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CHAPTER ONE

     The murder wouldn't happen for three more weeks. For the time being, my conference room was still
just a combined meeting place and law library, and not a murder scene. Daniel T. Scadman, attorney at law, was
doing whatever he happened to be doing that sunny Monday morning in late July, no doubt abusing and bullying
everyone who was unlucky enough to cross his path. He was infamous for that.

     But, unbeknownst to both of us, the events leading up to his violent death were already well under
way.

     By eight-fifteen, I was sitting in front of the computer in my office, fretting over a legal brief I needed to
e-file that afternoon. I tend to be a perfectionist, and somehow I just couldn't get the text to flow properly.
Reorganizing my arguments only seemed to make things worse. Just after nine-thirty, the telephone on my desk
began to beep. I finished the sentence I'd been tinkering with, clicked the mouse on the 'save' icon and reached for
the receiver.

     "Yes?" I asked.

     It was my secretary, Diana Hollister. "Adam, Josie's on line one," she announced in her crisp British
voice. "She sounds distraught."

     Her tone struck me as amusing. "Distraught?"

     "Quite distraught." She added archly, "More so than usual."

     I let out a sigh and turned away from the computer, steeling myself for a different kind of argument. Josie
Ballantine was a high-powered real estate agent with the most amazing blue eyes I'd ever seen. She owned her
own company, with offices in the high rent district in Cherry Creek North and down in the Denver Tech Center.
We'd been dating for nearly two years, but lately our smooth journey had become a bumpy road.

     Sensing my hesitation, Diana asked, "Shall I tell her you'll call her back?"

     "No," I said. "I'll talk to her." I pressed the button for line one. "Good morning. Diana says you sound
distraught."

     "You bet I'm distraught!" she erupted without bothering to say hello. "I've just been served with some
papers. I'm being sued!"

     "Oh," I said, adjusting my tone as I realized with some relief that this wasn't a social call. "By
whom?"

     "Jack Quinlan. I had the listing on a house he bought last fall."

     "Quinlan?" The name sounded familiar, but I couldn't place it. "What's his beef with you?"

     "I don't know. The home burned down a few days after the closing. But -- "

     I made a face. "What did you do, torch the place?"

     "Of course not! This wasn't arson. It was stupidity! A couple of workmen were varnishing the wood
paneling in the basement and they forgot to turn off the furnace. After the sun went down, the burners came on.
You can imagine the rest."

     "I get the picture," I assured her. "Didn't the painters have enough sense to shut off the pilot
light?"

     "This was a spark-ignition furnace. The burners only come on when the thermostat calls for heat."

     "Oh. Was anyone hurt?"

     "No. But the house was completely destroyed. Nearly five thousand square feet. Five bedrooms, three
baths, and a full finished basement, including a home theater!"

     I smiled to myself. That was quintessential Josie--and one of the biggest problems with our relationship:
her mind was focused on real estate twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week.

     "Five thousand square feet?" I asked. "This buyer must have money."

     "He does. He owns a string of retail furniture outlets." She added distastefully, "They're called Quinlan's
Furniture Emporiums."

     The name finally clicked. Quinlan's television ads for his, "seven fantasmic stores," ran
endlessly on every TV station in Denver, especially the cable channels. His tag line was, "We may not be fancy, but
we care about saving you money."

     "Oh. Him," I said. "So how does that translate into a lawsuit against you?"

     "I don't understand the legal jargon, but they're claiming I was negligent in selecting the painting
contractor. Which, by the way, is ridiculous! I'm not even the one who chose him. All I did was put together a list
of names of people I've used before. The sellers--my clients--decided which one to use."

     "Was anything wrong with the contractor?"

     "No! I've worked with Johnny's Painting a dozen times before. They've always done good work."

     "Okay. When were the papers served on you?"

     "About fifteen minutes ago. The man who brought them was extremely rude!"

     "Process servers get a lot of doors slammed in their faces," I explained. "It makes them a pretty surly
bunch. Are you the only defendant in the case?"

     There was a rustle of papers at her end of the line. "No. This says it's an Amended Complaint. He's sued
the Vindells, too. They were my clients. It was their house that burned. He's also named the painting company and
Metro Power and Gas."

     "Metro Power and Gas? Why them?"

     "How should I know?" she snapped. "I don't even know why he's suing me."

     "I presume it's because you have errors and omissions insurance. You do have insurance, don't
you?"

     "Of course I do! It's mandatory in Colorado."

     "Was the lawsuit filed in district court?"

     "I don't know," she said. "Oh, I see it. 'District Court for the City and County of Denver.' Is that what
you're talking about?"

     "It is. That means you have twenty days to respond to the complaint. You'll need to let your insurance
company know about--"

     "I know that. I'm not an idiot!" I could hear more rattling of papers at her end. "There's something else in
this package. Something called a Notice of Deposition. I'm ordered to appear and give testimony on--my
goodness! Friday morning."

     "This Friday?"

     "That's what it says. July 21, 2006. At nine a.m. I'm supposed to bring, 'all documents in my possession,
custody or control relating to--'"

     "Josie, they can't start taking depositions so soon after serving the papers on you. Who's the attorney
who signed the notice?"

     "The name at the bottom says Daniel T. Scadman. Have you ever heard of him?"

     Inwardly, I groaned. This was not good news for Josie. "I'm afraid so. He's the most aggressive,
     no-holds-barred, plaintiff's lawyer in Colorado. Some of the defense attorneys refer to him as Scadman the Madman.
Privately, of course. Setting a deposition this way is par for the course for him."

     "Scadman the Madman? Are you serious?"

     "Very serious. The man is a maniac. A certifiable lunatic. He thinks he can do whatever he
wants, whenever he wants to do it. In his mind, the Rules of Civil Procedure apply to everyone else but
him."

     "And I have to let this nut case take my deposition on Friday?"

     "No, Josie," I assured her. "You don't."

     "Then how do I get out of it?"

     "You let me call him and tell him you won't be appearing."

     "Can you really do that?"

     "Of course. Meanwhile, you'd better go ahead and notify your insurance carrier."

     "I will. As soon as we hang up. I'll tell them I want you to represent me."

     "You can tell them whatever you want, but it doesn't mean they'll agree to it. They'll want to use one of
their usual defense firms. I'd be glad to serve as co-counsel if you want me to."

     "Then that's what I want to do. If they won't pay you, I'll pay you myself. I don't expect you to work for
free."

     "Josie, I'm not going to charge you for this." I added lightheartedly, "You're the love of my life. My very
reason for--"

     "We'll talk about that," she muttered. "Meanwhile, call this Scadman character and get me out of that
deposition on Friday. I have a closing and two showings that day."

     "Will do."

* * * *

     My conversation with Scadman was brief. After I explained I was calling on behalf of Josephine
Ballantine, he demanded, "Are you a lawyer?"

     That was ridiculous and we both knew it. "The Colorado Supreme Court thinks I am," I said.
     "That's--"

     "Yeah? Well, how do I know it? What's your registration number?"

     "Five-fifty-six," I told him. "What's yours? Let's compare and see whose is bigger."

     Scadman didn't think that was funny. "What do you want?" he growled irritably. "Your client hired a
bunch of incompetent painters. For all I know, she did it on purpose. Maybe they even paid her a big
kickback."

     "I'll ignore the slander, Scadman. You've scheduled her deposition for this Friday."

     "So?"

     I let my eyes drift down toward my desk, to Volume 12 of the Colorado Revised Statutes. "You can't do
that. Under rule twenty-six, you can't even start conducting any discovery until--"

     "Yeah, yeah, I know all about rule twenty-six. And twenty-seven and twenty-eight. You don't want me to
depose her? What does she have to hide?"

     "Nothing at all," I assured him. My legal assistant had slipped into my office. I gestured for him to sit
down and he made himself comfortable while I continued with Scadman. "But Ms. Ballantine needs time to
prepare for your ferocious onslaught. She also has malpractice insurance. If you depose her before the insurance
company can hire someone to represent her, there might not be coverage for this claim. Which means your client
might never collect any of his damages."

     "Okay, that makes sense to me. But I want to depose her as soon as possible. Pick a new date."

     "There are other defendants in this case, Scadman. You'll need to clear the date with their
lawyers."

     "The hell I will! Just pick a date and I'll send out a notice. If any of them don't like it, they can kiss my
behind! They've dragged their feet every step of the way. I'm fed up with the whole bunch of them!"

     "Well, I'll leave that part up to you," I said with a shrug. I thumbed through the pages of my calendar.
"How about the week of August seventh?"

     "Can't. I'm in trial. Try the next week."

     "I'm available any day except Friday."

     "Fine. Thursday, August seventeenth. Nine a.m. My office. "

     "No. My office. Ms. Ballantine prefers--"

     "Whatever," he said. "I don't care where we do this. Just make sure your client shows up!"

     With that, he hung up on me.

     Maurice White had planted his two hundred and thirty-five pounds on one of the black leather chairs
facing my desk. Before joining Adam Larsen & Associates, P.C. as my legal assistant, Maurice had played
linebacker for the Broncos for four years.

     "Good morning," I said.

     "Good morning," he answered. His raspy voice made him sound like he always needed to clear his
throat. He tapped the thick file on the table beside him. "I came in here to show you our proposed settlement
agreement in the Astrid case." He gestured toward the telephone. "Did I just hear you mention Scadman?"

     "You did. He's suing Josie. Have you heard of him?"

     "If it's Daniel T. Scadman, I have. I'd be very careful around him, Adam. They say he'll do anything to
win his cases. And I mean anything."

     "I know. Scadman and I have crossed swords in the past. I'll be careful."

     Maurice shook his head in amusement as he handed me the file. "Oh, yeah, you'll be careful. How many
times have I heard you say that before?"




CHAPTER TWO

     On the morning of Josie's deposition, I made it to my office just before eight o'clock. The welcoming
aroma of fresh coffee told me Diana Hollister had already arrived. As I passed the double doors outside the library,
I found her clearing off the conference table. We exchanged our usual greetings and I headed back to my office to
finish reviewing the stack of documents Josie had provided me.

     A deposition, sometimes called an Examination Before Trial, is a dry run of a person's trial testimony. A
certified shorthand reporter takes down the questions and answers, including any objections. The questioning
normally lasts anywhere from a few hours to several days, depending on the type of case, the number of attorneys
participating, and the personalities of the people involved. The parties to the lawsuit have the right to be present.
The only thing missing is the judge.

     Having already read the entire Quinlan case file down at the courthouse, I knew that, in addition to
myself, there were five lawyers involved in the lawsuit: three men, one woman and one Scadman the Madman.
Scadman, of course, was Quinlan's counsel. The female attorney represented Josie's real estate clients, a retired
couple who had sold the property to Scadman's client. One of the male lawyers was defending the painting
company whose employees caused the fire; the second one represented the Metro Power & Gas Company.
The last attorney, a little squirt hired by the insurance company, was acting with me as co-counsel for Josie.

     Scadman was the first to arrive. I was still in my office, going over the last of Josie's documents, when
the intercom sounded.

     Diana said, "Mr. Scadman is here, along with his client and the court reporter. Mr. Scadman insists
upon being shown into the library right away."

     Her tone told me she was not happy. "I'll be right there." Since I could tell she was using the headset and
not the speaker phone, I knew I could safely add, "If we leave Scadman alone in the library, he might steal some of
the books."

     "I fully agree," she replied stiffly.

     "I take it," I asked her, "that Mr. Scadman has done something you find offensive?"

     Scadman must have been standing nearby. In a guarded tone, she replied, "You're quite correct. I'll
inform him you'll be along shortly."

     Grabbing my suit jacket off the rack as I stepped out of my office, I headed down the hall toward the
conference room. I could have taken the shortest route through the door on the west side but since Scadman was
in a hurry I deliberately took the longer way, down the opposite corridor that circled around the inside of the office
suite. On the way, I stopped in the kitchenette to pour myself a cup of coffee.

     I found Scadman in the reception area, standing at the double doors in front of the library. He looked
dowdy in his rumpled brown suit. He appeared to be about five nine, three inches shorter than I am, and at least
fifty pounds heavier. His hair was a mere memory and his shiny round head gleamed as though he had just waxed
it. There was a vaguely offensive odor about him, but at first I couldn't place it. Then I spotted the fat cigar
dangling from his lips.

     "We don't allow smoking in the library," I told him. "It damages the books."

     To my surprise, he merely grunted and flung the cigar into the wastebasket as he marched into the
conference room. I hoped the cigar wasn't lit. Scadman seemed wholly unconcerned about the possibility of
burning down my office.

     Most visitors were impressed by our library. The walls were lined with books, many of them
     double-stacked, ranging from the usual legal texts to the hundreds of fiction and nonfiction works I'd managed to
accumulate over the years. The room had three entrances. One was the set of double doors from the reception
area. The others doors were located on either side of the room. The north end, near the double doors, was
dominated by a round conference table, twelve feet in diameter; the top was a slab of imported French brown
tourmaline marble.

     Even Scadman ceded a gesture of approval as he scanned the room, although there was something
predatory about the way he eyed my books. He was followed by the court reporter, a thin but sinewy young woman
with granny glasses and shiny black hair she wore in a short shag. From the look of her, I presumed that
somewhere on her body there were several tattoos, but I didn't try to guess where. I probably wouldn't want to
know.

     Her mouth fell open as she gazed around. "Wow! This room is really awesome!"

     "Thank you," I said, stepping forward to greet her. "I'm Adam Larsen."

     She offered her hand and a business card. "Laurie Fenner. Court reporter."

     Standing next to Scadman was his client, a middle-aged man with a pug nose and brown hair so thick
and youthful it could only be a toupee. The slick tan suit, monogrammed shirt and silk tie were typical of what he
wore in his TV ads, and I recognized him immediately as Jack Quinlan, the owner of Quinlan's Furniture
Emporiums.

     I offered him my hand. "Adam Larsen." I nearly added, "We may not be fancy, but we care about saving
you money," but I doubted he would be amused.

     Scadman wheeled and barked at his client, "Don't you say a word to this man!"

     Quinlan jerked his hand back as though a friendly puppy had suddenly gone wild and attacked him. With
a shrug, he turned away from me and followed his lawyer into the library. Scadman strode directly to the marble
conference table. He snapped his brief case open, pulled out a stack of papers, and dumped them in a pile.

     "You might as well mark these exhibits before we start," he told the court reporter. There was a
     thinly-veiled threat in his voice as he looked over at me and added, "We're going to need every one of them!"

     The reporter nodded. She reached for her steno machine and began setting it up, unfolding the
telescopic legs one at a time. I decided Scadman's briefcase was too small to let him pilfer any of the really
valuable books--most of which were locked in a glass cabinet in my office, anyway--and I crossed into the reception
area to wait for the remaining cast of characters to appear.

     Josie was the next to arrive. She looked spectacular in a blue blazer and linen skirt, her amber hair
flowing freely across her shoulders. Her blue eyes sparkled with that feline something that had caught
my attention the first time I met her. When Josie drew near, I noted with approval the sweet fragrance of her
perfume. She kissed me peremptorily. She appeared calm enough, but when I touched her hand it was cold to the
touch.

     "Are you ready for the Grand Inquisition?" I joked, trying to help her relax.

     She nodded. "I'm fine. I've made it through much worse things than this." She glanced down at her
wristwatch. "I just hope it doesn't take too long."

     Referring to our discussion the day before, when I'd met with Josie and the arrogant attorney her
insurance company had assigned to represent her, I reminded her, "Just don't let him rattle you. If you lose your
temper, Scadman wins. That's his modus operandi."

     "I'll be fine!"

     The rest of the lawyers, four of them, arrived in a group. The only one I had worked with before was
Byron Richardson, a pleasant Oklahoman in his late fifties, soft-spoken and quietly competent. His law firm had
represented Metro Power and Gas since the mid-1970s. I recalled that he had a very sly sense of humor. That
morning, however, he looked tense and edgy. Unlike his usual western-style shirt and bolo tie, he was dressed in a
gray pinstripe suit and yellow power tie.

     When Richardson saw me, he broke into a friendly grin. "Good morning, Counselor. I keep reading
about your exploits in the Clarion."

     I felt my face flush with embarrassment. Hal Gross, the news editor at the Clarion and
sometimes friend of mine had done his best--over my repeated objections--to turn me into a local celebrity.
"Believe me, Byron they aren't exploits."

     Richardson shrugged and drawled, "My life should be so interesting..."

     The female lawyer--tall and formidable in her charcoal suit, her dark hair pulled back in a tight bun--was
Audrey Winters. She was one of the senior partners at Groves & Waterson, Denver's oldest and most
powerful law firm. Josie's clients must have had big money if they could afford to hire G&W, whose current
billing rate was $375 an hour.

     She stepped over to me and held out a hand. "I'm Audrey Winters. I represent the Vindells."

     "Adam Larsen," I said. I was beginning to feel like the lone guppy in a shark tank. Her grip, like the rest
of her demeanor, was firm and no-nonsense. While she wasn't exactly unfriendly, there was no mistaking that we
were meeting solely in a professional setting, and definitely as potential adversaries--and that, because she worked
for G&W, she was a force to be reckoned with.

     Abruptly, she pulled her hand away and strode directly over to the conference table where Scadman was
standing. She stood toe to toe with him and spoke in a harsh and unfriendly voice. "What was the big rush to
schedule this deposition?"

     Byron Richardson stepped forward added resentfully, "Yeah, it would have been nice if you'd bothered to
clear the date with the rest of us. I had to reschedule a very important meeting."

     "Sorry," Scadman muttered in a tone that made clear he wasn't sorry at all, "but I didn't want to give the
deponent any extra time to concoct some phony explanation for her inexcusable conduct toward my client."

     Josie was standing beside me, next to the conference table. Her body stiffened and her cheeks reddened
with anger. She blurted, "Concoct some--"

     I touched her shoulder and whispered in her ear, "Don't lose your temper, Josie. That's exactly what he
wants you to do. He's just baiting you."

     Scadman turned his attention in her direction, regarding her with eyes that gleamed with a perverse
pleasure. "Were you saying something, Ms. Ballantine?"

     "No," she growled, looking at him with the same wariness someone would show a hissing rattlesnake. "I
was not."

     Scadman turned back to Audrey Winters and Byron Richardson. "Besides," he added with a scowl,
"Last year, I had a witness--my very own client!--disappear the day before a Workers' Compensation hearing. Of
course we lost the case. It cost me thousands of dollars in fees!"

     Winters stared at him. "What does that have to do with--"

     "Everything! I'm not taking any chances in this case, especially this close to trial. I'll take all the
depositions I want, whenever I want to!"

     "Well, you still could have cleared the date with us," Richardson insisted.

     Scadman gave an unconcerned shrug and turned his attention to the pile of documents the court reporter
had marked as exhibits.

     I had never met the next arrival, a broad shouldered fellow with a ruddy and rugged face; but since I was
the host, I moved forward to greet him.

     "Matt Bruner," he offered. He held out a big muscular paw and we shook hands. There was something
immediately likeable about Bruner, whom I judged to be in his late twenties. He had a friendly face with a lopsided
smile and a thick head of unruly hair. By process of elimination, I decided he represented the painting company
that had caused the fire.

     Josie's insurance lawyer, whose name was Kit Newcomb, was the last to enter the library. He sauntered
into the room and nodded an insincere greeting in my general direction. He said nothing at all to the other lawyers,
but none of them seemed to mind. From their body language, I gathered that no one was particularly fond of
Newcomb. With that, everyone began to arrange themselves around the circular conference table.

     I guided Josie to the seat next to the court reporter. Newcomb promptly grabbed the chair next to hers.
His eyes never left her, and I began to suspect his interest in Josie went well beyond the bounds of the
attorney-client relationship. I said nothing, however, as I lowered myself onto the chair next to his. On the other side of the
court reporter sat Scadman and next to him was his client, the furniture mogul. The rest of the lawyers were
dispersed along the circumference of the marble table.

     Someone asked, "Is it okay if I move this thing?"

     I stretched my neck to see where he was pointing. "What thing?"

     Matt Bruner was gazing down at the floor. "This thing. I have no idea what it is." A large metal object,
wrapped in green canvas, was protruding from under the mahogany base of the conference table.

     "By all means, move it," I said. "My legal assistant must have put it there." I added with an indulgent
smile, "He's always leaving his toys lying around."

     Bruner laughed. "What is it?"

     Moving around the table, I reached under the canvas and cradled the twenty-pound device on my left
forearm. With my right hand, I unfolded the cloth so he could see what I was holding.

     "It's a turnbuckle," I explained. "It's the culprit in a construction case. Plaintiff's Exhibit A. If you look
carefully, you'll notice that a piece at this end is missing. Our expert says the device wasn't designed properly. The
hook broke off and caused a wall to collapse on top of my client."

     "I'll bet it would make a dandy murder weapon," Bruner said, with a meaningful glance in Scadman's
direction. "If someone had the inclination to use it that way."

     Scadman jumped to his feet, snarling like a junkyard dog, "Are you threatening me, Counsel?"

     Bruner grinned at him. "Of course not, Scadman. Why would anyone want to threaten a nice guy like
you?"

     Scadman didn't respond. He just lowered himself back to his chair as I wrapped the turnbuckle back in
the canvas and set the package on the carpet in the far corner of the room. Then I closed the double doors and
returned to my place at the conference table.

     "Let's get started," Scadman growled. He turned to the court reporter. "Swear the witness."




CHAPTER THREE

     The room fell silent. Scadman took a moment to focus his attention upon Josie, his eyes zeroing in on her
like the radar of a jet fighter locking onto an enemy target.

     "State your name and address for the record."

     Josie answered unhurriedly. "My name is Josephine Ann Ballantine. My address is two-forty Fillmore
Street, suite ten-twenty, Denver, Colorado."

     The court reporter's powerful fingers pressed the combinations of keys on her machine as she took down
every word. Her face had assumed a zombie-like expression, as though she were gazing off somewhere into
another dimension.

     Scadman asked, "Ms. Ballantine, are you presently employed?"

     "Yes."

     "How are you employed?"

     "I'm a real estate broker."

     "Are you?" he asked with a hostile stare. "And just how did that come to pass?"

     "Objection," Kip Newcomb blurted from his seat next to Josie. "The question is argumentative."
Newcomb was a blow-dried pretty boy whose most notable features were a cocky smirk and round wire-rimmed
Harry Potter glasses. I had learned the prior day, while meeting with him and Josie, that he was only in his third
year of practicing law. In his own mind, however, he was Clarence Darrow. Or Johnny Cochran. Despite my
warnings, he'd let me know in no uncertain terms that he could handle Scadman without anyone else's
help.

     Scadman merely flipped a hand in the direction of the young lawyer the way a lion would swat his tail at
a fly. "Answer the question, Ms. Ballantine."

     Josie frowned at Scadman. "What was the question?"

     "How did you become a real estate broker?"

     "I passed the examination for my agent's license in nineteen eighty-two and worked for a company for
about five years. After that--"

     "Fine. How many complaints have been filed against you with the--"

     "Let her finish her answer," big Matt Bruner called out irritably from across the table.

     Newcomb nodded vehemently, to show he agreed.

     Scadman ignored both of them. "How many complaints have been filed against you with the Colorado
Real Estate Commission, Ms. Ballantine?"

     "Objection," chirped Newcomb, extending his arm in front of Josie as though shielding her from
danger.

     "What's your objection?" Scadman asked, without so much as a glance at Newcomb.

     "The question lacks foundation. You haven't established that any complaints have
     been--"

     "Fine. Your objection is noted on the record. How many, Ms. Ballantine?" Scadman asked, in a louder
voice. "If any."

     Josie turned to me, and I nodded to indicate she should answer. "None. I've never had anyone
     who--"

     "We'll see what the Real Estate Commission says about that. How many times--prior to this
case--have you been sued before?"

     "Let her finish!" Matt Bruner demanded. "You've done this at every deposition we've taken in this
case!"

     Newcomb let out an irritated sigh, as though he resented any intrusion into what he obviously regarded
as his domain. Evidently, Josie had aroused some sort of protective instinct in the two male lawyers.

     She often had that effect on men.

     I knew that for a fact.

     Everyone ignored Newcomb. Scadman turned his head in Bruner's direction. "Is that an objection,
Counsel?"

     "Yes, it is. The question was argumentative and lacked foundation. And you didn't let the witness finish
her prior answer. As usual."

     Scadman's round face turned a deep red. He bellowed across the conference table at Bruner, "I've had
just about enough of your damn objections, Counsel! I'll ask my deposition questions any way I please!"

     Audrey Winters spoke in a tone so cold you could almost see her breath. "That doesn't give you the right
to interrupt the witness every time she tries to answer a question, Mr. Scadman. I fully agree with Mr. Bruner.
People are entitled to be treated with appropriate respect and decorum."

     "I join the objection," Kit Newcomb added. He sounded like a little Chihuahua, pretending to be one of
the big dogs. "I think your conduct is highly improper."

     "And I think you're a pipsqueak, Newcomb!"

     Scadman wheeled quickly to the court reporter. "That was off the record. Don't write that down." He
switched back to the young insurance lawyer. "File a grievance if you don't like my conduct." With another glance
at the court reporter, Scadman added, "That was off the record, too." She nodded, reached over with one hand to
write a note on the legal pad next to her, and then removed her fingers from the keys of her steno machine.

     "Now just a minute," Byron Richardson protested, pressing his hands indignantly against the conference
table. "Ms. Reporter, every single word that gets said in this room needs to be on the record."

     She nodded, returned her fingers to the keys and made half a dozen keystrokes on her machine.

     Scadman threw his pen down on the table. "Now you're telling my court reporter how do to her
job?"

     "I'm just asking that she record the entire proceeding," Richardson said. He turned to the stenographer.
"Including this discussion."

     Looking confused, she glanced back and forth between Bruner and Scadman. Scadman slowly but firmly
shook his head at the young woman and once again she removed her hands from the steno machine.

     "She's my court reporter, Mr. Richardson. She'll record what I tell her to record."

     Winters leaned forward and said, "Just a minute, Mr. Scadman. She's not anybody's court reporter.
She's here to make an impartial record of the proceedings. If she's going to edit the transcript at your direction,
then she needs to be disqualified."

     "That's right!" Kit Newcomb chimed in. "She--"

     Scadman twisted toward Newcomb, who was obviously the easiest target. An odd crocodile smile
appeared on Scadman's face. "You're certainly doing your best to make sure I don't depose your client, Mr.
Newcomb. Just what is it she's trying to hide?"

     "Nothing," Newcomb squeaked defensively, his voice rising nearly an octave. "I just--"

     Scadman leaned forward aggressively. "Then why do you keep interrupting me? You know, if you're
helping her commit perjury, then you're the one whose conduct is improper. You could be disbarred for that. If you
know she's about to lie under oath, then you have a duty to withdraw from the case--right now!"

     Newcomb made no response. All of the color had drained from his face. His jaw was working frantically,
but no words would come.

     I'd had enough. Josie had been watching the discussions with facial expressions progressing from
confusion to outright horror. Like Newcomb, all of the color had drained from her face. I rose from my chair and
moved behind her, resting my hands on her shoulders.

     "Do you need a break?" I asked her.

     There was a clear note of relief in her voice. "That would be a good idea."

     "Where are you going?" Scadman demanded when he realized the two of us were leaving the
room.

     I turned to face him. "Mr. Scadman, this nonsense has continued long enough. If you continue abusing
the witness and opposing counsel, I'm going to stop the proceeding and ask the Court to appoint a referee to
attend the deposition. At your expense. This--"

     Scadman jumped to his feet, moving ominously toward me. "Don't you dare threaten me with
sanctions!"

     As he approached, I measured the distance between us. I had a longer reach than he did, and I knew I
was in better shape. I'd spent more than my share of time in the principal's office in junior high school, mostly for
fighting. Instinctively, I made ready for the attack Scadman was apparently planning to launch.

     But the assault never came.

     Behind Scadman, Matt Bruner had risen unhurriedly to his feet. He flipped his hand in a gesture of
dismissal. "Oh, back off, Scadman. This is just a deposition. It's not the WBA boxing championship."

     Scadman wheeled suddenly. "Yeah? And what are you going to do about it?"

     To my absolute amazement--and to Bruner's--Scadman walked over and shoved the big lawyer against
one of the mahogany bookcases. Bruner winced with pain as his right shoulder banged against the corner of the
bookcase, tearing a gash in his blue blazer.

     Suddenly, there was fire in Bruner's eyes. His large hands became fists. Something about the way the
big man rumbled slowly toward Scadman told me that Bruner was a trained athlete, probably football or
hockey.

     I stepped forward to intervene. "Stop it!" I thundered at the top of my voice. Bruner stopped in his
tracks. "Not here and not now!"

     The two lawyers stood glaring at each other. Finally, like a pair of prize fighters at the sound of the bell,
they dropped their hands to their sides. Scadman made a show of fiddling with the papers on the table in front of
him, and Bruner stormed out of the room.

     I took Josie by the elbow. "Ms. Ballantine?"

     She nodded and rose from her chair. Her gait was shaky as I led her out of the library and down the
corridor to my office.




CHAPTER FOUR

     Josie paced back and forth across my office like a caged tiger. She finally came to a halt in front of one of
the big picture windows. When the weather was clear, as it was that day, you could see the bowl-shaped top of
Mount Evans to the west and Pike's Peak gleaming majestically in the south. But at the moment, Josie wasn't
noticing any of the views. She was too busy fuming at Scadman.

     "What an asshole!" she exploded suddenly. "No wonder they call him a madman!"

     I perched on a corner of my desk. There were things I wanted to talk to her about, but she needed to
cool down first. "He sure is," I agreed.

     "It's a wonder no one's ever gone berserk and killed him."

     "For a moment there, I thought that Bruner character was going to do just that."

     She said, "I almost wish he had."

     I shrugged. "No such luck, I'm afraid."

     She slumped onto one of the black leather chairs. "This is outrageous!" She shifted in the chair, as
another wave of anger swept through her body. "Why is he doing this to me?"

     "Oh, it's nothing personal, Josie. He's just trying to intimidate you so you'll tell your insurance company
to settle the case. Also, he wants to make you mad. People say stupid things when they're angry."

     "Well, there are plenty of things I'd like to say to him!"

     I took her by the shoulders. "Let's put this in perspective. As ugly as this has been, so far he's only
learned two things about you: one, you're a licensed real estate broker and, two, no one has ever complained about
you to the Real Estate Commission. So, in that sense, things are going smoothly. He hasn't learned anything that
hurts you. As to Scadman himself, that's entirely different. One way or another, he's through browbeating
you."

     She glanced up sharply. "What do you mean?"

     I shrugged. "Just that. When we go back in there, I'm going to tell him we're stopping the
deposition."

     "Oh," she said. "I thought--"

     I didn't understand. "You thought what?"

     "Nothing." She turned away from me, gazing out the window toward mountains in the distance. The
August sun shimmered brightly down on the cars parked on Sixteenth Street, twenty-nine stories below. People
were busily going about their business, wholly oblivious to the drama that was unfolding upstairs.

     "You know, I almost felt sorry for poor Kit Newcomb," Josie said. "Scadman was pretty hard on
him."

     I felt my face harden. "That's nothing, compared to what I intend to do to him. When we met
with him yesterday, he agreed I'd be the one to make all of our objections. Remember?"

     "I do. But--"

     I continued, "The first chance he got, he jumped right into the fray. And now, under the rules of civil
procedure, I can't object to any of Scadman's questions. My hands are tied. You can only have one lawyer representing
you."

     She turned and touched my hand. "He meant well, Adam. Don't--"

     "I've seen his type before, Josie. Newcomb is a disaster waiting to happen. The Hindenburg and the
Titanic combined. And he's way out of his league if he thinks he can deal with someone like Scadman."

     "Well, I disagree," she said stubbornly. "I think there's something chivalrous about him."

     "So was Don Quixote," I observed. Before she could respond, I asked, "Are you ready to go back in
there?"

     She shook her head. "Can I have just a few more minutes?"

     "Of course. I'm going to go find the rest of the lawyers. I want to tell them what I'm planning to do." I
crossed the room and opened the door. Kit Newcomb was just coming down the hall.

     He said, "Oh, there you are! I have a bone to pick with you."

     My anger at him came boiling to the surface. "Why did you start objecting to Scadman's questions,
Newcomb? We agreed yesterday afternoon that I was going to be the one to--"

     "Sorry," he said insincerely, as though it were a trifling matter. "But that goddamned Scadman made me
so mad! I decided to forgo the procedural niceties. I needed to protect my client, and I didn't care how I did
it!"

     "People make mistakes when they're angry, Kit. If you--"

     He rolled his eyes at me. "Maybe you're willing to let him walk all over our client, but I
won't stand for it. If Scadman wants to fight dirty, then I will, too!" With an impatient glance at his
wristwatch, he said, "Let's get the deposition started again. I've got something I want to say to Scadman, and I
want to say it on the record. This is now a personal matter between Scadman and me!"

     At his crack about my letting Scadman walk all over Josie, I felt a compelling urge to plug him in the jaw;
but I followed my own advice and kept my hands to myself. "Newcomb, you're an idiot! And what the hell do you
mean by-- "

     "Stop it, Adam, " Josie cut in, stepping forward to defend the young lawyer. "He's just trying to
help."

     I didn't take my eyes off Newcomb. "Yeah? And just what do you plan to tell him?"

     He folded his arms across his chest. "I'll say it once we're back on the record."

     "Just make sure isn't contrary to our client's interests," I warned him sternly. "Otherwise, this
is going to be a matter between you and me!"

     "Whatever. At least, while we're standing here twiddling our thumbs, someone's back in the
library, giving Scadman a word or two."

     "What are you talking about?" I asked.

     "While I was trying to find where you were hiding out with Josie, I heard a couple of people in the
library, yelling at each other."

     "What people?" I asked. Feeling a sudden sense of urgency, I muscled my way past him. The
west door of the library was ten feet down the hall from my office.

     He had to scurry to keep up with me. "I couldn't tell who it was. And I couldn't hear what they were
talking about. Just that they were talking loud enough for me to hear them out in the hallway."

     I stopped in my place and gawked at him. "You mean you were trying to eavesdrop?"

     He flushed. "No! I was just--"

     "Forget it." I proceeded toward the library. Whatever Newcomb claimed to have heard was no longer
taking place. I knocked on the door, just in case someone was having a private conversation, but there was no
response. I pressed down on the handle and peered into the library. There was no sign of Scadman, nor anyone
else, for that matter.

     The room was empty.

     I closed the door and headed back to my office, leaving Newcomb behind.

     He followed me down the hallway. "What's going on in there?"

     "Nothing. There's nobody there." I turned to Josie, who was standing in the doorway to my office. "Why
don't you stay here? I'll go start rounding everybody up. I want to talk to the other lawyers."

     She nodded. "We'll wait here." She turned to face Newcomb. She obviously wanted to talk to him, so I
left the two of them in my office. This time, instead of turning left toward the door to the library, I headed to the
right and continued counterclockwise along the hallway around the library. The court reporter was standing in the
little kitchenette near the east door of the library, sipping a can of diet Pepsi.
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