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COMEBACK





PART ONE






ONE



When the angel opened the door, Parker stepped first past the threshold into the darkness of the cinder block corridor beneath the stage. A hymn filtered discordantly through the rough walls; thousands of voices, raggedly together. The angel said, ‘I’m not sure about this …’


‘We are,’ Parker told him. Holding the door open with one splayed hand, he nodded back at Mackey and Liss, who slipped in quickly past him, carrying the duffel bags. Parker shut the metal fire door and pulled up on the bar to lock it again, while Liss stood his duffel on the floor with a muffled clank and loosened the loop of rope that closed the top. Mackey’s duffel was full of other duffel bags, and for now stayed on his shoulder. Liss slid the rough canvas cloth of the bag down past the blunt metal barrels, then took out the three shotguns, giving one each to Parker and Mackey, then flipping the empty bag over his shoulder.


The angel blinked, watching. His heavy white robe and strapped-on feathery wings must have been hot, even in the air-conditioned arena; the white makeup on his face ran with perspiration, giving him the look of somebody who’d been dead a long time. Inside the costume and the makeup and the sweat, he was scared, with frightened pinpoint eyes. ‘There’s too many guards,’ he said. His voice squeaked with the requirement that he keep it guarded and quiet. ‘Too much going on. We’ll do it another time. A better time.’


‘We’re set up now, Tom,’ Liss said. ‘You got nerves, that’s all.’ He and Parker and Mackey had taken shells from their shirt pockets, broke open the shotguns, and were thumbing the shells into place.


‘I don’t want to do it now!’ The angel’s voice was more and more shrill, echoing around the echoes of the distant hymn. ‘We’ll get caught!’


This amateur, this inside man, was Liss’s pigeon; let Liss smooth his feathers. Parker saw Liss’s jaw muscles set on the left side, where they worked. Liss didn’t like his pigeon acting up in front of the string. He said, ‘Don’t worry about it, okay? Lead the way.’


But the angel wouldn’t move. Blinking sweat out of his eyes, fidgeting his hands together as the limp wings moved on his back, he said, ‘We can’t do it. I told somebody.’


They all became very still. They looked at the angel, whose name was Tom Carmody. Liss said, ‘A woman?’


The angel looked ashamed. ‘Yes. I thought it was all right, but …’


‘But what?’


‘She’s gone. She isn’t at home. She isn’t at work. Nobody knows where she is.’


Parker said, ‘She’s with this bunch? Your bunch?’


‘No, she teaches at a special school for disturbed kids. They don’t know where she is.’


Mackey leaned his duffel bag against the wall. He said, ‘You live with her?’


‘No. Not really. She has her own place.’ The angel was miserable, he was scared and embarrassed and unhappy. He was also an asshole. He said, ‘I don’t know what she’ll do.’


Liss said, ‘Tom? You two have a fight? She mad at you? Maybe go to the cops?’


‘No, no, nothing like that, she just disappeared. I don’t  know why.’


Liss looked around at his partners. He’d brought them into this, and now a decision had to be made. ‘What do you think?’


Parker said, ‘How much did he tell her? Everything—’


‘Just a little!’ the angel cried.


Parker looked at him. ‘Shut up.’ To the others he said, ‘Everything she wanted to know, that’s how much. So she has the route in, she has a little idea what’s going down inside, but not the route out. We’re here, so if it’s trouble, it’s already trouble.’


‘That’s right,’ Mackey said. ‘No point stopping.’


Liss turned back to Carmody and gestured with the shotgun. ‘Lead the way.’


‘Please.’ Carmody spread his hands like a holy statue. ‘Please let’s just call it off, it’s just a mistake, it would be better to burn the rotten money than—’


Parker reached out and closed his left hand around Carmody’s right thumb, bending the thumb in on itself, applying only the slightest pressure. Carmody’s face turned almost as white as the makeup smeared on it, his knees bent, his mouth opened in a wide O. Parker said, ‘Shut up, now. You said your say. Now we walk to the money room.’


Carmody tried to say something else, but Parker squeezed just a little bit harder, and no sound but a faint whimper came out of the angel’s mouth. Obedient, wide-eyed, he turned, his sandals shuffling on the concrete, and they all walked together along the gently curving corridor, lit by widely spaced fluorescent tubes mounted on the ceiling. Parker and the angel looked like they were holding hands, flanked by the other two as they walked from light to light, the three big hard-boned men in dark clothing, carrying shotguns, all round the bedraggled angel, shoulders slumped beneath the useless wings.


The hymn-singing got louder as they progressed, more aggressive, ridding the world of evil by shouting at it. A side corridor went up to the left, and they paused there to look.


That corridor, tunnel-like, was dark and low-ceilinged, with a closed mesh gate at the end. Beyond the mesh were the bright field lights, washing the arena in a glare of white, so that from where Parker and the others stood it was impossible to make out exactly what was taking place on the artificial turf out there. A mass of people, their backs turned, all swaying so that the light glinted and shifted, harsh white bleaching out the colors, making the shadows blacker than black. Except for the rolling roar of the hymn, almost anything could have been going on out there; a political rally, a demolition derby, a football game. At one time or another, the arena had been used for all of those, but tonight the attraction that had brought twenty thousand souls to this domed arena in the American heartland was William Archibald and his Christian Crusade.


The hymn ended. The people shuffled and stirred, and the amplified fruity voice of Archibald himself sounded above and around and among them all as though speaking from a cloud: ‘Brothers! Sisters! Fellow mortals!’


‘Come on,’ Parker said, and tugged gently on the thumb.


Tom Carmody’s resistance was all used up. As the other two followed, he plodded along at Parker’s side, shaking his head slowly. ‘I hate that bastard,’ he muttered, but in an exhausted way, without passion. ‘I hate his lying voice. I hate everything he does. I ought to burn the money, and him in it. Burn him in his own rotten piles of cash.’


Parker tightened his grip on Carmody’s bent thumb, just a little, just enough to bring him back to earth. ‘Where’s the money room?’


‘Ahead!’ Pain and surprise were in Carmody’s voice; he hadn’t known he deserved punishment. ‘Just up ahead.’


‘Keep your mind on what we’re doing.’


They walked a little farther, the corridor constantly curving, appearing ahead of them, disappearing behind their backs, and then they came to a brown metal door on the interior side of the curve, with white block letters reading NO ADMITTANCE. Parker released the angel’s thumb, and Carmody immediately closed his other hand around it, like one small animal comforting another. ‘Do it,’ Parker said, and prodded him in the side with the shotgun barrel, the blued metal poking into the white folds of the robe.


As the three armed men stood against the shadowed wall, Carmody stumbled forward and stood in front of the door. His left hand reluctantly released the aching thumb and pressed the button beside the door. He stood there blinking, the sharp fluorescent light above his head making him look more like a clown than an angel, and then a harsh voice sounded from the grid below the button: ‘Yes?’


‘Hi, Harry. It’s Tom Carmody.’ The angel’s voice sounded almost normal; it hardly quavered at all.


‘Hi, Tom,’ said the voice from the grid. ‘Come on in.’ A raspy buzzing sound came from the door.


Carmody pressed his non-painful hand to the door and it clicked open. Holding it that way, opening inward toward the corridor to the money room beneath the stands, he looked at Parker and said, ‘All right?’


Mackey moved forward to take the door. ‘You did fine,’ Parker said, and hammered the angel with the shotgun butt.





TWO



It began with a phone call. Parker didn’t hear it ring, because he was out on the lake, in the rowboat, oars shipped, doing nothing, feeling the pulse of the water through the wood hull. Early May, this lake in northern New Jersey was still too cold to swim in, most of the vacation houses around its fringe still closed down, waiting for their owners to come back from the city when weather and water got a little warmer. Parker and Claire were among the few year-round residents, Claire establishing her presence in the community, Parker more aloof, being someone whose work let him stay at home for periods of time and then took him away sometimes. Claire was the one who made the home here, being Claire Willis because Parker had been Charles Willis a long time ago, before they’d met. She liked the idea of reaching back into the world when they hadn’t known one another, to make a link, throw a line back into the past.


Movement. He always reacted to movement, no matter how small, anywhere in his vision. This was three-quarters behind him, and when he turned his head it was Claire, at the dock, waving. The lawn stretched behind her up to the dark house. He lifted a hand, then rowed back, and as he stepped up onto the dock she said, ‘Man called. Pay phone. Says he’ll call back in ten minutes.’ She looked at the slender watch on her slender wrist and corrected herself: ‘Six minutes.’


‘Did he give a name?’


‘George Liss.’


Parker frowned at that, and tied the boat to the stanchion, and they walked up to the house, she holding his wrist in her cool fingers. She said, ‘He seemed like he knew you.’


‘To a point,’ Parker said.


Parker and George Liss had never worked together, though they’d come close. Twice, they’d met on other guys’ deals that hadn’t panned out. He had no real opinion about George Liss, except he thought he probably wouldn’t want to count on him if things turned sour.


The money situation at the moment was all right, but not perfect. There was cash here and there, stowed away. He could wait for something that smelled good. Even in a world of electronic cash transfers and credit cards and money floating in cyberspace, there were still heists out there, waiting to be collected.


When the phone rang the second time, Parker was in the enclosed porch that faced the lawn and the lake and the boathouse, standing there, looking out. The day was overcast, and looked colder than it was. He picked up the phone on the third ring and said, ‘George?’


‘I’ve got something.’ The voice slurred a little, making a furry sound in the phone lines.


Parker waited. George Liss could have a lot of things, including a need to turn someone else over to the law to take his place.


Liss said, ‘It’s a little different, but it’s profitable.’


They were all different, and they were all supposed to be profitable, or you wouldn’t do it. Parker waited.


Liss said, ‘You still there?’


‘Yes.’


‘We could get together someplace, talk it over.’


‘Maybe.’


‘You want to know who else is aboard.’ And again Liss waited for Parker to say something, but again Parker had nothing to say, so finally Liss said, ‘Ed Mackey.’


That was different. Ed Mackey was somebody Parker did know and had worked with. Ed Mackey was solid. Parker said, ‘Who else?’


‘It only takes three.’


Even better. The fewer the people, the fewer the complications, and the more the profit. Parker said, ‘Where and when?’


They came together first in the parking lot of a lobster restaurant on Route 1 just south of Auburn, Maine, a place where a couple of rental cars from Boston’s Logan Airport wouldn’t look out of place. Parker left his Impala and crisscrossed through the parked cars to the Century Regal where Ed Mackey, blunt and taciturn, sat at the wheel with his girlfriend Brenda beside him and George Liss in the back seat. Parker joined Liss, a tall, narrow, black-haired man with a long chin, who nodded at him and smiled with the side of his mouth where the nerves and muscles still worked, and said, ‘Have a good flight?’


This wasn’t a sensible question. Parker said, ‘Tell me about it.’


‘It’s a stadium,’ Ed Mackey said, half-turning in the front seat, knees pointed at Brenda as he looked back at Parker. ‘Usual stadium security. Twenty thousand civilians inside.’


Parker shook his head. ‘All you walk out with,’ he said, ‘is credit card receipts.’


‘Not this one,’ Liss said, and the left side of his face smiled more broadly. A sharpened spoon handle had laid open the right side, in a prison in Wyoming, eleven years ago. A plastic surgeon had made the scars disappear, but nothing could make that side of his face move again, ever. Around civilians, Liss usually tried to keep himself turned partially away, showing only the profile that worked, but among fellow mechanics he didn’t worry about it. With the slight slurring that made his words always sound just a little odd, he said, ‘This one is all cash. Paid at the door.’


‘They call it love offerings,’ Mackey said, deadpan.


Parker tried to read Mackey’s face. ‘Love offerings? What kind of stadium is this?’


Liss explained, ‘The stadium’s the usual. The attraction’s a guy named William Archibald. A TV preacher, you know those guys? Evangelists.’


‘I thought they were all in jail,’ Parker said.


‘The woods are full of them,’ Liss said, and Mackey added, ‘Mostly the back woods.’


Parker said, ‘He’s preaching at this stadium, is that it?’


‘To make a movie,’ Mackey said, ‘and show it on the TV later.’


‘The people walking in,’ Liss said, moving his hands around in the space between himself and Parker, ‘they put down a twenty-dollar love offering, every one of them. No exceptions. Twenty thousand people.’


Brenda spoke for the first time: ‘Four hundred thousand dollars,’ she said in her husky voice, rolling her full lips around the words.


‘Brenda does my math for me,’ Mackey said.


‘Plus,’ Liss said, ‘they got these barrels up front by the stage, you get inspired along the way, you want to help the preacher spread the word on the TV, you can go up and toss whatever money you want in the barrel.’


‘On TV,’ Mackey said. ‘On the big screen up behind the preacher. I seen it work, Parker, it’s like hypnotizing. These people love to see themselves on that big screen, walkin right up there, tossin their cash in the old barrel. Then a month later, they’re at home, TV on, there they are again. Live the moment twice. The day you gave the rent money to God.’


‘We figure,’ Liss said, ‘that doubles the take.’


Brenda opened her mouth, but before she could say anything Mackey pointed at her and said, ‘Brenda. He can work it out.’


Parker said, ‘There’s going to be more than the usual security, if it’s all cash.’


‘Archibald has his own people,’ Liss agreed. ‘But we got a guy on the inside. That’s what made it start to happen.’


‘Not one of us,’ Parker said.


‘Not for a minute,’ Mackey said.


‘He works for the preacher,’ Liss said. ‘And now he’s mad at him.’


‘Greedy? Wants a bigger slice?’


‘Just the reverse,’ Liss said, and half his face laughed. ‘Ol’ Tom got religion.’


‘Just tell it to me,’ Parker said.


Mackey patted the top of the seatback, as though calming a horse. ‘It’s a good story, Parker,’ he said. ‘Wait for it.’


People had to tell their stories their own way, with all the pointless extras. ‘Go ahead,’ Parker said, and sat back to wait it out.


Liss said, ‘I had twenty-nine months’ parole last time I got out. It was easier, just hang around and do it, then have a paper out on me the rest of my life. This guy Archibald, one of his scams is, his people volunteer to give this counseling to ex-cons. It’s all crap and everybody knows it, it’s just to find new suckers, and to get some kinda tax break.’


‘A cash business,’ Parker said. ‘He’s doin okay with taxes anyway.’


‘Oh, you know he is. But William Archibald, he’s one of those guys, the more you give him to drink, the thirstier he gets. So I drew this guy Tom Carmody to be my counselor, once a week he’d come around the place I was living, and then when he’d fill out the sheet, that meant I didn’t have to go in to the parole office. A good deal for everybody. And after the first few weeks, we pretty much come clean with each other, and after that we’d just watch basketball on the tube or something, or have a beer around the corner. I mean, he knew what I was and no problem, and I knew what scam he was on, so we just got on with life. Except sometimes he’d go on crusades, and—’


Parker said, ‘Crusades?’


‘When Archibald takes his show on the road,’ Liss explained. ‘Rents a hall, a movie house, a stadium, someplace big, does his act three, four times, brings in a couple mil, takes it all home again. Tom was one of the staff guys he brought along on these things, so then I’d get some gung ho trainee from the office instead, and I’d have to be real serious and rehabilitated and grateful as hell to Jesus and all this shit, and then when Tom came back we’d laugh about it. Only, then, about the last six months – yeah, two years we’re dealing bullshit and we both knew it, and then the last six months he began to change it all around. Not trying to reform me or nothing. It was Archibald he got agitated about.’


Brenda spoke again, this time drily: ‘He noticed Mister Archibald was insincere.’


‘He got hung up on the money,’ Liss said. ‘How Archibald takes all the suckers for all this money, and it doesn’t go anywhere good. I dunno, Parker, it wasn’t the  scam that got ol’ Tom riled up, it still isn’t. It’s what happens with the money after Archibald trims the rubes. He’d talk about all the good that money could do, you know, feed the homeless and house the hungry and all this, and then he wanted to know was there any way I knew that he could get a bunch of that cash. Not for himself, you see, but to do good works with it.’


Parker said, ‘It was his idea?’


‘Absolutely. The guy’s a civilian, I only know him two years, and he’s tied to the parole board. Am I gonna say, “Hey, Tom, let’s pull a number”? No way.’


‘But you went along.’


Liss shook his head. ‘Not at first. One of the few big words I know is entrapment. So at first I’d just nod and say well, that’s a real bitch, Tom, and all this. And when he finally came out with it – ‘Hey, George, let’s do it together, you with your expert background and me with my inside information’ – I told him no, I told him I’m retired, it isn’t I’m reformed I just don’t want to go back inside. Which was almost the truth, by the way.’


Parker nodded. For a lot of people, that was almost the truth almost all the time.


‘Also,’ Liss said, ‘I told him I didn’t much care where money went that didn’t come to me, whether this money fed Archibald or fed some other people made no difference to me, and he said he understood. He understood for me it would be more of a business proposition. So he suggested we split fifty-fifty, and I’d put my share in my pocket and he’d give his to the poor.’


‘Us poor,’ Mackey said.


Parker knew what Mackey meant. Glancing at him, ‘If,’ he said.


‘Naturally.’


Liss went on, saying, ‘Finally I said I’d pass him on to somebody who was still active in the game, but he said no, he wouldn’t trust anybody but me, so then I figured I could take the chance. If he was out to trap somebody for the law, he wouldn’t care who he brought in, right? He’d let me pass him on to somebody else, work his number just as good. Since he didn’t do that, then he probably wasn’t pulling anything. So then we started to get kind of serious, talking it over, him giving me the details about the money, and I saw how maybe it could be done. And here we are.’


Parker said, ‘And the theory is, the inside guy takes half, and we split the other half. However many of us it is doing the thing.’


‘That’s the theory.’


‘Does he buy it?’ Parker shook his head, rejecting his own question, rephrasing it: ‘What I mean, does he believe it?’


‘That he’ll get his half?’ Liss did his lopsided smile. ‘That’s the big question, isn’t it? He’s kind of hard to read since he changed, you know. Used to be, he was an easygoing guy, now he’s all tensed up. Relaxed guys are harder to fool, but tensed-up guys are harder to read.’


‘Anyway, Parker,’ Mackey said, ‘what’s he gonna do if he doesn’t believe it? We’re the takers, not him. Is he gonna take it from the takers? No way.’


Parker ignored that. He said to Liss, ‘How many parole guys does this fella have beer with?’


Liss half-frowned; that face of his took some getting used to. He said, ‘You mean, he puts together a backup crew to take it away after we get it? But what’s the point, Parker? If he’s afraid we’re gonna cut him out, what’s he gonna do about the second crew? Come up with a third?’


‘What I think it is,’ Mackey said, ‘I think the guy bought his own story. He’s not buying from us, he’s buying from himself.’


Parker said to Mackey, ‘You meet this wonder?’


‘Not yet.’


‘That can be arranged,’ Liss said. ‘Easiest thing there is. I’ll call him tonight, say we’re—’


‘No,’ Parker said. ‘You say he goes out with this preacher on his crusades. When’s the next one?’


‘Couple weeks. I figured that’s when we could pull it.’


‘No. Where they gonna be? The whole tour.’


Liss’s face went out of whack again. He said, ‘Beats me. I guess I could find out.’


‘Good,’ Parker said. ‘Then somewhere along the way, without any invitations or planning or setting things up, we’re there, and we say hello. Mackey and me.’


‘And Brenda,’ Mackey said.


Parker looked at Brenda. ‘Naturally,’ he said.





THREE



In a not-very-good restaurant in St. Louis, with old bored waiters and old-fashioned dark red-and-brown decor, Parker and Mackey and Brenda ate dinner, taking their time over it. Liss had said he’d get the pigeon here between eight and ten, and it was already nine-thirty. ‘I gotta go to the john again,’ Brenda said, fooling with her coffee cup, ‘but I know, the minute I leave the table, they’re gonna walk in.’


‘Then do it,’ Mackey told her. ‘I’d like to see  something make them walk in.’


‘Only for you,’ she said, and left the table, and a minute later Liss walked in with a sandy-haired nervous-looking guy in his late twenties, wearing tan slacks and a plaid shirt.


‘There, you see,’ Mackey said. ‘That’s why I keep Brenda around. She’s magic.’


Parker said nothing. He already knew why Mackey kept Brenda around – she was his brains – and his interest was in the guy over there with Liss. And also with whoever might come into the restaurant next.


Which was nobody. If Carmody was being watched, it was a very long leash. Watchers couldn’t have been planted in the place ahead of time, because Liss wouldn’t have told Tom where they were going until they got here. ‘This looks like a good place, Tom. I’m ready for dinner, how about you?’


And why would a watcher wait outside, when the whole point of keeping an eye on your bait was to see who came around and what happened? So Tom was not under observation. Which didn’t mean he wasn’t a Judas goat, only that, if he was, they were letting him float on his own. Not important to them, in other words, or not yet. Not until he starts to come home with somebody.


Liss had seated himself at the table in a chair where he could give the doddering waiter his good side, about which the waiter cared nothing. Tom Carmody, across from Liss, was quiet, low-key, ordering as though he didn’t care if he ate or not, then sitting there in a funk. Liss gave him a minute or two of cheery conversation and then ate rolls instead.


Brenda came back to the table and Mackey said, ‘Your magic worked.’


‘So I see.’


While Mackey signaled to the waiter for the check, Brenda studied the guy sitting over there with Liss. Mackey repeated his hand gesture at the waiter – signing his name in the air – then turned back to Brenda to say, ‘What do you think?’


‘He’s too gloomy.’


‘I don’t want you to date him, honey.’


‘I don’t want you to date him, either,’ she said. ‘That’s what I mean, he’s too gloomy.’


Parker listened, while across the way Liss and Carmody got their salads. Liss tucked in, while Carmody pushed the lettuce and tomato slice around in the shallow bowl.


Meantime, Mackey said, ‘Explain yourself,’ and Brenda said, ‘He already gave up. Look at him, Ed. He doesn’t care if anything good happens or not. You know what a guy like that does when there’s trouble? He lies down.’


‘Good,’ Mackey said. ‘He’ll give us traction.’


The waiter brought the check then, and stood around as Mackey brought out his wallet and, despite the hand signal, paid in cash. While he did that, Brenda said to Parker, ‘How’s Claire?’


Unlike Mackey, Parker didn’t bring his woman to work. ‘She’s fine,’ he said.


‘Will I be seeing her?’


‘I don’t think so.’


Mackey left a little tip, and said, ‘Let’s go look at our boy up close.’


Parker let Mackey and Brenda go first; they were better at the social niceties, like pretending to be happily surprised at the sight of Liss sitting there: ‘George! How you doing, old son?’


‘Hello, Ed! How are you? And Brenda!’ Liss rose, shaking Mackey’s hand, kissing Brenda’s cheek, giving Parker a bright-eyed look of non-recognition.


Mackey said, ‘George Liss, here’s a pal of ours, Jack Grant.’


‘How you doing, Jack?’ Liss said, grinning, extending his hand.


‘Fine,’ Parker said, shaking the hand briefly. Play-acting wasn’t what he did best.


On the other hand, Liss was having a good time. ‘And this is a pal of mine,’ he announced, with a big wave at the pigeon. ‘Tom Carmody. Tom, this is Ed and Brenda Fawcett, and a pal of theirs.’


Tom Carmody had been raised as a mannerly boy; he got to his feet and managed a smile at Brenda, with his how-do-you-dos. Mackey squeezed Carmody’s hand, grinning hard at him, saying, ‘I’m a salesman, Tom, but I guess you can see that. Most people pipe me right away. You I don’t get, though. You teach?’


‘Not exactly.’ Carmody was clearly uncomfortable at having to explain himself. ‘I’m in rehabilitation,’ he said.


Mackey did a good job of misunderstanding. Looking concerned, he said, ‘Hey, I’m sorry. Whatcha rehabilitating from?’


‘No, I’m – I—’ Carmody’s confusion made him blush. He finally managed to get it out: ‘I work for a preacher. We do rehabilitation work for, uh, people.’


‘Well, that’s fine,’ Mackey told him. ‘There’s a lotta people need that stuff.’ With a big jokey grin he said, ‘What about old George here? You gonna rehabilitate him?’


Carmody began to stumble and stutter all over himself again, but this time Liss came to his rescue, saying, ‘Not me. I’m a hopeless case.’


‘Us honest citizens shouldn’t be seen with the likes of you,’ Mackey said, and whacked Liss playfully on the arm. ‘See you around, George.’


Everybody said good-bye, Carmody sat down with obvious relief, and Parker and Mackey and Brenda went out to the parking lot, where Mackey had a laughing fit, leaning over the hood of their car. When he got himself under control he said, ‘That was touching, Parker. Do you know that? He didn’t wanna blow the gaff on George being on parole. I call that touching.’


‘He’s a very straight citizen,’ Parker agreed.


Mackey leaned against the car, wiping his eyes, and said to Brenda, ‘Well? What do you think? Still too gloomy?’


‘I think you can take a chance,’ she said. ‘If everything else is okay. If Parker’s going in.’


‘Yeah?’ Mackey was interested. ‘How come the change of heart?’


‘He isn’t a liar,’ Brenda said. ‘He isn’t trapping anybody, or double-crossing anybody, or anything like that, because that fella couldn’t lie about what time it is without the whole thing showing on his face.’


‘Well, that’s true.’ Mackey nodded, thinking it over, then grinned again and looked at Parker. ‘Ever work with a guy on that recommendation before? He can’t tell a lie. Parker, we’re signing on with George Washington.’
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