





Thank you for downloading this Simon & Schuster ebook.

Get a FREE ebook when you join our mailing list. Plus, get updates on new releases, deals, recommended reads, and more from Simon & Schuster. Click below to sign up and see terms and conditions.




CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP




Already a subscriber? Provide your email again so we can register this ebook and send you more of what you like to read. You will continue to receive exclusive offers in your inbox.




For JSH

It was a Wonderful Life




Why suffer’st thou thy sons, unburied yet,

To hover on the dreadful shore of Styx?

Make way to lay them by their brethren.

There greet in silence, as the dead are wont,

And sleep in peace, slain in your country’s wars!

—Titus Andronicus, Act 1, Scene 1

(William Shakespeare)





PROLOGUE



The Pentagon, Washington, D.C.

FRIDAY, MAY 4, 1984

He didn’t have the stomach for it.

The man who’d seen death and had touched and smelled human wreckage; the man who’d stared into the bloody maw as it devoured the youthful promise of his generation; that man didn’t have the stomach for what he had to do now.

There was nothing in the General Order about where the Status Review Board had to meet, or where, or how long its deliberation should be—only who would sit on it: three military officers at the rank of full colonel or higher. There was nothing in the General Order that stipulated what outcome was to be reached—but they knew.

Colonel Paul Fick, the ranking member, had secured a small meeting room off one of the long, featureless corridors in the C-ring of the Pentagon. Windowless and austere but sufficient for what had to be done. He hoped this wouldn’t take long. He didn’t have the stomach for it.

They’d all read the file. At least they were supposed to have.

More important, they’d all been given marching orders. The fire was lit; letters from a couple of highly energized congressmen eager to snip off the nagging national hangnail that the Vietnam War represented had seen to that, and now it was time for the board to meet and do its duty. Tie up a loose end.

Make it happen.

Yes, sir, yes, sir. Three bags full.

Colonel Fick was reading through the thin file for the third time this morning when Colonels Temple and Joyner bumped in, carrying Styrofoam cups of coffee and laughing loudly. The humor of the story that dragged in with them was directed at a certain secretary whose career skills were measured more accurately by her anatomy than by the number of words per minute she could type. Both men were well junior to Fick in date of rank, and certainly in experience, and they dampened down appropriately when they saw him already seated at the conference table. He had a reputation for being totally humorless when he had work to do, especially work that he found unpleasant or that chafed the skin of his character, and it was clear that the pressure he was under now hadn’t done much to improve his frame of mind.

Paul Fick was approaching the crest of middle age but could not yet see the horizon of his life. Physically, he was unchanged from his youth—he was still tall and spare and tempered so hard that he might as well have been constructed from lengths of welded steel rebar—but mentally his patience had been pared to a sliver. Three long tours in Vietnam had seen to that. The last had been on special assignment for the Criminal Investigative Division, but the first two had been as a dirt-eater with the Twenty-fifth Infantry. Tropic Lightning. As a platoon leader, he’d written his share of letters to stunned widows and grieving mothers and bitter fathers. He’d come home in the spring of ’69 hoping to never deal with that aspect of the military again.

And now this.

Of all the good men he saw die, even the not-so-good ones, now he had to deal with this. It was the price he paid for being the senior-most full colonel in the United States Army. The price for not retiring a year earlier.

The price for not dying in Vietnam like he should have.

By all the accounts he’d read, Master Sergeant Jimmy Lee Tenkiller was a deserter. He’d run. By all the accounts he’d read, Tenkiller had turned rabbit, and that was all there was to it. He’d run and hadn’t returned. For whatever reason, he’d done what a thousand other young men might have wanted to do, been tempted to do, what Fick himself might have thought about doing, but the difference was that they hadn’t, Fick hadn’t, and Tenkiller had. It was that simple. But now, because the country was in feel-good mode, and because there were congressmen and senators so cashed out of character and resolve that they were willing to write letters and twist the knob on the burner, and because the postwar military was so desperate to curry favor and please everyone and forget the past as if it were an unpleasant social gaffe at a cocktail party, Colonel Fick was under orders to revise history.

Make it happen, Colonel.

Yes, sir, General, three bags full.

There were two types of senior officers in the army now. Those who were really, really good—men like Paul Fick—men tempered in crucibles like Cu Chi and Kontum and Pleiku, men who loved the army while hating the job it had to do, men who also understood better than anyone else that there were sometimes no alternatives. Men who valued duty and character above breath and dreams. Men who would do what they were told to do because they were told to do it. And then there were those men, and now women—men like Joyner and Temple—who opportunistically filled the vacancies left by all the good ones who hadn’t come through it, either physically or emotionally.

Hole pluggers.

Human caulk.

Welcome to the New Army.

Neither of the two junior members of the Review Board had served in Vietnam. One had made it as close as South Korea—if that could be considered close to Vietnam. The other had advanced stateside, with a couple of thick-cushioned, short postings in Germany and Italy. Both were AGs—Adjutant General Corps. Administrators.

REMFs. Fick thought. That’s what we called them back then—Rear Echelon Mother Fuckers. Paperclip Soldiers.

Fick didn’t even look up as his two fellow board members pulled up seats at the table and unclicked their briefcases, loudly removing their copies of the case file and slapping them down on the scratched-glass sheet covering the tabletop. Their coffee was hot and they made loud, obscene slurping sounds as they drank. It annoyed Fick beyond all possible words.

“Gentlemen,” Fick began, struggling to curtain his disdain. Only the top of his thinning gray crewcut was visible to the other two as he spoke. That and his hands. Thin, wiry, brown hands etched with a complex mesh of hard-earned pale, cream-colored scars. And the knobs. The shiny, hardened knobs on his misshapened right hand. “I trust you have reviewed the case file on Master Sergeant Tenkiller, Jimmy L., 4219878. Discussion?”

John Joyner shifted in his seat and shot a prodding glance at Bob Temple. It was clear that Temple wasn’t going to engage until he had to; he had no desire to “get Ficked,” as they said in the rings of the Pentagon, an extremely accurate way of describing Fick’s ability to melt junior, and occasionally senior, officers into pools of butter. Joyner slurped some more coffee, as much to stall as to clear the syrupy thickness in his throat before responding. “Not much to discuss. You know…Paul, my view from the foxhole is that this case is pretty straightforward.” He began reading from the scrub sheet clipped to the front of his copy of the file, verbally highlighting the bullets. “Let’s look at the facts. Tenkiller was a master sergeant—an E-8—with over fifteen years in, fairly cushy assignment in the supply depot near Saigon, no action other than what he could probably score with some chocolate bars…” He paused and glanced around to see who was smiling but quickly dropped his head and pushed on when he realized no one was. “Ahhh…where was I? Yeah, so, good job in Saigon, finishing up his second tour in Injun country, and on his way back to good ol’ Fortress Hood in less than two months. Signs out of his unit on the morning of 28 September for a couple of days of leave and is never seen or heard from again. Listed first as AWOL and then a month later dropped from the morning report as a deserter. Not seen since 1970. Had no reason to run…” He concluded, but began flipping through the pages of the full document, keeping his head down so that his eyes wouldn’t make contact with Fick’s should he decide to look up. “Ya gotta admit…pretty straightforward. Not the profile of your average deserter.”

“Your average deserter?”

“Yeah, well, you know, Paul…doesn’t seem like a deserter to me anyhow.”

“You think not?” Fick asked. He still hadn’t raised his head.

“Yeah, I think not. How about you, Bob?” Joyner responded, looking over to Temple, trying to prompt him for some support, even a sound. Had he been close enough, he’d have kicked him under the table.

Temple didn’t look at all happy about being involved in the discussion. He wanted nothing more than to sign the paperwork and take the rest of the afternoon off. Eighteen holes were probably unreasonable, but nine were a solid possibility. “Yeah…well…ahhh…I guess I got to…ahhh…to agree with John. You know…ahhhh…it doesn’t make a lot of sense for someone about to punch a one-way ticket out of Vietnam to piss his life away with a desertion rap. I mean, he could be pulling a good pension right now. I mean, it just doesn’t make much sense.”

There was no immediate response.

“So tell me, Colonel, what do you think happened to Master Sergeant Tenkiller?” Fick asked quietly after a pause. There was a coiled spring in there, restrained by the thinnest of tethers.

Temple didn’t answer. He puffed his cheeks like a blowfish and dropped his focus to the scratches and fingerprints on the tabletop.

Joyner took another quick, noisy slurp of coffee to wet his tongue and bolster his courage, and then he responded. “Got whacked, would be my educated guess. Does it really matter how? He didn’t come home; we know that. Bottom line, Colonel Fick, whether the VC got him or his mama-san rolled him for his loose pocket change—he’s dead. BNR, as they say—Body Not Friggin’ Recovered.”

In the silence that followed, Joyner and Temple could hear the constant throng of people scurrying by in the corridor. A human buzz, like a humming clothesline. Everyone always in a hurry. As the pause lengthened, they both wished they could join the scurry.

“And so we amend his status?” Fick said at last. Quietly. “He didn’t desert. We sign the paper, and he gets added to the list of Killed In Action. Simple enough. One of the three hundred Spartans.”

“Hooah,” John Joyner replied. He meant it lightheartedly but it came out sounding particularly ridiculous in the building tension of the small room. His smile faded quickly. “Well…why not? I mean, goddamn, what difference does it make at this point? For Christ’s sake, the war’s over, Paul. Over. Make the family happy. Give ’em a Purple Heart and make his mama smile; most important, make all the friggin’ congressmen go away—right? That’s what it’s all about.” He started to smile again.

Fick slowly raised his head, and Joyner saw his eyes. A flat mottled gray, like a galvanized washtub. They matched the color of his hair. John Joyner briefly wondered if they had always matched his hair. Then his own eyes caught sight of the gnarled hand and the hardware above Fick’s left pocket—the purple ribbon with an oak leaf cluster that signified being wounded twice in action. Had he really just told this man, Give ’em a Purple Heart and make his mama smile? Joyner couldn’t maintain eye contact even if he’d wanted to, and he dropped his eyes to the folder in front of him. He hunkered his shoulders as if to brace for a physical blow.

“Colonel Joyner…” Fick’s voice was edged and shivered with thin control. “This country is getting ready to put fifty-eight thousand names on a black granite memorial at the Mall. Fifty-eight thousand young men Killed In Action. Fifty-eight thousand KIAs. Fifty-eight thousand men who didn’t run away, and you’re telling me it doesn’t matter?”

Neither of the two junior colonels answered. They felt a heavy stickiness in the air like a storm about to break overhead. Even the sounds from the corridor seemed to momentarily cease.

“Maybe it doesn’t,” Fick said. He closed his eyes slowly as if the effort of keeping them open was more than he could manage any longer, and just that quickly the storm passed. That simply. That quickly. He sighed in a manner that exhausted them all. “Maybe it doesn’t, Colonel Joyner. Maybe it doesn’t at all. Not in this country. Not in this building. Not in your army.” He slowly pushed the change of status form across the table, his fingers barely touching the edge of the paper.

Both Joyner and Temple signed it quickly.

Fick didn’t have the stomach for it.

By a two-to-one vote, Jimmy Lee Tenkiller became KIA.






        
            
                CHAPTER 1

            

            
                Baghdad, Iraq

                        THURSDAY, OCTOBER 18,
                        2007

                “Clear your weapon, sir.”

                Robert McKelvey shook loose from his heat-dulled thoughts and
                        looked up. He saw a young staff sergeant in desert camo, his Kevlar helmet
                        cocked at an angle in an effort to impart some style to the baggy uniform.
                        The eye contact, even shielded as it was behind dark sunglasses, made it
                        clear that McKelvey had missed something. “What’s that, Sergeant?” McKelvey
                        asked. His voice broke from dry heat and disuse.

                The staff sergeant nodded at the nine-millimeter holstered on
                        McKelvey’s hip. “Check your weapon, sir.”

                McKelvey was following the sergeant’s look to his own hip when
                        someone slapped him on the back of his head, knocking his ball cap over his
                        eyes. “C’mon, Doc. You been out in the desert too long.” It was Lieutenant
                        Colonel Dennis Perkins, head of one of the ISG’s mobile task forces. “This
                        ain’t Dodge City. You’re back in civilization now, son—if you get my
                        meaning. Check your weapon, and let’s get us some chow. I’ve been eating
                        goddamn MREs for the last two months.” Perkins stepped in front of McKelvey,
                        worked the bolt on his M-16, and dry-fired into a fifty-five-gallon drum
                        half-filled with sand.

                “Hey, bubba,” McKelvey recovered from his surprise and replied
                        as he pushed his cap up and began fumbling with his holster flap. “Heard you
                        were up north somewhere.” The two men had first met six months earlier when
                        McKelvey was searching for a helicopter crash near the Kuwaiti border and
                        the Iraq Support Group had been tapped for support. Perkins and his Mobil
                        Task Force Sixteen had been pulled off their search for WMDs to augment the
                        recovery team.

                “Was. Got back this morning. How ’bout you? Word was that you
                        were out west. Any success?” He watched McKelvey struggle with his holster
                        as long as he could before reaching out and jerking the restraining flap up.
                        “Let me help you there, Sergeant Rock.”

                “Thanks. Velcro can be tricky.”

                “Not to a trained professional. C’mon, I hear little Styrofoam
                        bowls of Jell-O calling my name.”

                “Shit,” McKelvey said as he removed the pistol from his
                        holster. As the guard watched, he cocked and dry-fired it into the sand
                        barrel, verifying that it was unloaded. It was always unloaded. They nodded
                        in mutual affirmation, and McKelvey secured his weapon before returning his
                        attention to Perkins. “They got Jell-O here?”

                “You bet. Cool little squares of quivering paradise. I’m
                        partial to the ones with banana slices in ’em. I like to suck ’em down in
                        one gulp—kinda like oysters.” He was holding several long strips of plastic
                        that hung in front of the door aside with his forearm, suggesting that
                        McKelvey should go first. The cool of the air-conditioned interior filtered
                        past the plastic strips that hung over the mess trailer’s doorway.
                        “Unfortunately, they’re the first to go—as in you need to get there early—if
                        you get my meaning.”

                “In that case, you best leave me behind. Every man for himself
                        under the circumstances.”

                “Negative. Ranger rules. I will not leave a comrade behind
                        even when the Jell-O is in sight. Nothing in the book that says I can’t kick
                        you in the ass, though, if you don’t hurry up.”

                “Ranger rules?”

                “Ranger rules.”

                McKelvey smiled and ducked through the doorway. Actually, they
                        were early and the dinner crowd was light. They worked their way through the
                        food line quickly, filling their trays with slabs of grilled steak and
                        dollops of mashed potatoes and colorful mixed vegetables, all served by
                        somber-browed local hires that McKelvey felt sure had been asked to leave
                        their vials of ricin at home.

                Perkins detoured past the dessert bar and arrived at the seat
                        next to McKelvey with a tray overloaded with bowls of Jell-O. As McKelvey
                        watched, he slurped down four lime-colored squares as if he were a finalist
                        in a gelatin-eating contest. With a loud satisfied sigh, he looked up. “Man
                        oh man, if that doesn’t clean out the dust. I gotta buy stock in Jell-O.
                        Gotta.”

                “You and me both. And to think they bothered flavoring
                        it.”

                “They flavor it?”

                McKelvey laughed and shifted gears. “So tell me, still lookin’
                        for WMDs?”

                Perkins smiled broadly and bobbed his head at McKelvey’s
                        waist. “Doc Kel with a sidearm. Shit if that isn’t the closest thing to a
                        weapon of mass destruction that I can think of.”

                “That’s why they don’t give me bullets. But, hey, if y’all
                        aren’t still lookin’ for WMDs, then what’s the Iraq Support Group up to
                        nowadays, anyhow? In case you haven’t heard, Saddam’s history.”

                “Other duties as assigned.” Perkins shrugged as he stacked his
                        Jell-O bowls. “Nothing I can talk about—if you get my meaning.” He said that
                        a great deal, whether you got his meaning or not.

                “Hmmm,” McKelvey acknowledged. He said that a great deal,
                        especially when he didn’t get the meaning. “Hmmm,” he repeated as he forked
                        some peas and carrots into his mouth.

                “How about you?” Perkins asked as he began organizing the
                        remaining food on his tray. “You involved in that war crimes
                    shit?”

                “I believe I’m innocent until proven guilty.”

                “Too bad. I was going to ask for your autograph. No, what I
                        meant was that shit up north. Isn’t someone digging up some of those mass
                        graves north of here? I’d heard it was some guys from the Park Service or
                        the Forest Service.”

                “Try Ringling Brothers. Nope, not us. Our folks are giving a
                        wide berth to that tar baby.” McKelvey took another bite of peas and
                        carrots.

                Perkins readjusted the empty Styrofoam bowls on his tray and
                        squinted at McKelvey. “So what then? Secret squirrel type shit?”

                “Not really. Three guys in a Humvee. No radio contact. No
                        visual. Just disappeared.”

                “Shit to be them—if you know what I mean. Any
                    luck?”

                “Let’s just say we found the Humvee. More than that, I can’t
                        talk about.”

                “Roger that,” Perkins said. “Understood. But tell me, Doc, why
                        the hell you here? You did your time here six months ago. I don’t know the
                        details about this case you’re working, but if it’s not that sensitive,
                        couldn’t you have sent someone else? Things can’t possibly be so bad at work
                        that you’d volunteer for another trip to this shit show.”

                McKelvey took a bite of steak and chewed. “You have no
                        idea.”

            

        

    

CHAPTER 2



Fort Knox, Kentucky

SATURDAY, OCTOBER 20, 2007

Sisal Johnson’s brief, rampant moment of fame had come sixty-two years earlier. For an eye blink of a day and a half, young Tech Sergeant Sisal Johnson had been the fill-in driver for General George Patton, Jr., during the hell-bent gallop across Western Europe. At the time it had been a case of being in the right place at a most opportune time, but over a thousand renditions, over sixty Memorial Days and Veterans’ Days of telling and retelling, that day and a half had grown in meaning and duration to a point where Sisal now remembered himself as a friend and close confidant of the general; as a man whose vision and judgment Patton valued and solicited. He had been a cog in the most magnificent machinery in history.

He could be found almost any day somewhere in the mnemonic cocoon of the George Patton Museum near Keyes Park at Fort Knox—always ready with a story or an explanation for any available or sympathetic ear. As a retired sergeant major he had ready access to the post, and his continued and regular presence had finally resulted in the staff at the museum acknowledging him as a fixture not unlike the tanks and armored cars planted out on the lawn. An unofficial docent.

He didn’t get to see his family much anymore. His wife was gone six years this coming August, and his two daughters were married with busy lives of their own to manage. One lived in Cincinnati, and he saw her occasionally but not with any particular regularity; the other lived in Dayton, which might as well have been somewhere in the upper Ukraine. As hard as that was, it was his two grandsons that he missed the most—they so loved his stories, and he so loved telling them.

Which was why when they came to visit, as they had now, he made the most of it.

The sun was out, stretching broadly across a clear sky, but the day had the sharp-edged snap of a hurried autumn. The air was clean. Sisal Johnson had his two young grandsons at the Patton Museum. It was time to show them the tanks, and the cars, and the jeeps that he and the general used to drive around in; the ones that they’d planned the invasion of Europe from; the ones that they’d used to bust through the brittle Siegfried Line. He’d come to rap on the armor and slap the tracks, to once again have an existence and an identity and a magnetic center on which to home his life.

They had arrived too early, and Sisal was anxious. It was only eight-thirty and a Saturday, so the museum wouldn’t be open for another hour and a half. So much the better. More time. More memories. In the meantime there were the static displays outside, including one of his favorites, the Soviet T34 medium tank, a monster of thick steel plating and even thicker Slavic functionalism. You could feel the thunder and clank of the treads just looking at it.

As they stood in front of the tank, Sisal Johnson animatedly explained to his two grandsons how the turret revolved and how the gun fired, and how the concussion would ring your ears for hours and make beads of sweat form on your brow. He explained how the tank turned by stopping one track and allowing the other to continue, and how he’d once seen a good friend crushed beneath the churning cleats of one of their own monsters. He rapped on the cold metal and pointed and gestured and relived. As he was explaining how the ammunition was taken aboard through a loading hatch he led the two boys to the rear of the tank. The gravel underfoot scrunched and talked under their feet, and it was only then that he noticed a smell—an odor like rusty nails and old copper pennies and damp packets of Sweet ’N Low—and something else. It was a familiar smell. Familiar and strange at the same time.

He couldn’t quite recognize it.

Until they reached the rear of the tank.

And then their lives were changed forever.







CHAPTER 3



U.S. Army Central Identification Laboratory, Hawaii

THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 8, 2007

McKelvey saw the lips moving but all he heard was a buzz. Like a fat, brown summer cicada. In fact, it was so loud he couldn’t concentrate; he could only watch the lips move.

“I’m not sure I like your attitude, Kel,” Colonel Peter Boschet buzzed. The CILHI commander’s face was screwed into the same knot that always formed when he was forcing his brain to work. It looked like a colorful ball of rubber bands and was discomforting to witness. He was short and pear-shaped and possessed of a solid vein of the pure stupids that they still talked about at the Academy in awed whispers. Colonel Boschet—known behind his back as Colonel Botch-It for his ability to screw up even the simplest task—was, in fact, only marginally smarter than a coffee can full of pea gravel. “Your little time off running around in the desert playing Indiana Jones doesn’t seem to have helped your attitude.”

“Call me Dr. McKelvey,” Robert McKelvey roused his interest long enough to say. It had just popped into his head as he listened to the buzz. In truth, McKelvey was called Kel by most people, had been since shortly after he was born. In what was perhaps the first mystery of his life, his parents had given him the name Robert, but then never used it. His father had the ownership rights to both Robert and Bob sewn up, at least up until he died of lung cancer at too early an age, and Kel’s mother wouldn’t tolerate the use of “Little Bob” or “Junior” in her presence. As a result, in the world of dwindling options, their youngest son became Kel. It was an awkward name—people usually assumed that his name was Cal—but it had avoided confusion growing up at the supper table, and for better or worse he was stuck with it now. In fact, even though his father was now gone, Robert and Bob were seldom used except in formal situations and by strangers and those trying to piss him off. Occasionally, his wife would begin sentences with “Oh, Robert,” but in those cases the inflection was the same as that with which she might say “Oh, Lord,” after hearing that her twin sons were in the principal’s office again—sort of a resigned expression of utter and complete exhaustion.

Kel had been asked to come down to the Botch-It’s office to discuss some special assignment. Whatever the assignment was, as absolutely mindless as Kel knew it would be, he also knew that the worst part was having to sit quietly while two minutes of information was strung out over sixty minutes like a long tug of administrative taffy. There was a time when he’d had the patience for it, when one of his strong points was suffering fools lightly, but those times had long ago faded in the rearview mirror. He’d eaten too many sand-flavored MREs; spent too many nights away from his wife and children; reinvented the wheel with too many come-and-go commanders. This one had put him over the edge. Botch-It had a hard-earned reputation for staffing everything to death and then being totally incapable of making a decision or acting on common sense, and on the rare occasion when he accidentally did make a decision, the odds were well worth betting it would be a bad one. It was leadership at the peak of incompetence. In fact, Kel had resigned three times in the last year only to be talked down off the ledge by the deputy commander, Leslie Neep. He’d even sent himself to Iraq twice in order to keep his hands as far away from Botch-It’s throat as possible and still justify earning a paycheck. Fortunately for all, Botch-It was on the downward slope of a three-year assignment with sixteen months to go, and every member of the staff could rattle off the time remaining—down to the day—481 as of yesterday.

Boschet tightened the knot he’d made of his face and cut a quick look at Les Neep sitting in the chair next to Kel. He tended to use Neep as a translator when he couldn’t understand his scientific director—which recently had become always. He looked back at Kel. “Say again.”

“Call me Doctor McKelvey.”

There was a pause while the response percolated through to his brain. “See? See? That’s the sort of thing I’m talking about,” Boschet erupted. His voice was too loud for his office and there was a scurrying sound from the outer room as people either found other things to do, or, as Kel suspected, positioned themselves to eavesdrop better. “I hear you tell everyone in this entire building—even the goddamn janitors—everyone in this building to call you Kel, but you tell me to call you Doctor. Me. The commander. I don’t get it. Check that. I do get it and what I get, I don’t like. Are you trying to piss me off?”

“Why, is it workin’?”

“You pompous prima donna. I don’t have to—”

“Whoa, whoa. Time out.” Les Neep sat forward in his chair and inserted himself into the rapidly closing space between Kel and Boschet. “Sir, I don’t think Kel, ahhh, Dr. McKelvey meant that as it came out. Right, Dr. McKelvey?” He continued before Kel had a chance to respond. “My read on it is that the Doc—see, I call him Doctor too—he just wants to keep things professional between the two of you. You’re the commander and he’s the lab director. You all need to maintain a sense of, a kind of…help me out here, Kel. A kind of…”

“Professional detachment.”

“Bingo.” Les snapped his fingers. “Detachment. It’s a professional thing. That’s all that it is. Right, Kel—Doc? A professional kinda thing.”

“Les, do you take me for a moron?” Boschet’s face remained screwed into a knot of rubber bands. “Do you? And how about you, Doctor McKelvey? Do I look like a moron to you?”

Les tried to stop Kel but reacted too slowly. He barely had time to mutter, “Oh, crap.”

Kel leaned forward to better peer around Neep’s intervening shoulder. “No, sir, Colonel. I think by definition, morons have to have an IQ over forty-nine. I suspect you’re more in the imbecile range.”

Boschet exploded. “Get the fuck out of my office. You goddamn overeducated prick bastard. Les, get this son of a bitch out of my sight before I forget that I’m a professional in the United States Army.”

Les Neep had already grabbed Kel and was shoving him toward the door.







CHAPTER 4



U.S. Army Central Identification Laboratory, Hawaii

THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 8, 2007

Les Neep closed his office door and shook his head. He could feel each of his sixty-three years in his bones. “Are you out of your damn mind?” He moved around Kel, sat down, leaned forward with his elbows on his desk and his head in his hands, and spoke into a pile of papers in front of him. “Why do you do that? Why?”

Kel dropped into the chair in front of Les’s desk as if he had bricks in his pants pockets. He let his head fall back on his neck and closed his eyes. He didn’t respond.

“Dammit to hell, what gets into you? All you had to do was come down here, sit quietly, and nod,” Les said to the papers. “Just nod.”

“Easier said than done,” Kel finally responded.

“Like hell. I do it all day long. Sit and nod. Sit and nod. Shit, son, sometimes I even smile. Smile and nod.” He looked up. “But no. Doctor McKelvey, he can’t just nod; no, sir, he’s got to go poke a stick in the colonel’s eye. A big, long stick that he spends his time sharpening on a dull rock.”

“Yeah, well maybe there’s only enough room for one noddin’ dog in the back of this car.”

Les Neep leaned back in his chair and stared at Kel for a moment before responding. “Like I deserved that. Like I really deserve a rash of shit from you. Who just defended you in the Old Man’s office? This nodding dog, that’s who.”

Kel stood up and walked to the window. He crossed his arms and squared his stance. “Don’t need you to defend me, Les. Not from the likes of Botch-It anyhow.”

Les snorted. “Right. You’re handling it so well. How many times you volunteered for Iraq? Twice? Tell you what, when your parts come back in a damn box next time, I’ll remember to nod at your funeral. How ’bout that? I’ll sit on a wide pew in the back and nod.”

The two men went quiet.

Kel broke the silence. “Sound like my wife,” he said softly.

“And you act like mine,” Les responded. “About as reasonable.”

Kel turned away from the window and smiled. He shrugged to break the growing tightness. “Hey, got me out of whatever numbskull assignment Botch-It had in mind.”

Les looked down at the papers on his desk and sucked in a deep lungful of tension. “I wish it were that easy, buddy. It ain’t.”

“Oh, yeah, it is,” Kel answered. “Can be anyhow. You just keep sittin’ there, and I’ll go back to my office and try to figure out what I was doin’ when Colonel Numb-Nut called me down here.”

“Afraid not,” Les sighed. He took up the papers on his desk. It wasn’t a loose pile but rather a bound report the thickness of a small phone book, a plastic spiral corkscrewing along one edge. “The Old Man’s got some concerns.”

“The Old Man’s got shit for brains. On a good day.”

“Maybe so,” Les conceded. “Maybe so, but he still has some concerns, and he’s looking for someone to share them with.”

“That right?” Kel’s voice regained an edge.

Les flipped the report at Kel. He waited for him to look at the title page. “That’s the army’s guidelines for developing a Diversity Awareness Plan in the workforce.”

“Forget it, Les.” Kel laughed as he tossed the report back in the other man’s lap.

“Don’t make me order you.”

“Order me? Try. Last time I checked, I didn’t work for you. I work for the little pear-shaped man with the IQ to match.”

Les put the report back on his desk and stood up. He drummed his fingers momentarily. “You’re shooting the messenger here, my friend. Maybe you don’t work for me, but dammit, Kel, he’s dead serious about you doing this.”

“Doin’ what? A Diversity Awareness Plan? I’m so goddamn tired of other people tellin’ me how to do my job.”

“No one’s telling you how to do your job.”

“No? How about that memo last week? As I recall, I was instructed to make sure that half of the scientific staff is female.”

“That’s just a target—”

“Is that right? A target? And is someone goin’ to tell the North Koreans? Last time I checked, our friends in the workers’ paradise wouldn’t let us send any women in with the teams. That changed? ’Cause if it hasn’t, then who’ll pull all those fun-filled missions? Do the math, Les. If only half the staff can deploy to North Korea, then the same folks are goin’ to keep gettin’ their tickets punched to that shithole. Not that that causes any morale problems or anythin’.”

“I’ve been in North Korea. I know—”

“Like hell you do. You know what two, three days in a North Korean hotel is like. I’m talkin’ about thirty, forty days in a base camp with eighteen-year-old American-hatin’ guards pointin’ guns at you the whole time and calculatin’ how many extra bowls of rice they’ll get for shootin’ your ass. You know, the fastest way to get the staff balanced might be to piss all the men off to the point where half of them resign. That’ll at least take care of sex, though race, creed, and astrological sign may still need some equalizin’.” Kel started for the door. “Diversity Awareness Plan my ass.”

“Kel, look. As a man of color—”

“Man of color?” Kel stopped and turned back to face Les. “And what color would that be, Les? Feelin’ blue today? And since when? You’ve been a Texan the whole time I’ve known you. Don’t pull this man-of-color shit on me.”

Les smiled. “Texan-American, actually. Look—no one’s telling you how to do your job or how to assemble your staff or who to hire—”

“Like hell you aren’t. You and Botch-It, both. I can only pull so many rabbits out of the hat. Every year it’s ‘do more, do more,’ and every year I get less and less. You know how many qualified applicants we had for the last vacancy?”

“Kel—”

“One. One. That doesn’t give me much opportunity to diversify the staff when I have one applicant to choose from, does it?”

“Kel—”

“Don’t ‘Kel’ me. How can I recruit anyone—of any friggin’ color—when I’m so fed up dealin’ with Botch-It that even I don’t want to work here myself? As you pointed out, between Iraq and North Korea I almost have my Axis of Evil club card filled up. If I can figure out how to send myself to Iran I’ll win a free pound of anthrax. I’m the closest thing to a postal employee that you’ll ever meet, and I’m supposed to talk people into comin’ to work here?”

Les sighed and picked up the report from his desk. He slowly held it out for Kel. “He’s got you on this one. Don’t be stupid. Diversity Awareness—it’s a PC thing and that means he has your nuts in a vise—which is just what he wants. Take this. Assign it to someone on your staff, and stall like hell. Haven’t I taught you anything over these years? Smile, nod, and wait the sonofabitch out.”







CHAPTER 5



Mililani, Hawaii

THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 8, 2007

Kel swung his old Volkswagen Jetta into his driveway and killed the engine. As he opened the door and stepped out, he made sure to tuck the seat belt back inside. That had become a habit ever since one of his sons had slammed the rear door shut, with the belt hanging out. Normally that wouldn’t have been a problem except that he’d slammed it shut so hard that the lock broke, forever trapping the belt on the outside. Now the buckle dragged along on the asphalt, sparking and pinging. Kel kept intending to cut it off but never got around to it.

The other habit that had developed as of late was casting a glare in the direction of his neighbor across the street, or if the neighbor was not outside, a glare at the house served as a satisfying proxy. Mililani, Hawaii, was a small bedroom community of mostly two-income families that had sprouted from a smudge of red dirt in the central highlands of Oahu. Thirty years earlier it had been a sea of prickly green-and-gold pineapples. It was the sort of town that focused on its children, and husbands received calls to remember to stop off on the way home from work to coach the Little League team (and to stop off at the grocery store and pick up a twenty-pound sack of rice for dinner). Kel’s neighbor was a small Japanese man who always seemed to be wearing a muscle shirt and flip-flops and who never seemed to work outside the confines of his property. He could usually be spotted, on his hands and knees, cutting his grass with a pair of scissors—a feat made possible by the fact that his front lawn was only slightly larger than an AAA roadmap. When he wasn’t snipping his grass, he was tracking down errant leaves that blew into his space as if they were illegal immigrants flooding his border. It was, in fact, the leaves that were at the root of the glaring. Ever since the neighbor had pounded on Kel’s door early one Saturday morning to demand that Kel keep his mango leaves on his side of the street, Kel had been glaring at every opportunity that presented itself; glaring and hoping that his neighbor would honorably deal with his frustration by committing hara-kiri with a leaf rake.

Mary Louise McKelvey looked up from the stack of papers she was grading. “Robert McKelvey, you haven’t been home this early since,” she paused, she looked at her watch, it was midafternoon. “Well, since I don’t know when. Are you okay? See your neighbor anywhere?”

Kel had walked in the front door of his house and dropped his backpack in the entryway as if it were an anchor chain. The slope of his shoulders had the soft curve of an eroded hillside, and he had all the appearance of the elements wasting him away. He stood in place momentarily before summoning up the energy to bend at the waist and jerk the knots in his shoes free. He didn’t respond.

“Bless your heart, if you don’t look like somethin’s been chewin’ on you. A big dog, maybe. You okay?” Mary Louise would bless the devil’s heart.

Kel walked slowly into the living room and sat heavily on the sofa next to his wife. After a moment he lay down with his head in her lap and closed his eyes. He didn’t speak.

Mary Louise eased a stack of papers out from under his head and set them aside. She stroked his hair momentarily, gauging his silence. “You’re goin’ back to Iraq, aren’t you?”

Kel sighed through his nose but didn’t answer.

“Kel?”

“No.” He sighed again.

“North Korea?”

“No. I promised.”

Mary Louise nodded slowly as she looked for a loophole in the answers. “So tell me.”

Kel adjusted his position slightly. “Remember the movie Harvey?”

“Remind me. Glenn Ford?”

“Jimmy Stewart.”

“Was that the one about that big rabbit?”

“Umm. A very big rabbit that only Jimmy Stewart and his psychiatrist could see.”

“Oh, Lord, don’t tell me you’ve started seeing big rabbits. That’s all we need.”

“I wish. No, it’s the psychiatrist. Remember there’s this scene where he’s describing how he’d like Harvey to stop time? Harvey could do that, stop time, and the psychiatrist said that he wanted to go off to Canton, Ohio, and have a kind woman pat him on the head and say somethin’ like, ‘you poor, poor, man; you poor, poor, man.’”

“And that’s what you want?”

“That’s what I want.”

“Too bad you don’t know any giant rabbits,” Mary Louise replied.

“Too bad I don’t know any kind women.”

“Keep lookin’. I’m sure a rabbit will turn up.” She paused. “What happened today, Kel?”

Kel shrugged. He kept his eyes closed and took several slow breaths. “The usual. Botch-It. Reinventing the wheel. Scaling Mount Paperwork. I used to think that the myth of Sisyphus best described the lab. You know, always rollin’ the same rock up the same hill, only to have it roll back every night.” He took another slow breath. She smelled of flowers and soap and stability.

“And now?”

Kel smiled and turned his head, working it deeper into his wife’s lap. “And now I think Prometheus is my role model. You know, you try and try to bring light to the darkness and as a reward you get to have your liver eaten out every day, only to have it grow back every night. God, I can’t take this much longer.”

“So maybe it’s time to leave. You always said that we’d leave when you didn’t enjoy the work anymore. Sounds like you’re there. We’re there.”

“Almost. I still believe in the mission. And the people. It’s just—” The thought snuffed out.

They sat quietly for a moment and then Mary Louise patted his head. “You poor, poor, man,” she said.







CHAPTER 6



Thanh Lay Hamlet, East of Ho Chi Minh City, Socialist Republic of Vietnam

WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 6, 2008

The old Russian-made MI-17 helicopter slowly throbbed in low, angling in from the northeast, shuddering and whipping dry thatch from the bamboo and wood huts. The crowd gathered in the swirl below like rice chaff concentrated by the downdraft. As it neared the ground, one of the Vietnamese crew chiefs jumped out, stumbling momentarily onto his knees, and began moving the curious villagers back, away from the spinning tail rotor.

A half minute later, the massive craft wobbled to a heavy landing and slowly began its long, complaining shutdown.

Senior Colonel Nguyen Van Dich was the second man off the aircraft after the crew chief. He stretched and popped his joints. He smoothed his shirt and pinched the crease on his pants as he looked around. Nguyen Dich was aging. The man who’d once been able to subsist on a ball of rice every two days and who could curl up under a palm frond and sleep during a monsoon rain now found that he didn’t handle these long flights as he once had. It hurt his back and his hips to spend time on the canvas cargo seating, feet propped up uncomfortably on bags of rice and dried fish and plastic jerry cans of fresh water—resupplies for the Vietnamese workers—and he found himself wondering more and more about why he did it. Why did he spend his days helping the Americans search for their two thousand war dead? He didn’t have an answer. His own country had plenty of dead. Maybe two million, maybe more, and who was looking for them? The Americans had killed his parents and two brothers. Who was looking for them? His pretty, young fiancée was missing and would never be found. Who was looking for her? He too had almost died. Many times. Instead the Americans had merely blown out his eardrums. In 1969 he’d been a young sapper with the Fatherland Brigade in Quang Tri Province when he’d been caught by a surprise B-52 strike. He was far enough away that he hadn’t been killed, but he also hadn’t had time to open his mouth to equalize the pressure, and the concussion had blown out both eardrums. One had never grown back properly, and now, at sixty-two, the other ear was starting to fade rapidly. Soon he would be stone deaf, hearing nothing but distant memories.

The flight had been a short one. They’d overnighted in Da Nang after leaving Hanoi the previous afternoon. Nguyen Dich had had personal business to attend to last night, and his loins still tingled when he thought of her. Even at his age, even with other faculties fading, he was enormously vital. Perhaps it was the extracurricular aspects of the job that made it worthwhile.

The helicopter blades finally stopped turning and the ends bobbed slowly, as if nodding in satisfied agreement at the decision to stop. Several small, brown, curly-tailed dogs had overcome their initial shyness and were circling underfoot, occasionally yelping when they were kicked, but otherwise glad for another day out of the stewpot. The curious villagers formed a tight ring around the aircraft and its strangers, having turned out for what promised to be the day’s—if not the year’s—entertainment. Nguyen Dich cast a disapproving look at them—he didn’t think much of southerners, who had been less than reliable partners during the War of Liberation—then he looked back at the doorway to the MI-17 where the Americans were only now awkwardly crawling out of the helicopter. He didn’t think much of them either. They always took a long time, these Americans, and they were much too concerned about their physical comforts. They had to collect their sweatscarves and hats and expensive, mirrored sunglasses and colorful backpacks. And MP3 players. And water bottles. Always many water bottles. Always a delay.

He wanted them to hurry up. His bowels were getting restless, turning over and over with something he’d eaten last night, and he wanted to get this interview over with and make the short flight into Ho Chi Minh City and get to the newly constructed Norfolk Hotel and its flush toilets and cool marble floor tiles.

Always many water bottles.

There was a stink here that burned his nose. This village was not unlike the one he’d come from—sixty some years ago—but he’d put the fetid, sour smells of the country behind him. The garbage and the rot and the fecund smell of Mekong silt as it worked its way slowly south. This better be worth it, he thought. The American better be buried here. A Red Indian, the report from the provincial office had said. Nguyen Dich had seen movies of Red Indians, painted and feathered and whooping like wild animals. Had this Indian been whooping when he died?

Than Chu stepped forward from the crowd. He was a small wire-framed man, with dark brown skin that betrayed the bloodline of a mountain tribe, who smoked anything that he could keep lit. He looked as if he’d been up most of the previous night. His thin white cotton shirt and dark trousers were always stained and wrinkled, and Chu never failed to remind Nguyen Dich of a sheet of crumpled newspaper. But he was good at his job. And as the provincial representative of the Vietnamese Office for Seeking Missing Persons he was responsible for his boss’s coming here now. It was Than Chu who’d reported the information about the dead American—the Red Indian—to VNOSMP headquarters, and now he could only hope that it met with his supervisor’s expectations. The senior colonel didn’t look pleased to be here.

Staff Sergeant Ed Milligan had dozed off during the flight, the throbbing rap turned up so loud on his MP3 player that everyone else on the bird could hear it leaking past his headphones above the noise of the MI-17’s massive rotor. He awoke to find himself alone in the cabin, the flight crew and the rest of the joint team having already filed out. He paused his music, collected his rucksack and Camelback and extra water bottle, and hurried down the steps. He adjusted his dark sunglasses against the pulsing throb of the Vietnamese sun and took in the situation before him. There were naked children and slack-ribbed dogs everywhere, and bone-thin brown men in green pith helmets and loose sandals and even thinner women in conical straw hats were surrounding the aircraft—simply staring in moon-faced interest. Over to the side, Milligan saw that Swinging Dich and the team’s interpreter were talking to someone that he could only presume was the local VNOSMP contact. They seemed to have everything well in hand, and Milligan briefly thought about stretching out again on the cargo seat and resuming his dream before it melted forever away into the gritty creases of his brain. He didn’t. Instead, the American team leader pulled his headphones down around his neck, adjusted the sweat rag at his throat, and walked over to where Dich and the other men were talking. He stood and listened to the conversation—not understanding a goddamn word.

Just like chickens clucking, he thought. Cock-a-doodle-doo.

Sergeant Thomas Stephenson was also listening. He understood every word—almost as well as the Vietnamese themselves—except for when they lapsed heavily into local dialects. But even in that area he was improving. Now he listened and nodded to himself and, from time to time, made a small notation in his yellow hardback field book.

Then, abruptly, or so it seemed to Milligan, Nguyen Dich and Than Chu reached some sort of understanding, and together they began walking toward a concrete building on the nearby northern edge of the hamlet. It was the only building of any substance in the village, and Milligan recognized it as the hamlet’s Communist Party meetinghouse.

Stephenson and Milligan followed. The other members of the team—Vietnamese and American—stayed near the helicopter, keeping the villagers away from the helo and swatting at flies. They were using the same motions for both.

The building was roughly made of hand-mixed concrete thinly buttered over sun-dried clay blocks and was remarkably uncomfortable in appearance. Its brick tile roof was patched in places with irregular sheets of flattened metal—remnants of a downed U.S. helicopter or aircraft. It was built French-style, narrow and long, and had a cement floor, polished by the horny calluses of countless bare feet, which had been covered with a woven fiber mat. It was cool and dark, like a tunnel, and there was no door and no glass covering the small windows. A blackboard stood in one corner, and the walls were hung with posters and calendars of smiling, pretty young Vietnamese women with dark oval eyes and colorful ao dai dresses and conical straw hats. There were words on the posters that Milligan didn’t understand—but the women were pretty, and he kept staring at them, animating them in his mind.

To the side, two skinny brown men—wound as tightly as clock springs—sat in wooden chairs, looking nervous. Had there been loaded pistols pressed against their temples, they wouldn’t have looked any more uncomfortable. They stood when the two Vietnamese governmental officials entered, but otherwise didn’t move or volunteer a sound. Both held tiny stubs of smoldering, hand-rolled cigarettes between thumb and middle finger. The smell of the smoke suggested that they were made of something more than common tobacco.

Than Chu talked to his boss, directing his attention to Nguyen Dich’s better ear, and he motioned repeatedly to the two skinny men as he did so. Sergeant Stephenson had been listening intently and during a pause moved closer to Milligan and translated. “Pretty interesting. Those two are what pass for village elders here. Mr. Than says that they claim to have information on the burial location of an American soldier.”

Milligan shook his head. “Yeah, yeah. That’s what every one of these shittin’ little pencil stubs tells us. Just once I wish it’d pan out. Instead, these two will stand around smoking joints and laughing at the gringos while Swingin’ Dich has us spend the next two hours digging up banana trees at two hundred dollars a pop.”

“No. That’s what’s really interesting. The Dickster there, really—and I mean really—wants to get the interview over with. He says he has official business in Saigon and that we need to be wheels-up in fifteen—buried American or no buried American.”

Milligan looked at Stephenson and then at Nguyen Dich. “Fifteen? Shit, bro, we just got here.”

“Fifteen.” Stephenson shrugged. “Like you say, it’s not at all like Swingin’ Dich.”

“Fifteen. Well, then let’s get on with it,” Milligan said.

The two of them took up wobbly chairs near the two village elders. Than Chu joined them and motioned for the two elderly men to sit down as well. Nguyen Dich remained standing, looking out the doorway at the MI-17, his body language betraying his obvious impatience with the procedure.

Sergeant Stephenson didn’t need direction. He’d done a hundred investigations over the last two years, and he could conduct an investigation like this one in his sleep. He offered the two men cigarettes. He himself didn’t smoke, but he always carried a couple of packs of Marlboros to help smooth out the introductions. As the men tucked the cigarettes into their shirt pockets for later use, Stephenson turned to a fresh page in his field book and triple-clicked his pen. Than Chu quietly provided the two elderly men with some additional explanation of what was going on, and what the ground rules were, and then Stephenson began. He started at the beginning: names, ages, occupations, years living in the area…

Chickens clucking. Milligan listened momentarily and then returned his singular imagination to the young women on the posters.

“Ed…Ed…Staff Sergeant Milligan…” Stephenson slapped Milligan’s arm with the back of his hand. “Ed.”

“Yeah,” Milligan responded. He took a lingering look at one of the posters and then turned his attention to Stephenson. He suddenly realized that he’d been daydreaming and that the interview must be nearly completed.

“Anything else you want to ask?”

“Huh? What you got?”

“These guys say they know where an American soldier is buried.”

“Of course they do. They always say that. And how do they know it’s an American?” Milligan asked.

“Well, they aren’t sure that it is; they admit that. They say this whole village was relocated during the latter part of the war…moved east a couple of klicks to a strategic hamlet…at least until sometime in early 1971 when they began filtering back. So nobody lived here for a couple of years, but some of the older men continued to work the rice paddies near here and they would make occasional short visits to the old homestead. Checking up on things, you know?”

“And? The body could still be a Vietmanese.” Like a lot of the soldiers on his team, he transposed the m and the n in the word.

“Doesn’t sound like it…Mr. Slim and Mr. Jim here say that they used to see several ARVN officers and an American soldier meeting here frequently. They don’t know what for, or who they were, but they were here regularly.”

“And?”

“And so, when the folks moved back home in ’71, there was a new grave in the village cemetery.” He turned back to the two men and quietly clucked something completely unintelligible to Milligan.

The older-looking of the two men responded in kind. The other man and Than Chu nodded like cork bobbers in the middle of a pond.

Stephenson also nodded his understanding and looked back at Milligan. “Yeah. Ahh…well, there was no name on the grave marker—not even a marker really—but it definitely was a grave, and it definitely had been dug between late June of ’70 when they made their last check-up on the place and February 1971 when the village all began moving back.”

“Okay. But what makes them think it’s an American? Hell, it’s not like there was a shortage of Viets getting killed around here in 1970 and 1971. Could be anybody.”

“True, but they say the only ones around the village, besides the occasional VC patrol, were those South Vietnamese officers and that American soldier that they saw here frequently. They met regularly. They also say that neither the People’s Army nor the VC would bury their dead in the village cemetery, and the ARVN probably wouldn’t either and if they did, they’d put a name on the marker. So, if you eliminate all the other suspects, they figure it must be an American. Either way, they can take us to the spot if we want.”

Milligan squinted, then pulled a blue folder from his rucksack. He began speaking as he thumbed into the folder. “Time frame’s about right. Tenkiller disappeared in mid-September 1970—but it doesn’t make any sense. Who buried him? Why here? If it were South Vietmanese Army—ARVN—they were on our side, they should have reported it to someone. Right? And if it was bad guys—VC or PAVN—they wouldn’t have put him in a cemetery…would they? I can see hiding the body in a ditch or hole somewhere—I mean, there’s like shittin’ bomb craters out the wazoo—but I can’t see advertising an American body by putting it in a cemetery…”

“Your call.” Stephenson shrugged. “You’re the team leader. They say it’s a short walk from here…less than five minutes or so.”

“Shit, we’re here, ain’t we?” he said as he tucked the folder back in his rucksack and picked up his water bottle. “Nothing to lose but some inches off the ol’ gut. Short walk? Might as well check it out. Let’s see what Swingin’ Dich says.” Milligan looked up at the senior colonel, expecting to receive a nod of approval.

Instead, the senior colonel was standing in the doorway, motioning to the helicopter pilots to get the rotor spun up.

Milligan and Stephenson looked at each other in dismay. It was a short walk, and they’d come all this way.

Sixty seconds later the big motor began to whine.





OEBPS/Images/MSRCover.jpg
K | A

A DR. KEL MCKELVEY NOVEL

Thomas Holland

SIMON & SCHUSTER
New York London Toronto Sydney





