

Jimmy Havarac, two of the partners, in Vitrano%cef on May 3, 1991."

The player was turned on, and they waited for thiees.

FIRST VOICE: How do you pad nineteen million dadlan bogus labor?

"That's Jimmy Havarac," Patrick said quickly.

SECOND VOICE: It wasn't difficult.

"And that's Doug Vitrano," Patrick said.

VITRANO: The labor was running fifty million a yedfor four years it was over two
hundred million. So they were just tacking on agercent increase. It got lost in the
paperwork.

HAVARAC: And Aricia knew about it?

VITRANO: Knew about it? Hell, he implemented it.

HAVARAC: Come on, Doug.

VITRANO: It's all bogus, Jimmy. Every aspect of blaim is bogus. The labor, the
inflated invoices, the double and triple billing fexpensive hardware. Everything. Aricia
planned this from the beginning, and he just hapgea work for a company with a long
history of screwing the government. He knew howadbtepany worked. He knew how
the Pentagon worked. And he was shrewd enought tgpsbe scheme.

HAVARAC: Who told you this?

VITRANO: Bogan. Aricia's told Bogan everything. Bags told the Senator everything.
We keep our mouths shut and play along, and wkbkamillionaires.

The voices went silent as the tape, well edite@atyick years ago, came to the end.

The grand jurors stared at the tape player.



"Could we hear some more?" one of them asked.
Mast shrugged and looked at Patrick, who saidyifikthat's a marvelous idea."

With Patrick's play-by-play commentary and somesiroelorful analysis, it took almost
three hours to listen to the tapes. The Closetwagsesaved for last, and played four
times before the grand jurors would let it go. &t shey ordered dinner from a nearby
deli.

At seven, Patrick was allowed to leave.

While they ate, Mast discussed some of the moliededocuments. He addressed the
various federal laws involved. With the voiceslué trooks captured so vividly on the
tapes, the conspiracy was laid bare.

At eight-thirty, the grand jury voted unanimoustyindict Benny Aricia, Charles Bogan,
Doug Vitrano, Jimmy Havarac, and Ethan Rapley @rspiring to commit fraud under
the False Claims Act. If convicted, each could fapdo ten years, and be fined up to
five hundred thousand dollars.

Senator Harris Nye was named as an unindicted nspt@tor, a temporary designation
that would most likely change for the worse. SpmagylJaynes, and Maurice Mast
fashioned a strategy of first indicting the smafish, then pressuring them to cut a deal
and squeal on the big one. They would aggresspyelgfter Rapley and Havarac because
of their hatred of Charles Bogan.

The grand jury adjourned at nine. Mast met withith®. Marshal, and planned the
arrests for early the next morning. Jaynes andv@jrg found late flights from New
Orleans back to D.C.

Thirty-seven

HANDLED a car wreck once, just after | joined therf. It happened on 49, up in Stone
County, near Wiggins. Our clients were going nevtten a flatbed truck pulled out from
a county road, right in front of them. A big wredlree people were in our car, the
driver was killed, his wife was severely injuredid in the backseat had a broken leg.
The flatbed truck was owned by a paper companwilygasured, and so the case had
potential. They gave it to me, and | jumped in ghpghecause | was new. There was no
doubt the truck was at fault, but its driver, whasaot hurt, claimed our car was
speeding. This became the big issue-how fast wadead driver going? My accident
reconstructionist estimated his speed at sixtysrpler hour, which was not too bad. The
highway was posted for fifty-five; everybody do@demst sixty. My clients were driving
to Jackson to visit family, and were in no hurry.

"The accident reconstructionist hired by the treighSurance company estimated my
guy's speed at seventy-five, and this, of courseildive seriously hurt our case. Any



jury will frown on twenty miles over the speed limiVe found a witness, an old man
who was either the second or third person on teeesdHis name was Mr. Clovis
Goodman, age eighty-one, blind in one eye and ctudde out of the other.”

"Seriously?" Sandy asked.

"No, but his vision was somewhat impaired. He walsdsiving, and on that day he was
puttering down the highway in his 1968 Chevrolekpp when our car passed him. Then,
just over the next hill, old Clovis happened uploa wreck. Clovis was a very tender old
man, lived alone, no close family, forgotten andlaeted, and seeing this horrible
accident moved him deeply. He tried to help théiwis, and hung around for a while,
then he left. He didn't say anything to anybody wée too upset. He told me later he
didn't sleep for a week.

"Anyway, we got word that one of the later arrivia& actually videoed the accident
scene while the ambulances and cops and fire teks there. Traffic was backed up,
people were bored, and, hell, they'll video anyghso we borrowed the tape. A paralegal
analyzed it and took down all the license plate bers. Then he found the owners,

trying to find witnesses. That's how we found Céo\He said he practically saw the
wreck, but was too upset to talk about it. | asked if | could come out for a visit, and

he said yes.

"Clovis lived in the country, out from Wiggins, amsmall white-frame house he and his
wife had built back

before the war. She had been dead for many yeatsa&his only child, a son who'd
gone astray. He had two grandchildren; one live@alifornia and the other near
Hattiesburg. He hadn't seen either in years. hkxdall this within the first hour. Clovis
was a lonely old man, gruff at first, as if he didrust lawyers and resented wasting time,
but not long into the first visit he was boilingthwater for instant coffee and telling
family secrets. We sat on the porch, in rockingrshaith a dozen old cats swarming
under our feet, and talked about everything buitrexk. Fortunately, it was a Saturday,
so | could waste time and not worry about the effide was a wonderful storyteller. The
Depression was a favorite topic, as was the waerAf couple of hours, | finally
mentioned the car wreck, and he went quiet andddgained and informed me softly
that he just couldn't talk about it yet. Said hewrsomething important, but it wasn't the
right time. | asked him how fast he was driving wiwair car went by. He said he never
got above fifty. | asked him if he could estimatahfast our car was going, and he just
shook his head.

"Two days later, | stopped by late one afternoowl, &e settled back on the porch for
another round of war stories. Promptly at six, @maid he was hungry, said
furthermore that he loved catfish, and asked ibuld like to join him for dinner. | was
single at the time, and so Clovis and | left famrér. | drove, of course, and he talked.
We had greasy catfish at six bucks for all you &an Clovis ate real slow, his chin just
inches above the pile of fish. The waitress pufctieck on the table and Clovis never



saw it. It sat there for ten minutes. He kept tagkivith a mouthful of hush puppies. |
figured the dinner was money well spent if Clowsrecame through with his testimony.
We eventually left, and driving back to his housealmnounced he needed a beer, just one
beer for his bladder, and at that moment we juspéaed to be nearing a country store. |
parked. He didn't move, and so | bought the ber\We drove and drank, and he said
he'd like to show me where he grew up. It wasn'av@ay, he said. One county road led
to the next, and after twenty minutes | had no idbare | was. Clovis couldn't see very
well. He needed another beer, also for his bladdesked directions from a store clerk,
and Clovis and | set sail again. He pointed thig ad that, and we finally found the
town of Necaise Crossing in Hancock County. Oncdaued it, he said we could turn
around. He forgot the part about his childhood hovhere beer. More directions from
the store clerks.

"When we got near his house, | realized where wewand | started asking questions
about the car wreck. He said it was still too palind talk about. | helped him into the
house and he fell onto the sofa, snoring. It wasat midnight. This went on for about a
month. Rocking on the front porch. Catfish on Tw@assd Road trips for his bladder. The
insurance policy had limits of two million. Our eawas worth every bit of that, and,
though Clovis didn't know it, his testimony wastgef more crucial by the day. He
assured me no one else had contacted him aboatdtigent, so it was critical that | nall
down his facts before the insurance boys found"him.

"How much time had passed since the accident?"\sasked.

"Four or five months. | finally pressed him one daipold him that we had reached an
important point in the lawsuit, and it was time Fam to answer some questions. He said
he was ready. | asked him how fast our car wasggaimen it passed him. He said it sure
was awful, seeing those people hurt like that,leedsand bleeding, especially the little
boy. The poor old man had tears in his eyes. Arfemutes later, | asked him again,
'Clovis, can you estimate how fast the car wasguihen it passed you?' He said he sure
would like to help the family. | said they wouldrtaenly appreciate that. And then he
looked me square in the eyes, and said, 'How fagbd think it was going?'

"l said that in my opinion it was going about fifiye miles an hour. Clovis said, 'Then
that's what it was. Fifty-five miles an hour. | wdaing fifty, and they just barely eased
past me.'

"We went to trial, and Clovis Goodman was the mésiess I've ever seen. He was old,
humble, but wise and thoroughly believable. Thg jgnored all the fancy accident
reconstruction testimony and hung their verdicGCdovis. They gave us two point three
million dollars.

"We kept in touch. | did his will for him. He didriiave much; just the house and six

acres, seven thousand dollars in the bank. Wheliwelde he wanted everything sold and
the money given to the Daughters of the Confedendoy one relative was mentioned in
his will. The grandson in California had been gmeawenty years. The granddaughter



in Hattiesburg hadn't made contact since he redeawvenvitation to her high school
graduation in 1968. He neither attended nor sgift.aHe seldom mentioned them, but |
knew Clovis longed for some connection with his ifgm

"He got sick and couldn't live by himself, so | neavhim into a nursing home in Wiggins.
| sold his house and farm, and handled all of inigrfcial affairs. At the time, | was his
only friend. | sent him cards and gifts, and evane | went to Hattiesburg or Jackson |
would stop and visit for as long as | could. Atdeance a month, | would go get him and
take him to the Catfish Cabin. Then we'd take a to@. After a beer or two he'd start
with his stories. | took him fishing one day, jus¢ and Clovis in a boat for eight hours,
and I've never laughed so hard in my life.

"He caught pneumonia in November of '91, and alrdast. It scared him. We fixed his
will again. He wanted to leave some of the monelyisdocal church, the rest to the
remnants of the Confederacy. He picked out his temp@lot, made his burial
arrangements. | brought up the idea of a livind, w8t he wouldn't be kept alive by
machines. He liked it, and he insisted that | b&gieted as the person to pull the plug,
in consultation with his doctors, of course. Clowiss tired of the nursing home, tired of
the loneliness, tired of life. He said his hearswight with God, and he was ready to go.

"The pneumonia came back with a fury in early Jano&'92. | had him transferred to
the hospital here in Biloxi so | could watch hinwént by every day, and | was the only
visitor old Clovis ever had. No other friends. Ndatives. No minister. Not one single
person but me. He deteriorated slowly, and it becapparent he would never leave. He
lapsed into a coma, never to return. They put mma oespirator, and after about a week
of that the doctors said he was brain dead. Wegelhgad three doctors, read his living
will together, then turned off the respirator.”

"What day was it?" Sandy asked.

"February 6, 1992."

Sandy exhaled, closed his eyes tightly, and sl@hktyok his head.

"He didn't want a church service because he kneaneowvould come. We buried him in
a cemetery outside Wiggins. | was there, as a @aldy. Three old widows from the
church were there, crying, but you got the imp@sshey had cried over every burial in
Wiggins in the past fifty years. The minister wasre, and he dragged with him five
elderly deacons to act as pallbearers. Two othks fwere there, for a total of twelve.
After a brief service, Clovis was laid to rest."

"It was a pretty light casket, wasn't it?" Sandylsa

"Yes it was."

"Where was Clovis?"



"His spirit was rejoicing with the saints."
"Where was his body?"

"On the porch of my cabin, in a freezer.”
"You sick puppy.”

"l didn't kill anybody, Sandy. Old Clovis was singiwith the angels when his remains
got burned up. | figured he wouldn't mind."

"You have an excuse for everything, don't you, iEle®

Patrick's legs hung from the side of his bed. et fvere six inches from the floor. He
didn't respond.

Sandy paced around a bit, then leaned on the M&hvas only slightly relieved to learn
his friend had not killed anyone. The thought ofriinig a corpse seemed almost as
repulsive.

"Let's hear the rest of it,” Sandy said. "I'm syoe have everything mapped out.”
"I've had time to think about it, yes."
"I'm listening."

"There's a Mississippi penal statute on grave-$iagc but it wouldn't apply to me. |
didn't steal Clovis from the grave. | took him frdmis casket. There's another statute
dealing with mutilating a corpse, and it's the ooe Parrish can stick on me. It's a
felony, and carries up to one year in jail. | figuhat if that's all they can use, then
Parrish will push very hard for the one year."

"He can't let you walk away."

"No, he can't. But here's the catch. He won't kataut Clovis unless | tell him, but |
have to tell him before he'll drop the murder cleartgNow, telling him about Clovis is
one thing, but testifying in court is another. Ha't make me testify in court if he tries
me for mutilation. He'll be pressured to try me omething, because, as you say, he
can't allow me to walk away. He can try me, but&e't convict me because I'm the only
witness and there's no way to prove the burned b@dythat of Clovis."

"Parrish is screwed from all sides."

"Correct. The federal charges are gone, and whedragethis bomb Parrish will feel
enormous heat to nail me for something. Otherwisalk."



"So what's the plan?"

"Simple. We take the pressure off Parrish and allowto save face. You go to Clovis'
grandchildren, tell them the truth, offer them sam@ney. They'll certainly have the
right to sue me once the truth is known, and youassume they'll do it. Their suit isn't
worth much because they ignored the old man matstenf lives, but it's a safe bet they'll
sue anyway. We cut them off at the pass. We seittethem quietly, and in return for
the money they agree to pressure Parrish not &5 tearges.”

"You scheming bastard."

"Thank you. Why won't it work?"

"Parrish can prosecute you regardless of the fasniishes."

"But he won't because he can't convict me. The wgmenario for Parrish is to take me to
trial and lose. It's much safer for him to hit theck door now, use the family as an
excuse, and avoid the embarrassment of losingrepnofile case."

"Is this what you've been thinking about for thetdaur years?"

"It has crossed my mind, yes."

Sandy began pacing along the foot of the bed, gettught, his mind clicking away
and trying to keep up with his client's. "We hawgive Parrish something,” he said,
almost to himself, still walking.

"I'm more concerned with myself than Parrish," iB&tsaid.

"It's not just Parrish. It's the system, Patri¢kidu walk away, then you've effectively
bought your way out of jail. Everybody looks bad pau."

"Maybe I'm only concerned with me."
"So am |. But you can't humiliate the system angeexto ride off into the sunset.”

"Nobody made Parrish run and get a capital mumticiment. He could've waited a
week or two. No one made him announce it to thegrehave no sympathy for him."

“Neither do I. But this is a hard sell, Patrick."
"Then I'll make it a bit easier. I'll plead guilty the mutilation, but with no jail time. Not

one single day. I'll go to court, plead guilty, pajine, let Parrish get credit for a
conviction, but then I'm outta here."



"You'll be a convicted felon."

"No, I'll be free. Who in Brazil will care if | get slap on the wrist?"

Sandy stopped the pacing and sat on the bed basndéSo you'll go back to Brazil?"
"It's home, Sandy."

"And the girl?"

"We'll either have ten kids, or eleven. We havdatided."

"How much money will you have?"

"Millions. You gotta get me out of here, Sandyakk another life to live."

A nurse barged through the door, flipped on a Igyltch, and said, "It's eleven o'clock,
Patty. Visiting hours are over.” She touched hmusdter. "You okay, sweetie?"

"I'm fine."

"You need anything?"

"No thanks."

She left as fast as she came. Sandy picked upibfsdse. "Patty?" he said.
Patrick shrugged.

"Sweetie?"

Another shrug.

Sandy thought of something else when he got taldloe. "A quick question. When you
drove the car off the road, where was Clovis?"

"Same place as always. Strapped in the passesgat'd put a beer between his legs and
wished him farewell. He had a smile on his face."”

Thirty-eight

BY 10 A.M. in London, the wiring instructions fdne return of the loot had not yet
arrived. Eva left her hotel and took a long walkra Piccadilly. With no particular
destination and no schedule, she drifted with tbevd, gazed at the store windows, and
enjoyed life on the sidewalk. Three days in solitaad sharpened her appreciation for
the sounds and voices of people hurrying aboutchwwas a warm goat cheese salad in



the corner of a crowded ancient pub. She absoheetight, happy voices of people who
had no clue as to who she was. And they didn't care

Patrick had told her his first year in Sao Pauls wlien exhilarating because not a single
person knew his name. Sitting in the pub, shenfielte like Leah Pires than Eva Miranda.

She began shopping on Bond Street, first for tlressties-undergarments and perfume-
but before long it was Armani and Versace and Chavith little regard for price. She
was a very wealthy woman at the moment.

IT WOULD have been simpler, and certainly less dracn to wait until nine and arrest
them at the office. But then their work habits weratic, and one, Rapley, seldom left
home.

A predawn raid was chosen. So what if it scarechthad humiliated them in front of
their families. So what if the neighbors were drawithe commotion. Catch ‘em while
they're sleeping or in the shower, that would lgeltbst tactic.

Charles Bogan answered the door in his pajamashegahn crying quietly when a U.S.
Marshal, a man he knew, produced handcuffs. Bogdrdst his family, so at least he
was spared some of the shame.

Doug Vitrano's wife answered the door and was imately hostile. She slammed it in
the faces of two young FBI agents, who waited pé#ijeas she ran upstairs to get her
husband out of the shower. Thankfully, the kidsenesleep when they put Doug in the
back of the car, handcuffed like a common crimiaal] left her on the front steps in her
nightgown, cursing them and crying at the same.time

As usual, Jimmy Havarac had gone to bed blind damkthe doorbell proved
inadequate. They called him from a cell phone ag #at in his driveway, and he was
eventually aroused and arrested.

Ethan Rapley was in the attic when the sun roseking on a brief, oblivious to day or
time. He heard nothing below. His wife was awakemgthe knocking on the door, and
she climbed the steps to deliver the bad newst, Birsugh, she hid his gun. He kept it in
a drawer in his dresser. He looked for it twicdasearched for the right pair of socks.
But he wouldn't ask her for it. He was afraid steald tell him where it was.

The lawyer who founded the Bogan firm had been ptedhto the federal bench thirteen
years earlier. He had been nominated by Senatorafykeonce he left the firm Charles
took over. The firm had strong connections withfigk sitting federal judges, and so it
was no surprise that the phones were ringing eeérd the partners were reunited at the
jail. At eight-thirty, they were transported in segte cars to the federal courthouse in
Biloxi for a hastily arranged appearance beforent@rest federal Magistrate.



Cutter was irritated by the speed and ease witlelwBogan pulled strings. While he
didn't expect the four to stay in jail pending theials, neither could he accept the
sudden hearing before a Magistrate barely out df Aad so Cutter tipped the local
newspaper, and then he tipped the TV station.

The paperwork was prepared and signed quickly tlaadour left the courthouse, on foot,
unshackled, free to walk the three blocks to tb#ices. They were followed by a large,
clumsy boy fumbling with a minicam and a young,egreeporter who wasn't sure what
the story was, but had been told it was huge. Nnaents from the stern faces. They
made it to their office building on Vieux Marchendalocked the door behind them.

Charles Bogan went straight to the phone to cellSbnator.

THE PRIVATE INVESTIGATOR, the one recommended byre&, found the woman
in less than two hours, using nothing but the ph&te lived in Meridian, two hours
north and east of Biloxi. Her name was Deena Fosiadl she ran the deli and worked
the second cash register of a brand-new convensnoe on the edge of town.

Sandy found the place and walked inside. He preignol admire a fresh rack of fried
chicken breasts and deep-fried potato logs whilsumeeyed the employees hustling
behind the counters. A wide, squatty woman witlsted hair and a loud voice caught his
attention. Like all employees, she wore a red-ahdeastriped shirt, and when she got
close enough, Sandy could see her nameplatediDssena.

To build trust, he wore jeans and a navy blazetjeo

"Can | help you?" she said with a smile.

It was almost 10 A.M., much too early for a potiatg. "A large coffee, please," Sandy
said, also with a smile, and there was a twinkleaneye. Deena enjoyed flirting. She
met him at the cash register. Instead of handirgg the money, Sandy gave her a
business card.

She took one glance at it, then dropped it. Fooman who had raised three juvenile
delinquents, a surprise like this only meant treubi dollar-twenty," she said, punching
buttons and glancing down the counter to see ibaayas watching.

"l have nothing but good news for you," Sandy sesdching for the money.

"What do you want?" she said, almost under hertbrea

"Ten minutes of your time. I'll wait over thereaatable.”

"But what do you want?" She took his money, andtigetchange.

"Please. You'll be happy you gave me the time."



She loved men, and Sandy was a nice-looking gughrbetter dressed than most of the
traffic she endured. She fiddled with the rotissehicken, made some more coffee, then
told her supervisor she was taking her break.

Sandy was waiting patiently at a table in the smi@ing section, next to the beer cooler
and the ice machine. "Thanks," he said as sheosat.d

She was in her mid-forties, with a round face geusly adorned with cheap cosmetics.
"A lawyer from New Orleans, huh?" she said.

"Yeah. | don't suppose you've read or heard alatitdtase down on the Coast where
they caught the lawyer who stole all that money?"

She was shaking her head before he finished. "I deed nothin', honey. | work sixty
hours a week here, and | got two grandbabies Wit me. My husband keeps 'em. He's
disabled. Bad back. | don't read nothin’, watcthimgtdo nothin' but work here and
change dirty diapers when I'm home."

Sandy was almost sorry he asked. How depressing!

As efficiently as possible, he told Patrick's st@pe found it amusing, but her interest
waned toward the end.

"Give 'im the death penalty,” she said during aspau
"He didn't kill anybody."

"Thought you said there was a body in his car.”
"There was. But the body was already dead.”

"Did he kill it?"

"No. He just sort of stole it."

"Hummm. Look, | gotta get back to work. If you domind me askin', what's all this got
to do with me?"

"The body he took was Clovis Goodman, your deaadep grandfather."
Her head rolled to the right. "He burned up CldVis!

Sandy nodded.



Her eyes narrowed as she tried to arrange the peopetions. "What for?" she asked.
"He had to fake a death, okay?"

"But why Clovis?"

"Patrick was his lawyer and friend."

"Some friend."

"Yeah, look, I'm not trying to make sense of aistlt was done four years ago, long
before you and | entered the picture.”

She tapped the fingers of one hand and chewedkileaf the other. The guy across
from her seemed to be a pretty sharp lawyer, sortet of drippy feelings about her
beloved old gramps probably wouldn't work. This wasfusing. Let him do the talking.
“I'm listening," she said.

"It's a felony to mutilate a corpse."

"It should be."

"It's also actionable at civil law. That means fifaily of Clovis Goodman can sue my
client for destroying the corpse."

Ah, yes. Her back stiffened as she took a deeghyréeen smiled, then said, "Now |
see."

Sandy smiled too. "Yes. That's why I'm here. Mgiatiwould like to offer a very quiet
settlement with Clovis' family."

"What does family mean?"

"Surviving spouse, children, and grandchildren.”

"l guess I'm the family."

"What about your brother?"

"Nope. Luther died two years ago. Drugs and al-Kyha
"Then you're the only person with a right to sue.”

"How much?" she blurted out, unable to hold itntheas embarrassed by it.



Sandy leaned a bit closer. "We're prepared to ¢ffenty-five thousand dollars. Right
now. The check's in my pocket."

She was leaning down too, getting lower and claséis face, when the money hit and
stopped her cold. Her eyes watered and her botqulvered. "Oh my God," she said.

Sandy glanced around. "That's right, twenty-fiveuand bucks."”

She ripped a paper napkin from the holder and ingdso knocked over the salt shaker.
She dabbed her eyes, then blew her nose. Sandstivgéancing around, hoping to
avoid a spectacle.

"All mine?" she managed to say. Her voice was leoarsl low, her breathing rapid.

"All yours, yes."

She wiped her eyes again, then said, "l need a.Coke

SHE DRANK a 44-ounce Big Gulp without a word. Samsgyped his bad coffee and
watched the foot traffic come and go. He was ithaoy.

"The way I figure it,” she finally said, clear-eyedw, "is that if you walk in here and
offer twenty-five thousand right off the bat, thgsu're probably willing to pay more."

"I'm in no position to negotiate."

"If 1 sue, it might look bad for your client, yomn&w what | mean? The jury will look at
me, and think about poor old Clovis getting burnpdso your client could steal ninety
million dollars.”

Sandy sipped and nodded. He had to admire her.

"If I got me a lawyer, | could probably get a lobre money."

"Maybe, but it might take five years. Plus, you éather problems."

"Such as?" she asked.

"You were not close to Clovis."

"Maybe | was."

"Then why didn't you go to his funeral? That migkthard to sell to a jury. Look, Deena,

I'm here ready to settle. If you don't want tonili# get in my car and go back to New
Orleans."”



"What's your top dollar?"
"Fifty thousand."

"It's a deal." She stuck forth her beefy right hastdl moist from the Big Gulp, and
squeezed his.

Sandy pulled a blank check from his pocket anddiit in. He also produced two
documents; one was a short settlement agreemertthikr was a letter from Deena to
the prosecutor.

The paperwork took less than ten minutes.

FINALLY, there was movement on the canal in Boclhe Bwedish lady was seen
hurriedly shoving luggage into the trunk of Benr3dW. She sped away. They tracked
her to Miami International, where she waited twaitsabefore boarding a plane to
Frankfurt.

They would be waiting in Frankfurt. They would @atily watch her until she made a
mistake. Then they would find Mr. Aricia.

Thirty-nine

THE PRESIDING JUDGE'S last official act in the neattvas an impromptu hearing of

an undetermined variety, in his office, and withthg accused's attorney present. Nor the
prosecutor. The file would indicate no record & theeting. Patrick was rushed through
the rear of the courthouse by three escorts, updhbk stairs, and quietly into Huskey's
chambers, where His Honor waited, robeless. Nbw@a in session, and on an otherwise
typical day the courthouse would have been peadgtulfour prominent lawyers had
been arrested that morning, and the gossip wascbaualong the hallways at full

throttle.

His wounds were still bandaged and prevented tilgthing. The aqua surgeon's scrubs
were nice and baggy, and they also reminded pebatée was hospitalized, not jailed
like a criminal.

When they were alone and the door was locked,

Karl handed him a single sheet of paper. "Takeok &i this."

It was a one-paragraph order, signed by JudgeHaskey, in which he, upon his own
motion, recused himself in the matter of StateweRatrick S. Lanigan. Effective at

noon, an hour away.

"l spent two hours with Judge Trussel this morningact, he just left."



"Will he be nice to me?"

"As fair as possible. I told him that, in my opiniat's not a capital murder trial. He was
very relieved.”

"There's not going to be a trial, Karl."

Patrick looked at a calendar on the wall, the skimé Karl had always used. Each day
for the month of October was packed with more mggrand trials than any five judges
could handle. "Haven't you bought a computer yb&?asked.

"My secretary uses one."

They had first met in this room, years earlier wRaxtrick arrived as a young, unknown
lawyer representing a family devastated by a cackurKarl was presiding. The trial
lasted for three days, and the two became frieRks jury awarded Patrick's client two
point three million dollars, at that time one oé tlargest verdicts on the Coast. Against
Patrick's wishes, the Bogan firm agreed to sdttecise for an even two million dollars
during appeal. The lawyers took a third, and dfterfirm paid some debts and made
some purchases, the remaining fee was split foyswRatrick was not a partner at the
time. They reluctantly gave him a bonus of twenwethousand dollars.

It was the trial in which Clovis Goodman was thar st

Patrick picked at Sheetrock peeling in a cornereklamined a brown water spot on the
ceiling. "Can't you get the county to paint thisma It hasn't changed a bit in four years."

"I'm leaving in two months. Why should | care?"

"Remember the Hoover trial? My first in your coodm, and my finest hour as a trial
lawyer."

"Of course." Karl crossed his feet on his deskhiaisds locked behind his head.
Patrick told him the Clovis story.

A FIRM RAP on the door interrupted the narrativamtne end. Lunch had arrived, and
it would not wait. A deputy walked in with a cardtsd box, and the aroma floated from
it. Patrick stood close by as it was unloaded orl'eesk: gumbo and crab claws.

"It's from Mahoney's," Karl said. "Bob sent it ovete said hello."

Mary Mahoney's was more than a Friday afternooresraj hole for lawyers and judges.
It was the oldest restaurant on the Coast, witltideils food and legendary gumbo.



"Tell him | said hello too," Patrick said, reachifog a crab claw. "l want to eat there
soon."

At precisely noon, Karl turned on the small telemismounted in the center of a set of
bookshelves, and they watched without commentrérezied coverage of the arrests. It
was a mum bunch. No comments from anybody, ceytdtivd lawyers, in fact their office
doors were locked; Maurice Mast surprisingly hathimg to say; nothing from the FBI.
Nothing of any substance, so the reporter did whatd been trained to do. She lapsed
into gossip and rumor, and that's where Patrickredtthe piece. Unconfirmed sources
told her that the arrests were part of an ever-idginvestigation in the Lanigan matter,
and to prove this she flashed up uncontrovertethfgoof Patrick entering the Biloxi
courthouse for his appearance. An earnest colleagpeared on the screen, informed
them in hushed tones that he was standing outselddor of the Biloxi office of Senator
Harris Nye, first cousin to Charles Bogan, in casgbody had missed the connection.
The Senator was off in Kuala Lumpur on a trade iois8 bring more minimum-wage
jobs back to Mississippi, and thus unavailablectmnment. None of the eight people in
the office knew anything about anything; thus thag nothing to say.

The story ran uninterrupted for ten minutes.

"Why are you smiling?" Karl asked.

"It's a wonderful day. | just hope they have thésda nail the Senator.”
"I hear the feds have dropped everything against'yo

"That's correct. | testified before the grand juegterday. It was great fun, Karl, finally
unloading all this baggage I've been keeping sdorgtears.”

Patrick had stopped eating during the news stony veas suddenly bored with food.
According to Karl's observations, he had eatendrab claws and hardly touched the
gumbo. "Eat. You look like a skeleton."”

Patrick took a saltine and walked to the window.

"So let me get this straight,” Karl said. "The dis®is settled. The feds have dropped all
charges and you've agreed to pay back the nindligpmiplus a little interest."

"Total of a hundred and thirteen."

"The capital murder is about to collapse becauseetivasn't a murder. The state can't
charge you with theft because the feds have alrdadg so. The lawsuits filed by the
insurance companies have been dismissed. Pepgtdr adive, out there somewhere.
Clovis took his place. That leaves one lousy littkarge of grave tampering.”



"Close. It's called mutilating a corpse, should gate to check the criminal code. You
should know this stuff by now."

"Right. A felony, | believe."
"A light felony."

Karl stirred his gumbo and admired his skinny fdeazing out the window, nibbling on
a cracker, no doubt plotting his next maneuver.

"Can | go with you?" he asked.
"To where?"

"To wherever you're going. You walk outta here, tiike girl, pick up the dough, hit the
beach, live on a yacht. I'd just like to tag aldogthe ride."

"I'm not there yet."

"You're getting closer every day."

Karl turned off the television and moved his fosita. "There's a gap I'd like to fill in,"
he said. "Clovis died, then he was buried, or hentduried. But what happened in
between?"

Patrick chuckled, and said, "You like the detadlsn't you?"

"I'm a Judge. The facts are important.”

Patrick took a seat and propped his bare feet@delsk. "I almost got caught. It's not
easy to steal a corpse, you know?"

"I'll take your word for it."

"l had insisted that Clovis make his funeral aremgnts. | even added a codicil to his
will giving directions to the funeral home-no opeasket, no visitation, no music, an
overnight wake, a simple wood coffin, and a singaveside service."

"A wooden coffin?"

"Yeah, Clovis was big on the ashes-to-ashes-dugdt:$b routine. Cheap wooden casket,
no vault. That was the way his grandfather wasdau\nyway, | was at the hospital
when he died, and | waited for the mortician frorrgg¥hs to arrive with the hearse.
Holland was his name, a real card. Owns the omlgrial home in town. Black suit, the
works. | gave him a copy of Clovis' instructionfieTwill gave me authority to do what
needed to be done, and Holland didn't care. Itavasnd three in the afternoon. Rol-land



said he would do the embalming in a few hours. sleed me if Clovis had a suit to be
buried in. We hadn't thought of that. | said nbatl never seen Clovis in a suit. Rolland
said he kept a few old ones around, and he'd tateeaf it.

"Clovis wanted to be buried on his farm, but | expéd to him many times that in
Mississippi you can't do that. Has to be in a itegesi cemetery. His grandfather fought
in the Civil War, and had been quite the hero, edicg to Clovis. When he was seven
years old his grandfather died, and they had onleasfe old-fashioned wakes that lasted
for three days. They placed his grandfather's ¢amka table in the front parlor and folks
trooped by and looked at him.

Clovis liked that. He was determined to do somejhsiimilar. He made me swear that |
would do a small wake for him. | explained thifRolland. He said something to the
effect that he'd seen everything. This was no sepr

"Just after dark, | was sitting on Clovis' frontrglo when the hearse pulled up. | helped
Rolland roll the casket down the driveway. We manathed it up the steps, over the
porch, and into the den, where we parked it intfodrihe television. | remember thinking
how light it was. Clovis had shriveled up to a htettipounds.

" 'You the only one here?' Rolland said, lookinguend.
"'Yep. It's a small wake,' | said.

"l asked him to open the casket. He hesitated) &id him that | had forgotten to
include some Civil War memorabilia that Clovis weshto be buried with. While |
watched, he opened the casket with his church&swall generic wrench which will
open any casket in the world. Clovis looked theesa®@n his waist, | placed his
grandfather's infantryman's cap and a tatteredarmegial banner from the Seventeenth
Mississippi. Rolland closed the casket again, afid |

"No one showed up for the wake. Not a soul. | tdrtiee lights off around midnight and
locked the doors. Church keys are nothing more #&lem wrenches, and | had
purchased a full set. It took less than a minutepten the casket. | removed Clovis; he
was light, stiff as a board, and shoeless. | gt@shree thousand bucks you don't get a
pair of shoes. | laid him gently on the sofa, theraced four concrete cinder blocks in
the coffin, and closed it.

"Clovis and | left and drove to my hunting cabire Was lying in the backseat, and | was
driving very carefully. It would've been difficuib answer questions from a highway
patrolman.

"A month earlier, | had bought an old freezer antlipon the screened porch of the
cabin. | had just managed to get Clovis stuffethenfreezer when | heard something in
the woods. It was Pepper, sneaking up on the c@lio.o'clock in the morning, and
Pepper caught me. | told him my wife and | had fusshed a big fight, | was in a foul



mood, and would he please leave. | don't thinkave me wrestling the corpse up the
steps of the cabin. | locked the freezer with lbgins, put a tarp over it, then some old
boxes. | waited until dawn because Pepper washent somewhere. Then | sneaked off,
drove home, changed clothes, and was back at Clovien. Rol-land arrived in a chirpy
mood and wanted to know how the wake went. Juséged said. The grieving had been
held to a minimum. We pushed and pulled and lodlkdedasket back into the hearse,
then went to the cemetery."

Karl listened with his eyes closed, his lips curiiletd a smile, his head shaking slowly in
disbelief. "You devious bastard,” he said, almogitimself.

"Thanks. On Friday afternoon, | went to the calinthe weekend. | worked on a brief,
scouted turkeys with Pepper, checked on old Clovi®y seemed to be resting
comfortably. Sunday morning, | left before suniasel positioned the dirt bike and the
gasoline. Later, | drove Pepper to the bus statigdlackson.

After dark, | removed Clovis from the freezer, kah up next to the fireplace so he'd
thaw, then around ten put him in my trunk. An hiater, | was dead."

"No remorse?"

"Of course. It was a terrible thing to do. But Iseahe decision to vanish, Karl, and |
had to figure out a way. | couldn't kill anybodyth needed a body. It actually makes
sense."

"Perfectly logical.”

"And when Clovis died, it was time for me to lea®elot of it was luck. So many things
could've gone wrong."

"Your luck continues."
"So far."

Karl looked at-his watch, and took another cralwclddow much of this do | tell Judge
Trussel?"

"Everything but Clovis' name. We'll save that faielr."
Forty

PATRICK SAT at the end of the table. His space waar, unlike his attorney to the
right, who had two files and a short stack of lqugdls arranged like weapons poised for
battle. To his left sat T.L. Parrish, with only degal pad but also armed with a bulky
tape recorder, which Patrick had allowed him tougetNo associates or flunkies to
complicate things, but since all good lawyers nestfiers, they agreed to the taping.



Now that the federal charges had disintegratedptéssure was on the state to extract
justice from Patrick. Parrish felt it. The feds lthdnped this defendant on him so they
could chase a Senator; off to bigger things. Bistdiefendant had new twists to add to
the story, and Parrish was at his mercy.

"You can forget capital murder, Terry," Patrickdsalhough nearly everyone called him
Terry, it grated a bit coming from a defendant Hedely known years before in a prior
life. "I didn't kill anyone."

"Who burned in the car?"

"A person who had been dead for four days."

"Anybody we know?"

"No. It was an old person nobody knew."

"How did this old person die?"

"Old age."

"Where did this old person die of old age?"

"Here, in Mississippi."

Parrish drew lines and made squares on his paddddwehad opened when the feds
collapsed. Patrick was walking through it; no sheskno handcuffs, nothing, it seemed,
could stop him.

"So you burned a corpse?”

"That's correct.”

"Don't we have a statute on that?"

Sandy slid a sheet of paper across the table sRagad it quickly and said, "Forgive me.
It's not something we prosecute every day."

"It's all you have, Terry," Patrick said, with #ile cool confidence of someone who'd
planned this meeting for years.

T.L. was convinced, but no prosecutor folded thisilg. "Looks like a year in jail," he
said. "A year in Parchman should do you good."

"Sure, except that I'm not going to Parchman.”



"Where do you plan to go?"
"Somewhere. And I'll get there with a first-clasket.”
"Not so fast. We have this body."

"No, Terry. You don't have a body. You have no cld® got cremated, and I'm not
telling until we cut the deal.”

"The deal being?"

"Drop the charges. Give it up. Both sides packngh@o home."

"Oh, that'll look nice. We catch the bank robber gives the money back, we drop the
charges, and wave good-bye to him. That'll senditjit message to the other four
hundred defendants | have under indictment. I'ra ugir lawyers will understand. A

real shot in the arm for law and order."

"l don't care about the other four hundred, ang tregtainly don't care about me. This is
the criminal process, Terry. It's every man for $amh"

"But not everybody is on the front page.”

"Oh, | see. You're worried about the press.,Wheretection. Next year?"

"I'm unopposed. I'm not too worried about the press

"Of course you are. You're a public official. fsur job to be worried about the press,
which is precisely the reason why you should disrthe charges against me. You can't
win. You're worried about the front page? Imaginenpicture there after you lose."
"The family of the victim does not wish to presaaies,” Sandy said. "And the family is

willing to go public." He lifted a piece of papenciwaved it. The message was delivered:
we have the proof, we have the family, we know wiey are and you don't.

"That'll look good on the front page,” Patrick sdithe family begging you not to
prosecute."

How much did you pay them, he started to ask, kit go. It was not relevant. More
doodling on the legal pad. More appraising hisisigloptions as the tape recorder
captured the silence.

With his opponent on the ropes, Patrick moved irtHe knockout. "Look, Terry," he
said sincerely. "You can't prosecute me for murd@ibat's gone. You can't prosecute me



for mutilating a corpse, because you don't know gbiomutilated. You have nothing. |
know it's a bitter pill to swallow, but you canhange the facts. You'll take some heat,
but, hell, that's part of your job."

"Gee thanks. Look, I can indict you for mutilatitige corpse. We'll call him John Doe."
"Why not Jane Doe?" Sandy asked.

"Whatever. And we'll pull the records of every claiger who died in early February of
1992. We'll go to the families, see if they've &lko you. We might even get a court
order, dig up a few graves. We'll take our time allehile, you'll get transferred to the
Harrison County Jail, where I'm sure Sheriff Swgendl see the need to give you a few
good cellmates. We'll oppose bail, and no judgégvdnt it because of your propensity
to flee. Months will go by. Summer will come. Thael jhas no air conditioning. You'll
lose some more weight. We'll keep digging, and \aithtle luck we'll find the empty
grave. And in exactly nine months, two hundred sexenty days after the indictment,
we'll go to trial.”

"How are you going to prove | did it? There arewimesses, nothing but some
circumstantial evidence."

"It'll be close. But you miss my point. If | dragynfeet getting the indictment, | could add
two months to your sentence. That's almost a ye@li wpend in the county jail before
trial. That's a long time for a man with plentyrobney."”

"l can handle it," Patrick said, staring into Psinfs eyes, hoping he didn't blink first.
"Maybe, but you can't run the risk of getting carned.”

"What's your bottom line?" Sandy asked.

"You gotta look at the big picture,” Parrish sapreading his hands wide above his head.
"You can't make fools out of us, Patrick. The fadse hit the back door. The state
doesn't have much left. Give us a notch for outshebmething."

"I'll give you a conviction. I'll walk into a coudom, face the Judge, listen to your
routine, and I'll plead guilty to the felony charmgfemutilating the corpse. But | get no jail
time. You can explain to the Judge that the famidgs not want to prosecute. You can
recommend a suspended sentence, probation, fewgution, credit for time served.
You can talk about the torture and what I've béeough. You can do all that, Parrish,
and you'll look very good. Bottom line is this: jal."

Parrish tapped his fingers and analyzed it. "And'lyceveal the name of the victim?"

"l will, but only after we have a deal."



"We have authorization from the family to open tiasket," Sandy said, waving another
document briefly before returning it to the file.

“I'm in a hurry, Terry. | have places to go."

"l need to speak with Trussel. He'll have to apprthus, you know."
"He will," Patrick said.

"Do we have a deal?" Sandy asked.

"As far as I'm concerned we do," Parrish said, tikened off the recorder. He gathered
his weapons and stuffed them into his briefcas&idRavinked at Sandy.

"Oh, by the way," Parrish said as he stood. "l alinfiorgot. What can you tell us about
Pepper Scarboro?"

"l can give you his new name and Social Securityloer."

"So he's still with us?"

"Yes. You can track him down, but you can't disthin. He's done nothing wrong."
The D.A. left the room without another word.

HER TWO O'CLOCK APPOINTMENT was with a senior vipeesident of
DeutscheBank, London branch. He was a German witteqgt English, an impeccably
tailored navy double-breasted suit, rigid mannansl, a fixed smile. He gazed for one
split second at her legs, then got down to busirdss wire from his bank, Zurich
branch, would be for one hundred and thirteen omltiollars, sent immediately to the
AmericaBank, Washington branch. She had the acamumbers and routing instructions.
Tea and biscuits were brought in as he excusedelfitashave a private chat with Zurich.

"No problem, Ms. Pires," he said, smiling warmlyanas he returned and took a biscuit
for himself. She certainly hadn't expected any |@ois.

His computer hissed with quiet efficiency, and iajout emerged. He handed it to her.
After the wire, the balance in DeutscheBank wowddhe point nine million dollars and
change. She folded it and put it in her purseeakshew Chanel.

Another Swiss account had a balance of three milkoCanadian bank on Grand
Cayman held six point five million. A money manageBermuda was investing over
four million for them, and seven point two millievas currently parked in Luxembourg,
but was about to be moved.



When her business was complete, she left the bhashkoaind her car and driver parked
nearby. She would call Sandy, and pass along he¢mmavements.

BENNY'S STINT as a federal fugitive was brief. Hjislfriend spent the night in
Frankfurt, then flew to London, landing at Heathrameund noon. Since they knew she
was coming, the customs officer double-checkedhssport and made her wait. She
wore dark sunglasses and her hands shook. It Weapured on video.

At the cab stand, she was unknowingly detained bgliaeman who appeared to be in
charge of whistling for taxis. He asked her to dtawer there, next to those other two
ladies, while he worked the traffic. Her driver wvaaue cabbie, but only seconds earlier
had been briefed and given a small radio.

"Athenaeum Hotel on Piccadilly,” she said. He easgdy from the terminal in heavy
traffic, and nonchalantly gave the destinationtwnriadio.

He took his time. An hour and a half later, he digal her at the door of the hotel. She
waited again at the registration desk. The asdistanager apologized for the delay, but
the computer was down.

Then word came that the phone in her room was adelyuapped, they gave her a key
and a bellman took her away. She tipped him lightgked and chained her door, and
went straight for the phone.

The first words they heard her say were, "Benrg/nie. I'm here.”

"Thank God," said Benny. "Are you okay?"

“I'm fine. Just scared."

"Did anyone follow you?"

"No. | don't think so. | was very careful."

"Great. Look, there's a little coffee bar on Brigkkeet near Down, two blocks from your
hotel. Meet me there in an hour."

"Okay. I'm scared, Benny."
"Everything's fine, dear. | can't wait to see you."

Benny wasn't at the coffee bar when she arrived.vited for an hour before panicking
and running back to her hotel. He didn't call, ahd didn't sleep.



The next morning, she gathered up the morning gapdhe lobby and read them over
coffee in the dining room. Deep in the Daily Maikesfinally found a two-paragraph blip
about the capture of an American fugitive, one Bemi Aricia.

She packed her bags and booked a flight to Sweden.
Forty-one

WITH JUDGE KARL HUSKEY whispering into the ear oistcolleague Judge Henry
Trussel, it was established that the Lanigan matteuld take precedence until it was put
to rest. Rumors of a deal were floating throughhbatlegal community in Biloxi, rumors
chased and being chased by even more gossip d@opbor Bogan firm. In fact, nothing
else was being discussed in the courthouse.

Trussel began the day by calling in T.L. Parristd Sandy McDermott for a quick update,
which eventually lasted for hours. Patrick was lgtatinto the discussion on three
occasions by use of Dr. Hayani's cell phone. The patient and doctor, were playing
chess in the hospital cafeteria.

"l don't think he's cut out for jail,” Trussel muhad after the second call to Patrick. He
was visibly and verbally reluctant to let Patridktbhe hook with such ease, but a
conviction was a longshot. With a docket filledlwiirug dealers and child molesters, he
wasn't about to waste time with a high-profile capnutilator. All the evidence was
circumstantial, and given Patrick's current repatator meticulous planning, Trussel
doubted a conviction.

The terms of the plea agreement were hammered betpaperwork began with a joint
motion to reduce the charges against Patrick. Bimesgreed order to substitute new
charges was prepared, followed by an agreed oodepéng the guilty plea. In the
course of the first meeting, Trussel spoke by priortgheriff Sweeney, Maurice Mast,
Joshua Cutter, and Hamilton Jaynes in Washingteralsb chatted twice with Karl
Huskey, who was next door, just in case.

The two judges, along with Parrish, were subjectai@r recall every four years in the
general election. Trussel had never had an opp@mehtonsidered himself politically
immune. Huskey was quitting. Parrish was sensitivaigh being a good politician he
presented the traditional facade of making thehalerisions without regard for public
reaction. The three had been involved in politarsa long time, and each had learned a
basic lesson: when contemplating an action whidaghirtoe unpopular, do it quickly. Get

it over with. Hesitation allows the issue to fesfne press grabs it, creates a controversy
before the action, and certainly throws gasolingherfire afterward.

The Clovis issue was simple, once Patrick explaihemeverybody. He would submit
the name of the victim, along with authorizatioonfrthe family to dig up the grave, open
the casket, look inside. If it was in fact emptyen the plea agreement would be
complete. Since there would always be doubt umiytopened the grave, if by some



chance the casket was occupied, then the pleamagneé@vould be ripped up and Patrick
would still face capital murder charges. Patriclswwapremely confident when he talked
of the victim, and everyone believed without a dabhat the grave would be empty.

Sandy drove to the hospital, where he found hentiin bed, surrounded by nurses as Dr.
Hayani cleaned and dressed his burns. It was yr§andy said, and Patrick apologized
and asked them to leave. Alone, they walked thraagin motion and order, read every
word aloud, then Patrick signed his approval.

Sandy noticed a cardboard box on the floor nefatick's temporary desk. In it were
some of the books he'd loaned his client. The tisas already packing.

For Sandy, lunch was a quick sandwich at the Isotiéd, eaten while standing and
watching over the shoulder as a secretary retymtament. Both paralegals and a
second secretary were back in the office in Neve&ns.

The phone rang, and Sandy grabbed it. The calbstifted himself as Jack Stephano,
from D.C.; maybe Sandy had heard of him. Yes, at, fae had. Stephano was in the
lobby downstairs and would like to talk for a fevinoites. Certainly. Trussel had asked
the lawyers to return around two.

They sat in the small den and looked at each @itrss a cluttered coffee table. "I'm
here out of curiosity,” Stephano said, and Sandg'tdbelieve him.

"Shouldn't you start with an apology?" Sandy said.

"Yes, you're right. My men got a little carried an@own there, and, well, they shouldn't
have been so rough with your boy."

"Is that your idea of an apology?"

"I'm sorry. We were wrong." It lacked sincerity.

"I'll pass it along to my client. I'm sure it'll me a lot to him."

"Yes, well, moving along here, I, of course, nogenhave a dog in this fight. My wife
and | are on our way to Florida for a vacation, bn@nted to take this little detour. I'll
just be a minute."

"Have they caught Aricia?" Sandy asked.

"Yes. Just hours ago. In London."

"Good."



"l no longer represent him, and | had nothing tonith all that Platt & Rockland
business. | was hired after the money disappedgdgob was to find it. | tried, | got
paid, I've closed the file."

"So why this visit?"

"I'm extremely curious about something. We foundigan in Brazil only after someone
squealed on him. Someone who knew him very welb Vears ago we were contacted
by an Atlanta firm called the Pluto Group. They l@aclient from Europe who knew
something about Lanigan, and this client wantedeyokVe happened to have some at
the time, and so a relationship developed. Thatcl®uld offer us a clue, we would
agree to pay a reward, the money changed handshamtient was always accurate.
This person knew an awful lot about Lanigan-his ements, his habits, his aliases. It
was all a setup- there was a brain at work. We kwbat was coming, and, frankly, we
were quite anxious. Finally, they

popped the big one. For a million bucks, the cligatld tell us where he lived. They
produced some very nice photos of Lanigan, one wgsdiis car, a Volkswagen Beetle.
We paid the money. We got Lanigan."

"So who was the client?" Sandy asked.

"That's my question. It's gotta be the girl, right?

Sandy's reaction was delayed a bit. He gruntefitadaugh, but there was no humor in it.
It came back to him slowly, her story about usihgtid’to monitor Stephano, who of
course was searching for Patrick.

"Where is she now?" Stephano asked.

"l don't know," Sandy said. She was in London,ibutas certainly none of his business.

"We paid a total of one million, one hundred arity fihousand dollars to this mysterious
client, and she, or he, delivered. Just like Judas.

"It's over. What do you want from me?"

"As | said, I'm just curious. One of these dayypifi learn the truth, I'd appreciate a call.
| have nothing to gain or lose, but | won't restlwatil | know if she took our money."

Sandy made a vague promise to perhaps one dan gk if he learned the truth, and
Stephano left.

SHERIFF RAYMOND SWEENEY got wind of the deal durihnch, and didn't like it at
all. He called Parrish and Judge Trussel, but aatle too busy to talk to him. Cutter was
out of the office.



Sweeney went to the courthouse to be seen. Hegaikeself in the hallway between
the judges' offices, so that if a deal was struekvbuld somehow be in the middle of it.
He whispered with the bailiffs and deputies. Sonmgthvas coming down.

The lawyers showed up around two with tight lipd anlemn faces. They gathered in
TrusseFs office behind a locked door. After tenutes, Sweeney knocked on it. He
crashed the meeting with a demand to know whatgeasy on with his prisoner. Judge
Trussel calmly explained that there would soon Qeilty plea, the result of a plea
bargain, which, in his opinion, and in the colleetbpinions of everyone present, was in
the best interests of justice.

Sweeney had his own opinion, which he readily sthdié makes us look like fools.
Folks out there are hot about this, ~“bu catchlacrook, and he buys his way outta jail.
What are we, a bunch of clowns?"

"What do you suggest, Raymond?" Parrish asked.

"I'm glad you asked. First, I'd put him in the ctujail and let him sit for a while, same
as all prisoners. Then I'd prosecute him to thie$tlextent.”

"For what crime?"

"He stole the damned money, didn't he? He burnettiaipdead body. Let the boy serve
ten years in Parchman. That's justice."

"He didn't steal the money here," Trussel explaifiéée have no jurisdiction. It was a
federal matter, and the federal boys have alre&gdyigsed the charges.” Sandy was in a
corner, his eyes fixed on a document.

"Then somebody screwed up, didn't they?"

"It wasn't us," Parrish said quickly.

"That's great. Go sell that to the people who ebkkgbu. Blame it on the feds because
they don't run for office. What about burning tloepse? He gets to walk after admitting
he did it?"

"You think he should be prosecuted for it?" Trussded.

"Damned right | do.”

"Good. How do you think we should prove our cade&rish asked.

"You're the prosecutor. That's your job."



"Yeah, but you seem to know everything. Tell meyheoould you prove the case?"
"He said he did it, didn't he?"

"Yeah, and do you think Patrick Lanigan will take twitness stand in his own criminal
trial and confess to the jury that he burned as®?Pds that your idea of trial strategy?"

"He won't,” Sandy inserted helpfully.

Sweeney's neck and cheeks were red, and his arranaiing in all directions. He
glared at Parrish, then at Sandy.

And when he realized that these lawyers had alatissvers, he brought himself under
control. "When will this happen?" he asked.

"Late this afternoon," Trussel said.

Sweeney didn't like this either. He stuck his hashelsp in his pockets and headed for the
door. "You lawyers take care of your own," he saidt loud enough for everyone to hear.

"One big happy family,"” Parrish said, the sarcagamy.

Sweeney slammed the door and huffed down the hgllWe left the courthouse in his
unmarked cruiser. Using his car phone, he calle@dWwin personal informant, a reporter
with the Coast daily.

SINCE THE FAMILY, such as it was, had given blan&pproval, as had Patrick, the
executor of the estate, the digging up of the greae a simple matter. Judge Trussel and
Parrish and Sandy didn't miss the irony of haviagiek, Clovis' only friend, sign an
affidavit granting permission to open the caskethsd Patrick could be cleared. Every
decision seemed to be layered with irony.

It was far different from an exhumation, a procedilvat required a court order, after a
proper motion and sometimes even a hearing. Itsivagly a look-see, a procedure
unknown to the Mississippi Code, and therefore dublgissel took great latitude with it.
Who could be harmed? Certainly not the family. &@iaty not the casket; evidently it was
serving little purpose anyway.

Rolland still owned the funeral home up in Wig-gik®w well he remembered Mr.
Clovis Goodman and his lawyer, and the odd littekevout there in the county, at the
home of Mr. Goodman, where no one showed up buttkger. Yes, he recalled it well,
he told the Judge on the phone. Yes, he'd readtiorgeabout Mr. Lanigan, and no, he
hadn't made the connection.

Judge Trussel gave him a quick summary, whichriedediately to Clovis' involvement
in the plot. No, he had not opened the casket #feewake, had had no need to, never



did in those situations. While the Judge talkedriBfafaxed to Rolland copies of the
consents signed by Deena Postell and by Patricighanthe executor.

Rolland was suddenly eager to help. He'd neveahamtpse stolen before, folks just
didn't do those things in Wiggins, and, well, yles,could certainly have the grave
opened in no time flat. He owned the cemetery too.

Judge Trussel sent his law clerk and two deputi¢lse cemetery. Under the handsome
headstone:

CLOVIS F. GOODMAN
JANUARY 23, 1907, TO FEBRUARY 6, 1992 GONE ON TO GRY

A backhoe carefully picked through the loamy ssiRolland gave directions and waited
with a shovel. It took less than fifteen minutesdach the casket. Rolland and a helper
stepped into the grave and shoveled away moreldie.poplar had started to rot around
the edges of the coffin. Rolland straddled the loadf of the casket and with dirty
hands inserted the church key. He jerked and pméitithe lid made a cracking sound,
then he slowly opened it.

To no one's surprise, the casket was empty.
Except, of course, for the four cinder blocks.

THE PLAN was to do it in open court, as requireddy, but to wait until almost five,
when the courthouse was closing and many of thatg@mployees were leaving. Five
o'clock sounded fine to everyone, especially toJinge and the District Attorney, who
were convinced they were doing the right and proipeg, but were nervous about it
nonetheless. Throughout the day, Sandy had pusdrdddr a quick disposal once the
plea agreement had been reached and the casketdoddrere was no reason to wait. His
client was incarcerated, though this receivecelgympathy. The court was in the middle
of a scheduled term. The timing was perfect. Woatdbe gained by waiting?

Nothing, His Honor finally decided. Parrish did mitject. He had eight trials scheduled
over the next three weeks, and unloading Lanigasaualief.

Five was most satisfactory for the defense. Wiltht af luck, they could be in and out of
the courtroom in less than ten minutes. Anotheobitick, and no one would see them.
Five was perfect for Patrick. What else did he havdo?

He changed into a pair of loose-fitting khakis andrge white cotton shirt. He wore new
Bass loafers, no socks because of the rope-bumide. &le hugged Hayani and thanked
him for his friendship. He hugged the nurses aadkkd the orderlies, and promised
them all he'd be back soon to visit again. He wo'tilédnd everyone knew it.



After more than two weeks as a patient and prisdPatrick left the hospital, his lawyer
at his side, his armed escorts following dutifudshind.

Forty-two

EVIDENTLY five was a perfect time for everyone. Nosingle courthouse employee
left for home once word reached every corner ofywéfice, a process that took only
minutes.

A real estate secretary for a large law firm wasybehecking a land tide in the office of
the Chancery Clerk when she overheard the latéstlPeeport. She raced to the phone
and called her office. Within minutes the entirgdecommunity along the Coast knew
that Lanigan was about to plead guilty in somengfeadeal, and would attempt to do so
secretly at five in the main courtroom.

The notion of a clandestine hearing to completackibom deal made for a frenzy of
phone calls; calls to other lawyers, to wives,aedfite reporters, to partners out of town.
In less than thirty minutes, half the city knewriR&twas about to make an appearance
and a deal, and most likely walk.

The hearing would have attracted less attentiontiaekn advertised in the newspaper
and posted on billboards. It was to be quick antetive. Mystery engulfed it. It was the
legal system protecting one of its own.

They grouped in pockets of hushed gossip in thetcmm, whispering while watching
people stream in, and guarding their seats. Thecgrew and gave further credence to
the hearsay. All these people couldn't be wrongl when the reporters arrived, the
rumors were immediately confirmed as facts.

"He's here," someone said, a court clerk up neabémch, and the curious began finding
seats.

Patrick smiled for the two cameramen rushing totrh@m by the back door. He was led
to the same jury room on the second floor, wheeehdmdcuffs were removed. His
khakis were an inch too long, so he methodicalligdothem up and cuffed them. Karl
entered and asked the deputies to wait in the hall.

"So much for a quiet little appearance,” Patriakl.sa

"Secrets are hard to keep around here. Nice cldthes

"Thanks."

"This reporter | know from the Jackson paper askedo ask you-"

"Absolutely not. Not a word to anybody."



"That's what | figured. When are you leaving?"
"I don't know. Soon."

"Where's the girl?"

"Europe.”

"Can | go with you?"

"Why?"

"Just want to watch."

"I'll send you a video."

"Gee thanks."

"Would you really leave? If you had the chance &knaway, to vanish right now, would
you do it?"

"With or without ninety million?"
"Either way."

"Of course not. It's not the same. | love my wifeu didn't. | have three great kids, your
situation was different. No, | wouldn't run. Buldn't blame you."

"Everybody wants to run, Karl. At some point irelieverybody thinks about walking
away. Life's always better on the beach or in toemtains. Problems can be left behind.
It's inbred in us. We're the products of immigramte left miserable conditions and
came here in search of a better life. And they kepting west, packing up and leaving,
always looking for the pot of gold. Now, there'spiace to go."

"Wow. | hadn't thought of it through a historicarppective.”

"It's a stretch.”

"l wish my grandparents had clipped someone foetyimillion before they left Poland."
"l gave it back."

"l hear there might be a small nest egg left over.”

"One of many unfounded rumors."



"So you're saying the next trend will be lootingcbénts' money, the burning of dead
bodies, and the flight to South America, wheregairse, there are beautiful women just
waiting to be caressed?"

"It's working well so far."
"Those poor Brazilians. All these crooked lawyeseiing their way."

Sandy entered the room with yet another sheetpdmpfar another signature. "Trussel is
really edgy," he said to Karl. "The pressure igiggtto him. His phone is ringing off the
hook."

"What about Parrish?"
"Nervous as a whore in church.”
"Let's get it done before they get cold feet,” iektsaid as he signed his name.

A bailiff walked to the bar and announced that teas about to convene, so please
have a seat. People hushed and moved hurriedgnipty spaces. Another baliliff closed
the double doors. Spectators lined the walls. Egtank in the courthouse had business
near the bench. It was almost five-thirty.

Judge Trussel entered with his customary rigidithgand everybody stood. He
welcomed them, thanked them for their interesusiige, especially at this late hour of
the day. He and the District Attorney had agreed shquick hearing would reek of a
sleazy deal, so things would proceed deliberafidigy had even discussed postponing it,
but decided a delay would give the impressionfttimey had been caught trying to sneak
something through.

Patrick was led through the door by the jury baxd atood next to Sandy in front of the
bench. He did not look at his audience. Parrisbdstearby, anxious to perform. Judge
Trussel flipped through the file, inspecting evesrgrd on every page.

"Mr. Lanigan," he finally said, deeply and slowRor the next thirty minutes, everything
would be said in slow motion. "You have filed seslenotions."

"Yes, Your Honor," Sandy said. "Our first is a naotito reduce the charges from capital
murder to mutilating a corpse.”

The words echoed through the still courtroom. NMiitllg a corpse?
"Mr. Parrish,"” His Honor said. It had been agrdeat Parrish would do the bulk of the

talking. The burden would be his to explain to ¢bert, for the record, and, more
important, for the press and the citizenry listgnout there.



He did a wonderful job of detailing recent devel@gms. Wasn't a murder, after all, but
something far less. The state did not oppose thectn of charges, because it no longer
believed that Mr. Lanigan killed anyone. He pacexlad the courtroom in his best Perry
Mason routine, unshackled by the customary rulegiqtiette and procedure. He was the
spin doctor for all sides.

"Next, we have a motion by the defendant for tleigrcto accept a plea of guilty to the
charge of mutilating a corpse. Mr. Parrish?"

The second act was similar to the first, with Rdrrnelishing the story of poor old Clovis.
Patrick could feel the heated stares as Parrisghdet in as many details as Sandy had
given them. "At least | didn't kill anyone!" Pakigvanted to scream.

"How do you plead, Mr. Lanigan?" His Honor asked.
"Guilty," Patrick said, firmly but with no pride.
"Does the state have a recommended sentence?idge dsked the prosecutor.

Parrish walked to his table, fumbled through hiseappaced back toward the bench, and
along the way finally said, "Yes, Your Honor. | leaa letter from a Ms. Deena Postell of
Meridian, Mississippi. She is the only survivingagdchild of Clovis Goodman." He
handed a copy to Trussel as if it were somethiagdinew. "In the letter, Ms. Postell
pleads with this court not to prosecute Mr. Lanif@mmburning her grandfather's corpse.
He's been dead for over four years, and the fagaihynot survive any more suffering and
agony. Evidently, Ms. Postell was quite close todrandfather, and took his death very
hard."

Patrick cut his eyes at Sandy. Sandy wasn't albdobk at Patrick.
"Have you spoken with her?" the Judge asked.

"Yes. About an hour ago. She became quite emotmméhe phone, and pleaded with me
not to reopen this sad case. She vowed that shkelwouttestify in any trial, nor would
she cooperate with the prosecution in any way.figtaagain walked to his table and
rifled through some more papers. He spoke to thgelbut addressed the courtroom.
"Given the feelings of the family, it is the recomnaation of the state that the defendant
be sentenced to serve twelve months in jail, thairicarceration be suspended pending
good behavior, that he pay a fine of five thousaoltars and all court costs, and be
placed on probation."

"Mr. Lanigan, do you agree with this sentence?'ssall asked.

"Yes, Your Honor," Patrick said, barely able to kifs head.



"It is so ordered. Anything further?" Trussel pidkgp his gavel, and waited. Both
lawyers shook their heads.

"We are adjourned,” he said, rapping it loudly.

Patrick turned and made a quick exit from the goorn. Gone again, vanished before
their very eyes.

He waited with Sandy for an hour in Huskey's offidaile darkness settled in and the last
of the courtroom stragglers reluctantly gave ianpg went home. Patrick was anxious to
leave.

At seven, he said a long, fond good-bye to Karlti#mked him for being there, for
standing by him, for everything, and he promiselldep in touch. On his way out the
door, he also thanked him again for serving asobes pallbearers.

"Anytime," Karl said. "Anytime."

THEY LEFT BILOXI in Sandy's Lexus-Sandy at the whé®atrick sitting low in the
passenger's seat, subdued and taking in for theérfesthe lights along the Gulf. They
passed the casinos on the beaches at Biloxi arfg@stilthe pier at Pass Christian, and
then the lights spread out as they crossed theoB8&y. Louis.

Sandy handed him the phone number, and he calldabkbel. It was 3 A,M. in London,
but she grabbed the phone as if she were watchitigva, it's me," he said, with
restraint. Sandy almost stopped the car so he gaildut while they talked. He tried not
to listen.

"We're leaving Biloxi now, on the way to New OrlsaiYes, I'm fine. I've never felt
better. And you?"

He listened for a long time, his eyes closed, kedhleaning back.
"What's today?" he asked.
"Friday, November sixth," Sandy said.

"I'l meet you in Aix, at the Villa Gallici, on Swlay. Right. Yes. I'm fine, dear. | love
you. Go back to sleep, and I'll call you in a feauts."

They crossed into Louisiana in silence, and somesvbeer Lake Pontchartrain, Sandy
said, "I had a very interesting visitor this afteon."

"Really, who?"

"Jack Stephano."



"Here, in Biloxi?"

"Yes. He found me at the hotel, said he was firdshih the Aricia case and was on his
way to Florida for a vacation."”

"Why didn't you kill him?"

"He said he was sorry. Said his boys got a litleied away down there when they
caught you, wanted me to pass along his apologies."”

"What a guy. I'm sure he didn't stop by just tolagze."

"No, he didn't. He told me about the mole in Braailout the Pluto Group and the
rewards, and he asked me point-blank if the gir§,Evas your Judas. | said | had no
idea."

"Why does he care?"

"Good question. He said his curiosity has the bekim. He paid over a million bucks in
rewards, got his man, but didn't get the money,lendaid he won't be able to sleep until
he knows. | sort of believed him."

"Sounds reasonable."

"He doesn't have a dog in the fight anymore, oretbing like that. His words, not
mine."

Patrick put his left ankle on his right knee, aedtly touched the burn. "What does he
look like?" he asked.

"Fifty-five, very lItalian, lots of groomed gray lmablack eyes, a handsome man. Why?"

"Because I've seen him everywhere. For the lasetiiears, half the strangers I've seen in
the outback of Brazil have been Jack Stephanobkes chased in my sleep by a
hundred men, all of whom turned out to be Jackl&ep. He has ducked in alleys,
hidden behind trees, followed on foot at night ao%aulo, tagged behind me on motor
scooters and chased me in cars. I've thought &iephano more than | have my own
mother."

"The chase is over."

"l finally got tired of it, Sandy. | gave up. Lifen the run is quite an adventure, very
thrilling and romantic, until you learn that someda back there. While you're sleeping,
someone is trying to find you. While you're havdigner with a wonderful woman in a
city of ten million, someone is knocking on doarsjetly showing your photo to a clerk,



offering small bribes for information. | stole tomuch money, Sandy. They had to come
after me, and when | learned they were alreadyraziB | knew the end would come.”

"What do you mean, you gave up?"

Patrick breathed heavily and shifted his weightldt&ked through his window at the
waters below, and tried to organize his thoughtgaVe up, Sandy. | got tired of running,
and | gave up."

"Yeah, I've already heard that."

"l knew they would find me, so | decided to doritmy terms, not theirs."

"I'm listening."

"The rewards were my idea, Sandy. Eva would fliyiadrid, then to Atlanta, where she
would meet with the boys from Pluto. They were gaidontact Stephano and handle the
flow of information and money. We milked the moreyt of Stephano, and eventually
led him to me, to my little house in Ponta Pora."

Sandy turned slowly, his face blank, mouth open@ndked to one side, his eyes vacant.

"Watch where you're going," Patrick said, pointinghe road.

Sandy jerked the wheel and brought the car baokii right lane. "You're lying," he
said without moving his lips. "I know you're lyirig.

"Nope. We collected one million, one hundred fithpusand bucks from Stephano, and
it's hidden now, probably in Switzerland with tlestrof it."

"You don't know where it is?"
"She's been taking care of it. I'll find out wheseke her."

Sandy was too shocked to say anything else. Patécided to help. "I knew they would
grab me, and | knew they would try to -. make nile But | had no idea this would
happen." He pointed to the burn above his leftarkithought it might get ugly, but
they damned near killed me, Sandy. They finallykbrme, and | told them about Eva.
By then, she was gone, and so was the money."

"You could've easily been killed," Sandy managesday. He was driving with his right
hand, scratching his head with his left.

"That's true. Very true. But two hours after | veaptured, the FBI in Washington knew
Stephano had me. That's what saved my life. Stepbamdn't kill me, because the feds
knew about it."



"But how-"

"Eva called Cutter in Biloxi. He called Washington.

Sandy wanted to stop the car, get out and screaam aver the side of the bridge, and let
flow an endless string of blue profanities. Jusewhe thought he had been clued in to
Patrick's past, this latest twist came crashing in.

"You were a damned fool if you let them catch you."

"Oh really. Did I not just walk out of the courtnmoa free man? Did | not just talk with a
woman | love dearly, a woman who happens to beikgepsmall fortune for me? The
past is finally gone, Sandy. Don't you see? The&i@'sne looking for. me anymore.”

"So many things could've gone wrong."

"Yeah, but they didn't. | had the money, the tagies Clovis alibi. And | had four years
to plan everything."

"The torture wasn't planned."
"No, but the scars will heal. Don't ruin the mome3andy. I'm on a roll."

Sandy dropped him off at his mother's house, hidlobod home, where a cake was in
the oven. Mrs. Lanigan asked him to stay, but rewkthey needed time alone. Plus he
hadn't seen his wife and kids in four days. Sanmdyal away, his brain still swirling.

Forty-three

HE AWOKE before sunrise in a bed he hadn't sleft @imost twenty years, in a room
he hadn't seen in almost ten. The years were tlistaother lifetime. The walls were
closer together now, the ceiling lower. Over thargehis things had been removed, the
boyhood memorabilia, the Saints banners, the moefdslond models in tight swimsuits.

As the product of two people who rarely spoke tcheather, he had made his room his
sanctuary. He'd kept the door locked long befosddwn years. His parents entered only
when he allowed them.

His mother was cooking downstairs; the smell ofdmedrifted throughout the house.
They had stayed up late; now she was up earlypasxd talk. And who could blame her?

He stretched slowly and carefully. The crusted skiound his burns cracked and pulled.
Too much of a stretch and the skin broke, and kseding started.



He touched the burns on his chest, desperatelyingatat dig in with his fingernails and
scratch with a fury. He crossed his feet and lodkedhands behind his head. He smiled
at the ceiling, an arrogant smile because lifeh@rtin was now over. Patrick and Danilo
were gone, and the shadows behind them had betroydssin a crushing defeat.
Stephano and Aricia and Bogan et al., and thedadsParrish with his insipid little
indictment, all had been laid to waste. There wasme left to chase him.

Sunlight eased through the window, and the wattkél together. He showered quickly
and treated his wounds with a cream and fresh gauze

He had promised his mother some new grandchildé&msh batch of them to take the
place of Ashley Nicole, a child she still dreamédeeing again. He told her wonderful
things about Eva, and promised to bring her to leteans in the very near future. No
definite plans to get married, but it was inevigbl

They ate waffles and bacon and drank coffee opditie as the old streets came to life.
Before the neighbors could begin stopping by tdapmbthe good news, they left for a
long drive. Patrick wanted to at least see hisaggin, if only briefly.

At nine, he and his mother walked into Robilio Brextts on Canal, where he bought new
khakis and shirts and a handsome leather travellday ate beignets at Cafe du Monde
on Decatur, then a late lunch at a nearby cafe.

They sat at his gate at the airport for an houidihg hands and saying little. When his
flight was called, Patrick hugged his mother tiglahd promised to call every day. She
wanted to see the new grandkids, and quickly, alte with a sad smile.

He flew to Atlanta. Using his legitimate Patrickrigan passport, given to Sandy by Eva,
he boarded a flight to Nice.

HE HAD LAST SEEN Eva a month earlier, in Rio, owelong weekend in which they
spent every moment together. The chase was almestad Patrick knew it. The end
was neatr.

They clung to each other as they walked the crovideathes of Ipanema and Leblon,
ignoring the happy voices around them. They hagl ftiet dinners in their favorite
restaurants-Antiquarius and Antonio's-but they litdd appetite for food. When they
spoke, the sentences were soft and short. Theclomgersations ended in tears.

At one point, she had convinced him to flee ag@iteave with her while he was still
able, to hide in a castle in Scotland or a tinyreipent in Rome, where no one would
ever find them. But the moment passed. He was gitirgld of running.

Late in the afternoon, they rode a cable car tddpeof Sugarloaf Mountain to watch the
sunset over Rio. The view of the city at night wpectacular, but difficult to appreciate
under the circumstances. He held her closely awitna chilled them, and he promised



her that some day, when it was all over, they watdahd in this exact spot, and watch
the sunset, and plan their future. She tried t@belhim.

They said good-bye on a street corner, near hetrapat. He kissed her on the forehead
and walked away, into the crowd. He left her crylihgre because it was better than a
messy scene at the crowded airport. He left thye aitd flew west, changing flights as
the planes and airports got smaller. He arrivelanta Pora after dark, found his Beetle
parked where he'd left it at the airport, and driheequiet streets to Rua Tiradentes, to
his modest home, where he arranged his thingshbegan his wait.

He called her every day between 4 and 6 P.M., acodll with different names.
And then his calls stopped.
They had found him.

THE TRAIN from Nice arrived in Aix on time, a fewinutes after noon, Sunday. He
stepped onto the platform, and looked for her endtowd. He didn't really expect to see
her. He was only hoping, almost praying. Carryirgyrtew bag with his new clothes, he
found a taxi for the short ride across town toila Gallici, on the edge of the city.

She had reserved a room in both names, Eva Mirand&atrick Lanigan. How nice to
be in from the cold, to travel as real people withihe cloak and dagger of false names
and passports. She had not checked in yet, theiofermed him, and his spirits sank.
He had dreamed of finding her in the room, adotinexbft lingerie, ready for intimacy.
He could almost feel her.

"When was the reservation made?" he asked the, atatated.

"Yesterday. She called from London, and said shalavarrive this morning. We haven't
seen her."

He went to the room and showered. He unpackeddgsdnd ordered tea and pastries.
He fell asleep amid dreams of hearing her knoctherdoor, of pulling her into the room.

He left a message for her at the front desk, and wee a long walk through the lovely
Renaissance city. The air was brisk and clear.d?o in early November was delightful.
Perhaps they would live there. He looked at quaietrtments above the ancient, narrow
streets and thought, yes, this would be a niceediadive. It was a university town where
the arts were revered. Her French was very goochandanted to become proficient.
Yes, French would be his next language. They wetdyg here for a week or so, then go
back to Rio awhile, but maybe Rio wouldn't be hoRiash with freedom, Patrick

wanted to live everywhere, to absorb differentunds, to learn different languages.



He was set upon by a pack of young Mormon missiesabut shook them off and
walked along the Cours Mirabeau. He sipped esprastte same sidewalk cafe where
they had held hands and watched the students agdaar.

He refused to panic. It was a simple matter ota ¢annecting flight. He forced himself
to wait until dark, then strolled as casually asgplole back to the hotel.

She wasn't there, nor was there a message. Notténgalled the hotel in London, and
was informed that she had left yesterday, Saturaaynd mid-morning.

He went to the terrace garden next to the diniogcand found a chair in a corner
which he turned so he could watch the front deshkuiish a window.

He ordered two double cognacs to fight the chié.wbuld see her when she arrived.

If she'd missed a flight, she would've called bywnl§ she'd been stopped by customs
again, she would've called by now. Any problemswiassports, visas, tickets, and she
would've called by now.

No one was chasing her. All the bad guys had bikerdocked up or bought off.

More cognac on an empty stomach, and before logdsedrunk. He switched to strong
coffee to stay awake.

When the bar closed, Patrick went to his room.d$\8 A.M. in Rio, and he reluctantly
called her father, whom he'd met twice. She hatdhiced him as a friend and a
Canadian client. The poor man had been throughgindawt Patrick had no choice. He
said he was in France, and needed to discuss laregi@r with his Brazilian lawyer.
Apologies for disturbing him at home so early, baetcouldn't seem to locate her. It was
an important matter, even urgent. Paulo didn't iamdlk, but the man on the phone
seemed to know a lot about his daughter.

She was in London, Paulo said. He had talked twhe&aturday. He would say nothing
more.

Patrick waited two agonizing hours, then calleddyafiShe's missing," he said, now
very much in a panic. Sandy had not heard a want tier.

PATRICK ROAMED the streets of Aix for two days, tag long aimless walks, napping
at odd hours, eating nothing, drinking cognac drahg coffee, calling Sandy and
scaring poor Paulo with repeated calls.

The city lost its romance. Alone in his room, heptviecom a broken heart, and alone on
the streets he cursed the woman he still madlydove



The hotel clerks watched him come and go. At fiessivas anxious as he asked for his
messages, but as the hours and days passed, henmalded at them. He didn't shave
and he looked tired. He drank too much.

He checked out after the third day, said he wasgback to America. He asked his
favorite clerk to keep a sealed envelope at thk slesase Madame Miranda appeared.

Patrick flew to Rio. Why, he wasn't sure. As mustshe loved Rio, it would be the last
place she would be seen. She was much too smgotttmRio. She knew where to hide,
and how to disappear, and how to change identdms$ how to move money instantly,
and how to spend it without drawing attention.

She had learned from a master. Patrick had taiwggtdalhtoo well the art of vanishing. No
one would find Eva, unless, of course, she warltethtto.

He had a painful meeting with Paulo, in which He the entire story, every detail. The
poor man crumbled before his eyes, crying and egrisim for corrupting his precious
daughter. The meeting was an act of desperati@hyterly fruitless.

He stayed in small hotels close to her apartmealking the streets, once again looking
at every face, but for different reasons. No lortherprey, he was now the hunter, and
such a desperate one at that.

Her face would not be seen, because he'd tauglhweto hide it.

His money dwindled, and he was eventually reduoethlling Sandy and asking for a
five-thousand-dollar loan. Sandy quickly agreed| awen offered more.

He gave up after a month, and traveled by bus a¢hascountry to Ponta Pora.

He could sell his house there, and maybe his aayether, both would net thirty
thousand U.S. dollars. Or maybe he would keep thednget a job. He could live in a
country he loved, in a pleasant little town he adoHe could work perhaps as an
English tutor, live peacefully on Rua Tiradentebeve the shadows were gone now but
the barefoot boys still dribbled soccer balls altmghot street.

Where else could he go? His journey was over. Hit was finally closed.

Surely, some day she would find him.



