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For the Chicago girl I met in Washington one afternoon— Who stayed for all these adventures. Lori.


“Go, set the world on fire.”

—Ignatius of Loyola


One

It was another bad morning in the Pentagon. A sudden power surge in the electrical subbasement had shut down every computer in this part of the building, which was a series of wood-paneled corridors leading off C ring. It had rained hard during the night and the roof had leaked again and a storeroom full of computer printouts that contained analysis of the Mediterranean terrorist threat for the coming fiscal year was ruined when the ceiling collapsed.

At least G2 hadn’t screwed up. There was that.

Brig. Gen. Robert E. Lee was very angry as usual, and if G2 had not sent down the videotape cartridge when it did, he would have gone up there and chewed ass, and it would not have been about the videotape but the problem of trying to direct an intelligence operation in a building that should have been condemned thirty years ago.

General Lee wore no insignia of rank on his black pullover sweater. The empty satin epaulets attested to his power. He didn’t have to prove a damned thing.

He carried the surveillance videocassette in a manila envelope under his left arm as he swung down the empty corridor to the nest of offices used by this division of the Defense Intelligence Agency. People watched the way Bobby Lee walked—ambling sometimes, striding like now—and judged the advisability of being in the same corridor with him.

He turned into the bright anteroom that led to the other offices and stopped in front of the desk where S. Sgt. Lonnie E. Davis acted as gatekeeper.

Like all sergeants, Lonnie Davis was not afraid of generals. He gazed at General Lee for a full three seconds before pressing the security buzzer that admitted the general to the carpeted side of the room.

General Lee glanced at the computer screens, all blinking malfunction. With the computers down there was nothing to do.

“We got coffee?” the general said to the sergeant.

“We got coffee, machine in the next room, we hooked it up to the temporary line.”

“Goddamned wiring. Trying to run an op with this wiring would make a Russian weep.”

“At least the coffee machine works,” Sergeant Davis said. “You’ll like it. New coffee maker came in from purchasing, I don’t know why we got it but we took it. Makes two pots at once, we can have regular and decaf,” Sergeant Davis said. His voice rambled as much as his words.

General Lee strode into the second room, glanced once at a terrified specialist four sitting doing nothing in front of his blank computer screen, and grabbed a ceramic mug. He stared at the machine for a moment. It was a beautiful fancy machine. Probably set DoD back five hundred bucks a copy. Bobby Lee poured regular coffee into the mug. The world was just too damned decaffeinated to suit Bobby E. Lee’s taste.

He followed a gray-walled corridor farther back into his realm until he came to the last office. He opened the door. Sp7c. Mae Teller, his private secretary, had arranged everything the way he liked it—six number-two pencils lined up like soldiers on the green felt paper pad in the exact center of his mahogany desk. There were two phones. The red phone on the right was very private, and the gray phone with six lines listed was not. He closed the door and locked it and opened the manila envelope. He inserted the black cartridge in the black VCR above the black-faced Japanese television monitor on the far wall.

He sat down behind his desk, opened a drawer, and took out the remote. He pointed it at the television set and VCR and pressed a button.

The black-and-white picture on the screen jiggled for a moment and then focused. The camera revealed the Red Line Metro underground platform beneath Union Station.

The Red Line was the most prestigious of the four Metro subway lines that snake across the District and probe into the near suburbs. It bisected the northwest quadrant of the District and reached into the posh suburb of Bethesda.

In the upper right-hand corner of the monitor, a digital clock ran in minutes and seconds, marking the real time of the recording and the actual time of day depicted on the screen. G2 had worked long hours overnight to edit out the garbage; this was what was left, what Bobby Lee would want to see.

0003:51, 0003:52, 0003:53.

The camera fixed on the sole passenger waiting on the platform. The focus was directed by a heat-seeking device, similar to that used in missiles. The heat of the man’s body directed the robot camera.

General Lee sipped his coffee in the semidarkness of the windowless room and watched the screen.

Above the hum of the videotape came the sudden sounds of steps down the escalator stairs. The escalator had been deactivated for the surveillance because it made too much noise on the soundtrack. This was a visual and audio surveillance.

General Lee put down his cup.

He stared at the waiting man who had turned to look at the escalator stairs. It was a familiar face.

It was Devereaux. Every night of the surveillance, Devereaux had come to this platform and waited until the last train. They thought he might have been waiting for someone to arrive by train, but each night, he stepped into a car of the last train without meeting anyone. They had followed him on the last scheduled train each night to his stop above Georgetown and a surveillance car had followed him to his apartment, and for ten mornings, G21 had given Bobby Lee the videotape and it hadn’t been worth spit.

“Come on, Devereaux, you son of a bitch,” Bobby Lee said to the monitor. He might have been cheering at a football game.

Devereaux was senior adviser for operations inside R Section. He was a little too senior to be messing around with secret meetings and letter drops and all the other stuff you do in the field. Too damned senior to suit Bobby Lee.

The robot camera fixed in a false stone above the escalator well jiggled, momentarily confused by the presence of a second heat source.

Bobby Lee saw the second man’s back. At last. There was going to be a meet.

The second man walked across the concrete platform.

The camera refocused, compromising on the two focal points. The picture was grainy and harsh.

The second man spoke.

The hiss on the videotape soundtrack overrode the speech.

“Damn,” Bobby Lee said. He punched the stop button on the remote. He pushed rewind and started again.

The second man walked backward toward the camera. Stop. Play.

Bobby Lee turned up the sound.

The hiss was louder.

“… something is going …”

Something something then “something is going” then something.

The second man turned in profile.

Bobby Lee stopped the tape. He knew the face, anyone in certain circles would have known the face. Carroll Claymore. Carroll Claymore. What the hell was this about?

Bobby Lee just stared at the screen, his mouth open as though trying to catch the words by inhaling them. Carroll Claymore was the pal, protégé, and confidant of Clair Dodsworth, who was one of the six or seven permanently important men in Washington. Clair Dodsworth had more money than God and sat on a lot more boards of directors.

And here was his protégé meeting at midnight on a Red Line platform with an intelligence officer for R Section.

Bobby Lee got up from his desk, still staring at the monitor. What the hell would this have to do with Clair Dodsworth?

He hit the play button on the remote control. He stood behind his desk with the control in his hand.

“I told you,” Devereaux said. “There’s not—”

Not not. Nothing. “There’s nothing” something something. “To worry about”? “I told you there’s nothing to worry about.” That’s it.

Bobby Lee filled in the words, watched the way Devereaux’s mouth moved, figured it out like doing a crossword puzzle in sound.

Carroll Claymore turned all the way around, looking back at the camera, looking at the silenced escalator he had just walked down. His face was ashen.

“Scared,” Bobby Lee said in the silence.

“Nobody’s coming,” Devereaux said. The firm voice. When you’ve got a scared source, you milk him, you mother him, you tell him fairy stories. Bobby Lee knew how to do it, it was part of the profession. Bobby Lee had seen Devereaux do it when their paths had crossed during the hot war in the middle of the cold war, back in ’Nam, back in the old days, when he was running an op for DIA and Devereaux was running for R Section and they knew about each other.

“Just lie to him,” Bobby Lee said to the videotaped Devereaux.

Good. Good.

Devereaux touched Carroll Claymore on the shoulder, brought him back to the moment.

Carroll Claymore said something. Bobby Lee frowned, stopped the action, rewound, played it again and again, but couldn’t make it out. Damned G2, damned cheap-shit equipment, how you gonna run an op, you got a building where the computers go down every other day, the goddamned roof leaks, you got Mickey Mouse surveillance junk? Christ, if the Russians had only known how fucked up we were, they would never have backed off.

Damn. Bobby Lee hit the stop button. He picked up the gray phone and dialed an internal number. Waited. Tapped the top of the desk, made the pencils jiggle in line.

“This is General Lee, I want Lieutenant Rumsfield.” Waited. “Lieutenant, I am watching this piece of garbage you people were supposed to edit down overnight and I can’t pick up a goddamned word, what kind of Mickey Mouse outfit—”

Waited, his face bright and hard.

“Yes, Lieutenant, I’m sure you can cover your ass with all that techno bullshit, but I am trying to run an op and I see a face on the screen and I can’t make out a goddamned word of what these people are talking—”

Waited, waited. Oddly, as he listened to the lieutenant’s explanation, he calmed down. What was the point of it? You chew out this candy-ass, and he covers himself with garbage about audio-enhanced electronic ironing and stuff nobody even heard of twenty-seven years ago when Bobby Lee was a bush-tailed second loo trying to learn the ropes. What was the point of it, except to vent a little frustration? After ten days they filmed the meet and now they couldn’t hear what it was about.

He said, “Next time you send down a tape, Lieutenant, you don’t send garbage, I can’t use garbage, am I making myself clear, Lieutenant?” Waited a moment, listened to the apology that was just another way of covering your ass, and then slammed the gray phone back on the receiver.

What was he going to do then? Like everything else, you improvise. The computers go down because of some outage in the basement, you hook up a temporary generator to keep the coffee pot boiling. Damned army was falling apart. But even as he thought this, Bobby Lee was smart enough to realize he had always thought this and somehow the army was still around, snafus and all.

He pressed the play button again. Carroll Claymore said something unintelligible and then pulled something out of his overcoat pocket.

Bobby Lee stared. Envelope, he had an envelope to give Devereaux, and suddenly his voice was as clear as the picture on the screen: “This is the last of it, I don’t want to do this anymore, this is what you wanted. Copy of the transfer from Lebanon. Into the account you wanted at District. This is the last of it.”

Devereaux: “Not the last. This is good and the next thing will be good. I’ll tell you when it’s the last of it.”

“Do you realize how powerful Clair is, if he suspected—”

“Don’t be afraid of Clair. Be afraid of me, Carroll—”

“But Clair—”

“The train’s coming. I’ve got to catch the train, it’s the last train of the night,” Devereaux said. “I’ll be here every night, Carroll, I want you to know that.”

There was more, but the sound track was filled with the rumble of the approaching subway train.

“… please,” Carroll Claymore said. His face was in profile to the camera again.

The right side of the picture was filled with the train sliding into the station.

Devereaux turned from Carroll.

The doors opened.

Devereaux waited, looked left and right.

“Our man’s on the train, Devereaux. We aren’t that stupid,” Bobby Lee said.

But then again, maybe Devereaux knew. Sometimes you could feel a thing when you were good enough, just feel it. But why would he know?

Devereaux stepped into the waiting car. He turned in the doorway and stared at Carroll Claymore on the platform.

The doors slid shut.

The train began to pull out of the station.

Carroll stared at the train rushing past.

The platform was empty except for the man in the overcoat. Devereaux would get off at the same stop as the other ten nights, walk down the same streets to his apartment building, and he would be followed all the way and it wouldn’t matter because he had something now.

And Bobby Lee had something now. Had a name and face and something something about money going into an account at District. What was District?

He thought of it then. He read the New York Times, Wall Street Journal, and both Washington papers every day for the sake of filling up anew the hard disk of his memory. Something stuck out now. Clair Dodsworth on the board of District Savings Bank. That was it. District Savings Bank. Money from Lebanon going to a local bank. What the hell was this, was Devereaux shaking someone down after all those years of honorable service for R Section? Or was it something else?

Please.

Carroll Claymore was being squeezed and he was pleading with Devereaux to stop squeezing him.

“Devereaux,” Bobby Lee said aloud in the empty room. Devereaux had been messing into the affairs of DIA, and Bobby Lee had resented it and then become intrigued by it. He had set up the surveillance of Devereaux and followed him because Devereaux had started it, messing with DIA’s Mediterranean terrorist counterop for six months, probing this and that, and now there was money from Lebanon going into an account at District Savings Bank. Bobby Lee was supposed to find out all about Devereaux. Find out what R Section was up to.

And now this.

Bobby Lee stared at the dark monitor in the semidark room.

This was going right to Clair Dodsworth, the dog with the biggest balls in Washington.

“What are we getting into, Devereaux?” he asked the darkened screen.

Brig. Gen. Robert E. Lee humbly believed he was not afraid of anyone or anything after twenty-seven years of seeing everything and doing everything in every place in the world.

But he was uncomfortable just now.

Damned uncomfortable.


Two

“I don’t want to go to the Round Robin. You see the same people in the Round Robin. Besides, everyone we know went to the play tonight and everyone we know is going to the Round Robin and we’re going to have to talk about the damned play again and I didn’t want to see the damned play in the first place,” Michael Horan said.

Britta Andrews smiled at him. They were in the car, in the big Lincoln limousine—because a Lincoln went over better with the public than a Caddy. That was something Horan would say and really believe when he said it.

Michael Horan was the junior senator from Pennsylvania. He had knocked off the Republican exactly nine years earlier. It had surprised everyone from Pittsburgh to Philadelphia all the way to the White House and the GOP National Committee. Right up to Michael Horan’s ex-wife and, truth be told, Michael Horan himself.

“They won’t talk about the play,” Britta said. “They’ll all come over to fawn around you and touch me to see if I’m wearing underwear.”

Senator Horan smiled at that and ran his own large hand across her lap and down her left thigh.

“You like being touched.”

“Women like to be touched when they invite being touched, but you wouldn’t understand that because you’re in the Senate and you think every woman is made to be touched.”

He shook his head then and removed his hand. “You see this one fag play and now you’re going to give me the lecture. I hate the lecture. I like women, I’m pro choice—and you don’t know the kind of heat I get for that from everyone from the pope on down to my father-in-law—and I support the EEOC and everything from Lesbian Awareness Week to gay motherhood, but I endured the play as well as I could for your sake and I don’t need that lecture.” He said this in a flat voice and every word counted for as much as every other word. It meant he was angry and he knew how to control it. Britta knew that. They realized they were talking too much.

So she kissed him. Haley, the driver, had heard it all, of course, but when people keep servants, they endure them by living their lives as though servants did not count. Haley watched the kiss in the rearview mirror. He saw the senator slide his hand along the stockinged thigh under the blue dress, and he thought about that, about what it would feel like. Haley was very loyal. He was more of a friend than a servant because he had been Michael Horan’s driver, and the driver of a politician hustling votes in hostile precincts is closer to the politician than even a chief of staff. He had been with Michael Horan back when they were in a Ford and they were living on Big Macs going up and down the endless valleys of Pennsylvania, talking to church groups and women’s clubs and the American Legion smokers and every damned thing and it had all looked so hopeless. Haley saw her push against him a little, not too hard, and the kiss was finished and the senator’s hand stayed right there on the stockinged thigh, and that little quarrel was over until next time.

“If we don’t go to the Round Robin, where do you want to go then?” Britta Andrews said.

“Sam and Harry’s. You’ll like Sam and Harry’s. It’s got a hetero crowd and everyone won’t have been at the play and we won’t have to talk about it—we won’t have to talk to anyone—and we can get a sandwich,” Michael Horan said.

“I ate today.” She was a size four by nature and still worked at it. In some shops, in some lines, she could even be a size two but she wasn’t a social X ray, she wasn’t small enough. She had blond hair and it was her real color. A blonde with blond hair, angelic features, blue eyes, great body, long legs, just a living, breathing doll, and she hated it sometimes and yet she didn’t hate it. She could quote Lenin and get it right; she would have preferred to be big and black and a man and she would have led the goddamned Symbionese Liberation Army. … Yet she was beautiful and that was useful too and she took pleasure in being beautiful. There was always this conflict about beauty and brains and will and desire. Like Michael’s hand between her legs right now. She looked straight at the rearview mirror and saw Haley’s eyes. She wanted to empathize with Haley because she really did care about ordinary people and what they thought, but the only way to treat Haley right now was to deny his existence. Let him look.

“I ate today but I have to eat again,” Michael Horan said.

“And have a drink.”

“No one ever has one. Never lie to yourself. A man who says he’s going to have just one is halfway to being an alcoholic.”

She liked that and gave him a quick peck of a kiss. She liked a lot of things about Michael Horan. He didn’t lie to himself or to her or to his ex-wife back in Pennsylvania, who pretended they were still married. “If you don’t lie to yourself, you make it easier.” Michael said that once. Michael had brains and guts. When you walk into an empty hall because your advance man screwed up and your handlers are embarrassed and one little old lady shows up and you make the best of it, you try to sell that one little old lady, then you know you have the guts. It’s what people who have never run for office can’t understand, all those columnists and thumb-suckers and pundits who were never elected to anything, they couldn’t begin to understand guts, but Britta could. She had guts herself, but she knew her courage was a different kind, much colder, much more reasoned.

Haley paid attention to traffic. Washington traffic dazzles at night because the streets and parkways and malls are so dark that the lights of the limousines stand out and form necklaces of light. Haley brought the car through the after-theater traffic, past the Willard Hotel and back north, then around N Street to a tow-away zone on Nineteenth Street facing south. Sam and Harry’s was an expensive bar-and-grill set back from the curb some thirty-five feet, a place with bright lights and noise and the manufactured common touch that is not cheap to obtain. Another kind of senator would have taken Britta to the kind of bar that John Towers used to drink in when he was the big man, dark and down and no questions asked, where a pretty girl can be groped in a booth without anyone seeing or telling, but Michael Horan didn’t lie. Not about Britta, not about anything that was important. He would lie about raising taxes, but that was something else.

Britta didn’t lie either. She had so much money that she never had to lie to anyone for anything. But she loved being with Michael because Michael had the other thing, the power that doesn’t come from inherited money but comes from grabbing people by the throat and getting them to vote for you. There is such beautiful poetry in that kind of power that Britta could be in love with the idea of it, even if she wasn’t half in love with Michael Horan.

Haley opened the rear door for them, and she stepped out first, the blue dress riding high on her thigh. Haley was looking at her and pretending not to look at her. She didn’t mind that, how could she mind being beautiful? Maybe Haley thought she was the senator’s bimbo. She couldn’t figure out what Haley thought, but then, she didn’t spend a lot of time thinking anything about Haley.

Michael came behind her. He took her arm. Part of not lying. The Philadelphia Daily News had caught him escorting some redheaded socialite to a Washington ball and manufactured it into a scandal, and then Michael Horan had faced a tough primary and won it by 60 percent. The papers back in PA had taken the hint: the public didn’t really give a damn about who Horan was screwing as long as it wasn’t a little boy and as long as he voted to put a surtax on incomes above eighty thousand a year.

Sam and Harry’s was one of the places that the important little people went to, along with the Monocle over by the Hill and that Mexican place in Northeast and three or four others. The important little people were congressional aides with their own domains and powers, as well as spooks from Langley and newsmen and newswomen from National Public Radio and the Washington Post and the Washington Times and people who put spin on stories for the sake of senators at $76,400 a year and others, all little, all envious of the wealthy and very powerful. These mandarins of the bureaucracy, the Congress, and the press were very small and mean and petty, and they counted because they were always there. Michael Horan and Britta Andrews had begun their relationship after they realized that they both, in their separate ways, despised the mandarins created to serve them.

So let them look, fawn, and feed their greedy envy. The important little people would tell the other important little people that Senator Horan was at it again: this time it was a blonde, a rich society type from a screwball family, and the man was so brazen that he took her right into Sam and Harry’s as if she was a trophy attesting to another good hunt.

The bar was long, wooden, and functional. The place was filling up. The rich wood colors were polished by bar lights that gave a false sense of friendliness and made wan faces glow warm.

Everyone in Washington had gone to the National Theater to see Robert Morse’s one-man show, Tru, based on the life and remarks of Truman Capote. The capital had almost no live theater, and each road show offering sent down from Broadway was attended as a religious exercise. It was the way peasants of another time gathered in their villages to hear a famous London preacher making a tour of the provinces.

The fawners, their envy contained in green eyes, pressed toward the senator and the senator’s “friend” and yet parted for them as they presented themselves and moved with majestic calm through the throng, plunging into the interior of the bar.

Michael Horan gave an easy grin. It said that he was famous and powerful but he was just like them, a regular guy trying to have a night on the town with the real people and not the phony baloneys in the Round Robin at the Willard Hotel. Britta turned to him, caught the profile of the grin, matched it. Hers was a little harder. Her smile had money, distance, and yet a keen political eye behind it. Her smile said she knew the names of the principals of all the European Green parties, had visited them, dined with them, gave them money, been respected by them … but was still willing to be a woman, a beautiful woman, endlessly desirable. It was a complicated smile, and the women among the little people studied it and knew it for what it was.

“Fanueil Hall without fish,” Michael Horan said under his breath and under his smile. He pushed her by the elbow.

“SoHo,” she said. “East Village. Maybe Little Italy on Saturdays in summer.”

“South Philly,” he said. “Thirtieth Street Station at night.”

“Newark,” she said. “Airport to downtown.”

“Cleveland,” he said.

“Gary, Indiana,” she said.

He thought about it. “Detroit.”

“Gary wins,” she said.

“Pierre, South Dakota,” he said.

“Have you ever seen Gary?” she said.

“You win,” he said.

One of the owners gave them a good corner table where they could share the illusion of privacy. The waiter was young and good-looking the way Irish boys are before they really discover beer and potatoes. He was staring at the front of her dress, guessing and wondering at the same time, and he did not have the skills yet to hide it. The frank gaze warmed her because he was good-looking, not like the grizzled Haley, and if she had been shopping for an ornament, she might have put him on her wrist.

Michael Horan notched up the grin. “Hiya.”

“I’m Michael, can I get you a cocktail?” Soft voice, very nice, and Michael the senator said he was a Michael too and the Michael who was a server said he knew and Michael Powerful asked where he was from and young Michael told him. It was all over in less than ten seconds, like working the crowd behind the rope at the airport before going on to Altoona and the next event of the day. Britta had grown used to it, but she was not comfortable with it. Elections, electioneering, precincts, polls … it fascinated her because there was power there that could be used, but the details were so boring and stupid. Cut through the details and just grab the power and hold it. She touched his hand on the table.

The waiter brought his Black Label rocks in a short rounded glass. He armed Britta with a chardonnay. She rarely drank and the white wine glass was a device, the way Robert Dole arms himself with a perpetually held pen in his crippled right hand. It invites people to keep their distance.

“Up the Irish,” Michael Horan said to her.

“Up the rebels,” she said. “Up the ANC.”

“Not too loud.”

“Loud enough,” she said. She made a pretense of tasting the chardonnay.

Michael Horan made no pretense. He took the drink with real thirst. The whiskey numbed and then burned. The whiskey spread across his wide, Irish face and gave it a false color of health. Michael Horan functioned with whiskey. He made whiskey the glue of his life. Whiskey was comfort and aid and oblivion when he needed oblivion. When he really needed total oblivion, he would tell Haley he was going to be alone and Haley would bring a bottle of Black Label, a bucket of ice, and a glass to the cubicle he used in the old Senate Office Building, a clothes-closet of a room, totally unmarked, totally secret. And Haley would leave the bottle and the man, and the man would drink until he was drunk and then would fall asleep in the soft, red leather chair and ottoman and snore and awake without a memory of the bad thing that had chased him.

Michael Horan said, “I talked to Clair Dodsworth today. He was telling me I should change the portfolio again, that money was back in petrochemicals and—”

“I really don’t want to hear about stocks and especially oil company stocks,” Britta Andrews said. “I wish all the oil in the world would dry up tomorrow.”

“You don’t mind riding in my Lincoln,” he said.

“I’d rather ride in a rickshaw.”

“You’d rather be carried through the streets by slaves.”

“Like that waiter. Four who looked like him,” she said. She stared into Michael’s eyes and saw them glitter, and she felt she was up to a fight now if that was what he wanted. If he wanted a fight instead of being nice and going home with her, he could get a fight and end up drinking himself drunk alone in one of those nasty dark bars they use around Dupont Circle, she didn’t need him.

Michael was still smiling, but it was just the way his lips were arranged, it wasn’t in his eyes. “And Clair said he had a little meeting with you yesterday and I said I didn’t know that you knew Clair and Clair said that Clair had known your grandfather and I said I didn’t know that and Clair said he had a most charming lunch with you. Now, what have you got to do with Clair Dodsworth?” The voice was even, the smile was still there, but there was something else.

Britta said, “We’re having an affair.”

Michael just kept smiling. He picked up his scotch and tasted it. He put the drink down on the white tablecloth. He had Irish eyes and they were not smiling.

“I go to his office once a week and massage his balls until he comes, and then I wipe him off with a towel. He feels my tits,” Britta said.

“Britta.”

Her blue eyes were the color of an arctic sea on a clear summer’s day.

“Fuck you, Michael. What I do with Clair Dodsworth is nothing to do with you,” Britta said. “You told me in the beginning that my ideas were too radical for your constituents. I said Fine and we left it at that. We talk, but what I do, who I give money to, my ideas are my business.” She was very angry and they both knew it.

“I was just asking about Clair. You know he’s managed my portfolio for years, going back to my father. I was just asking about him.”

“I knew about Clair and he knew about me and we talked. Clair is on the board of District Savings Bank and we were talking about money.”

“Clair Dodsworth is on the board of every top corporation in the country,” Michael said. “He doesn’t handle your portfolio, does he?”

“Clair Dodsworth is arranging some matters for me,” she said. She was still cold in tone, still holding her glass of wine like a sword.

“Is this about your work?”

“Do you want to know, Michael, or do you not want to know? The way we’ve kept it, you don’t know and what you don’t know can’t hurt you.”

He let the smile go. There was no sense in it. They were alone, at a corner table in a large, crowded bright room. The fawners and seekers and wannabes and the other apparatchiks were stealing little glances at them, wondering about the Important People in the corner, wanting to be them for just one day, just for fifteen minutes of one day, to escape their fabricated existences for one touch of real wealth and power. And she was making everything hard edged, she wanted to fight, it didn’t make sense.

“What can’t hurt me?”

He wanted to know. For the first time he really wanted to know. Not in an idle way but in a way that would involve him. She had been leading him to this for a long time. She could have scared him if she had told him from the beginning, but she was very good at not scaring people if she didn’t want that to be the effect.

“I talked to him again about the institute.”

“The Institute for World Development.”

“The Institute for World Development,” she repeated.

“A lot of ‘save the whales’ stuff.” He turned to his drink; he was losing interest. The Institute for World Development was one of those “Green” political ideas that existed on paper and in discussion at Green party meetings here and in Europe. Save the earth by going back to a simpler life. Stop oil, stop gas, stop coal, and most of all, stop nuclear power.

“You can have contempt for the environment because that’s what Pennsylvania wants to hear, they want Pittsburgh to be smoky, they want—”

“Pittsburgh,” Michael said. “You’ve never been in Pittsburgh in your life. Pittsburgh is beautiful.”

“Coal mines, dirty mine shafts full of danger, people with black lung disease, emphysema—” She had a vision of Pittsburgh fixed in the 1950s, when steel mills clogged what was now the Golden Triangle area. It was an image passed down from her father to her. She had legacy, loads of it.

“Cut it out, Britta. I don’t want to fight with you about something you don’t know anything about.”

“I know a lot of things,” Britta Andrews said. She even tasted her wine, she was so angry. And annoyed. That’s what she was, annoyed.

“Is he going to arrange financing for the institute?”

He was quiet, trying to stop the fight building between them.

“He’s been doing that for some time. Arranging for things,” she said. “For the institute. For things.”

Britta did not frighten him just then. That would come later, when he thought about it. Her voice was so calm, and it colored all her secrets the same shade of gray. He knew she was dangerous for him when they first went to bed together. He needed women the way he needed scotch on the rocks, as a refuge from the reality of things. He didn’t lie to himself about it. He didn’t even lie about being afraid of things in real life. He used women like a narcotic. They had understood that. She had loved his body, his power, and his wit. He had left his wife in Pennsylvania more than a few years ago, and if his wife wanted to stay married to him in her mind, that was her problem.

“What kind of things?”

“Do you want to know, Michael?”

“I guess I want to know.”

“Guess isn’t good enough. You want to know, Michael?”

“Will it hurt me?”

“Nothing is going to hurt you.”

“Knowing you hurts me, but I wanted to know you so badly that I could stand the hurt.”

“You don’t know me. Not really. Not the way you could if you really wanted it.”

“I really want it.”

She waited. She was very good at waiting, as most women were; yet it had been her grandfather who taught her to wait. When her father spent part of the fortune on the Black Panthers and the Weather Underground and on other things, she had loved him for his courage and deplored his inability to wait. The revolution in the things that mattered—the true revolution when everyone would be equal, have equal wants and needs fulfilled—well, it was coming, but slowly. Her grandfather had been very good at waiting, and he had passed it on to her, skipping her father’s generation. And then Dad had blown himself up in that stupid bomb factory he had financed, it was all so stupid, what was he going to do with a few sticks of dynamite anyway, burn down the world? That wasn’t the way things really got done.

“I want to know you. Know Clair.”

“You know Clair.”

“I couldn’t have imagined in my wildest dreams he knew you.”

“I told you. I have sex with him once a week.”

“Jesus, Britta.” He made a face then because he was out of scotch; it was just ice in a glass and a little water. He looked around for the other Michael.

Part of waiting was hurting the person you were waiting for. Grandfather hadn’t said that in words but in the way he had done things. Britta had watched him hurt people. She had appreciated the skill of it.

Michael the server came up and took his empty glass. Then Michael the server brought back a new drink and a bowl of cashew nuts.

“Would you like menus?” he said.

“I’ve seen menus,” Horan said. When he started drinking, he stopped eating. There was going to be some real drinking tonight because Britta was different now, she had something secret in her that was beginning to haunt everything they said.

“Nothing,” she said.

They were staring at each other. The waiter went back to the bar.

“I do what I do and I do what I want,” Britta said in a very soft voice.

Michael Horan picked up his drink. “OK. You do what you want. I do what I want.”

No. That wasn’t the direction she wanted at all. “Michael,” she said. She touched his wrist. It was a very feminine thing to do. She leaned forward, attending to him. She stared into his eyes with her beautiful face full of attention.

He sensed the change in balance. He finished a long sip of his ice-cold drink. Took his time. Put the drink down on the damp spot on the tablecloth.

“Do you want to know everything?”

Michael said, “If you want to tell me.”

“Clair is part of … a necessary part … of arranging a financial scheme for the group.”

“What group? The Institute for World Development?”

“The Dove.”

“Dove? The Dove Group? What the hell is the Dove Group?”

“Let’s just say it’s Dove. You know. An acronym.”

“For what?”

“Another time.” She didn’t want to frighten him. Not at first. One step at a time. Her grandfather had owned five senators in his day. Owned them and their wives and the futures of their children, their mistresses, their fortunes, their very freedom not to be in prison where they certainly could have gone.

“What are you talking about?” He was walking carefully across a dark, strange field. There was moonlight but not enough. The field had unexpected pits in it. It was a beautiful, dark night where he walked, looking for her and her secrets. He was utterly absorbed in it. The noisy and bright room had receded, all the fawners and wannabes were no more than background noise on a television set that no one was watching.

“The Institute for World Development was set up by a coalition of Green parties here and in Europe and Canada to find environmental energy solutions—”

He said, “I know about that. I already knew about that. But what about Clair?”

“He introduced the institute to a source … of funding. A means of making the institute work for itself without me propping it up all the time. I made that clear to them: I’m not my father, I’m not throwing my fortune down a rathole just because someone tells me the current rathole is a good cause. I know what a good cause is. I’m committed, but I’m not a fool.”

“You’re not a fool but you say someone is willing to be.”

She smiled at that. Michael was very bright and she liked bright people. It almost was sexual. She kept his wrist in the palm of her hand. “Let’s say someone has money and someone wants to support the institute—”

“The Institute for World Development is a lot of crap, Britta. You and your environmental pals meet and talk and dine on wine and cheese and change the world in your dreams. No one is going to stop driving cars for you and your pals or stop heating their homes in winter.”

“Maybe not,” she said. She smiled. “But it’s a lot of money for nothing, then. A lot of money.”

“A lot of money,” Michael said. Money was endlessly interesting to him, as it is to all politicians. Money is always needed, you can never have enough, you are always offered it, you seek it as you seek votes and the power to rule men.

“For a start.”

“Clair’s arranged credit.”

“His directorship on District Savings is useful. Money comes from one place and is made available.”

Michael said, “Is it legal, Brit? You want to watch yourself. Clair has the best reputation in the city, one of the best in politics, so I wouldn’t trust him very much.”

“No. I don’t think so.”

She might have been disputing Clair Dodsworth’s reputation. Or she might have been answering his question.

“You don’t need it, then,” Michael said. He knew it was the question she had answered.

“Of course, I’m not a lawyer. Clair Dodsworth is a lawyer. I trust his advice.”

“Why is he involved? I mean, with this thing for you? For your institute? Or this Dove, whatever Dove is?”

“Why do you think Clair does anything?” Britta said.

“Are you having an affair with him then really?”

“Is that any business of yours?”

“Britta, I’m jealous.”

She considered how she would tell him. She said, “I want you to make love to me tonight. I thought about it while we were watching the play. Imagine, watching a play about Truman Capote and I was thinking about you in bed, about you naked. I really want that.”

Her eyes were beautiful now. The arctic-sea blue had shifted to a Caribbean blue, tinged with darker green, and her mouth was wet and he hadn’t even noticed it until now.

He said, “Let’s get out of here.”

“I want to tell you,” she said.

“We can get out of here and go to your condo and—”

“Five million dollars in a line of credit. It was arranged five days ago and Clair did it. He knows the source, but I don’t—I just present the opportunity.”

“Five million? In credit? From someone you don’t even know?”

“Clair puts everything in compartments, and that way one compartment never knows about another. He mentioned it to you, that we had had lunch, he mentioned it because I told him to make a point of telling you.”

“Why, Brit?”

“Because I want you to know.”

She had said it softly so that the menace in the words was covered in velvet. It was cold now and dangerous and he understood that, but he was also understanding himself, that he had to know all the secrets. The moon was hidden in clouds. The field did not have an end. He stepped so carefully now.

“Clair was my father’s friend and is my friend,” Michael said.

“He has a lot of friends. Now I’m one of his friends. Friends help each other.” She paused. “Are we friends, Michael?”

He said, “We’re more than that.”

“But we can’t be less. We’ve been less and I want to change that.”

He understood then.

He saw her in the reflected lights from the bar, saw the depth of her blue eyes and the perfectly coiffed hair, the golden beauty of her shining in those eyes. And now this, this deep mysterious knowledge that she insisted he share with her. Even if it led to hell, he would have to share it with her.

It was a moment that thrilled him, to understand something this important.

“Tell me,” Michael said.

“The Institute for World Development is positive. A positive thing. It develops papers, writes op-ed pieces. The piece last week in the Times on destruction of Amazonian rain forests. You saw it. But you can’t just talk, talk never gets anyplace. You’ve got to translate the ideas and positions into action. Someone has to do the dirty work.”

“What dirty work, Britta?” He was holding his drink very tightly and his fingers were becoming numb with cold.

She was smiling, eyes glittering in the light. “Take Chernobyl, Michael. A bad thing but with a good result. The questioning now of all nuclear power plants, how safe they are, whether more should be built. The government is back-pedaling just to stay in place on nuclear power. The greatest danger on earth is nuclear power plants.”

“But you can’t win that fight, not without coming up with an alternative—”

“They’re unsafe, Michael. Even you agree with that.”

He stared at her, tried to see where it was going.

“Nuclear power should destroy itself,” Britta said.

Silence between them, noise all around.

“What way could it show its true colors? To show it could not be trusted?”

“Where is this leading, Britta?”

She shook her head. “Not terrorism. The world is tired of terrorism. The real terror always comes from inside yourself. Let it come from the nuclear power plants themselves.”

“Is that what Dove is for?”

“Dove. Dove is to do things that have to be done, Michael. What we all know has to be done,” Britta said. She held his wrist and stared at him, and he looked away because he could not return the stare. She held his wrist and he did not move it.


Three

Carroll Claymore had been very afraid for two months, the amount of time he had been working for Devereaux.

Devereaux had made it clear to him from the beginning that there was no recourse in this matter and that the only way he would escape from the job was to finish it.

The blackmail was simple. It involved children and it was complete enough to destroy Carroll Claymore and even to send him to prison. Even a man as rich as Carroll Claymore might have been locked up. The blackmail was cruel and they had both known it, but Devereaux used the blackmail the way he had once used a knife or a gun or a garrote.

The job assigned to Carroll Claymore involved spying on the affairs of his friend and mentor Clair Dodsworth. They had been friends for seventeen years, and Clair had made him a partner in his law firm and opened up all the doors for him. To spy on a friend was difficult enough. But to spy upon a powerful friend was worse.

Carroll Claymore suffered from dreadful nightmares in those two months, and he was afraid of everything Clair Dodsworth said to him, for fear that Clair knew or Clair was suspicious of him. He habitually worked late at night in the offices they shared on L Street, so there was no problem in spying on Clair by going through the office papers, but everything made him nervous.

He was afraid of Devereaux and he was afraid of Clair Dodsworth. He lost fifteen pounds in those two months and he stopped jogging in Rock Creek Park on Sunday afternoons. Clair said he should go to a doctor, he looked so tired all the time. That had made him feel guilty. A man he was spying on, his friend, his concerned friend, giving him advice about his health when he was really losing weight because he was afraid and under pressure. It is easy to betray trust once but not to do it over and over again.

Then there were those dreadful visits set up for the Union Station stop of the Red Line Metro.

The only thing that Carroll Claymore did not fear was that he was going to die for anything he did. This wasn’t about death. This was about transactions in the international credit division of the District Savings Bank. Devereaux wanted to know about every transaction, especially the transactions from the Middle East. And he wanted to know who really owned the District Savings Bank.

The last question was so absurd. It was easy. It was owned by, it was owned by …

Carroll Claymore became more nervous as he realized it was impossible to determine the ownership of the bank, that all the papers filed with the Securities and Exchange Commission and the federal banking regulators were purposely complex and fragmented, and he did not understand what Devereaux really wanted him to do.

And then, three nights after his last meeting with Devereaux on the Metro, the job ended.

There were two men who did not speak English very well, and they took him to Potomac Park near the Jefferson Memorial. Carroll had dined late and decided to walk home in the safe precincts of upper Georgetown, which is very far from the much meaner streets of the rest of the District. The two men approached him brazenly on a well-lit street and shoved him into the back of a car. They tied his hands with wire and put a tape gag across his mouth. Not that he would have cried out. They had guns, both of them.

“You like the Jefferson Memorial?” one of them said in the park. The night was very dark, it was very late. “It’s a good place for you.” He did not understand that at all.

They were beneath the cherry trees that ring the Tidal Basin. The gleaming memorial building was the only bright spot in the deserted park. It was about three in the morning, Carroll guessed, and they had been riding around in the limousine with the darkened windows for about two hours. They had gone over everything with him. It had taken him nearly the entire two hours to realize they were going to kill him.

It was wrong to be killed over something like this, over something he knew so little about, over a small act of betrayal he had been forced into by a bloodless intelligence agent. When he started to tell them this, when he started to cry, they taped his mouth shut again, and one of them humiliated him deeply by raping him. They just pulled down his trousers and his underwear and raped him. He was still wearing his suitcoat and tie. He cried, the tears staining the leather seat they had thrown him across.

Why were they doing this horrible thing? Who were these men?

When that was done, they were in the park and they marched him out under the cherry trees. His trousers were still around his ankles, and he realized they intended to leave him this way. His thighs were wet and he thought he was bleeding and he was afraid he might faint from the pain. He could smell the dew on the brown grass, and the trees shivered damply in the thin moonlight. It had rained and cleaned the sky.

Carroll said a prayer, a thing he had not thought to do since childhood. He prayed fervently, and they threw him facedown on the grass and made some remark to each other in a foreign language he did not understand.

The one with the garroting wire took his time, but he was very thorough and he made sure that Carroll was dead when it was over. Then they pulled the duct tape from his lips, and the other one pulled out the tongue of the dead man and cut it off and threw it into the Tidal Basin. They went back to the car, and the driver took them out to the airport. It was around three in the morning, and they would have to wait for the morning flight to London.


Four

Devereaux lived with Rita Macklin in a condominium on Thirty-ninth Street Northwest, just west of the National Cathedral, at the top end of Georgetown. They could hear the bells of the cathedral from their balcony on Sunday mornings. The apartment was not large, but it was in a fine neighborhood and the building was very polished and quiet. The rent was two thousand dollars a month and they afforded it. The owner of the apartment had been transferred to Kuwait for three years to help build new oil wells, and he did not want to sell the place because the prices of things kept rising in Washington. Devereaux and Rita Macklin felt out of place in this expensive world, but they had wanted to live in the heart of the city for a little while.

The car from R Section came for Devereaux at seven this morning and he was already on the curb, waiting for it. The day was cold and clear for a Washington autumn, which is usually languid, with pretty leaves stuck on the trees until deep December. This morning had a harsh wind.

Devereaux opened the passenger door of the gray Dodge sedan and climbed in next to the driver. The driver was Hacker, the man who called him at five-thirty.

Hacker was now a jack-of-all-trades in Section, but he had been in the field once, like Devereaux.

Hacker grunted at him as a greeting. He wore a black overcoat. His thick black and gray hair was cut short, and his eyebrows, which were black, nearly joined above his large nose. There was no soft edge to the look of him. He had the hands of a coal miner, and the steering wheel seemed small in them.

Devereaux knew that Hacker had lost part of one leg. It had been shattered beneath the knee on a stupid mission in Albania that had gone bad. Devereaux had read about Hacker in the files and felt a sympathy for him and for all the people who had been lost on all the stupid missions of the long cold war that began in 1946 and killed everything in its path for nearly half a century. Devereaux had been a soldier in that war and had sympathy for all the other soldiers, even the ones on the wrong side.

Hanley, who was director of operations for Section, had kept Hacker on but given him little to do. Hacker had stayed on because he had a wooden leg now and there was no point in looking for another job. Devereaux had thought of Hacker’s loss and then thought of Mona.

That was months ago. Now, in the gray car cutting through the cold, crisp morning, he thought of Mona again.

Mona had gone to Lebanon in the spring and disappeared. Mona. He thought about Mona all the time and he had asked Hanley to let him use Hacker in this Mona matter, and Hanley had agreed because he never had enough for Hacker to do and because he wanted to wash his hands of Devereaux and this Mona business.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
BURNING
THE APOSILE

BILL GRANGER





OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
M

MULHOLLAND
BOOKS





