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      What the dead had no speech for,


       when living,


      They can tell you, being dead: the


       communication


      Of the dead is tongued with fire beyond 


      the language of the living.


      T.S. Eliot


      Four Quartets. “Little Gidding”

      


   

   	Author’s Foreword


      THE GENERAL’S DAUGHTER


      The Book & The Movie


      The Book


      This book, on its most basic level, is a murder mystery that happens to be set on an Army post.


      But on another level, it is a story about the unique subculture of the military, about military law, and about women in the

         military, and how all of these elements come together on a hot, steamy Georgia military base.

      


      The Uniform Code of Military Justice is the law under which all the branches of the military—Army, Navy, Air Force, Marines,

         and Coast Guard—operate. The UCMJ, as it is called, is based on American Constitutional law, but it is tailored to take into

         account the ironic fact that men and women in uniform, who are sworn to defend the Constitution, do not enjoy all the rights

         and safeguards they are defending. Military law also addresses military virtues, such as duty, honor, and loyalty—concepts

         which are rarely or never addressed in civilian law.

      


      Thus, as we see in this novel, military law is more than law—it is the whole legal, social, professional, and even psychological

         matrix into which all members of the armed forces fit, or don’t fit, as the case may be.

      


      The General’s Daughter begins with a murder and apparent rape, and from the beginning, we see that this is not only a crime against an individual

         or against society; it is also a crime against the institution of the United States Army, a crime against good order and discipline,

         an affront to the concepts of honor and loyalty, and to the military maxim that “All the brothers are brave and all the sisters

         are virtuous.” In fact, the murder of a female officer is the trip wire that causes an explosion that rocks the Army to its

         foundations.

      


      I wrote this novel partly as a result of the Persian Gulf War of January and February 1991. Specifically, I was impressed

         by the role that women played in the war, and in the military in general. Like most Vietnam veterans, however, I was a little

         surprised and a lot annoyed at how the news media reported this war, as opposed to my war. Needless to say, the military came

         off looking a lot better in the Persian Gulf than they did in Vietnam. The reasons for this are too numerous to go into here,

         but one reason for this was the visible presence of women in the armed forces.

      


      The military, consciously or unconsciously, put the media in a quandary; journalists look for dirt, for government bungling,

         for military incompetence. But here you had a situation where the military was at the forefront of a politically correct movement—equality

         of women.

      


      The media personalized the Gulf War with endless interviews of women doing men’s jobs. This hype, I think, helped set the

         tone for the positive reporting of the war in general.

      


      Of course, many male soldiers, sailors, and airmen felt a little left out, and certainly veterans of my generation felt totally

         disenfranchised and retroactively snubbed and unfairly portrayed.

      


      Be that as it may, the net result was a “good war,” as opposed to a “bad war.”


      Regarding the “bad war,” I served in the United States Army from April 1966 to April 1969. During that time, I took my basic

         combat training at Fort Gordon, Georgia, my advanced infantry training and leadership school training at Fort Dix, New Jersey,

         and attended Infantry Officer Candidate School at Fort Benning, Georgia. After training troops at Fort Benning, I went to

         the Jungle Operations Come at Fort Gulick in the Panama Canal Zone, then shipped out to Vietnam and served as an infantry

         platoon leader with the First Air Cavalry Division.

      


      My three years in the Army were very much a male/macho experience, as you can imagine, and I did not interact with too many

         female soldiers. In fact, the number of females serving in the military during the Vietnam conflict was fewer than the number

         who served in World War II.

      


      In Vietnam, aside from military nurses, there were virtually no women serving in the war zone, except civilian Red Cross volunteers,

         known in the sexist jargon of the day as “Donut Dollies.” In any case, the American women in Vietnam were in the traditional

         roles of caregivers, and they were no threat to the men.

      


      In 1969, my last year of service back in the States, I began to see female officers assigned to staff jobs that were traditionally

         male-only postings. This was an experiment that had mixed results. The feminist movement in America was in its early stages,

         and there was little pressure on the military from any source for gender equality or gender integration.

      


      But the military was actually in advance of the social and political movements of the day in regard to gender integration,

         just as it was years ahead of the nation in racial integration when, in 1949, the armed forces ended racial segregation, albeit

         by presidential order.

      


      The point is, the armed forces has a mixed, but mostly positive record in all areas of equality. This is partly a result of

         the nature of the organization. By that I mean, if you’re going to ask a black man to fight and perhaps die, then you can’t

         treat him as a second-class citizen. If you’re going to ask a woman to serve in a close-combat support group (but not in combat

         itself), then, again, you have to extend to her all the rights, privileges, and opportunities that accrue to the man serving

         beside her.

      


      Some men, of course, would say, “We don’t need women in the military at all.” Others might say, “Women in the military are

         okay, but only in traditionally female jobs.”

      


      But I believe we’re past those attitudes, and only two questions remain: Should women serve in direct combat roles? And, Should

         women be subject to the draft as men are?

      


      Those are difficult questions, and they are not directly addressed in The General’s Daughter, though there is a sub-text in the book that raises these questions of full equality.

      


      When I set out to write this post–Gulf War novel, the first thing I decided was that this novel was not going to be a polemic.

         It was going to be as fair as possible to the men and women who serve in our military, it was going to be fair to the Army,

         and fair to the concept of a gender-mixed military. But it was not going to be a politically correct paean where all the sisters

         are terrific and all the brothers are male chauvinist pigs.

      


      At about the time this novel appeared in the fall of 1992, the Tailhook scandal was rocking the nation. This was good for

         the book, but it wasn’t good for a sane, impartial dialogue on the complex subject of a gender-integrated military. Most of

         the news and entertainment media who interviewed me for this book wanted me to make some connection between The General’s Daughter, a novel, and the ongoing Tailhook scandal, which was turning into an hysterical witch-hunt.

      


      The incident in question—a party that got out of hand—was all of a sudden offered as proof that the entire military culture

         was corrupt and sexist. The fact that some men acted badly was never in doubt. But lost in the uproar was the fact that some

         men acted honorably, and some women acted badly. The same military that was idolized by the media in the Gulf War was now

         being pilloried.

      


      The Tailhook incident was not typical, and the Navy brass should have made that clear and should have stood up for the Navy

         and prevented the good name and reputation of its entire corps of fighter pilots from being dragged through the mud because

         of one bad night that involved a relatively small number of individuals.

      


      But the political climate in Washington, and the social climate in America, precluded any thought of fairness or truth or

         rational discourse. Instead, heads rolled, careers were ruined, and the male-female divide got about ten miles wider.

      


      But long before Tailhook, I set out to write a novel that addressed the questions and problems of men and women serving together

         in the new Army. It was my hope not to pander to or exploit these headline issues; I wanted a novel that would deal with the

         more universal and timeless issues of men and women: jealousy, sex, honor, truth, and the human capability to love and hate,

         often at the same time. I’ve set all of this on an Army post, just to make things more complex and interesting.

      


      This story could happen anywhere, anytime—in fact, you may find some similarities in this story to a Greek tragedy. But what happens in The General’s Daughter couldn’t happen quite like this, except on a modern American military base.

      


      The Movie


      The movie rights for The General’s Daughter were bought by Paramount Motion Pictures before the book was published in 1992. Sherry Lansing, the studio head, liked the

         novel and saw it as a story that dealt with important issues in modern American society. At the same time, the story line,

         plot, and characters in the novel were easily adaptable to the screen.

      


      The screenplay went through several rewrites, as seems to be the case in Hollywood, and eventually morphed into a highly competent

         draft by Christopher Bertolini, with some smart doctoring by the always brilliant William Goldman, and a final excellent polish

         by Scott Rosenberg.

      


      I’m often asked if I have any input into movie scripts adapted from my novels. The answer is, no. Screenwriting is not at

         all like novel writing, and a screenwriter has to work with a novel that takes ten to sixteen hours to read, and turn it into

         a screenplay for a movie of about two hours’ length. Obviously, something will be lost in the adaptation, and it’s difficult

         for a novelist to cut this much from his or her own magnum opus.

      


      I do, however, read the screenplays that have been written of all my novels, in their many drafts, and I offer suggestions.

         In the case of The General’s Daughter, the final drafts stayed true and close to the substance and intent of my novel.

      


      The first part of the movie was shot in and around Savannah, Georgia, which acted as the setting for the fictional Midland,

         Georgia, in the novel. My fictional Fort Hadley somehow became Fort McCallum, and Ann Campbell, who is the general’s daughter

         in the novel, became Elisabeth (Lizzie) Campbell in the movie. It’s not worth wondering about these small changes, and the

         author is grateful that the movie didn’t become a musical comedy titled Lizzie!


      When a film adaptation of a novel gets off to a bad start, it usually stays on that path and ends up as an instant video rental

         or a video-club giveaway. The General’s Daughter, however, started strong with good support and good ideas from Sherry Lansing, and from Karen Rosenfelt who is an executive

         vice president of production at Paramount. Next, a producer was chosen—Mace Neufeld. Mace, with his partner, Bob Rehme, have

         adapted Tom Clancy’s novels to the screen, and Mace himself has many successful films to his credit.

      


      Ironically, Mace Neufeld had read The General’s Daughter when it first came out and made a bid to option it, but was outbid by Paramount. But now Mace and The General’s Daughter have been reunited, so to speak, through Paramount.

      


      The next step was the screenplay, which I’ve mentioned, then came casting, and finding a director. The director chosen, Simon

         West, made the hit movie, Con Air. He was not considered a natural choice for this kind of movie, but like most creative people, he wanted to do something different.

         He said, “I really wanted to find a project that was a bit more serious. When The General’s Daughter popped up, I read the book, loved it, and jumped on board.” Simon shared everyone’s enthusiasm for the project, and the results

         show.

      


      Often, a movie sinks or soars on the choice of the leading man. The character of Paul Brenner in the novel is a wisecracking

         and slightly smart-assed Irish-American from South Boston. I pictured Bruce Willis for the part and so did a lot of people

         at Paramount, but Bruce Willis wasn’t available. Then one day, my agent, Nick Ellison, called me and announced that John Travolta

         had signed for the part. John Travolta? as Paul Brenner? John Travolta is incredibly talented, but I couldn’t see him as the

         character that I’d created, or even as the character that the scriptwriters had created. But I soon learned what it means

         when they say that an actor or actress has range and depth.

      


      I recall many years ago that when I heard that Marlon Brando had been picked to play the title role in The Godfather, I thought it was a bad choice. So did a lot of other people who’d read the book. But now, for all time and for all people,

         Marlon Brando is The Godfather.

      


      The role shapes the actor, and the actor shapes the role. So it is with John Travolta as Paul Brenner. Travolta is Brenner.

      


      John Travolta brought with him his longtime manager, Jonathan Krane, who became the executive producer. Travolta and Krane

         became involved with the script and also in the casting of the movie.

      


      The leading lady presented a problem of scheduling, and the entire movie had been cast before Paramount was fortunate in signing

         Madeleine Stowe who starred in The Last of the Mohicans. As with Travolta, I did not picture Stowe as Cynthia Sunhill (now Sara Sunhill) or Sunhill as Stowe. But once again I was

         pleasantly surprised at how a talented star can mold a part so that it seems a natural choice.

      


      The supporting cast is nothing short of spectacular. James Woods was born to play the part of quirky psychiatrist Colonel

         Charles Moore, Timothy Hutton is the uptight provost marshall Colonel Bill Kent, James Cromwell, who plays the general, “Fighting

         Joe” Campbell, told me he was an antiwar activist during the Vietnam War, but he acts like he had been an Army general once,

         and Clarence Williams III as the general’s aide, Colonel Fowler, is so convincing that you believe he and James Cromwell served

         together in the military. The alchemy among all these people is every director’s dream.

      


      Last but not least, Leslie Stefanson, who plays the title role of the general’s daughter, is a newcomer to feature films,

         but the performance she turns in makes her look like a seasoned actress. This is a young woman who has a great film career

         ahead of her.

      


      I don’t often picture any specific actor or actress playing a part I’ve created in a novel, but I had an eerie feeling when

         I saw Woods, Hutton, Cromwell, Williams, and Stefanson on the screen. These were the people I’d created, right down to their

         physical appearances and mannerisms. This is not to say that they didn’t define and expand on the characters and the roles—they

         did. But they also seemed as if they’d stepped out of the pages of the novel.

      


      The movie was shot during the summer and fall of 1998, and I chose not to visit the set in Savannah during the hot and difficult

         summer shoot, but I did, with my agent, Nick Ellison, visit the set in October, when the shooting had moved to Los Angeles.

      


      I should point out here that the Department of Defense was not involved with this movie. Mace Neufeld has a good relationship

         with the DOD from his past films, but he felt that he should not seek government cooperation for this film. He said, “Over

         the years, I’ve worked with many wonderful people from the DOD who’ve played an invaluable role in certain projects, but I

         also know when the project is inappropriate and when to back off. It’s a relationship of mutual respect.”

      


      My book was not antimilitary, and neither was the screenplay. But both book and movie raised controversial and sensitive issues

         that perhaps would make the military uneasy. In any case, shooting a movie about the military without military cooperation

         can be a little more difficult, and a little more costly. But it also has a liberating effect, both creatively and practically.

      


      This is not to say that there are any glaring lapses of verisimilitude in the movie. In fact, Paramount hired a number of

         military advisors to ensure military accuracy. I met several of these advisors on the set, and they seemed pleased that their

         suggestions were acted upon by Mace Neufeld and Simon West.

      


      The chief military advisor was Jared Chandler, a longtime associate of Mace Neufeld’s and a career reserve Army officer. Jared

         worked on Mace’s Flight of the Intruder and Clear and Present Danger, and was always available on the set of The General’s Daughter when questions of verisimilitude arose. Veterans, like me, who like to pick apart Hollywood’s version of the military, should

         find little to complain about in The General’s Daughter.


      Regarding my visit to the set, these visits can be unhappy occasions. There are legendary tales of East Coast novelists visiting

         Hollywood—tales that go back, probably, to the days of F. Scott Fitzgerald in the 1920s. Some novelists, like Fitzgerald,

         are seduced by Tinsel Town and stay on long enough to ruin their careers. Most novelists come, look, and run back to their

         relatively normal existences.

      


      The movie business is like no other business on this planet, and Los Angeles is like no other city in America. Having said

         that, I will say that no novelist should miss the opportunity to see his or her novel made into a film.

      


      If fish and houseguests stink after three days, then novelists on a movie set stink after two. I spent two full days on the

         set, and I was warmly welcomed and just as warmly sent on my way. It was a great visit.

      


      One afternoon, Nick Ellison and I sat with Mace Neufeld and watched about a half hour of cut and edited scenes of The General’s Daughter. As the first scene came up on the video screen, I was anxious, skeptical, and New York cynical. I was prepared to wince.

         Perhaps even have a cardiac episode. But from the first few minutes, I realized I was watching an exceptional production.

         The performances from all the members of the cast were enthralling, and the interaction between the actors and actresses was

         pure magic. When the lights went on in the small viewing room, Mace, Nick, the engineer, and I were all smiling. We had a

         winner.

      


      The movie, The General’s Daughter, is not the novel, The General’s Daughter. It is an adaptation. It’s easy for a novelist to complain or get angry at how his or her book was treated or mistreated.

         In too many cases, these feelings are justified. The egos in Hollywood are big, and the story conferences are many. Studio

         heads, producers, directors, and screenwriters engage in a collaborate effort that the novelist neither comprehends nor desires.

         The result of collaborative efforts and compromises often lead to the proverbial committee-designed racehorse becoming a giraffe.

         This process is inherent in the motion-picture business and will never change.

      


      Sometimes, however, the moons, the planets, and the stars all line up, and many visions become a thing of magic. As I write

         this, I have not seen the fully cut and edited movie, nor have I heard the musical score or the sound effects, or seen the

         ending of the story. But I liked what I did see, on the screen and on the set.

      


      The most common and frequent complaint of moviegoers who see a movie based on a book is this: The book was better than the

         movie. One rarely if ever hears that the movie was better than the book, or that the novelist’s story and characters were

         changed for the better. And you’re not going to hear that now. But what I can say is that the essence of my novel was captured

         and conveyed on the screen through excellent acting, sharp and funny dialogue, and through the use of visual settings that

         even the best novelist can’t convey on paper.

      


      Regarding the visuals, executive producer Jonathan Krane said, “The look of this film is almost supernatural. It’s the most

         staggeringly spectacular film I’ve ever seen.” A bit of hype, maybe, but the point is made that visuals are what American

         filmmaking does best. When you couple this with great acting and a great screenplay, you have a real movie.

      


      As important as being true to the book is the often overlooked notion that the movie should be entertaining. The movie version

         of The General’s Daughter is entertaining. I was entertained, and if I was entertained, everyone else who sees it should be entertained.

      


      My Hollywood experience may be atypical, and I may not be as lucky or fortunate on my next close encounter with Hollywood,

         but this time, the heavenly bodies did align.

      


   

      CHAPTER
 ONE


      Is this seat taken?” I asked the attractive young woman sitting by herself in the lounge.

      


      She looked up from her newspaper but didn’t reply.


      I sat opposite her at the cocktail table and put down my beer. She went back to her paper and sipped on her drink, a bourbon

         and Coke. I inquired, “Come here often?”

      


      “Go away.”


      “What’s your sign?”


      “No trespassing.”


      “Don’t I know you from somewhere?”


      “No.”


      “Yes. NATO Headquarters in Brussels. We met at a cocktail party.”


      “Perhaps you’re right,” she conceded. “You got drunk and threw up in the punch bowl.”


      “Small world,” I said. And indeed it was. Cynthia Sunhill, the woman sitting across from me now, was more than a casual acquaintance.

         In fact, we were once involved, as they say. Apparently she chose not to remember much of it. I said, “You threw up. I told you bourbon and Coke wasn’t good for your stomach.”

      


      “You are not good for my stomach.”

      


      You’d think by her attitude that I had walked out on her rather than vice versa.


      We were sitting in the cocktail lounge of the Officers’ Club at Fort Hadley, Georgia. It was the Happy Hour, and everyone

         there seemed happy, save for us two. I was dressed in a blue civilian suit, she in a nice pink knit dress that brought out

         her tan, her auburn hair, her hazel eyes, and other fondly remembered anatomy. I inquired, “Are you here on assignment?”

      


      “I’m not at liberty to discuss that.”


      “Where are you staying?”


      No reply.


      “How long will you be here?”


      She went back to her newspaper.


      I asked, “Did you marry that guy you were seeing on the side?”


      She put down the paper and looked at me. “I was seeing you on the side. I was engaged to him.”

      


      “That’s right. Are you still engaged?”


      “None of your business.”


      “It could be.”


      “Not in this lifetime,” she informed me, and hid behind her paper again.


      I didn’t see an engagement ring or a wedding ring, but in our business that didn’t mean much, as I’d learned in Brussels.


      Cynthia Sunhill, by the way, was in her late twenties, and I’m in my early forties, so ours was not a May–November romance,

         but more May–September. Maybe August.

      


      It lasted a year while we were both stationed in Europe, and her fiancé, a Special Forces major, was stationed in Panama.

         Military life is tough on relationships of all kinds, and the defense of Western civilization makes people horny.

      


      Cynthia and I had separated a little over a year before this chance encounter, under circumstances that can best be described

         as messy. Apparently neither she nor I had gotten over it; I was still hurting and she was still pissed off. The betrayed

         fiancé looked a little annoyed, too, the last time I saw him in Brussels with a pistol in his hand.

      


      The O Club at Hadley is vaguely Spanish in architecture, perhaps Moorish, which may have been why Casablanca popped into my mind, and I quipped out of the side of my mouth, “Of all the gin joints in the world, she walks into mine.”

      


      Either she didn’t get it or she wasn’t in a smiling mood, because she continued to read her newspaper, the Stars and Stripes, which nobody reads, at least not in public. But Cynthia is a bit of a goody-goody, a dedicated, loyal, and enthusiastic soldier

         with none of the cynicism and world-weariness that most men display after a few years on this job. “Hearts filled with passion,

         jealousy, and hate,” I prompted.

      


      Cynthia said, “Go away, Paul.”


      “I’m sorry I ruined your life,” I said sincerely.


      “You couldn’t even ruin my day.”


      “You broke my heart,” I said with more sincerity.


      “I’d like to break your neck,” she replied with real enthusiasm.


      I could see that I was rekindling something in her, but I don’t think it was passion.


      I remembered a poem I used to whisper to her in our more intimate moments, and I leaned toward her and said softly, “ ‘There

         hath none pleased mine eyes but Cynthia, none delighted mine ears but Cynthia, none possessed my heart but Cynthia. I have

         forsaken all other fortunes to follow Cynthia, and here I stand, ready to die if it pleases Cynthia.’ ”

      


      “Good. Drop dead.” She stood and left.


      “Play it again, Sam.” I finished my beer, stood, and walked back to the bar.


      I sidled up to the long bar among men who had seen some of life; men with chests full of medals and Combat Infantry Badges,

         men with campaign ribbons from Korea, Vietnam, Grenada, Panama, and the Gulf. The guy to my right, a full colonel with gray

         hair, said, “War is hell, son, but hell hath no fury like a woman scorned.”

      


      “Amen.”


      “Saw the whole thing in the bar mirror,” he informed me.


      “Bar mirrors are interesting,” I replied.


      “Yup.” In fact, he was studying me in the bar mirror now. Apropos of my civilian attire, he asked, “You retired?”


      “Yes.” But in fact, I was not.


      He gave me his opinion of women in the military—“They squat to piss. Try doing that with sixty pounds of field gear”—then

         announced, “Gotta go drain the dragon,” and ambled off to the men’s room, where I presume he stood at the urinal.

      


      I made my way out of the club into the hot August night and got into my Chevy Blazer. I drove through the main post, which

         is sort of like a downtown without zoning, encompassing everything from a PX and commissary to misplaced barracks and a deserted

         tank maintenance facility.

      


      Fort Hadley is a small post in south Georgia, founded in 1917 to train infantry troops to be sent into the meat grinder on

         the Western Front. The area of the military reservation, however, is quite large—over 100,000 acres of mostly wooded terrain,

         suitable for war games, survival courses, guerrilla warfare training, and so on.

      


      The Infantry School is phasing out now, and much of the post looks forlorn. But there is a Special Operations School here,

         the purpose of which seems somewhat vague, or perhaps, to be charitable, I could say experimental. As far as I can determine,

         the school is a mixture of psychological warfare, troop morale studies, isolation and deprivation studies, stress management

         courses, and other head and mind games. It sounds a bit sinister, but knowing the Army, whatever the original bright idea

         was, it has since become Drill and Ceremonies, and spit-shined boots.

      


      To the north of Fort Hadley lies the medium-sized town of Midland, a typical Army town in some ways, populated with retired

         military personnel, civilian employees of the base, people who sell things to soldiers, as well as those who have nothing

         to do with the military and like it fine that way.

      


      Midland was an English trading post as early as 1710, and before that it was an outpost of the Spanish colony of St. Augustine

         in Florida. Prior to that, it was an Indian town, the center of the Upatoi Nation. The Spanish burned the Indian town, the

         English burned the Spanish outpost, the French burned the English trading post, the British army burned and abandoned their

         fort there during the Revolution, and finally, the Yankees burned it in 1864. Looking at the place today, you wonder what

         all the fuss was about. Anyway, they’ve got a good volunteer fire department now.

      


      I got on the interstate that skirts Fort Hadley and Midland and drove north, out into the open country toward a deserted trailer

         park. This was where I was temporarily staying, and I found the isolation convenient in terms of my job.

      


      My job. I am an officer in the United States Army. My rank is unimportant, and in my line of work, it’s also a secret. I am

         in the Criminal Investigation Division, the CID, and in the Army, which is very rank-conscious, the best rank to have is no

         rank. But, in fact, like most CID personnel, I am a warrant officer, a specialized rank that exists between noncommissioned

         officers and commissioned officers. This is a pretty good rank because you have most of the privileges of an officer but not

         much of the command responsibility, or the Mickey Mouse crap that goes along with it. Warrant officers are addressed as “Mister,”

         and CID investigators often wear civilian clothing as I was that evening. There are times when I even have illusions that

         I’m a civilian.

      


      There are, however, occasions when I do wear a uniform. On these occasions, the Department of the Army issues me orders with

         a new name, a rank appropriate to the case, and a uniform to match. I report for duty into a unit where my quarry is working,

         and I go about my assigned duties while gathering evidence for the judge advocate general.

      


      When you’re undercover, you have to be a jack-of-all-trades. I’ve been everything from a cook to a chemical warfare specialist—though

         in the Army that’s not such a big difference. It’s sort of difficult to get away with some of these roles, but I get by on

         my charm. It’s all illusion anyway. So is my charm.

      


      There are four warrant officer grades, and I’m topped out at grade four. All us fours are holding our breaths waiting for

         Congress to approve a five and six. Some of us have died of asphyxiation waiting.

      


      Anyway, I’m part of a special CID team, a sort of elite unit, though I hesitate to use that word. What makes us special is

         that we’re all long-time veterans with good arrest and conviction records. What also makes us special is that I have extraordinary

         powers to cut through Army red tape, which in the military is like having a magic mushroom in a Nintendo game. One of those

         extraordinary powers is the power to make an arrest of any military person anywhere in the world, regardless of rank. I wouldn’t

         push this and attempt to arrest one of the Joint Chiefs for speeding, but I always wanted to see how far I could go. I was

         about to find out.

      


      My permanent duty station is at CID Headquarters in Falls Church, Virginia, but my cases take me all over the world. Travel,

         adventure, free time, mental and physical challenges, and bosses who leave me alone—what more could a man want? Oh, yes, women.

         There’s some of that, too. Brussels wasn’t the last time I had a woman, but it was the last time it mattered.

      


      Unfortunately, there are some men who get their fun and challenges in other ways. Sexual assault. Murder. That’s what happened

         on that hot August night at Fort Hadley, Georgia. The victim was Captain Ann Campbell, daughter of Lieutenant General Joseph

         “Fighting Joe” Campbell. As if that weren’t bad enough, she was young, beautiful, talented, bright, and a West Point graduate.

         She was the pride of Fort Hadley, the darling of the Army public relations people, a poster girl for Army recruiters, a spokesperson

         for the new, nonsexist Army, a Gulf War veteran, and so forth and so on. Therefore, I wasn’t particularly surprised when I

         heard that someone raped and murdered her. She had it coming. Right? Wrong.

      


      But I didn’t know any of that during the Happy Hour at the O Club. In fact, while I had been speaking to Cynthia, and talking

         man talk with that colonel at the bar, Captain Ann Campbell was still alive and was actually fifty feet away in the O Club

         dining room finishing a meal of salad, chicken, white wine, and coffee, as I learned during my subsequent investigation.

      


      I arrived at the trailer park, set among the pine trees, and parked my Blazer some distance from my mobile home. I walked

         in the dark along a path of rotted planking. A few unoccupied trailers were scattered around the clearing, but mostly there

         were empty lots marked by cement blocks upon which there once sat about a hundred mobile homes.

      


      There was still electric and telephone service available and a well that provided running water, which I made potable by adding

         Scotch whisky to it.

      


      I unlocked the door of my trailer, stepped inside, and turned on the light, which revealed a kitchen/dining room/living room

         combination.

      


      I thought of the trailer as a time capsule in which nothing had changed since about 1970. The furniture was sort of an avocado-green

         plastic, and the kitchen appliances were a kind of mustard color that I think used to be called harvest gold. The walls were

         paneled in a dark plywood, and the carpeting was a red and black plaid. If one were color-sensitive, this place could induce

         fits of depression and suicide.

      


      I took off my jacket and tie, turned on the radio, got a beer from the refrigerator, and sat in the armchair that was bolted

         to the floor. There were three framed prints screwed to the walls, a bullfighter, a seascape, and a reproduction of Rembrandt’s

         “Aristotle Contemplating the Bust of Homer.” I sipped my beer and contemplated Aristotle contemplating Homer’s bust.

      


      This particular trailer park, named Whispering Pines, if anyone cares, was developed by a few enterprising retired sergeants

         in the late sixties when it appeared that the war in Asia was going to last forever. Fort Hadley, an Infantry Training Center,

         was bursting with soldiers and their dependents back then, and I remember Whispering Pines when it was full of young married

         soldiers who were authorized—actually encouraged—to live off post. There was an aboveground pool crammed with kids and young

         Army wives, and there was too much drinking, and too much boredom, and too little money, and the future was obscured by the

         fog of war.

      


      The American dream was not supposed to look like this, and when the men went off to the war, too often other men came in the

         night to the bedroom at the back of the long, narrow trailers. In fact, I had lived here then and had gone off to war, and

         someone took my place in the bed and took my young wife. But that was a few wars ago, and so much has happened since, that

         the only lingering bitterness left is that the bastard also took my dog.

      


      I read a few magazines, had a few more beers, thought of Cynthia, and didn’t think of Cynthia.


      Normally, I have a little more fun than this, but I had to be at the post armory at 0500 hours, a.k.a. five A.M.


   

      CHAPTER
 TWO


      The post armory. A cornucopia of American high-tech military goodies—things that go boom in the night.

      


      I was on undercover assignment at the armory in the early morning hours near the time when Ann Campbell was murdered, which

         is why I caught the squeal, as my civilian counterparts would say. Some weeks earlier, I had assumed the duties and outward

         appearances of a slightly seedy supply sergeant named Franklin White, and with a real seedy supply sergeant named Dalbert

         Elkins, we were about to close a deal to sell a few hundred M-16 rifles, grenade launchers, and sundry other dangerous items

         from the armory to a group of Cuban freedom fighters who wanted to overthrow Mr. Fidel Castro, the Antichrist. In fact, the

         Hispanic gentlemen were Colombian drug dealers, but they wanted to make us feel better about the transaction. Anyway, I was

         sitting in the armory at 0600 hours, conversing with my coconspirator, Staff Sergeant Elkins. We were talking about what we

         were going to do with the $200,000 we would split. Sergeant Elkins was actually going to jail for the rest of his life, but

         he didn’t know that, and men have to dream. It’s my unpleasant duty to become their worst nightmare.

      


      The phone rang, and I picked up the receiver before my new buddy could grab it. I said, “Post armory, Sergeant White speaking.”


      “Ah, there you are,” said Colonel William Kent, the post provost marshal, Fort Hadley’s top cop. “I’m glad I found you.”


      “I didn’t know I was lost,” I replied. Prior to my chance encounter with Cynthia, Colonel Kent was the only person on the

         post who knew who I was, and the only reason I could think of for him to be calling me was to tell me I was in imminent danger

         of being found out. I kept one eye on Sergeant Elkins and one on the door.

      


      But as luck would have it, it wasn’t as simple as that. Colonel Kent informed me, “There’s been a homicide. A female captain.

         Maybe raped. Can you talk?”

      


      “No.”


      “Can you meet me?”


      “Maybe.” Kent was a decent sort of guy, but like most MP types, he wasn’t overly clever, and the CID made him nervous. I said,

         “I’m working, obviously.”

      


      “This is going to take priority, Mr. Brenner. It’s a big one.”


      “So is this.” I glanced at Sergeant Elkins, who was eyeing me carefully.


      Kent said, “It was General Campbell’s daughter.”


      “My goodness.” I thought a moment. All my instincts said to avoid any cases that involved the rape and murder of a general’s

         daughter. It was a lose-lose situation. My sense of duty, honor, and justice assured me that some other sucker in the special

         unit of the CID could handle it. Somebody whose career was down the toilet anyway. I thought of several candidates. But, duty

         and honor aside, my natural curiosity was aroused. I asked Colonel Kent, “Where can I meet you?”

      


      “I’ll meet you in the provost building parking lot and take you to the scene.”


      Being undercover, I shouldn’t be anywhere near the provost marshal’s office, but Kent is annoyingly dense. I said, “Not your

         place.”

      


      “Oh… how about the infantry barracks? The Third Battalion HQ. It’s on the way.”


      Elkins, tense and paranoid already, was getting fidgety. I said to Kent, “Okay, sweetheart. Ten minutes.” I hung up and said

         to Sergeant Elkins, “My girlfriend. Needs some lovin’.”

      


      Elkins looked at his watch. “Kinda late… or early…”


      “Not for this little gal.”


      Elkins smiled.


      As per armory regulations, I was wearing a sidearm, and, satisfied that Elkins was cooled out, I unhooked the pistol belt

         and left it there as per post regulations. I didn’t know then that I would need a weapon later. I said to Elkins, “Might be

         back.”

      


      “Yeah, okay. Give her one for me, boy.”


      “Sure thing.”


      I had left my Blazer back at the trailer park, and my POV—that’s Army talk for privately owned vehicle, not point of view—was

         now a Ford pickup truck, issued to me for my current impersonation. It was complete with shotgun rack, dog hair on the upholstery,

         and a pair of hip waders in the back.

      


      So off I went, through the main post. Within a few minutes I was into the area of the Infantry Training Brigade, long wooden

         World War II era barracks, mostly deserted now and looking dark and spooky. The cold war is over, and the Army, while not

         exactly withering away, is definitely downsizing, and the combat arms branches—the infantry, armor, and artillery, the reason

         for the Army’s existence—are taking the biggest cuts. The CID, however, dealing as it does with crime, is a growth organization.

      


      As a young private, I graduated Advanced Infantry Training School here at Fort Hadley many years ago, then went to Airborne

         School and Ranger School at Fort Benning, not far from here. So I’m an Airborne Ranger—the ultimate weapon, a killing machine,

         mean, lean, death from the skies, good to go, and so on. But I’m a little older now and the CID suits me fine.

      


      Ultimately, even government institutions have to justify their existence, and the Army was doing a good job of finding a new

         role for itself in knocking around pissant countries who get out of line. But I’ve noticed a certain lack of esprit and purpose

         in the officers and men who had always felt that they were the only thing standing between the Russian hordes and their loved

         ones. It’s sort of like a boxer, training for years for the title match, then finding out that the other contender just dropped

         dead. You’re a little relieved, but there’s also a letdown, a hollow place where your adrenaline pump used to be.

      


      Anyway, it was that time of day that the Army calls first light, and the Georgia sky was turning pink, and the air was heavy

         with humidity, and you could figure out it was going to be a ninety-degree day. I could smell the wet Georgia clay, the pine

         trees, and the aroma of Army coffee wafting out of a nearby mess hall, or as we call it now, a dining facility.

      


      I pulled off the road and onto the grassy field in front of the old Battalion Headquarters. Colonel Kent got out of his official

         olive-drab car, and I got out of my pickup truck.

      


      Kent is about fifty, tall, medium build, with a pockmarked face and icy blue eyes. He’s a bit stiff at times, not clever,

         as I said, but hardworking and efficient. He’s the military equivalent of a chief of police, commanding all the uniformed

         military police at Fort Hadley. He’s a stickler for rules and regulations, and, while not disliked, he’s not anyone’s best

         buddy.

      


      Kent was all spiffy in his provost marshal’s uniform with his white helmet, white pistol belt, and spit-shined boots. He said

         to me, “I have six MPs securing the scene. Nothing has been touched.”

      


      “That’s a start.” Kent and I have known each other about ten years, and we’ve developed a good working relationship, though

         in fact I only see him about once a year when a case brings me to Fort Hadley. Kent outranks me, but I can be familiar with

         him, actually give him a hard time, as long as I’m the investigating officer on the case. I’ve seen him testify at courts-martial,

         and he’s everything a prosecutor could ask for in a cop: believable, logical, unemotional, and organized in his testimony.

         Yet, there’s something about him that didn’t play right, and I always had the feeling that the prosecutors were happy to get

         him off the stand. I think, maybe, he comes across as a little too stiff and unfeeling. When the Army has to court-martial one of its own, there is usually some sympathy, or at least concern,

         for the accused. But Kent is one of those cops who only sees black and white, and anyone who breaks the law at Fort Hadley

         has personally affronted Colonel Kent. I actually saw him smile once when a young recruit, who burned down a deserted barracks

         in a drunken stupor, got ten years for arson. But the law is the law, I suppose, and such a brittle personality as William

         Kent has found his niche in life. That’s why I was a little surprised to discover that he was somewhat shaken by the events

         of that morning. I asked him, “Have you informed General Campbell?”

      


      “No.”


      “Perhaps you’d better go to his house.”


      He nodded, not very enthusiastically. He looked awful, actually, and I deduced that he’d been to the scene himself. I informed

         Colonel Kent, “The general is going to have your ass for delaying notification.”

      


      He explained, “Well, I didn’t have a positive identification until I saw the body myself. I mean, I couldn’t go to his house

         and tell him that his daughter—”

      


      “Who made the tentative identification?”


      “A Sergeant St. John. He found the body.”


      “And he knew her?”


      “They were on duty together.”


      “Well, that’s a pretty positive identification. And you knew her?”


      “Yes, of course. I made a positive identification.”


      “Not to mention dog tags and the name on her uniform.”


      “Well, that’s all gone.”


      “Gone?”


      “Yes… whoever did it took her uniform and dog tags…”


      You get a sense for these things, or maybe you get a backlog of cases stored in your head, and when you hear the evidence

         and see the scene, you ask yourself, “What’s wrong with this picture?” I asked Colonel Kent, “Underwear?”

      


      “What? Oh… it’s there…” He added, “Usually they take the underwear. Right? This is weird.”


      “Is Sergeant St. John a suspect?”


      Colonel Kent shrugged. “That’s your job.”


      “Well, with a name like St. John, we’ll give him the benefit of the doubt for the moment.” I looked around at the deserted

         barracks, the Battalion Headquarters, the mess hall, and the company assembly areas overgrown with weeds now, and in the gray

         light of dawn, I could imagine the young troops falling in for roll call. I can still remember being always tired, cold, and

         hungry before breakfast. I remember, too, being frightened, knowing that ninety percent of us standing there in formation

         were going to Vietnam, and knowing that the casualty rate among the frontline troops was high enough so that a Midland bookie

         wouldn’t give you better than two-to-one odds that you’d make it back in the same shape you left. I said to Kent, “That was

         my company over there. Delta Company.”

      


      “I didn’t know you were infantry.”


      “Long time ago. Before I became a copper. You?”


      “Always an MP. But I saw some stuff in ’Nam. I was at the American Embassy when the Cong came over the walls that time. January

         ’68.” He added, “I killed one of them.”

      


      I nodded. “Sometimes I think the infantry was better. The bad guys were never one of your own. This crap is different.”


      “Bad guys are bad guys,” Kent informed me. “The Army is the Army. Orders are orders.”


      “Yup.” And therein lies the essence of military mentality. Ours is not to reason why, and there is no excuse for failure.

         This works pretty well in combat and most other military-type situations, but not in the CID. In the CID you must actually

         disobey orders, think for yourself, ignore the brass, and, above all, discover the truth. This does not always sit well in

         the military, which thinks of itself as a big family, where people still like to believe that “all the brothers are valiant,

         and all the sisters virtuous.”

      


      As though reading my thoughts, Colonel Kent said, “I know this could be a real messy case. But maybe not. Maybe it was committed

         by a civilian. Maybe it can be wrapped up right away.”

      


      “Oh, I’m sure it can, Bill. And you and I will get letters of commendation inserted into our permanent files, and General

         Campbell will invite us for cocktails.”

      


      Kent looked very troubled. He said, “Well, my ass is on the line here, frankly. This is my post, my beat. You can beg off

         if you want and they’ll send another homicide guy. But you happen to be here and you happen to be special unit, and we’ve

         worked together before, and I’d like your name next to mine on the prelim report.”

      


      “And you didn’t even bring me a cup of coffee.”


      He smiled grimly. “Coffee? Hell, I need a drink.” He added, “You can get some rank out of this.”


      “If you mean a reduction, you’re probably right. If you mean a promotion, I’m topped out.”


      “Sorry. I forgot. Bad system.”


      I asked him, “Are you up for a star?”


      “Maybe.” He looked a bit worried, as if the twinkling general’s star that he’d seen in his dreams just blinked out.


      I asked, “Have you notified the local CID yet?”


      “No.”


      “Why in the world not?”


      “Well… this is not going to be handled by them, anyway… I mean, Jesus, this is the post commander’s daughter, and the CID

         commander here, Major Bowes, knew her, and so did everyone else here, so we need to show the general that we’ve gotten top

         talent from Falls Church—”

      


      “The word you’re looking for is scapegoat. But, okay, I’ll tell my boss in Falls Church that this is best handled by a special

         investigator, but I don’t know if I’m the guy who wants to do it.”

      


      “Let’s go see the body, then you can decide.”


      As we started to walk to his car, we heard the post cannon boom—actually a recording of some long-scrapped artillery piece—and

         we stopped and faced the direction of the sound. From the loudspeakers mounted on the empty barracks came the recorded bugle

         sound of reveille, and we saluted, two solitary men standing in the predawn light, reacting to a lifetime of conditioning

         and centuries of military custom and ceremony.

      


      The ancient bugle call, going back to the Crusades, echoed through the company streets and the alleyways between the barracks,

         and over the grassy assembly fields, and somewhere, the flags were being raised.

      


      It’s been years since I’ve been caught outdoors at reveille, but I sort of enjoy the pomp and ceremony once in a while, the

         communion with the living and the dead, the idea that there is something bigger and more important than I, and that I am part

         of it.

      


      There is no civilian equivalent of this, unless watching Good Morning America has become a tradition, and though I’m on the periphery of Army life, I don’t know if I’m ready yet to make the transition

         to civilian life. But that decision might already be in the making. Sometimes you sense when the last act has begun.

      


      The final sounds of the bugle died away, and Kent and I continued toward his car. He remarked to me, “Another day begins at

         Fort Hadley, but one of its soldiers will not see it.”

      


   

      CHAPTER
 THREE


      We headed south in Kent’s car toward the far reaches of the military reservation.

      


      Colonel Kent began: “Captain Ann Campbell and Sergeant Harold St. John were on duty at Post Headquarters. She was duty officer,

         he was duty sergeant.”

      


      “Did they know each other?”


      Kent shrugged. “Maybe in passing. They don’t work together. He’s in the motor pool. She’s an instructor at the Special Operations

         School. They just came down on orders and wound up together.”

      


      “What does she teach?”


      “Psy-ops.” He added, “She’s got—she had a master’s in psychology.”


      “Still has.” There’s always a question of tenses when referring to the recently dead. I asked Kent, “Do instructors usually

         pull that sort of duty?”

      


      “No, not usually. But Ann Campbell put her name on several duty rosters she didn’t have to be on.” He added, “She tried to

         set an example. General’s daughter.”

      


      “I see.” The Army runs duty rosters for officers, noncommissioned officers, and enlisted men and women. These are completely

         random lists, ensuring that as nearly as possible everyone gets his or her chance at some sort of crap duty. There was a time

         when female personnel were not on all lists, such as guard duty, but times change. What doesn’t change is that young ladies

         walking around alone at night are at some risk. The hearts of evil men remain the same; the compulsion to stick it in the

         most available vagina supersedes Army regulations. I asked, “And she was armed?”

      


      “Sure. Had her sidearm.”


      “Go on.”


      “Well, at about 0100 hours, Campbell says to St. John that she is going to take the jeep and check the guard posts—”


      “Why? Isn’t that something the sergeant of the guard or the officer of the guard should do? The duty officer should stay with

         the phones.”

      


      Kent replied, “St. John said the officer of the guard was some young lieutenant, still pissing water from West Point. And

         Campbell, as I’ve indicated, is gung ho and she wants to go out there and check things for herself. She knew the sign and

         countersign, so off she goes.” Kent turned onto Rifle Range Road. He continued, “At about 0300 hours, St. John says he got

         a little concerned—”

      


      “Why concerned?”


      “I don’t know… You know, it’s a woman and—well, maybe he was annoyed because he thought she was goofing off somewhere and

         maybe he wanted to go to the latrine and didn’t want to leave the phones.”

      


      “How old is this guy?” I asked.


      “Fifty something. Married. Good record.”


      “Where is he now?”


      “Back at the provost building catching some cot time. I told him to stay put.”


      We had passed rifle ranges one, two, three, and four, all of which lie to the right of the road, huge expanses of flat, open

         terrain, backed by a continuous earthen berm. I hadn’t been out here in over twenty years, but I remembered the place.

      


      Colonel Kent continued, “So St. John calls the guardhouse, but Captain Campbell is not there. He asks the sergeant of the

         guard to call the guard posts and see if Campbell has come by. The sergeant of the guard calls back a while later and reports

         negative. So St. John asks the sergeant of the guard to send a responsible person to headquarters to watch the phones, and

         when one of the guards shows up, St. John gets in his POV and heads out. He starts checking the posts in order—NCO Club, Officers’

         Club, and so on—but not one of the guards has seen Captain Campbell. So, at about 0400 hours, he goes out toward the last

         guard post, which is an ammo storage shed, and on the way, at rifle range six, he sees her jeep… in fact, there it is.”

      


      Up ahead, off to the right on the narrow road, was the humvee, which we old guys still refer to as a jeep, in which, presumably,

         Ann Campbell had driven to her rendezvous with death, if you will. Near the humvee was someone’s POV—a red Mustang. I asked

         Kent, “Where is the guard post and the guard?”

      


      “The ammo shed is another klick up the road. The guard, a PFC Robbins, heard nothing, but saw headlights.”


      “You questioned him?”


      “Her. Mary Robbins.” Kent smiled for the first time. “PFC is a gender-neutral term, Paul.”


      “Thank you. Where is PFC Robbins now?”


      “On a cot in the provost building.”


      “Crowded in there. But good thinking.”


      Kent stopped the car near the humvee and the red Mustang. It was nearly light now, and I could see the six MPs—four men, two

         women—standing at various spots around the area. All of the rifle ranges had open bleacher seats off to the left side of the

         road facing the ranges, where the troops received classroom instruction before proceeding to the firing line. In the nearby

         bleachers to my left sat a woman in jeans and windbreaker, writing on a pad. Kent and I got out of the car, and he said to

         me, “That is Ms. Sunhill. She’s a woman.”

      


      I knew that. I asked Kent, “Why is she here?”


      “I called her.”


      “Why?”


      “She’s a rape counselor.”


      “The victim doesn’t need counseling. She’s dead.”


      “Yes,” Kent agreed, “but Ms. Sunhill is also a rape investigator.”


      “Is that a fact? What is she doing at Hadley?”


      “That female nurse, Lieutenant Neely. You know about that?”


      “Only what I read in the papers. Could there be a connection between these cases?”


      “No. An arrest was made yesterday.”


      “What time yesterday?”


      “About four P.M. Ms. Sunhill made the arrest and by five P.M. we had a confession.”


      I nodded. And at six P.M. Ms. Sunhill was having a drink in the O Club, quietly celebrating her success, and Ann Campbell,

         I was about to discover, was alive and having dinner there, and I was at the bar watching Cynthia and trying to get up the

         courage to say hello or make a strategic withdrawal.

      


      Kent added, “Sunhill was supposed to go off to another assignment today. But she says she’ll stay for this.”


      “How lucky we are.”


      “Yes, it’s good to have a woman on these kinds of things. And she’s good. I saw her work.”


      “Indeed.” I noticed that the red Mustang, which was probably Cynthia’s car, had Virginia license plates, like my own POV,

         suggesting that she was working out of Falls Church, as I was. But fate had not caused our paths to cross at the home office

         but had put us here under these circumstances. It was inevitable, anyway.

      


      I looked out over the rifle range, on which sat a morning mist. In front of the berm stood pop-up targets, at different ranges,

         dozens of nasty-looking fiberboard men with rifles. These lifelike targets have replaced the old black silhouette targets,

         the point being, I suppose, that if you’re being trained to kill men, then the targets should look you in the eye. However,

         from past experience, I can tell you that nothing prepares you for killing men except killing men. In any case, birds were

         perched on many of the mock men, which sort of ruined the effect, at least until the first platoon of the day fired.

      


      When I went through infantry training, the firing ranges were bare of vegetation, great expanses of sterile soil unlike any

         battlefield condition you were likely to encounter, except perhaps the desert. Now, many firing ranges, like this one, were

         planted with various types of vegetation to partially obscure the fields of fire. About fifty meters opposite of where I was

         standing on the road there was a pop-up silhouette partially hidden by tall grass and evergreen bushes. Standing around this

         target and vegetation were two MPs, a man and a woman. At the base of the silhouette, I could make out something on the ground

         that didn’t belong there.

      


      Colonel Kent said, “This guy was a sick puppy.” He added, as if I didn’t get it, “I mean, he did it to her right there on

         the rifle range, with that pop-up guy sort of looking down at her.”

      


      If only the pop-up guy could talk. I turned and looked around the area. Some distance behind the bleachers and the fire control

         towers was a tree line in which I could see latrine sheds. I said to Colonel Kent, “Have you searched the area for any other

         possible victims?”

      


      “No… well… we didn’t want to disturb evidence.”


      “But someone else may also be dead, or alive and in need of assistance. Evidence is secondary to aiding victims. Says so in

         the manual.”

      


      “Right…” He looked around and called to an MP sergeant. “Get on the horn and have Lieutenant Fullham’s platoon get down here

         with the dogs.”

      


      Before the sergeant could respond, a voice from the top of the bleachers said, “I already did that.”


      I looked up at Ms. Sunhill. “Thank you.”


      “You’re welcome.”


      I wanted to ignore her, but I knew this wasn’t going to be possible. I turned and walked onto the rifle range. Kent followed.


      As we walked, Kent’s stride got a bit shorter, and he fell behind. The two MPs there were at parade rest, pointedly looking

         away from the ground upon which lay Captain Ann Campbell.

      


      I stopped a few feet from the body, which was lying on its back. She was naked, as Kent had indicated, except for a sports

         watch on her left wrist. A few feet from the body lay what we call a commercially purchased undergarment—her bra. As Kent

         had also said, her uniform was missing from the scene. Also missing were her boots, socks, helmet, pistol belt, holster, and

         sidearm. More interestingly, perhaps, was the fact that Ann Campbell was spread-eagled on her back, her wrists and ankles

         bound to tent pegs with cord. The pegs were a green vinyl plastic, and the cord was green nylon, both Army issue.

      


      Ann Campbell was about thirty and well built, the sort of build you see on female aerobic instructors with well-defined leg

         and arm muscles and not an ounce of flab. Despite her present condition, I recognized her face from Army posters. She was

         quite attractive in a clean-cut way, and wore her blond hair in a simple shoulder-length style, perhaps a few inches beyond

         regulations, which was the least of her problems at the moment.

      


      Around her neck was a long length of the same nylon cord that bound her wrists and ankles, and beneath this cord were her

         panties, which had been pulled over her head, one leg of the panties around her neck, so that the cord did not bite directly

         into her neck, but was cushioned by the panties. I knew what this meant, but I don’t think anyone else did.

      


      Cynthia came up beside me, but said nothing.


      I knelt beside the body and noted that the skin appeared waxy and translucent, causing the powder blush on her cheeks to stand

         out sharply. Her fingernails and toenails, which had only a clear lacquer on them, had lost their pinkish color. Her face

         was unbruised, unscratched, and without lacerations or bite marks, and so were the parts of her body that I could see. Aside

         from the obscene position of her body, there were no outward signs of rape, no semen around the genitals, thighs, or in the

         pubic hair, no signs of struggle in the surrounding area, no grass or soil marks on her skin, no blood, dirt, or skin under

         her nails, and her hair was mostly in place.

      


      I leaned over and touched her face and neck, where rigor mortis usually sets in first. There was no rigor, and I felt her

         underarms, which were still warm. There was some livor mortis, or lividity, that had settled into her thighs and buttocks,

         and the lividity was a deep purple color, which would be consistent with asphyxia, which in turn was consistent with the rope

         around her neck. I pressed my finger against the purplish skin above where her buttocks met the ground, and the depressed

         spot blanched. When I took my finger away, the livid color returned, and I was reasonably certain that death had occurred

         within the last four hours.

      


      One thing I learned a long time ago was that you never take a witness’s statement as gospel truth. But so far, Sergeant St.

         John’s chronology seemed to hold up.

      


      I bent over further and looked into Ann Campbell’s large blue eyes, which stared unblinking into the sun. The corneas were

         not yet cloudy, reinforcing my estimate of a recent death. I pulled at one of her eyelids and saw in the linings around the

         eye, small spotty hemorrhages, which is presumptive evidence of death by asphyxia. So far, what Kent had told me, and the

         scene that presented itself, seemed to comport with what I was discovering.

      


      I loosened the rope around Ann Campbell’s neck and examined the panties beneath the rope. The panties were not torn and were

         not soiled by the body or by any foreign substance. There were no dog tags under the panties, so these, too, were missing.

         Where the ligature, the rope, had circled the neck there was only a faint line of bruising, barely discernible if you weren’t

         looking for it. Yet, death had come by strangulation, and the panties lessened the damage the rope would normally have done

         to the throat and neck.

      


      I stood and walked around the body, noting that the soles of her feet were stained with grass and soil, meaning she had walked

         barefoot for at least a few steps. I leaned down and examined the bottom of her feet, discovering on her right foot a small

         tar or blacktop stain on the soft fleshy spot below her big toe. It would appear that she had actually been barefoot back

         on the road, which might mean she had taken off her clothes, or at least her boots and socks, near the humvee and was made

         to walk here, fifty meters away, barefoot or perhaps naked, though her bra and panties were near the body. I examined her

         bra and saw that the front clasp was intact, not bent or broken, and there were no signs of dirt or stress on the fabric.

      


      All this time no one said a word, and you could hear the morning birds in the trees, and the sun had risen above the line

         of white pines beyond the berm, and long morning shadows spread across the firing ranges.

      


      I addressed Colonel Kent. “Who was the first MP on the scene?”


      Kent called over the female MP nearby, a young PFC, and said to her, “Give your report to this man.”


      The MP, whose name tag said Casey, looked at me and reported, “I received a radio call at 0452 hours advising me that a female

         body had been found at rifle range six, approximately fifty meters west of a humvee parked on the road. I was in the vicinity

         and I proceeded to this location and reached the scene at 0501 hours and saw the humvee. I parked and secured my vehicle,

         took my M-16, and proceeded onto the rifle range, where I located the body. I felt for a pulse, listened for a heartbeat,

         tried to detect breathing, and shined my flashlight into the victim’s eyes, but they did not respond to the light. I determined

         that the victim was dead.”

      


      I asked her, “Then what did you do?”


      “I returned to my vehicle and called for assistance.”


      “You followed the same path to and from the body?”


      “Yes, sir.”


      “Did you touch anything except the body? The ropes, the tent pegs, the undergarments?”


      “No, sir.”


      “Did you touch the victim’s vehicle?”


      “No, sir. I did not touch the evidence beyond determining that the victim was dead.”


      “Anything else you want to mention?”


      “No, sir.”


      “Thank you.”


      PFC Casey saluted, turned, and resumed her position.


      Kent, Cynthia, and I glanced at one another, as if trying to see what the others were thinking, or feeling. Truly, moments

         like this try the soul and become indelibly burned into the mind. I have never forgotten a death scene, and never want to.

      


      I looked down at Ann Campbell’s face for a full minute, knowing I would not see it again. This is important, I think, because

         it establishes a communion between the living and the dead, between the investigator and the victim. Somehow it helps—not

         her, but me.

      


      We went back to the road and walked around the humvee that Ann Campbell had driven, then looked inside the driver’s side window,

         which was open. Many military vehicles have no ignition keys, only a starter button switch, and the switch on the humvee was

         in the off position. On the front passenger seat was a black leather nonmilitary-issue handbag. Cynthia said to me, “I would

         have gone through the bag, but I didn’t want to do that without your permission.”

      


      “We’re off to a good start. Retrieve the handbag.”


      She went around to the passenger side, and, using a handkerchief, opened the door, took out the bag with the handkerchief,

         then sat on the lower bench of the bleachers and began laying out the contents.

      


      I got down on the road and slid under the humvee, but there was nothing unusual on the blacktop. I touched the exhaust system

         at various points and found it slightly warm in spots.

      


      I stood, and Colonel Kent said to me, “Any ideas?”


      “Well, a few possible scenarios come to mind. But I have to wait until forensic gets finished. I assume you called them.”


      “Of course. They’re on their way from Gillem.”


      “Good.” Fort Gillem is outside Atlanta, about two hundred miles north of Hadley, and the CID lab there is a state-of-the-art

         operation that handles all of North America. The people who work there are good, and like me they go where they’re needed.

         Major crimes are still relatively rare in the Army, so the lab can usually muster the resources it needs when a big one comes

         down. In this case, they’d probably show up with a caravan. I said to Colonel Kent, “When they get here, tell them to be very

         curious about a black smudge on the sole of her right foot. I want to know what it is.”

      


      Kent nodded, probably thinking to himself, Typical CID bullshit. And he might well have been right.

      


      “Also, I want you to do a grid search. Let’s say two hundred meters in each direction from the body, excluding an area fifty

         meters immediately around the body.” This would mess up any footprints, but there were hundreds of bootprints in the area

         of the rifle range anyway, and the only ones I was interested in were those within fifty meters of the body. I said to Kent,

         “I want your people to gather up anything that isn’t natural flora—cigarette butts, buttons, paper, bottles, and all that,

         and record the grid where they found it. All right?”

      


      “No problem. But I think this guy got in and got out clean. Probably by vehicle, just like the victim.”


      “I think you’re right, but we’re creating files.”


      “We’re covering our asses.”


      “Right. We go by the book.” Which was safe and sometimes even effective. Bottom line on this one, though, I was going to have

         to get real creative, and I was going to piss off a lot of important people. That’s the fun part.

      


      I said to Kent, “I need Captain Campbell’s personnel and medical files sealed and in your office before noon.”


      “Okay.”


      “And I need an office at your place, and a clerk.”


      “One desk or two?”


      I glanced at Cynthia. “I guess two desks. But I’m not committing to this yet.”


      “Don’t blow smoke up my ass, Paul. You in or not?”


      “I’ll see what they say at Falls Church. Okay, delay notifying the public information officer until about ten hundred hours.

         Send two guys to Captain Campbell’s office and physically remove her desk, furniture, and all her personal possessions, and

         have everything locked up in your evidence room. And have Sergeant St. John and PFC Robbins remain in the provost marshal’s

         office until I can see them. I don’t want anyone speaking a word of this until they’ve spoken to me. And it is your unpleasant

         duty, Colonel, to pay an official call on General and Mrs. Campbell at their home. Go unannounced and with an appropriate

         chaplain and a medical officer in case anyone needs a sedative or something. They may not view the body at the scene. Okay?”

      


      Kent nodded and let out a long breath. “Jesus Christ…”


      “Amen. Meanwhile, instruct your people not to say a word about what we found here, and give forensic a set of disqualifying

         fingerprints from PFC Casey, and disqualifying bootprints from everyone here at the scene, including yourself, of course.”

      


      “Right.”


      “Also, tape off the latrine sheds and don’t let anyone use them. Also, the latrines are off limits to forensic until I have

         a chance to check them out.”

      


      “Okay.”


      I walked over to Cynthia, who was now putting everything back in the handbag, still using a handkerchief. “Anything interesting?”


      “No. Basic stuff. Wallet, money, keys, and everything appears intact. Here’s a chit from the O Club. She had dinner last night.

         Salad, chicken, white wine, and coffee.” She added, “She was probably there in the dining room about the same time we were

         having a drink.”

      


      Kent had joined us and he asked, “You two had drinks together? You know each other?”


      I replied, “We had drinks separately. We are nodding acquaintances.” I asked Cynthia, “Campbell’s address?”


      “Off post, unfortunately. Victory Gardens on Victory Drive in Midland. Unit forty-five.” She added, “I think I know the place—a

         town-house complex.”

      


      Kent said, “I’ll call Chief Yardley—that’s the Midland police chief, and he’ll get a court order and he can meet us there.”


      “No. We’ll keep this in the family, Bill.”


      “You can’t go search her off-post house without a civilian search warrant—”


      Cynthia handed me the keys from Ann Campbell’s bag and said, “I’ll drive.”


      Kent protested, “You can’t go off post without civilian authority.”


      I detached Ann Campbell’s car keys from the key chain and gave them to Kent, along with the victim’s handbag. “Find out where

         her car is and impound it.”

      


      As we walked toward Cynthia’s Mustang, I said to Kent, “You should stay here to direct things. When you write your report,

         you can write that I said I was going to the Midland police. I’ll take responsibility for my change of mind.”

      


      “Yardley is a tough, redneck son-of-a-bitch,” Kent informed me. “He’ll get your ass, Paul.”


      “He has to stand in line and wait his turn.” To get Kent squared away so he didn’t do anything stupid, I said, “Look, Bill,

         I have to have first look at Ann Campbell’s place. I have to remove anything that might embarrass her, her family, the Army,

         or her military colleagues and friends. Right? Then we’ll let Chief Yardley have his shot at the house. Okay?”

      


      He seemed to process this correctly and nodded.


      Cynthia got behind the wheel of her Mustang and I got in the passenger seat. I said to Kent, “I may call you from there. Think

         positive.”

      


      Cynthia threw the five-liter Mustang into first gear, made a U-turn, and we were off, zero to sixty in about six seconds,

         along the lonely Rifle Range Road.

      


      I listened to the engine for a while and neither of us spoke, then Cynthia said, “I feel queasy.”


      “Pretty awful,” I agreed.


      “Disgusting.” She glanced at me. “Are you used to it?”


      “God, no.” I added, “I don’t see that many homicides and not many like this.”


      She nodded, then took a deep breath. “I think I can help you on this one. But I don’t want it to be awkward.”


      “No problem,” I said. “But we’ll always have Brussels.”


      “Where?”


      “Belgium. The capital.” Bitch.


      We sat in silence, then Cynthia asked, “Why?”


      “Why is Brussels the capital? Or why will we always have it?”


      “No, Paul, why was she murdered?”


      “Oh… well, the possible motives in homicide cases,” I replied, “are profit, revenge, jealousy, to conceal a crime, to avoid

         humiliation or disgrace, and homicidal mania. Says so in the manual.”

      


      “And what do you think?”


      “Well, when rape precedes homicide, it usually comes down to revenge or jealousy or possibly to conceal the identity of the

         rapist. She may have known him, or she could have identified him afterward if he wasn’t wearing a mask or disguise.” I added,

         “On the other hand, this certainly looks like a lust murder, the work of a homicidal rapist—a person who gets his sexual release

         from the killing itself, and he may not even have penetrated her with his penis. That’s what it looks like, but we don’t know

         yet.”

      


      Cynthia nodded, but offered nothing.


      I asked her, “What do you think?”

      


      She let a few seconds go by, then replied, “Obviously premeditated. The perpetrator had a rape kit—the tent pegs, rope, and

         presumably something to drive the pegs into the ground. The perpetrator must have been armed in order to overcome the victim’s

         own weapon.”

      


      “Go on.”


      “Well, the perpetrator got the drop on her, then made her toss away her weapon, then made her strip and walk out on the rifle

         range.”

      


      “Okay. I’m trying to picture how he managed to stake her out and still keep her under his control. I don’t think she was the

         submissive type.”

      


      Cynthia replied, “Neither do I. But there may have been two of them. And I wouldn’t make the assumption that the perpetrator

         or perpetrators was a he until we have some lab evidence.”

      


      “Okay.” I was obviously having trouble with personal pronouns this morning. “Why weren’t there any signs of struggle on her

         part, or brutalization on his—on the perpetrator’s part?”

      


      She shook her head. “Don’t know. You usually get some brutalization… The ligature isn’t what you’d call friendly, however.”


      “No,” I replied, “but the guy didn’t hate her.”


      “He didn’t like her much, either.”


      “He may have. Look, Cynthia, you do this stuff for a living. Does this resemble any rape you’ve ever seen or heard about?”


      She mulled that over, then said, “It has some of the elements of what we call an organized rape. The assailant planned a rape.

         But I don’t know if the assailant knew her, or if the assailant was just cruising and she was a victim of opportunity.”

      


      “The assailant may have been in uniform,” I suggested, “which was why she was not on her guard.”


      “Possible.”


      I looked out the open window, smelled the morning dews and damps among the thick pines, and felt the rising sun on my face.

         I rolled up the window and sat back, trying to picture what preceded what I had just seen, like running the film backward;

         Ann Campbell staked out on the ground, then standing naked, then walking from the jeep, and so on. A lot of it didn’t compute.

      


      Cynthia broke into my thoughts. “Paul, the uniform had her name tag on it, and so did her dog tags, obviously, and probably

         her helmet and boots had her name stenciled inside. So what do the missing items have in common? Her name. Correct?”

      


      “Correct.” Women bring different things to the party. And that’s okay. Really.


      She said, “So this guy is into… what? Trophies? Proof?


      Mementos and souvenirs? That’s consistent with the personality and profile of an organized sex offender.”


      “But he left her underwear and handbag.” I added, “Actually, what all the missing items have in common is that they are all

         her military issue, including her holster and sidearm, and they would not have her name on them. He left the civilian stuff behind, including her watch and her handbag, which has all sorts of things with her name on them. Correct?”

      


      “Is this a contest?”


      “No, Cynthia. It’s a homicide investigation. We’re brainstorming.”


      “Okay. Sorry. That’s what partners are supposed to do in a homicide investigation.”


      “Right.” Partner?


      Cynthia stayed silent a moment, then said, “You know this stuff.”


      “I hope so.”


      “Okay, why did he take only her military issue?”


      “Ancient warriors stripped the arms and armor from their dead enemies. They left the loincloths.”


      “That’s why he took her military issue?”


      “Maybe. Just a thought. Could be a red herring. Could be some other mental derangement that I’m not familiar with.”


      She glanced at me as she drove.


      I added, “He may not have raped her. But he staked her out like that to draw attention to the sexual nature of his act, or

         possibly to dishonor her body, to reveal her nakedness to the world.”

      


      “Why?”


      “Don’t know yet.”


      “Maybe you do.”


      “I have to think about it. I’m starting to think he knew her.” Actually, I knew he knew her. We rode in silence a while longer, then I said to Cynthia, “I don’t know why it happened, but how does this

         sound for how it happened: Ann Campbell leaves Post Headquarters and goes directly to the rifle range, stopping a good distance from PFC

         Robbins’s guard post. She has a preplanned rendezvous with a lover. They do this often. He plays the armed bandito and gets

         the drop on her, makes her strip, and they get into some kinky S&;M and bondage thing.” I glanced at Cynthia. “You know what

         I mean?”

      


      “I know nothing about sexual perversions. That’s your department.”


      “Well said.”


      She added, “Your scenario sounds like male fantasy. I mean, what woman would go through all that trouble to be staked out

         on the cold ground and call that fun?”

      


      I could see this was going to be a long day, and I hadn’t even had my breakfast yet. I said, “Do you know why her panties

         were under the rope around her neck?”

      


      “No, why?”


      “Check the homicide manual under sexual asphyxia.”


      “Okay.”


      “Also, did you notice that there seemed to be a blacktop stain on the sole of her right foot?”


      “I didn’t.”


      “If it came from the road, why was she barefoot on the road?”


      “He made her strip in, or near, the jeep.”


      “Then why was her underwear on the rifle range?”


      Cynthia replied, “She may have been forced to take off her clothes at, or in, the jeep, then she or the perpetrator carried

         them to where she was staked out.”

      


      “Why?”


      “Part of the script, Paul. Sex offenders have incredibly involved fantasies that they perfect in their minds, things that

         have a strong sexual meaning for them but for no one else. Making a woman strip, then walk naked carrying her own clothes

         to a place where he intends to rape her may be his unique fantasy.”

      


      “So you know this stuff? I’m not in sole charge of perversions.”


      “I’m familiar with pathological sex acts and criminal deviations. I don’t know much about consenting sexual perversions.”


      I let that one alone and pointed out, “The line between the two is a bit thin and indistinct on occasion.”


      “I don’t believe that Ann Campbell was a consenting partner. Certainly, she didn’t consent to being strangled to death.”


      “There are many possibilities,” I mused, “and it’s a good idea not to get married to any of them.”


      “We need forensic, we need the autopsy, and we need to question people.”


      We? I looked out at the landscape as we drove in silence. I tried to recall what I knew about Cynthia. She was originally from

         rural Iowa, a graduate of the state university, with a master’s in criminology, which she received at some civilian university

         through the Army’s Technological Enhancement Program. Like a lot of women, as well as minorities that I’ve known in the Army,

         the military offered more money, education, prestige, and career possibilities than they would have hoped for back on the

         farm, in the ghetto, or whatever disadvantaged background they came from. Cynthia, I seemed to recall, expressed positive

         views toward the Army—travel, excitement, security, recognition, and so on. Not bad for a farm girl. I said to her, “I’ve

         thought about

      


      you.”


      No reply.


      “How are your parents?” I inquired, though I never met them.


      “Fine. Yours?”


      “Fine. Still waiting for me to get out, grow up, get hitched, and make them grandparents.”


      “Work on growing up first.”


      “Good advice.” Cynthia can be sarcastic at times, but it’s just a defense mechanism when she’s nervous. People who’ve had

         a prior sexual relationship, if they’re at all sensitive and human, respect the relationship that existed, and perhaps even

         feel some tenderness toward the ex-partner. But there’s also that awkwardness, sitting side by side as we were, and neither

         of us, I think, knew the words or the tone of voice we should adopt. I said again, “I’ve thought about you. I want you to

         respond to that.”

      


      She responded, “I’ve thought about you, too,” and we fell into a long silence as she drove, head and eyes straight ahead.


      A word about Paul Brenner in the passenger seat. South Boston, Irish Catholic, still don’t recognize a cow when I see one,

         high school graduate, working-class family. I didn’t join the Army to get out of South Boston; the Army came looking for me

         because they’d gotten involved in a large ground war in Asia, and someone told them that the sons of working-class stiffs

         made good infantrymen.

      


      Well, I must have been a good infantryman, because I survived a year over there. Since that time, I’ve taken college courses,

         compliments of the Army, as well as criminology courses and career courses. I’m sufficiently transformed so that I don’t feel

         comfortable back in South Boston any longer, but neither do I feel comfortable at the colonel’s house, watching how much I

         drink and making small talk with officers’ wives who are either too ugly to talk to or too good-looking to stick to small

         talk.

      


      So there we were, Cynthia Sunhill and Paul Brenner, from opposite ends of the North American continent, different worlds,

         lovers in Brussels, reuniting in the Deep South, having just had the common experience of looking at the naked body of a general’s

         daughter. Can love and friendship flourish under those circumstances? I wasn’t putting money on it.

      


      She said, “I was sort of startled to see you last night. I’m sorry if I was rude.”


      “No ifs about it.”


      “Well, then, I apologize unequivocally. But I still don’t like you.”


      I smiled. “But you’d like to have this case.”


      “Yes, so I’ll be nice to you.”


      “You’ll he nice to me because I’m your superior officer. If you’re not nice, I’ll send you packing.”


      “Cut the posturing, Paul. You’re not sending me anywhere, and I’m not going anywhere.” She added, “We’ve got a case to solve,

         and a personal relationship to straighten out.”

      


      “In that order.”


      “Yes, in that order.”


   

      CHAPTER
 FOUR


      Victory Drive, formerly Pine Hollow Road, had been renamed during World War II in a frenzy of Orwellian name changing. It was

         once a two-lane country road heading south out of Midland, but by the time I saw it first in 1971, it was becoming a mixture

         of garden apartments and commercial garishness. Now, almost a quarter century later, there wasn’t even a hint of Pine Hollow

         Road.

      


      There is something uniquely ugly and depressing about commercial strips in the old South, great expanses of parking lots,

         motels, fast-food places, discount stores, car dealers, and what passes for nightclubs hereabouts. The old South, as I remember

         it, was perhaps not so prosperous, but it was picturesque with its tiny gas stations with the Coke cooler next to the fish-bait

         cooler, the sagging pine houses, the country stores, and the baled cotton bursting from sheds along the railroad sidings.

         These were the things that grew organically out of the soil, the lumber from the forests, the gravel roads from nearby quarries,

         and the people themselves a product of their environment. These new things seem artificial, transplanted. Convenience stores

         and shopping strips with mammoth plastic signs and no relationship to the land or the people, to history, or to local custom.

      


      But, of course, the new South had embraced all of this, not quickly, as we had done up North, but embraced it nonetheless.

         And in some strange way, the garish commercial strip was now more associated with the South than with anywhere else in the

         country. The carpetbaggers have finally taken over.

      


      Within fifteen minutes of leaving the post, we arrived at Victory Gardens and parked the Mustang near unit forty-five.


      Victory Gardens was actually a pleasant sort of place, comprised of about fifty attached town houses around a central courtyard,

         with landscaping and ample parking. There were no signs that said, “Officers Only,” but the place had that air about it, and

         the rents probably approximated the offpost quarters’ allowance for lieutenants and captains. Money aside, there are unwritten

         rules about where officers may live off post, and thus, Ann Campbell, daughter of a general and good soldier that she was,

         had not gone to the funky side of town, nor had she opted for the anonymity of a newer high-rise building, which, in this

         town, is somewhat synonymous with swinging singles. Yet, neither did she live in her parents’ huge, government-issue house

         on post, which suggested that she had a life of her own, and I was about to discover something about that life.

      


      Cynthia and I looked around. Though the Army workday starts early, there were still a few cars parked in front of the units.

         Most of them had the blue post bumper stickers signifying an officer’s car, and some had the green bumper sticker of a civilian

         post employee. But mostly, the place looked as deserted as a barracks after morning mess call.

      


      I was still wearing the battle dress uniform I’d had on in the armory, and Cynthia was, as I said, in jeans and windbreaker.

         As we approached the front door of unit forty-five along the row of red brick façades, I said to her, “Are you armed?”

      


      She nodded.


      “All right. You wait here. I’ll go in through the back. If I flush somebody out the front, you stop them right here.”


      “Okay.”


      I made my way around the row of units and came to the back. The rear yard was a common stretch of grass, but each unit had

         a patio separated from the next by a wooden fence for privacy. On Ann Campbell’s patio was the standard barbecue grill and

         lawn furniture, including a lounge chair on which lay suntan oil and a travel magazine.

      


      There were sliding glass doors facing onto the patio, and I was able to see through the vertical blinds into the dining area

         and part of the living room. There didn’t appear to be anyone home. Certainly, Ann Campbell was not home, and I couldn’t imagine

         a general’s daughter having a live-in male lover, or even a female roommate, who would compromise her privacy. On the other

         hand, you never know who’s inside a house, and when the subject is murder, you proceed with caution.

      


      Where the patio met the back wall of the house was a basement window well, which meant these units had basements, which also

         meant a tricky descent down an exposed staircase. Maybe I’d send Ms. Gung Ho down there first. In any case, the window well

         was covered with a Plexiglas bubble that was bolted to the outside wall, so that no one could get out that way.

      


      To the right of the sliding doors was a door that opened into the kitchen. There was a buzzer there, and I pushed it. I waited

         and rang again, then tried the doorknob, which is a good idea before breaking and entering.

      


      I should have gone straight to the Midland city police, of course, as Colonel Kent suggested, and the police would have been

         happy to get a search warrant, and happier still to be included in the search of the victim’s house. But I didn’t want to

         bother them with this, so I found the house key on Ann Campbell’s key chain and unlocked the door. I entered the kitchen,

         then closed the door behind me and relocked it.

      


      On the far side of the kitchen was a solid-looking door that probably led to the basement. The door had a bolt, which I slid

         closed, so if someone was down there, he or she was locked in.

      


      Having secured my rear, or perhaps having cut off my line of retreat, I moved unarmed and cautiously went through the house

         to the front door and opened it, letting Cynthia in. We stood there in the cool, air-conditioned foyer a moment, looked around,

         and listened. I motioned for Cynthia to draw her pistol, which she did, a .38 Smith &; Wesson. That done, I shouted, “Police!

         Stay where you are and call out!” But there was no reply. I said to Cynthia, “Stay here and he prepared to use that.”

      


      “Why do you think I’m carrying the fucking thing?”


      “Good point.” Bitch. I walked first to the coat closet and pulled the door open, but no one was standing there with a tent peg in his hand. I

         moved from room to room on the ground floor, feeling a little silly, ninety-nine percent sure the house was empty, but remembering

         a case when it wasn’t.
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