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PROLOGUE

He’d expected to be one of the first ones there, but even at seven in the morning, with rain spitting from gray clouds and a chilly March breeze coming off the Bay, they’d already begun to gather. They stood in scattered clusters around the parking lot and on the sidewalk with placards on their shoulders and naïve enthusiasm on their faces.

The place had opened one year after that monstrous Supreme Court decision, one of the first of its kind, and they’d been killing babies here ever since. Today marked the thirty-fifth anniversary of the day it destroyed its first innocent life. The television cameras would be here today, they were saying.

He’d overheard their excited, disorganized planning—if you could call it that. They’d form a human barricade. They’d lie down across the entrance to the parking lot. They’d wave their placards and chant their slogans, and they’d try to get themselves arrested and dragged, bodies gone limp, heels digging in, to the police wagons.

And nothing would change. The babies would continue to be murdered.

He recognized a couple of preachers working the crowd, patting shoulders, whispering their canned words of wisdom and encouragement into eager ears. He’d heard them at meetings, their pious, high-pitched passion invoking God and Jesus and Gandhi and Martin Luther King and the Bill of Rights. Humility and passive resistance. The meek shall inherit the earth. Turn the other cheek.

It was all bullshit.

Despite thirty-five years of slogans and placards and demonstrations, Dr. Devil was still violating God’s laws, as bold and self-confident as ever. Nothing had changed.

And again today, after the placards had been waved and the slogans had been chanted and the human barricades had been dragged away and the television cameras had shot their footage and the reporters had gotten their stories, Dr. Devil would once again march on into the building and continue committing murder, as he did every day.

He allowed himself a silent chuckle. Today these lemmings would see how things should be done.

He pressed his elbow against his side and felt the solid, comforting, deadly weight in the pocket of his windbreaker.

Today Dr. Devil would die.

“Wouldn’t you like to hold a sign?”

He turned his head. A white-haired man with a red face and a clerical collar showing under his jacket was standing beside him. He was carrying an armload of cardboard signs tacked to rough wooden stakes.

“Sure,” he said. “Thanks. God bless.”

The preacher smiled, handed him a placard, and moved away.

He propped the placard against the wall without bothering to glance at its slogan.

The crowd was swelling. He guessed that close to a hundred people were here now, and the leaders were trying to organize them, moving from person to person, waving their arms, shouting instructions.

A woman approached him. “He’ll be here soon,” she said, her eyes shining. “Let our voices be heard.”

“Amen, sister,” he said.

Around quarter of eight, four police cruisers and two vans arrived. The officers left them parked at the curb and took up stations around the parking lot and along the pathway to the clinic. They folded their arms and assumed their practiced bored expressions.

Five minutes later excited murmurs passed through the crowd.

Somebody said, “Channel Eight’s here!”

The crowd was milling around, and the police moved among them, pushing and prodding them to open an aisle from the parking area to the front door of the building.

There was some excitement out by the entrance to the parking lot. He craned his neck and saw two officers dragging a middle-aged white man and an overweight black woman toward a police van that waited with its back doors open.

“Here he comes!”

He wedged his way toward the front of the crowd and saw a black Volvo station wagon nose its way into the parking lot. He stood on tiptoes. He wanted to see Dr. Devil’s face.

“Baby killer!”

“Murderer!”

Placards bobbed in the air, and the chants filled his ears. Camera flashes sparked in the gray, sunless morning air.

A minute later he saw the familiar white hair and sun-crinkled face looming over the crowd. The face of the Devil, and the Devil was smiling. Dr. Richard Bryant, all six feet five inches of him, director of the San Francisco Woman’s Reproductive Center.

Reproductive. These abortionists did have a fine sense of irony.

A woman had been riding in the Volvo with Dr. Devil, and now she was walking beside him, headed for the clinic. A patient, he supposed. Another rich suburban woman, come here to have her “procedure,” their favorite euphemism, performed by the best baby-killer in the business.

She looked a little Chinese or Japanese or something. Around the eyes, mainly. But her hair wasn’t right. Brown, not black, and curly, almost kinky, parted in the middle and pulled back in a loose ponytail. She was taller than most Asian women he’d seen. She was beautiful, in an offbeat, exotic way, and she moved with the self-confident grace of a celebrity, someone who’d been coddled and admired all her life. He wondered if he had, in fact, seen her on TV. A lot of showbiz people lived in the Bay area.

She wore tight black pants and a black jersey over a thin black jacket. All black. The color of death.

Her dark eyes darted from side to side as the protesters waved their signs and yelled their pitiful slogans at her. She didn’t look nervous or scared, though. She looked like she hated everybody as much as they hated her, and she didn’t mind looking them straight in the eye.

He understood how these entitled suburban women thought. Babies wrecked their bodies, smudged their beauty, crushed their egos.

He hated them all, these selfish, narcissistic women who valued their looks and the shape of their bodies and their self-indulgent freedom more than human life. He hated them almost as much as he hated Dr. Devil himself.

“Excuse me,” he muttered, shouldering his way toward the front of the crowd. A cop was standing there facing them, holding his nightstick across his chest to keep the aisle from the parking lot to the clinic door open. He edged away from the cop, murmuring “excuse me” and using his elbows to wedge himself into position.

He eased into the second row of protesters. Now he had a clear view of the open pathway where the baby-killing Dr. Devil and his patient would pass, shielded from full view by the short bald man and the elderly woman standing in front of him. He reached into his coat pocket, gripped his weapon by its cold handle, and slid it out. He held it flat against his thigh. Its weight felt serious in his hand.

Now Dr. Devil and the tall woman were approaching, and the voices around him became deafening. Dr. Devil ignored them all, as he had been doing all these years. He gazed straight ahead, intent on the sanctuary inside the clinic, smiling that bemused holier-thanthou smile of his. The woman beside him with those searching black eyes looked more alert than frightened.

He slid the revolver up to his chest and held it inside his open jacket.

Dr. Devil was about fifteen feet away now, moving slowly in his direction, working hard to appear casual and relaxed, ho hum, another day at the office. He was speaking out of the corner of his mouth to the woman beside him. Only his eyes, still grimly focused on the clinic doorway, betrayed his fear.

You better be afraid, Dr. Baby-Killer.

The woman’s eyes kept darting around. If she was afraid, she hid it well.

He’d get her, too.

He eased the weapon out from his jacket, shifted his position.

Another two steps and they would be directly in front of him.

His thumb found the hammer, cocked it. He held the revolver in his right hand, bracing it against his hip and aiming it through the space between the man and woman standing in front of him, using them for a blind. From this distance, he couldn’t miss. He looked at the baby-killer and the woman with the Asian eyes. In about fifteen seconds he would pull the trigger and keep pulling, and he visualized the cries and the spurts of blood, the two of them falling, big black puddles on the wet pavement . . . one more step, come on, his finger caressing the trigger, and then Dr. Devil’s torso, with the Asian woman right at his side, filled the space between the two people, and as he braced his elbow against his hip and tensed his muscles to pull the trigger, he was aware of the woman moving between him and Dr. Devil, her head turning, her eyes stopping, suddenly staring at him—

Then everything happened too fast for his brain to keep up. A flashing movement, a sudden sharp pain in his wrist, balance gone, reflexively yanking the trigger, hearing the explosion of the gunshot, falling backward, his finger snapping with a hideous crack like a pencil breaking, and the sudden exploding pain shooting up to his armpit, the gun gone from his hand, his back smashing onto the pavement. A claw, an iron vise, grabbing, squeezing his scrotum, the weight on his chest crushing him, driving the breath from his lungs, the pain searing his finger and the unspeakable fire burning in his groin, his stomach convulsing, the gray sky above him swirling . . .

It went black and fuzzy, and when he was able to focus again, he was looking into a pair of big dark almond-shaped eyes. She had one knee on his chest. Her face was close to his and her forearm was pressing against his throat so that he could barely breathe. Her other hand was squeezing his testicles. It hurt like hell, but he knew it could hurt more. She was doing it just hard enough to keep him under control. She’d done this before. She was some kind of professional.

She narrowed her eyes and opened her mouth as if she was going to speak to him. Then suddenly her head jerked up. Her forearm left his throat, and she looked up, her eyes wide and her arm out straight with her palm raised like a traffic cop at the man who was aiming the camera at her, and she was yelling, “No! No! Please don’t!”





CHAPTER 1

Patrick Francis Brody sat on the wooden bench facing the Boston Inner Harbor with his scuffed old leather briefcase on his lap. He’d swear it was still the dead of winter. The knife-sharp east wind blew off the water at him and sliced through his topcoat, through his suit jacket and his shirt and his undershirt, through his muscles and skin, and penetrated to the marrow of his bones. The April sun that ricocheted off the water was pale and empty of warmth.

He’d only been there ten minutes, and already he was freezing his ass off. He hunched his shoulders inside his spring-weight topcoat and shivered. Bad decision, that thin, unlined topcoat. He’d been wearing it for a couple weeks now back in D.C., where the cherry blossoms were ablaze and the endless acres of lawns had turned that amazing lime green that made your eyes hurt. It was spring back in Washington. Two hours ago, a couple hundred miles ago, it had been spring.

Behind him rose the sweeping glass facade of the John Joseph Moakley United States Courthouse. The building had won several awards, and Pat Brody, who had spent a lot of time in courthouses all over the country, had to admit that it was impressive, architecturally, not that he really gave a shit. It was what the people inside the courthouses did that impressed him, although not always favorably.

Brody glanced at his watch. Twelve noon on the dot. He turned and looked back toward the courthouse, and sure enough, punctual as hell, there was Judge Larrigan, strolling down the wide path, looking around.

Brody lifted his hand. Larrigan spotted him, waved, smiled that million-dollar one-eyed smile of his, and started toward him.

As cynical as he was—and Pat Brody didn’t get to be a special assistant to the president of the United States by being naïve—he had to admit that Judge Thomas R. Larrigan was a pretty impressive specimen. Well over six lanky feet tall, with a thick shock of black hair sprinkled with dignified gray, a wide, lopsided, fun-loving grin, and, of course, that black eye patch. He moved like an athlete, oozed self-confidence. Fifty-nine years old, Brody knew, but he looked about ten years younger. Mature, but not old. Experienced, but not over the hill.

The right look didn’t hurt. It didn’t hurt at all. Larrigan had it.

The son of a bitch had his suit jacket hooked on his finger and slung over his shoulder. His tie was loosened at his throat, and his cuffs were rolled halfway up his forearms, as if it was the middle of July. Shirtsleeves on a day like this. Jesus.

Brody couldn’t stop shivering.

Then Larrigan was standing in front of him. “Mr. Brody?” he said.

Brody looked up and nodded.

“Hope I didn’t keep you waiting,” Larrigan said. “Lawyers, you know?”

“You’re right on time. I just got here.”

Larrigan sat beside him on the bench and folded his jacket on his lap. “Nice day, huh?”

“I’m freezing my balls off, you want the truth.”

Larrigan grinned. “You get used to it.” He shifted so that he was half turned and looked at Brody out of that one sharp blue eye. “I got your message. Pretty mysterious. Don’t know why you wouldn’t want to get together in my chambers where it’s warm. So what brings you to Boston?”

“Do you know who I am?” said Brody.

Larrigan nodded. “Of course I do.”

“Then I thought you might’ve figured out why I’m here, Judge.”

“Maybe I did,” Larrigan said. “But maybe I’d rather hear you say it, just the same. I’ve been trained to withhold judgment until I’ve heard all the evidence, you know?”

“Okay,” said Brody. “Here it is, then. Supreme Court Justice Lawrence Crenshaw has informed the president of his intention to retire at the end of the term. You’ve heard the rumors.” He made it a statement and looked up at Larrigan with his eyebrows arched.

“Rumors,” said Larrigan. “Sure, I’ve heard talk. It’s true?”

“It’s true,” said Brody. “And you, Judge, are on the president’s personal list.”

“Personal list,” said Larrigan. “What does that mean?”

“It means,” said Brody, “that the president’s staffers are studying and evaluating dozens of men and women. Eminent attorneys and jurists from all over the country. A dozen or more of them will be invited to the White House for interviews. Those candidates are on what we call the staff list. You are bypassing all of this, Judge. The president wants you to know that. That’s why I’m here. It’s why you weren’t asked to make the journey to Washington. You’re on the president’s personal list. His is a very short list.”

“So what does this mean, exactly?”

Brody cocked his head, smiled, and nodded.

“Oh,” said Larrigan.

“The president asked me to come here today to ask you—informally, of course, strictly off the record for now—whether, if you were officially asked, you’d be willing to serve your country as an associate justice of the United States Supreme Court.”

Larrigan leaned back against the bench, tilted up his head, and laughed.

Brody frowned. “I don’t—”

“I’m sorry,” said Larrigan. “It’s just, like every lawyer in the country, I’ve fantasized about someone asking me to be a Supreme Court Justice ever since I started filling out applications to law school, and in all my fantasies, not once did I imagine it would happen on some random April day in Boston, sitting on a wooden bench during noon recess with . . . excuse me, Mr. Brody, but with a man who is pretty much anonymous. I visualized the Rose Garden, the president himself, television cameras . . .” He shook his head. “I do apologize. I know you’re one of the president’s most trusted aides. It’s just that this seems terribly . . . I don’t know . . . clandestine.”

“No offense taken,” said Brody. “I appreciate your candor. It is clandestine. I’m sure you understand why at this point the president must keep himself removed from this process.”

“Ah, yes.” Larrigan smiled. “The process. So what exactly is the process?”

It was interesting, Brody thought, how the eye behind the black patch crinkled at the corner just like the sharp blue one did. He wondered vaguely whether the eye socket behind that patch was empty, and if so, what it looked like. Angry red scar tissue? Or was there a cloudy, sightless eyeball there that still moved in unison with the functional one?

Brody folded his hands on top of the briefcase on his lap. “The process has already begun,” he said. “Our meeting here today—this clandestine get-together, as you call it—is evidence of that. It actually began before the president even took office.” He paused and looked at Larrigan, who was peering steadily at him. That single blue eye blazed with intensity. He suspected that Thomas Larrigan had no trouble intimidating lawyers. “Here’s where we’re at. At some appropriate time within the next month or two, Justice Crenshaw will formally announce his retirement. By then we will have leaked a list of the president’s possible nominees to the press. The Fourth Estate, in their own relentless way, will vet the names, dredge up what they can, and the list will shake itself down. Of those names, only two or three will be serious contenders. The rest will be stalking horses. The president must appear to be considering a representative demographic and philosophical sampling of possible candidates—conservatives, liberals, moderates, women and men, gay and straight, African-Americans, Native Americans, Hispanic Americans, disabled Americans—”

“One-eyed Americans,” said Larrigan.

Brody did not smile. “Marine lieutenant, decorated Vietnam veteran. Bronze Star and Purple Heart. Suffolk Law School. Night classes, no less. Blue-collar, up-by-your-own-bootstraps, American dream stuff. Intrepid prosecutor, tough on criminals, elected twice as crime-busting District Attorney, once as state Attorney General, well-respected Federal District Court judge, loving family man.” He paused. “Not to mention, occasional golf partner of the president. Your wife and the First Lady were college classmates. He likes you. Trusts you.”

Not to mention, Brody chose not to say, you are the closest person with anything remotely resembling acceptable credentials we could find to match the profile that the researchers distilled from the focus groups and opinion polls. The profile of a man who could complement—cynics would say “compensate for”—the president’s perceived character. The profile of a strong, confident, sturdy, vigorous man. A man of conviction. A man who knows who he is and what he stands for and doesn’t mind who else knows it.

Unlike, lately, the president.

“And sure.” Brody smiled. “That patch over your eye doesn’t hurt at all.”

“Fair enough.” Larrigan grinned.

“You would be the first Vietnam vet on the Court. The president absolutely loves that idea.”

“Then—”

“It’s early times,” said Brody.

Larrigan nodded.

Brody liked the fact that he didn’t seem too eager. “The fact that you’ve played golf with him, that your wives are friends,” he said, “those things don’t count for much. With the staff, in fact, they’re seen as negatives. They link you too closely with him. The whiff of nepotism.”

“That makes sense,” said Larrigan.

“Don’t get me wrong,” said Brody. “You’re exactly what the president is looking for.”

“He likes my, um, my demographics.”

“He likes your record, Judge. He likes what you stand for. He thinks you’d make a terrific Justice of the Supreme Court. He likes everything about you. And he thinks you can win the consent of the Senate.”

“What you mean is, I wouldn’t embarrass him.”

“Well,” said Brody, “that, of course, we’ll have to verify. We have scrutinized your record as a prosecutor, as a judge. It appears impeccable.”

Larrigan smiled. “Meaning I’ve managed to avoid any controversial rulings. Let’s face it. That’s my record. That’s what I stand for.”

Brody shrugged. “We found no red flags. You’re a moderate. A centrist. Your record will cause no problems.”

“But?”

“There are no buts, Judge. Your personal life, what we know of it, should cause no problems, either.” Brody narrowed his eyes. “I need a direct answer, Judge, before this goes any farther. If asked, would you accept the president’s nomination to the Supreme Court?”

Larrigan combed his fingers through his hair. “It’s an awesome question.” He fell silent.

Brody waited. He huddled in his thin topcoat and gazed at the Inner Harbor. A few sailboats were skimming over the gray, choppy water. Seagulls wheeled overhead with their wings set, riding the air currents.

After a minute or so, Larrigan swiveled back to face him. “Of course I’d accept. It’s the ultimate honor, the ultimate challenge for any lawyer.”

“Good.” Brody cleared his throat. “I just need to ask you a few questions, then. Eventually, of course, if you’re his final choice, you’ll be asked a great many questions.”

“I understand.”

Brody snapped the latches on his briefcase, flipped it open on his lap, and removed a manila folder. He slid out a sheet of paper and squinted at it. “First, some issues that, according to our research, have never come before your court. Please confirm this. Abortion?”

“No. I’ve never had any case involving abortion.”

“Or violence at an abortion clinic, malpractice involving abortion, anything of that sort?”

“No. Nothing like that.”

“And when you were a prosecutor?” Brody was frowning down at his notebook.

Larrigan shook his head. “I prosecuted murderers mostly. Some drug stuff.”

Brody peered up at him. “What is your position on abortion, Judge?”

Larrigan looked up at the sky for a moment, then turned to Brody. “How do you mean?”

Brody shrugged. “Simple question. Are you for it or against it?”

“I’ve never had a case brought before me that involved abortion.”

“If you are nominated, you will be grilled.”

“You mean, what are my personal beliefs?”

“I mean,” said Brody, “have you ever revealed your opinion on abortion in any forum? Your public statements as well as your legal opinions are all fair game.”

“I’ve never revealed my opinion,” said Larrigan. “I try to avoid public statements on any legal or political issue. I’m a judge. It’s the law, not my personal opinions, that matters. I don’t believe a judge should even have personal opinions. We find answers to difficult questions in the law, the Constitution. We deal with cases, not issues.”

“What about gay marriage?”

“I have no personal opinion,” Larrigan said. “If the question came before me, I’d consult case law, seek precedent.”

“You’d consider yourself a strict constructionist, then?” said Brody.

“Judges don’t make law,” said Larrigan. “Legislators do that. Judges merely apply it to specific situations.”

Brody nodded noncommittally. “What about abused women and children, deadbeat dads, the sanctity of marriage? The president is very big on family values, you know.”

“So am I,” said Larrigan. “You are talking about legal matters. Crimes. I have a record on abuse. I prosecuted dozens of cases when I was an A.D.A.” He shrugged. “I’m against breaking the law.”

Brody smiled. “We know. Just checking. You are tough on abuse. Your decisions reflect a solid commitment to family values, women’s rights, children. Not radical, but solid. That’s good stuff.” He glanced into his notebook, then looked up. “There’ll be more of this. Every case you’ve ever prosecuted, every closing argument you’ve ever delivered, every decision you’ve ever handed down, every quote you’ve ever given a reporter, every country club you’ve ever joined, every gardener you ever employed, every woman you ever danced with, all of it will be dredged up. The media has no compunctions, and the Senate takes its advice and consent function very seriously.”

“Sure. I know how it works, Mr. Brody.”

“I need to ask you a harder question.”

Larrigan smiled. “You want to meet all the skeletons in my closet.”

“Yes. Now. Today. There must not be any surprises down the road.”

“I inhaled when I was in law school.” Larrigan grinned. “Drank beer in high school a couple times, too. Never got caught.”

“Twenty years ago,” said Brody, “I would’ve shook your hand and said, oh well, too bad, thanks just the same. Today, those things are not a concern.”

Larrigan folded his arms and frowned. “I’m an alcoholic,” he said quietly.

Brody nodded. “We know that. It’s very much to your credit that you are forthright about it.”

“I’ve never tried to make it a secret.”

“You’ve been dry for sixteen years,” said Brody. “The president believes that fact can work to our advantage. What you’ve done is heroic, Judge. You’ve overcome a very common and terrible disease and risen to the top of your profession. It makes you human and ... interesting. A kind of role model.”

“I never thought being an alcoholic would work to my advantage for anything.”

“Did you ever do anything, um, regrettable in those years?”

“Lots of things that I regret,” said Larrigan. “I suppose I embarrassed myself and my friends and family more than once. But I was never arrested for DUI, never hit my wife, never ended up in the wrong bed, never a public nuisance, nothing like that. I wouldn’t have been confirmed for the seat I presently hold if I had. I sought help, and I got it, and I’ve been dry all this time.” He cleared his throat. “Of course, I’m still an alcoholic. Always will be. Nobody is cured.”

“You understand,” said Brody, “the scrutiny will be a lot more intense when the Senate Judiciary Committee holds its confirmation hearings. More scrutiny than you’ve ever had before. Your friendship with the president and the senators and congressmen from Massachusetts will not protect you. Probably intensify the scrutiny, in fact.”

“There’s nothing.”

“What about when you were in Vietnam?”

“I’m proud of my record.” Larrigan’s forefinger went to his eye patch. It was no doubt a meaningless, unconscious gesture, but Brody had the odd sense that Larrigan was staring at him right through his patch. “It was a crazy, nightmarish time, of course, those last months in Saigon before the evacuation. I saw friends, men under my command, die. I saw innocent civilians, women and children, die. I was responsible for the deaths of many of our enemies. I lost my eye in combat. The nightmares still come back sometimes.” He leaned forward and fixed Brody with that unnerving one-eyed gaze. “You know that I spoke out about the war after my discharge.”

Brody nodded. “We do know that. What you did, the way you went about doing it, was admirable. You served your country honorably as a soldier, and then you came home and served your country as a citizen.”

Larrigan smiled. “I never thought of it that way.”

“The president does.” Brody shut his notebook, shoved it into his briefcase, and snapped it shut. “If you are nominated, you can expect your entire life history to be made public. Are you prepared for that?”

“Yes. Of course.”

“Good.” Brody stood up. “For now, the president must have your assurance that our meeting today will remain confidential.”

“What about my wife?”

Brody shook his head. “I’m sorry.”

Larrigan stood up, too. “I understand.”

Brody held out his hand. “You’ll be hearing from us. The president wants me to tell you that he’s very much looking forward to seeing you again.”

Larrigan gripped Brody’s hand. “Please tell the president that I am greatly honored.”
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THOMAS LARRIGAN WATCHED the little man with the big briefcase walk down the wide pathway and disappear around the bend. It took all his willpower not to leap in the air and click his heels together.

Justice Thomas R. Larrigan. Oh, yes. It had a nice ring to it. It sounded good.

What lawyer didn’t dream of someday sitting on the Supreme Court? He wanted it. Of course he wanted it. If Brody only knew how badly he wanted it . . .

Surprises, Brody had called them. Skeletons—that was Tom Larrigan’s own word. Shit, who didn’t have skeletons? Nobody who’d spent three years in Southeast Asia during the war. Certainly nobody who’d been a drunk for twenty years. If you looked close enough, you’d find a skeleton in every closet in America. If you looked close enough, you wouldn’t find anybody who’d qualify for the Supreme Court.

Old dusty skeletons, long dead. Skeletons can’t tell stories.

Larrigan reached into his pants pocket, took out his cell phone, and pecked out a number. When the voicemail recording invited him to leave a message, Larrigan said, “Meet me at five-thirty. You know where. I’ve got some news. Semper fi.”

He snapped the phone shut, shoved it into his pocket, turned, and strode back into the courthouse.
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DURING THE FORTY-FIVE-MINUTE limo ride to Hanscom Field in Bedford, where the anonymous private jet waited to take him back to Andrews A.F.B., Pat Brody transposed his cryptic handwritten notes into his laptop, then shaped them into an eyes-only memo to the president.

He concluded with these words: “You are right. Larrigan’s perfect. Almost too good to be true.”

Brody liked everything about Thomas Larrigan. He liked his record as both a prosecutor and as a judge. He liked the way he insisted on putting the law above his personal views. He liked the man’s life story. American dream stuff. And he liked his appearance and his personality. He was handsome and likable. Charismatic, even. He’d play well in the media.

The president needed someone exactly like Larrigan. The reelection campaign was looming, and he needed a slam dunk. He needed something that would make everybody in both parties stand up and cheer. He needed an appointee that the Judiciary Committee would approve unanimously and enthusiastically.

The president desperately needed some good wound-healing, bipartisan, no-controversy, polls-spiking, feel-good publicity, and this Judge Larrigan should give him just that. To oppose the appointment of this perfect nominee would appear mean-spirited and partisan. It was a no-lose situation for the president.

Pat Brody couldn’t figure out why he felt vaguely uneasy about the judge. He was perfect.

He sighed. He’d been in the political game too long. He was too damned cynical.

Brody had earned his Ph.D. in history, and in all of his studies, not even to mention his fourteen years in public service, nobody yet had been perfect.

Somewhere along the way the rules had shifted. Now a one-eyed alcoholic federal district court judge who’d never handed down an important decision in his career, never made a decision with constitutional implications, a plodding jurist at best, but an attractive man—okay, a charismatic man with an interesting personal history and a spotless but bland professional history, and a good golf swing—such a man looked like the perfect Supreme Court appointee.

A Bronze Star and an eye patch and a blank slate on every controversial issue of the day. That was the ticket. It was all about perception.

The times they were a-changin’, all right, and Pat Brody supposed he just wasn’t keeping up.

Like his daughter kept saying: Nobody listens to the Kingston Trio anymore, Dad.

The president would be pleased, though. That, he reminded himself, was what counted.

Pleasing the president. That was Patrick Brody’s job.





CHAPTER 2

That evening Pat Brody was sitting at his desk in his windowless basement office almost directly underneath the most powerful office in the world. Brody’s own little workspace was dim, lit only by the single fluorescent bulb on the desk lamp and the glow of his computer screen.

He had delivered his memo to the president, debriefed him, and chatted for the allotted five minutes.

The president had seemed pleased. “So far so good, then,” he had said. “Do what needs to be done.”

And Brody understood his meaning: “Don’t tell me anything else. What I don’t know I can’t be responsible for. But don’t let me make a mistake.”

Brody typed in his password—an utterly random eight-digit number that he changed daily, memorized, and wrote down nowhere—hit the “write letter” icon, and typed in the six-digit address, also random, that he had also memorized.

His fingers hovered over the keyboard as he stared up at the ceiling. Then he wrote:

Blackhole: Your professional services needed for deep backgrounding, utmost discretion, time of the essence, usual extravagant fee for OYO job well done. Meet Bellwether, regular place, Thursday 01:00 for details. Read and delete.

He signed it: “Shadowland.”

He read it over, clicked the “send” icon, deleted it from his “mail sent” file, then opened the “deleted mail” file and erased it from there, too.

Brody knew that somewhere out there in cyberspace this e-mail would continue to exist even after it had been deleted at both ends, and that, in theory, it could be recovered and traced back to his and Blackhole’s computers. That was highly unlikely, but should it happen, and if it were then decrypted, which was unlikely bordering on impossible, it would still take a lot of other knowledge to make any sense out of the message. Minimal, acceptable risk. Nothing was absolutely without risk.

He paused, stretched and yawned, then wrote another e-mail:

Bellwether: Need for Patchman scrutiny confirmed. Meet Blackhole OYO, usual place, Thursday 01:00, specify assignment per previous instructions. Read and delete. Shadowland.

Again he sent the mail then deleted it from his computer.

Brody checked his own incoming mailbox, found no important messages, logged off, and shut down his computer.

He leaned back in his chair, cradled his neck in his laced fingers, and smiled up at the dark ceiling.

Pat Brody loved this shit. He loved the Byzantine complexity of it all. He loved pulling the strings, making things happen. He loved the fact that he was Shadowland.

Somewhere out there two men—or, for all he knew, two women, or one of each, or whatever—were reading his words in virtually untraceable secrecy. “Blackhole,” whoever that was, did the important jobs that official government agents could not do. He—or she—got his or her assignments from another ghostly character, an intermediary known to Brody only as “Bellwether.”

He communicated with them in the anonymity of cyberspace, safely insulated from the president and his immediate circle. Whatever services they rendered, they did OYO—“on your own.” Nothing could be traced back to the white mansion on Pennsylvania Avenue, never mind to the Oval Office within it. They were free to use any method that promised to work. The end justifies the means. Introductory Machiavelli. Raison d’état. Realpolitik.

Their OYO activities were, in the delicious jargon of bureaucratic survival theory, “plausibly deniable.”

Pat Brody didn’t want to know what they did or how they did it. If Brody didn’t know, there was no way the president could know. And if the president didn’t know, he couldn’t be blamed. He might be accused of naïvete, or of ignorance, or even of failing to maintain sufficient control of his staff. That was the worst-case scenario. But in the final analysis, with the proper degree of spin, what the president didn’t know could do him no harm.

If Blackhole, or Bellwether, or Shadowland himself—if any one of them should get careless, all of them would be sacrificed, no questions asked. Brody would become the victim of the president’s self-righteous indignation. He would be “the man I thought I could trust,” the maverick, the loose cannon.

Blackhole and Bellwether ... they would simply disappear.

Everyone understood how it worked.

The system had always been there. Nixon had exposed it to public attention. Reagan had refined it, perfected the illusion, mastered the art of plausible deniability. Their successors—hello, Dick Cheney—with the benefit of personal computers and cellular telephones and other technology, and with their cynical scruples, had made it into an art.

Fuck up and your head rolls. That was part of Brody’s job description.

The president needed to be sure that nominating this Larrigan—or even announcing his possible candidacy—created no problem. The one-eyed war-hero judge could be an attractive feather in the president’s political cap.

Of course, he could also be a disaster.

It was Pat Brody’s job to avert disasters. That’s why he had activated Blackhole.
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JESSIE CHURCH WAS sitting in her anonymous Honda Civic across the street from Anthony Moreno’s dingy little bungalow in Mill Valley on San Francisco Bay. Jessie’s camcorder was braced on the window ledge, and her Canon EOS with its 600-millimeter lens sat on the seat beside her. She was sipping bottled water and sweating under the unrelenting midday sun, waiting for the poor schmuck to do something stupid.

Anthony Moreno had found an orthopedist willing to testify that Mr. Moreno’s work-related back injury, quote-unquote, would forever prevent him from performing his job, which was driving a bus around the streets of Oakland, and that Mr. Moreno should therefore, in accordance with the contract negotiated between the bus drivers’ union and the city, be entitled to full retirement benefits plus workman’s compensation.

The city’s insurance company assumed that both the orthopedist and Anthony Moreno were lying—anybody could fake a back injury, and it was not exactly unheard of for a doctor to help out a friend, so they hired BSI—Bay Security and Investigations—to get the goods on Mr. Moreno.

Today was Thursday. Jessie had been on the case since Monday, and so far the most back-breaking thing she’d seen Moreno do was squat down to retrieve his newspaper from his front stoop, which he did, carefully, every morning at 7:15. He opened the front door, stepped out onto the stoop, slowly bent his knees, keeping his back straight and one hand on the wrought-iron porch railing, picked up the paper, and slowly pushed himself upright.

She’d recorded that performance each time. The man was either one hell of an actor—and playing, as far as he knew, for an imaginary audience—or a man with a bad back.

Moreno stayed indoors most of the time. For all Jessie knew, he was moving furniture and doing jumping jacks in there, but he kept the curtains drawn all day long.

Tuesday after supper, with the help of his cane, he’d hobbled out to the Dodge minivan under his carport. Jessie followed him to the Sons of Italy hall a few blocks from his house. She guessed he’d normally walk there, but now he drove. She couldn’t follow him inside, of course. It was a private club. But the square one-story building had four big floor-to-ceiling windows facing the street. So she found a place to park from which, through her 600-millimeter lens, she could see what was going on inside. There were a few pinball machines and a pool table and a little dance floor. But all Anthony Moreno did was sit at a table and drink a couple of beers. He used his cane whenever he stood up. He didn’t shoot any pool or dance with any of the women. He just sat there stiffly and sipped his beer. When somebody spoke to him, he turned his head slowly to look at them without twisting his body.

Maybe Moreno was performing for her, although there was no way he could know he was being observed. Jessie was too good for that. But as far as she could tell, Anthony Moreno behaved as if he really did have a bad back.

She’d stick with it through the weekend, then file her report. If they wanted her to keep at it, well, it was their money.

She found herself shaking her head at the irony of it, though. Jessie Church, the heroic bodyguard who’d saved the abortion doctor’s life, and look at her now, a little over a week later, on a crummy insurance stakeout, and it wasn’t even going to pan out. The only assignment Jessie found more distasteful than insurance work was to follow husbands around so she could photograph them sneaking their blonde receptionists into motel rooms.

But she’d asked for the Moreno job. That damn picture of her taking down that guy at the clinic had appeared in the newspaper, and even though they’d used her invented name, Carol Ann Chang—Chang being the most common Asian name in the Greater San Francisco phone book, the Smith or Johnson of Asians—she decided she better lay low for a while, if it wasn’t too late already.

After she nailed the wacko at the abortion clinic, she’d taken a few days off to wait for the insane ringing in her right ear to subside. It could’ve been worse, of course. The .38 revolver had discharged barely a foot from her head. Luckily, it was aimed straight up.

No luck involved, actually. Jessie had the guy’s wrist in her grip, and one second after he’d yanked on the trigger she’d snapped his finger.

It was just a minute after that the damn photographer took her picture.

When she went back to the office after her mini-vacation, Del, her boss, told her that Sharon Stone had called. Sharon had seen the story in the Chronicle and wanted Jessie to bodyguard her on a trip to Europe in June. Del was pretty excited.

“Awesome opportunity, Jess,” Del had said. Del was the only person in her new life who knew her real name. Sometimes she wondered if that had been a mistake, but she trusted Del, and he made out her paychecks to Carol Ann Chang, and she deposited them in bank accounts in the name of Carol Ann Chang. Her credit cards, her driver’s license, the lease on her apartment, her fake Social Security card—her entire new life in San Francisco was Carol Ann Chang’s life, not Jesse Church’s.

But now, with her picture circulating on the Internet and in national publications, she wasn’t at all confident that a fake name was enough.

“I’m not working with Sharon Stone,” Jessie told Del.

“Aw, jeez, Jess,” Del said. “It’d be great for you, great for the company. Sharon loves you. She wants to get together for lunch, go over a few things with you before we do a contract, but it looks good. I got it all set it all up, tomorrow, one-thirty—”

“No,” Jessie said.

“Aw, Jess. Do this for me.”

“No bodyguarding.”

“But Sharon—”

“You gotta get somebody else, Del.”

“You don’t get it,” he said. “She’s asking for you. You specifically. I mean, she wouldn’t’ve called in the first place if she hadn’t seen—”

“No,” said Jessie. “You’re the one who doesn’t get it. Listen. I don’t care who it is. I don’t care what she pays. I don’t care what it will do for business. I’m sorry. I’m not doing it. Get somebody else.”

Del blinked. “Hey, come on, babe. Sharon’s really a down-toearth person. Great sense of humor. Smart as hell. You’ll like her.”

“Don’t call me babe,” said Jessie. “How many times’ve I got to tell you?”

He’d leaned forward, folded his hands on top of the desk, and peered at her over the top of his wire-rimmed glasses. “I’m sorry, kid,” he said. “I didn’t realize that abortion clinic thing shook you up so bad. That nutcake came a whisker from killing you.”

“I’m not shook up,” she said. “That’s not it. And don’t call me kid, either.”

He rolled his eyes, then leaned back in his chair. “I need you to do the Sharon Stone thing, Jess. Whaddya say? Please?”

Jessie laughed. “Did you actually say please?”

Del grinned. “Don’t tell anybody, for God’s sake.”

“The answer’s no anyway,” she said.

“Listen,” he said. “I’m the boss, remember? I own this fucking business? You’re the employee? You’re supposed to take the jobs I assign to you?”

“Fine,” she said. “I quit, then.”

Del peered at her for a minute. Then he took his glasses off his face, pinched the bridge of his nose, and said, “Howie Cohen, huh?”

Jessie nodded.

“Something happen?”

“No,” she said. “Not yet.”

“But they didn’t use your real name in the paper. You were Carol Ann Chang, kick-ass hero, in that story.”

“It’s the picture that worries me,” she said.

He stared at her for a long moment. Then he nodded. “Okay. I hear you. I got an insurance thing in Mill Valley, if you want it.”

“I’ll take it,” said Jessie.

“Be careful, huh?”

“I’m always careful.”

He shook his head. “I know you are. That’s why you’re the best. That’s why you’d be great with Sharon. This is such a fucking waste, babe. Waste of an awesome client, waste of a great talent, waste of an unbelievable PR opportunity. But, hey, I don’t blame you for wanting to keep a low profile for a while, and if that’s what you’re thinking . . .”

He let it dangle there like a question, hoping, of course, that his flattery plus the logic of it would change her mind.

She looked at him, smiled, and shook her head.

“I mean it,” he’d said. “Be careful.”

Del was right, of course. Her talents were wasted on insurance and divorce stakeouts. You didn’t need brains or resourcefulness or strength or quickness for that work. You didn’t need to be able to scan a hostile crowd and spot the one guy with the handgun. You didn’t need to be able to move quickly enough to disarm him before anybody got hurt. All you needed for stakeout work was patience.

Having Sharon Stone for a client would be huge for Del. Jessie felt bad, having to turn him down. It sounded like a lot of fun, actually, traveling around Europe with Sharon, staying in highclass hotels, eating in the best restaurants, hobnobbing with famous people. They’d make a striking pair, Sharon’s classic sexy blonde, Jessie’s exotic brunette.

But there would be cameras everywhere they went. Jessie Church, no matter what name she used, couldn’t risk any more exposure, if it wasn’t too late already.

So now she was slouched in her old Civic, waiting for Anthony Moreno to make his mistake, quite content to be invisible and anonymous.

People magazine. The morning talk show at the local CBS affiliate. The newspapers and radio stations. Even some guy claiming to be a Hollywood agent. They all wanted to make Carol Ann Chang a star.

They should see her now, in her green Oakland A’s cap with the visor pulled low and her wraparound sunglasses and grungy old Hard Rock Cafe T-shirt. Glamorous as hell.

Before she’d stopped answering her phone, she told them all the same thing: Please, I’m no hero. I was only doing my job, what I’ve been trained for, what they pay me for. Millions of people go to work every day and do their job, and nobody hounds them for interviews or wants to take their pictures. Their phones don’t keep ringing so persistently that they have to stop answering. They don’t feel they must wear sunglasses and caps with the visors pulled low over their foreheads whenever they go to the supermarket.

Go do a story about a schoolteacher or a social worker or a beat cop or an EMT. They’re heroes. They save lives every day. They deserve publicity. They’d probably welcome it.

Don’t write about me. Please.

They had, of course. They’d written about Carol Ann Chang, the reluctant hero, and they’d reprinted the Chronicle photo that showed her kneeling beside the guy she’d just defeated, barely in the nick of time, saving the doctor’s life. She had her arm raised up and she was looking straight at the camera, and her mouth was in the shape of the letter O, as if she was shouting, “Wow!” or “Yeow!”

From the photo, you’d think Jessie was exulting at her conquest of the assassin.

In fact she’d been yelling at the guy with the camera. “No! No! Please don’t!” Please don’t take my picture, she meant.

Now Jessie Church was spooked.

Four years earlier she’d quit the Baltimore cops. She drove across the country, about as far as you could get from Howie Cohen and his crew without crossing an international border, to make herself a new, anonymous life in San Francisco. She’d changed her name, bought the fake documents from her old friend Jimmy Nunziato in Chicago, got the job at BSI, and found a nice one-bedroom apartment on 24th Street in Noe Valley near the farmers’ market. She liked the neighborhood and had made some friends, though she didn’t let anybody get too close. She liked working for Del. She liked being Carol Ann Chang. Life was pretty good. Once in a while she even found herself relaxing.

Howie Cohen was behind bars. “Safely behind bars” was the way the newspapers put it, whatever “safely” meant, and after four years of doing investigations for Del Robbins, Jessie had almost managed to convince herself that the Howie Cohen thing really was in the past.

But now, with her picture in the paper, it had started up all over again. Howie Cohen had loyal friends and relations and business associates with long memories everywhere. In her eighteen months of undercover back in Baltimore, Jessie had gotten to know them all way too well.

Then she’d betrayed them.

Cohen was locked away. So maybe it was stupid to wake up ten times a night imagining somebody was creeping around in her bedroom. Maybe it was neurotic to mistrust every guy she passed on the sidewalk or saw standing in a checkout line or heard on the other end of the telephone. Maybe she was paranoid. Probably she was. Nothing stupid about it, though. Paranoia kept you alive.

Bodyguarding Sharon Stone was the last thing she needed.

What she needed was witness protection, except they didn’t do that for undercover cops after they testified at the trials of men who kidnapped runaway children in American cities and sold them to rich Middle Eastern pedophiles.

What they did for undercover cops after they testified was take them off the street and assign them to a desk.

Jessie had lasted two months on the desk in Baltimore. She probably could’ve tolerated the dreary walls and the mindless paperwork and the lousy coffee and the sexist jokes for several more months. She was adaptable and patient. She had a high tolerance for boredom.

What she couldn’t tolerate was the powerful apprehension that she was being watched, followed, stalked, and that sooner or later, at his whim, Howie Cohen would reach out through his prison bars to wreak his revenge.

When she’d stepped down from the witness stand and glanced at Cohen, sitting there beside his lawyers, a paunchy sixty-year-old guy with a bald head and big ears and horn-rimmed glasses, he’d smiled at her, pressed his two fingers to his lips, then wiggled them at her.

Kissing her off. Telling her she was dead.

That awful smile still haunted her dreams.

So she quit the cops, packed her stuff, which wasn’t much, into her Civic, and headed west. She left no forwarding address. Couldn’t, since she didn’t know where she was going.

She ended up in San Francisco and presented herself to Del Robbins, the president of Bay Security and Investigations in Oakland. Del talked with her for about ten minutes, made one phone call, and hired her on the spot.

Perfect, Jessie had thought at the time. For an ex-cop there was no more anonymous, behind-the-scenes job than private investigating. The whole job was about not being noticed or recognized.

Unless you save a public figure from being assassinated in front of a mob of people and reporters, that is. And unless some lucky cameraman is there to shoot you kneeling beside the creep with one hand squeezing his balls and the other arm raised and a look of triumph on your face, and the photo is so good that it gets reprinted in newspapers across the country and makes the rounds on the Internet.

So now Jessie Church was looking over her shoulder again. Some Cohen friend or relative or business associate or customer was bound to spot that newspaper photo and recognize her, phony name notwithstanding. Sooner or later, inevitably, Howie Cohen would send somebody to track her down and kill her.

So far, it hadn’t happened. Not yet. Nobody could tail Jessie Church without her knowing it.

But it would happen soon.

She guessed it was about time to think about loading up her Civic again. Time to change her name again, change her habits, change her look. Get a job in an office somewhere. Couldn’t be worse than sitting in a car waiting for Anthony Moreno to make a mistake.
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JUDGE THOMAS LARRIGAN hung up his robe, slumped into his desk chair, and sighed. Another long, tense day on the bench. He rubbed his good eye, stretched his arms, then quickly jotted some notes on a yellow legal pad. He had to hand down an admissibility ruling when court convened the next morning. It raised a couple of tricky questions, and Larrigan didn’t want to blow it. Not now. Not with a Supreme Court nomination on the horizon. It wouldn’t look good if an appeal was granted because Judge Larrigan had misapplied the law.

But if he erred, he knew enough to err on the side of the victim; in this case, a two-year-old girl whose skull had been fractured by an unemployed pipefitter while her mother lounged on the sofa in the same room watching the Home Shopping Network. The search of the apartment had turned up a stash of marijuana, an assortment of barbiturates, and two grams of cocaine. The problem was, the warrant had neglected to mention drugs, and they hadn’t been in plain sight when the police entered the apartment.

Larrigan would, of course, rule the drugs admissible. His problem was to justify that ruling with case law. Then, even if he were overturned on appeal, his reputation would not be tarnished. These days, a jurist’s reputation hinged less on his even-handed application of the law than on what he seemed to believe.

Larrigan believed in the fair application of the law. He believed justice should be blind.

But he also believed that the war on drugs should be fought aggressively and that criminals should be punished. He had the reputation of being a tough judge. He’d nurtured that reputation. He’d earned it. That reputation had put him on the president’s short list for a seat on the Supreme Court.

It had been a week since Pat Brody had come to Boston. Larrigan wondered what would happen next.

Nothing, probably. As Brody had told him, there were hundreds of names, hundreds of top-notch judges and lawyers. Even if he was on what Brody called the president’s “personal list,” even if he’d played golf with the president a couple times, Larrigan knew he was still a long shot.

Still, he couldn’t help wanting it, tasting it . . .

He swiveled around in his chair to stare out his office window. Black roiling thunderheads were building out over the harbor. They’d burst open any minute, he figured. Just in time to rain out his late-afternoon golf match in Belmont with Jonah Wright, which was disappointing. Larrigan enjoyed golf, and he liked playing with Jonah. The man had a flamboyant, erratic game. He hit the ball a mile, usually into the rough, which set up both his occasionally spectacular recoveries over, around, and under trees and his more frequent double bogies. Wright tended to sink long serpentine putts and miss two-footers.

He was a challenging opponent but, of course, no match for Larrigan’s steady, methodical game, and even giving three shots a side, Larrigan rarely lost to him. For that matter, Larrigan rarely lost to anybody. When he played the president, he beat him, too. Larrigan believed that the president admired the fact that the judge didn’t hold back, that he was a competitor, that he refused to lose.

But that’s not why Larrigan didn’t want to miss his weekly match with Jonah Wright. Jonah was a well-positioned State Street investment banker, a Boston power broker, an ally. Larrigan hadn’t figured out how yet. But sooner or later Jonah Wright would be able to do him a favor.

Of course, when the Supreme Court appointment went through, Larrigan wouldn’t need any Jonah Wrights ever again.
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