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CHAPTER ONE





My hair fell over my eyes as I crossed against the light on Fifth Avenue. I should’ve gotten a haircut. It would be the first thing out of my dad’s mouth. I hadn’t seen my dad since my mom’s funeral, seven months ago, and I just knew we were going to argue about my hair. I could hear him already. He would go on and on about appearances and respect and all that other crap. He would use that Marine-Corps-drill-sergeant voice. He would make it clear that he was the world-famous adventurer, fearless explorer, tough-guy author, and I was his screw-up son. He was never even in the Marines. Man, what was I doing here? This was a bad idea. My dad didn’t like surprises. And he wouldn’t like me showing up like this—unannounced.


I stood in front of the hotel with my back to traffic. There were lots of people gathered around the hotel entrance. And they were all dressed up. Most of the men were wearing tuxe­dos, and the women were all in fancy dresses. I assumed they were all here to see my dad. I looked down at my jeans and T-shirt. A remark about my clothes would be the second comment out of his mouth. This was a really bad idea.


I walked toward the front door of the hotel and noticed two giant men on either side of the door. They looked like bodyguards. Or secret service. Did my dad have his own protection now? Was he that famous? Or had my mom’s murder scared him? I doubt my dad was scared. He was the toughest guy I had ever met. Nothing scared him.


I walked past the bodyguards and stepped into the hotel lobby. The lobby looked like all the other five-star hotels my mom and I had stayed at over the years. It was full of shiny marble and shiny brass fixtures and shiny mahogany tables. There was a sign indicating that my dad’s event was being held in the Grand Ballroom. I followed the crowd. Maybe I could blend in. Maybe my dad wouldn’t notice me if I sat way in the back. Then I could decide if I wanted to see him or not. I looked down at my T-shirt again. It had a hole in it, just beneath the picture of a motorcycle. Blending in was going to be difficult.


What was I doing here? My dad hadn’t even tried to contact me for weeks. Even when he was calling, we hardly had anything to say to each other. Man, I should turn around and go.


I looked back over my shoulder. The line stretched back as far as I could see. The crowd kept moving down the hallway toward a large set of doors, and I kept moving with it. There were several hotel employees standing in front of the doors taking tickets.


Tickets? People actually paid to see some guy read from a book? I hadn’t planned this very well.


The truth was, like most things, I hadn’t planned it at all. Two hours ago, I was sitting at my grandpa’s kitchen table, in Connecticut, when I looked down and noticed my dad’s picture in the newspaper. That was the first I’d heard about my dad’s new book, Double Crossed. That’s when I got the idea to sneak into the city and see him. My grandpa would never have let me go into the city alone. Since my mom’s death, he was nervous about me being alone anywhere. I swear he freaked out a little even when I went to school.


I’d moved in with my grandpa after my mom was killed seven months ago. I’d been attending New Canaan Middle ever since. It was, like, the twentieth school I’d attended in the past six years. But it was far and away the nicest. New Canaan has to be one of the safest, and richest, places in the country. I mean, nothing happens in New Canaan. And to top it off, my grandpa was the chief of police there.


My grandpa had like a dozen guns in the house and a police squad car in the driveway. It wasn’t like anything was going to happen to me. But despite all that, he actually drove me to school for the first couple of weeks after my mom was killed. The school is, like, five blocks from his house, and he drove me every day. Don’t get me wrong, I appreciated his concern, but it’s a little embarrassing to have your grandpa walk you into school every morning when you’re in the seventh grade.


He’d gotten a little better lately, but he’d die if he knew I was here right now. So I made up a story about going to a friend’s house and got on the train. It was about an hour train ride from New Canaan to New York City, and I swear I regretted my decision about ten minutes into the ride. I didn’t want to upset my grandpa, but I really missed my dad. I just wanted to see him. And hear his voice. But if he saw me here alone like this, totally unplanned and out of the blue, he would probably be mad. I figured maybe I could stand in the back of the room and just listen to his talk.


The blond woman standing in front of the large doors held out her hand and said, “Ticket, please.”


“I, ah, I don’t have a ticket.”


“I’m sorry, but you need a ticket to attend tonight’s event,” she replied.


“I’m Furious Jones,” I said. Man, I hated my name. I mean, who names their kid Furious? And that was my actual name. I’ve seen the birth certificate and everything. It says Furious Catton Jones. I’ve asked my parents about it over the years—I mean, when my mom was still alive and my dad was still talking to me. Apparently I came into this world a little upset. To hear my mom tell it, I was kicking and screaming from the minute I was born, and I actually punched the doctor in the nose. My dad thought it was so funny, they decided to name me Furious. And just like that—they practically ruined my life.


The ticket woman was giving me the same look that everyone gave me when I said my name.


“Yeah, I know it’s a weird name,” I said. “But I’m Robert Jones’s son,” I said.


“Look,” she said as she stopped smiling, “I’m just trying to do my job here. I can’t let you in without a ticket, okay? If you really were Robert Jones’s son, don’t you think you’d have a ticket? Or be with him right now?”


“Yeah, you would think so, wouldn’t you,” I agreed. It was hard to argue with that, and it was all a bad idea to begin with. I was about to walk away when I heard—


“Did I hear you say you’re Furious Jones?”


I turned around to see the two giant men from the front of the hotel standing on either side of an equally large man with thick black hair.


“Excuse me?”


The man in the middle repeated the question. “Did I hear you say your name is Furious Jones? Robert Jones’s son?”


The guy looked important. I guess anyone surrounded by bodyguards looked important. But he also looked familiar. I had been cursed with a near-photographic memory since the age of six, and I knew I had seen his face before. Maybe on television?


“Yes, I’m Furious.”


“Of course you are,” he said as he shoved his meaty hand into mine. “You have your dad’s height. What are you, six feet two?”


I was actually six feet four. And I was sure I had to be one of the only six-feet-four-inch twelve-year-olds on the planet. In all the schools I had attended over the years, I was always the tallest kid in the class. People were always thinking I was older than I was.


“Yeah, something like that,” I said.


“Well, it is a pleasure to meet you. I’m Attorney General Joseph Como. I’m sort of a friend of your father’s.”


The way he said “sort of a friend” sounded odd. How is someone “sort of” a friend?


“You probably recognize me, right?” he asked.


I nodded yes. And I wasn’t lying. I did remember his face, but I was pretty sure I had never heard his name. And I was positive I had no idea what an attorney general did.


“Well, I’d be honored if you would accompany me to your dad’s reading.”


His smile was effortless and his teeth were perfect. His hair was perfect. I figured the attorney general had to be some sort of politician. He was probably here trying to get money from my dad for a campaign or something.


My dad was the author of the wildly popular Carson Kidd book series. I didn’t know much about the books. I had never actually read one. My mom didn’t want the books in the house and, since she died, I guess I just haven’t wanted to read anything. I knew they were spy thrillers. And I knew all five books had been huge hits and made my dad a ton of money. There were even several Carson Kidd movies. But I hadn’t seen any of those, either.


I’m not 100 percent sure why my parents got divorced, but it seemed to center around my dad’s books. Or, maybe, the fame that came with the books. My dad’s fame was pretty out of control. He was all over the Internet and the newspapers. And whenever I did get the chance to spend time with him, people would constantly come up to him asking for stuff. They would want to take a picture with him. Or get his autograph. Or want him to listen to their book or movie ideas. Some would just flat-out ask him for money. My mom hated that stuff. She liked to keep a low profile.


“I would love to join you,” I lied. “But I don’t seem to have a ticket.”


“Ah, yes,” Attorney General Como said as he gestured to one of the bodyguards. “Joe, would you mind waiting outside the ballroom?”


“I guess that would be okay,” Joe replied.


“Thank you,” Como said. “It looks like I’ve got an extra ticket for you, Furious.”


He handed three tickets to the blond woman, put his arm around my shoulder, and we entered the ballroom together, his other bodyguard following behind us.


The room was enormous. The walls stretched up three stories high and were lined with fancy gold lights. Several hundred folding chairs had been set up in the front of the room, facing a small stage, and there must have been over a hundred people standing around talking in the back of the room. And another hundred people filing in behind us.


“So, how is it that the son of the author doesn’t have a ticket?” Como asked.


“I guess because the author doesn’t know his son is here,” I replied. “And, I guess, the son didn’t realize people actually paid to see some guy read from a book.”


Como laughed. “And apparently, the son didn’t realize people actually dressed up for it.”


“Right,” I agreed as I pushed my hair out of my eyes.


I looked pathetic standing there. Not only was I, as usual, one of the tallest people in the room, but I was also the only person dressed in jeans and a T-shirt. And I was the youngest by about forty years. It looked like my dad’s book only appealed to old people. And now it seemed like all the old people were staring at me. Or rather, the guy I had entered the room with.


“Attorney General Como!” an elderly couple exclaimed as they approached us with their arms out.


“It is so lovely to see you,” Como said, greeting the couple.


And then another couple approached Como. And another. And soon there was a small line of people waiting to meet him.


I wanted to run and hide, but Como kept shaking hands, smiling, and introducing me to one old person after another. And the line continued to grow, and Como continued to shake hands. Everyone was offering him best wishes and good luck. They kept saying things like: Hang in there, The right man is going to win in the end, and You’re going to look pretty good in that oval office.


Oval office? That’s why I recognized the guy; he was running for president. And to hear these people tell it, it sounded like he was going to win.


Great, I thought as I scanned the room for my dad. I was hoping to sneak in and listen to my dad from the back of the room, where I wouldn’t be noticed, and now I was standing next to the future president of the United States.


The ballroom lights flashed several times, warning everyone it was time to take their seats. Como shook a couple more hands, and his giant bodyguard started to guide us toward the stage.


It figured. We were headed toward the front row. There would be no way for my dad to miss me now, sitting there in my T-shirt and jeans.


“You know,” I said to Como, “I’m feeling bad about taking your friend’s ticket.”


“My friend?” Como asked. “Oh”—he chuckled a little—“Joe’s not my friend.”


Then Como stopped and turned toward the bodyguard.


“No offense, Gary,” Como said to the bodyguard. “You and Joe do great work.”


“No offense taken, sir,” the giant bodyguard said in a deep, rumbling tone. So much for me trying to get out of this.


The bodyguard then motioned for us to enter the front row. “Our seats.”


Man, I knew it. We were sitting front and center. We were only a few feet from the podium that had been placed onstage.


“You might have heard that I’m running against Senator White for president,” Como said, leaning toward me. In a whisper he added, “The secret service detail is just part of the package.”


“Oh, the secret service. Of course,” I whispered.


I sat to the left of Como, and the secret service agent took the aisle seat to his right.


“That’s kind of cool,” I said. “I mean, having your own secret service and all.”


“It is what it is,” Como replied. “In my line of work, you end up with a lot of powerful friends and powerful enemies.” Then he chuckled and added, “And sometimes it is hard to tell the difference.


“Can you believe this turnout?” Como asked, looking back at the crowd as the ballroom lights dimmed.


I said nothing. I was starting to feel sick. I shouldn’t be here. I needed to get out of here, but it was too late. A bright spotlight was suddenly shining on the podium, and a man was walking onto the stage.




CHAPTER TWO





Good evening and welcome,” said the man onstage. “My name is Richard Olson and I’m the executive director for the New York Public Library. As always, I’d like to thank all of the Friends of the Library for your continued support. But I know you’re not here to listen to me talk all night, so let’s get right to it.


“We’re here tonight to celebrate the forthcoming sixth book in the Carson Kidd series by the one and only Robert Jones.” The audience erupted into applause. “Kidd is the rough-and-tumble CIA assassin that has thrilled us, captivated us, and, on more than one occasion for me personally, robbed us of precious sleep as we lay awake turning pages.


“Kidd is tough,” Olson said with a laugh. “No doubt about it. But he’s also fair. He seems to have a strong sense of right and wrong. Time after time and book after book, he stands up for those who have been wronged. And, in his patented way, he believes in righting wrongs with whatever force is necessary.”


The crowd laughed and applauded politely.


“Now, I’ve had the good fortune to know Mr. Robert Jones for several years,” the speaker continued. “And, with the possible exception of the violence, I think Robert shares many of his lead character’s traits. I’ve witnessed Robert help those around him. I’ve witnessed Robert right the wrongs and stand up for those who can’t stand up for themselves.


“And Robert has been a constant supporter of the library and many literacy programs not just here in New York, but across this great country.”


The audience gave another round of polite applause.


Olson continued, “And now, without further ado, please help me welcome Mr. Robert Jones.”


The applause grew even louder and the audience stood as my dad entered the spotlight and crossed the stage to the podium, waving to the crowd. He was about fifteen feet from me now. We hadn’t been this close in seven months. Not since I’d stood next to him at my mom’s funeral.


He looked tired and older than I remembered him. He had deep lines under his eyes, and his hair seemed thinner and lighter. He looked like he had aged ten years in seven months. Could my mom’s death have taken that big of a toll? He certainly had not been himself since her murder. He’d called me every few days after the funeral. And he had sounded different. Paranoid. He kept asking about my safety. Was Grandpa taking me to school every day? Did he have a police officer stay at the school? Had I received any strange phone calls or messages? He kept reminding me not to talk to strangers, like I was five years old. I don’t know who was worse, my dad or my grandpa. My mom’s murder must have taken a toll on both of them. Well, all of us, I guess.


My dad motioned for everyone to sit down. He still hadn’t noticed me in the front row. The room was dark, and the spotlight was shining bright in his eyes. Maybe he couldn’t see me, and I would get away with this after all.


The room quieted and we sat.


“Thank you. It’s wonderful to see so many of you here tonight. And I’d like to thank Richard and the Friends of the Library for having me here tonight.


“As I look around this room,” my dad said, scanning the crowd, “and see so many familiar faces, it’s hard to believe we’ve been doing this for over—”


My dad froze as our eyes met. The smile drained from his face.


“Ah,” he tried to continue. “It’s, ah, hard to believe that I’ve been writing these books for over six years now.”


He stopped again and just stared at me. I had never seen this expression before, but he didn’t look happy to see me. The crowd started to look in my direction. And then my dad locked eyes with Attorney General Como. He stared at Como. And Como stared back. Then Como gave my dad a little wave.


My dad looked away. “And in another six years, I hope to be doing this still. I think Carson has a lot of adventures left in him.”


He paused again. He looked over at me again. And then he looked down at the podium.


He said nothing.


Thirty seconds passed.


A minute passed.


A murmur started to grow from the crowd.


But he just kept staring at the podium.


I had never seen him like this.


He looked broken.


Sad.


Scared.


My dad was never scared.


Was this because of me?


What should I do?


Should I get up and go? Would he follow me? Could he? He had a room full of people here to see him. Maybe I could get back to my grandpa’s house before he called. I could explain it all to my grandpa and apologize. He would see that I was okay, and I’d promise never to do it again.


I was just about to stand up when he looked forward and continued talking.


“Kidd’s newest adventure has its roots in Chicago,” he finally spoke. “And by definition, Chicago stinks. In the language of the Potawatomi Indian tribe, the word ‘Chicago’ literally means ‘wild and smelly onion.’ In the Algonquian tribe, the word ‘Chicago’ means ‘smells bad.’


“The one thing historians and scholars are unclear about, however, is whether those early dwellers were referring to the wild leeks that were abundant along the river, or if it was early social commentary describing corrupt Chicago politics and the infestation of the Sicilian mafia.”


The crowd started to laugh, and I stood up and walked toward the aisle.


“The new book opens in a small Illinois town,” my dad said. Then he let out a large sigh. “And I’ve got to tell you, this is far and away my darkest and most twisted book to date. I mean, there is some truly sick stuff happening in this small town. And Carson meets his match in this book. I think the readers will be surprised—”


He paused as I started walking up the main aisle. I could feel people turning to look at me now. I tried not to make eye contact with any of them.


“Ah,” my dad muttered. “Carson discovers that . . .” He paused again. “Let’s just say sometimes it is hard to tell your enemies from your friends.”


I stopped in the darkness.


That was odd. That was almost identical to the thing Attorney General Como had said. I turned back toward my dad when—


BANG!


BANG!


BANG!




CHAPTER THREE





Three quick explosions thundered through the ballroom, and I watched my dad fall to the stage floor. I let out a scream, and then, as if time had slowed, I saw Gary, Como’s secret service man, stand up. The spotlight lit his body as he stood. He had a gun in his hand and started to point it across the room, looking for the shooter.


My eyes followed the path of the gun. It pointed to a skinny man in a leather jacket standing off to the side. The skinny man’s slicked-back hair shimmered in the spotlight. Did he have a gun? Had he just shot my dad?


Several more explosions rang out. These were faster and higher-pitched. Blood and brain matter seemed to hang in the air where the head of the man with the slicked-back hair had been. Then, as if someone had pushed a fast-forward button, the room erupted in chaos. People were screaming. People were crying and climbing over chairs and one another.


A mass of bodies filled the aisle and swept me out the ballroom doors.


I saw Joe, the other secret service agent, fighting the crowd in an effort to get into the ballroom. His gun was drawn, and he was shoving people out of his way. I ran down a hall I didn’t recognize. And then another hall. There was a door with an EXIT sign. I went through the door and found myself in an alley.


I fell to the ground and grabbed my face and started to cry.


“Oh, god! Oh, god!”


I stopped and looked around. With no one in sight, I cried harder.


“Oh my god,” I cried. “Oh, god. Oh, god. Oh, god.”


I tried to stop but couldn’t. My eyes stung. My nose was running. Not here. Not like this.


Pull yourself together, Furious!


I sat up and wiped my nose on my sleeve. I could hear sirens coming from every direction. I wondered if I should go back inside and help my dad. There had been so much blood. There was no way he was still alive. I looked toward the street, and cop cars were trying to cut through the crowd of people in the street in front of the hotel. I needed to leave. They would call my grandpa soon, and he would panic when he couldn’t find me. I couldn’t do that to him. He had already been through so much. And I didn’t want him to know I’d lied to him. I had to try to get home before he got the call.


I crossed Fifth and looked back toward the hotel. A half-dozen cop cars were blocking the street, and people were pouring out of the front door. I turned and headed to the corner subway station. I could take the subway to Grand Central and then catch a train back to my grandpa’s house in New Canaan.


I made my way down to the subway platform. The lights in the station were bright and my eyes burned from crying. I closed my eyes for a second and pictures of my dad’s body hitting the stage were vivid in my mind. I could see the blood on his dress shirt, face, and hair. I tried to replace the image, but I knew it was pointless. I had no control over the way my screwed-up mind retained images. The picture of my dad’s dead body would stick forever. Every detail would sit right next to the image I saw of my mom’s dead body.


A train raced into the station and came to a quick stop. I got on and headed to the back of the car. I sprawled out on a double seat and stared out the window.


It was uncanny, I realized. My mom and dad had been killed in almost the exact same way. Three shots to the body. Both of them killed at hotels.


I wasn’t there when my mom was killed. She had left me with my grandpa while she went to some small Illinois tourist town called Galena. I guess that was the first sign that something was wrong. She had never left me behind. My mom traveled for business, and I always went with her. We had been all over the world together. But she’d been acting very strange before the trip to Galena. She had even reached out to my dad, something she had never done in the six years they had been divorced. If there was anyone on the planet tougher than my dad, it was my mom. And I was positive something was wrong as she pulled out of my grandpa’s driveway. She seemed nervous. Like we were saying good-bye for the last time. And it turned out we were.


Most of what I knew about my mom’s murder came from what I read in the Galena Gazette. Which wasn’t much. The Gazette ran a picture of my mom’s bloody body on the sidewalk in front of the DeSoto House Hotel in downtown Galena. The sheriff was quoted as saying that a car pulled up and someone opened fire. That was it. The whole thing was over in a matter of seconds, and he said that my mom had just been in the wrong place at the wrong time. But I never really believed that.


The article went on to say that, until very recently, Galena hadn’t had a murder since the Chicago gangster Al Capone had used the area as a hideout seventy years ago. So it’s not like drive-by shootings happened all the time there. Galena was a little town of six hundred people and no recorded violence. The shooting was not random. She was killed on purpose. But why?


My mom was an accountant. We had moved around so much, neither of us had friends, much less enemies. And judging by how nervous my dad and grandpa had been since her death, they didn’t seem to believe it was random either. And now my dad was dead too.


Someone was hunting my family.


I got off at Grand Central to transfer to the New Haven line. I looked at my phone. It was 8:09 p.m. and it was an hour ride to New Canaan. The next train left at 8:30. I sat down on a bench and pushed my hair back. It immediately fell over my eyes. My long hair always bothered my dad.


I closed my eyes and images of the ballroom rushed in again. I could see my dad standing behind the podium. I could see the look of fear and sadness as we locked eyes. What was he worried about? Why had my grandpa and my dad been so worried about me? Did they know someone was after us? Was I next? Did it end with the guy with the slicked-back hair?


The train to New Canaan pulled into the station. I got on and stared out the window for the better part of an hour, thinking about my mom and dad. I suddenly realized that, technically, I was an orphan. My grandpa was the only family I had left in this world. I couldn’t stop crying as the train cut through the Connecticut countryside. Should I call my grandpa? What would I say? Hey, it’s me, just checking in. I wanted to make sure you hadn’t realized I’m an ungrateful liar.


My grandpa took me in after my mom died. I guess it sort of made sense to me. I hadn’t lived with my dad in years. I actually had no memory of my parents together and had only seen my dad once or twice a year since the divorce. He was busy traveling and writing his books, but I had always hoped that we would spend some time together eventually. But at my mom’s funeral, my dad came up to me and said he was working on his new book and he had a lot of research to do. He said his research would take him to a dangerous place. That it wasn’t safe and he would need to go there alone.


But I had spent six years traveling with my mom and we had seen all kinds of dangerous places. My mom took a job as an accountant with a government contractor after she left my dad. Her job required us to travel a lot. Her company sent us from city to city and country to country. We’d usually stay in a city or country for a few weeks and then move on. My mom would enroll me in school at the closest military base. When we weren’t close to a base, she would enroll me in a local school. I was always the new kid. New teachers, books, and faces. But the same questions. Same stares. Same crap. Just a different town or country. Sometimes a different language. Often a language that I didn’t even speak.


I had learned to survive dangerous places. But my dad didn’t listen. At my mom’s funeral he said we would talk about the “arrangement” after his book was finished. That’s part of the reason I was so excited to see his book event in the paper this morning. The story said he had finished his new book and it was set to come out next week. I was hoping that maybe I could spend time with him now. But now that was never going to happen.


My phone vibrated. It was my grandpa calling. I clicked accept and held the phone to my ear.


“Hello,” I said.


“Furious? Are you all right?”


“Yeah, I’m fine,” I lied.


“Where are you?”


“I’m at Andy McMahon’s.” I squeezed my open hand into a fist as I lied again. I hated lying to my grandpa. And picking Andy’s house was a huge mistake. Andy lived right next door. It wouldn’t be hard for my grandpa to figure out I was lying. He could practically look out the window and see that I was lying.


“I need you to come home,” he insisted.


I looked down at the clock on the phone. The train was still fifteen to twenty minutes from New Canaan.


“Can we just finish the game we’re playing?” I asked.


There was a moment of silence and then I heard my grandpa sigh and I knew he had heard about my dad. He sounded defeated. He sounded exactly like he did after my mom was killed.


“Finish it quickly and then come straight home,” he said. “Okay?”


“Okay,” I said and clicked cancel on my phone.


I bit down hard on my lip to fight back the tears. Why hadn’t I just told my grandpa the truth? Once you start lying, it just takes on a life of its own.


I stared at the clock on my phone thinking about my grandpa. He was a good guy. Quiet, for the most part. Very different from my dad. My dad had been larger than life. He was always putting on a show. But my mom was more like my grandpa—her dad. She never wanted to draw attention to herself. She tried to stay out of the spotlight as much as possible. In fact, my parents divorced just months after my dad’s first book became a huge international bestseller. Just after the fame had started. She had only been a part of that for a few months, but she always said it was the worst period of her life.


My parents got divorced when I was six years old. And, oddly enough, I have no memories of anything before six. Not a single memory. I had seen many shrinks over the years, and many of them said six years old was psychologically the absolute worst age for a child to experience divorce. Something about the way the brain is forming at that age can cause a lifetime of difficulties. I’m no shrink, but I believed it. And they all found it fascinating that while I can’t remember a thing before the age of six, I’m cursed with a photographic memory of practically everything after six. After the divorce.


I could recount every single detail of all the time I’d spent with my dad since the divorce. Of course, there weren’t really that many times to recall. Over the years, my mom and I only saw him on the rare occasion we all ended up in the same city or country at the same time. And that had happened about a dozen times in six years. And it never went well. Well, actually, it always started out great but never ended well.


My dad would show up and book a room at whatever hotel my mom and I were staying at that week, and he would try to be the big man. His visits usually centered around food. My dad loved good food. No matter where we were, he would always know how to find the best food. We could be in a small town in the middle of Prague, in the Czech Republic, and my dad would say, “Oh, there’s the best little place just a few blocks from here. They’ve got a chef named Ronald and he makes an amazing grilled sea bass.” And, sure enough, the three of us would enter the restaurant and a chef named Ronald would hurry over to say hello to my dad. In the middle of Prague! That’s what he did. He was always the big man putting on a big show. And, secretly, I loved it.


He was truly larger than life. But my mom said he hadn’t always been that way. The Robert she fell in love with had been a kind, hardworking, and idealistic journalist. She’d tell me stories about their life in Saint Paul, Minnesota. My mom grew up in New Canaan but went away to college in Minnesota. My dad had grown up in Saint Paul, and they met at the University of Minnesota. My dad was a journalism major and my mom was studying economics and Italian. After they graduated, my dad took a job as a reporter at the Saint Paul Pioneer Press. And he was good at it. My mom said he loved to fight for the underdogs. He even won a big award for a series of stories that exposed some crooked politicians.


My mom claimed my dad invented the Robert Jones persona to help sell books. But then it consumed him. He bought into his own creation, she said. But so did she, from time to time. By the second or third day of his visits, the two of them would be holding hands and laughing. By the end of the first week, they would look like a couple again. We would look like a family again. And then this thing from the past would creep in. They would start to fight about my dad’s fame and the books. Ultimately, my dad would leave.


The train slowed as it pulled into the New Canaan station. It was the last stop on the line, and I was the last passenger. I got off and walked the four blocks to my grandpa’s house.


There was a cop car idling in the driveway behind my grandpa’s squad car.
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