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Prologue



November 17, 1603


Westminster, England

“THOU ART A MONSTER!” THE PROSECUTOR ROARED OUT HIS accusation and pointed at the defendant as the judges and jurors in their satin doublets and embroidered waistcoats shifted uneasily in their seats. “Thou hast an English face but a Spanish heart!”

The defendant, Sir Walter Raleigh, remained calm despite the worst insult to someone who had spent much of his life fighting against Spain. But, forty-nine years old, his hair and the distinctive goatee shot through with gray, he now stood accused of treason.

“Let me answer for myself,” Raleigh demanded.

“Thou shalt not,” Prosecutor Sir Edward Coke thundered back.

Raleigh turned to the jury. “It concerneth my life,” he pleaded, though he knew the men before him were not sympathetic to him personally or interested in a fair trial.

The hearing was a specialized sort of court procedure. In later years, it would be inaccurately referred to as a Star Chamber, a fifteenth-to seventeenth-century English court comprised of judges appointed by the Crown. The Star Chambers, so named because the courtrooms were decorated with stars, were notorious for being conducted in secrecy and were given to arbitrary procedures. They were a convenient way for the Crown, and its supporting nobles, to get rid of rivals and enemies both real and perceived.

What Raleigh faced was actually a “special commission of oyer and terminer.” Similar to the Star Chambers, the commissions had been created for the sole purpose of trying people accused of treason. However, unlike a Star Chamber, juries sat on these commissions and weighed what evidence was presented to them. The trials were also supposed to be governed by the rules of law, and the proceedings were followed with great interest by the general public. However, the method and outcome were still heavily weighted in favor of the Crown’s wishes.

The prosecutor, Sir Edward Coke, would someday be noted in legal circles as a man of substantial courage who in his waning years actually stood up to the Crown on behalf of English common law, which would become the basis of the American legal system. But at this time, he was not well liked by the general public because of his involvement two years earlier in convicting the popular Lord Essex of treason on orders of Queen Elizabeth. On the other hand, Raleigh was not universally liked by the common man either.

 

Soldier, ship’s captain, adventurer, poet, and courtier, Raleigh was one of the most famous men of his time in both his own country and among England’s enemies, especially Spain, whose treasure ships from the New World he’d plundered on behalf of his Queen and himself. He was also one of the wealthiest men in England.

With his taste for fine clothes and armed with charm and wit, he made a dashing knight in Elizabeth’s court—with a reputation as a ladies’ man—and occupied a special place in the heart of the Queen. Legend had it that he had once laid his cloak over a mud puddle so that Elizabeth would not have to dirty her royal feet. But it was his charms with the ladies that also got him in trouble with Her Majesty when he married one of her maids of honor—the lovely, and much younger, Bess Throckmorton—without the Queen’s permission. The Queen had him thrown into the Tower of London, but she eventually relented when she realized that the couple truly were in love.

Her Majesty’s court was notorious for its intrigues and plots, with the various courtiers vying against one another for the position as her favorite. Lord Essex, Robert Devereux, a descendant of King Henry VIII, had been one of Raleigh’s chief rivals.

Devereux was a hero to the masses for his military successes against the Spanish and also a favorite of the Queen. However, he saw himself as deserving of the throne and was accused—with reason—of conspiring against her with King James VI of Scotland.

Tried by Coke, Devereux was convicted and executed in February 1601. It was this execution that also would cast Raleigh in a bad light with the public. Although he had nothing to do with the trial, he held the title of Sheriff of London, which meant that he had the duty of presiding over the execution. The public saw this as a devious way to remove a rival, and he was reviled for it.

In 1603, Raleigh’s fortunes took a definitive turn for the worse when the Queen died. Soon thereafter, none other than King James ascended to the throne. And not long after that Raleigh was himself arrested for treason—accused of plotting with his friend Lord Cobham and with Spain against James.

 

When the trial began that morning, Coke was faced with a dilemma; he had very little evidence, only an unsigned letter supposedly written by Cobham that accused Raleigh of being part of the conspiracy. On the other hand, the commissions of oyer and terminer were not known for their objectivity. The judges were selected from officers of the state—nobles and judges appointed by the King and his councillors, all with a stake in the survival of the current political structure, and therefore antagonistic toward anyone who might be a threat to the King or their positions.

There was no attempt at impartiality for Raleigh’s trial. The commissioners, or judges, included Secretary of State Sir Robert Cecil, Sir William Waad, who was Raleigh’s jailer, the Earls of Suffolk and Devonshire, Lord Wotton, Lord Henry Howard, and Sir John Stanhope, many of whom disliked Raleigh and had envied his status with Elizabeth, or held him partly responsible for Essex’s death. They sat with the Chief Justice of the King’s Bench, Sir John Popham, who hated Raleigh, as well as the Chief Justice of the Court of Common Pleas, Sir Edmund Anderson, and Justices Gawdy and Warburton.

The jury was handpicked in advance. Comprised of four knights, four esquires, and four gentlemen, this deck of King’s men, too, was stacked against the accused. Yet, when offered the chance to challenge the seating of any juror, Raleigh shook his head. “I know none of them, but think them all honest and Christian men. I know my own innocency and therefore will challenge none.”

Coke opened the trial by pointing to Raleigh and sneering, “I will prove you the notoriest traitor that ever came to the bar.”

“Your words cannot condemn me,” Raleigh responded easily. “My innocency is my defense. Prove one of these things wherewith you have charged me, and I will confess to the whole indictment, and that I am the horriblest traitor that ever lived, and worthy to be crucified with a thousand thousand torments.”

“Nay, I will prove all,” Coke promised, and introduced the unsigned statement of Cobham implicating him in treason.

When he got the chance, Raleigh pleaded to be allowed to answer the charges by calling the only witness against him, Cobham, to the stand. “My Lords, let my accuser come face-to-face and be deposed.”

Raleigh knew that if he could get Cobham on the witness stand, he might have a fighting chance. While he was in the Tower of London, a letter wrapped around an apple was thrown through the window. It was signed by Cobham and recanted the earlier accusation. If Cobham testified to that in court, public opinion would surely swing in his favor, Raleigh thought.

However, Raleigh was not allowed to confront his accuser, or call any other witness who might have vouched for him. In fact, only one witness was called to the stand during the entire trial and that by the prosecution. His name was Dyer, and he claimed that he’d once visited a merchant’s house in Portugal where he was asked by an unknown gentleman if King James had been crowned yet.

“And I answered, ‘No, but I hoped he should be so shortly.’”

According to Dyer, the gentleman then said, “He shall never be crowned, for Raleigh and Cobham will cut his throat ere that day come.”

Dyer’s statement was hearsay; in fact, it was hearsay several times removed from the source, if there was one. And even if the “gentleman” existed and had made the statement, there was no evidence that the conspiracy existed anywhere but in the man’s mind. But the testimony was allowed anyway.

Hour after hour passed in the courtroom, and it became increasingly apparent that Coke could not win the case with his evidence. So he resorted to name-calling and insults, which he repeated over and over again, as if repetition gave weight to his words. Raleigh, he said, was the “absolutest traitor that ever was” and “the notoriest traitor that ever came to the bar. Thyself art a spider of Hell.”

But Raleigh remained cool. “You speak indiscreetly, barbarously, and uncivilly.”

“I want words sufficient to express thy viperous treasons,” Coke shouted.

“I think you want words indeed,” Raleigh countered quietly, “for you have spoken one thing half a dozen times.”

It was well into the night when the trial drew to a close with both men trying to get the last word in. Raleigh insisted that it was his right. “He which speaketh for his life must speak last.”

When the judges agreed, having perhaps been shamed by Raleigh’s spirited defense, Coke sat down and refused to give his closing argument. The judges finally prevailed upon him to finish, which he did by reading a third letter that he’d forced Cobham to sign, which rescinded the retraction letter sent via apple to Raleigh.

Finished, Coke sat down again, at which point Raleigh stood and with the flourish of the old courtier produced his own letter from Cobham. He prevailed upon Lord Cecil to read it:

“‘Seeing myself so near the end, for the dire charge of my own conscience, and freeing myself from your blood, which else will carry vengeance against me; I will protest upon my salvation I never practiced with Spain for your procurement; God so comfort me that this is my affliction, as you are a true subject for anything that I know…. God have mercy upon my soul, as I know no treason by you.’”

After the letter was read, Raleigh argued that the prosecution had not proved its case, despite the disadvantages he’d had defending himself.

“Consider my disability, and their ability; they prove nothing against me. Only they bring the accusation of my Lord Cobham, which he hath lamented and repented as heartily as if it had been for a horrible murder—for he knew that all this sorrow which should come to me is by his means. Presumption must proceed from precedent or subsequent facts.”

Noting that without him his wife and son would be penniless, Raleigh asked the judges and jurors to put themselves in his shoes before convicting him based on the scant evidence presented by the prosecutor.

“If you would be contented on presumptions to deliver up to be slaughtered, to have your wives and children turned into the streets to beg their bread; if you would be contented to be so judged, judge so of me,” Raleigh said, and sat down.

It was a valiant battle, but of little use. The trial had lasted for sixteen hours—from 8:00 a.m. to midnight—but it took the jury only fifteen minutes to reach a verdict of guilty. Lord Cecil then pronounced the sentence: death “in the full magnitude and horror” the law then required, which meant he was to be hanged, drawn, and quartered.

However, Raleigh’s spirited defense had one unforeseen impact. Though his perceived role in the death of Lord Essex had made him an unpopular character among the general public, the obvious injustice of his trial and the noble manner in which he’d conducted himself now made him a national hero.

King James and his councillors recognized that executing him at this point might cause a general uprising worse than any treason Raleigh had been accused of. In fact, the King conceded that “by his wit, he turned the hatred of men into compassion for him.” The king decided to grant Raleigh a stay of execution.

For the next thirteen years, Raleigh remained a prisoner in the Tower of London. He was legally dead but was able to write and even have his family around him. Then in 1617, in an effort to gain his freedom, he proposed a voyage to the New World to find gold. He promised he could do this without attacking the colonies or shipping of Spain, with whom the Catholic King James intended to remain at peace.

However, once in the New World, Raleigh’s men attacked a Spanish community while he was laid up in bed. There were two major consequences for the action. One was that Raleigh’s son was killed in the fight; the second was that Raleigh knew that his own life might be forfeited. But he sailed back to England and, as expected, was arrested.

King James received a letter from the king of Spain saying that Raleigh would not—if the occasion arose—be executed in Madrid. However, the letter added, should he be beheaded in England, it would “please his most Catholic Majesty.”

As attorney general, Coke was asked to render an opinion on what could be done with Raleigh. It was a chance for revenge against the man who’d made a fool of him in the courtroom, and he took full advantage, noting that Raleigh was already “civilly dead,” and therefore his execution had merely been postponed.

On October 28, 1618, Raleigh was taken from the Tower of London to Westminster Abbey, where after another quick show trial he was placed in the gatehouse to await his death. He spent most of his last night in the company of his beloved Bess and writing his final letters.

On the morning of his execution, Raleigh ate breakfast and smoked a little of the tobacco he’d made popular in England. He then dressed magnificently, the dashing courtier one last time as he was led from his cell.

The Old Palace Yard was packed with spectators, many of whom jeered as he climbed the scaffold. There he gave one last eloquent speech that ended, “So I take my leave of you all, making my peace with God.” He then removed his cloak and doublet before asking the executioner to show him the ax. “This is sharp medicine,” he said approvingly, “that will cure all my ills…”

With that, Raleigh refused the blindfold and laid his head on the block. Composing himself, he gave the signal that he was ready. The executioner, however, hesitated. Then Raleigh gave one final command. “Strike, man! Strike!”

The executioner followed his orders and Raleigh’s head was shown to the crowd. They had fallen silent, but then one man spoke up.

“We have not such another head to be cut off.”
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BUTCH KARP WASN’T SURE WHAT IT WAS THAT WOKE HIM. He’d been dreaming of murdered schoolchildren and gun-toting terrorists. But it was something else that pulled him from sleep, something to do with unfinished business.

Disoriented, he lay quietly trying to remember where he was. It wasn’t at home where he belonged—in bed with his wife in their Lower Manhattan loft. That’s for damn sure, he thought, fighting off a small surge of apprehension.

As a prosecutor for the New York District Attorney’s Office, and as the district attorney for the past couple of years, he had a reputation among friends and opponents for his ability to concentrate on “what really mattered” to the exclusion of all else. It made him a formidable adversary in the criminal courts where in a nearly thirty-year career he’d lost only one homicide trial. But for that loss, Karp tried successfully a who’s who of major league evildoers: assassins, career criminals, contract killers, and your classic Gotham homicidal sociopaths. Now he called upon that famous focus to clear the cobwebs.

Breathing deep, he let the anxiety subside and thought, Okay, you’re in Beth Israel hospital. You were shot…. What month is this?…Mid-October? Time they let me out of this place.

Karp looked around the room. Or at least tried. Except for a diffused glow from beneath the door, there was little illumination beyond the small green blips that stared out from the machines next to his bed like the eyes of lizards caught in a flashlight beam. All he could see were shadows within shadows, and there was nothing there to cause alarm or disturb his sleep.

Yet something wasn’t right. He sniffed the air and would have sworn that the usual antiseptic bouquet of the hospital room now carried a faint earthy odor, like the windowless basement of his parents’ home in Brooklyn when he was a boy. He held his breath to listen. But all he could hear was the death rattle of a fluorescent bulb in the hallway and the far-off voices of the late-night shift hovering around the nurse’s station. He could make out a male voice engaged in banter with a bevy of female voices and supposed that the young police officer who’d been assigned guard duty outside his door was taking a break.

Flirting with the nurses, Karp thought. Good for him. I don’t see the point of wasting the night, sitting in a chair to protect me. Never wanted it, but that damn mother hen Clay Fulton…

Detective Clay Fulton was the head of the DAO’s criminal investigations unit, a squad of NYPD officers and detectives assigned to the DA’s office to provide investigative and protective services. He and Karp had been friends for three decades, but the big detective—a former fullback for the Syracuse University football team—sometimes treated him more like a witless child than the top law enforcement official in Manhattan, or his boss.

Karp glanced at the digital clock on the nightstand across the room: 3:00 a.m. The witching hour…try to go back to sleep. He tired easily and had been sleeping a lot over the past couple of weeks since the shooting. I guess that stands to reason after being shot three times, he thought.

Karp’s memory of the attack was a series of surreal vignettes—like watching one-act plays from just offstage. He remembered that he was leaving the Manhattan Criminal Courts Building at 100 Centre Street, which housed, along with the courtrooms, the Manhattan House of Detention for Men, affectionately referred to as the Tombs, and the Office of the New York District Attorney. He and his longtime colleague, Ray Guma, had just won a murder conviction against political power broker Emil Stavros, who’d murdered his wife a dozen years earlier and buried her in his backyard. As he walked down the steps of the entrance, he’d glanced with satisfaction at the inscription carved into the marble on the wall: “Why Should There Not Be a Patient Confidence in the Ultimate Justice of the People.” Why not indeed, he’d thought.

When he looked up, he saw his wife, Marlene Ciampi, waving to him from across Centre. They were going to go out to celebrate the victory with an expensive Italian dinner—on Marlene’s dime—at Il Mulino on West Third Street, not too far from the West Village. He remembered smiling and distinctly recalled the warmth that coursed through his body whenever he saw her petite but well-proportioned frame—at least when they weren’t fighting like bantam roosters—even after nearly twenty-five years of marriage. He’d had no clue that danger was approaching, not until he saw Marlene’s attention suddenly shift to some point farther up the street.

Karp thought that he would have developed a better sixth sense for impending peril. After all, he’d grown up across the East River in a fairly rough-and-tumble Brooklyn neighborhood, and then spent most of his career working at the DAO putting assorted murderers, rapists, sociopaths, thugs, and terrorists in prison. But it was Marlene, a former Catholic schoolgirl, who had discovered a latent talent for recognizing the pungent aroma of danger before anyone else caught a whiff.

Karp had followed Marlene’s glance to a sedan with dark-tinted windows that was pulling away from the curb and rolling slowly toward him. He heard her shout something—a warning that he couldn’t make out over the din of taxi horns and human voices—and then watched her dash into the street with a gun in her hand.

Drivers slammed on their brakes to avoid her and hit their horns. Marlene was pointing her gun at the sedan. He looked and saw that the window on the passenger side was down. But he never saw who shot him, just flashes from the gun.

The force of the bullets striking him in the chest, leg, and neck propelled him back across the sidewalk on which he’d landed with a bone-jarring thud, like the morning delivery of the Sunday New York Times. Pedestrians around him screamed and ran to get out of the way.

Then he was just lying there, looking up at the sky and remarking to himself how white the clouds looked against the blue background, while around him there were more shots and more screams. Marlene’s face appeared above him. She was yelling something and crying. He wanted to tell her that it was all right: Don’t cry. I love you. He tried to say the words but his mouth was full of warm liquid that he realized was his own blood.

Then something was pulling at him, lifting him from the sidewalk. He looked down and was surprised to see his body lying in a spreading pool of red as his wife and a man he didn’t recognize pressed at his wounds. He noticed the sedan was partly up on the curb, stopped where it had run into Dirty Warren’s newsstand.

Vaguely, he heard Marlene calling him back. Butch! Butch Karp! Listen to me. You’re not leaving me, Karp! Please don’t leave me, baby.

It was difficult to keep his eyes open. He was so tired; he just wanted to rest. His mind filled with a white light. So that part’s true, he’d thought. I wonder what’s next.

He felt at peace and was ready to go. But Marlene’s pleas were irritating him when he just wanted to be left alone. Opening his eyes, he’d looked at her with annoyance. “What?” he complained. “Can’t you see I’m sleeping?”

Somebody else was pressing on him, and it hurt. It was the man he hadn’t recognized, who now looked at him and smiled. The stranger had a thick crew cut of pewter-gray hair that matched his eyes, which were kind and steady, as if nothing fazed him. Then Karp glanced down and saw the collar. A priest?

“I’m Jewish,” Karp had croaked through the blood in his mouth, thinking the priest meant to administer last rites.

“That’s okay, Mr. Karp,” the priest answered. “I’m not trying to convert you. But do hang on, I believe you have some unfinished business here.”

The next thing Karp was aware of was waking up at Beth Israel with Marlene’s head on his chest and the voice of the priest in his head telling him that he had unfinished business. It ain’t over till it’s over, he’d thought, recalling one of the aphorisms of Yogi Berra, a New York Yankee and boyhood hero. He’d stroked the short, dark curls of Marlene’s hair until she gradually woke up. First covering his face with kisses, she’d then run out of the room to announce his return to the world.

“What happened?” he’d asked after a half dozen doctors and nurses who’d flooded into the room to verify Marlene’s happy prognosis had left again.

“Rachel Rachman shot you,” she’d replied tersely.

Karp caught the hitch in her voice but was too stunned by the identity of his attacker to do much more than stare at his wife with his mouth hanging open. He could have understood if it had been some killer he’d put away in prison and was out on parole. Or maybe some terrorist belonging to a group whose plans he or his family had foiled. But Rachman? The same woman who’d once been Marlene’s protégé when his wife was running the Sex Crimes Bureau for the DAO?

It didn’t make sense. Sure, she’d been abrasive and aggressive and wasn’t well liked in the office. But she’d also been a good prosecutor, tenacious in her pursuit of convictions for sex offenders. Unfortunately, at some point her dedication became an obsession and justice had flown the coop. He’d had to fire her and even tried to bring charges of malfeasance against her for lying and hiding evidence in her zeal to prosecute an innocent man.

Party politics had saved Rachman from an indictment. The state attorney general had declined to prosecute under smarmy political pressure after Karp had recused his office to avoid any appearance of a conflict of interest. But then she’d announced herself as a late entry into the race for the district attorney seat. She’d immediately tried to make up ground by running a vicious, mudslinging campaign. In particular, she’d repeatedly accused Karp of being soft on sex offenders, part of the old-boys network that supposedly coddled rapists and blamed the victims for the crimes.

One of her main political backers in her party had been none other than city power broker Emil Stavros. When Karp’s office brought a murder indictment against him, she howled that the charges were trumped up and “dirty politics.”

Still, he’d never figured her for a nutcase, much less an assassin.

“I think she heard about Emil’s conviction and knew that she’d look like she’d supported a killer. I guess at that point the only way to win the election was by killing her opponent,” Marlene said when he’d wondered aloud what caused Rachman to snap.

“What happened to her after she shot me?” he asked, then wished he hadn’t when he saw the look on his wife’s face. That was the first time he recalled the image of her running into the street with a gun in her hand.

“I killed her,” Marlene confirmed, her eyes dropping. A tear rolled down her cheek and fell on the bed. He reached up and brushed away another. He knew the tears weren’t for Rachman; they were for her own seeming inability to escape the cycle of violence that had taken over her life. She’d been trying to put that behind her with varying degrees of success, but in general seemed more at peace than she had in years.

 

A burst of hushed laughter and giggles from the nurse’s station brought Karp back to the present. Clay would cut this young bull’s balls off if he pulled a surprise inspection and caught him away from his post, he thought.

Fulton’s already overprotective nature had only been exacerbated by the shooting. Hard to believe, but true, considering he’d already gone overboard following the murderous escape of the sociopath Andrew Kane from a police motorcade while being transported to a psychiatric hospital in upstate New York. Even though he was blameless, the detective, who’d been shot during the escape, wore the guilt like a coat of lead on his broad shoulders.

The thought of Kane’s escape brought back the images of the children from Karp’s dream. He could see the photograph from the crime scene of their bodies lying next to an overturned bus. He knew each of their faces from the school yearbook photographs kept in the evidence file back in his office. Smiling, happy children with freckles and ponytails who’d been butchered by terrorists as a diversion to ambush the police escort and free Kane.

Lying in the hospital bed, Karp felt anger rise in him like bile as he returned to the question that had haunted him for all the months since: Who else was responsible? Kane didn’t do it on his own.

The last time Karp had seen him, Kane was diving into the turbulent waters where the Harlem and Hudson rivers meet—a place called Spuyten Duyvil, or the Devil’s Whirlpool—to avoid recapture. He’d been followed into the depths by the half-mad vigilante David Grale. But neither man—nor their bodies—had been found despite an extensive search of the heavily wooded shores of the Hudson to the waters of the Atlantic Ocean. But that was not a big surprise, according to the NYPD harbor patrol team leader.

“We’ve pulled strong swimmers from those waters,” the officer had told him before the shooting. “Some of them dead by the time we could get to them. It doesn’t look bad on the surface, but the combination of all that water coming down the river and the pull of the ocean tides makes it damn nasty underneath. It’s like jumping into a big washing machine; it’s not easy to tell which way is up. These two you’re looking for—both fully clothed and not exactly Olympic swimmers—they’re dead. And with those tides, their bodies could be ten miles out to sea.”

He knew they were dead, but the lack of closure troubled Karp. He’d made the mistake before of assuming that Kane was finished. He would have rested easier seeing his body.

On the other hand, Karp was torn in regard to his feelings toward Grale. He’d first met him several years earlier when Grale was a young Catholic layman working in a soup kitchen for the homeless. Actually, it was then that teenaged Lucy, Marlene and Karp’s daughter, who’d been working in the soup kitchen, had developed a schoolgirl crush on the handsome social worker. She’d even brought him home to meet her parents.

Grale had been intelligent, personable, and gentle. So it had come as a surprise to all of them that he turned out to be a killer who’d been hunting down men who preyed on the homeless. He believed that the men he hunted were literally possessed by demons and that God had appointed him to the task. But while there was little doubt that his victims were themselves murderers, there was no provision in the law that allowed for the summary execution of demons or unconvicted killers.

Grale had become a fugitive, wanted for murder. He’d fled underground, literally, living in the labyrinth of tunnels and sewers—some man-made, some natural—beneath Manhattan. There he’d become the spiritual and temporal leader of an entire population of societal refugees who lived beneath the streets and called themselves the Mole People, or sometimes “underworlders.”

In the dark, Grale had devolved further into madness until he saw himself and his followers as the vanguard for God in an upcoming apocalyptic battle against the gathering forces of evil. In his worldview, Manhattan was at the epicenter of Armageddon, and events such as the September 11, 2001, terrorist attack was proof to him that the final war had already begun.

“The demon’s face that was seen, and even photographed, in the smoke rising from the World Trade Center was not an accident, or trick of lighting, or the caprice of the wind,” Grale had once told him. “It was a warning.”

Karp knew that Grale was dangerous, a killer and therefore subject to prosecution under state law in the County of New York. But time and again, this madman, this cold-blooded killer had shown up to rescue some member of the Karp-Ciampi clan, and in fact, thousands of people owed him their lives for his actions against terrorists intent on attacking Gotham.

Grale’s alleged death had brought a mixture of relief and sadness. Karp was no longer going to be faced with the prospect of prosecuting him for murder. But part of the unfinished business alluded to by the priest was the desire to simply thank him for the lives he had saved.

 

As if he’d summoned a ghost, Karp was startled by a sound that emanated from the darkest corner of his room. It sounded like a man trying to suppress a cough. “Who’s there?” he demanded.

A tall, thin shadow removed itself from the dark and moved toward him. “Please, not too loud, Mr. Karp,” the shadow said.

“David Grale,” Karp replied as a pale, hooded face appeared in the minimal light. “We thought you were dead.”

“Yes,” Grale whispered. “But I can assure you that the rumors of my demise were once again greatly exaggerated…though, perhaps, that is no great comfort to you.”

As usual when it came to David Grale, Karp found himself in a conundrum. He didn’t know whether to shout for the police officer or listen to what his visitor had to say. He decided to wait.

Grale seemed to sense both the debate and its outcome. He smiled, an act that showed his once perfect smile was now marred by gaps. “Thank you,” he said. “I’ll take your silence as meaning you won’t turn me in. I have what I think is an important warning.”

Whatever he was going to say next was interrupted by more deep, wet-sounding coughs that Grale tried to cover behind the sleeve of the monk’s robe he wore. Karp recalled that the last time they’d talked, Grale had been racked by a similar bout, and he’d seen him wipe blood away from his mouth.

“Maybe you should get that cough checked out,” Karp suggested.

Grale’s haggard face softened for a moment. “Oh, this…just a summer cold.” He laughed lightly. “But thank you for saying that—the elixir of human kindness is the best medicine. A few more years in the sewers and I’ll be better than ever.” He tried to laugh but was interrupted by another fit.

“Perhaps not,” he added when the coughing subsided. “But never mind, I don’t have much time before your guardian remembers what he’s supposed to be doing. The truth is that I wanted to see you after I heard that you’d been shot and make sure you’re okay. But I’m not exactly welcome around here, or anywhere, even during visiting hours. However, the more important reason for my visit is to warn you that there’s a traitor in your midst. I don’t know who yet, but it’s someone close and they’re working for someone or something with a lot of clout and no conscience.”

“What makes you think there’s a traitor?”

“Don’t tell me that you haven’t considered the possibility,” Grale said. “But we can start with Kane’s escape.”

“We already know who betrayed us there,” Karp said. “The FBI agent, Michael Grover.”

“Yes, Grover was the guy on the inside. But who was he working with or for? He was obviously just an expendable pawn, otherwise Kane would not have been so cavalier about killing him.”

“What makes you think Grover wasn’t working for himself and just doing it for the money?” Karp asked. Even though he’d reached the same conclusions, he wanted to test the theory on Grale.

“This was bigger than one agent gone bad for cash,” Grale replied. “Even Kane couldn’t have pulled this off without a lot of help. I assume most of his assets had been frozen, so he probably didn’t have the funds to pay for it. And even if he did, making arrangements with such disparate allies as Islamic terrorists and Grover was beyond the capability of someone sitting in a jail cell in the Tombs.”

“Go on,” Karp said.

“Whoever was helping him and the terrorists thought nothing of the consequences of murdering a half dozen schoolchildren, as well as nearly a dozen cops and federal agents, to do it. And it must have cost beaucoup dollars to finance and carry out Kane’s plan to seize St. Patrick’s Cathedral and hold the Pope hostage. You do realize the real purpose was to kill everyone, including the Pope, and create a terrorist public relations bonanza that would have made the attack on the World Trade Center look mild?”

“The thought’s crossed my mind,” Karp admitted. “But who? And to what end?”

“As for who, we don’t know,” Grale said. “The faces and names are unknown even to those of us who live in the shadows and make a living off of secrets. But whoever they are, they apparently can infiltrate federal law enforcement agencies and even the Office of the District Attorney of New York.”

“No one in my office would reveal confidential information,” Karp growled.

“Jesus might have said the same thing about his disciples,” Grale replied, “until Judas took his thirty pieces of silver.”

“Not my guys,” Karp insisted.

Grale shrugged. “I’m here to warn you, not argue. But I can tell you that what I’m telling you is not just the opinion of your favorite mad monk, David Grale, but the collected wisdom of others who take an interest in your activities, as well as the safety of you and your family. But you’re a grown man, what you do with the information is up to you.”

“And this ‘we’ you mention,” Karp said, “do ‘we’ have anything concrete to go on? This is all pretty conspiracy-theory stuff. Grassy knoll, two shooters, the CIA, and Castro.”

“Yet, there are laws against conspiracy to commit murder, so sometimes conspiracies are real,” Grale pointed out.

“Touché. Yeah, I know, ‘You aren’t paranoid if they really are after you,’” Karp replied.

Grale laughed. “Good to know…sometimes it seems that way. But back to your question about who might be responsible. We have one name linked to much of this—Jamys Kellagh…J-A-M-Y-S…K-E-double L-A-G-H. Ring a bell?”

Karp racked his brain for the name but drew a blank. “No, not that I can recall.”

Grale nodded as if Karp had confirmed his suspicion. “We think that it’s an alias for whoever pulled the strings on Kane. We also have allies in Brooklyn who believe that he was the liaison with the terrorists who helped Kane.”

“So you think all this is being controlled by one person? This Jamys Kellagh?”

“No, no more than we believe that Kane was doing all of this on his own either.”

Grale glanced over at the clock radio. “I haven’t much time,” he said, “but you’ll recall that when Kane tried to flee upriver from the Columbia University boathouse, my people intercepted his band. We were able to capture two of them alive and take them back to our little underworld home where we…um, persuaded them to speak candidly about what they knew. One died before he said anything useful. But the other seemed to have been somewhat higher up in their food chain. He said that Kane was in contact with someone named Jamys Kellagh, who apparently was getting inside information from the authorities.”

“Anything regarding his identity?” Karp asked.

“Nothing much,” Grale said. “There is a photograph—perhaps someday you will see it. I’m told that it shows our friend, Kane, the Russian agent, Nadya Malovo, and this Jamys Kellagh. Apparently, it is not good quality, and its owners are trying to decide how best to use the information to derail Kellagh’s plotting. His face is turned and it is difficult to identify him in the shadows, but he is wearing a short-sleeved shirt and a tattoo can be partly seen here….” Grale touched the inside of his right bicep.

Karp contemplated the information. “Tell your source that the New York DAO would be happy to take the photograph and put it to good use.”

“My ‘source’ is well aware of that,” Grale said, “but is concerned with the security breach.”

“Well, what happened to your prisoner, then?” Karp asked. “I’d like to talk to him.”

Grale gave him an amused look. “I’m afraid he didn’t survive our attempts to glean information from him. I can assure you, however, that he was an empty vessel before we dispatched him to the hell that awaits these demons.”

Karp shuddered. The bastard probably thought he’d already gone to hell before they killed him. “What about Kane?” he asked. “You survived. Is he dead?”

A scowl creased Grale’s face. He appeared to be weighing an old debate in his mind. At last he nodded. “Yes,” he replied. “I believe that he is dead. We struggled beneath the water for what seemed like hours. He was fast and strong and knew what he was doing with a knife. He cut me here”—Grale touched his side—“but the wound was not fatal. However, I had the pleasure of feeling my knife go deep into his chest.”

Grale paused to suppress a cough. “I would have liked to have questioned him about those whom he served. But the current swept him away, and I was desperate for air.”

“Your people find his body?” Karp asked.

Grale shook his head. “We searched better than the cops. We also listened to word on the streets and in the dark places of our world. But there was nothing to suggest he lives. My mind tells me he is dead.”

“What does your heart tell you?”

Grale grimaced. “It tells me not to stop looking for him until I have his skull in my hands.”

Karp shuddered. A sociopath named Felix Tighe had once been about to rape and murder Karp’s daughter, Lucy, until Grale showed up and put a stop to it. A few days later, the killer’s rat-gnawed skull had shown up at the New York Medical Examiner’s Office, where it was identified from dental work. Karp suddenly had a vision of Grale sitting on a throne surrounded by mounds of skulls like some Mongol king and flinched when Grale suddenly moved toward him.

Grale backed away with a look of sadness on his gaunt face. “I wouldn’t hurt you, Mr. Karp,” he said.

Karp relaxed, ashamed of his reaction. “I know that, David. I’m just a little jumpy. And it’s Butch, okay?”

Grale smiled, moved again to the side of the bed, and reached above Karp’s head to push the nurse’s call button. A moment later, the buzzing of the fluorescent light in the hall stopped and the glow beneath the door disappeared. A red light appeared in the corner of the room indicating that the machines next to his bed were running on the backup power system.

“Good night, Mr…. Butch. I’ll contact you again when we know more, though I may not have the pleasure of bringing it to you myself. Just be careful of who you trust.”

Karp heard the door click open and remembered the thought in his dream about unfinished business. “Oh, by the way, David, I wanted to thank you for all you’ve done,” he said. But silence was the only reply, and he didn’t know if he’d been heard.

There was the sound of running feet and his door was flung open by the young police officer, who entered with his hand on the butt of his gun. The officer shined his flashlight directly in Karp’s eyes and then around the room.

“Uh, sorry, Mr. Karp,” he said. “I was, uh, down at the nurse’s station making sure they were okay when your room buzzer went off and then the power went out.”

“That’s all right, Officer,” Karp replied. “I must have hit the button by accident in my sleep, and these old hospitals are always dealing with little power outages. There’s nothing to worry about.”

The officer turned off his flashlight, wished him good night, and left the room. Alone in the dark again, Karp repeated himself. “Nothing to worry about at all.”
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“WHY DON’T I GO AND, YOU KNOW, SLIP INTO SOMETHING more comfortable,” Ariadne Stupenagel purred, fending off the groping hands of her lover. “Now, now, no long faces…be a good Murry-wurry and fix us a couple of teeny-weeny martinis.”

Gilbert Murrow pouted. It had been a long, frustrating day filling in for his boss at the District Attorney’s Office, and he’d have just as soon forgotten the preliminaries with Ariadne and gone straight to the main event.

Then again—now that he had a moment to consider what she’d just said—it might be worth the wait. He never ceased to be amazed by her imaginative and ceaseless attempts to keep their sex lives ramped up. Which meant that he couldn’t be sure if “something more comfortable” meant naughty silk undergarments from Victoria’s Secret or something in leather and chains from the Kittens Toy Room catalog that she kept in her nightstand.

Besides, he thought, a martini might take the edge off the day and give me the courage necessary to keep up with Ariadne’s more imaginative ideas.

“Make the drinks and meet me on the roof, sugar buns,” she called over her shoulder. “I’ve been dreaming all day long about holding on to the railing and looking out at the lights of the city as you slip up from behind me and…” She purposely left the end of the sentence dangling, like Murrow’s jaw, and disappeared into her bedroom.

With effort, Murrow willed his mouth shut and hurried to the “bar,” which occupied most of the kitchen counter. He intended to make Vespers, the famous James Bond vodka martini from Ian Fleming’s Casino Royale. “Three measures of Gordon’s, one of vodka, half a measure of Kina Lillet,” Murrow said in his best Bond, which wasn’t very good. “Shake it very well until it’s ice-cold, then add a large, thin slice of lemon peel. Got it?”

He’d just located the bottle of Kina Lillet when he caught sight of the New York Guardian newspaper lying off to the side. His attention was drawn to the top headline, Russians Implicated in St. Patrick’s Crisis. Groaning, he read the first couple of paragraphs beneath Ariadne Stupenagel’s byline.


A Russian agent allegedly working with the Islamic terrorists who took over St. Patrick’s Cathedral and held the Pope hostage was captured by U.S. federal agents inside the cathedral last month at the conclusion of the hostage crisis, according to a well-placed source.

The public was originally led to believe that all the terrorists involved in the plot had been killed inside the cathedral, except for criminal mastermind Andrew Kane, who escaped only to drown in the Harlem River.

However, a separate government source close to the investigation, who asked to remain anonymous, confirmed that a “person of interest” had been taken into custody near the cathedral rectory.

Asked if the person of interest was one of the terrorists, the only response was “damn straight she was.”

Russian government officials deny that any of their agents were in the cathedral when it was stormed by federal agents. And U.S. officials have declined to comment on the record. But the first source identified the “person of interest” as former Soviet KGB agent and current member of the Russian secret police Nadya Malovo….



Murrow rubbed his eyes, hoping that it might produce a miracle that would make the story disappear, but it was still there when he looked again. He decided to add an extra jigger of vodka to the shaker. His boss, Butch Karp, was sure to assume that he, loyal and tight-lipped aide-de-camp Gilbert Murrow, was one of the unnamed sources. Karp, who’d recently been released from the hospital, was already too fond of accusing him of “sleeping with the enemy,” a journalist, and this was sure to add fuel to that fire.

 

Karp had a love-hate relationship with Ariadne that went back decades, before Murrow was even on the scene. Part of it was that Karp considered most journalists in the same light as he did porn stars and politicians; part of it was that Ariadne had been Marlene’s college roommate and there was the inevitable friction when a man came between two female friends. Sometimes when Butch and Ariadne squared off, it was all that Murrow—who at five foot eight was four inches shorter than Stupenagel and nine inches shorter than Karp—could do to step between them without being physically injured.

Karp had been surprised, and not thrilled, when Murrow and Ariadne had become “an item.” He’d warned Murrow that she was a vamp—having allegedly bedded crown princes, athletes, and dictators (word had it that she’d broken Fidel’s heart) to get her stories. But other than raising an eyebrow, he had not continued with his dissection of her character when Murrow politely but firmly let it be known that he did not appreciate any aspersions on his girlfriend’s character.

In fact, Karp had even been willing to admit over the past couple of months that as journalists went, Ariadne was not the worst of the lot. She did not burn her bridges for a scoop. And while she could be a loud and abrasive advocate of the “people’s right to know,” which did not always coincide with Karp’s view of what they should know, she also knew when to keep a secret.

For the most part, Karp also seemed to believe Murrow when he said that he wasn’t divulging any state secrets during pillow talk. Name, rank, and serial number is all she gets out of me, Murrow had promised.

I doubt that in a literal sense, but I’ll take your word for it if it means not having to hear all the squishy details, Karp had replied, but with a smile.

 

The truth was that Murrow knew that she was working on another story about the attack, but he purposefully didn’t ask what it was about. Nor did he know where she was getting her information. He didn’t want to know. As a couple, they had an agreement: he wouldn’t talk with her about anything confidential from the DAO, and she wouldn’t stop asking him questions and promising exotic sexual favors if he answered them. So far he’d kept his side of the bargain. Then again, because she’d been generous with the favors on what she suspiciously referred to as her “investment plan,” his resolve had never been really tested.

One of Ariadne’s earlier stories about the St. Patrick’s Cathedral attack indicated that the terrorists had helped Kane escape.


Sources say that the plan was for Kane to then assume the identity of a federal Homeland Security agent—including plastic surgery to aid his disguise—and breach the security surrounding the Pope’s visit.

Having been deprived of his vast wealth by District Attorney Karp’s motions to freeze his assets after being indicted, Kane attempted to ransom the Pope for one billion dollars, which he demanded from the Vatican Bank.

The Islamic terrorists at first demanded that Russia withdraw its troops from the Muslim-dominated state of Chechnya. However, they soon revealed that their real mission was to pull off an act of terrorism so shocking and heinous that it would rival the September 11, 2001, attack on the World Trade Center.

The cathedral was rigged with plastic explosives set to go off after Kane made his escape on the word of Palestinian terrorist Samira Azzam. The suicide mission would have been accomplished, except for the quick action of Marlene Ciampi, the district attorney’s wife and a security expert. Along with other concerned citizens and federal agents, she prevented the murder of the Pope by Azzam and the demolition of the cathedral. All of the terrorists, including Azzam, were killed.



The rest of the media, of course, had had a field day with the events. But it was Stupenagel who’d broke the definitive story on what had occurred at St. Patrick’s Cathedral, which had also been particularly critical of the Department of Homeland Security.

In the aftermath of the attack, there’d been a lot of finger-pointing at both the department and the FBI, each blaming the other for security lapses. However, Ariadne’s story had revealed that it was the Homeland Security department that Kane had infiltrated. The breach not only had exposed the Pope and the hostages in St. Patrick’s to a terrorism attack, but also had resulted in the earlier deaths of several federal agents trying to capture Kane in Aspen, Colorado.

According to a Department of Homeland Security press release issued in response, the agent whose identity Kane had assumed had come from another agency—the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, Firearms and Explosives—and therefore wasn’t personally known to Jon Ellis, the assistant director of special operations for the department. Ellis had been responsible for directing his agency’s efforts to find Kane, as well as providing antiterrorism security for the Pope’s visit, and he’d been taking the heat in the press for what had happened.

Public pressure mounted on the government after Ariadne’s stories began to appear, and a U.S. senator from Montana, Tom McCullum, had been calling for a congressional hearing before the Senate Intelligence Committee and threatening to subpoena “if necessary” the directors of Homeland Security, the FBI, the CIA, and others to testify. However, McCullum was in the minority party and so far his demands had been stymied by the majority party and the administration as “not in the best interest of national security.”

Ariadne’s last story had been published shortly before Karp was shot. After he recovered, Karp had not complained about the story. In fact, his off-the-record indication was that he was pleased that the information had come out.

Then Ariadne’s second story was published when Karp was still in the hospital. In it, the complexity of Kane’s plot was revealed. According to Ariadne’s anonymous sources, Emil Stavros, a powerful banker and political kingmaker, was being blackmailed by Kane to wire the ransom money into offshore bank accounts. Kane had known of the murder of Stavros’s wife and used it to force the man to cooperate or else spend the rest of his life in prison.

If that wasn’t enough of a conspiracy, Ariadne had then linked Stavros to Rachel Rachman’s campaign and implied that the assassination attempt on Karp had been motivated by revenge, not to secure the election for herself. The big question was—with Kane dead—who else would have had the motive and the juice to persuade Rachman to pull the trigger?

After Karp was shot, Murrow had gone into his office to secure whatever papers might have been left out and noted the school photos of the murdered children spread like a fan on the desk. Next to them was a yellow legal-sized notebook with a series of names and incidents with lines leading from one to the other. He’d studied the pad for a minute but concluded only that the names and lines were connected to the photographs.

Even in the hospital, Karp kept working the case. The day before he was released, he’d called and asked Murrow to quietly run the name Jamys Kellagh through the CCIC national crime computer. He’d had a few hits, including a Kansas City bank robber named James Kellough, who’d since had a sex change. However, none of the names matched the spelling, nor seemed to strike a chord with Karp, who was playing his cards close to the vest and didn’t volunteer why he was interested in the name. But Murrow knew it had to do with the yellow legal pad and the murdered children.

 

While he had not criticized Ariadne’s stories, Karp made it very clear to his inner circle that no one in the DAO was to comment to the press or provide information, even on background, regarding what they were referring to as the “The Kane Affair.” He’d emphasized his point by giving Murrow the evil eye.

Recalling the glare, Murrow wondered if Karp would blame him for this latest story. He considered what it would take to keep Karp from ever seeing the new article in the Guardian, a weekly so-called alternative newspaper. But even if he could pull off that miracle, Murrow knew that the big dailies were sure to follow up on the story, and he’d be suspect again. In other words, he was doomed. There was bound to be a call from Karp in the morning.

Beyond his boss, Murrow had his own concerns about the stories. But it had less to do with incurring his boss’s ire than being worried about Ariadne’s safety. It was one thing to challenge the competence, and even integrity, of a U.S. law enforcement agency. But she was now intimating that a foreign government—the Russians no less—was involved.

He knew that his girlfriend had as much courage as any man. She’d written stories blasting dictators and mob bosses, corrupt politicians and dirty cops. She’d been shot at, beat up, and sued. She was no more apt to back off a hot story than Karp was likely to stop prosecuting criminals.

Murrow heaved a sigh. One of these days he was going to retire and write a series of books on the exploits of the Karp-Ciampi clan and their strange collection of friends, though no one would believe him and he’d probably have to publish their adventures as works of fiction.

In the meantime, the balancing act was wearing him out. Back at the DAO ranch, Harry “Hotspur” Kipman, the chief of the office appeals bureau and one of Karp’s most trusted friends, was handling the business end of the office by overseeing the assignment of cases to the assistant district attorneys and running the weekly bureau chief meetings. But that left the actual running of the office—the telephone calls, the paperwork, the press conferences, and personnel matters—to Murrow.

By education and training, Murrow was also a prosecutor, but he had served as Karp’s special assistant ever since Karp had been appointed to replace DA Jack Keegan, who’d left for a judge’s seat on the federal bench nearly two years earlier. As the special assistant, Murrow’s job had been to act as Karp’s troubleshooter, keep an ear to the ground for what was going on in the office, and be the official keeper of Karp’s time.

It hadn’t left Murrow with much time to devote to the job he liked best, which was running Karp’s reelection campaign. No swallow returning to Capistrano, no salmon swimming upriver had ever experienced a more instinctual homecoming than Murrow to the messy nest of politics. He so loved the battle that he’d even had to admit to himself that Rachman’s death at Marlene’s hands, and the opposition’s failure to field a replacement candidate, had taken the fun out of election night.

In fact, that day he’d been feeling downright bluesy as he contemplated that the election was only a few weeks away and then they would all be back to the real business of the New York District Attorney’s Office, which was prosecuting criminals.

Of course, they’d be doing that without the boss for a while. At least physically.

Karp had been ordered to stay away from the office by his physician, and he’d agreed in order for the doctor to let him out of the hospital. But he’d taken that to mean he wasn’t supposed to physically go to the Criminal Courts Building.

Little by little, he’d been insinuating himself back into the running of the office. It began when he was still in the hospital and he’d call to discuss the bigger cases with Kipman or one of his other inner-circle bureau chiefs, like V. T. Newbury, the head of the bureau that investigated official corruption and malfeasance. Then he started hinting that he might “drop by” just in case someone needed a little face time or even to quietly “catch up on some paperwork.”

That afternoon, Murrow could have sworn that he saw Karp standing across Centre Street. The man had been wearing a broad-brimmed hat that he’d pulled down to cover most of his face, so it was hard to say for sure, but he had the same build, and when he moved, it was with a limp.

Murrow learned that his Karp sighting was the real McCoy a couple of hours later when he got a call from a terse Marlene Ciampi. “Gilbert, this is Marlene,” she said, unnecessarily giving her name, as he would have recognized her voice, and been very afraid, in any dark alley. “I’m sitting here with my husband, Butch. Now, Gilbert, I’m going to ask you a question, and I expect you to answer me honestly.”

Gilbert swallowed hard. He didn’t need her to say “or else” to understand that this was an “or else” situation. The boss’s wife had a temper straight from her ancestral home of Sicily and he wanted no part of it. “Yes, Marlene,” he answered meekly.

“Gilbert, did you see my husband today?”

Hoping to be saved by a technicality, he answered, “I’m not sure.”

There was a very pregnant pause. Then Marlene hissed. “Gilbert, are you toying with me?”

That’s all it took. He cracked like a bad egg. “I think I may have seen him…. I was across the street, but it looked like him.”

“Way to go down with the ship!” Gilbert heard Karp shout in the background.

“Tell him I couldn’t commit perjury,” Gilbert pleaded.

“No, Gilbert dear, you did the right thing…the smart thing,” Marlene purred. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have to cut a liar’s tongue out of his mouth.”

Gilbert had hung up the telephone feeling like a twelve-year-old kid who’d just ratted out his best friend to avoid getting grounded. And he should know, he’d been that kind of a kid.

 

It was for his own good, he told himself as he carved a curl of lemon peel into a martini glass. There was nothing I could do. She knew. No sense both of us paying the price.

Still queasy at the thought of his close call with Marlene’s temper, Murrow jumped at the sound of Ariadne’s voice from the bedroom. “I hope the only reason you’re so quiet out there is because you’re stretching before the big game.”

He paused to consider the merit of her suggestion. Not only was she taller, she outweighed him by fifteen pounds and, except for plenty of soft padding in the right places, was more muscular. Sometimes it paid to be limber when she was in one of her “moods.”

“I’m shaking, not stirring, baby cakes,” he yelled back. He cut the second lemon peel and plopped it into the other glass.

Murrow left the drinks on the counter and walked over to Ariadne’s sound system—a Bose that could peel the paint off the walls when she was having a heavy-metal moment—and inserted a CD of Sinatra’s greatest hits.

“These little town blues/are melting away/I’ll make a brand-new start of it/in old New York…” Murrow sang along with Ol’ Blue Eyes as he picked up the drinks.

A lot of people gave him and Ariadne one look and started to giggle. He figured other men were wondering what the voluptuous sex goddess saw in the pear-shaped little man in the wire-rimmed glasses whose taste in fashion embraced bow ties, vests, and tweed coats with a pocket watch.

To be honest, he’d wondered the same thing. But he gradually came to accept that for some unfathomable reason, she actually thought he was sexy, as well as smart. The fact was, however, that for all their physical differences, they had a lot in common.

For one thing, they loved the same music. Their friends might have been surprised if they’d seen them dressed in tight leather pants, leather vests, and dog collars at CBGB’s, the seedy but trendy nightclub on the Bowery, attending a reunion concert of the Ramones. But they enjoyed a wide variety of music, including Sinatra and the rest of the Rat Pack, as well as big-band swing.

They were both also fascinated with American history. Anyone who ever listened to the way they talked to each other in some settings might have thought that the only book they had in common was the Kama Sutra. But the truth was that most of their evenings together were spent quietly lying in bed, reading aloud from some historical narrative like Ron Chernow’s biography of Alexander Hamilton.

Who would have ever imagined that Ariadne could be turned on by a dramatic rendition of the Federalist Papers, he thought. Speaking of getting turned on…

“You coming?” he called back to the bedroom. “I think the Viagra is starting to wear off!”

“You won’t need any Viagra when you see what I bought at VS today,” she yelled back.

Murrow smiled and grabbed the martinis before heading out onto the rooftop garden area that was the chief benefit of the loft apartment on Fifty-fifth Street between Second and Third avenues. Ariadne didn’t own the place—she couldn’t have afforded it—it was on loan from one of her former lovers, a writer who’d “sold out” to author best-selling motivational books.

At first, Murrow wasn’t thrilled about staying in the apartment of a former lover. But she’d convinced him that there was something particularly virile about having his way with her in the home—nay, on the very bed—of his rival, so he’d gotten over it.

Outside it was a lovely fall evening, and the air still carried a hint of summer. The roof had a nice clear view of the top half of the Chrysler Building and Midtown city lights, and was high enough not to be terribly disturbed by honking taxis and the smell of garbage. He placed the drinks on the ledge and reached up to adjust his glasses.

Good thing, too, because at that moment, the garrote that dropped over his head would have quickly accomplished its task. As it was, his hand was caught between the nylon cord and his neck.

 

Back in the apartment, Ariadne paused her primping to listen. She thought she heard a glass breaking, but there was no sound other than Sinatra and the far-off noises of the city. Gilbert could be a little clumsy; she just hoped he hadn’t dropped one of the martini glasses given to her years before by an enraptured British Member of Parliament when she was on assignment in London.

“I want to be a part of it/New York, New York,” she sang as she brushed out her hair.

There was no one more surprised than she at her attraction to Gilbert Murrow. Karp’s estimate of the number of notches on her bedpost was not totally inaccurate. She’d screwed some of the world’s wealthiest, most powerful, and even best-looking men for the sake of a story, but she’d given them all up for a nearsighted intellectual who barely reached her chin.

However, she could not have cared less what people thought of her falling for Gilbert. He had a brilliant mind, was well read, and wasn’t so in love with his own voice that he couldn’t pause long enough to listen to her. And not just listen politely the way some men did when all they really wanted was to get laid. All of this made Murrow more desirable than any athlete with six-pack abs and buns of steel.

Along with the lovable personality traits, Gilbert had a few surprises of his own. For one thing, he was the most attentive and unselfish lover she’d ever known, and with the stamina to keep up with her own healthy libido. He claimed it was from all his years of abstinence. And he was delightfully funny for someone who came off even to his friends as such a straight arrow. He’d also discovered a latent calling for clandestine activities, whether it was assisting her with a story—as long as it didn’t involve the DAO—or suggesting having sex in public places where they stood a decent chance of getting caught.

It was almost too good to last, and she worried what was next. Lately, she’d caught him looking at her as if weighing whether to say something, and she felt sure that a couple of times he was about to “pop the question.” The idea had filled her with both dread—she’d avoided matrimony like she avoided stepping in the result of someone failing to curb his dog—and, surprisingly, excitement. She’d even tried out the name-change thing. Mrs. Gilbert Murrow didn’t work, but Ariadne Stupenagel-Murrow had a sort of magnificently multisyllabic cadence to it.

Ariadne knew that Gilbert was worried about her safety because of the stories. He pointed out a story in the Times that noted that journalism was one of the most dangerous jobs in the world.

“Yes, but not so much here in the United States,” she assured him. “Don’t worry, honey bunny, killing reporters only brings more reporters and most bad guys know that.” She knew that only went so far, and he didn’t buy it at all.

The truth was, she didn’t know the identities of the men giving her the information for her latest series. One she figured was a fed, maybe FBI, maybe Homeland Security. Someone who didn’t like what was going on in the aftermath of the St. Patrick’s hostage situation.

The other source spoke with what sounded like a Russian accent. She pressed to meet with him, but he’d refused.

Okay, enough business for one day, she told herself. One last look in the mirror and she pronounced herself fit for duty.

 

Out on the rooftop, the assassin struggled to finish off the little man, who was putting up a surprisingly spirited battle—stomping on his feet, and fighting against the garrote like a marlin on the hook.

The job had been more difficult than anticipated from the beginning. The woman was supposed to have been alone and her murder staged to look like another Manhattan break-in where the tenant walked in on a burglar and was killed. He’d also intended on raping her for good measure. He supposed some of his colleagues in the assassination business would think that was unprofessional, but he was a man who liked a little fun with his job, and thought it worked well with the break-in scenario.

The assassin had reached the rooftop by first breaking into an apartment on a lower floor and accessing the fire escape. When the boyfriend arrived at the apartment, he’d cursed but hadn’t panicked. If necessary, he’d shoot them both, though he hoped to catch them one at a time so that he could use his favorite weapon, the garrote. It was so much more personal.

The killer was a big man, six foot two and 250 pounds of muscle, but he was having a devil of a time trying to choke the life out of the little shit. Blood was flowing from a cut on his target’s hand, and it made the rope slippery. He felt his grip giving way as they crashed into a trellis covered with the vines of a climbing rose. The thorns bit into his back as his arm muscles complained about the unexpected workout.

Maybe I’ll just drop him over the edge, he thought. He forced the thrashing man over to the retaining wall. But just when he thought he could force him over, the punk-ass boyfriend put his feet on the ledge and shoved back.

“Oof,” the assassin grunted as his intended victim landed on his stomach, but the effort seemed to have taken quite a bit out of his opponent as well. Furious, he rolled over on top of the man, and then knelt on his back to get more leverage as he pulled the garrote tight. “Come on, guy, let’s just finish this,” he pleaded, winded from the effort.

“Hey, asshole!”

The killer heard the voice behind him and reacted instantly by shoving his victim forward and standing. Without hesitating, he whirled with a back kick that should have caught the woman in the head. But she wasn’t standing where she’d been when she spoke, and he struck nothing but air.

Then there was a moment when time stood still and he found himself facing a beautiful Amazon in a push-up bra, crotchless panties, garters, and nylons. But he also noted that the look on her face wasn’t one of fear, as he would have expected; it was pure, unadulterated rage.

Only then did he see the baseball bat—the wooden Louisville Slugger. A baseball fan, he recognized Joe DiMaggio’s signature on the barrel right before it caught him in the mouth, driving his front teeth down his throat, smashing his nose into a pulp, and propelling him backward toward the ledge.

Dazed, he was, however, not finished. He reached for the pistol in his waistband. But as well trained and fast as he was, he was no match for the angry woman.

“Nobody…” the big blonde snarled. The bat whistled down and caught him on the wrist, crushing the bone. The gun flew out of his hand.

“Fucks…” A backhand blow with the bat caught him on the elbow of his other arm, making it impossible to lift that hand to ward off the next blow, which caught him in the rib cage.

“With my…” The last blow caught him in the side of the head and sent him over the wall and into space.

“Boyfriend,” Ariadne concluded as she looked over the edge at the body lying on the sidewalk five stories below. A woman who had been walking her poodle past the building started screaming and frantically yanked on the leash as her dog tried to inspect the pool of blood spreading from the corpse.

Ariadne turned and ran back to Murrow, who was staggering to his feet as he pulled the garrote off his neck and threw it to the ground. He pulled a handkerchief out of his pocket and wrapped it around his injured hand. Then, with her arm around his shoulders, they walked over to the wall and looked down.

A crowd had gathered around the body and several people were looking up and pointing at the faces of the man and woman on the rooftop of the building above them. Several were on their cell phones, apparently summoning the sirens that could be heard in the distance.

Murrow pulled back from the edge and looked at Ariadne. “Wow, that’s some outfit,” he croaked with admiration. “But the cops will be here in a few minutes. You might want to cover up.”

“You think?” Ariadne asked as she went inside, picked up the telephone, and dialed 911, turning back to face him.

“Well,” Murrow gulped, “only as long as you promise to wear it again sometime.”

 

As Murrow and Ariadne pulled back from the parapet, a man who’d been sitting in the back of a stretch limousine down the block and on the other side of the street reached forward and knocked on the partition. “Let’s go,” he said when the driver lowered the glass.

“Yes, sir, Mr. Kellagh,” the driver replied.

As the car pulled away from the curb and rolled past the crowd around the body, Kellagh shook his head and muttered, “Myr shegin dy ve, bee eh.”
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SURROUNDED BY DARKNESS, IT TOOK A MOMENT FOR LUCY Karp to realize that she was in the trunk of a car. Unable to see, she paid closer attention to her other senses—heard the whine of the wheels on the road, and smelled the old rubber of the spare tire and the fumes of a leaky exhaust.

Hope I don’t die from carbon monoxide poisoning, she thought, then realized that she was not thinking in English. Euskara? Why am I thinking in the Basque language?

That she understood what she was thinking came as no surprise. She was a hyper-polyglot, a term used by linguists for someone capable of speaking six or more languages fluently. In Lucy’s case, she was a hyper-polyglot times ten, having learned nearly sixty unique languages in her twenty-one years, plus a number of variations. In fact, her “gift” qualified her more as a language savant; unlike someone who studied and practiced languages to become fluent, she could pick them up simply by listening to others speak, sometimes in an afternoon.

But why Euskara? Maybe I got hit on the head?

Lucy didn’t dwell on her mind’s choice of language for long. She had a more serious predicament and needed to think clearly, but her heart was pounding like a drum. Taking a cleansing breath as she’d been taught by John Jojola, a Pueblo Indian police officer from Taos who had become something of a spiritual advisor to Lucy and her mother, she calmed herself and concentrated on noting details that she hoped might somehow help her situation. She could tell it was a big car from the size of the trunk and the heavy, solid ride. American-made…probably a Cadillac or Lincoln.

Lucy couldn’t recall how she got in the trunk. In fact, there seemed to be several lapses in her short-term memory. She knew that she was living in New Mexico with her boyfriend, Ned Blanchet, after returning from Manhattan, where they’d helped foil a plot to kill the Pope.

No, wait, my dad got shot, she thought. Then Ned went back to Taos because the ranch needed him…. And he’s probably grown a little tired of “vacations” with the Karps…. But I stayed until Dad was going to be okay, then I went back to New Mexico.

After that, her mind was drawing a blank. She wondered how long she’d been in the trunk. Hours, anyway.

The road apparently had a lot of curves, judging from the way she was jostled back and forth. And the sound of the tires was a monotonous whine broken only by the occasional growl of a car passing in the other direction. It all added up to the conclusion that she was being transported along a rural two-lane highway in the mountains of New Mexico.

Suddenly, the monotony of the road noise was broken by a thunderous rumbling, as if the car were passing through a storm. She was trying to identify the sound when a whistle shrieked, making her jump and bump her head on the trunk lid. A train. We’re driving next to a train.

Soon thereafter the car slowed and turned left onto a gravel road, judging by the crunching sound beneath the tires. They didn’t go far, however, before stopping, apparently to allow the train to pass. She could hear it thundering just in front of the car.

Remember all of this, she told herself in Euskara, it will be important later.

The train passed and the car moved forward again on the gravel road, but again, only for a few more feet before it stopped. Someone got out of the car and she could hear voices. Then someone got back in, a gate creaked open, and the car drove forward again.

After what she assumed to be a mile or so—given the time and her approximation of speed—the car swerved to the right and continued on for another mile or so. When it stopped, all four doors opened and she heard footsteps approaching the rear of the car.

Need to escape, she thought. Get to a telephone and tell the cops to drive several hours along a two-lane rural highway that at some point runs parallel to a train track. Then turn on the gravel road…

Lucy stopped, overcome by the realization that it was all useless. What she’d just described could have been anywhere, a thousand country highways, a million gravel roads. And her captors weren’t about to just let her go.

She could hear men outside laughing and talking; their speech was slurred, as if they’d been drinking. Suddenly, the trunk opened, revealing that it was not nighttime as she had supposed. Instead, an intense afternoon sun blinded her, making it difficult to see the faces of the two men who leaned over and reached for her. Her eyes struggled to adjust, but everything seemed too bright, out of focus, and surreal. I must have a concussion, she thought.

All she knew for sure was that her tormentors were bald, which was odd, as they were obviously young. There’s a reason, she thought, but it wouldn’t quite come to her. The only other details that stood out were their cruel, smirking eyes and the smell of alcohol on their breath.

Lucy lashed out at the taller of the two men as he pulled her from the trunk, scratching at his face and kicking. Her knee caught him in the groin, and he fell to the ground, which made his comrades laugh and jeer. When he got up, his eyes were red with rage, and he began striking her in the face with his fist. The odd thing was that Lucy knew she was being hit but didn’t feel any pain.

The tall man dragged her to the driver’s-side door and shoved her down on the seat behind the steering wheel, to which her bound hands were lashed. She glanced at the steering column and noted the Cadillac symbol. Small consolation for being right, she thought.

Looking out of the side window, she saw that her abductors were standing in a line with their backs to her. They seemed to be posing; one was raising a beer and shouted something. Oh my God, they’re taking pictures, like this is some sort of show!

The pounding of her heart sounded as loud as a drum. She peered between two of the men and saw the photographer standing on the little hill. “Pikutara joan,” she cursed the men. It meant “Go to hell,” but they only laughed.

When they finished, the tall one she kicked in the balls walked back and leaned in the window past her and turned the keys in the ignition. The car roared to life. As he started to withdraw, he turned his face to her and tried to kiss her. But she spit on him and struck him with her forehead; her fingers wrapped around the chain that dangled from his neck and yanked hard enough to break it.

The man swore and grabbed her around her throat with his left hand while he punched with his right. He struck her again, and the fight left Lucy, who slumped in her seat, resigned to her fate. The man called her a name and reached back in and put the car’s transmission into Drive.

The car crept forward but didn’t have far to go. Immediately in front, the earth opened up into a six-foot-deep pit that had apparently been dug in the rust-red soil by the earthmover that sat belching black smoke off to one side. The car pitched forward and then rolled down a steep dirt ramp to the bottom, where it splashed through a shallow puddle of water before crashing into the far wall and coming to rest.

When it hit the wall, Lucy was propelled forward, striking her head on the steering wheel. Dazed, she tried to grasp what was happening. Then she realized she was in a car-sized grave; even the dirt walls around her wept groundwater as if in sympathy for her plight. Above her, the earthmover roared and a few moments later dropped the first massive shovelful of dirt and gravel on the car. She screamed in terror while the men on the edge of the pit looked down and laughed.

Lucy must have blacked out then because the next thing she knew, the pit and car were filled so that only her hands, shoulders, and head were above the gravel, dirt, and sand. The weight against her chest made it difficult to breathe. She opened her hand, the one that had torn the chain from the tall man’s chest, and saw that along with the chain, she was holding a medallion made of three interlocking triangles. She turned her head to look up at the men taunting her from the edge of the pit.

“Sasikumea,” she shouted, but the Basque word for bastard only provoked more hoots of derision.

She locked her eyes on the tall one to get his attention, then looked back at her hand. He stopped laughing when he saw the medallion; his hand went to his neck and he blanched, his face contorted by rage. He turned toward the earthmover as if to get it to stop, but then another scooperful of gravel crashed down through the broken windshield and flooded the interior of the car.

Entombed, Lucy tried to scream but her efforts were muffled, choked by the earth that clogged her throat, nostrils, and ears. Soon her body began to spasm from lack of air. My baby, she thought, my poor baby!

As she died, she could hear Jojola singing in Tiwa, the native language of the Pueblo Indians. “May the gods bless me, help me, and give me power and understanding,” he chanted as the drum kept time with the thumping of her heart.

The singing stopped and Jojola’s voice commanded, “Lucy! Lucy Karp! Listen to me. It’s John Jojola. It is time to come back from the spirit world.” Then he was shaking her roughly and patting her face. But she was dead and couldn’t open her eyes.

“Inhale, Lucy, breathe deep and return,” the voice of John Jojola continued. She smelled the fragrant sweetness of burning sage and took a deep breath despite the fear that she would inhale the rocks that filled her mouth. But when she did, the only thing that flooded her lungs was fresh air with a hint of sage.

Lucy felt Jojola’s strong hands on her shoulders and wondered how he could have found his way into the car in time to save her. She forced her eyes open and discovered that she was not buried inside a car at all. In fact, she sat next to Jojola on a cliff of a mesa high above the New Mexican desert, wrapped in a Navajo blanket. It was daylight, but not the burning sun of a summer afternoon, just the setting sun of a chilly evening in late October.

The beauty of her surroundings slowly shooed away the horror of the burial. Nearby, Taos Mountain reached into the sky, its deep green, pine-clad slopes splotched with canary yellow and burnt-orange stands of aspen. The sky to the west was painted gold and purple, with the colors growing stronger as the sun slipped peacefully toward the horizon.

A strong hand gently turned her face from the sunset, and she found herself looking at the lined, bronze face of John Jojola. His dark brown eyes peered deep into her own, as if he were reading the fine print of a newspaper ad.

Jojola took her hand and placed something into it. “Sand,” he said, “to bring you back to the reality of this earth.” He then turned over her other hand and poured water onto it. “Wash with the waters from our sacred lake and be reborn.”

Lucy felt the sand trickle through her fingers, aware of each grain. She splashed the water on her face and felt refreshed. “Where…where have I been?” she asked.

“Your body was here all along,” Jojola replied as he picked up a piece of smoldering sage and waved it around Lucy, chanting something under his breath. “But your spirit has been far away.”

The sage, she knew, was for cleansing. Then she remembered that the bitter, metallic flavor in her mouth was the aftertaste of peyote, a powerful hallucinogen found in the fruit of a cactus that grew in Mexico. It all came back to her—the dreams and going to the mesa with Jojola on a spirit quest.

Lucy had known that Jojola was a practicing member of the Native American Church, which had been organized by American Indian tribes so that the U.S. government could not stop them from taking peyote as part of their religious rights. He’d explained that peyote had been used by Indians of Mexico, where the plant grew, for thousands of years. Only in the past hundred years or so had American Indians used it as a path to the spirit world.

As such, peyote was considered sacred—not a toy for Anglo hippies who wanted to see a kaleidoscope of colors and go “on a trip.” When Lucy broached the subject of using it herself, Jojola had at first rejected the request.

“Why do you want it?” he demanded.

Lucy replied that she wasn’t some college kid looking for a high. “I’m searching for answers,” she told him. She’d been having dreams in which she was suffocating and dreams in which she was burning, dreams filled with smoke and three triangular-shaped mountains. The dreams had filled her with fear and a sense that she couldn’t trust anybody outside of her family and small circle of friends. But the worst dream of all—one she’d had with increasing frequency—was the one with Ned lying on the ground and a man pointing a rifle at him as his finger pulled back on the trigger.

“I think the answers might be important,” she’d added.

Jojola hadn’t replied right away. He knew that Lucy was different from most people and in tune with the spirit world. A few of the Taos Pueblo people had labeled her a bruja, a witch, and wanted her banned from the pueblo because she’d learned their secret language as if by magic. But most in the tribe who knew her as he did argued that her heart was pure, as were her intentions. And so an unspoken understanding was reached that no one would teach her the language, but if she learned it simply by listening, then the spirits must have wanted it to be so.

More than a year had passed since they’d met and Jojola found himself cast into the role of spiritual advisor to Lucy and her mother, Marlene. While it seemed an accidental meeting, he was sure it was not; the spirits had wanted it to happen and so it had. But even if he was willing to teach them his understanding of spirituality, the secret traditions of his people he would not reveal. His tribe was one of the few in the United States living on their ancestral lands instead of having been moved to a reservation. As such, they’d been able to keep most of their customs and language intact, in part because they did not allow outsiders to usurp them.

However, he reasoned, peyote was not a Taos custom; not everyone in his tribe or the other tribes belonged to the Native American Church. He himself had come to it only out of desperation.

After two tours in Vietnam, Jojola had returned in 1969 to the Taos Pueblo only to discover that he had not entirely found his way home from the war. He became an alcoholic and deadbeat, especially after his wife, herself an alcoholic, left him with a young son to raise. Only his love for his son had saved him from drinking himself to death. But he couldn’t overcome his addiction to alcohol by himself. Then one of the tribe’s elders, who was a member of the Native American Church, suggested that he might ask the spirits to help by participating in a peyote ceremony.

Jojola was willing to try anything and begged the elder to set it up for him. But the elder said that his was a special case, and he would have to travel to Mexico and find the ancient roots of the peyote cult.

So he had gone with a letter from the elder introducing him to the Huichol people, the original practitioners of the peyote ceremony. He was in luck: they were preparing to go on their annual trek to find peyote, which they called hikuri, and invited him along.

Led by a mara’akame, or shaman, Jojola had to first pass through the rite of confession and purification. For each offense that he confessed, the mara’akame made a knot in a string. Some of the knots represented the guilt he felt over killing other men, even if it had been in combat, but mostly the knots represented mistakes he’d made as a husband, a father, and as a member of his tribe. Either way, his string was particularly long by Huichol standards, and filled with knots.

At the end of the ceremony, the shaman burned the string. When he woke the next morning, Jojola felt as if a weight had been lifted, but the shaman told him that his journey was not over.

In fact, it had only just begun. He traveled with the tribe to the sacred mountains of Wirikuta, where they prayed to the spirits and washed themselves in the waters of a holy stream. Only now, the shaman warned him, were they ready for the perilous crossing into the otherworld.

The tribe had then searched for hikuri. When they were through harvesting and ready to partake, Jojola was given twelve pieces of the mescal fruit that contained the peyote. It was considered a light dose for the more practiced Huichol, some of whom consumed as many as fifty pieces. But it was enough.

The journey began innocently enough with colorful lights and gentle hallucinations, as well as a general feeling of well-being. But that afternoon, the sky had grown dark, nearly as black as night, with frenetic blasts of lightning and thunder.

Coming out of the storm, he saw a dark warrior approaching from across the desert carrying a war club. The demon ran as fast as the wind, and Jojola could tell that it was coming to do battle and that if he failed, he would literally die on that mountainside.

Looking about for a weapon, Jojola saw the sharp-ended rib bone of a coyote and picked it up. Then the dark spirit was upon him. They struck each other with terrific blows, and then circled before striking again, before repeating their terrible dance.

Bloody and dazed, Jojola realized that the spirit was alcohol and it intended to devour him body and soul. Then it would take his son, and his people. Anger welled up inside of him and he raised the coyote rib, then plunged it into the demon with all of his might. The dark warrior collapsed to his knees but refused to die.

So with his remaining strength, Jojola lifted the demon and cast it down the mountainside, where it fell a thousand feet and struck with a sound like thunder rumbling through the ground. An avalanche of stone was dislodged and swept down, burying the demon.

Physically and emotionally drained, Jojola turned to see that the Huichol had gathered to witness the battle. Smiling, they came forward one at a time to embrace him. “You are free of the demon,” the shaman, who approached last, said, “but only as long as you do not invite him back into your life. Return to the old ways. Reject him. Save yourself, your son, and your people.”

Returning to the Taos Pueblo, Jojola was a changed man. He stayed away from bars and liquor stores in the city of Taos, and even shunned old friends who drank alcohol. Instead, he hunted deer on the sacred Taos Mountain with a bow, swam in the holy waters of Blue Lake, and communed with the spirits of the high plains desert of New Mexico. He also taught his son the ways of his people so that he would respect the culture and draw strength from it. “We Pueblo Indians close our borders to outsiders every winter and withdraw into our ancient adobe lodges so that we may come together as a people and become stronger for being part of a whole,” he told the boy.

His tribe had rejoiced at his return to his place in the warrior clan. When it had come time to name a new police chief, he had been the only candidate they considered. Confident now in who he was and with his past, he was a rare man who stood comfortably and easily with one foot in the modern world—running a professional, modern police force—and the other foot in the ancient, returning every year to Mexico to join the Huichol in their trek to the mountains of Wirikuta.

Jojola despised so-called Indian medicine men who sold peyote and charged to perform the rites for Anglos who, dissatisfied with their own culture, tried to become “white Indians.” But he knew Lucy was not trying to become something she was not, she was trying to understand who she was. When she talked about her dreams, he saw the fear in her eyes and knew that the answers she needed might be found in the otherworld.

So he’d led her to the desert butte where they now sat and up the steep, narrow trail to the top. He’d often traveled there himself because it was the home to eagles, who he considered to be messengers to the gods. There he’d heard her confession and tied knots in a string, quietly amused at how few knots there were compared to his own first time. Then they’d burned the string.

When she was prepared, he gave Lucy six pieces of mescal. As she sat looking at the cactus fruit, he told her to be careful not to overanalyze the journey she was about to take. “There will be things you don’t understand or might misinterpret,” he said. “We believe that a powerful spirit resides in the peyote and that spirit can be fickle. You may see visions that seem important, but aren’t; and often there will be experiences that don’t seem like much, but in the end are the most valuable to remember. Do you understand?”

Lucy nodded and began to place a piece of mescal in her mouth when Jojola restrained her arm with his hand. “It is not too late to turn back from the otherworld,” he said. “People have lost their minds to peyote or injured themselves. I will be here with you, but I cannot protect you from everything in the spirit world.”

The girl had held his eyes for a long minute, then patted his hand. “I understand,” she said, and placed the first button in her mouth, making a face as the astringent chemicals hit her tongue. An hour later, she became violently ill as her body tried futilely to rid itself of the hallucinogenic poison. But it was already working on her liver and coursing through her blood. And then she’d found herself locked in the trunk of a car about to be murdered.

 

“What did you see?” Jojola asked gently. “I heard you scream and you spoke in a language I did not recognize.”

Lucy shuddered. “I saw my death,” she said, and relayed what she remembered though the details were already blurring in her mind.

When she finished, Jojola was quiet for a long time. Death dreams were not to be discounted. But he also knew that the visions could not always be taken literally. “Sometimes a vision of death actually represents a new beginning, just as death is merely the next step onward in our existence,” he told her. “The spirit of peyote is fond of symbolism.”

Lucy was quiet. “Maybe,” she said. “I hope so, but even if it was literal, I still think it was important for some reason that I saw it now.” She looked out to where the sun was now a pastel memory on the horizon and suddenly felt incredibly tired.

She yawned. “So what’s next?”

Jojola smiled back. “Sleep.”

As if he’d cast a spell, Lucy fell backward, but Jojola was ready and caught her by the waist. He picked her up and carried her to a bed he’d made of soft cedar clippings piled several inches thick. She breathed deep the fragrant aroma of the cedar and began to drift off.

“Rest now, Lucy,” Jojola said, covering her with a blanket. “You will dream because the spirit of peyote lingers in your blood. But I will be here.”

Lying on her side with her eyelids growing heavier, Lucy watched him walk over to a ring of stones, where he lit a fire and sat down next to his hide-covered drum. Picking up a stick covered on one end with doeskin, he began to beat the drum softly to a rhythm that matched the beating of her heart. Then he began to sing in Tiwa. “May the gods bless me, help me, and give me power and understanding.”
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