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Chapter 1






They sat in Warden A. K. G Stauffer’s sparingly, but
solidly, furnished office. Solid wooden chairs, solid oak desk,
solid locked wooden filing cabinet, industrial carpet. The only
concessions to creature comforts were the coffeemaker, sitting atop
a small waist-high refrigerator, and the warden’s padded chair. The
office looked out on the exercise yard through a large window
behind the desk on the warden’s right.

“Let me get this
straight, right away,” said the warden of the Michigan State
Penitentiary at Jackson, “before you start shooting. The
series is called Look at the Evidence. It’s about drug
related crime. …”

“Any kind of
serious crime,” Liz Collier—the senior scriptwriter and
interviewer—said. “But drug related in this instance.”

“Ok, drug-related
crime,” the warden said. “Your premise is that it’s mainly the
petty criminals who get caught, who wind up in penitentiaries and
correctional institutions like this. The major criminals, for the
most part, get away, avoid apprehension, and profit hugely from the
activities of the ones who are caught, tried, and convicted at the
bottom end of the chain.”

“Correct. Of
course, if the crime involved in our program is not, shall we say,
hierarchical in nature, not all of that would apply.”

“Understood. So,
what you want me, and Mr. Reynolds here, to do is to comment on
that premise from our experience at Jackson. Is that right?” He
nodded over to Beaufort Reynolds sitting opposite—beside Liz, Brent
Norwood and Billy Knight, the rest of the documentary crew.

“And to give us an
insight into the running of the penitentiary, how its inhabitants
are treated, and how you keep control. The idea is to show what the
end of the chain has to endure to guarantee the big take for
producers, big-time smugglers, central distributors,” Billy
said.

The warden pursed
his lips and looked across at Liz. “We agree that that is a
worthwhile approach in principle. And we have made a lot of changes
here.” He held up a warning finger. “But you have to be careful of
insinuating that the people we get in here on petty drug charges
are innocent pawns in the process. They are a danger to the
populace. They ensnare teenagers, schoolchildren, vulnerable
society dropouts, homeless persons, that sort of thing, in a life
of misery. And don’t forget the growers. They are virtually
slaves.”

“That’s precisely
why we’ve come to you,” Liz said, “to give a balanced perspective
to the sequence. It’s this sort of commentary that we are hoping to
get on film.”

“You have to be
aware,” the warden said, “that what you are tackling is an enormous
societal, political, economic and legislative quandary. It involves
billions of dollars, millions of people, forty or more countries,
and reaches from the highest and most corrupt levels in society to
the vagrants on the streets.”

“Our program has
to limit the perspective to what the serious-minded viewer of
public affairs programs can be expected to absorb,” Liz said. “But
we understand there will be dimensions that we will not be able to
deal with in an hour’s exposure.”

“Hmmm, and what
you are expecting from Chief Reynolds and me are commentaries on
the larger problems of the illicit drug trade, and on what is
expected of the inmates we have here. You want to know how we keep
them in line and the general attitudes of the custodial staff to
the penitentiary population.”

“Yes, exactly. Our
intention is to give the viewer an accurate picture of how the high
and the low ends of the spectrum―from the poppy-growers to the drug
lords―are punished if at all by the courts and the penal
system.”

“The potential
pitfall, here, is that some aspects of the disciplinary regime—even
of this institution, for example—will be grossly
misinterpreted by the viewers.”

“We’ll guard
against that,” Brent said. “Our general impression from background
research is, maybe, that your establishment is tough but it’s fair
and even-handed.”

“Where did you get
that?”

“A former inmate,”
Liz said.

“Name,” the warden
said.

“I’d have to get
it for you,” Liz said. “I didn’t do that interview.”

The warden looked
at Brent and Billy. They shrugged. “It was done by the office,”
Billy said.

“Ok, we’ll start
with me,” the warden said.

Liz took the
ballpoint clipped to the lapel of her gabardine jacket and poised
it over the pad on her knee.

“Reynolds can sit
in so he can get the drift of what can be said, and what can’t,”
the warden continued, “and then you can go down to the section
office, take a few limited shots of the environment that the
inmates live in. There you may interview Mr. Reynolds.”

“Do you want to be
in on that, sir?” said Reynolds.

The warden waved
his hand. “No need. You know enough to keep out of trouble. Any
other questions?”

“There is one,”
Liz said. “We’d like to interview the two that landed up here after
the Rawdon bust. Would that be possible?”

“We’d rather you
avoid the colloquial slang that is current in describing the
judicial process. It just serves to denigrate what we do. A ‘bust,’
as you call it, is either an arrest or a conviction, depending on
the context.”

“Of course.
Although you should be aware that the use of colloquialisms in a
documentary may be necessary in some contexts—depending on the
speaker.”

It was clear from
the warden’s reaction that he was not used to being crossed. He
looked hard at Liz, who equally looked steadily at the warden with
a firm expression on her face.

He paused
noticeably before continuing. “To answer your question, any such
interview would need the permission of the inmates involved. You
would not be able to show their faces, or identify them in
anyway—all for privacy reasons and to protect them from any
potential retaliatory action. If those conditions are met, I’ll see
if it can be arranged. Ok, let’s get on with it.”






* * *






The shoot went
well. The warden was composed and articulate. He described the
‘layers’ involved in the trading, distribution, and peddling of
illicit drugs on the streets and in back alleys, on school grounds,
and in impoverished neighbourhoods.

“The only people
who know the identities of the more than the rank immediately below
and immediately above them are the ‘enforcers,’” he told the
camera. “We’ve had one or two in the penitentiary—usually they are
convicted on the grounds of violent assault, causing grievous
bodily harm or, in the worst cases, murder.”

He continued,
describing at length that addicts knew only one rank—their pusher
or pusher. Primary producers were virtually slaves, poorly
compensated. Slave ‘owners’—cartel bosses—usually knew both the
smugglers and the distributors. They used ‘enforcers’ to control
these levels and to deal with problems down the line. Very few
leaders of drug cartels, if any, had been brought to justice in the
United States or Canada, he emphasized. “Mainly they were removed
by military action in their countries of origin.”

Liz and Brent—when
he was not at the camera—shared the role of interviewer. Billy and
Brent handled the camera and lighting. The shoot lasted an hour and
eighteen minutes. Liz was ecstatic. They removed their gear and
waited outside the office. For a short while, Reynolds remained
with the warden.

Liz turned to
Brent. “Ready for Reynolds?”

“Can’t we get a
coffee or something?” Brent said, “I’m hoarse.”

“We’ll ask ‘Mr.’
Reynolds.”

The warden emerged
with Beaufort Reynolds.

“I think our talk
went well enough,” he said. “Now, accompany Mr. Reynolds to the
office in Minor Crime. There will be some refreshment for you there
before you begin the next item on your program.”

“Thank you, sir,
and for all your time, effort, and contribution,” Billy said. “You
are very photogenic, clear, outspoken, and authoritative.”

“And we are most
grateful,” Liz said. “If all our guests turn out to be as balanced
and well-informed as you, sir, the series can’t help but be a
success.”

For the first time
since they had entered his office, the Warden gave a smile—thin,
but a smile even so.

“You must
appreciate that what we have talked about is the tip of an iceberg,
the social dimensions of which rival the Holocaust and Al Qaeda
combined. Even so, I trust we can be of some assistance in widening
public understanding.”

He shook hands,
pointed the direction along the corridor, turned back into his
office and closed the door.

Reynolds led the
way. They walked along the corridor, out into the open. As they
crossed the empty exercise yard toward the secured cellblock
section, Liz looked around and saw that they were being observed
through binoculars from the four towers placed at each corner of
the yard.

“They don’t miss
much,” she said.

“They’re trained
shooters,” Reynolds replied.

A look of
consternation came over Liz’s face.

“Oh, you mean they
don’t ‘miss much’ when watching what’s going on with our ‘clients’
out here? That’s it, that’s what they’re really trained to do. They
keep their eyes on the ball and alert us to any trouble.”

“And trained to
shoot as well,” Brent said.

“Yes, but they’ve
never needed to here,” Reynolds said. “We run a quiet, orderly and
tight ship.”








Chapter 2






“Can we spell your name out and make sure we’ve got it
right?” Liz nodded to Billy indicating that he should write down
Reynolds’ response. “Is it b-e-a-u-f-o-r-t, Beaufort, and Reynolds
with an ‘s’?”

“Yeah, but I never
use Beaufort,” Reynolds said. “Why not just call me ‘Chief’?”

“Beaufort is such
a distinguished name,” Liz said, and took a sip of her coffee. “It
comes from the French, doesn’t it? It means ‘wonderfully strong’ I
think. Your parents must have been very proud of you.”

“My mammy was. I
never knew my pappy—hey; this isn’t going on film is it?”

“No, no, no. It’s
so we can get acquainted. But you are strong, aren’t you.” Liz
looked at Reynolds’ formidable six-foot-four-inch physique.

“Weights, mostly.
Started when I was about five. Hoisting garbage cans over my head.
Went to a gym and got serious about it just before I started high
school.”

“Where was that?”
Billy asked.

“Detroit. Grew up
in a roughneck ’hood—Hamtramck. Lots of us ‘coloured folk’—bad
actors some of them. Had to be in shape to stay out of
trouble.”

“Were you into
basketball?” Brent said.

“Played at it once
in a while, but I was more interested in body building.”

“What got you into
the penitentiary business?” Liz said, “From all accounts you are
force to be reckoned with.”

“Well, nobody
messes with me, I suppose. Graduated with criminology major from
Detroit University. The Department recruited me.”

“You started as a
bull, right?” Brent said.

“To be
colloquial,” Liz said

“Yeah. Warden
calls us custodians around here—worked my way up. I’ve now got
three wings to look after, this one—Minor Crime—Civic Felonies, and
Violent Offenders.”

“That’s a big
responsibility,” Liz said.

“I was on life
terms before that and what we call Internal Discipline.”

“Internal
Discipline?” Billy asked.

“The hole.
Suspended privileges. Cell confinement with limited meals.”

“You starve
them?”

“No, no. They get
plenty. It’s just the same food every day.”

“Who’s in the
Civic Felonies wing?” Brent said.

“Embezzlers,
fraudsters, con men, highway offenders, that sort of thing.”

“Doesn’t putting
them all together lead to more crime? Encourage them to make deals,
and pacts to work together when they get out?” Brent asked.

“No. Most of them
are first timers—amateurs at it. We know the hard-core ones and
keep on their backs.”

“No fun, this kind
of work,” Billy said.

“You know, it has
its moments. You get to know who are the troublemakers, the toughs,
the sex freaks, the ones who just want to do their time, best they
can, and get out. When you get a handle on that kind of thing, you
can help those who ain’t coming back.”

“Many come back?”
Liz asked.

“With the repeat
offenders you try to keep them away from the first-timers. Make
their time such a misery that they don’t want to come
back.”

“Doesn’t that make
them worse?” Billy asked.

“No. They work
hard on getting parole. The diehards are different. You watch them
carefully. They’re beyond reform. They run the rackets inside the
place. And you keep that to a minimum.”

“Do you think
we’ll get to see the Rawdon pair?” Liz asked, as they entered the
cellblock building, “They’re in for pushing stuff around factories
and warehouses.”

“And to high
school kids. If the warden says he’ll try, it’s pretty much a done
deal. But I doubt you’ll get anything out of them.”

“Do you remember
any inmates from Canada? Any who did real time here?”

“You mean the ‘yes
sir, no sir’ Canadian, known here as the ‘lady killer’—in for
knocking over an old broad in a wheelchair? In here a couple of
years ago?”

“She was using a
walker,” Liz said. “That’s what I heard.”

“Is he the ‘former
inmate’ the warden was asking about? You being from Canada and
all.”

“Could be,” Liz
said.

“Doesn’t do to be
coy with the warden.”

“But just like the
warden says,” Liz said, “we have to respect privacy and protect
informants from people who might want to get back at them.”

“Fair enough,”
Reynolds said. “There was some kind of judicial order that got him
out of here to spend the rest of his term somewhere in Canada. Is
he out now?”

“Seems he got
parole for some reason.”

“Good for him. He
kept his nose clean while he was here. But for a while, we had to
look out for him until we learned that ‘lady killer’ was in a
highway accident. Careless driving. After that, they left him
alone.”

“Ok, Chief,” Liz
said. “We think you’re going to be as good as the warden. Let’s get
some of this on film. We’ll start with your background and how you
got to be a ‘Chief.’”

“Ok. But you have
to understand that ‘chief’ is an informal title. My rank is Senior
Remedial Custodian.”

“When we introduce
you with the voice-over we’ll make that clear,” Liz said.

They reached the
office where the shoot was to take place and went to work. They got
Reynolds seated behind a wooden table that was fastened to the
floor.

“Can’t move this,”
Billy said doing the set up.

“If it wasn’t
bolted down they’d tear it up and beat the hell out of us with the
legs,” Reynolds said laughing.

“Put your forearms
on the table and clasp your hands,” Liz said. “It’ll make you more
comfortable and you can unclasp them to make gestures for
emphasis.”

Reynolds was an
apt pupil. They shot a few questions at him, and he replied in an
even tone, using his hands as suggested.

They kept him
going for more than an hour.

When the shoot was
over, Reynolds offered to give them a tour of the Minor Crimes
wing. “You can’t take video or anything into the interior of the
cell block without special permission from the top brass in
Lansing. But you’ll get a real idea what living inside this place
is like. You can leave your equipment here.”

“I’d rather take
it out to the SUV,” Billy said.

“But you’d have to
go through the whole routine to get back in,” Reynolds said.

“Why don’t you and
Brent take it out and wait for me,” Liz said. “I shan’t be
long.”

“No,” Brent said.
“Billy can go with you. When you’re done, we can do the other
exterior shots we wanted.”

Reynolds nodded.
He called to a guard. “Take this gentleman, help him to the car
with his equipment,” he said.

“Ok, Brute,” said
the guard.

“‘Brute’?” Liz
asked. “‘Brute’?”

“One of the cons
called me that when he was before the warden for violent
behaviour,” Reynolds said. “It got out and stuck.”

Reynolds, Liz and
Billy walked down a corridor. They were ushered by guards through
two locked and barred gates, about ten feet apart, and into the
soaring two-storied cell area.

“In about a
minute, they’ll be coming back from their work areas and begin
filing into their cells. They’ll be there for forty-five minutes
before coming out again for the evening meal in the cafeteria. We
go strictly by the clock here,” Reynolds said.

Liz looked at her
watch. Five-thirty in the afternoon it read. “God. We’ve been here
five and half hours.”

At that moment,
the cell doors slid open and men in prison coveralls began filing
in on the second floor. The whistling began when one of the inmates
spotted Liz.

“I think they like
you.” Reynolds grinned. “Get ’em to stop that racket,” he shouted
to the guards on the second floor.

“Ok, Brute,”
called one of the guards. It took almost a minute to quieten the
whistling down. By the time the first-floor inmates began filing
in, all the three got were curious stares.

“Who’s the tomato,
Brute?” said a voice from somewhere among the inmates in the
vaulted area on the second rang of cells. There was audible
laughter from one end of both passageways to the other.

“Yeah, they like
you,” the ‘Brute’ said to Liz. “Can’t say I blame them.”

Liz smiled
demurely. “I like you too, Brute.”

He laughed. “Come
on, lady. It’s more than time to get you out of here.”



Chapter 3






Clarence Bufeld, known to his confreres as Clare,
looked away and through the grimy window down at the alley littered
with rotting pizza boxes, crushed paper cups, and assorted other
domestic garbage. His face shadowed with disgust as he contemplated
the scene.

“Vince said you
had a talent for innovation and coordination and we should give you
a break,” he said aloud.

“Yeah, as usual
Vince’s full of the old eyewash—and how would he know anyway?”
groused Gregor Morowitz, the gaunt hunched figure on the frayed
ottoman. “He’s always looking for the dollar.”

Senior Partner
Vincent Fairclough had a reputation for scrutinizing all
expenditures.

“Look, you’ve quit
the sauce; you haven’t got a dime to live on. We know you can
organize us out of a shemozzle. We need someone with experience,
now, to fix a mess we’re into on the illegal narcotics job. Here’s
a chance to pick up from where you left off. What’s your
problem?”

“Half the industry
thinks I’m a drunk,” said Morowitz. “And the other half is lying in
wait for me to screw up again.”

“Not true. They’ve
forgotten. I’m not here to argue anyway. Or get you to do something
you don’t want to do. You can take it or leave it. Your choice. We
need to know by Friday.”

Bufeld got up to
go. “We’ll help with what you need to get started,” he said over
his shoulder as he left.

“Yeah, big of
you.”

“Come on Legs, do
yourself a favour.” Clarence pointed his forefinger and stabbed it
at Morowitz on the ottoman. “Take it for what it’s worth.”

“Yeah,” replied
Legs. He had been the major force behind Mission Time—a
previous documentary made by the Fairclough/Bufeld partnership. He
was known as Legs because he’d come fifth in the Boston Marathon
some years ago.

“Thanks for
stopping by, Clare. I appreciate it—and for what Judith did.”






* * *






Legs waited for
Clare to descend the stairs and close the outside door. He looked
around his one-room share of the doss-house he was renting, at its
rickety bed and the ottoman with two bricks replacing one leg, the
so-called water closet.

“Bit sickening,”
he muttered to himself, reflecting on the understatement. “Maybe
this is the way out.”

He paced back and
forth across the room, ten or so paces each way.

“There will be a
pack of hyenas and jackals waiting for me if I go back,” he shouted
at the now closed downstairs door. “They won’t give me what
I need to get started.”

And that would
mean going through the whole meat grinder one more time. But Clare
had called him ‘Legs,’ his nickname from happier times. And he’d
said that Vince wanted him back to work.

“When there are a
number of variables,” he told himself aloud, quoting from some
half-forgotten book, “wait twenty-four hours before your decision.
It will invariably be a better one.

“God! Anything's
gonna be better than this. What have I got to lose?”

He looked around
at the place one more time.

“This.”



Chapter 4






Vincent Fairclough eyed Clare, his partner, still not
entirely persuaded.

“There’s gotta be
rules. If he comes on, it’s no booze, no all-night benders and no
weeks off, start work at nine every day,” he said.

“Sure, Vince,”
Clare said. “But you can’t tie him to a desk. He works best if he’s
on a long leash and we trust him.”

Vince sighed. “I
only said he was good at organizing, not that he’s some kind of
genius.”

“Ok, Ok, but we
owe him.”

“He owes us, more
like it.”

“And I know he can
do it,” Clare said. “Grant’s Ok on the TV commercials. He’s done
some good work there. But he’s a short-term artist. Fifteen-,
thirty- and sixty-second spots—we’ve got the competition buffaloed
on those. But Grant goes into a coma on a long project.”

“Our whole goddamn
future will be riding on this series.” Vince shifted some papers on
his desk. “If we blow it we’ll be back in the swamp. Are we going
to need any more people to run this rat race?”

“Maybe tadpoles,
like Wesley and Sally.”

“Tadpoles?” Vince
said.

“A tad of this and
a tad of that, tying up loose ends, putting stuff in the right
folders, keeping track—that sort of thing,” Clare said.

Since they’d been
taken on as office factotums, Wesley Harper and Sally Charles had
proved their worth, taking care of all the needed pesky admin, and
organizing chores that had piled up to nearly unmanageable
proportions before they joined the operation.

“And hey, now
there’s Natalia, so perhaps we’ll need no one else. She’s got the
scheduling, budgeting, HR, and billing under control. I know she
can handle a big undertaking. And we know Legs can, from
Mission Time.”

“Yeah, and we know
he’s been rotting away in the slammer for three years. How do we
know his brain hasn’t turned to porridge?” Vince asked.

But even at this
expostulation they both knew Legs Morowitz could run the script—at
least the prelims, and the finals—and coordinate the project if he
came around. Though each had differing estimates of the chances
he’d make the series a success that could match Mission
Time.

“Ok, let’s tell
the mob,” Vince said, after a long pause.

The mob—all ten of
them plus Clare and Vince—assembled in the only common room
available, around the secretarial desks, copier, fax machine, and
water cooler.

“Hi, everybody,”
Vince said as the room quietened down. “All here?” There were nods
and murmurs that signified yes. “Good.

“As most of you
know, given the success of our current work on commercials—not only
for agencies, clients and cable companies—to say nothing of
impending international sales and continuing royalties from
Mission Time, we’re in good shape to start on a new series,
planning for which is well underway.”

“Ooh Rah!” came a
couple of voices from the rear—echoes of the U.S. Marine yell that
Billy had picked up from the work on Mission Time. Brent,
who had not been with the outfit long, had joined in to be one of
the ‘mob.’

“Yes, well. The
next series will be called Look at the Evidence—code-named
Latte from the initials—nothing will be late in this project, let
me tell you.”

“Not even the
paychecks?” Grant Mercer interjected from a desk in the front,
referring to a recent payroll error made by the outsourced payroll
system.

“You’ll get your
money, Grant,” Clare said. “Especially when you’ve earned it.”

“Does anyone want
to hear what I’ve got to say?” Vince asked, clearly
irritated by the interruptions. “There are a few things I want to
cover.”

The room quietened
down again. “Liz first,” he said.

“It’s about this
West Coast connection,” Liz began. “There’s definitely something to
it, but we don’t know what.”

“The horsemen seem
to be on to it, but not giving anything away,” said Chad Neilson,
the most recent addition to the script crew.

“We thought of
approaching a Mountie super and getting him to give us a general
briefing on the drug business on the coast,” said Felicity Madsen,
a seasoned scriptwriter who had worked with Liz on Mission
Time.

“We could keep it
on ice and splice it in later if the story needed it,” Chad
said.

“You mean a
visual, don’t you?” Vince said.

“Yeah, yeah.”

“That’s underway,”
Clare said.

“We haven’t got
all the responsibilities in order yet but we’ll know by Friday. You
should know that Clare and I have invited Legs Morowitz to come
back,” Vince said. “We should hear from him if he’s willing in time
for Monday’s meeting.”

“You mean
Gregor Morowitz?” Natalia Messier asked. She had worked with
the group for little more than a year. “I thought he was in the
pokey.”

“Around here, we
know him as ‘Legs.’ Yes, it’s Gregor, and he’s been paroled and is
looking for work,” Clare said.

“What will he do?”
Grant said. “Sweep floors?”

“Now that’s the
kind of attitude we don’t want around here.” Clare paused. “He’s
done his time and he hasn’t lost any of his faculties. You’ve got
to remember he was the one who salvaged Mission Time and
made it a rattling success.”

“Yeah, he’s done
his time,” Vince said, “and has had a couple of years of valuable
firsthand experience in a penal institution. And that’s just what
we need for the Latte job.”

There was
silence.

“If he agrees,
Legs will lead the script team and organize the finals. We’ll bring
him in soonest and start our detailed planning meetings. Any
questions?”

Again silence as
people exchanged glances, trying to discern what the others thought
of the news.

“Ok, then. Next
meeting to outline the project and put all the nuts and bolts in
place Monday sharp at nine. Have a good weekend.” He cut his hand
across his Adam’s apple to show that the meeting was over.

As he and Clare
went back to their offices at the rear, the audible hubbub of
comments among the ‘mob’ grew fainter as they gradually
dispersed.

“Grant didn’t take
too kindly to the news,” Vince said.

“Oh, he and Legs
were at loggerheads from the start,” Clare said. “But they got the
job done.”








Chapter 5






“He can’t get in here ’till around ten thirty,” Vince
said. “We moved him without telling the parole guy. And he’s
playing nasty. Legs has got to check in at nine every Monday,
Wednesday, and Friday.”

They—Clare,
Natalia, Grant, and Spence Cassidy, a scriptwriter and savvy camera
assistant—were in Vince’s office, going through budget items and
schedules, outlining what they hoped to cover before meeting with
the full mob. Legs had ‘come around’ and called Clare on a pay
phone Saturday morning.

“He’s gonna
miss all the exchange, new ideas and all the stuff we kick around
at the meetings,” Grant Mercer said.

“So far, he
hasn’t missed anything much,” Vince said.

“I’ll brief
him when he gets in,” Clare said. “Keep him up to date.”

“Can’t we work
on the parole officer?” Spence said. “Tell him it will cost him his
job and everything.”

Spence had
been running the script group during Legs’s three-year absence,
guided by Clare. He was keen and flexible, still gaining
confidence.

“Leave that
stuff to me,” Vince said. “I’m going to handle it.”

“Can we move
on to something productive?” Natalia Messier said. “Time’s
a-wasting.”

“Yeah,” Vince
agreed. “Let’s get the mob. We’ll start with the new
assignments.”

The assembly
started dead on nine a.m. After a weekend of uncertainty,
expectation was on their faces. Vince and Clare faced the group,
Clare with his rump on the back of a chair.

“Some of you
won’t be too happy at the start,” Vince said. “We’ve worked out a
few new responsibilities based on past series. But remember, we’re
a team, and any new experience is gonna be valuable, both to the
Latte project and to you personally. So bear with us.”

“Anything new
for Legs?” Grant said.

Vince ignored
him.

“Clare and I
are going to handle all the outside negotiations, as usual. We’ll
make the contacts, set up the agreements. Natalia will handle the
details—time, place, contracts, do what’s needed on documentation,
keep the schedule, do the follow up, keep us on our toes.”

“Grant’s got
the camera crew. And if it’s Ok with you,” Clare said, looking at
Grant, “we’re adding Spence to the camera team. He’s filled in a
few times in the past and did well. What say Grant?”

“Sure,” Grant
said. “He’s shot commercials.”

“Billy Knight
will take logistics. He showed a talent for it when he was working
for Grant,” Vince said. “He kept the film supplies flowing, never
lost equipment, got the crew to assignments on time, and cleared up
afterwards. So now he takes on the whole shebang.”

Billy’s face
glowed and he exchanged a quick glance with Natalia. A faint smile
of pleasure crossed her face.

“Who’s gonna
do it for me?” Grant said.

“We leave that
to you,” Clare said. “You know your crew, even Spence. You can work
it out with the crew and get help from Billy and the tadpoles if
you need it.”

“Ok,” Grant
said. “Ok.”

“We’ve heard
from Legs Morowitz,” Vince said. “He’s coming on board but he won’t
be in ’till later. Working with Legs on the script, theme,
narration, background ambience, chronology, flashbacks, actuals,
and fill-in will be Liz, Felicity and Chad,” Vince said.

“Does Legs
know—and are you Ok with that, Felicity?” Grant asked.

“Well, I’ve
worked with Legs before, and we’ve had our ups and downs, but he’s
been a good mentor and I’ve learned a lot from him,” Felicity
said.

“You should
have asked me,” Liz said. “For what he did in that ‘hit-and-run’
business I’d skin the bastard alive. But he’s top of his league in
this stuff, I suppose, and I can handle him.”

“Legs doesn’t
know yet about what’s in store,” Clare said. “We’ll fill him in
later—and you can leave it to Vince to tell him. So no ‘leaks’ from
you, Grant.”

“Sally and
Wesley will do their usual tadpoling, and they’ll be looking for a
couple more possible assistants if necessary. Nobody is going to
get overloaded, but we want one-hundred-percent commitment on this
one. Ok?” Vince said.

There was a
chorus of ‘you’ve-got-it’s,’ ‘Okays,’ and one ‘Ooh-Rah’ from the
assembly.

“I’m going to
need all your help,” Billy said.

There were a
few nods. Vince and Clare took a mental note.

“Clare’s going
to give you the deal,” Vince said. “So take notes. All yours,
Clare.” And Vince went back to his office.








Chapter 6






“What brought this to mind,” Liz said, “was that we
know they won’t give interviews in their head office—except if
asked by Ottawa. But in the field, it can be a different
matter.”

“And we know that
Superintendent Willie Flack is going to be in Madoc Tuesday and
Wednesday, and that he’s been in Seattle for a few days,” Felicity
said. “For what we don’t know.”

“DEA I’d bet,”
Chad said. “Got in the loop about the Seattle Division’s list of
‘Most Wanted Fugitives.’”

“What’s he doing
in Madoc?” Clare asked.

“PR,” Chad said.
“The Musical Ride the Mounties give on horseback and all that
stuff. He’ll be the MC.”

Clare looked
thoughtfully at the three.

“Have you tried
asking the U.S. Drug Enforcement Administration for a
statement?”

“They sent us a
press release by e-mail,” Liz said. “It gave us nothing.”

“Can you whip up a
briefing note for me,” Clare said. “There’s no knowing how Vince
will react. He doesn’t like paying for speculative footage that may
or may not be used.”

“We can keep that
part out of it,” Chad said.

“He doesn’t like
trickery either,” Clare said. “You’ve got to be straight up with
him.”

“What we know is
this,” Liz said. “Our source says that they think there’s a
regular, well-spaced dispatch of individual couriers. They pick the
stuff up at the border in some sort of bulk. Then they put it in
the distribution network, two or three or four kilos per mule.”

“The mules spread
out, either sugar it down and sell it,” Felicity said. “Or take it
to secondary dealers across the country who do likewise.”

“They’ve traced
some of it to Ontario and the narcs from the States think from
there it’s getting back across the border to Illinois and New
York—maybe even Michigan,” Chad said.

“Why can’t you use
that as a sequence?” Clare said.

“Cause we told the
source that it was just for our background and wouldn’t go any
further,” Liz said.

“But if a
superintendent goes on camera and outlines it all, we’re off the
hook,” Felicity said.

“Give me the note
and I’ll see what I can do,” Clare said. “And, incidentally: nice
work.”






* * *






Clarence stood
about three feet from Superintendent Willie Flack, resplendent in
dress uniform. Over the fence, milling in the paddock, were the
fastidiously groomed horses of the Musical Ride.
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