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Praise for Resurrection



‘A thrilling, emotionally charged tour de force, beautifully structured and written. Halifax and Simpson at their best.’

Shane Brennan, creator of NCIS: Los Angeles

‘A riveting portrait of a woman who has no memory of the life she has left behind or the danger she is in. And when that woman is my beloved Jane Halifax, it is even more deeply disturbing. Roger has done it again.’

Rebecca Gibney, television’s Jane Halifax

‘A tense, edge-of-the-seat weave of complex characters and flawed relationships, Resurrection is an intricate and multi-layered mystery, expertly teased out by a master storyteller.’

Chris Nyst, Ned Kelly Award-winning writer of Millen

‘Interrogating the mind of his greatest character, Roger Simpson delivers twists and thrills television never could provide an answer to: “who is Jane Halifax, f.p.?”’

Andy Muir, author of Something for Nothing

‘How clever to turn Jane’s smarts on herself as she stumbles through the labyrinth of post-injury amnesia. Suddenly she’s as much of a challenge to herself as that cold case she cannot forget.’

Caroline Baum, founding editor of Good Reading

‘Forget serial killings. Here the crime is the theft of a mind. The story races along as you’re left wondering if Jane Halifax is ever going to be herself again.’

Fenella Souter, award-winning feature writer








Praise for Transgression



‘A nail-biter with graphic, shocking imagery and a fast pace that’s no doubt a legacy of his work in film and television… Characters are deftly drawn and fleshed out, nuanced and humane.’

The Age

‘An explosive read, packed with twists and turns you won’t see coming… If you’re looking for an addictive new crime series to get stuck into, look no further.’

Better Reading

‘Taut and thrilling… Don’t be beguiled and think this is just a TV spin-off. It’s not. It’s rip-roaring crime writing at its best. Emotional at its heart, thought-provoking and wise. You’re in the tense grip of a master at work with this book.’

Tony Cavanaugh, author of Blood River

‘A taut, well-written thriller with engaging characters, psychological complexity and a plot that will keep you turning pages right until the end.’

David Williamson, Australian playwright
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For Sally






In the councils of government, we must guard against the acquisition of unwarranted influence, whether sought or unsought, by the military–industrial complex. The potential for the disastrous rise of misplaced power exists and will persist.

Dwight D. Eisenhower, January 17, 1961, in his final address to the people as the President of the United States of America.








PART ONE New York







1.

Sarah Noble adjusted the controls on her big white headphones and paced, bracing herself for what awaited her outside the Securities and Exchange Commission’s building in downtown New York. Tall, lithe and of African, Filipino and French extraction, the young entrepreneur was one of the most recognisable faces on the planet and her high-tech headwear was her attempt to remove herself from the constant attention that attended her every public appearance. Like Johnny Depp’s fedora or Jennifer Aniston’s tinted shades, Sarah’s headphones had become her signature, an emblem of success and unapproachability.

Sarah’s companion, Chester Lorraine, gently placed his hand on her arm. She touched a button on her headphones and emerged from her private cocoon.

‘Leave the questions to me, Sarah,’ Chester said. ‘I’ll handle this.’

For a moment, Sarah seemed confused. She was happy to speak for herself; in fact, she felt obligated to do so. But she also knew her financial adviser understood the markets better than she, that he knew what the reporters would ask and what was appropriate to say in reply. The media’s feverish interest was not unexpected. Her company, Saris Aerospace, the darling of Wall Street and Silicon Valley, and valued only a month before at twenty billion dollars, was officially in free fall. It was a lot for anyone to face, more so when you’re autistic and only thirty-two.

Sarah pressed the button on her headphones again and returned to her music. As the doors opened, their security detail led them outside into Brookfield Place to face a blizzard of microphones, cameras and shouted questions.

Chester Lorraine began with a statement. ‘Ladies and gentlemen, we have just concluded a briefing with the SEC, where we apprised them of recent changes to the board and management team at Saris Aerospace and assured them that the business is sound and trading normally. We of course regret the need to part with the services of Chris Chodorow, who has been a valuable member of the team for some years, but internal conflicts had reached the point where they had to be resolved and the board was left with no other choice. As founder of Saris Aerospace and inventor of the company’s missile interception systems, Sarah Noble will assume sole leadership of the company. Saris continues to enjoy the confidence of our co-venturers, the Department of Defense, who I understand will issue their own statement shortly. Sarah will address investors in California in due course and we shall issue a press release following that meeting. I will take any questions.’

‘Sarah, if you and Chris Chodorow are business partners, how can you remove him from the board?’

‘Chris Chodorow is a minority shareholder in Saris,’ said Lorraine. ‘And he wasn’t removed by Sarah Noble. He was removed by the board.’

‘But how can that happen to a partner if his name is part of the company? S A R for Sarah and R I S for Chris?’

‘That’s the branding the company decided upon. It doesn’t make it a partnership.’

‘Is Chodorow being forced to sell his shares?’

‘No. He’s been offered a fair price, given current market conditions. If he sells, that’s up to him.’

‘Sarah, haven’t you said on a number of occasions that Chris Chodorow is as important to Saris as you are?’

‘What Sarah has acknowledged is that Chris Chodorow has made an enormous contribution to the company, for which he’s been handsomely rewarded. But when relationships break down and become unworkable, then changes have to occur. Which is what the board has done.’

‘Why doesn’t she answer for herself?’

‘Yes, Sarah, why don’t you take off those fucking headphones!’

Sarah couldn’t hear the questions but she knew they were directed at her, could sense the reporters’ frustration and building resentment and knew that it was personal. On one level, it amused her. She watched the pack, howling like feral dogs, though her gaze was always general and avoided fixing on anyone directly. So much fuss and nonsense about other people’s business. She was grateful not to be a part of their neurotypical world.

Sarah adjusted her headset and selected another track. ‘Easy On Me’ by Adele seemed strangely appropriate but Sarah tried not to smile. She knew it would antagonise the mob even more.



On the other side of the country in Palo Alto, a press conference of a different kind was being conducted outside the Saris headquarters in Silicon Valley. Unlike the press pack that had assembled in New York, the reporters at this event had been invited.

Chris Chodorow took his position behind the microphones alongside his colleague and fiancée, Rebecca Clare. Rebecca had also been relieved of her position as chief financial officer but the press weren’t here to listen to her; Chodorow had been the head engineer and it was his dismissal that was making headlines.

‘Firstly, thank you for coming and my apologies for this having to happen out here in the street, but Rebecca and I have been banned from the building behind us since we were dismissed, without explanation, and marched off the premises without so much as our personal possessions. But we’re not here to complain about that. Following my removal from the board, I have sought legal advice and have been advised that my dismissal from Saris, and Rebecca’s as well, was illegal and we shall be seeking reinstatement through the courts. We will also commence proceedings, alleging that the offer for our shares is derisory and a form of minority shareholder oppression.’

In contrast to the gathering in New York, the reporters’ mood was receptive rather than hostile and there were few interjections. It was clear the press had already made up their minds about whose side to take.

‘There are some things we do not dispute: that the development of our classified weapons interception and decryptography system, known colloquially as Thag 2, has reached a critical juncture; and that relations between myself and Sarah Noble had become unworkable and that one of us had to go. Sarah Noble is a remarkable woman and the Saris story would not have begun without her. Her special gifts are twofold: first, in a world of increasing specialisation, Sarah has the unique ability to combine insights from seemingly unrelated fields. And secondly, she was able to apply theoretical results to real-world problems and, by applying quantum perturbation theory to an emergent system, was able to create Thag 1. But brilliant though this was, it did not qualify Sarah to operate a company of the size and complexity of Saris Aerospace.

‘Ladies and gentlemen, this dispute is far from over. The work done by Saris is of vital strategic importance to this country. I understand the Department of Defense intends to issue a statement endorsing the board’s decision, but we believe they have been misled and are ill-informed. For this reason, Rebecca and I have called for an urgent meeting at the Pentagon and will be sitting down with the relevant people as soon as this can be arranged. Unlike my former colleague, I am happy to take your questions.’



Back in New York, Chester Lorraine flicked off the television in his office. He and Sarah had seen enough.

‘Will the DoD agree to see them?’

‘That’s not up to me,’ said Sarah as she adjusted the headphones in her hands and lifted them towards her head.

‘Don’t put them on, Sarah. We’ve things to discuss.’

Sarah stood up, leaving the headphones on her chair, and moved around the office. ‘They’ve asked to use the company jet,’ she said. ‘To take them to Virginia.’

‘Why would you let them do that?’

‘I’ve already said yes. To show there’s no hard feelings.’

‘They’ll see it as a sign of weakness.’

‘It will be the last flight they’ll have. I’ve told them it’s only one-way.’

This seemed to amuse the young entrepreneur, though Chester Lorraine didn’t appreciate her sense of humour.

‘This meeting with investors is going to be crucial, Sarah. We’ve got to try and stop the bleeding.’

‘What do you want me to say?’

‘What you’ve already told me, that the success of Thag 2 has never depended on Chodorow. Which I sincerely hope is the truth.’

For the first time, Sarah looked him in the eye. ‘What do you mean by that? Do you think I would lie to you, Chester?’

‘Well, no…’

‘If you don’t believe me, the investors won’t.’

‘It’s just a big statement, that’s all. Having invested so much in Chodorow’s contribution, we’re now saying we can do without him.’

‘Do you think I’ve made the wrong decision?’

‘Sometimes it’s easier to keep your enemies close.’

‘Bit late for that, don’t you think?’ She retrieved her headphones. ‘I’ve work to do. Are we finished?’

‘Work on your speech. Send me a draft. I’ll give you some bullet points as well.’

Sarah put on her headphones, selected a track and headed for the door.

As she left, Chester turned to his screens, almost afraid to look. The Saris share price was still collapsing. Nothing that had happened today had helped. If anything, things were even worse.

He took some antacid tabs from his drawer, washed them down and wondered where the bottom of the curve would be.



Phillipe de la Salle stood beside a Citation CJ3+ at San Carlos Airport and watched with mixed feelings as a black hire car delivered his passengers, Chris Chodorow and Rebecca Clare. Phillipe was employed by Saris to pilot its private jet and he, like many in the company, had watched in despair as the bitter dispute between Sarah and Chodorow had disintegrated to the point where they could no longer coexist. Phillipe had liked them both for different reasons, Chodorow for his friendly affability and Sarah for her idiosyncratic take on human behaviour. Phillipe wasn’t surprised where things had ended up, but like everyone in the Saris family, he had hoped a split could be avoided.

The flight to the Pentagon would take four hours and forty-two minutes and Phillipe had ensured that the aircraft had been properly stocked for the journey. His passengers settled into their seats, a chilled bottle of French Champagne already open beside an array of appetisers prepared off-site by a gourmet chef. A three-course lunch would be served later in the journey and the bar fridge was full, but the mood on the private jet was anything but buoyant, as if everyone knew that an important chapter in the spectacular rise of Saris Aerospace was coming to end.

As the plane took off and climbed to its cruising altitude of 41,000 feet, Chodorow and Rebecca went over the notes they’d prepared for their meeting. It wasn’t going to be easy to change the Pentagon’s mind. While Chodorow had toiled to perfect the engineering, Sarah had made sure that the generals in Virginia were happy. Despite her oddness, Sarah had an affinity with military people. An outsider might have expected the opposite, but contrary to his likeable personality, Chodorow was too much the engineer, too fond of jargon and impenetrable metaphors, too removed by his intellect and education to communicate information Sarah wouldn’t even bother to explain; she knew people’s limitations and that some things were beyond the understanding of the average person. And she liked the way defence people communicated, their precision and clarity of purpose. She understood ‘chain of command’ and ‘need to know’, liked logistics and planning and structures and strategies. Had mathematics not dictated Sarah’s course in life – through scholarships, start-up incubators and missile design – she would have fitted into the military extremely well.

When the plane reached its cruising altitude, Phillipe de la Salle switched to autopilot and asked his passengers if they would like coffee or another round of drinks. They declined, happy to be left alone to perfect their presentation, which was looming as more formidable the closer they got their destination.

An alarm went off in the cockpit and Phillipe retreated to check his instruments.



A number of people in Colorado observed the plane go down. A farmer said he heard the plane long before he saw it, committed to a dive he thought had to be some kind of stunt. He half expected it to pull out at the last moment and loop the loop. A couple of hikers had a more sobering account. It had looked to them from the first moment they saw it that the aeroplane was in trouble. ‘It never looked in control,’ they said, ‘it was sickeningly inevitable what was going to happen.’

The jet had slammed into the ground with such force that little remained but smoking wreckage. It was one of those incidents where the air accident investigation people would have little in the way of physical evidence and the last radio message was hurried and lacked specific detail. The black box was pretty well all the investigators had at their disposal, but that would take time to analyse.

The Colorado Springs Police Department secured the crash site and met with investigators from the National Transportation Safety Board, the federal body charged with the investigation of civil aviation accidents. The FBI was also involved, as was the DCSA, the Defense Counterintelligence and Security Agency of the Department of Defense. The CIA had a watching brief and the NSA, the National Security Agency, had asked to be kept informed as well, but it was the NTSB who received the tip-off from an anonymous informant. ‘You should check to see if the plane’s avionics were hacked,’ the informant had said, though the person who took her call was sceptical.

‘That would be unusual,’ said the investigator at the safety board as they tried to trace the call. ‘To our knowledge, no-one has been able to do that yet. And we hope they never will.’

‘Well, you’d better check. Because I’ve seen it done. In real time.’

‘I need to know your name, madam, if we’re to take this information seriously. Are you able to come in and see us?’

‘It’s not my name you need to know,’ said the caller. ‘It’s the name of the person who did this. The person who controls the company that owned the aircraft. The person who had the most to gain. Sarah Noble.’

The caller rang off.






2.

Jane Halifax had always loved New York and the city hadn’t lost its allure. It still felt like a place where important things happened, in arts and ideas and commerce: a meeting place; a trading hall; a centre that recognised accomplishment and nurtured anything new; a town where the rich and powerful lived in codependence with the less well-heeled to keep the cogs in motion; a metropolis of hard, unyielding pavements and towering buildings that somehow retained a human scale. A city of hope and hustle and bountiful reward with a song for every mood: ‘Slumming on Park Avenue’, ‘42nd Street’, ‘Chelsea Morning’, ‘New York I Love You But You’re Bringing Me Down’.

It had been ten years since Jane passed through New York on her way to Quantico to speak at an FBI Conference and joust with Tom Saracen. How unexpected it had been to work with him in 2020 to defeat the Melbourne Shooter. Tom had been lured back to Victoria on the promise he’d become chief commissioner, forgetting the unspoken power of the police union to veto any appointment. No-one likes a Minister for Police who selects a blow-in – even if Tom was once ‘a good cop from Brisbane who had made it big in the States’. There were others who had stayed at home and worked their way up that the union thought more deserving.

Jane had found a way to work with Tom, as she had with Eric Ringer in 2022 on those appalling Torture Murders. Cops and cases had defined Jane’s life – well, apart from 2023, her ‘lost year’ following the car accident and her struggle to regain her memory.

But it was good to be on holidays at last and to listen to Zoe making music in a Soho club. Zoe had worked hard to get her album out and was on the cusp of something big. Or so her agent, manager and publicist – and her ‘deferred contingency’ lawyer – believed. America hadn’t lost its ability to magnify everything. No-one talked about a million dollars any more. The new normal was five and if your enterprise aimed below that, then how could it support everyone else? Deduct fifteen per cent for the agent, seven per cent for management, five per cent for publicity and a healthy split for legal – not to mention studio costs and the record company nut – then aiming at sales less than ‘an even five’ didn’t cut the mustard.

Jane worried about Zoe, of course she did, but Zoe was having the time of her life and her voice had never sounded better. Jane hadn’t come to New York to pop her twenty-seven-year-old stepdaughter’s balloon on the brink of a brilliant career. She had come to make up for lost time and replenish their relationship.

After Zoe’s set, she retired with her entourage to a local restaurant. Jane felt it strange that Zoe’s lawyer, Jake Arnold, came along as well, and more so when he insisted on being seated beside her.

‘You’re a forensic psychiatrist,’ he said to Jane. ‘Of some note, according to Google.’

New Yorkers. They’re so direct.

‘In particular, for your expert evidence in the Toby Ellis case, a high-functioning autistic author accused of plagiarism and defamation.’

Jane was about to ask Jake about his legal career to take the focus away from herself, but he was on a mission.

‘There’s someone who’s eager to meet you. Sam Karkar. You’ve probably heard of him.’

‘Not that I can recall,’ said Jane as she contemplated a cocktail. ‘Is he a film star?’

‘No. He’s a lawyer. One of the country’s most prominent attorneys.’

‘Jake, I’m on holiday. I’m here to see Zoe. I don’t have much time for anything else.’

‘I need to make a confession, Jane. When Zoe told me about you, I kind of promised Sam I’d arrange a meeting. He’s in town at the moment and he’s got one of those clients whose proving particularly hard to assess.’

‘I don’t want to seem impolite, but my time in New York is limited and right now, I’m here to have dinner with Zoe…’

‘An hour of your time is all Sam wants. If only to get your advice.’

‘Are you a lawyer, Jake, or a high-pressure salesman?’

‘His client is Sarah Noble.’

Sarah Noble! Jane might not have heard of Sam Karkar, but everyone had heard about the infamous Ms Noble. Even The Age in Melbourne had followed the story, as had every major newspaper around the globe. The thirty-two-year-old Silicon Valley billionaire who was being investigated for murder. Sarah’s case was one of the most reported scandals anywhere.

‘Jake, I’m sorry…’

‘My problem is, Jane, Sam is actually expecting you. At 11 am. An hour, that’s all. You can name your price.’

‘It isn’t the money—’

‘Please?’

Jane knew the young lawyer had been working for Zoe on a deferral basis, that he would never be paid unless Zoe landed a major record deal, that he had probably invested many hours of his time and his firm’s in her musical career and here was Jane, quibbling about sixty minutes?

The waiter took their drinks order and Jane tried to get Jake to focus on the menu. ‘I’m having the fish. What about you?’ She wasn’t saying yes and she wasn’t saying no, but Jake knew as well as Jane did that she was already on the hook.



The following morning, Jane met Jake in the foyer of the skyscraper on Dag Hammarskjold Plaza and took the elevator to the thirty-first floor. They were ushered into an expansive office high above Manhattan with a desk and client chairs at one end of the suite and a white grand piano at the other. How they had managed to get the piano up there was as astonishing as the view.

Based in LA, Sam Karkar borrowed the Dag Hammarskjold office when he was in New York. It belonged to a friend of Karkar’s, a copyright attorney who had famously prevented the publication of an unauthorised biography of J.D. Salinger, the notoriously reclusive writer, who the court had found was entitled to his privacy. Karkar’s clients were cut from a different cloth. He represented both the famous and the infamous, high-profile people where managing the PR was as much a challenge as marshalling the legal arguments.

A man given to grand gestures, Karkar envied the piano, although he couldn’t play a note himself. Jane, however, couldn’t resist and tinkled the ivories while they waited: America, America, God shed his grace on thee…

It was a poignant way for them to meet. As Karkar swept into the office, Jane completed the closing bars; you don’t begin a tune like that to abandon it before it’s finished. Karkar smiled at the Australian as if the music was entirely appropriate to the great man’s entry.

The impromptu recital concluded, they moved to the client chairs to assay each other as people do the first time they meet. Sam Karkar was short and dark, in keeping with his Persian antecedents, his stature enlarged by an endearing self-confidence that matched his reputation.

‘Jane Halifax. I am so very pleased you could come. Young Jake here has been telling me all about you.’

‘Young Jake and I only met last night.’

‘How long are you in America?’

‘Only till the end of the month. I am here to see my stepdaughter, who Jake’s been helping to break into the music business.’

‘Does she get her talent from you?’

‘No. Her father was the musician in the family. I only show off on pianos in unlikely places.’

Karkar smiled at Jane’s response and settled down to business. ‘I want you to see a client of mine, Sarah Noble. You’ve probably read about her in the papers. She’s been told she’s a person of interest in a murder investigation – possibly in league with others – though no charges have been laid at this point. My problem is I find her impossible to read. She’s been variously described as manic-depressive or bipolar and she’s on the spectrum. She’s intelligent – possibly genius status. But also arrogant, untrusting and evasive.’

‘Which can go with the territory if you’re autistic.’

‘Jake tells me you’ve had experience with a case like this?’

‘Toby Ellis. A writer with autism whose value system and moral code needed explaining to the court. He thought people understood what he was doing, that his plagiarism was so blatant it didn’t need attribution. He didn’t believe he was defaming anyone; he blamed the people he was quoting.’

‘So your argument was he shouldn’t be judged like normal people?’

‘No, not judged. Understood. Judgement is a matter for the court.’

‘But you got him off?’

‘Not entirely. But it certainly helped with the sentencing. In these cases, perception is everything. For instance, in cases involving psychopaths, some people argue that people with total moral blindness no more deserve punishment than lions or sharks.’

‘Is that what you think?’ said Karkar.

‘No. But I follow the logic.’

‘What I need from you, Jane, is to tell me what I’m dealing with here. I’m usually a good judge of the clients I represent, but to be perfectly honest, I find this one beyond me. She’s totally dismissive of the allegations and says she’s protected by the work she does and that the Department of Defense will never let the case go to court.’

‘Do you think she’s right?’

‘I have no idea.’

‘So, what do we know?’

‘That she’s been locked in a bitter dispute with her business partner, Chris Chodorow, for control of her company. That the company’s private jet crashed with Chodorow on board, along with the CFO, Rebecca Clare, to whom Chodorow was engaged. That the police received an anonymous tip-off and that Sarah openly admits – even brags at times – that she once hacked the plane’s avionics and knew how to bring it down. We will know a lot more when the air accident investigation is completed.’

‘And Sarah maintains her innocence?’

‘Well, as she likes to say, it’s not up to her to prove her innocence but for the court to prove her guilt.’

‘Which is true.’

‘Maybe so, but it’s not how innocent people talk.’

‘Do you think she’s guilty?’

‘Jane, I don’t know. But if she’s not, she’s her own worst enemy.’

‘As I have explained to Jake, I’m not in the States for long. I’ve a case back in Melbourne which could be a clash. Surely there are others who can help you with this?’

‘Make a call to Melbourne,’ Karkar implored. ‘See if you can prepare your advice from here. See if there’s been an adjournment – there often is. I really need your help here, Jane. Don’t let me down on this.’

Jane thought that ‘letting him down’ implied some kind of obligation she was sure she wasn’t under, but she wasn’t about to try and score points against someone who argued legs off iron pots for a living. And as a shrink, she had tricks of her own, like deflection.

‘Let me ring Melbourne and see where things stand,’ said Jane.

‘Great.’

‘It’s not a yes.’

‘Or a no,’ said Jake, to remind everyone he was still in the room.



Jane walked back to the Algonquin on West 44th, the young lawyer like an attentive guide dog at her side. Jake was hoping to be invited to join Sam’s team to handle the New York end of Sarah Noble’s case; landing Jane was probably part of the deal. Not that Jane needed too much persuading to extend her trip. Spending more time with Zoe was an attraction in itself.

‘Of course, Zoe would love to have you stay on longer,’ said Jake, reading her mind.

‘Well, Melbourne will be the key,’ said Jane, keeping her intentions opaque. ‘But I can’t phone now. It’s the middle of the night over there.’

‘Let us know as soon as you can.’

They paused on the sidewalk, the doorman waiting to open the door for Jane.

‘I wanted to say how grateful I am,’ said Jane, ‘for what you’re doing for Zoe. I was impressed by the team she has around her.’

‘Zo’s great. It’s not hard to be a fan.’

Jane noted his enthusiasm and wondered if his interest in Zoe was more than professional.

When she got to her room, she placed the do not disturb sign on the doorknob. In keeping with the hotel’s literary traditions, it read, ‘Quiet Please. Writing the Great American Novel.’ Maybe not, thought Jane, though there were surely others in this never-sleep city applying themselves to that.

As she waited for the morning to come in Australia, Jane googled the law firm at the Dag Hammarskjold building to try and trace the provenance of the grand piano. Finding a transcript of J.D. Salinger v Random House Inc. and Ian Hamilton, her best guess was that it belonged to R. Andrew Boose, the leading attorney for Salinger in his successful bid to injunct the publication of Hamilton’s unauthorised biography.

The arrogance of Ian Hamilton’s testimony under cross-examination certainly hadn’t helped his cause, the justices happily rejecting his contention that ‘cliché did not deserve the copyright law’s protection’. ‘Context is everything,’ declared the court and cliché in the hands of a master, it seems, was not cliché at all.

If only that white piano could talk. Jane laughed at herself and wondered at the magic of the Algonquin.

With half an hour to kill before she could phone Melbourne, Jane googled Sarah Noble. The range of headlines were as contradictory as Karkar had implied: SARAH NOBLE’S MISSILE-INTERCEPTING TECHNOLOGY TO END THE THREAT OF NUCLEAR WAR; SHOW US THE SCIENCE, SARAH; INVESTMENT FUELLED BY MYTH – NOT MATH; WILL SARAH NOBLE BE THE YOUNGEST SCIENTIST TO WIN THE NOBEL PRIZE?; BITTER DISPUTE OVER SARIS AEROSPACE – BUT WHAT WILL WE LEARN? WHO HAS THE BIGGEST EGO? In a country that worshipped celebrity, it wasn’t unusual to see so much copy, but the range of views seemed extreme. Jane could understand why Sam Karkar was seeking expert help.

Jane didn’t expect her case in Melbourne to be a problem. Her brief with the DPP came from Peter Debreceny, whom she had been dating for almost six months. She had been visiting Peter the night of her car accident. He had cooked her dinner and lent her files at considerable risk to his position as a Senior Crown Prosecutor. Peter blamed himself that he’d let her drive home when she confessed she was feeling unwell, but Jane had been insistent and, in any event, had been run off the road by the other driver. She was just thankful she had survived, though it took her a year to get her memory back and resume an almost normal existence.

Jane had known Peter for twenty years, although for most of that time, she had been with Ben. Then, following Ben’s death and Jane’s disastrous interlude with Tim de Serville, Peter had made his intentions clear: that he was attracted, very attracted. As she was to him – well, up to that point somewhere south of total commitment, where Jane Halifax typically foundered.

‘Did I wake you up? said Jane into the phone.

‘Yes. What time is it over there?’

‘Five in the afternoon.’

‘Well, it’s 7 am over here.’

‘I wanted to catch you before you went to work.’

‘You had two hours to do that. Couldn’t you have split the difference?’

‘Do you want me to ring back in an hour?’

‘No. It’s great to hear from you. How are you? How’s Zoe? How’s New York? I’m awake. I’m up. I’m putting on the coffee machine…’

Jane smiled as she heard Peter stumble from his bedroom through to the kitchen. He wasn’t good in the morning.

‘Off the top of your head, when is the Subramaniam trial due to start?’

‘You got me out of bed to ask me that?’

‘I’ve been offered a case over here and I’m checking there’s not a clash.’

‘Shit. I’m out of milk.’

‘Has your life fallen apart without me?’

‘Black coffee’s fine. Black coffee is appropriate. At seven o’clock in the morning…’

‘Yes. I miss you too.’

Jane explained the assessment she’d been offered, how she’d like to support the nice young lawyer who was helping Zoe, how she’d come back to Melbourne if she had to come back but that she didn’t remember the Subramaniam case as being imminent.

‘A few weeks won’t matter,’ said Peter. ‘Who are you assessing?’

‘Sarah Noble.’

‘You’re kidding me? I thought you were in New York?’

‘I am.’

‘Isn’t Lady Vader in Silicon Valley?’

‘People who use private jets can be anywhere they like.’

‘I’m losing you, Jane. You’re going to the dark side. Or is she with the good guys? Is she Sarah-Wan Kenobi?’

It was good to laugh with Peter. It was good to get his blessing. It was good to extend her stay in New York and spend more time with Zoe. And Jane had to admit that the prospect of meeting Sarah Noble held more than a little intrigue.






3.

The following morning, Jane and Jake boarded a private charter at LaGuardia to take the forty-minute flight to Martha’s Vineyard. They were met by Sarah’s bodyguard, Joey Fatialofa, an amiable Samoan giant with an easy laugh. He was so big he made the model S Tesla he was driving seem tiny.

‘So, who’s guarding your client while you’re picking up her guests?’ asked Jane as they drove past the discreet excess of the island retreat.

He chuckled. ‘Sharks and stingrays probably. She’s taken her kayak out on the bay.’

At Hines Point, Fatialofa turned the car down a driveway that led to a compound on a private beach – Sarah’s base when she went east. Celebrities weren’t out of place around here and people left you alone.

Fatialofa fixed cold drinks for everyone and Jane wandered off along the jetty to take in the bay.

A solitary kayaker cut across the water, paddling with strength and purpose. Like an athlete on a training run, the paddler hit the beach, jumped from the canoe, seized the prow by its handle and dragged it up the sand as if she was matching herself against the clock. That was precisely what she was doing. As she checked her watch, Sarah Noble was not overly impressed by her time, though as Jane would soon discover, Sarah Noble wasn’t overly impressed by anything.

Sarah loped towards the house, peeling off her lifejacket to reveal her exercise shorts and singlet. She was proud of her body, which she knew was in its prime.

‘Hello, I’m Jane Halifax.’

Sarah glanced at Jane then looked away.

‘Were you happy with the time of your paddle out there?’ said Jane.

‘Not particularly. Same as yesterday. So, hardly progress. Would you guys like something to eat?’

With unobtrusive assistance from Fatialofa, Sarah rustled up lunch and they sat down beneath an enormous sun umbrella overlooking the water. Home-baked bread and cultured butter, cured meats, cheeses, an enormous salad of summer greens and a bottle of 2018 Antiquum Farm Perpetua Pinot Gris, which Sarah happily opened though she wasn’t drinking herself.

‘Okay. So, tell me again why you’re here?’ Sarah asked her guests.

‘Jane needs to make an assessment,’ said Jake. ‘It’s part of the usual procedure.’

‘Is it?’ said Sarah, unconvinced.

‘No, Sarah. It isn’t. Not normally.’ Jane saw no reason to fudge the truth. ‘I’m here to get some background.’

‘So you can tell Sam Karkar if I’m crazy or not? I’m going for a walk.’ Sarah got up from the table and headed towards the beach.

Jane looked at Fatialofa for guidance.

‘I think that’s an invitation,’ he said with a smile.

Jane headed off after Sarah, catching up where the beach bent around the headland. Not much was said for two kilometres of very fast walking. When they stopped, they were both out of breath.

‘I am crazy, you know.’

‘Join the club.’

‘And what’s your bag, Doctor?’

‘Commitment phobe. Panic attacks. I’ve a thing about suicide I don’t want to face. How long have we got?’

‘I’ve been labelled bipolar by people who can’t figure me out. I’ve an overactive mind that gets tired.’

‘A much better description. Are you worried about the legal proceedings?’

‘Not any more. “Oppression of minority shareholders.” That went down with the plane.’

‘What about conspiracy to murder?’

‘That will never happen either.’

‘Why do you say that?’

‘Because I didn’t do it. And because the government’s involved. Things never go to court when the government’s involved. It’s an iron-clad guarantee.’

‘The “government being involved” precisely how?’

‘We’re in partnership together. We make weapons of mass destruction.’

Sarah didn’t deliver the line like a joke. She appeared to be deadly serious.

‘What do the police imagine you’ve done?’ asked Jane.

‘That I conspired with someone – they won’t say who – and somehow caused the accident in which my business partner and CFO were killed.’

‘Did you want them dead?’

‘Yes. They were trying to steal my company.’

‘So, you had the motive?’

‘A hundred per cent, but I didn’t do it.’

‘Why did they want to steal your company?’

‘Because it’s worth twenty billion dollars. And Chris—’

‘Chris Chodorow?’

‘—thought he’d invented the thing. I only gave him a stake to shut him up.’

‘And Rebecca Clare, your CFO?’

‘The problem with Rebecca is she thought she invented capitalism, which is a fucking joke – she could barely count. But she knew how to fuck and was fucking Chris and if they want a conspiracy, that’s where I’d start, a conspiracy to take over my company.’

‘Do you think they were murdered by someone else?’

‘I’ve no idea.’

‘So, suspicion of conspiracy to murder is as far as this thing will go?’

‘Don’t ask me. I’m a war criminal, not a fucking oracle.’

‘I am told you once hacked the aeroplane’s avionics?’

‘Yes.’

‘Can I ask you why?’

‘It was a challenge from one of my engineers. No-one had ever hacked a plane before. It was an adaptation of our interception technology. If the engineer was any good, he should have been able to do it himself.’

‘Do you think he told the police what you’d done?’

‘He wouldn’t need to. I know I’m being watched all the time. Why do you think we’re talking out here?’

‘You think your house is bugged?’

‘And my car. And my office. And anywhere else I go.’

‘Can’t you sweep a building for that?’

‘Which Fati does all the time. And we find the bugs and we remove the bugs, but they always come back.’

‘How does that make you feel?’

‘Like a specimen butterfly pinned to the wall.’

With that, Sarah turned to head back to the house, her long legs making it hard to keep up, though Jane did her best.

For the rest of the afternoon, Sarah worked away at her computer, wearing her headphones to block out any distraction. It was difficult to tell if the work was pressing or if Sarah was using it as an excuse to avoid further talk with Jane.

After dinner at Alchemy in Edgartown, Sarah made a fire on the beach while the men played pool. Jane joined her host with hot milk toddies like her mother would make.

‘Not only a shrink but a mind reader,’ said Sarah as she gratefully took her drink.

‘It’s good of you to let us stay over,’ said Jane.

‘Well, doing what you do, you’ll need time to read the tea leaves.’

The two women regarded each other with crooked smiles. It was not the normal setting for a psychological assessment.

They sipped their drinks for a moment before Jane spoke.

‘Why do you make jokes about war criminals and weapons of mass destruction?’

‘Why do you think I’m joking? I design weapons systems.’

‘That use AI to take control of an enemy ballistic missile and turn it away from its target.’

‘You’ve been reading the press.’

‘Is that what it does?’

‘Or turn the missile back on the place that launched it.’

‘Which some people would say is the ultimate deterrent and could put an end to the threat of nuclear war?’

‘Well done, Jane. Just like the investors, you’ve swallowed the PR whole.’

‘Why are you so cynical about your achievements?’

‘Because I am a thirty-two-year-old billionaire and I don’t know how I’ve done it.’

‘You never set out to do it?’

‘I do math. Very good math. Math at Johann Sebastian Bach levels. Somewhere along the way it got corrupted into a weapons system. And no, I never set out to do it. Like most people my age, I just want to get laid and increase my repetitions.’

‘Tell me about manic depression?’

‘Manic’s when I’m sane. When I am so productive and driven and in the zone I hardly need to sleep. When I’m alive, when I’m elated, when I am so fucking happy I don’t need to shit. Then the blackness comes in and down the hole I go into a bottomless abyss. A place where you’re drowning and can just see the surface but don’t want to come up for air. Extreme life and extreme death within about a month of each other.’

‘Have they prescribed you drugs?’

‘Oh, have they prescribed me drugs! Plus those I prescribe myself. Mescaline, morphine, mandies and monkey dust: mollies and meow meow. Shall I move on to the Ns?’

Across the bay, someone let off some fireworks, rockets rising up into the sky and exploding in bursts of colour.

‘Someone’s having a party,’ guessed Jane.

‘Now, that is sensible rocket science,’ said Sarah. ‘Doesn’t need math.’

‘Might do, to get the gunpowder right.’

‘Nah. Blowing things up is trial and error. Believe me: I’ve got the scars.’

Jane smiled as Sarah got up.

‘Sorry. I’ve work to do. Thanks for the toddy.’



Sam Karkar assembled everyone in the room with the white piano and introduced Jane to the other members of his team. Gina Vargas had made her reputation as an aggressive cross-examiner in another highly publicised celebrity case. She was forty and brimful with ambition. Waylon Wong was fifty, the quiet and thoughtful type, like a champion on Jeopardy who never forgot a fact. He was the case administrator, organised and meticulous. Jake Arnold was now a junior member of the team. There were others back in LA, attorneys and lawyers and paralegals, working to assemble a mountain of evidence, law and precedent across a range of disciplines: company law and shareholder oppression; finance and IPOs; Securities and Exchange; air accident investigation; government contracts and the Espionage Act – to the extent it was consistent with the First Amendment, the US not possessing an Official Secrets Act like other countries.

‘Okay, Jane, what did you make of our esteemed client?’ Sam began.

‘Well, Sam, your assessment is correct. She’s autistic with some indication of bipolar. But she would share those characteristics with a lot of people, many of them prominent CEOs. She’s extremely intelligent and totally convinced that the criminal charges will never see the light of day. She’s also utterly unmoved by the death of her colleagues – in fact, probably pleased.’

‘Did that surprise you?’ asked Karkar.

‘It’s not unusual for someone on the spectrum to speak their mind,’ said Jane. ‘And given the bitterness of the history between them, it was not unexpected. I wouldn’t read too much into it.’

‘Did you find her evasive?’ said Karkar.

‘Yes. But no more or less than I would be if confronted by a forensic psychiatrist. It may take some time to earn her trust.’

‘Did she tell you the charges have only been brought against her because the FBI is a racist organisation?’

‘No, Gina. She did not.’

‘Did she tell you she’s being investigated by the company’s auditors, who are unable to trace many millions of dollars sequestered for research?’

‘No, Gina. Not that either.’

‘Did she tell you she was banging her business partner, Chris Chodorow, who was in a relationship with her CFO, Rebecca Clare?’

‘Got me on that as well,’ said Jane, ‘though that is not the task I’ve been given. My job is to do a psychological profile. I’ll leave the law and culpability and all the other little machinations to you.’

‘Anything else?’ said Sam, smothering a grin.

‘She takes a lot of drugs, both prescribed and otherwise. She has a huge capacity for work and doesn’t appear to need much sleep – well, not for the moment, anyway. She has a lot of self-awareness and warns that it will all come crashing down. By her own account, she is classic bipolar, varying between boundless energy one moment and someone who can’t get out of bed for days the next. But that could be autistic burnout.’

Jake looked pleased with Jane’s performance. Of course, she thought, it reflected well on him.

‘I like her,’ Jane continued. ‘I think she’s genuine. On one level, I think she is troubled by the work she does. On another, she’s extremely proud of what she’s achieved. Of course, these are first impressions. I have only started the process.’

‘It’s good to have you on board, Jane,’ said Sam.

The others murmured their agreement. Apart from Gina.



Wong took Jane through to another office to sign her fees agreement.

Jane thought there had been a mistake. ‘Twenty-five thousand a week or five thousand a day or part thereof.’

‘Do you charge more than that?’ asked Wong, noticing her hesitation.

‘No,’ said Jane. ‘Way less. That’s over thirty-seven thousand a week in our money.’

‘I am sure you have expenses.’

‘Is that normal here? For expert evidence?’

‘For someone with your experience – yes. But we can probably push it to thirty thousand.’

‘No. I’m happy. I’m delighted. And strike out the “part thereof” bit. If it’s less than a day, I’ll charge by the hour.’

‘I’ll interpose one thousand an hour. But don’t forget travel. That’s what “part thereof” covers.’

Wong explained he would arrange her work visa but that she would need to have a security meeting with the DCSA – the Defense Counterintelligence and Security Agency – and that an appointment had been arranged for the following morning.

‘Is that normal?’ said Jane.

‘When the Department of Defense is involved it is,’ said Wong. ‘You’ll find they’re over everything on a case like this.’

Wong handed Jane an encrypted phone for confidential communications and got her to sign her fee agreement. Jane would be shouting dinner tonight.

Zoe booked a table at Orso on West 46th and Jane ordered misticanza and quaglia farcita. Zoe and Jake had pasta and pizza. Jane ordered a bottle of the 2016 Capo Di Stato from Veneto. She was in a mood to celebrate.

Zoe was short and compact, Jake tall and stringy. They were both self-deprecating and intellectually quick. Jane watched as Jake teased Zoe about her latest song and how ‘un-Swiftian’ the lyrics were.

‘In a good way?’ Zoe worried.

‘Of course,’ said Jake. ‘You’ve got to make your own way in this business. Taylor does Taylor better than anyone – as you do Zoe Sailor.’

Jane smiled. They were good together, gave each other reassurance without taking life too seriously, though what Zoe understood about the law was another matter. But she understood ambition and going for what you wanted: she and Jake clearly had that in common.

Goldie Hawn and Martin Short were seated across the room. Goldie looked like a million dollars and Martin had his legs twisted around each other like he does on TV talk shows. Jane wanted to tell him it wasn’t good for his circulation.






4.

The following day, Jane checked into the Jacob K. Javits Building in Federal Plaza, which housed a number of government agencies, including Homeland Security and Immigration. She was escorted to a windowless meeting room on a floor occupied by the FBI. Two men in plain clothes, Roundtree and Mora, introduced themselves and invited Jane to sit. There was an unmarked file on the table.

Harry Roundtree was in his early forties, watchful and reserved. He left most of the talking to his younger partner, Gaspard Mora, who was outwardly charming but more difficult to read. Mora explained that they worked for the DCSA, a branch of the Department of Defense, and that they had borrowed the room from the FBI as a convenient place to meet. When Jane asked if they were based in New York, Roundtree was evasive.

‘We move around. The department’s based in Quantico.’

Jane assumed he was making a point, that she was here to answer questions, not ask them, though it may just have been his awkward manner.

‘I’ve been to Quantico,’ said Jane, trying to keep things friendly. ‘I was there in 2014, to speak at a conference on forensic science.’

Roundtree didn’t react; either he was disinterested or being informed about something he already knew.

Mora rescued the moment. ‘Are you enjoying your time in New York?’ he asked.

‘Still seeking the perfect breakfast, though the search is fun.’

‘Russ & Daughters on Orchard. Try the lox and bagel and the rugelach,’ said Mora, salivating as he spoke.

‘You’re a long way from home, Doctor Halifax,’ said Roundtree.

‘Meaning “what’s an Australian doing on a case like this?” I’ve asked myself the same question. And why I need a security clearance to work with the legal team?’

‘Saris Aerospace works with the Department of Defense. We need to check any alien associations,’ said Mora.

‘I’m a big fan of Star Trek,’ said Jane, unable to resist the opening.

Unamused, Roundtree continued. ‘Can you tell us about your involvement with the Franklin Dam?’

‘I’m sorry…’

‘In 1982?’

‘I was eighteen years old. I was at university.’

Roundtree wanted more than that.
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