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LOVE ALWAYS, P.


PROLOGUE


MAY • THE HOUSE was built from the land: river rock, black slate, western red cedar. Its angled planes and linear facades suggested a hunting lodge, yet up close the entire structure seemed to dissolve into the landscape. The knoll on which it stood was surrounded by towering firs that shielded it from view from the air. The windows had been treated to eliminate glare.

All the principal rooms had a direct line of sight onto the private dirt road that dead-ended at the driveway leading up to the house. The two-and-a-half-mile road, deliberately left rutted, and near impassable after first snowfall, connected to a two-lane county blacktop. The blacktop meandered around the shores of Coeur d’Alene Lake for three miles before reaching the town of the same name.

The host was standing on the deck, which ran the length of the house. He was in his sixties, short, barrel chested, favoring the wide stance of a mariner on a schooner’s bridge. His hands were large and callused, like those of a fisherman who still used the nets. His tanned, deeply lined face had a two-day growth of whiskers, and his blue eyes, set in crinkly pouches of weathered skin, rounded out the nautical image. In point of fact, the host had an aversion to the ocean, although he had swum and canoed in Coeur d’Alene Lake so often that he could chart its shoreline from memory.

Feeling the wind stir the trees, the host raised the zipper of his down vest, beneath which he wore a red flannel shirt, the fabric tight over his forearms and biceps; below that, coarse, faded jeans and old but carefully tended hiking boots. The host knew that down at the lake, in the full brilliance of the sun, the temperature was ten degrees warmer; here in the north Idaho woods, the remnants of a cold, wet spring lingered into the first days of May.

The host could see for a half mile down the road. No sign of the vehicle yet, but he knew it was coming. There … a curl of dust rising above the tree line.

Over the years the host had had many visitors. All but a few were lifelong friends who shared his passion for fishing and hunting, or who came to enjoy the quiet and solitude. The exceptions were different. The one coming now was different.

Like the others, he had been instructed to fly into Spokane International Airport, forty miles away in Washington State. Better the hour’s drive from there to Coeur d’Alene than to land at the town’s airport, where private aircraft attracted unwanted attention.

Like the others, he was making his way without his retinue. Coming alone was the host’s nonnegotiable rule. It assured privacy and gave credence to the visitor’s ostensible reason for being here: a weekend of peace and quiet, perhaps an overnight horseback ride into the mountains. The breathtaking natural beauty of the area and its exclusive resort was a lure to wealthy sportsmen, who fished the lake and played golf on the spectacular waterfront course. Its name, associated with rough-hewn luxury, never aroused suspicion.

The host saw a flash of blue between the trees. Then a Jeep Cherokee came around the bend. The driver was going too fast, catching every pothole, the fat tires throwing up gouts of mud.

They’re always in such a hurry.

The host knew all there was to know about his visitor, about the questions that were streaming through his mind—the where and when and, most of all, how. Because like all others who had come before him, this visitor was carrying a problem that had defied solution. The host knew how galling it was for such men to have their vast resources and influence stymied. He could chart the inevitable downward spiral of their emotions, from indignation to anger to rage. He knew how spent and desperate they were when at last they made their pilgrimage to Coeur d’Alene.

The Cherokee turned up the driveway, growling in low gear. The host watched it rock to a stop in front of his house. The door opened, and a pair of shoes stepped onto the muddy gravel drive. City shoes. The visitor must have driven directly from Spokane Airport without bothering to stop at the Coeur d’Alene resort to register and change.

The host stepped into the living room. From a crystal decanter on the heavy pine sideboard he poured two snifters of his private, very old reserve cognac. At the foot of the staircase a door opened, closed. Leather soles brushed against the stiff bristles of the doormat, then slapped softly up the peg-and-groove stairs. The visitor reached the landing and looked around. His uncertainty dissolved into a tentative smile when he saw the host, his arm outstretched, fingers cradling a snifter.

CITY SHOES. CITY CLOTHES. CITY MAN.

Three thousand dollars’ worth of tailor-chalked, hand-sewn Dunhill ultralight wool. Charvet shirt. Sulka tie. Cologne blended by Armitrage of Jermyn Street. Sixty-two years old, tall, patrician, with the blood pressure and muscle tone of a man twenty years younger.

He sat in an ancient club chair in front of the stone fireplace, one long leg draped over the other, the pant crease perfect. The balloon snifter was cupped in his palm, the glass stained henna where the cognac had slid toward his lips. The long draft seemed to have steadied him.

“I’ve been expecting you,” the host said.

The visitor frowned. “Yes. The arrangements were made a while back—”

“I don’t mean today, now. Just in general.”

“Really?”

The host shrugged. “The election’s six months away. You’ve been trailing the president by a consistent seven percent in the polls.” He paused. “Some people are beginning to think they chose the wrong candidate at the convention. When that kind of feeling spreads, campaign contributions start to dry up. No one invests in a lame duck.”

The host laid this out in a matter-of-fact tone, implying no judgment for or against the man. Still, he was not surprised to see color rise to the visitor’s cheeks.

The visitor rotated his wrist lightly, swirling the cognac in the balloon, staring into it like a Gypsy seeking to divine the future in the whorls of tea leaves.

“I’ve spent forty years working for this,” he said. “The party owes me.”

“But can you collect?”

“I’m trying.” Both men knew that this was the first time in four attempts that he’d won the nomination. “No one’s going to give me another shot. Either I go all the way to the White House or I’m history.”

True enough, the host thought. His visitor had been a distinguished presence on the political landscape for more than forty years, as a representative, a governor, and finally as a long-standing senior senator. Divorced once, many years ago, he was now married to a Washington insider whose name was a staple in the media. With all that coverage there hadn’t been even a hint that the senator ever stepped out on his wife. Quite the contrary—in public they made a loving, supportive couple, as they had for twenty-two years.

Nor did he abuse the power and perquisites of his office. Certainly he was conscientious enough to ship substantial amounts of pork back to his home state, and he accepted enough special interest money to keep his electoral war chest topped off. But he had a nose for the treacherous and the corrupt who could bring him down and sidestepped them even when it cost him money or votes or both.

What set him apart, the host mused, was not only his dress, speech, and bearing, but the way he wore his life. Decently.

Which was a lot more than could be said for the scandal-plagued, morally bankrupt incumbent, whose legal and ethical problems had created a leadership vacuum. The country could not afford much more of him. It wasn’t just the anemic stock market, or the disastrous flip-flops on foreign policy. It was the malaise that was eating into the nation’s fabric like dry rot.

The host considered himself a patriot. As such, it was his duty to come to the assistance of his country. Which was why the visitor had been allowed to come here. He never suspected it, but he and the host had a confluence of interests.

“So … Can you get me the seven points—maybe a few more?”

The words sounded lighthearted but beneath them the host heard the trilling of nerves.

“The price is ten million.”

To his credit, the visitor laughed. “You really were expecting me. You’ve got this all figured out.”

“You wouldn’t be here otherwise.”

“Price isn’t the issue. It’s what I get for my money.”

“You get exactly what you want. But here’s the thing: You have to know, right now, how badly you want this. Because if I go ahead, there will be no stopping anything that follows.”

Always, a pause followed this declaration. The host could almost feel the visitor pull back, like a horse shying away from a snake. He would be thinking about the dark, circuitous path that had brought him here, remembering his first, tentative reach, what a trusted friend had told him about the host.

Look, if you really want to make a problem go away, there’s a guy you should talk to at Coeur d’Alene. He did some work for me a while back and everything came up roses … No, don’t ask for details. Just mention that you talked to me. You want the number or not?

In the end they all wanted the number.

The host had vetted his prospective visitors carefully. The majority of those who called were politely listened to, then firmly informed that there was nothing the host could do for them.

A lie, of course. In almost every instance there was a solution. But the host’s bare-knuckle consideration was always this: Could the supplicant be trusted? Could he be compromised in such a way as to ensure his trust and silence, forever?

The one sitting before him? Yes. That their agendas happened to overlap was mere coincidence.

But now came the moment when the visitor had to commit. He had to relinquish control of his destiny—an action that went not only against his nature but against every political lesson he had ever suffered.

“There’s no stopping anything that follows,” the host repeated. “Ten million. Five now, deposited in a Liechtenstein bank. The other five upon completion of the contract. That’s one hour after you declare victory in November.”

“Ten million should buy me a few details.”

“It buys you a result. Not the when or how or anything else. You get no reports. You don’t contact me again. Ever. We do not consult or debate.” The host paused. “Are we clear?”

Somewhere in the room, under the floorboards, came a tiny scratching. A field mouse had found a crevice in the foundation.

He saw the fight and the fury in the visitor, that struggle between ambition and conscience, the overwhelming belief in one’s destiny set against consequences that now were only vague and distant notions.

“We can stop right here,” the host said.

The visitor set down the cognac balloon and pushed it away.

“If what you intend to do involves hurting the president, we most certainly stop right here.”

The host smiled. “Never crossed my mind.”

The muscles of the visitor’s face slackened. He nodded slightly, an unconscious gesture.

“How will I know you’re working on this?”

“You’ll know. Now I’m going to ask you one last time: How badly do you want this?”

The visitor glanced down at his lap. “You can’t possibly imagine.”

The host knew exactly what possessed the visitor at this moment: a loss of innocence, shaved off like a curl from the limb of morality that over the years had been whittled smaller and smaller.

Mies van der Rohe, perhaps the greatest architect of the century, had missed the point: It wasn’t God who was in the details, but the devil.

There was a moral here: Always check the fine print.


CHAPTER ONE

IT WAS TOO early in the season for the sirocco but the wind dashing against the fortress harbor of Marseille was hot and dry. It carried a North African legacy of grit and dust, the odor of persimmons and decaying ocean catch. It glazed the eye and embedded splinters of homicidal thoughts in a population that moved like an uneasy, suspicious herd.

Rue de la Colombe in the east harbor was a shabby affair, narrow, with overflowing gutters and dog-turd-stained, slippery sidewalks. The peeling facades of the buildings gave the impression of industrial leprosy.

Most of the market stalls belonged to Algerians and Tunisians and were shuttered for the midday respite. Cutting through the stink of cat piss and rotting produce was the sweet smell of burning hashish. The high-pitched wail of Arab songs on radios drifted through the cracks of doors and windowsills warped by the sea air.

There was only one café on the street, a dark hole with a bar by the door and five tables in the back. The owner-bartender was an old harki, an Algerian who had fought with the French against Algerian independence. His one good eye was focused on the small television perched above the bar. Olympique de Marseille, the local soccer team, was humiliating the visiting English team.

The only customer was also watching the game. Not because he followed the team or even the sport but because the young waiter, a Kabyle, was pouring thé de menthe. The teapot, filled with sugar-laden boiling water and mint leaves, was held four feet above the cup. The waiter dipped its narrow spout and deftly poured a stream into a glass decorated with faded gold trim. The customer remained motionless until the ceremony was concluded.

The waiter set down the teapot, slipped the bill across the table, and took one step back, waiting. The customer made as though to look up, then hesitated, and instead dug into his coat pocket and produced a fistful of greasy coins. He set them down on the table and carefully counted out the francs, setting aside the centimes. He added up the francs, then pushed a few of the centimes into the pile.

The waiter swept the coins off the table and walked away. A few seconds later the customer heard the ring of his tip being tossed contemptuously into a glass jar.

The customer leaned forward and cupped the glass of tea like an old man would, with both hands. Hunched over, he looked even older than at first glance. His hair was long, iron gray, streaked with scalp oil. His face was the color of rotting pomegranate, a brown sheen to the skin that had worked itself into the wrinkles on his cheeks and forehead. The glass shook slightly as he brought it up to tobacco-stained teeth.

In spite of the heat he wore a coat, the frayed cloth cut long with wide lapels. Over the left breast was a tattered three-colored service bar. Only in Marseille would men of his generation and experience recognize it as the symbol of active duty in Algeria.

Except that Algeria was one of the few places on earth where he hadn’t fought, because he detested it and the whole of North Africa.

The customer reached for the newspaper he had set aside while the waiter had served tea. His hands were large and fine boned, the fingers long and delicate but powerful. But all anyone ever noticed was the dirt under his cuticles.

The customer opened the conservative Parisian daily Le Figaro. The rustle of newsprint could not be heard over the blare of the television.

Nor could today’s edition of the International Herald Tribune, tucked into Le Figaro’s centerfold, be seen.

He bought the paper every day and always kept it hidden away in a French paper because it wasn’t in his interest to let people know he read or understood English. That English was, in fact, his mother tongue. Every day he came to this café for a late lunch, assured that other patrons would have come and gone. He always took this table in the corner, his back to the wall. Ordered couscous or merguez, a lamb dish, drank his tea, and read his paper. He’d overheard speculation between the bartender and the waiter as to what he was. The former said a vet, the latter insisted he was a clochard, a bum who panhandled enough coins for one meal a day.

The customer took no offense since both were wrong.

The Tribune was open to the international page. The lead—and only—story was about a U.S. foreign aid bill that was deadlocked in the House of Representatives. The rest of the page was devoted to the international real estate market and classifieds.

The subheadings in the classifieds began with Announcements, which included the times for upcoming Rosh Hashanah services to be held at the Mouvement Juif Libéral de France Synagogue; several prayers would be recited in English. Legal services in Huntington Beach, California, offered one-day certified divorces. Isle of Man trustees had 750 nameplate companies to shelter income. Funding problems for upstart companies would be a thing of the past if one were to contact Bancor of Asia.

After fifteen years the ads had become depressingly familiar. The names changed; the scams and false promises, never.



Employment: German native, 29, fluent English, official qualifications, seeks challenging position in export, sales …
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Trades wanted: Handyman sought for special renovation. Must have 15 years experience. References essential. Call 001-1-202-555-1647.



The customer blinked, sat back slowly. He was intensely aware of everything—the crinkle of the newsprint, the crackle of his wooden chair, the nasal drone of the soccer commentator. The air was filled with fat motes of greasy lamb. The roar inside his head was an avalanche.

Handyman sought …

Fifteen years he had waited for this.

Fifteen years to be contacted by a man who had wished him dead.

Fifteen years to be forgiven.

Or could it be a trick to draw him out so that he could finally kill him?

He thought not. He would not call him by his name, the Handyman, or give him a contact number. There were other, more subtle ways to lure the goat.

He needs me. Again.

The Handyman’s fingers trembled as he reached for the tea glass. A burst of light from a television commercial reflected off a well-worn ring on the third finger of his left hand, its signet deliberately left dirty, the figure in the seal obscured by grit.

The Handyman stared at it, contemplating how great a fool he was to wear it. Even sullied, it was much too grand a possession for one who appeared so poor. But he allowed for this single flaw in his elaborate disguise because it was his only connection to a life that had been frozen in time. It was the wellspring of his hope, the bedrock of what was left of his sanity.

THREE BLOCKS AWAY, in the Rue des Jardiniers, four Moroccan children were kicking a filthy soccer ball up and down the street. It caromed off the parked cars, rolled into the gutter, was kicked again, leaving dirty blotches where it had smacked against the vehicles’ fenders.

The eldest boy was passing the ball from foot to foot, deciding which friend to kick it to, when he spotted the Handyman ambling down the street. The boy recognized him. He’d been a fixture in the neighborhood ever since he could remember. A silent, smelly old man who shuffled along like a gimp, never said a word to anybody. As a child the boy had been afraid of him. Now on the cusp of adolescence, he wondered why none of the older kids had ever beaten up the old man, or set him on fire just for fun. Grinning, he waited for the old man to reach an open space between two parked cars.

The boy’s eyes never wavered from their target. Here came the old man, his coat almost dragging on the sidewalk, head bobbing like that of an ancient turkey. The boy licked his lips and drew back his right leg. He was scrawny but strong in the way children become when they grow up on the street. His leg shot out like a piston, his foot connecting with the ball perfectly. It rocketed away on a low trajectory directly toward the old man’s head.

The boy ran toward the sidewalk, thinking how fast he could go through the old man’s pockets while he was down. And maybe he wouldn’t stop at that. Maybe he’d hurt him a little, for fun.

The ball should have taken the old man’s head off. There was no way he could have seen it coming. Yet suddenly the old man dipped his shoulder, spun, and threw both arms up in front of his face.

Six feet from the sidewalk, the boy froze. The old man lowered his hands, holding the ball he’d plucked in midflight, and stared at him. The boy gasped. He had never really seen the old man’s eyes before. Now they would not let him go, cold, black eyes, shiny and opaque like coal.

They never wavered as the Handyman tossed the soccer ball in the air, spread his arms, and brought them together.

The boy shrieked as the soccer ball exploded between the old man’s hands. What was left of it fell into the street. And still the old man’s eyes were on him.

The boy backed away, skidded on the cobblestones, and fell hard on his bottom. He scrambled up, skinning his knee, and tore past his friends, who were still staring at what had happened. Then they too turned tail.

The street became quiet again save for the Arab music drifting out from the windows above. The Handyman continued along the street. What he had just done would have been foolish—even fatal—an hour ago. Now it didn’t matter. Now it was a tiny payback for all the years of taunts and jeers and veiled threats.

It felt good.

THE HANDYMAN’S APARTMENT building was a nineteenth-century pile of limestone built around a central courtyard. Long ago gilded carriages and prize horseflesh had passed through the big double doors that opened onto the street. Now the courtyard was strewn with broken appliances and furniture and soiled, gutted mattresses. Above the debris that no one wanted and no one would ever come to haul away, clotheslines crisscrossed the courtyard, running from balcony to balcony.

The Handyman climbed the narrow steps easily, stopping at each of the landings to hit the time switch on the staircase light. The hallways under the rafters smelled of cumin, rosemary, and coriander. A baby was bawling somewhere in the recesses.

The Handyman lived on the sixth floor, in what had once been the servants’ quarters. The rooms were cramped; the ceilings sloped so that near the windows even a child had to crouch. The Handyman’s apartment was no different from the other ten on the floor: a single room with a waist-high partition that created a cooking area, consisting of a cupboard, counter, two-burner electric hot plate, and sink. There was a bed and an ancient dresser, and a scarred desk and chair by the slanted, grimy window, which was the only source of ventilation. The floorboards were buckled and worn; the walls were covered with seepage-stained wallpaper, the floral design eaten away by cockroaches and filth.

In one corner was a closet fashioned out of raw drywall slabs framed by two-by-fours. The Handyman opened it and removed a small old hard-shell suitcase and a hanger draped with dry cleaner’s plastic.

He put these on the bed, then filled the kettle and set it on the hot plate to boil. He stripped and carefully went through all the pockets of his clothes, arranging coins, keys, and fake ID papers neatly on the desk. His body was surprisingly lean and muscled for one who looked so old. Now his movements were precise and economical, with none of the hesitation of age.

He poured the boiling water from the kettle into the sink, mixed it with cold water, and lathered a bar of soap. After refilling the kettle, he scrubbed his face and hands with a rough sponge, rinsed, then did it again. When he looked at himself in the small mirror above the sink, the face of the tramp had disappeared.

The Handyman washed the rest of his body, working the sponge carefully between his toes and under his groin. He drained the water, cleaned the sink, and filled it with more hot water. He dipped his head and worked a cheap shampoo into his scalp.

He dried himself with a coarse towel and opened the suitcase. He brought out clean socks and underwear, a necktie, and a pair of oxblood brogues. He pulled the plastic wrap off the hanger, removed and slipped into the shirt, pants, and tweed sports jacket. Because he was out of practice, it took him three tries to knot the tie correctly. He picked up a comb and carefully ran it through his hair, then looked in the mirror again.

The image was that of a teacher, maybe an untenured professor who could not afford to dress with the times. The sports jacket lapels were too narrow, the pants baggy at the waist and hips. The sturdy brogues were impervious to fashion swings.

It was perfect.

The Handyman kneeled and with one hand lifted the bed by one of its round steel posts. Gripping the leg with his other hand, he gave it a hard twist. The threads in the leg yielded reluctantly, sprinkling rust over his palm as it came loose, then free. He lowered the bed gently to the floor.

The Handyman turned the pipe upside down and tapped out its cache: a roll of money—French and Swiss francs, American dollars—and a phony birth certificate whose name matched the one on a genuine Canadian passport. The passport had expired but could be renewed quickly enough. The staff at the Paris consulate was predominately French-Canadian and the Handyman’s birth certificate led one to believe he was Québecois.

The last two items in the bedpost were a slip of paper with a phone number on it, fifteen years old—001-1-202-555-1647—and a slim bundle of very old pages the texture of papyrus.

He placed the contents on the desk, rescrewed the bed-frame leg, and burned the paper in an ashtray. The ashes went into the sink, down the drain. The money, including the coins from his old coat, was pocketed along with the birth certificate and passport. The clothing he’d been wearing was stuffed into the small suitcase, which would be disposed of later.

Almost ready now, the Handyman sat down on the edge of the bed and carefully peeled back the pages, dry and yellow with age, the black ink having faded to blue. There was no title or publisher’s imprint; the language was Mandarin.

He could read the text easily enough but his skills of interpreting horoscopic elements—the stars and other portents—had dulled. Horoscopy, like its sister divination geomancy, required constant practice at the feet of a master. For the last fifteen years, the Handyman’s fate had been ruled by a single, overpowering factor that had denied him his studies, one that even the stars, in perfect alignment, had not been able to release him from. Now that factor had shifted. The Handyman badly needed to know why. Even though he could not help himself, he was aware of one who could.

Geomancy, the study of one’s orientation to the natural world and its elements—fire, water, metal, wood, and earth—was more accessible. Focusing on interpretations written three millennia ago and passed down the ages like forever-drifting leaves, the Handyman concluded that the force oppressing him was not at all in harmony with these elements. It had been disturbed. There was discomfort and uneasiness within it. Even a hint of fear.

Which makes the oppressor vulnerable. All the more so because there is an acknowledged need for me.

The Handyman stifled the thrill his conclusion stirred in him. He knew from experience how dangerous it was to seize the answer one desired. His interpretation was sound—as far as he could take it. More and deeper meanings would have to be coaxed forth before he was absolutely certain that his intuition wasn’t merely whispering what he wanted to hear.

THE HANDYMAN WAS not surprised that almost two hours had elapsed since he’d first opened the book. Long ago, when he was working, he would easily lose an entire week in this kingdom of the unseen where his were the only footprints. He took a deep breath, returned his thoughts to the present, and carefully rolled up the pages and put them in the inside pocket of his jacket.

The Handyman rose to the door and appraised the room. His eyes touched on everything, missed nothing. He knew his absence would go unnoticed. The rent was paid until the first of the month. The landlady wouldn’t come by until next week. She’d see the empty closet and figure he’d left. Not a problem, since everything that belonged in the room would still be there. Renting out the garret to another pensioner would be no trouble at all.

The Handyman was not concerned about fingerprints. His had never appeared in any police file in the world. Nor was there any reason for anyone to connect him to this room.

He gripped the doorknob, then looked at the room one last time. He’d spent fifteen years in places like this—most of them worse—moving frequently at first, then settling in when he’d found this neighborhood, where he was invisible, too poor to prey upon, too weak to be a threat, too old to merit even a glance.

For the first time in a very long while, the Handyman smiled. It was an unfamiliar sensation. He thought that if the biblical Lazarus had ever existed, this was how he must have felt when his grave had been thrown open onto the world.

SHOPS WERE REOPENING and traffic filled the street when the Handyman stepped out. He had to move quickly to avoid being struck by a garment trolley wheeled by a young black.

He gave the street a cursory glance and fell in behind a group of gossiping women, all carrying empty string bags on their way to market. He never noticed the man who stepped out from under the awning of a butcher shop and watched him fade into the crowds farther down the street. The Handyman had no reason to suspect that he was under surveillance.

The watcher’s name was Sam Crawford. He was in his late thirties but looked younger. He was tall and lean, with a tanned, outdoors face and a shock of white blond hair. He could have been a fading ski bum or a hand-to-mouth print model. In the right clothes, maybe a gigolo.

Until one looked a little closer, watched him as he crossed the street to the Handyman’s building. His movements were fluid, as if he were skimming the surface of the road, not walking on it. And when he walked, he silently cut the air around him, instead of pushing against it. He was the kind of man who could perch on your conscience and you’d never even feel his breath.

Crawford took the steps two at a time, up the staircase the Handyman had descended just moments ago. At the top landing he paused, then moved down the hall.

The Handyman’s door had an old-fashioned lock, the kind that opened with a long, double-tongued key. Crawford had no problem with this.

When the lock clicked, he moved back against the wall, slowly pressing his palm to the door, letting it swing open. He counted to five, allowing for a time-delay trigger to activate an explosives-laden booby trap. The smell of soap and shampoo drifted out into the hall.

Crawford let out his breath. The Handyman hadn’t left any trip wires behind. He stepped inside and closed the door behind him. His eyes panned the room but he already knew what he was looking at: abandonment.

The bed was neatly made, the thin blanket stretched military tight at the corners. But there were rust particles on the floor by one of the legs.

The sink was still wet but the few dishes stacked in the rack were dry. The hand towel was dry but the larger bath towel was damp. The soap smell was shampoo, not dishwashing detergent.

The Handyman had cleaned himself up.

The closet was empty, but one of the wire hangers had a shred of paper attached to its neck. The remnants of a dry cleaner’s logo.

Which accounted for the Handyman’s atypical attire when he’d left the building …

Crawford would have the room combed, though he was sure that the search would prove fruitless. The Handyman had not survived this long because he overlooked details or was careless. If Crawford had known nothing about him, the room wouldn’t betray the man who’d lived there.

Crawford felt a slight vibration just above his right kidney. He reached around to touch the silent beeper, then pulled back his jacket lapel, where a microtransmitter was nestled in the seam.

He pressed his finger to the flesh-colored plastic receiver in his ear.

“Talk to me, Wally.”

There was static, like someone was crumpling aluminum foil. Then: “He’s at the train station. Just bought a ticket for the express to Paris.”

“And he’s not coming back. Stay with him. Tell Paris to throw a full blanket over him.”

“Confirm full blanket. Sam, he made a couple of phone calls.”

Crawford cursed. “Was anybody close enough to hear?”

“No. He made it at the train station, from inside a booth. Even if we’d been set up, it would have been a long shot.”

“How long was he on?”

“You’re not going to like this. Dialing the first one took about fifteen seconds. The second took longer, and it lasted a good five minutes.”

Crawford didn’t like it. The time frame indicated that the Handyman had made a regional call, probably to Paris, and an international one. Those connections always took longer to complete. Staying on-line for five minutes plus meant that the Handyman could have received detailed instructions.

“I’ll see you up in Paris,” he said.

Crawford took one final look around the room. Its silence and poverty seemed to mock him, revealing no more than he already knew: The Handyman was on the move.

To Paris.

From there he could fly to anywhere in the world.


CHAPTER TWO

“BONJOUR, MADEMOISELLE.”

“Bonjour, monsieur.”

The newspaper vendor held out the day’s edition of the International Herald Tribune, folded three times over, bound by a thin rubber band, and slipped into a small paper bag. He did this for his favorite customers so that the newsprint would not soil their fingers or their clothes.

As he accepted the ten-franc coin from the woman, he nodded, giving her a quick once-over.

She was American, of course. The vendor had known that at a glance the first time she had come by his kiosk in the park near the Espace Pierre Cardin. It was not the accent that had given her away. In fact, it was surprisingly good for someone who was neither French nor a day over twenty-six. Nor was it her wardrobe. The jacket and skirt were last year’s Hervé Léger but they hung beautifully on her tall, slender frame. The wheat-colored fabric and green blouse picked up the highlights in her hair and the flecks in her eyes. An office girl’s outfit. Someone who was conscious of what worked for her but had to shop carefully. Witness the well-used but classic leather purse and sensible Bally pumps. This was a woman who understood how harsh Parisian sidewalks could be.

It was her eyes that had betrayed her. Not covered with a tourist’s glaze—the vendor saw plenty of those every day—but with a wide-eyed innocence shot through with excitement. None of the cool boredom he saw in Parisian natives who used the park for a postlunch rendezvous with their lovers. This one radiated the joy of the place and moment, as if Paris were a limitless cornucopia of delights, some already tasted, a multitude yet to be savored.

Once, the vendor had pointed her out to a friend of his, a successful con man who worked the foreign-widow contingent at the deluxe hotels on the Right Bank. The con had taken a single glance and pronounced: “She has a getaway face.” A face so beautiful that no harm could ever come to the woman who possessed it. It was unthinkable.

“Is there something wrong, monsieur?” Hollis Fremont asked him.

The vendor shook his head. “I was only admiring because you are even more breathtaking than usual today.”

“And you are even more gallant than usual, monsieur.” She grinned, revealing a tiny gap between her two front teeth.

As she walked away, she laughed softly to herself. Hollis didn’t need to buy the paper; there were plenty of them floating around the American consulate, where she worked. But she enjoyed the vendor’s gentle, avuncular flirtation.

Hollis continued through the park. Three months ago, when she’d just arrived from Washington, the traffic that thundered around the obelisk at the Place de la Concorde had grated on her nerves, a constant assault of noise and noxious diesel fumes. Now it was just backdrop.

She came out of the park at Avenue Gabriel and turned toward Rue Boissy d’Anglas. She reached the curb and waited at the red light. Three businessmen, talking rapidly among themselves, came up behind her.

Across Avenue Gabriel were two police cars and a dark blue van. Six members of the quasimilitary Corps Républicain de Sécurité—dark blue uniforms, black paratrooper boots, submachine guns—slowly patrolled the sidewalk in front of the American embassy.

One of the CRS constables looked her up and down, his eyes hard and suspicious in an otherwise expressionless face. Hollis looked away.

Diagonally across the street was the Hôtel de Crillon, an eighteenth-century landmark that had been converted into one of the legendary hotels of the world. She forced the image of the CRS officer from her mind and thought instead of the quiet, delicate beauty of the Crillon’s L’Obélisque restaurant, where she was going to breakfast.

If this light ever changes …

Which it did. But not before a Mercedes transport truck hurtled around the corner. For an instant it filled Hollis’s vision, seemed to be bearing down on her. Reflexively, she jumped back. She never felt herself crashing into the men behind her because that’s when the gunshot exploded. She whipped her head around toward the embassy, her mouth open to scream. But no sound emerged, and all around her, colors and sounds crumbled into oblivion.

FIFTEEN YEARS AGO.

Noon, Sunday, the Fourth of July. Only tourists were up and about on the grand boulevards. The Parisians who had no truck with foreigners had fled to the countryside to escape the heat.

The flag over the entrance to the American embassy hung limp. A pair of flics, ordinary policemen, posted in front of the embassy gates gratefully accepted paper cups of lemonade brought out to them by one of the secretaries.

There was a lot of foot traffic in and out of the embassy grounds: furniture-rental people, caterers hired to help the embassy kitchen staff, florists, wine merchants. Other than the annual Marine Corps Ball, the ambassador’s July Fourth evening gala was the affair of the embassy’s social calendar. The cream of the diplomatic corps, the French government, and Paris society would attend.

But the afternoon event was informal and more a reflection of the holiday’s true spirit. Adjacent to the embassy’s west wall, on a manicured lawn studded with ancient chestnut trees and flower beds ringed with white stones, an employees’ barbecue was in full swing. The smell of exhaust from the Champs-Elysées was obliterated by the tangy scent of ribs, hamburgers, and hot dogs sizzling on an old-style grill. Picnic tables and benches had been set up, covered with red-and-white checked cloths and laden with Tupperware bowls of potato and macaroni salad, coleslaw, pickles, and condiments. There were six kegs of Miller beer, flown in courtesy of the air force attaché and set in plastic bags of shaved ice.

The children of the embassy employees and some embassy-employed French nationals had their own old-fashioned soda-and-ice-cream parlor. There was also a puppet show and a clown who juggled sticks of hard candy.

But the real treat was the small carousel that had been set up in the middle of the lawn between two towering chestnut trees. A gift from the French minister of education, it was powered by a small generator tucked in the bushes along the embassy’s perimeter wall. It had eight brilliantly painted horses and a circus big-top cover. The song that pealed from the tinny speakers was a xylophonic version of the children’s popular song “Frère Jacques.”

Hollis Fremont, eleven years old, wearing a pink dress, white knee socks, and brand-new black patent leather shoes, tapped her foot impatiently, waiting for the merry-go-round to stop. Behind her, she heard her father laugh. She turned and looked at him sternly, as if to say, I’ve been polite. I’ve given the younger kids their turn and now it’s mine!

Her father bent down and kissed her cheek. Hollis giggled because his soft, thick mustache tickled.

Sonnez les matines,
Sonnez les matines,
Ding dong dang
Ding dong dang

Hollis knew the song by heart. Two more ding dong refrains to go.

She looked up at the perfect blue sky, caught a whiff of barbecue, and realized how hungry she was. But not hungry enough to give up her place in line.

A man came over, smiled at her, and said hello in French. Hollis replied in kind, and the man leaned down and gently brushed the top of her head. Hollis saw his smile disappear as he turned to her father. They stepped away, hands in their pockets, heads bowed together. They spoke in low tones so that she couldn’t hear their words. But she saw her father gesture with his hands, sweep his fingers through his hair, and look around nervously.

Hollis was puzzled. She knew that her father was a regional security officer at the embassy. It was, he’d once told her, like being a kind of policeman. She could grasp that, but she didn’t understand why he looked so worried. She was too young to recognize the face of fear.

The music started to wind down. Hollis watched parents step up onto the circular platform and pluck their children from the wooden saddles.

“Daddy …” She tugged her father’s pant leg.

His hand squeezed hers but he didn’t look down as he continued talking to the Frenchman.

Hollis glanced at the children who’d been standing behind her. They were piling onto the platform, scrambling for the horses. A towheaded boy, Jimmy Dawes, whom Hollis detested, got on the horse she’d wanted, saw her frustration, and stuck his tongue out at her.

“Daddy!”

“I’m sorry, pumpkin.”

Before she knew it, Hollis was being lifted onto the merry-go-round. She dashed for the last available horse—red, blue, and gold—and jumped onto the saddle. She sat up straight, gripping the horse’s ears.

The paint, she noticed, was beginning to flake.

She glanced around, ready for the music to start.

“Mind if I ride along, honey?”

Hollis felt a stab of anger—she wasn’t a baby who needed her daddy to ride with her. Nor did she have any idea that her feelings showed in her expression. But there was no mistaking the hurt she saw in her father’s eyes.

Not conscious of having made a decision, she reached out and grabbed her father’s big hand, pulling him toward her. She scooted forward in the saddle and smiled when he got on behind her, not quite sitting all the way down, his feet planted on the platform. She felt his warm breath near her ear and the slippery fabric of his seersucker jacket on her arms as he reached forward to cover her hands with his. She knew that the hard thing poking into her back when he shifted was his gun. Her father had explained to her that it was just a tool he might sometimes need in his work, like a carpenter might need a hammer. Hollis had accepted the explanation because everything her father told her was true. So, in her mind, a gun was just that—a tool.

The music started up. Somewhere beneath the platform, ancient gears and chains, coated with grease, began to move. The merry-go-round created its own breath of wind, which made Hollis’s hair drift over her father’s throat. One by one the horses emerged from the shade of the chestnut trees into the sunlight, then curved around past the dappled lawn where other children were waiting their turn.

Frère Jacques,
Frère Jacques,
Dormez-vous?
Dormez-vous?

As her horse drifted through the sunlight Hollis saw her mother come across the lawn. She thought Felicia Fremont was the most beautiful woman in the world. Long golden hair, slender arms, and a smile that seemed to light up the world. She was wearing a silk garden skirt that trailed behind her like a queen’s train.

Hollis waved at her mother, who blew back a kiss and turned to walk toward the Frenchman who’d been talking with her father. Hollis twisted around and saw her father wave too, saw his big smile and two crooked lower teeth, which she sometimes thought made him look goofy. She felt her heart ache but didn’t know the reason: that at this moment she loved both of them more than she ever had before.

Nor could she understand why it was that all at once her father let out a sharp grunt and his mouth exploded with blood.

THE BULLET THAT entered Alec Fremont’s brain stem and exited through his mouth was an instant kill. It left an incredible amount of damage even though it had been fired from over six hundred yards away. At that distance, even if the shooter hadn’t been using a silencer, no sound would have been heard by anyone in the embassy compound.

The shooter’s vantage point was the control cab of a construction crane set in the courtyard of a building whose renovations had been going on for months. To the local police, the crane had become a fixture in the landscape of Rue du Faubourg-St.-Honoré. Even so, the security detail responsible for the safety of the French president checked the crane and its operators whenever the head of state was in residence at the Palais de l’Elysée, across from the American embassy grounds, between Avenue de Marigny and Rue de l’Elysée.

French internal security, which was responsible for the safety of diplomats and worked closely with the embassy’s regional security officer, also kept tabs on the crane. As long as it remained there, it was the only structure that would allow an assassin a clear line of sight into the embassy gardens. The embassy building was protected both by a thick growth of trees and by the angle at which it stood relative to the crane.

On July 4, the president of France was at his countryside retreat in Giverny, so his detail had not bothered to check the crane. Neither had the embassy RSO or his French counterpart. Security was concerned only with the ambassador’s party, to be held inside that night.

Nor was there any reason to believe that any threat existed. French security had an excellent network of informers among the nation’s Arab population. If there was to be trouble, it would come from that quarter. Reports evaluated by both security teams indicated that all was well.

The shooter had climbed the crane at four o’clock that morning, wearing the dirty blue overalls of a construction worker, and had hidden himself away in the control cab. He knew that no one had seen him go up, so there was no reason to think that there was anyone up there.

The killer had slept until the cab became too warm from the sun. He opened the window a crack, drank from his water bottle, and ate field rations, the kind issued to troops in the desert. Through binocular lenses coated with nonreflective film he watched the preparations for both embassy parties. Once the merry-go-round was up and running, he assembled his weapon and mounted the scope, and positioned himself.

The shooter recalled the argument he’d made to his principal: The targets’ movements would be spontaneous. They would follow no pattern or timetable. Luck would play too much of a role.

The principal had listened quietly, then said, “Just get it done.”

When the merry-go-round had started up and Alec Fremont had slipped in behind his daughter on the red, blue, and gold horse, the shooter knew it could be done.

And the first bullet had flown.

The killer hadn’t waited to see Alec Fremont’s head explode; he was already turning to the second target—the Frenchman. And then suddenly a problem he had never considered loomed in his sights.

Fremont’s wife. Her mouth formed an O as she saw her husband slam against their daughter, knocking her off the horse. Felicia Fremont should have been frozen in shock, but instead she was racing toward the merry-go-round, her long hair and skirt flying behind her. Her shoulder knocked the Frenchman, spinning him around.

Which was precisely the instant at which the shooter placed the final ounce of pressure on his delicate trigger.

HOLLIS’S FIRST REACTION was to throw her arm up against the gout of red goo erupting from her father’s mouth. She had seen blood, but never so much at once. Even as the momentum of his body threw her off the horse she was thinking how warm and sticky it felt.

She cried out as first her shoulder and then her bottom hit the revolving platform. The pain made her yelp. She twisted around to touch her knee and that’s when she saw her father, slumped forward on the horse, the red stuff dripping down his back and the side of his face onto the platform. His arms had fallen forward and were draped around the horse’s neck.

Hollis didn’t hear the other children scream. She squirmed her way toward her father, tried to stand up, but her left knee collapsed from under her. She fell, then managed to grip a pole and pull herself up. And that’s how she was able to see her mother running toward the carousel. Her feet were hidden by the grass and her skirt and it looked like she was floating.

“Mommy!”

Hearing Hollis over the screams and the tinkling music of the carousel, she raised her head—and at that instant ran right into the man her husband had been talking to. He spun away to the left, leaving her to stagger forward, her arms flailing. Then suddenly she was violently thrown back.

Hollis saw that same terrible redness burst out of her mother’s chest. She didn’t know she was screaming, never felt the pain shooting from her knee down her leg as she clawed her way on all fours off the platform and tumbled onto the grass.

THE SHOOTER SAW the life streak out of the woman the instant the bullet impacted. His training told him to ignore the chaos that had erupted on the lawn; it calmly whispered that he had one more shot left.

He dropped the crosshairs on the Frenchman who had been knocked from the line of fire and sighted on his spine. He exhaled and squeezed the trigger.

The Frenchman was thrown forward and, for a second, lay still. The shooter kept his sights on him. A clean kill to the base of the spine.

People were racing toward the bodies. A woman snatched up the little girl, whose pink dress was now a bloodied rag, and held her to her breast, looking around wildly.

Within seconds, others, armed and much more competent, would also be looking. The shooter knew that if he stayed a second longer they would pinpoint his position and take him down.

Better to survive and face the cold wrath of his principal.

As he climbed out of the control cab and down the crane’s skeletal frame he couldn’t rid himself of that last image: the little girl straining over the shoulder of the woman who held her, reaching helplessly for her parents, who now lay in puddles of blood.

“MADEMOISELLE! MADEMOISELLE!”

Hollis blinked and whirled around, straight into the arms of a CRS constable. The men who’d been standing behind her at the curb were crossing the street, looking back at her, shaking their heads.

“Mademoiselle, is anything the matter?”

“I thought I heard a shot.”

Even as the words passed her lips she realized how ridiculous they sounded.

The constable’s expression indicated that he agreed. “It was a backfire—a truck with a bad muffler.” He looked at her coldly. “Your identification, please.”

Hollis fumbled in her purse and pulled out her wallet. Next to her American driver’s license was her diplomatic ID.

The constable examined it carefully before handing it back. “Why would you think you heard a shot?”

Hollis shook her head. “Because that’s what I thought it was.”

“I assure you it was nothing of the kind.” The constable pointed toward the embassy. “May I escort you to your office?”

Hollis managed a smile. “No, thank you.”

The constable raised his arm in a lackluster salute and walked back across the avenue to his station. Hollis watched his partners come up. The constable shrugged, said something, and pointed his forefinger at his temple: the universal gesture used to describe a lunatic.

Hollis turned away. When the traffic light changed, she crossed Avenue Gabriel and walked toward the hotel. All the while she felt the constable’s eyes on her back.

On that day fifteen years ago, Hollis hadn’t actually heard the shots. Death had flown silently and had struck without warning. Only much later had she learned what gunfire sounded like. And she heard it a hundred times a day, even in the darkest corners of her sleep.


CHAPTER THREE

THE CRILLON’S SECURITY officer, dressed by Armani, spotted the woman as soon as she stepped into the vestibule. He watched her move across the lobby and up the steps to the reception area. He noted the paper bag she carried in her left hand, a folded newspaper protruding like a baton. She was holding the bag away from her body. Her face was pale.

One of the security officer’s duties was to memorize the features of everyone who was registered at the hotel. This one was not a guest. She was dressed well enough not to appear out of place in these luxurious surroundings, but …

What else is in the bag? What do you have inside that newspaper?

The security officer casually lifted his right arm and murmured into the wrist mike tucked under the cuff of his shirt. Now the command post knew that he was moving to intercept an individual who had aroused his suspicion. Reinforcements were on the way.

“May I be of assistance, mademoiselle?”

Hollis started. She turned so quickly that her handbag knocked the man’s arm. When she looked at him, she thought he was the concierge or an assistant manager.

She didn’t notice that his other hand dropped behind his back, his fingers slipping through the vent of his jacket, curling around the butt of his gun.

“I’m sorry. I don’t know what’s wrong with me.” Hollis thought her laugh sounded strained. “I’m here to have breakfast with a guest. Mr. Dawson Wylie, from the United States.”

The man smiled. “Of course. Monsieur Wylie. And you must be …?”

“Hollis Fremont. I’m a … friend.”

“Naturally. May I escort you to L’Obélisque?”

“I can find it myself …”

“It would be my pleasure. Please, may I take that for you?”

The man removed the newspaper from her grasp so gently that Hollis barely realized it was gone. Nor did she think anything of his cupping her elbow as they walked down the marbled hall, past ten-foot mirrors in gilded frames, toward the restaurant.

She heard the crinkle of paper but never suspected that by now the man had checked, by sight and touch, whether there was anything hidden in the newspaper.

The security man gave an infinitesimal shake of his head, a signal to the maître d’ not to interfere. He spotted Mr. Wylie immediately but pretended otherwise.

“I don’t see him,” he said.

“There he is—over there!”

Her excited voice carried enough for the guest to sit up and turn around. When Wylie waved to her, the security man released his light grip.

“Your newspaper, mademoiselle. Good day.”

The security officer nodded to the maître d’ and quietly slipped out of the restaurant.

“Hollis …”

Dawson Wylie was out of his chair before she reached the table.

His broad smile and twinkling eyes welcomed her as he threw his arms around her.

Hollis thought Dawson Wylie could easily be a poster boy for the American Association of Retired Persons. Nattily attired in his usual blue blazer, gray cavalry twill slacks, and white shirt accented by a conservative, wine-colored tie, he appeared like a prosperous, globe-trotting retiree. But there were subtle differences between him and the other foreign guests in the dining room. Wylie was relaxed and comfortable in his surroundings, not overwhelmed by them. He treated the maître d’ and waiters with a warm familiarity, as though they were old retainers. And when he ordered for Hollis, his accent was flawlessly Parisian.

Hollis thought that it was all very much in keeping with a man who’d spent almost his entire adult life in the Foreign Service, much of it in this city, his career peaking when he’d been appointed deputy chief of mission of the London embassy.

“You’re in fine form this morning,” Hollis said.

She thanked the waiter who was holding back her chair, adding that she wanted her orange juice and coffee immediately.

“You look a little under the weather,” Wylie observed. “Fighting something?”

“Just lack of sleep.”

“Oh-ho! Been up all night with that new beau of yours?”

Hollis felt her cheeks crimson and lowered her gaze. She unfolded the starched linen napkin and rearranged the heavy silver on the tablecloth. When she glanced up at Wylie, his eyes were teasing her.

“Paris is the only city in the world to be young and in love in,” he said. “And you promised I’d get to meet him before I left.”

“You will.”

Hollis reached out and ran her fingers down the side of Wylie’s cheek. “I think it’s cute that you worry so much.”

“I’m not worried,” Wylie grumbled. “Just … curious.”

“Sure. How was the reunion? What time did you get to bed?”

“Probably earlier than you.”

“Probably not,” Hollis shot back, laughing. She reached across the table and gripped his hand. “It’s been wonderful to have you here, Dee.”

Dawson Wylie came to Europe every spring and always spent at least a week in Paris, getting together with old friends from the Foreign Service who’d chosen to retire here. This year was special since Hollis was working at the consulate. Because of her previous posting, she hadn’t seen Wylie in six months.

Hollis had been worried that her schedule at the consulate wouldn’t leave much time to be with Wylie. When she’d mentioned this to him, he had grumbled good-naturedly, “Don’t you think you’re obliged to baby-sit me. I’ve got places to go, people to see.”

They would get together at the end of her day, for cocktails at a Left Bank brasserie that Wylie had frequented years ago, or for dinner in tiny restaurants off the beaten track, where he was welcomed like a long-lost member of the family. In the evenings they walked the banks of the Seine, talking for hours before ending up at the Crillon for a hot chocolate and eau-de-vie.

Hollis had treasured every moment and now dreaded Wylie’s inevitable departure.

Wylie picked up the bread basket and deposited a pain au chocolat on Hollis’s plate. The waiter came by with her juice and coffee, and Wylie watched as she stirred her café créme, then lifted a spoonful of hot whipped milk and made it disappear over her tongue.

“Just like you used to do when you were a little girl,” Wylie said softly. “But you’re all grown up now. Working at the consulate, a young man hopelessly in love with you …”

“Dee, I’ve only been here three months!” This was what she had called him since childhood.

“So? I was posted here less than two weeks when I met Martha.”

Hollis felt a tug at her heart at the mention of the name. Martha Wylie was the woman who’d picked her up off the carousel that terrifying July afternoon. And had never let go of her, until she died six years ago. She and Dawson Wylie, her father’s best friend, had become her family long before then.

She looked at Wylie’s face, the character lines etched into his freshly barbered cheeks, the silver mane swept back over the collar, and silently thanked him for the life he’d given her.

“Do you have to go back so soon, Dee?”

“Yeah. Time to do a little painting, mend some fences.” He winked. “You know, you might want to come and visit, bring your friend.”

“I’d love to but I’m low person on the vacation totem pole.” Now it was her turn to look him over. “You okay, Dee? You didn’t overindulge at your reunion?”

Wylie lathered a thick layer of marmalade on a croissant and held it up like a particularly fascinating specimen, then smiled. “Maybe a little.”

Wylie bit into the croissant. Hollis went back to her coffee. She knew that Dee treasured these reunions, but they had their downside. Each year there were one or two familiar faces missing, as old friends passed away. But Dee never talked about this, and she never brought it up.

“This town was something back then,” Wylie said out of the blue.

Hollis could see the memories behind his eyes, the best times and the regrets, the triumphs and losses chasing one another like shadows.

“All us dinosaurs were your age,” he continued. “Full of piss and vinegar. Thought we could change the world … And I guess we did, for better or worse.”

Wylie paused. “We ended up talking about your dad, how much we all still miss him. The things we could have done if he’d stayed with us.”

He looked at her. “I’m sorry, Holly. An old man’s ramblings …”

Hollis slid her hand across to cover his. “I miss him too, Dee. Him and Mom. Maybe that’s why I put in for the Paris post, because here I might get rid of the demons. Does that sound crazy?”

“No. I only wish I could have done more to help you.”

“Don’t give me that. You called in some favors to get me here.”

Wylie laughed. “You vastly overestimate the influence of a retired public servant.”

Hollis shook her head. “No, I don’t. Not his love, either.”

She felt his two large hands envelop hers.

“It’s been grand to see you, Hollis. We had us some times, didn’t we?”

“We had us some times, Dee. And we’ll have plenty more.”
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