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ONE







THE RAIN PELTING SEVENTH AVENUE tasted of diesel and big-city friction. Sean Syrrell stared out the limo’s open window and let the day weep for him.


Sean gripped his chest with one hand, trying to compress his heart back into shape. His granddaughter managed to make the end of the block only because her aunt supported her. They turned the corner without a backward glance. Not till they were lost from view did Sean roll up his window.


Storm’s survival demanded that she be cut loose. He had fired her because it was the only way he could protect her. Sean knew the enemy was closing in. He had felt the killer’s breath for days. Storm was his last remaining hope for achieving his lifelong dream, and establishing his legacy.


But the knowledge he had been right to fire her did little to ease the knife-edged pain that shredded his heart.


The driver asked, “Everything okay, Mr. Syrrell?”


Sean glanced at the young man behind the wheel. The driver was new, but the company was the only one he used ever since the danger had been revealed. If the enemy wanted a way to monitor his movements in New York, he’d handed it to them on a platter. “Why don’t you go for a coffee or something. I’d like a moment.”




“No can do, sir. I leave the wheel, they pull my license.”


Sean stared blindly at the rain-streaked side window. He could only hope that one day Storm would understand, and tell Claudia, and the pair of them would forgive him.


Unless, of course, he was wrong and the threat did not exist.


But he wasn’t wrong.


“Mr. Syrrell?”


Sean opened his door and rose from the car. “Drop my bags off at the hotel. We’re done for the day.”


Sean passed the Steinway showroom’s main entrance, turned the corner, pressed the buzzer beside the painted steel elevator doors, and gave his name. A white-suited apprentice grinned a hello and led him downstairs. Sean greeted the technicians, most of whom he knew by name. He chatted about recent acquisitions and listened as they spoke of their charges. The ladies in black. Always feminine. Always moody and temperamental. Always in need of a firm but gentle hand.


Among professional pianists, the Steinway showroom’s basement was a place of myth. The long room was clad in whitewashed concrete. Beneath exposed pipes and brutal fluorescent lights stood Steinway’s most valuable asset: their collection of concert pianos.


All but one were black. The exception had been finished in white as a personal favor to Billy Joel. Otherwise they looked identical. But each instrument was unique. The Steinway basement had been a place of pilgrimage for over a hundred years. Leonard Bernstein, Vladimir Horowitz, Sergei Rachmaninoff, Leon Fleisher, Elton John, Glenn Gould, Alfred Brendel, Mitsuko Uchida. They all came. An invitation to the Steinway basement meant entry to one of the world’s most exclusive musical circles.


Sean Syrrell had not been granted access because of his talent. As a pianist, he was mechanical. He did not play the keys so much as box with the music. He lacked the finesse required for greatness. But fifteen years ago, he had done Steinway a great favor. He had located and salvaged the grand that had graced the White Palace, summer home to the Russian czars.


After the Trotsky rebellion, the piano had vanished. For years the world believed that Stalin had placed it in his dacha, then in a drunken rage had chopped it up for firewood. But Sean had found it in a Krakow junk shop the year after the Berlin Wall fell, just one more bit of communist flotsam. He had smuggled it west, where Germany’s finest restorer had spent a year returning it to its original pristine state. It was now housed in the Steinway family’s private collection.


The basement was overseen by Steinway’s chief technician. He and an assistant were “juicing” the hammers of a new concert grand. Sean spent a few minutes listening and discussing the piano’s raw tones. Then he moved to his favorite. CD-18 was more or less retired from service after 109 years of touring. Occasionally it was brought out as a favor to a special Steinway client. The last time had been for a voice-piano duet—Lang Lang and Pavarotti. For fifteen years, Van Cliburn had begged Steinway to sell him the instrument. Yet here it remained.


Sean seated himself and ran through a trio of exercises. His hands were too stubby for concert-quality play, his manner at the keys too brusque. Added to that were his failing ears, which had lost a great deal of their higher-range tonality. And his strength, which these days was far more bluster than muscle. And his heart, which still thudded painfully from firing Storm.


This time, it took a great deal longer than usual to leave the world behind. He hovered, he drifted, yet he was not transported. The tragic elements of his unfolding fate held him down.


When peace finally entered his internal realm, Sean switched to an étude by Chopin. It was a courtly dance, even when thumped out by his bricklayer’s hands. The instrument was bell-like, a radiant sound that caused even his antiquated frame to resonate.


Between the first and second movement, his playing transported him away from the realm of business and debt and his own multitude of failings. He knew others believed he harbored an old man’s fantasy of playing on the concert stage. But that was rubbish. He was here because twice each year, for a few treasured moments, an instrument brought him as close to divinity as Sean Syrrell would ever come. At least, so long as he was chained to this traumatic ordeal called life.


Sean detected a subtle shift in the chamber’s atmosphere. He was well aware of what it probably meant. He shut his eyes and turned to his favorite composer. Brahms was so very right for the moment, if indeed he was correct in thinking the moment had arrived.


Brahms above all composers had managed to form prayer into a series of notes. Yet Brahms had always been the hardest for Sean to play. Brahms required gentle eloquence. Normally Sean Syrrell played with all the gentleness of a drummer.


Today, however, Sean found himself able to perform the melody as it should be performed, as a supplicant with a lover’s heart.


Then Sean heard a different sound. A quiet hiss, accompanied by a puff of air on his cheek.


Sean opened his eyes in time to see a hand reflected in the piano’s mirrored surface, moving away from his face. It held a small crystal vial.


Sean’s cry of alarm was stifled by what felt like a hammer crashing into his chest. He doubled over the instrument, and his forehead slammed into the keyboard. But he heard none of it.


His entire being resonated with a single clarity of purpose, as strong as a funeral bell. He had been right all along.


Sean did not halt his playing. Even when his fingers slipped from the keys, still he played on.


His final thought was of Storm, which was only fitting. She was, after all, his one remaining earthbound hope.


He was carried along with notes that rose and rose until they joined in celestial perfection, transporting him into the realm he had prayed might find room for him. Even him.















TWO







FOR HIS THIRTY-NINTH BIRTHDAY, HARRY Bennett received a year and a day of unexpected freedom.


The present didn’t come gift wrapped. Bows and bangles were in short supply within the Barbados prison system. Harry did not mind. In fact, he had no idea he’d received anything at all. Harry had not even had a visitor in eleven months, since the last time his rotten lawyer had stopped by to inform him that his High Court appeal had been turned down. The same day Harry’s bank balance had finally reached zero. His lawyer had actually smiled at Harry. As though milking Harry Bennett had been his goal from the beginning.


The Barbados prison operated on what Harry called the uncertainty principle: don’t tell the inmates a thing. The first hint Harry had of coming change was when the guards called him from his cell. Which in itself was a major cause for celebration after three weeks of lockdown. There had been no reason for the lockdown, either. It had happened once before, when half of the guards had come down with gut rot and the prison director simply shut the prisoners in their cells until his staff was back to full strength.


The guards knew all about what lockdown did to a prisoner, sitting in a concrete box and watching the walls close in. So two of them came to fetch Harry. But Harry was in no mood to make trouble. They watched him silently count the steps. Two, three, four. Then hesitate. Even though there was no wall to force him to turn around, still he had to take a breath to break through the invisible barrier. One of the guards actually laughed.


They took him through the rattling cell-block doors and watched as he glanced down the long hall to the glass doors at the end. Through those doors were the induction office and the visitors’ center and the street. Prisoners always looked in that direction before taking the stairs up to the director’s office, where Harry assumed he was headed. Which was not a good thing. A visit with the prison director almost always ended up with time in the hole. Only today Harry was steered toward the guards’ station.


A packet wrapped in brown paper and tied with twine rested on top of the counter. Harry’s name and prisoner number and date of release were scrawled across the top.


Harry stared at the bundle.


“What’s the matter, treasure man? You don’t want it?”


Harry just kept staring at the bundle and the date written on the top. The day after his fortieth birthday. Three hundred and sixty-six days from now.


“Harry’s having such a fine time here with us, he don’t want to leave. Ain’t that right?” The guard shoved the bundle closer. “Go on, mon,” he said. “This be your getting-out day.”


Harry stripped there at the counter and dressed in the poplin suit his rotten lawyer had bought for Harry’s court date, since Harry had been arrested wearing nothing but a pair of cutoffs and boat shoes. The arrest had come in what Harry knew for a fact were international waters, three miles beyond Barbados territory. But the Barbados government had wanted Harry’s treasure ship for itself. And the easiest way to keep from paying Harry Bennett his rightful commission was to arrest him for piracy.


Of course, there was also the matter of diving permits.


Which Harry Bennett did not have. Since he’d never entered Barbados waters.


Allegedly.


Once dressed, Harry did not let himself take a second look down to where freedom’s sunlight splashed hard against the glass doors. Even when the guards gripped him by the elbows and started down that long corridor, Harry kept his eyes on the concrete floor. The guards grew bored in lockdown. Dressing up Harry Bennett for his birthday and then apologizing for getting it wrong was just their sort of ticket. They’d be laughing about this for weeks.


But when they reached the bullet-proof door, the buzzer sounded. One guard pushed it open while the other slapped a pink release form in Harry’s hand. “You know the way from here.”


Harry crossed the yard in a sunlit daze.


The guard who operated the outer gate was as black as the hole Harry Bennett had come to know all too well. His grin was probably good-natured. But Harry had known guards who laughed when they beat the prisoners. The guard said, “Don’t say the island never gave you nothing, Harry.”


Harry stared at the street beyond the gates. “No, indeed.”


The guard held out a pale-palmed hand for Harry’s release form. He registered the number in his book and asked, “Will I be seeing you again, Harry?”


“Not a chance in this whole wide world.”


“That’s the answer I want to be hearing from you.” The guard waved his hand in the languid island manner. The guardhouse rang the buzzer and opened the gates. “You be good, now.”


Harry stepped outside. He turned right because it was toward the sun. The light was so bright he could not see where he was going. Harry squinted and kept moving down the empty street. And counted his steps.


The Barbados prison was located in the old fortress down on the bad side of Bridgetown. The yard was a postage stamp thirty-three paces wide. When Harry reached step thirty-four, he was shaking so hard he had to lean against the wall. It was the longest straight line he had walked in seventeen months.


“I say, would you happen to be Harry Bennett?”


Harry focused on a skinny black gnome seated in the rear of a powder-puff blue car. “That’s a fifty-six Buick.”


“Fifty-five, actually.” The gnome opened his door. He shooed the hustling driver away and eased himself out in elderly stages. He wore a dark pinstriped suit that could have held two of him, and peered up at Harry. “It is you, is it not?”


“That depends.”


“Well, of course. How could I expect you to respond willingly to questions from a perfect stranger. Particularly given what you’ve just managed to survive.” He offered Harry a gnarled hand. “Wilberforce Lincoln Pawltwell, at your service. I apologize for keeping you waiting, good sir. But I was led to believe you would not be released until tomorrow. I dread to think what would have happened had my contact in the director’s office not bothered to phone.”


Harry gripped the man’s hand like he would ancient crystal. “Should I know you?”


“We share a mutual friend, Mr. Bennett. Or rather, we did. But first let’s make ourselves comfortable.” He waved toward his car. “Please allow me to offer you a ride.”


“First tell me why.”


The gnome lowered his voice and said, “Sean Syrrell’s dying request was that I come to your aid.”


The sun dimmed somewhat. “Old Sean’s gone?”


“He is indeed. But not before he phoned on your behalf. And now, dear sir. Do join me.”


Harry waited until he was in the car to ask, “When did Sean die?”


“Three days ago.” Pawltwell leaned forward. “The airport, Jimmy. This gentleman’s plane leaves in less than three hours.”


“I’m not going anywhere.”


“But you must, Mr. Bennett. Sean distinctly—”


“The Barbados government owes me one quarter of two point six million dollars. I heard from the guards that’s the take from my wreck.”


“That would be a most injudicious attitude to take, sir. The courts have declared that you have no claim whatsoever.”


“You’re a lawyer?”


“Called to the bar sixty years ago next week.”


“I hate lawyers.”


“Yes, well. Given your choice of defense attorneys, I can understand the sentiment.” Pawltwell’s hands had the frail quality of a child’s, wrapped in skin like burnt parchment. He gathered them on the head of his cane. “Harry…may I call you Harry? I speak with six decades’ experience when I say your case is unwinnable.”


“I never entered Barbados waters—”


“I took it upon myself to make enquiries. I immediately received a visit from a most unpleasant individual. A simply horrid soul, sir. Representing an arm of my government I did not even know existed.”


The Buick smelled of sweat and age and mothballs. “I think his cousins work as guards inside.


“No doubt every nation on earth has its share of such dark souls. This particular ogre informed me that were I to pursue my enquiries, I would join you inside a place without windows. I believe you know the place of which I speak.”


Harry shut his eyes.


“My dear Harry, we are all a hairsbreadth from eternity. Your recent experiences have no doubt driven that fact home in brutal detail. Were you to take this exceptionally unwise course, my visitor assured me you would join the living dead.” Pawltwell shuddered delicately. “To hear him describe your fate left me quaking in my brogans.”


Harry did not say anything more until they pulled into the airport’s forecourt. Barbados palms rustled and waved a salt-scented farewell in the afternoon sea breeze. “Where am I headed?”


“London.” Pawltwell handed over a shiny new briefcase, so packed the sides bulged. “In the side pocket you will find a passport, a ticket, a receipt for two nights’ prepaid stay at the Heathrow Sheraton, a file, and traveling funds. The file contains Sean’s dying request. Two, actually.”


“Which are?”


“First, go and see a certain gentleman in London. His name and rather elaborate contact details are in the file. It’s all a bit cloak-and-dagger for my taste, but Sean obviously thought it important.”


“After that?”


“Protect Storm Syrrell, his granddaughter. A remarkable woman, by all accounts.” The old man pointed Harry toward the airport and the waiting plane. “Balance your loss against your remarkable good fortune, that’s my advice. And don’t give another thought to what you will never recover.”




Harry felt a prisoner’s helpless rage. “Easy for you to say. You’re just a hired gun.”


Pawltwell tapped the head of his cane. Once, twice, three times. A silent admonition. He did not glance over as Harry climbed out. “Sean also instructed me to tell you the rewards could be great, but the risks are even greater. But you are well versed in living with danger, are you not?” The old man signaled to the driver and dismissed Harry, all in one wave. “Come, Jimmy. Let us leave this gentleman to choose his fate.”















THREE







WHEN THE CORONER FINALLY RELEASED Sean’s body, Storm and her aunt Claudia drove from New York back to Alexandria. The rental car tires hissed through a late-season slush, while overhead loomed a sky that reflected Storm’s own future. Every sweep of the wipers revealed the hearse, throwing grit and tears back upon them like the shadow bringer himself.


After helping Claudia see to the funeral arrangements, Storm drove to Dulles and caught the last flight to Palm Beach. When she arrived home, she dumped her luggage and stayed in the shower until all the hot water was gone. Her bones ached, more from failure than fatigue. She dressed in a Dolphins T-shirt, crawled into bed, hugged her pillow, and wondered why the tears still refused to come.


After her first night’s sleep in three days, Storm woke to sunlight streaming through her window, unhindered by drapes she had not bothered to close. She made coffee and half listened to her messages as she dressed. A few friends in the trade phoned to express their condolences. Others called seeking either bargains or news. The only odd note came from her pastor, Richard Ellis, who had phoned six times. Storm carried her recharged mug through the apartment, the litany of voices following her every step. Richard had been Sean’s friend, not hers. Friendship with a pastor suggested a comfort level with faith that Storm did not possess. But when Sean had been in town, he and the pastor had often talked long into the night. Storm assumed Richard was phoning about funeral details and mentally added his name to the list of things that would never get done.


When the call from Claudia finally came, Storm was as ready as she would ever be. “I’m here.”


“How was your night?”


“I actually slept.”


“Glad one of us did.” Claudia Syrrell was normally as polished and gentle as Storm’s grandfather had been brutal. Today, her voice carried the discord of a cracked bell. “I’ve just finished with the lawyers.”


Storm seated herself at the desk that had once belonged to Sean. “Tell me.”


“The reading of Sean’s will was all empty gestures and worried looks. As in, there is no chance the company will survive. The meeting with the accountant was nightmarish. I knew Sean had eaten into his assets, keeping us afloat. But…” Claudia drew a ragged breath. “It’s gone. All of it. There’s nothing left.”


“Did he even mention me in the will?”


“No, honey. He didn’t.”


Claudia’s regretful pause gave Storm time for flight through painful memories. Sean Syrrell had disowned Storm’s father before Storm had been born. She had not even met her grandfather until two weeks after her twenty-first birthday. Sean had neither offered a glimmer of apology for the lost years, nor even suggested they mattered to him. Even so, working at Syrrell’s had been all Storm ever wanted, even long before she’d met her grandfather.


At thirteen she had befriended her aunt Claudia and started visiting their Palm Beach office. She had chosen her university and her major on Claudia’s advice: accounting with a minor in art history. With that background, Storm had realized months ago that Syrrell’s was in dire straights.


Claudia changed the subject. “When are the packers coming to set you up at the convention center?”


The Palm Beach Art and Treasures Fair was one of the largest in the country, with over a quarter of a million visitors. Booths were offered by invitation only. As much as a billion dollars in merchandise would trade hands.


Storm struggled to maintain a steady tone. “Three days.”


“Have them clear out the office and the apartment while they’re there. Get it done and over with.”


Storm winced at the thought of all those snide faces watching her public flameout. “I can’t handle the exhibition.”


“Consider it your last duty for Syrrell’s. Don’t tell anyone the shop is closing. Not yet.”


“Everybody will know, Claudia.”


“Just don’t make it official.”


Storm knew her aunt was trying for professional. But it came across as cruel. “Can’t we—”


“Use the exhibition to unload everything you possibly can. Cash only.” Claudia’s voice broke for the first time. “Try to find yourself another job.”


 


THE COURTYARD CONTAINING THEIR PALM BEACH shop had been built in the thirties by a Creole merchant and possessed a fanciful touch of old Orleans. The pastel buildings were rimmed by a single gallery, segmented by wrought-iron screens that matched the balcony railings and two circular staircases. Originally the square had contained a tailor, a shoemaker, and a Catalan butcher whose home-smoked chorizo sausage had spiced all of Worth Avenue. In those early days, the merchants had lived above their shops. Sean had torn out the interior walls and formed an L-shaped living-dining area with high ceilings, Florida mahogany floors, and an office area rimmed by four teak pillars. Sean had fashioned it for himself as a second home, away from the frantic pace of Alexandria and their home office. He had seemed genuinely pleased when Storm had asked to rent it from him. The apartment was the first place Storm had ever cared for enough to call home.


Storm went downstairs, switched off the alarm system, and took a slow stroll around the shop’s two rooms. Every item was mentally emblazoned with stories that meant more than her own life’s recollections. This passion fueled her ability to sell both the artwork and the fable of ownership. Storm Syrrell was very good at her job. And look where it had brought her.


Storm had no idea how long she’d stood there before the front door chimed and a woman’s voice asked, “Ms. Syrrell?”


“The shop is closed.” Storm’s throat was clenched so tight the last word could not emerge. She coughed and said, “Sorry. Dust. We’re not open today.”


“Are you Storm Syrrell?”


“Yes.”


“My name is Emma Webb. I’m an attorney with Baxter and Bow. I’m here at the behest of your grandfather. Could you please take a walk with me?”


“Today is not a good day, Ms….”


“Emma Webb. I understand. But this can’t wait.”


“It has to.”


“Ms. Syrrell, I’ve been by three times a day since your grandfather’s demise. I was specifically ordered not to phone. His instructions were, ‘Only in person.’ And ‘Do this immediately.’”


Digesting this information took Storm through several long breaths. “Sean told you to contact me after he died?”


Emma Webb backed out the door. “Can we go, please? Now?”


The attorney waited in the courtyard as Storm locked the shop and reset the alarm. “I was ordered to make contact the moment notice came of his demise. And not before. Mr. Syrrell did everything but tattoo his instructions on my arm.”


“That sounds like Sean.”


Emma Webb pointed them east along Worth Avenue, toward the ocean. The woman was perhaps a decade older than Storm’s twenty-five years and moved like a tennis pro. Strong tanned legs stretched the fabric of her skirt with each stride. “I’m sorry for your loss. I should have started with that. But to be honest, I’m a little shook being here at all.”


“How long ago did my grandfather contact you?”


“Fifteen days.”


Storm stalled in midstride. “Sean came to you two weeks ago and said, if I die, do this?”


“Can we keep walking, please?”




Storm remained planted on the pavement. “Did that sound the least bit suspicious to you?”


“Of course it did. And to answer your next question, Mr. Syrrell’s exact instructions were, ‘Don’t bother with the cops.’” She tugged on Storm’s arm. Hard. “Ms. Syrrell, your grandfather told me this was extremely urgent.”


The Worth Avenue Bank predated the arrival of serious money. The building anchored a block containing a Hermès emporium, Storm’s largest competitor, and a jeweler whose principal address was the Place Vendôme. The bank specialized in clients who used other people’s fingers to count their loot. Storm said, “We operate through First American.”


“I know.” Emma Webb approached a guard stationed by a central stairway and said, “We have business in the safety-deposit vault.”


Downstairs, Emma Webb set a bank card on a waist-high counter manned by yet another uniformed officer. “This is as far as I go.”


“I don’t understand any of this.”


“That makes two of us. My law firm has never represented Syrrell. Do you have any idea why your grandfather would come to us now?”


“No. But my grandfather was notorious for being secretive.”


The security guard checked the card’s number on his computer, then swiveled a logbook around.


“Show the guard your ID, Ms. Syrrell.” When Storm had done so, Emma Webb reached into her shoulder bag and came up with a manila folder. She said to the officer, “Would you witness this handover, please?”


“No problem.”


The attorney slapped the file onto the marble counter. “These are ownership documents for a safety-deposit box. The fee for this box is paid through the next five years. This card acts as your key. Don’t lose it. And your grandfather instructed me to give you this.”


The folder contained a medical fitness report for Sean Syrrell, dated three weeks earlier. Storm leafed through the pages. “Did you read this?”


“Basically, it states that your grandfather was in perfect health.” The attorney gave Storm a tight look. “Ms. Syrrell, do you have legal representation?”




She had trouble dragging her gaze from the pages. “No.”


“Your grandfather obviously had concerns about a number of things. Including the legal group that normally represents your company’s interests.” Emma Webb flipped the pages over to a form imprinted with her firm’s name. “The items you’ll find in the vault were deeded to you two weeks ago. Do you understand what this means? They don’t appear in his will because legally, at the time of his death, they did not belong to him. Sign here and here, please.”


Storm had difficulty making her fingers obey.


“Your signature confirms that you have received the items Mr. Syrrell left in our care and that we have performed our duties as per his instructions. My card is stapled to the front of the folder. I would urge you to get in touch if you need anything. Anything at all.”


 


STORM AND THE GUARD ENTERED the safety deposit vault through a revolving steel-barred drum. The guard led her through an area as large as the bank’s main hall. Every surface was covered in tan carpet and possessed a crypt’s ability to suck away sound.


“If you want privacy, use one of the side alcoves. You fasten the curtain, stay as long as you like.” The guard pointed her to a rear wall lined with vaults the size of narrow broom closets. “Okay, this one is yours. You want to open it?”


“I guess so.”


“Slip your card in this slot.” Her evident confusion melted his gruff attitude a trifle. “Caught you by surprise, all this.”


“Absolutely.”


“Well, all I can tell you is, vaults this size cost more than the rent on my apartment.” His key ring zipped back to the metal brace on his belt. “You need anything, just holler.”


Storm waited until the guard departed before opening the door. Which proved to be a good thing. Because the cupboard’s contents proved the day’s undoing.















FOUR







HARRY BENNETT TOOK THE EXPRESS train from Heathrow Airport to Paddington Station. He stopped by a department store for a dark sweater and slate grey trousers: clothes that would blend with the rain-swept day and the workers in their purgatory uniforms. He took the Circle Line tube to the Barbican Station, then walked a street shaped like an asphalt gorge to his destination.


At first glance, the Guildhall resembled a Gothic mockery of a Grecian temple. Harry stepped into an alcove across the street from the Guildhall’s front entrance and scoped the terrain.


Right on time, Harry’s contact appeared at the top of the Guildhall steps. He looked exactly as the Barbados lawyer’s file described: a slender bearded man carrying a red umbrella.


Harry left his alcove, passed through a curtain of rain, climbed the hall’s sweeping stairs, and asked, “You Philip?”


The rain had turned the young man’s hair translucent. “I prefer to be addressed as Dr. Pinter.”


Harry spotted a guard watching them from just inside the tall bronze doors. He drew Philip around a pillar. “You got something to show me?”


“I don’t even know your name.”


“That’s right, Phil. Did Sean’s lawyer tell you my name? No, he did not. But he said I’d be coming. And part of your deal with Sean was you’d show his contact whatever it is you’ve dug up.”


“It’s not that simple anymore. Mr. Syrrell assured me I would be placed in no danger by this association.” Dr. Philip Pinter was delicate in the manner of someone who had never picked up anything heavier than a parchment scroll. His patchy beard trembled as he sought to keep his voice steady. “I’m fairly certain I’m being watched.”


“Where, here at work?”


“Here, on the bus home, at the shops. I’ve seen the same man in different spots. Or think I have. Perhaps I’ve been imagining things. Mr. Syrrell’s demise came as quite a shock.” He removed frameless spectacles and used a poorly knotted tie to dry the lenses. “I don’t see why you need to see the document yourself. I made careful notes. All this could have been taken care of at a much more agreeable location.”


Harry had a serious problem with weak, and his time in prison had only heightened that aversion. Weak people were dangerous people. They weaseled and ratted and squealed and backstabbed and stole. “Phil, look at me.”


“I specifically asked that you call me Dr. Pinter.”


“Who else did you tell?”


The scraggly beard draped around his mouth like moss hanging about a cave. “Whatever gave you that idea?”


“Phil, you just said someone’s been following you. Which means one of three things. Either the opposition has ESP, which is unlikely. Or Sean ratted on us, which is impossible. Or you got greedy. I’m standing here watching you shake, Phil. And my money’s on greed.”


The young man swallowed hard. “You don’t know, you can’t possibly imagine, how hard it is to make tenure these days. My professional life is on the line.”


“Tell me who else knows, Phil.”


“I might have mentioned the fact in passing to a colleague at the Royal Society. But only in the strictest confidence.” Pinter fumbled in his jacket pocket and came out with a clip-on badge marked with a large blue V. He handed it over without meeting Harry’s gaze. “If anyone asks, you’re a visiting scholar. Where should I say you’re from?”


“Barbados.”




“No, no, that’s ridiculous. Houston. You’re on the faculty of Rice University.”


“Whatever. Slow down, Phil. People are watching. We’re going to take it easy. What happens when other people bring in first timers? They get a tour, right?” Harry kept his voice to an easy drone that echoed off the stone walls and high-vaulted ceiling. “So that’s what we’ll do. Tell me what it is I’m seeing.”


“We’re passing through the Guildhall’s main chamber. Ten centuries ago, Britain was ruled by a triad of powers. Balanced against the crown and its knights were the dual forces of the church and the guilds. The church was ruled from Rome, through the mouthpiece of the Archbishop of Canterbury. The guilds were governed by a Council of Masters, who met here. Five hundred years later, Henry the Eighth ended Roman rule over the British church. Slowly, reluctantly, the old guild system also gave way to a new form of power. One that promised a voice to the smallest and weakest of England’s citizens. This new form of earthly power was called Parliament. But in the ninth century, when it came to commerce in the British empire, the guilds ruled supreme.”


This guy was born to lecture. Harry studied the flag-draped hall, sixty yards wide and ninety long, flanked by Corinthian columns thick as redwoods. Each stone pillar supported a huge banner depicting the royal emblem of a medieval guild—goldsmiths, silversmiths, blacksmiths, butchers, wooliers, on and on down both sides of a hall that was only a few degrees warmer than outside.


“Nine years ago, work was begun to shore up the Guildhall’s crumbling foundations. To the restorers’ astonishment, they discovered that this massive structure was built upon the ruins of the original Roman Coliseum, lost now for almost two thousand years. The arena’s ruins are pockmarked by caverns apparently dating from the Guildhall’s earliest days. When the restorers inspected the tombs, they discovered a trove of records and documents which we had long assumed were lost forever.”


Harry counted six guards strolling the premises. And twice that number of cameras. Harry did the tourist thing, linking his hands behind his back and ogling in every direction. If the alarms went, the only way out of here would be in the back of a police van.


Pinter led them toward a narrow set of stairs. The guard studied their badges and opened the barrier. Pinter’s voice echoed as they descended the curved staircase. “The guild masters are a crusty, hypersensitive lot. They live in a past where their strength rivaled the crown. They hoard their treasures and have slowed the examination of these newly discovered documents to a snail’s pace.”


At the foot of the stairs, Harry noticed electronic steel gates poised overhead, ready to slam down at the press of a buzzer. He entered a long room that had clearly served as an underground chapel. The chamber was sectioned off by shoulder-high partitions forming individual workspaces. Almost every cubicle was taken. The atmosphere was intense, the conversation a soft background murmur. As Harry followed Pinter down the central aisle, he counted eighteen cameras monitoring their progress: one in each ceiling corner, four more down the length of the room, ten more scoping the alcoves.


When they were seated in Pinter’s work space, Harry said, “Walk me through what Sean had you checking out.”


Pinter opened his laptop and scrolled through hundreds of photographs and microscope slides and illuminated manuscripts. “Here. This is a letter from a knight of whom we have no official record. One Sir Reginald Furrow, or Furlough, or Furrwelle, depending on how one…” Pinter caught the look Harry gave him. He nervously cleared his throat and resumed. “Sir Reginald thanks the guild masters for backing his endeavors in the Holy Land. Which is utterly fascinating, you see.”


“No, Phil. I don’t.”


“Clearly this crusading knight was financed by the guild masters. Sir Furrow is offering the guild two gold chalices, and in exchange he declares that his debt is paid in full. And we have a drawing of the items here, as you see.” Pinter scrolled down to the charred lower edge, where part of a shallow dish emerged from what looked like burn marks. “Sir Reginald reminds his backers that King Richard the Lionhearted, who conquered Jerusalem in the eleventh century, had ordered him to hunt down temple treasures. We must assume he is speaking of the Second Temple, rebuilt by Herod the Great and destroyed by the Romans in AD 72. Which means we’re speaking of a treasure smuggled out of Jerusalem before the Romans broke through the city walls. This is utterly fascinating, because rumors have swirled for centuries that the Romans only found a small fragment of the temple treasures. I suppose you’ve heard of the Copper Scroll?”


“The name, sure.” But what Harry thought was, Whoa.


Sean had played around with the legends of Jerusalem’s temples for as long as Harry had known him. Not the first one, built by Solomon. The second, started by Judeans returning from the Babylonian diaspora and finished by Herod the Great. All of which Harry knew only because Sean had told him. Not that Sean had said all that much, seeing as how Sean was a miser with words. But every treasure dog Harry knew fixated on some legendary hoard that sparked their late-night musings. It was all part of the game. Harry had spent six years tracking down what most of the treasure world had called a myth, and had been rewarded for his troubles with seventeen months in a Barbados jail.


And look where Sean’s search had got him.


Pinter was saying, “If the Copper Scroll actually lists treasures from the Second Temple, which is disputed by some experts, it means that there was some cache which the Romans never found. We know what the Romans took away after destroying Jerusalem, because they inscribed their war booty on a triumphant arch that still stands in Rome.” Pinter waved an impatient hand, as though Harry Bennett had voiced an objection Pinter had heard innumerable times before. “Oh, all right, for centuries tales have abounded about some hoard located by the Knights Templar and subsequently lost. But this letter is suggesting the Templars arrived ten centuries too late!”


“I need to see the original.” Harry rose from his chair. “Where do they keep this thing?”


“In the tombs.”


“Come on, you’re going to walk your colleague back and show him what he needs to see, then we’ll be done.”


Pinter led him down the central aisle and across the nave. He nervously told the guard, “My colleague wishes to see the document I’ve been examining.”


The guard noted the numbers on their tags, then motioned them through a steel door set in an ancient stone frame. Pinter scurried down the catacombs’ central aisle, through another cramped doorway, and into a second chamber even smaller than the first. The carved recesses where the masters had formerly been laid were now filled with super-sized filing drawers. From the third on the right, Pinter pulled a document wrapped in clear plastic sheeting. He moved to the far wall and drew out a fold-down shelf. “I can’t possibly imagine what good will come from this.”


“Come stand beside me, Phil.” Harry had not seen an audio feed. Which was not any guarantee, but he thought the system was video only. He traced a finger down the document’s edge. The plastic cover was cool. The parchment beneath was yellowed and scarred. “Tell me what you see here at the bottom.”


“The lower four inches of the document are lost, we suspect from fires that swept through the medieval city. Thankfully the document was stacked in a pile, so tightly compressed the fire didn’t eat any farther inside. But this leading edge is gone.”


Harry pointed at the reason he had come in here. A narrow drawing ran along the bottom right corner and disappeared into the document’s charred edge. “Tell me about this.”


“This?” Pinter squinted. “It looks like a river, or a shoreline with waves breaking on it. I have no idea. It could very well be nothing more than a stain from the fire.”


“Who else has seen this thing?”


“So far as I know, I’m the only person who’s realized what we have here. But it can’t stay secret forever, if that’s what you’re asking.”


“Which is why you felt like it was okay to mention what you’d discovered to the folks at the academy, right, Phil?” Harry bent closer still. It wasn’t a stain and it wasn’t a river. It was a treasure hunter’s dream come true. “Give me your pen.”


“My…what?”


“That thing in your pocket. Give it to me. Okay, now I want you to take three steps back. That’s it. Turn to your right. No, Phil. Your other right. Pull out that drawer there. Good. Now take out something and pretend to read. Ten seconds and we’ll be out of here.”


Harry moved fast. Pinter’s position blocked the overhead camera from seeing Harry’s hands. If the guards were alert, they’d already be moving.


Harry peeled away the plastic sheeting. He held the sheeting aloft with his teeth, uncapped the pen, pressed the document hard into the shelf, and began blacking out the drawing.


A horrified voice hissed over his shoulder, “What are you doing?”


Harry bore down hard enough to ensure that not even X-rays would show what had been scripted there.


“Stop that this instant.”


Harry went over the entire segment a second time, then a third. He released the sheeting and flattened it over the document. Sweat from his hand streaked the plastic.


“You have desecrated—”


Harry hissed one word. “Guard.” He spun around and blocked the guard now slipping through the narrow entrance. “A most interesting find. Utterly fascinating. Well. I suppose I’m done here. What about you, Phil?”


“I…that is…”


“Swell.” Harry slipped the document back into the open tray and slid the drawer shut. “Why don’t we call it a day.”


Harry submitted to the search, climbed the stairs, returned his badge, and followed Pinter back down the flag-draped hall.


At the exit Pinter stopped. “I never want to lay eyes on you again.”


“Step outside with me a second.” Harry stepped around to the patio’s far corner. Pinter slowly approached, squinting against more than the swirling mist. “You need to take a vacation, Phil.”


But Pinter’s mind was still encased in what had happened downstairs. “You have destroyed a crucial bit of historical evidence.”


“Listen to what I’m saying. If you hadn’t blabbed, this would be the end of it. Nobody else would ever know. But they do know, Phil. And it’s your fault.”


“You can’t be certain of that!”


“I know Sean is dead, Phil. Somebody might already be looking for this thing. And you’re the key. You hear what I’m saying? Maybe this bogeyman you think is following you really exists. You’re married, right? You got kids?” The way the color drained from Pinter’s face was all the answer Harry needed. “Take a vacation. Don’t tell anybody where you’re going. Do it now.”


“H-how long?”




“Couple of weeks should do. By that time, one way or the other, this will be over and done. You can publish then, Phil. Tell the world everything.” As Pinter turned away, Harry added, “Don’t return back downstairs. Go straight home. Pack up your family. Now. Today.”


Harry turned and trotted down the Guildhall stairs. He crossed the street, half a pace below a jog, scoping the street for a threat. Jail-honed senses told him danger was still there. Not back down in the realm of guards and cameras. Here with him now. This very instant.


On the other side of the street a shop-front window provided Harry with a rain-swept reflection. In the glass he saw Pinter clutch his chest and collapse against a pillar.


Harry raced back across the street. Pinter watched Harry leap up the stairs, his beard framing a mouth unable to scream.


Harry arrived just in time to catch Pinter when his grip on the pillar gave way. “Help!”


He searched for the attacker, but saw no one except for a little tan figure, just another wispy academic. The man was hunched against the rain, clutching a lumpish briefcase to his chest. Pinter gripped Harry’s soaked jacket and dragged his attention back around. Pinter’s face and neck were clenched in the rictus of a heart attack.


“HELP!”


As two guards punched through the Guildhall’s main doors, the little tan man slipped into a taxi and was gone.















FIVE







THE NEXT MORNING, AN UNCOMMON wind blew off the Atlantic. Florida springs normally arrived drenched with the fragrant weight of the tropics. But today was desert dry, the sky overhead a pewter bowl. After a dawn run, Storm unlocked the shop and set on the counter the only item she had taken from the the bank’s vault. It had a zippered binding of red Moroccan leather. At least it had been red, forty years and a million deals ago.


Storm prowled the shop, always returning to the same place. She reached out several times, tracing a finger over the binding. There were a thousand things that needed doing. In two days, the movers would arrive to strip the shop and the apartment and her lifetime dreams. The day after began the Palm Beach Art and Treasures Fair. Storm still had several items to select and carry through the exhibition’s vetting process. And she knew that Claudia was right; she should be putting out feelers, looking for a job.


Instead, Storm wheeled a padded leather stool over to where the leather binder rested upon the countertop. Her grandfather’s notebook was famous within the industry. The one time she had asked him about it, Sean had referred to it as his greatest asset. What she now held for the very first time contained her grandfather’s secret contact list, developed and distilled over fifty-two years in the trade. Buyers, sellers, experts; who owned what, who could be trusted, whom to avoid at all costs. A lifetime of wisdom. Now hers.


But as she unzipped the binding, the phone rang. She lifted the receiver and said, “Syrrell’s.”


“This is Detective Mallory of Scotland Yard. With whom am I speaking, please?”


“Is this some kind of joke?”


“Officers of Her Majesty’s police forces are not known for their sense of humor, miss. Might I have your name?”


“Storm Syrrell.”


“Ah. Excellent. Ms. Syrrell, we have a gentleman in custody who claims he is in this country doing research on your behalf. His name is Harry Bennett.”


Storm was launching into denial when her eye fell upon the still unopened notebook.


“Hold just a moment, please. I’ll be right with you.” Storm set down the phone and took a deep breath. She was surprised her fingers didn’t burn from the act of opening the tattered cover.


Harry Bennett’s name was starred. She had no idea what that meant, except that it was the only one on that page to be so adorned.


Storm picked up the phone. “Has Mr. Bennett done something wrong?”


“I am not at liberty to say, miss. Can you please confirm that he is in your employ?”


She touched the star by his name. “Mr. Bennett is a business associate.”


“Can you say what he is working on?”


Storm very much wanted to know the same thing. The problem was, the lines beneath Harry’s name were blank. All the other names on that page had notations about items, last contact, possible values. For Harry Bennett there was not even an address.


Which could only mean one thing. “Treasure.”


“Ah. And what precisely is the nature of your business, Ms. Syrrell?”


“We are dealers in art and antiques.”


“I see. Should we require further details, will you be reachable at this number?”




Storm swallowed a sudden lump. “For another three days.”


She was still staring at the notebook’s page when the phone rang twenty minutes later. A man said, “I owe you one, Ms. Syrrell.”


“Mind telling me how you got my name?”


“Sean told me to get in touch. Who got to him in the end?”


“He had a heart attack.”


Harry Bennett huffed what might have been a laugh. “Old Sean didn’t just happen to drop down and play like fertilizer.”


Hearing this stranger express her own thoughts with such confidence left Storm wanting to share her discoveries. Instead, she asked, “Who are you?”


“I’m the guy who’ll be in touch,” Harry said.


The line went dead.















SIX







ON THE FLIGHT FROM LONDON to Miami later that day, Harry Bennett tried to decide if his future involved Sean’s granddaughter. Sean had been Harry’s backer and best friend, almost but not quite to the end. But how far did Harry want to go for a woman he’d never met?


Then again, there was the little matter of treasure.


On the one hand, the Second Temple hoard had managed to remain lost for almost two thousand years. If it existed at all.


On the other, old Sean had apparently discovered something interesting enough to get himself seriously dead.


Harry took a taxi to one of Miami’s original South Beach hotels. In the high season, New York wiseguys still drank espresso in the downstairs café while their honeys decorated the poolside. But now the late spring doldrums had set in, and the hotel lobby was full of old women with big jewels and bigger mouths, all of them complaining at once. Harry showered and slept, then bought beachwear in the downstairs boutique and took off.


The sidewalks were full of young people doing happy things. He walked the nighttime streets to a steak place he remembered. Harry let himself be guided to a table by the side wall, away from the patio crowded with laughter and shiny eyes. Glances slid off him, just another loner relegated to the sidelines. Harry felt like the last two years had stained his skin.


He finished dinner, then flagged another taxi and took it to Overland, two miles and a universe removed from South Beach. Overland was where Miami riots began. Cops patrolled in flank formation. Salsa music and ganja smoke drifted through Harry’s open window. Harry paid the driver to wait, because there was no way he’d find another taxi in Overland after dark. Harry entered a place he remembered and bought a Browning pistol so decrepit he’d have about as much chance of doing serious damage if he threw the bullets. But it was the best the guy had, and after the situation in London Harry wanted to travel armed.


The next morning Harry checked out of his hotel, rented a car, and took the turnpike north. Beyond the Miami confines, the highway opened up and Harry found real pleasure in the drive and the sky’s tropical stain. Wind blasted through all four open windows. The concrete ribbon was empty enough to let him sort through the London data, the researcher’s heart attack, Sean’s similar demise, the cold English rain, the locked cubicle at Scotland Yard, the hard questions and harder cop gazes. Like all treasure hounds, Harry Bennett had several places he couldn’t go back to. But it had always taken more than a day and a half for a country to pull up the welcome mat.


 


ON MOVING MORNING, STORM DRESSED with fastidious care. She selected an outfit neither grey nor black, an in-between dress too somber for her normal moods, which tended toward a state of perpetual excitement. Even on her worst days, she could still remind herself that she held the position of her dreams, living above the shop where her life had really started, doing the work she’d been born to do. But today required a dress she could drop into a Dumpster with the packing lint and the unrequited dreams.


The movers were due at ten. Storm was outside the bank when it opened at nine. Downstairs she had the guard open Sean’s vault, revealing Sean’s mysteries.




She spent an hour making a careful inspection and listing the vault’s contents but came up with no clear answers. She left Sean’s notebook in the vault and carried her list and her questions back to the shop.


The movers were impersonal and efficient. Syrrell’s used the same bonded company for the transport of every major piece. The team included three security officers and three white-uniformed loaders. One guard camped inside the shop, another remained by the truck, and the third moved back and forth with the movers. They stripped the walls and emptied the display cases with the stealth of professional pallbearers.


When the distress began eating at her insides, Storm left the shop and locked herself in the upstairs bathroom. She washed her face and mashed the towel hard against her features until the sorrow was tamped down. Then she pulled out the sheet of paper listing the vault’s contents.


Her list was twelve items long.


There were seven paintings, all from her grandfather’s personal collection. Four had hung in her grandfather’s office and three in his apartment above the Alexandria shop. There had been no separation between Sean’s work and his private life after the death of his wife when Storm was two, the same year Storm lost her mother. Storm had not learned of her grandmother’s death until Claudia told her, twelve years later. Nowadays Storm referred to that period as the lost years.


The seven paintings were all religious, reflecting her grandfather’s intensely spiritual bent. One was Spanish, two French, four English. All by midtier artists, the sort of canvasses that might interest an informed collector or a provincial museum. Total value: four hundred thousand dollars. On an extremely good day.


But still.


Next was a shallow gold dish, possibly a chalice, definitely ancient, possibly intended for temple incense. Storm had never seen it before, which was strange. Sean had sold off almost all his personal treasures and used the funds to try and save the company. The dish was oval and stood fourteen inches. The gold base was hollow and filled with wax, often done to strengthen ancient items shaped from raw gold. The dish had no markings that she could find. Normally anything as valuable as a gold dish would have been ornately decorated.




Then came an illuminated manuscript, yet another item Storm had never seen before. Sean had never shown any interest in antique texts, and Syrrell’s rarely carried such items.


Next on the list was Sean’s old Bible.


Sean’s notebook.


And finally, his briefcase. And the briefcase’s contents.


Forty-three thousand dollars. Cash.


This from a guy whose company was entering bankruptcy. And who had not even mentioned her in his will.


Storm lifted the sheet of paper and held it next to her face. She said to her reflection in the bathroom mirror, “Sean gave you all he had. You have a future.”


 


PALM BEACH ISLAND HAD ALWAYS struck Harry as a Disneyland for billionaires. The superrich could cross the causeway, get their ticket stamped, and play pretend at life. Everything was safe here, orderly, manicured. The only people who smiled were the schmoes hustling for tips or for women or both. Harry parked off Worth Avenue and walked the last three blocks to the shop.


A truck from the bonded movers Sean used was parked directly in front of the passage leading back to Syrrell’s. Harry stood on Worth Avenue and checked out the security guard eyeing the foot traffic from behind mirrored shades. Harry fitted coins into a slot and bought his first paper since getting outside. The headlines shouted news that only made him feel more excluded. Harry tucked the paper under his arm and strolled across the avenue, just another tourist wishing he could afford to belong.


The passage leading to Sean’s shop had been redone in the Mizner style. Mizner was the architect whose Spanish Renaissance gave Palm Beach much of its unique style. The corridor’s beamed ceiling was lined by carved Spanish arches. Nowadays a Mizner private estate went for upward of twenty mil and seldom actually hit the market. The passage opened into a broad courtyard, paved in rough-cut marble with a sparkling fountain in the middle.


Harry claimed a table at the upscale Caribbean café opposite Sean’s shop and watched white-uniformed movers haul out the old man’s treasures. The movers were not there to take away some recently sold item. They were stripping the cupboard bare.


Harry stretched his coffee out over a couple of hours but spotted no one who might have been Sean’s kin. When the security guard started giving him the eye, Harry refolded his paper and followed his nose to a sidewalk eatery. When he returned with his steak sandwich, the moving truck still flanked the passage entrance but the movers were gone. A lone security joe leaned in the truck’s shadow. The guard’s expression said being bored at twenty bucks an hour was fine by him. Harry had met a lot of guys like that inside, and more still in the navy, guys to whom ambition was as foreign as Arabic. Personally, he couldn’t understand the mentality. A few hours of that job and the truck’s shadow would become just another cage, every paycheck just another iron bar. Harry wondered if the guard had done time, he was that good at killing hours in the heat.


Harry took up station on a bench just down Worth Avenue across from the courtyard passage. That corridor was the only way in or out, another reason Sean had liked the location. Harry was wiping steak sauce off his chin when the cop passed.


The cop was wearing a beige suit and trailing a distinctly female scent. But there was no doubt in Harry’s mind.


She wore shoulder-length dark blond hair clenched by clips above her ears. Her open suit jacket flapped away from a very shapely frame. She came close to being extremely attractive, except for the expression cops liked to call their game face. Wraparound shades could not mask the compressed tightness to her features.


The cop cast a single glance in Harry’s direction, enough to freeze him solid. Harry had no doubt the lady could now describe him right down to the toenails. She swept into the passage and vanished.


Harry unlocked his chest. Maybe someday he’d manage to take an easy breath around cops.


He raised the sandwich. His belly wasn’t much interested in food anymore. But prison reflexes pushed him to eat while he had the chance.


The wax paper masked the lower half of his face just as the little tan man appeared.




As in, the same guy Harry had last seen slipping into a taxi on a rain-swept London street.


The man stepped out of the passage leading to Sean’s shop. He turned away from Harry, slipped past the security joe, and vanished around the front of the moving truck. There and gone in the space of two heartbeats.


 


“STORM? MS. SYRRELL?” THE AFTERNOON light fashioned a stylish silhouette of the woman standing in the doorway. Emma Webb lifted the bag she was carrying. “I assumed you would forget your need for food.”


“I’m really not hungry.”


“I can imagine.” Emma Webb walked over and set her satchel on the countertop. “But as legal counsel, I advise you to give food a chance.”


Before Storm could frame a response, Richard Ellis entered the shop. The pastor of Sean’s old church hugged Storm, shook Emma’s hand, then traced his way around the empty rooms. Richard wore a pastor’s collar over a black shirt and black pants. He was a traditionalist only when it suited him, which meant that he was either coming from some official event or felt like he should treat this visit as a funereal occasion. Richard watched the movers carry Sean’s desk out the door and asked, “You have somewhere to go tonight?”


“They’re leaving me a mattress and my clothes. The exhibition starts tomorrow.”


“That’s not what I meant.” As the movers packed the contents of the last display cabinet, Richard stepped around the counter. Blocking her vision and ensuring she heard him. “Why didn’t you call me back?”


She shifted her position enough to watch the movers fold a ruby-studded chain into a moving blanket. The gold chain had been lifted from a treasure hulk off Manila Bay. The knowledge that no one would ever appreciate those items like she did left her speechless.


Richard said, “I lead a group tonight. It’s called Fresh Start. I want you to come.” When she shook her head in silent protest, Richard touched her wrist. His fingers probed like a doctor’s, down where the pain lurked just beneath the surface. “Storm, I was not making a request.”




The pastor turned to Emma and asked, “Are you a friend?”


Storm managed to say, “She’s a lawyer. She represented Sean.”


“Did she now. Represented him in what?”


“I’m not allowed to discuss that,” Emma replied.


“Well, you certainly have the look of strength about you. Storm needs that just now.”


The crew’s supervisor walked over, clipboard in hand. “We’re all done. You want to check?”


Storm reached for the forms. “I’ll take your word for it.”


When she had signed, he tore off her copy, watched her stow it away unread, and said, “Me and the boys, we just want to say, you know, sorry.”


“Thank you.”


“This town will be poorer tomorrow.”


When the movers had left, Richard said to Emma, “I want Storm to come to a class I’m giving. It begins in just under an hour. Will you bring her?”


“Where is it?”


He nodded as though everything was settled. “Storm knows.” He patted her hand once more. At the door Richard turned back and said, “When it’s over, we really need to talk.”
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