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THE CAR TUMBLED off the cliff, hurtling toward the distant blue shimmer of the water.
      

      
      The first, instinctive reaction is to draw in, brace yourself for the impact. Brace for, never mind survive, the impact.
      

      
      Next was the peculiar itch in my daredevil’s brain, figuring gravity’s pull at 9.8 meters per second squared, thinking, We
         have five seconds before we hit.
      

      
      In the second of those seconds I felt the gun’s cool barrel press hard against my temple, realized my passenger was aiming
         right at my head in case the crash or the water didn’t end me.
      

      
      That is attention to detail. That is commitment.

      
      Three: The water rushed toward us. I moved forward, reaching, the cool steel barrel staying on me, my fingers along the floorboard
         groping for my one chance.
      

      
      The sky, the water, my last breath, everything blue.

      
      Four: The gun fired.
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      Four Weeks Earlier

      
      YOU’RE SOMETHING, AREN’T you, Sam?”
      

      
      “I’m just a guy who owns a bar.” Someone had left an abandoned checkers board on the bar and I moved the fresh glass of beer
         I’d just poured for Steve around the game. The guys who’d left it might be back tomorrow to finish it. Stormy’s was that kind
         of place.
      

      
      “But you used to be something,” Steve said. A little insistent.
      

      
      “A bar owner is being something.” Why is there no one-word term in American English for being a bar owner? “Publican” sounds
         too English and formal. “Barkeep” isn’t enough. I glanced through the windows. A young couple sat on the outside couch, a
         dog at their feet, and I could tell from the angle of their beer bottles as they sipped that they were nearly done. The covered
         patio of the bar was otherwise deserted, a slow Sunday night headed toward empty. I had to close at midnight and that was
         twenty minutes away.
      

      
      “But you used to be something.” And I couldn’t miss the prying hint in Steve’s voice.
      

      
      “We all used to be something,” I said. “You too, Steve.”

      
      Steve smiled. “The way you move. The way you eyed that jerk who bothered that young woman in here last night. You didn’t even
         have to raise a fist, threaten to call the cops. Or even boot him. Just the look you gave him stopped him cold.”
      

      
      
      I shrugged. “Looks are cheap.”

      
      “The way you study every person who comes in here, Sam. One glance of assessment. That’s from a habit of being in tough situations.”

      
      “I just don’t want trouble and it’s better to see it coming than be surprised.”

      
      “So the something you were,” he said. “I think if you were ex-military or an ex-cop, you’d claim it right away. But you don’t.”

      
      I shrugged again. Bartenders are supposed to listen more than they talk anyway. I wiped the bar. Every night was too slow.
         My other bars around the world were mostly high-end joints but Stormy’s wasn’t, it was a certified dive. It had been open
         for years, sliding through an assortment of owners until it came into my possession. The other nearby bars in Coconut Grove
         were a bit higher-end than Stormy’s. Scarred bar, couches under a crooked TV, games such as checkers and Connect Four on the
         little tables. No fancy drinks: beer, wine, and your basic hard liquor. If I told people I owned a bar in Miami they’d automatically
         assume I lorded over some über-trendy nightclub in South Beach, women pouring out of limos in tiny skirts and huge heels.
         Many of my customers walked to Stormy’s from the surrounding neighborhoods in Coconut Grove. We were not a tourist draw.
      

      
      And tonight Stormy’s wasn’t exactly drawing the locals. It was just me and the couple on the patio and Steve and two older
         guys watching a West Coast basketball game on the corner TV; they’d already finished a pitcher. Miami wasn’t playing, so there
         wasn’t a crowd.
      

      
      “So. Since you won’t claim what you used to be, maybe you can’t.” Steve kept playing Sherlock. He could play all day. I don’t
         talk about my past, not my real past, and for sure not to a guy who drinks too much. Even if he was my best friend in Miami.
      

      
      “You mean like I was in jail?” I said. I didn’t smile. I had been in a prison once, but not the kind he thought. A CIA prison
         is a different proposition.
      

      
      Steve laughed. “No. Maybe you were working in something you can’t talk about.”

      
      
      “Maybe you’re just underestimating the skills involved in running a bar.” I didn’t have a manager in place at Stormy’s, which
         was why I’d spent two weeks in Miami. Maybe I could offer Steve a job. But that would mean being honest with him about the
         quiet work I did now, what I’d done in my previous life, and asking him to stay silent. I wasn’t sure he could keep my secrets.
      

      
      I would wonder, later, if it would have all been different if I had trusted him. He might not have taken the job that changed
         everything for us both.
      

      
      “I know what I see,” Steve said, suddenly serious. “You know how to handle yourself, Sam. I could use some help.”

      
      “Help how?”

      
      “Well, you know I work in freelance security.” I’d first met Steve when I was fifteen years old. He’d worked a security detail
         attached to my parents’ team of relief workers in central Africa. He’d saved my family’s lives during a chaotic evacuation
         from a war-torn nation, pulling my parents and my brother and me from a wrecked vehicle. He’d gotten us to an airport to board
         the final military evacuation flight before the rebels bombed the runways. I could remember his face, looking at me through
         the broken window of the car, saying, Come on, Sam, you’re okay, let’s go. He’d stayed in steady touch with my parents over the years: sending us Christmas cards from Africa and Southeast Asia and
         the Middle East, a pen and pencil set for my high school graduation, flowers and a thoughtful note when my brother, Danny,
         a relief worker in Afghanistan, was kidnapped and executed.
      

      
      But that had been contact with my parents, not me. I’d barely known him, and when his cards arrived I’d think, Oh, yeah, Steve.
         The guy who saved us, how is he? He was a wanderer in his work and so I hadn’t seen him since that violent night in Africa.
         When I’d come to Miami two weeks ago to address the nagging problems of this bar, he’d showed up and claimed a barstool the
         next day. I first assumed my parents had sent him to watch over me; after years of estrangement they’d decided to take an
         interest in my life. He didn’t say. But he’d inherited his parents’ house in Coconut Grove and was already a semi-regular
         at Stormy’s. He said he hadn’t done security work overseas in a while. He seemed happy to guard the bar against any potential danger by occupying
         a seat and helping me fill the bar’s nearly empty cash register.
      

      
      But he saw something of himself in me right now: the guy who went into dangerous situations. It was unnerving that he could
         read my past in my movements, my attitude, like there was a sign on my skin. I thought I had mellowed more.
      

      
      Part of me just wanted to tell him to forget it, that he was entirely wrong, and hope he’d let it drop. But spies, by nature,
         are curious people. We want to know things. Even when we’re no longer spies in the conventional sense. I was twenty-six and
         had spent three years with a secret division in the CIA. I guess it showed. Or Steve knew more about me than he was willing
         to admit.
      

      
      “You’re wrong about me, but what is the job?”

      
      He smiled as though he could recognize my little white lie. “I could use an inside man.” I shrugged like I didn’t know what
         the term meant and went to the guys watching the basketball game to see if they wanted a last beer, which was an unusual level
         of service here at Stormy’s. But I wanted Steve to change the subject. Inside man, I thought. To be a spy again. The basketball
         fans wanted nothing more, so I returned to the bar and resumed tidying.
      

      
      Steve lowered his voice. “So. I’m meeting a friend here tonight. A woman.”

      
      I frowned. If I were trying to impress a woman Stormy’s was not my choice of venue, and I owned the place. “Uh, you know I’m
         closing in a few minutes?”
      

      
      “I just need to talk to her for a bit. You don’t have to serve us. It’d be a big favor. You’ll be here anyway.” That was true.
         I lived in an apartment above the bar; every one of my bars around the world, they all had living quarters above them. There
         was a reason for that, and it was the reason I didn’t think I could offer my talkative friend a job. But Steve was here every
         night when I shut down the bar, and we’d hung out and chatted after I turned off the neon Open sign.
      

      
      
      “I should charge you rent,” I said, joking. The couple on the patio left; the two guys watching basketball departed. I left
         Steve for a moment to collect their tips and their empties. I dumped the glasses and slid the money into the cash register.
      

      
      “I could pay you, Sam.”

      
      “What, your tab? I thought you had a friend coming …”

      
      “No, dummy. To help me with this security job I got.”

      
      “Thanks for the offer,” I said. “But like I said, I’m not anything. Just a bartender.”

      
      Steve studied me. He was in his mid-forties, burr haircut going silver, a man who had once been handsome and still could be
         but there had been too much beer and too many fights. He looked worn and beaten down. “You sure? I still think I’m right about
         you.”
      

      
      “My brother always told me to stay on my guard. I think that’s what you see.”

      
      “You know how sorry I am about Danny.”

      
      “I know.”

      
      The thing was—I don’t think I’d talked to another guy as much as I had to Steve since Danny died. Most hours that the bar
         was open, I was there, and Steve was there, drinking sodas during the day, tapping at his laptop, or reading or watching the
         TV. My closest friend from my days in the hidden Special Projects branch at the CIA was a guy named August Holdwine, and August
         and I no longer talked much. And as far as my friends from my Harvard days went, to them I was a mystery. I graduated, went
         to work for a London consulting firm that was secretly a CIA front, and had ended up owning bars. I had fallen out of the
         drawn lines for what was acceptable success. And I wasn’t on social media, posting pictures of my child, recording what I’d
         eaten for lunch, or talking about my favorite football team.
      

      
      But every day for the two weeks I’d struggled with getting the bar on its feet again, Steve had been here. So we’d spent those
         past fourteen days and nights talking for hours, everything from basketball to women to books to movies. I hadn’t had a friend
         in a while. I hadn’t had the time for one. And he was someone who had once helped my family during a dark hour. I owed him. Maybe I should listen to his offer, help him. I felt torn.
      

      
      “When’s your friend coming?”

      
      He glanced at his watch. “Any minute now.”

      
      Then the woman walked in. Even in the dim light you could see she was striking. Long dark hair, a curvy figure.

      
      She glanced around the room and I saw it in her eyes: she was scared to death.

      
      I knew fear. I’d seen it in the stares of people facing CIA interrogation in Europe, in the eyes of a woman who thought she
         was going to lose the child she loved as her own, in my own face when I’d lost my family. This woman quenched the fear when
         her gaze met mine. She was trying to be brave.
      

      
      She was my age, mid-twenties, and I thought, She’s not really Steve’s friend. This is about his problematic job.

      
      She smiled when she saw Steve and her expression shifted to a look of polite surprise. Like she couldn’t believe she was here.
         It was close to midnight and we were in a cheap bar. Who meets at a bar so close to closing?
      

      
      “Hello,” she said, shaking his hand. “Let’s sit over on the couches, where we can talk.” Her voice shook a little at first,
         but she steadied it.
      

      
      She clearly wanted privacy. But Steve, ever gregarious, said, “This is my good buddy Sam. He owns this dump. I just keep it
         in business.”
      

      
      The woman offered her hand and I shook it. She had a confident grip. She didn’t tell me her name, though, and I couldn’t tell
         if she simply forgot to or she didn’t want me to know. Steve didn’t introduce her.
      

      
      “Hello,” I said. “What may I get you to drink? We’re about to close but you’re welcome to stay and talk.”

      
      “I don’t want to inconvenience you.”

      
      “Sam lives above the bar; he can’t be inconvenienced,” Steve said. “This is a very private place. Like you asked for.”

      
      She glanced at Steve’s empty beer. “All right. That’s kind of you, Sam.” And her lovely eyes met mine. “May I please have
         a club soda? With lime?” And her voice was low, and slightly loping in how she spoke, and heating you while you stood there.
      

      
      “Of course. I’ll bring it to you.” I muted the post-basketball game analysis that was playing so they could hear each other
         more easily.
      

      
      The woman gave me a grateful smile. “Thank you, Sam; you’re kind.” That molten voice, like warmed honey.

      
      They headed for the couches and I got her a club soda. I wished our bar glasses were better crystal. I saw her glance at the
         vintage Miami Dolphins posters, worn signs from local breweries, a framed photo of the bar’s original owner—a famously irascible
         woman named Stormy who had died a few years back—and Ernest Hemingway from the 1950s. A message blackboard where anyone could
         write a morsel of wisdom. This evening it announced, in blue chalk: TONIGHT’S SPECIAL: BUY TWO DRINKS, PAY FOR THEM BOTH. I hoped she’d think the bar was retro cool instead of outdated lame.
      

      
      I brought her the club soda, with the nicest-looking lime slice in the whole bar. Steve shut up—nothing could get Steve to
         hush normally—when I set down the drinks. I wondered what kind of job he’d needed help with—he hadn’t seemed at all busy the
         past two weeks. I left them and they resumed talking in low voices, too low for me to hear.
      

      
      She was afraid. Why?

      
      I turned off the Open sign, locked the door, retreated back to the bar. I wiped the already-spotless counter, working around
         the checkerboard, and did a quick inventory. Steve’s problems were Steve’s: I loved owning these bars and if I wanted to keep
         on owning them I’d have to make each one profitable, including this loser. I was short on wine and beer. I’d have to reorder,
         eating up the scant profits. Beer is the least profitable alcohol you sell in a bar but is the most popular choice. Maybe
         Stormy’s needed some signature drinks, hard-liquor treats that would generate a much higher profit margin, bring in some new
         business. I could add food; the Stormy’s kitchen was unused. I’d have to invest in new equipment, hire a staff.
      

      
      
      Yet I dragged my feet on these decisions. And then I’d have to decide if I was going to go home next weekend, to New Orleans,
         and see my son, Daniel. The weekend would be the busiest time, and the bar couldn’t easily afford me gone. And given that
         the bar had its own secrets in the apartment above it, I needed a manager I could trust entirely. I could maybe recruit one
         of the managers from my other bars: Gigi from Las Vegas, Kenneth from London, Ariane from Brussels … The Europeans might particularly
         enjoy a stay in Miami. I wondered what paperwork I’d have to fill out to get them a work visa.
      

      
      I saw Steve lean back suddenly away from his friend. They’d become huddled, her talking so softly that I couldn’t even hear
         the murmur of that honey river of a voice of hers.
      

      
      I glanced at the clock. Ten past midnight.

      
      “No one can know,” she said. “No one.”

      
      I heard him say, “They already do. I got a surprise in the mail.” And then I didn’t hear the next few words as he brought
         his beer glass close to his mouth. Then I heard him say: “How did anyone know you hired me?”
      

      
      She said, clearly, “Maybe someone’s following me? Ever since the ten million …” Then she glanced at me, as if realizing that
         she might have spoken too loud.
      

      
      And then Steve’s voice dropped back down again.

      
      Ten million? Not my business; I’d said no. I opened up a laptop I kept under the bar for the extra-slow times like this. Keyed
         it on. Typed in a website and then there was a video feed of my son, Daniel, asleep in his crib. His sleep was so deep that
         for a moment I got worried, and nearly called Leonie, his nanny (of sorts—she used to be a forger and I saved her from her
         life of crime, long story). She’d set up the feed for me, the traveling dad who had to be away too often.
      

      
      Then he stirred, that magical breath of life, and I watched my baby sleep.

      
      This is why I can’t help you with your security job, whatever it is, Steve, I thought. I need to stay out of that world.

      
      “I’ll check it now,” I heard Steve say. “Sam?” I closed the laptop.

      
      
      “You all want something else?” I asked. The woman still sat on the couch.

      
      “I’m going to go get her car and bring it around, then I’m going to follow her home on my motorcycle.” Steve only lived a
         few blocks away, in a nice lush corner of Coconut Grove, near the landmark Plymouth Congregational Church. When he didn’t
         walk to Stormy’s, he rode his motorcycle. “Will you stay in here with her, please?”
      

      
      “Sure. Is everything okay?”

      
      He watched out the windows for a moment, staring out at the dark, rainy night. “Just keep an eye on her.” He turned to go.

      
      “Steve? Seriously, is there a problem?” I raised my voice.

      
      He cracked a smile. “Just keeping her safe. You sure you didn’t used to be somebody?”

      
      “Just a bartender,” I said automatically. Three words to haunt me in the days to come.

      
      He paused, as though wishing I’d finally given him another answer. He headed out the door. Most of the parking for the bars
         in this part of Coconut Grove is either valet (with several restaurants sharing the service) or individual paid lots of banks
         or other early closing businesses scattered through the neighborhood. The closest parking for Stormy’s was a paid lot three
         blocks away.
      

      
      I walked over to her table. “What’s the problem?”

      
      “Steve said you wouldn’t be nosy.”

      
      “You’re afraid and now he’s worried.”

      
      She glanced up at me. “You’re a lot younger than Steve is.”

      
      “So?”

      
      “I don’t think you can help me.” She got up and looked out the window, but didn’t stand close to it.

      
      “Are you his client who needs an inside man?”

      
      She didn’t answer me. “It’s not what you’d call a nice bar, but I like it,” she said. “I like that you have left that checkers
         game untouched. That’s some customer service, there.” She tried out a smile. It was lovely.
      

      
      I shrugged. “Every game should be finished until there’s a winner.”

      
      
      “I agree completely.” She watched for him at the window. Steve’s motorcycle was parked out front, under the awning, and he’d
         left his jacket and his helmet on the barstool. I moved them down to his table and I could hear his bike’s keys jingle in
         the jacket pocket.
      

      
      I joined her at the window. A block down was another bar, with no one sitting outside. A moderate rain had started, chasing
         the Sunday-night drinkers inside. Traffic had thinned, a light mist coming with midnight. The street was empty. “I’ll be fine
         waiting for him.”
      

      
      “He asked me to stay with you,” I said.

      
      “That’s my car,” she said. I wondered why on earth he would have insisted that he bring her car around rather than just walk
         her to it if he were concerned for her safety. Steve was Steve. It was an older Jaguar, in mint condition. I saw Steve at
         the wheel, turning onto the street from the prepaid lot, three blocks from us.
      

      
      He pulled up in front of Stormy’s. He stepped out onto the brick sidewalk. He started to walk along the car, checking the
         fenders and the wheel wells, I realized, for a tracking device.
      

      
      Then from the opposite direction, from the road Steve took to his house, a heavy SUV roared down the street, slowed when it
         reached Steve. He turned to look at them.
      

      
      I heard a single shot, muffled.

      
      Steve fell. The SUV roared past us.

      
      The woman screamed.
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I RAN ONTO the bar’s front patio. I could see Steve, eyes open, the top of his head obliterated, lying next to the Jaguar. I touched
         his throat for a pulse. Gone.
      

      
      The SUV had roared away. I didn’t have its license. I wasn’t even sure of its model. The back of my brain took over. I ran
         back inside, grabbed Steve’s jacket and helmet.
      

      
      “What are you doing?” she screamed.

      
      “Lock the door! Call the police!” I yelled.

      
      Then I ran to Steve’s vintage bike. Pulled on the windbreaker, fastened the helmet. Found the keys in the jacket pocket, started
         the ignition. I wheeled in the direction the SUV had gone.
      

      
      I leaned down into the bike, revving through red lights on the vacant streets, roaring past the entrance to The Barnacle State
         Park, where boats had delivered supplies to Coconut Grove’s first residents. I headed toward Cocowalk, the large shopping
         district, full of chain restaurants and stores. I glanced down the side streets as I raced through the intersections. I zoomed
         through another light, a car honking at me. Then I saw the SUV; it had already turned to my left and I veered across the scant
         traffic. It was three blocks ahead of me.
      

      
      The SUV was driving through the old Bahamian neighborhood of Coconut Grove, where the houses were smaller and often colorfully
         painted.
      

      
      
      The driver took a hard right and accelerated. He had a gun, at the least, and I had nothing. So I wasn’t exactly about to
         ride up close. But I could hear the engine and I stopped at the intersection, watching them accelerate fast down 32nd, headed
         toward the US-1 highway. That was how I tried to refer to it. Every major road in Miami seems to have three names, which had
         caused me endless confusion when I arrived.
      

      
      I took off after them, hanging back. The license plates were smeared with mud. I could maybe get close enough to read it,
         but a fever—that deadly burning that wouldn’t let me walk away from trouble—began to ride my brain hard. They’d killed my
         friend, the one friend I had in this town. Did I just let them walk away? Steve hadn’t left our family in our moment of need;
         he didn’t abandon us and call for help, he stayed with us, made sure the job was done. I could get their license plate and
         then what? Go back to the bar and call the police? What if the car was stolen and dumped? They were here, I was here, the fever told me: stay with them. Here’s the reality after a hit: you want to run and you want to blend in. You have to
         vanish, twice, first from notice that you killed someone and then into the crowd. They hadn’t accomplished stage one yet.
      

      
      I followed.

      
      They pulled onto the entrance ramp for Highway 1, heading toward downtown Miami, and I followed. If they recognized this motorcycle
         as the one parked outside the bar, then they’d know I was chasing them. Hopefully they didn’t see, with the rain and the head
         start they’d had, that I was following them.
      

      
      So I let myself get a little closer. I wasn’t armed. They were two cars ahead of me and I could hear my own hard breathing
         over the rush of the late-night traffic.
      

      
      We zoomed onto I-95 North, went past the towers of downtown. Miami is a city of light, and through the rain the skyline glowed.
         I thought they might veer off toward the dazzle of Miami Beach, but they stayed on the highway. I risked getting ahead of
         them; glancing over I could see a driver and a passenger. I slowed and they revved ahead of me and I let a few cars get between
         us.
      

      
      
      I wondered, Are they leaving town? How far are they going to go?

      
      We entered North Miami, them four cars ahead of me. On one side was the town itself, on the left was an array of businesses
         and warehouses. The SUV was in the left lane and suddenly it boomed across all the lanes and took the exit.
      

      
      No choice. I followed them. A noble citizen honked at me and I wondered if the sound carried above the rain, which had begun
         to ease. At the bottom of the ramp they caught the green light just as it changed and veered hard to the left, under the highway,
         toward the warehouses and complexes.
      

      
      I stopped at the yellow light. Counted. The light turned red. I watched their taillights turn out of sight, and then I ran
         the light. I got to the highway’s opposite frontage road and saw them heading south. In a matter of seconds they turned into
         one of the business complexes. I followed, at a distance.
      

      
      They’d just killed a man. They were either waiting here to be paid if this was a hired job, or to celebrate, or hide. Or to
         ambush me. They stopped at a building two blocks ahead of me, fire-escape stairs running up its side, a For Lease sign prominent
         on the front. I suppose the smartest thing for me to do was to watch them go into the building, surveil them, see who arrived
         there next or when they left.
      

      
      But I wasn’t set up to spy on them. Later I would think about why I did what I did, and the reasons for it would shine like
         stars coming awake in a sky without clouds. But I wasn’t calm, cool, collected. I was … vengeance. I was a fury, with a motorcycle
         instead of black wings. Not my finest moment.
      

      
      Two guys got out of the SUV. One skinny, one heavy, the skinny one on the driver’s side. Guns in hand. Talking. Not noticing
         me.
      

      
      Then I realized I was armed. No turning back.
      

      
      So I roared Steve’s bike—my weapon—straight at the skinny one. Normally I would have attacked the bigger guy first, but the
         skinny dude was the driver and therefore had the keys. I didn’t want the other one escaping into a locked building if this
         was home base. The skinny guy turned at the approach of the motorcycle and fired at me and I felt the bullet ricochet off Steve’s
         motorcycle helmet.
      

      
      Then I slammed into him. Hard. He went down, the tires skidded across his groin, chest, and head. I lost control of the bike
         and I hit the wire fence that lined the lot. My leg got trapped and I squirmed free. The heavy guy was running, down the gap
         between the buildings.
      

      
      I grabbed for the driver’s pistol. I steadied my aim, my right arm and leg hot with pain, Steve’s windbreaker in tatters.

      
      “Freeze!” I yelled. He rounded a corner. I followed, running as best I could. I waited at the alley’s bend, risked a glance,
         saw the heavy guy running, trying to find a place to hide in the maze of warehouses and office buildings, probably just long
         enough to phone for help.
      

      
      I stayed low. Trying to keep my breathing silent. Moved through the labyrinth, listening to his footsteps. The driver’s gun
         was a Beretta 92FS and I made myself check the clip. It was fresh, just two shots fired, one in the chamber, twelve in the
         clip.
      

      
      “You’re not a cop, who the hell are you?” the voice rang out. From my left.

      
      I didn’t answer. I don’t believe you have to answer every question, every e-mail, every phone call. I like to keep my own
         counsel.
      

      
      “You don’t know what you’re messing with!” the guy yelled.

      
      “Tell me,” I said.

      
      “Tell her it’s for her own good.” Then the distant thunder rumbled and his words went indistinct.

      
      I stopped and listened. I’d seen but not registered in the few moments he’d stood in the pool of security lights that he was
         wearing a dark suit and cowboy boots. Bad choice, but one presumed he didn’t anticipate being chased on foot. And those thick
         heels were loud on concrete.
      

      
      I could hear him, heading back into the maze of buildings in the complex. Then his boots against metal.

      
      A fire escape.

      
      
      I turned a corner and then I saw him, two buildings ahead. He ran up the four-story fire escape. I waited until he reached
         the roof and vanished. I followed, much more quietly.
      

      
      All the advantage was his. I’d seen that he had a gun. If he were bright he’d wait and see if I climbed to the roof and then
         shoot me. So I got off the fire escape, silently, finding a sliver of ledge. My hobby in happier days had been parkour, the
         extreme running sport where you vault walls and jump over spaces and ignore heights. But the building’s ledge wasn’t made
         for walking, it was decorative, and if he decided to risk a glance down he could simply fire straight down into my head. Two
         feet out onto the ledge I questioned my decision: I should have smashed through a window, except that would have telegraphed
         where I was and what I was doing. I had no guarantee that from the top floor I could reach the roof—the door might be locked,
         there might be people inside—and in that time he could retreat onto a neighboring building or back down the fire escape.
      

      
      So the ledge. I just had to hope he was too freaked-out—Steve’s killing had not gone quite the way it was supposed to go.

      
      I moved faster. If I fell I’d be dead and with Steve at some heavenly bar and he’d probably say, What the hell were you thinking?

      
      What was I thinking? The flame in my brain raged, the need to stop them, to not let them get away with cold-blooded murder.
         For a moment I saw my brother Danny’s face, shaky on a handheld camera, kneeling before his executioner. I couldn’t think
         about him. Then Steve’s face, looking at me through a broken car window in a long-ago African night, the distant sounds of
         shelling a fierce echo. I shoved all the thoughts away.
      

      
      I rounded the corner of the building. He wouldn’t expect me from this side. I wanted to be behind him.

      
      At the same moment, I heard the rising approach of sirens. Someone had heard the earlier shots. And here I was, stuck on the
         side of the building.
      

      
      I raised my head past the parapet and risked a glance onto the roof. I could see the heavy guy standing by the fire escape,
         peering along the complex’s alleys, trying to see me in the shadows.
      

      
      
      In one move, I pulled myself up. I hurried toward him. He spun toward me and I fired, aiming at his leg. I missed; he jumped
         back; and in his surprise and fear he lost his balance against the roof’s edge.
      

      
      He fell. He plummeted toward the alleyway. Twice I heard sharp clangs, him hitting the metal of the fire escape. When I reached
         the edge and looked down, he lay broken on the asphalt. Dead.
      

      
      I ran. But not down the fire escape, because the approaching sirens told me I had less than thirty seconds and no way could
         I clear the steps before the police arrived. So I ran to the opposite edge of the roof and jumped. Grabbed hold of a sign
         jutting out from the building, swung, and jumped again, landed on the lower roof of the neighboring building, hit, rolled
         onto my back to spread the force of the impact, ran at higher speed, jumped, landed on the next building, which had a lower
         roofline. Normally when I do this kind of parkour run, I’ve walked the route, studied it to plan my jumps and runs. Here I
         ran fast and unsure of what came next. I was lucky the buildings were close together, their loading bays all facing the same
         road. I heard the sirens hold position and I figured the body had been found. At the edge of the next building was the frontage
         road, and I ran out of room. I went quietly down that building’s fire escape and walked away. I tucked Steve’s motorcycle
         helmet under my arm.
      

      
      I walked into the night, into the rain.

      
      The heavy guy was dead. The skinny guy, I didn’t know. Had he seen my face, under the helmet? Had he realized I’d followed
         him from the closed bar? Who else would be there after closing but the owner? Would the skinny guy tell the police? My heart
         felt hot.
      

      
      I was without a ride. I ducked under the highway bridge and along a major thoroughfare. I walked for a mile. Miami is not
         a town with cabs roaming in the rain. But I found a small, closed bar in a strip mall and I took shelter from the rain in
         front of it. Every responsible barkeep has a taxi app on his smartphone, and I used mine to find and electronically hail a
         vacant cab.
      

      
      
      I sat in the back of the cab and shivered from the rain and thought, Why did they kill Steve? Steve was kindness, and goodness,
         and bad jokes, and a round of drinks for the bar. I would have to tell my parents. He’d asked me for help and I’d said no.
         I’d failed him, utterly. My thoughts were a jumble: guilt, fury at the killers, fear I’d be caught. The CIA taught me to think
         clearly in a dangerous situation but it was as though my brain had abandoned me.
      

      
      I had the driver drop me off a few blocks from Stormy’s with a very hefty tip, paid in cash. I watched the cab pull out of
         sight before I took a step. I slowly walked toward the bar. Half the street was closed, the police working Steve’s murder
         scene. A forensics team, hurrying in the rain. Not much traffic but the late-night crowd—there’s always a late-night crowd
         in Miami, even on Sunday—was a thin gathering along the edges of the police barricade.
      

      
      My bar stood dark—it looked deserted. The pools of light near the entrance were turned off. I had left those on, I was sure.

      
      I didn’t see Steve’s friend.

      
      I didn’t see the police interviewing anyone.

      
      And her Jaguar was gone.

      
      Still three blocks away, I turned and walked over one street. I went to my bar’s back door. It was unlocked. I went inside;
         I left the lights off and locked the door behind me. I hid the gun I’d taken from the driver—it might have been the weapon
         used to kill Steve. I went upstairs and in the dark I hid the gun in a safe. I hid the dented motorcycle helmet under the
         bed.
      

      
      Very quietly, and in the dark so the cops outside wouldn’t notice, I came downstairs and I gently tested the front door. Locked.

      
      She was gone.

      
      I went back upstairs, again without turning on any lights. I dried off and put my rain-wet clothes in the dryer and turned
         it on. I put on pajama pants and a T-shirt from the bar (IT’S ALWAYS SUNNY AT STORMY’S!). I took a deep breath. I turned on the TV and put it on the classic movies channel, turned up the volume. Then I flicked
         on the upstairs light. I scrunched my hair into a bedhead tangle.
      

      
      
      Me turning on the lights didn’t go unnoticed by the police. Within a minute there was an officer and a detective knocking
         on the bar door. I went down to answer it.
      

      
      “Sir?”

      
      “Yes?” I said. I sounded sleepy, or a little drunk.

      
      “There’s been a shooting about forty-five minutes ago. Did you hear the gunfire?”

      
      “No,” I lied. “I just woke up. What … what happened?”

      
      The detective told me there had been a man shot to death on the street. I said I knew nothing. I said that I’d closed the
         bar promptly at midnight and then gone straight upstairs and gone to sleep, because I wasn’t feeling well. My story was hard
         for him to dent. I hadn’t heard a shot; I had the TV turned to an old movie, which, along with the pattering drone of rain,
         lulled me to deep sleep. Or if I’d heard a shot, I hadn’t recognized it as such. He talked to me and around me some more,
         lots of questions. We stood in the bar, me dressed for bed, the police puddling rainwater on the floor.
      

      
      “The ID on the man was Steve Robles. You know him?” the detective said.

      
      I let some of the emotion I felt bleed out. “Oh, hell. Yes, sir. I know Steve. He’s a regular here. Oh God, no.”

      
      “Was he here tonight?”

      
      There had been no mention of another witness, certainly not one here in the bar. So she had said nothing. So I gambled, and
         if I was wrong I’d be spending the night in jail for lying to an officer. “Yes. But he left when I closed.” And yes, I knew
         I shouldn’t lie, but I couldn’t tell the police I’d chased down his murderers and maybe killed them both. I thought of the
         video feed of Daniel, sleeping in his crib. I couldn’t risk losing that sight.
      

      
      “He’s a really good guy. Everyone likes him. Who would do this?” I asked.

      
      “He didn’t argue with anyone here tonight?”

      
      “No. Argue? Steve is very easygoing. Everyone likes him. Who would … did someone see him get shot?” I asked.

      
      “A man driving by saw him lying on the sidewalk, called us.”

      
      
      So she didn’t call the police. And maybe from the street you couldn’t see Steve’s body if the Jaguar was still parked there.

      
      “I can’t believe this.” I went and got a glass and poured a shot of bourbon. I needed to play the part of the rattled barkeep.
         The bottle clinked, clinked, clinked against the glass as I tried to steady the pour.
      

      
      “Sir, please don’t drink that right now.”

      
      I took my hand away from the glass. “Sorry, this is just very upsetting.”

      
      “He leave with anyone?”

      
      “I don’t know, I didn’t see him go. I cleaned up before I closed because there wasn’t any crowd. I was in the back and he
         just hollered he was leaving. I said goodnight to him. Then I locked up and went upstairs and turned on the TV.” Lies. “He
         rides his motorcycle here. He only lives a few blocks away.” Truth. They would know this from his wallet. And I let my emotion
         show, how distraught I really was, my friend was dead and my face crumpled. “I can’t believe this.” Truth.
      

      
      “What kind of motorcycle?”

      
      “I don’t know … he let me ride it with him once.” Lie, but my prints might be on the bike. My prints were not in any files,
         though, the CIA had made sure of that. “I don’t know about such things.” Lie.
      

      
      “There’s no motorcycle out there.”

      
      “But … he parks it out front. Under the awning when it rains. Always.”

      
      The cop showed me that the bike was gone.

      
      “You think someone shot him for a stupid motorcycle?” My crumpled face crumpled more. He and another officer began to confer.

      
      “It’s a vintage bike …” I said, half to myself in shock. The officers stopped, turned back to me. “A 1968 BMW R60US. I remember
         now. He said they’re kind of rare.” And soon enough the police in North Miami would be checking the license plate on a rare
         motorcycle and soon enough the two police departments would talk. The two officers conferred again and wrote down notes and one searched on his phone. They love a motive, no matter how small. Motive is all.
      

      
      The other detective said, “You live above the bar, sir?”

      
      “Yes, sir.”

      
      “And most nights you’re open until three?”

      
      “But not on Sunday. I close at midnight.”

      
      “I couldn’t stand to live where I worked.” Everyone was an expert about your business these days. I blamed the Internet.

      
      “It’s not for everyone,” I said. I was not a witness, and I was not acting suspiciously. The detectives talked to me some
         more, probing to see if I had any holes in my story. It was not a hard role for me to play as the devastated, shocked friend.
         Finally they left.
      

      
      I stared out at the empty street. The Jaguar. I couldn’t remember her plates. Maybe she’d simply run as soon as I was gone.
         She’d said something about ten million. That was a lot of reasons to vanish.
      

      
      The heavy man’s words rattled in my head: You don’t know what you’re messing with! Tell her it’s for her own good.
      

      
      I picked up the glass of bourbon. I drank it slowly.

      
      You’re something, aren’t you, Sam, he had asked, and I’d given him the wrong answer.
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THE CALL TO my parents the next morning went like this:
      

      
      “Mom?”

      
      “Oh, hi, Sam.”

      
      “I have some bad news. Steve Robles was shot in front of the bar last night.”

      
      Murmurs of vague shock, dismay, then, “What kind of bar are you running?”

      
      “What?”

      
      “You have people getting shot at your business.”

      
      “It wasn’t like that, Mom. It wasn’t a bar fight.”

      
      A long, painful silence. “Well. I suppose in his security work he knew unsavory types.”

      
      Then I lied. “The guys who shot him stole his motorcycle.”

      
      “He survives wars in Africa and then dies at home for a material possession.” This was followed by a lengthy diatribe against
         modern life and humanity’s need to cling to objects. “Oh. He was such a handsome man.”
      

      
      “The funeral is in a few days.”

      
      “Oh. Well, I’m afraid we can’t be there. We’re both scheduled to speak at a conference in Dallas later this week on global
         relief initiatives.”
      

      
      “Mom,” I said. “Steve saved our lives, do you remember that?”

      
      “Of course I do.” She spoke to me as though I were mentally slow. “But the conference, we can’t cancel. It’s a chance to do good.”
      

      
      I often felt my mother and father didn’t know the difference between doing good and doing the right thing. “I’ll represent
         the family, then.” I couldn’t keep the chill out of my tone.
      

      
      “I’ll send you money for some flowers.”

      
      “No need, I’ll take care of it, Mom.”

      
      “Well, then, put your name first on the card, if you’re paying for it.”

      
      I closed my eyes. “I have to go, Mom, I just figured you and Dad would want to know.”

      
      “I’m glad you called. Will we see you soon when you’re back in town?”

      
      “Sure. Of course. I’ll bring over Daniel.”

      
      “Daniel. Yes. All right, honey. I’m sorry about Steve. I need to go work on my presentation, so I’ll help you later.” My mother
         often did this, used “help” as a verb when it didn’t quite fit. I’d learned to ignore it. We told each other we loved each
         other and then I hung up. The relationship was one I wanted to improve, but it was strained. I had materialized in New Orleans
         a few months back, no longer working for a London consultancy that was a CIA Special Projects front (Mom and Dad never knew
         I was CIA), without a wife (I’d told them she’d left me, but actually she was in a coma in a secret government hospital),
         and with a child they didn’t know about. A son named for my lost brother, whose death was the giant crack in our hearts and
         our family. Once my mother said, “I’m not sure you should have named the baby for your brother. It feels like bad luck now.”
         You would think losing their oldest child would create a tighter bond with their youngest; but they’d pushed me to a comfortable
         arm’s distance since Danny died, as if to say, Thank you, Sam, but no. We were hurt very badly once and don’t care to be hurt again. So we’ll just be involved with you a
            bit less, if that’s okay. Insurance policy. Nothing personal.
      

      
      The police came again, asked me more questions. I stuck to my story. I wondered if they would find a record of Steve’s mysterious
         client. The news sites stuck to the theft of the motorcycle as the motive. Nothing else emerged. I wondered what the police
         would think if the ballistics from the heavy guy’s gun didn’t match the bullet in Steve’s head. I couldn’t be sure which gun
         had been used on him. It would be an odd open question. Maybe they’d assume the murder weapon had been dumped.
      

      
      I lifted fingerprints from the gun using tape and powder, scanned them into my laptop, and then had nowhere to send them.
         I couldn’t go back to my friend August in the CIA and ask him to run the prints; I didn’t work for him anymore. I supposed
         I could ask my friend Mila. But then I would have had to explain my actions, and I was already in trouble with her and my
         mysterious benefactors, known as the Round Table, who’d given me the bars and liked for me to serve as their private agent
         now and then. But asking Mila to do this would raise questions from her. The police had identified the two men, the dead one
         and the one hanging on to life, unconscious. The one I’d run over with the motorcycle.
      

      
      The one who could wake up and possibly identify me.

      
      So I waited to see what the news would bring. I drove by Steve’s house; the police were there, then his family. The police
         would find out who the woman was. It was best to stay away.
      

      
      Four days after he died, Steve was buried in a beautiful old cemetery on 8th Street, also called Calle Ocho once it stretches
         into Little Havana. I noticed a mix of Anglo and Cuban names on the tombstones. Steve’s dad was Cuban; his mother was Anglo.
         The plot belonged to his parents and he was joining them in the final slot. I could see on the stone that his father had died
         fifteen years ago and his mother only two. Their plot was behind a huge mausoleum and we were parked in a line down a little
         side road. His family was represented by two cousins—male twins with narrow faces and narrow throats and narrow bodies—and
         some older aunts and uncles; they were weepy. Paige, one of Stormy’s regulars who seemed to know everyone’s history, told
         me that Steve’s branch of the family did not get along with the rest, he’d mentioned it to her more than once, he had no use for his own blood ties.
      

      
      The cousins looked bereaved not only for Steve’s murder but that the fissure would never be fixed. I heard one say to an old
         aunt, “I thought we could mend fences. I was waiting on him.”
      

      
      You can’t do that, I thought, because we don’t have forever.

      
      Most of the other mourners were the regulars at Stormy’s. Most of them Coconut Grove folks who walked to the bar every night
         or so, treated it like a second home. Older guys, a couple of women in their forties, me. Six of us, and a young, solemn priest
         from St. Hugh’s in Coconut Grove, where Steve went to Mass.
      

      
      At the end, while the priest murmured final prayers, I saw a car stop down away from everyone else. The Jaguar. And the honey-voiced
         woman got out. She stayed by the car, like a curious bystander. She looked at me, then looked away and walked over to another
         grave, as though paying her respects. I stared at her; she stared back at me.
      

      
      “Sam,” Paige, the bar regular, eased close to me. She was fortyish, smart, pretty, always well dressed, favored Sauvignon
         Blanc, never had too much to drink at the bar. She was a daily regular, sometimes social, sometimes just with a book to keep
         her company. I knew from what others said she was a former librarian and maybe didn’t have to work due to family money. I
         sensed a bit of murkiness in her background, something that no one talked about but only around. Steve had introduced her
         to me this way, less than a minute after meeting me: She’s a librarian named … Paige! Clearly she had a calling. Note the past tense, never explained. And Paige shot right back: I’ll be happy to teach you to read so you can sharpen your sense of humor. She took charge in the midst of the numbing grief, organizing a post-funeral gathering for the regulars at Stormy’s. “Will
         you have the bar open now?” she asked.
      

      
      “No,” I said, watching the woman. “I mean, not right now. How about we meet there in an hour or so?”

      
      “You want everyone to stand around for an hour on the patio?” Paige’s tone was a little dry, annoyed.

      
      
      “Paige, please. Something I have to do for Steve. Alone.”

      
      “Well, we’ve all got to go home and get our potlucks anyway,” she said. I nodded and she went back to the regulars. I stood
         apart and watched the narrow cousins and the weepy aunts and the regulars toss flowers onto the grave and then they roamed
         back to their cars, clearly separate groups. They all left. I walked a fair distance away from the gravesite and sat on a
         stone bench.
      

      
      I waited. I pulled a bottle of Red Stripe, Steve’s favorite beer, out of my suit’s pocket and watched the workmen tuck Steve’s
         coffin into the ground. I set the bottle next to me and finally the woman came and sat on the bench with me, the cold bottle
         between us. She didn’t really look at me; like me she watched them pile dirt on Steve. I don’t like the idea of being sealed
         up in the dark. I hope I get cremated; pour me out to ride the wind wherever it takes me. I reminded myself to tell Leonie,
         my son’s surrogate mother, to honor my wishes.
      

      
      The woman spoke first. “A motorcycle. Two Colombians, down from New York for no clear reason, killed Steve for his motorcycle.
         And then one killed the other.”
      

      
      “Maybe you should give a statement to the paper.”

      
      “You are a good friend.” Her gaze met mine. “A very good friend.”

      
      “You’re not,” I answered. “I don’t think you’re his friend. You’re his client. I’m his friend.”

      
      “I wasn’t his friend. I’m so sorry for what happened to him. I am so sorry.” Her voice cracked slightly and she cleared her
         throat. “But I couldn’t be tied to his death in any way.”
      

      
      “You knew they were hunting you.”

      
      “No … I thought they were following me.”

      
      “Who are they?”

      
      “I don’t know them.”

      
      “Then who sent them?”

      
      She said nothing.

      
      “You don’t know who wishes you harm?” I asked.

      
      “It’s over. I got the message.”

      
      
      “It’s over for Steve, that’s for damn sure. One of the men talked about you.”

      
      The color tipped from her face. “What?”

      
      “He said that it was for your own good.”

      
      She shuddered. I watched her. People decide to keep a secret, a terrible one, for really only two reasons. Because they don’t
         want to be hurt, or they don’t want someone they love hurt. “It’s over,” she said. “Neither of us can go to the police.”
      

      
      “I thought they would have found records that he was working for you.”

      
      “I asked him to keep none. I signed no contract. I paid him in cash.”

      
      “What did you want him to do for you? Protect you? Find something for you? What? I heard you mention ten million … dollars?”

      
      She twitched. “I hired him for protection, but I stopped doing what I was doing, so it’s over. I’m not a threat to anyone.”

      
      “Don’t you dare lie to me,” I said. “He wanted me to be his inside man. His spy. You don’t need an inside man just for a protection
         job. So you hired him for another reason.”
      

      
      “Please let it go. Please. I can’t bear the thought of someone else getting hurt. So let it go now.” A bit of fire crept into
         her voice, like she was used to getting her way.
      

      
      “I told him no.”

      
      She seemed to relax and I added, harshly: “Of course, that was before. Is that why he wanted to meet at my bar? Let me see
         you, then pitch me again?”
      

      
      She shook her head. “I simply told him I needed to see him and he told me to meet him at the bar that night.”

      
      “There will be a record of that call.”

      
      “On his phone, yes. Not on mine. I always called him on a throwaway I bought for cash in Little Haiti.” And even now she looked
         over her shoulder, as if worried she was being watched. I saw no one.
      

      
      “What was so urgent? He hinted that he had been threatened in some way. You said something about money. I overheard you.”

      
      
      “It doesn’t matter now.” And then she wiped a tear from her eye. “I am so sorry about him. I left him, dead in the rain. I
         ran like a coward. I have never been so awful in my whole life.” Her voice began to shake. “I didn’t have to come here today.
         It was a risk for me. But I couldn’t not come. Do you understand that?”
      

      
      I didn’t know if her tears were genuine. I couldn’t tell. But the pain on her face seemed real. “The story could still fall
         apart if there’s any surveillance video at the complex in North Miami. I had on the helmet, so my face won’t be seen. But
         they’ll know someone on a bike followed them.”
      

      
      “Maybe they’ll think it’s a third thief.”

      
      “Yeah, it takes three to steal a bike.” I stared at Steve’s grave. You might wonder what the conversations will be like after
         you’re in the earth, people talking about you, and this wasn’t one he ever could have imagined.
      

      
      “I’ll keep my mouth shut,” she said.

      
      “I’m sure you will.”

      
      She studied my face. “Why didn’t you tell the police about me?”

      
      “I didn’t care to explain my own actions.”

      
      We listened to the wind hiss in the trees, the distant honk of a horn. The steady traffic on Calle Ocho was just a hum, like
         the soundtrack to a dream.
      

      
      “It’s not a normal man who chases after gunmen,” she said quietly.

      
      “It’s not a normal woman who doesn’t call the police and vanishes after a man is shot.”

      
      “So we’re not normal,” she said. “What are we?”

      
      “I’m just a bartender.” I held up the bottle. “Gonna pour this on his grave when they’re done covering him up.”

      
      “Is that all you’re going to do for him?”

      
      I didn’t answer her.

      
      “I mean, you took off after those men. And now one of them is dead and the other is in a coma. He might never wake up.” She
         put her gaze down into her lap. “But if he does, I suspect he won’t talk about me. But he might tell the police all about the guy who chased him from the bar.”
      

      
      That left me silent for five long beats. It doesn’t take long to fill a grave; the workers were nearly done. The bottle I’d
         brought for Steve sweated in my hand. “Is that a threat?”
      

      
      “No. A gentle, well-intentioned warning. Get out of Miami.”

      
      “I own a business here.”

      
      “It doesn’t appear to be thriving. Cut your losses and go, Sam.”

      
      “Who are you? Why are these bad guys after you?”

      
      “I admire that you went after those two creeps. Seriously. It’s a rare quality. But … No one can help me now, all right? I’m
         not going to endanger anyone else. I’ll handle it myself.” She stood.

 The workers finished with the grave. They moved the
         floral tribute from the regulars, who had gone in together on a spray of chrysanthemums, and the roses from the narrow cousins,
         onto the grave. The banner on the regulars’ spray read THIS ROUND’S ON ME. Steve always bought the first round, with a stirring motion of his finger. He never failed to be generous.
      

      
      She watched the banner flicker in the wind.

      
      “This is a celebrity town,” I said. “It’s easy to find incredibly competent personal security, brokered by big firms. Why
         Steve? Why a small one-man shop?”
      

      
      She didn’t answer.

      
      “But you needed more, I’m guessing. Did he have a certain skill set? Something in his background?”

      
      She didn’t answer.

      
      “Maybe it was because he was slightly down on his luck. He might not ask so many questions.”

      
      She stood. “Might I join you in pouring that beer on his grave? I can’t make this right for him, and I liked him.”

      
      “Who’s behind his death?”

      
      “I actually don’t know,” she said. “Believe me or not.” She started walking toward the grave and I followed. We studied the
         fresh earth, a new blanket for Steve. I’ve been around a lot of deceptive people. I am a deceptive person, when I have to be. And deceivers often try too hard to convince you. Mostly what I read off her was frustration—I saw it in her closed fists as she walked, her slight hunch, the whiteness of her lips pressed together,
         the rise in that honeyed voice. Frustration that Steve was dead, that she couldn’t stop it.
      

      
      You can do a lot with frustration. It can be a rich fuel.

      
      I opened the bottle. “Steve,” I said. “I’m sorry. And—what’s your name?”

      
      I hadn’t yet asked her. She’d hardly given me a straight answer. She should have said “Jane Doe.” But this was ritual, standing
         at the grave of a man who’d died trying to help her, a powerful, primal tug, and by going after Steve’s killers I’d earned
         the right to ask.
      

      
      She said, very softly, “Cordelia.”

      
      That better not be a lie, I thought. Don’t you dare lie to me at this moment.

      
      “… and Cordelia and I are sorry. Sorry this happened to you. I wish I’d thanked you properly for saving my life all those
         years ago. My brother and I talked about you, Steve. Like you were a real-life G.I. Joe.”
      

      
      Cordelia stiffened next to me. I continued: “You were like the man my brother would have been if he’d had the chance. I enjoyed
         talking to you. And isn’t that really what a bar is for? The talking. The unburdening. Listening to you was never a burden.”
         I glanced at her, the beer ready to pour.
      

      
      Cordelia said, “I’m sorry, Steve. I’ll make the person responsible pay. But it may be a long wait.” Then she went silent.

      
      “Who’s responsible?” I said.

      
      “I don’t know. Yet,” she said.

      
      And then I upended the bottle of beer, watched it foam on the ground. I thought of doing the same, years ago, on an empty
         grave. A marker waiting for the return of my brother’s body. He never came home.
      

      
      Lager inched through the soil. Whoever wanted him dead could drink a beer. For the moment.

      
      “Steve. You were right,” I said to the marker. “You were totally right. I was … something.”
      

      
      
      “What does that mean?” she asked me.

      
      It was my turn not to answer a question. I set the empty bottle against Steve’s stone.

      
      Cordelia gave me an uncertain look and said, “Leave Miami for a while. Good-bye, Sam.” Then she turned and went to the Jaguar
         and got in and drove away.
      

      
      I went to my car—a nondescript gray Honda I’d rented when I arrived—and followed her.

      
      If I was something, it was time to start acting like it.
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TAILING SOMEONE YOU’VE just had a talk with is very difficult. She drove into a nice shopping district in Coral Gables and I was right behind her.
         She turned onto Aragon Avenue and lucked into a parking space close to the Books & Books bookstore. I honked and drove past
         her and she waved, almost reluctantly. So she thought I’d said my good-bye for the day.
      

      
      I turned at the next intersection and parked in a pay lot one street over. I hurried back toward Aragon and on my smartphone
         called Paige. “Can I swap cars with you right now?”
      

      
      “Why?”

      
      “It’s about Steve. You can have mine for the day.” I told her where to park and where to meet me.

      
      “Um, okay. I was about to buy ice to take to the bar …”

      
      “Paige, never mind that, please, it’s important.”

      
      “I’m on my way,” she said.

      
      If Cordelia drove off, I’d risk the follow and see where she went, and call Paige to meet me. But I stood in front of the
         store, which was sort of U-shaped and had a central courtyard with patio tables with big canvas umbrellas. Books are one of
         my few relaxations and so I’d been here twice since coming to town, buying some recent bestsellers and a book on Miami history
         recommended to me by the owner, a nice gentleman every customer seemed to know. I stood on the edge of the entryway and through
         the courtyard I could see Cordelia get a very large coffee and begin tapping on her phone. She came out and I stepped back
         into the shadows. She sat down at one of the outdoor tables, studying her smartphone’s screen.
      

      
      You have to learn the maze, the old burnt man had told me during my CIA training. My instructors had felt I didn’t listen
         well so they sent me off to talk a few times to one of the Special Project legends, a man who had worked undercover time and
         time again. Until an enemy caught him, burned him, made his face into a melted candle. He lived in a CIA-run hospital. His
         voice sounded like smoke and I thought, Why are they sending me to a guy who failed? Who got caught? They didn’t even tell
         me his name.
      

      
      What maze? I’d asked. To be polite.
      

      
      When you’re pretending to be someone as an inside man, then there’s a maze you navigate to get in and then get home safe.
            Find the map.
      

      
      I don’t understand.
      

      
      Of course you don’t. That’s why they’ve sent you to me. Now, listen …
      

      
      What’s your maze, Cordelia? I wondered.

      
      Then I committed a crime. I pulled out a smartphone Mila had sent me several weeks back, even though the Round Table hadn’t
         given me a job to spy on anyone. I tapped an app. It scanned every phone in the vicinity of the store, relying on a software
         bug in the SIM chips that had not been publicized or fixed. There were sixteen active mobile phones in the store.
      

      
      A list began to build on my screen. Phone numbers. As the software (illegally, I presumed) accessed provider databases, names
         began to appear next to the phone numbers.
      

      
      It was gear like this that made me wonder who the Round Table really were, who I was working with.

      
      The seventh name that appeared next to a matching number read CORDELIA VARELA. I slipped an ear-bud plug into the phone, and then the ear buds into my ear, and I listened to her conversation.
      

   



      
      
      5

      
[image: image]

I HEARD CORDELIA say, “I know where you’re all going. The house in Puerto Rico.”
      

      
      Then a young man’s voice: “Don’t come, Cori. You’re not welcome. It doesn’t concern you.”

      
      “I want to know what is happening.”

      
      “As you appear to be selectively deaf, I’ll say again, it doesn’t concern you. Stay in Miami. Please.”

      
      “The ten million,” Cordelia said. “Where did that come from? Where did it go?”

      
      “Cori, you need to leave this alone.”

      
      “I’m trying to help the family.”

      
      “You will end up hurting the family. Stay at home.”

      
      “Stop talking to me like I’m a little girl.”

      
      “Stop acting like a little girl.”

      
      “I’ll stop if you’ll stop.” From my vantage point I saw a flush of anger color her face.

      
      The man on the other end of the phone laughed. “What am I supposed to stop?”

      
      “Whatever you’ve gotten us involved in that coughs up ten million dollars in cash. I saw the money. I want to know where Papa
         got it.”
      

      
      His voice was weary. “The rest of the family wants you to leave this alone.”

      
      
      “I don’t care,” she said.

      
      “You are sticking your nose in problems you can’t understand. I am asking you to stop. Don’t come to Puerto Rico. Stay home.
         Feed the hungry and get kids educations and do all that good work you do.”
      

      
      “I’ll stop asking questions if you’ll tell me the truth.”

      
      The man sighed. “Where are you?”

      
      “The patio at the bookstore.”

      
      “For God’s sake. Come home and we’ll talk about this.”

      
      “I don’t understand how you could do this to our family. To Papa.”

      
      For a long moment there was silence and I’d thought he’d hung up. “Papa doesn’t want you to know about his business. I don’t always know about it. There’s a reason for that. So respect his wishes and stop asking questions.” And then the man
         hung up on her.
      

      
      Cordelia turned off her own phone and set it on the table next to her coffee and put her face into her hands. I watched. Then
         she reached for her coffee and I could see her hands shaking, ever so slightly.
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