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Tell me not, in mournful numbers,




Life is but an empty dream!—




For the soul is dead that slumbers,




And things are not what they seem.




—Henry Wadsworth Longfellow,
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Prologue




July 27, 1965









DEATH AND LIFE. LIFE AND DEATH.




It was almost funny, Maggie thought. She was about to give birth, and yet she longed for death.




She had sinned, and her sins were so great that she deserved to die. She had betrayed Terry, betrayed her own soul, betrayed the lives that grew inside her. Death would be a relief, even a blessing.




But first there was the pain, and the pain meant that before she could slip away into oblivion, she had to get on with the business of giving birth.




The doctor—gowned, masked, and gloved—sat on a low stool between her legs, shouting at her with what sounded like the voice of God. But this wasn’t the loving God Maggie had always believed in. This sounded like the Old Testament God of Noah’s flood, the God who destroyed Sodom and Gomorrah, the God who turned Lot’s wife into a pillar of salt.




“Push, woman!” the voice thundered. “Come on, now, don’t you know this is almost over? Push, push! Don’t just lie there, Maggie—push, I said!”




Maggie trembled all over as another contraction washed over her. For nearly a year she and Terry had lived in this desolate place, far from family and friends—far from everything, it seemed. Everything except the mesa. Black Mesa towered over the harsh landscape like an unforgiving parent, stern and forever expectant. There were times over the last year when she’d looked out the windows of The Center, fantasizing that she and Terry could walk away. They would escape to the mesa and no one would follow them there.




But it was just a fantasy. She’d known this day would come, somewhere in the unbearable heat of the high-plains summer, and that she would have to face it. She would have to face the living, breathing proof of what she had done.




Terry had given up his mechanic’s job, and she’d left waiting tables at Eva’s, to come to this place, to do this thing. But then, in her confusion, in her despair, she had committed the most horrible sin of all, and there was no turning back. The contractions proved it.




Maggie squeezed her eyes closed and bit her lip, tasting blood. Almost against her will, she pushed, trying to think of Terry and the plans they had made. Terry had said everything was in place, that it was all ready. It would be all right.Trust me, Mags, he’d said a few days ago.




But I deserve to die,she thought.




“Push!” the doctor shouted at her.




She pushed, and all she could feel was the pressure. A relentless assault of mind-numbing, body-wracking pressure that made her grip the rails of the bed so hard, her hands ached. She raised her head a couple of inches, just far enough to see the pale little form, awash in blood and fluid, passing into the doctor’s hands.




Life.




As she saw her first child, everything else began to fade away. Her own mistakes, the doctor’s thundering voice, the desolation of this place…it all blurred into nothingness, and she felt her own heart beating. The pendulum began its swing back toward life.




“I want to see…” Maggie muttered.




“No.” The doctor shook his head. “It’s better if you don’t. Remember, we have a special place for them. We’ll take care of everything.” He turned to the nurse: “Go, will you? Go now! Take him out of here.”




Him.Oh Lord, a boy child. Terry had wanted sons so much. Sons he could teach to throw footballs, to take deer hunting in the fall, to share his love of machinery and tinkering. A boy. Now it seemed her betrayal was complete, all-encompassing, suffocating.




Maggie’s eyes filled and she pushed again. Then her second baby was outside her, the doctor snipping the cord. He swaddled the little form tightly and yelled for the nurse to come back.




Maggie pulled herself up slowly. Dizziness curled around her, and the pain was still so intense, it felt like her insides were being ripped from her.In a way, she thought,they are. They are.




“My babies,” she whispered.




Maggie raised herself up farther, watching as the doctor shifted the bundle around. A flap of the blanket fell away and she saw the tiny face.




The baby’s eyes were open.




Maggie screamed.




The doctor whirled on her. “Maggie, listen to me! Don’t look! It serves no purpose for you to look. Just lie back and relax.”




“No!” Maggie screamed.




She heard voices from the hallway. She couldn’t make out the words, but she heard Terry’s voice.Terry! He was here, after all.




The doctor grabbed her by the shoulders. “It’s over, Maggie. They’re gone. We’ve already made the arrangements.”




She heard Terry’s voice outside again, closer and angry now. Then another voice, one that chilled her, despite the night heat. The voice of sin and pain and death.




The door flew open andhe stood in the doorway, light spilling in behind him. “Maggie, my dear, your husband is proving difficult. A stubborn young buck. He doesn’t seem to understand what’s going on here.”




Maggie gazed at him with silent hate.Oh, you evil, evil man. You tricked us, you tricked me….




“Maggie!” Terry shouted from the hall.




“It’s finished,” the man said, and Maggie felt as if she were falling away, falling into his dark eyes. “Nothing’s going to change it, not the mindless ranting of your foolish husband, nor your tears and hysteria. Understood?”




Maggie squeezed her eyes closed.




“Understood?”the man shouted.




Tears spilled out and streaked down Maggie’s face. She nodded once.




“Good,” the man said, nodded toward the doctor, and slammed the door.




She could hear Terry in the hall, then running feet, two sets. Another door slammed far away.




Maggie realized she and the doctor were alone in the room now, and she began to feel a creeping coldness up her back.




The doctor carefully placed the squirming baby in a little bassinet beside the bed. He turned his back to Maggie and fussed with his tray of instruments. When he faced her again, he was holding a syringe of amber liquid.




“Let me give you something to relax,” he said.




Maggie whipped her head from side to side. “Terry—the babies…”




“Forget them, Maggie,” the doctor said, thumping the syringe.




The door to the room flew open again.




Terry!




This time he was holding something in his hands, but Maggie’s senses, frayed like old electrical wire, couldn’t make it out. Whatever it was, he looked like an avenging angel from heaven.Oh, Terry, I’m so sorry for what I’ve done! Please forgive me! But then, Terry didn’t know of her sin, which was even worse. She carried it alone, inside her like a cancer. She couldn’t even speak the words. There were only formless, random thoughts in her mind.




The doctor looked over his shoulder. “Get out of here,” he snarled.




“Get away from her,” Terry said, his voice calm.




Maggie heard a little cry, tiny and struggling but as clear to her as church bells ringing on Sunday mornings back home. She thought of the top of the huge mesa that looked down on this place, running for miles and miles through the sparse countryside. She remembered her fantasy, she and Terry leaving The Center, climbing to the top of it where no one would find them.




Then there was an explosion that set her ears to ringing and a brilliant flash of white light.




Then nothing.




December 24, 1970




Art Dorian walked through the door and into another world.




Somehow, before he opened the door to the small, ordinary room with its folding table and metal chairs, still smelling of fresh paint, he might have been able to go back. He could have dropped off all the paperwork, gotten into his car, and been back on campus within a few hours. He could have spent Christmas walking through the new snow on the college common, lost in solitude and quiet contemplation of the coming semester.




But he walked through the door, smelling the paint, thinking that his country had called him, and he had no choice but to answer.




Not quite true: He could have politely refused and gone back to life as a scholar and teacher. It wasn’t his country that convinced him, but his oldest and closest friend in the world.




Dorian sighed and crossed the threshold.




The man sitting at the folding table was in his early forties, a few years older than Dorian, very tall, broad-shouldered, with an angular face full of shifting planes. His hair was nut-brown, already shot through with gray, his eyes a deeper brown and very alert. Dorian noted that the man’s prison clothes had been discarded. They’d given him a navy blue T-shirt and pants, and brown work shoes.




“Mr. Brandon,” Dorian said, and swept a hand toward the metal chair across from the man. “May I sit?”




Charles Brandon shrugged and leaned back in his chair. It teetered on its back legs.




“How was your trip?” Dorian asked, sitting and centering the file folder in front of him.




Brandon thumped the chair back to the floor. “Since it involved leaving the Englewood Federal Correctional Facility, it was the best trip I’ve ever taken. Who are you?”




“Art Dorian. I’d like to—”




“You’re a spook of some sort?”




Dorian flinched at the slang. “No. I’m with a new unit of the U.S. government, and we’d like to talk to you.”




The planes of Brandon’s face shifted. “A new unit? My, aren’t we formal? This newunit have a name? I’d like to know who had the pull to whisk me out of Englewood that way.”




“Department Thirty.”




Brandon raised his eyebrows. “How refreshing. At least it’s not another set of alphabet soup.”




Dorian brushed a finger across his thin line of a mustache. “No doubt you’re wondering why you’ve been brought here.”




Brandon leaned back again. “Tell me, Art Dorian of Department Thirty. Why aren’t you with your family on Christmas Eve?”




“I have no family, Mr. Brandon.”




“Pity. You don’t look like law enforcement to me.”




Dorian shrugged. “My background is academic. An assistant professor of history.”




“Don’t tell me. American political history.”




“Actually, the English Renaissance.”




Brandon’s eyes widened. “Oh, how wonderful. Then you must know about my namesake.”




“Charles Brandon, Duke of Suffolk. Childhood friend of Henry VIII, later his brother-in-law.”




“Oh, come now, Art Dorian of Department Thirty. That’s not the best part and you know it. He married Henry’s sister in secret after her husband the king of France died. The Brandons’ granddaughter was the ill-fated Lady Jane Grey, the infamous ‘nine-days queen.’ The Brandons were right in the middle of all that era’s political intrigue, deal-making, back-stabbing, manipulations.”




“You seem to have studied a bit yourself.”




“How could I help it, given the name?” Brandon’s eyes locked onto Dorian’s. “So you’ve come to do some deal-making of your own, is that right? A Tudor scholar comes to make a deal, to do some backroom politics.”




Dorian smiled. “We can discuss the Tudors another time, Mr. Brandon. Let me tell you about Department Thirty. We were created by Congress at the same time as another new program called Witness Security, which is administered by the United States Marshals Service. It gives new identities—new lives, basically—to people who have witnessed federal crimes and can provide information, yet are frightened of testifying. Department Thirty, on the other hand, lives in something of a parallel universe. We were created to work with those who havecommitted crimes. We make a judgment about whether certain individuals have knowledge or information the government believes would be beneficial to our national objectives, and if those individuals decide to cooperate, the slate is wiped clean. Their old lives cease to exist. We will create the paper trail, set you up in a new community in a new profession….”




“And ignore the crimes that got me here?”




Dorian took a deep breath and thought about his words very carefully. This had formed his own moral objection to the idea of joining Department Thirty. “It’s a question of what people do versus what they know. We make a judgment call. It’s a matter of greater good.”




“Greater good. You know what I did, then.”




Dorian patted the file folder. “I do.”




“And you know how long I did it before I was caught?”




Dorian nodded.




Brandon snapped his chair back again. “So let me make sure I have this all straight. You want me to talk about everything I did before you caught me, and in return you give me the new identity and whatever protection I might need.”




“No,” Dorian said.




Brandon looked up sharply. “No?”




Dorian took a deep breath and shook his head slowly. “Mr. Brandon, Department Thirty doesn’t care about the crimes for which you’ve been convicted. I have no comment on them whatsoever. We’re interested in the job you held before your conviction.”




Brandon leaned forward.




“You were the general counsel to the House Intelligence Committee. You worked for the committee itself, not an individual member. Our feeling is that you can provide valuable information, untainted by any political bias.”




The planes of Brandon’s face shifted, and Dorian saw the hardness he hadn’t noticed before. For the first time he felt the man’s malevolence. For the first time he let himself think about why this man had been sent to federal prison, and he thought he understood. Dorian decided that Charles Brandon could probably have convinced anyone to do just about anything.




Brandon leaned back, the malevolence melted, and he began to laugh.




Dorian waited patiently, then said, “Is that funny?”




Brandon slapped his hands on his legs. “You want to know where the bodies are buried. You want to know what the CIA and DIA and FBI told the committee about who’s running what agents and levels of penetration. You want to know about secret funding. You want all the dirty laundry of the intelligence forces so your new little Department Thirty can build up its own power.”




Dorian kept his voice even. “Are you interested?”




Brandon’s smile vanished like chalk being wiped off a blackboard. “How many others have you recruited into this little program?”




“Witness Security has already worked with dozens of people. For Department Thirty, you’re the first.” Dorian allowed himself a thin smile. “Case number one.”




“Even better. So I talk about all the secret testimony before the committee, names and dates and amounts and locations, and I’m finished with jail?”




Now Dorian leaned forward. “If you go into this program, Charles Brandon never leaves this room. He disappears off the face of the earth, and a new man walks out the door.”




Dorian watched him. The man’s mind was racing through the possibilities. Dorian knew he was brilliant, both as counsel to the committee and in the planning and execution of the crimes that had eventually landed him in prison.




“What about my family?” Brandon finally asked.




Dorian shook his head. “No connection with your old life. It’s all or nothing, I’m afraid.”




Brandon smiled his slow, malevolent smile again. “Then that seals it. I’m in.”




Dorian blinked.




“Do I get to choose where I live?” Brandon asked.




“Within reason.”




“Oklahoma,” Brandon said immediately.




Dorian’s eyebrows went up. “Unless I’m mistaken, some of your crimes were committed in that state. That would not be advisable.”




“If you’ll double-check, my ‘crimes’ were actually ‘committed’ in Colorado and New Mexico, Professor Dorian.”




“Why Oklahoma?”




Brandon shrugged. “Clean air, nice people. Lots of space. A low cost of living. My family isn’t well known there, unlike some other parts of the country. I’d think that would be a bonus for you.”




Dorian hesitated, then nodded. “I’ll look into it.”




“My money was frozen when I was convicted. I want my assets back, transferred to the new identity.”




Dorian looked at him and rubbed an index finger across his mustache. It was his call. He could turn around and leave this room with its fresh paint smell and tell the federal marshals outside to take the prisoner back to Englewood. No one would ever know the difference. Or he could do what Department Thirty and his boyhood friend had sent him here to do: make a deal with this man.




“I’m waiting, Professor,” Brandon said.




God forgive me if I’m wrong,Dorian thought, then nodded.




He reached into his battered brown briefcase and took out a small cassette recorder. He attached a microphone and checked the cassette inside it.




Then he extended his hand across the table. “Welcome to Department Thirty,” Dorian said.















Part One




































1







Present Day






BEFORE HE EVEN ANSWERED THE PHONE, ERICANTHONYknew that Colleen must either be dead or very close to it.




He squinted at the caller ID readout and recognized Colleen’s number. He knew she was too weak to reach the phone, and the hospice nurse would only call him in a real emergency.




He looked away from the computer in his home office, where he was parked eight to ten hours every weekday. He’d just been researching the voting record of Oklahoma’s senior U.S. senator, as it related to transportation issues. Highway funding, mass transit, gasoline taxes…mind-numbing boredom punctuated by the occasional revelation. The advertising agency and political consulting firm that employed Eric had identified transportation as a key issue to Oklahoma voters, and its client, who was challenging the incumbent, was paying big bucks for the opposition research.




Of course, keeping his mind numb was part of the reason Eric Anthony did this job. He could work at home, only going into the agency’s office twice a month or so for meetings. He didn’t have to face the stares of the people in the halls, the mutterings, and the occasional bold one who would ask him a question outright. In a firm populated by political junkies, they all knew who he was.




Eric spoke quietly to the hospice nurse for a moment, then bookmarked the Web site he was using for reference, saved the report he was writing, and made a quick call to Laura’s office. He couldn’t get through to her, of course, but he told her secretary that Laura would need to pick up Patrick today. Laura would complain, because that’s what Laura did, but this couldn’t wait. Colleen was dying today, this afternoon,right now.




He walked away from the clutter of the office and into the bathroom. He splashed a little cold water on his face and let it drip down his chin. Looking at the face in the mirror, he understood the confusion of some of the others at the firm. They couldn’t believe the eternally rumpled Eric Anthony could have done what he did. At nearly forty years old, he was thirty pounds overweight and wore glasses that always seemed to slip down his nose. In those infrequent staff meetings, he would gaze over them when he wanted to make a point, looking faintly ridiculous in the process. His eyes were a vague hazel that no one had ever called piercing, and he never seemed to know what to do with his hands, spending most of his time with them in his pockets, jingling keys and coins.




He stepped outside the house, his face still damp. An hour earlier it was sunny and eighty degrees. Now the temperature had dropped to the sixties and clouds were rolling across the prairie sky.Springtime in Oklahoma, Eric thought. Thunder cracked somewhere far to the west.




It was funny, and somehow just like one of the bad movies Colleen had been in when Eric was a kid, that she was dying on a day like this. She was always as unpredictable as the Oklahoma weather, and now she was slipping out of this life on a day where an unexpected thunderstorm was brewing. Even at the close of her life, she couldn’t escape melodrama, like a badly written movie script.




Colleen,he thought.Poor, tragic Colleen. The closest thing to a mother he’d ever had.




The thunder rolled. Halfway to his car, Eric broke into a run.




 




It only took Eric seven minutes to reach the house in which he’d spent his teenage years, in Oklahoma City’s Gatewood neighborhood. Northwest of downtown, the homes dated from the 1920s, old for this young city. Towering oaks and elms lined the streets, sometimes with branches touching from opposite sides of the street.




Colleen Cunningham’s house was the one in various states of being painted, with torn storm windows and cracks between the bricks. It had looked the same for as long as Eric could remember. Colleen would say, “We need to paint the house,” and would start on it, only to get distracted by something else and leave it partially done—for years. That was essentially the story of Colleen’s life, Eric thought, told in the peeling paint of the old house.




The rain started as he pulled into the driveway. In true Oklahoma springtime fashion, it didn’t begin sprinkling and gradually build; instead, the skies opened into a major downpour in seconds.




Eric left his Honda Civic behind Colleen’s burgundy ’68 Cadillac and let himself in with his key. The inside of the house was the same as outside: cracks in the plaster walls, dust on the mantel, books and newspapers in every corner, dirty plates and glasses on top of the ancient television set.




Eric paused, as he always did, his eyes inevitably drawn to the framed poster over the mantel. Colleen’s best film role had been in a 1972 thriller calledAngels Cry. She’d played the socialite wife of a wealthy banker who turned out to be a serial killer. It could have been so much B-movie fodder, but Colleen’s performance had an understated intensity, especially in the film’s final scene, when she confronted and ultimately killed her husband. Eric had been seven the yearAngels Cry came out, and Colleen, with no thought as to what was appropriate for a seven-year-old and what wasn’t, had taken him to the premiere. He’d had nightmares for nearly a month after seeing his guardian on a huge screen blowing a hole in a man’s chest. When he wrote Colleen’s obituary, sometime in the next few days, it would mentionAngels Cry, even though she had left Hollywood and hadn’t acted in more than twenty years.




Eric had always hated the poster with a passion, and he especially disliked the prominent place it had in their home. It was dark and foreboding, with a shattered-glass effect slashing across the images of Colleen and her screen husband. Every time he saw the poster, it reminded him of the nightmares he’d suffered as a child. As a teenager, he’d asked Colleen dozens of times to take it down, or at least put it in her own room, but she’d always shaken him off, insisting it was her best work and deserved to be where anyone could see it. As an adult, after he’d moved out, he’d stopped pestering her about it, but it still bothered him, a grim reminder of his strange boyhood.




Eric thought about his own career, of what he had done in self-defense five years ago, of the whispers in hallways.Funny how things come around, isn’t it?




The hospice nurse came in from the kitchen. “Eric, you’re here. I thought I heard the door.”




Eric looked away fromAngels Cry. “How is she?” He waited a second. “That’s a stupid thing to say, isn’t it? She’s dying. That’s how she is.”




The nurse nodded with an I’ve-heard-this-all-before sort of wisdom. “She’ll be glad you’re here. Why don’t you go on back?”




Eric nodded back to her, making his way through the messy dining room and the narrow hallway to Colleen’s bedroom at the rear of the house.




Over the course of the cancer’s advance through her body, he had ceased to be amazed at her appearance. But Colleen Cunningham, once known to moviegoers as Colleen Fox, was only sixty-three years old, and now looked twenty years older. The chemo had taken her once luxurious dark hair. A gray frizz covered her head. Her skin was so loose that it looked as if it needed to be reeled in to take up the slack. She was propped up in bed in her old pink nightgown, looking angry.




“Sit your butt down. Don’t just stand there,” she said, and her voice had only a fraction of its old power. When he was a kid, her voice could make him cower in a corner of his room. Now it was a papery rustle.




Eric eased into the wooden chair beside her. “How do you feel?”




“Don’t. Don’t even try that. I’m going to be gone pretty damned soon, a few hours, a day, whatever. I feel like shit, and I’m ready to get this over with.”




Despite himself, Eric felt his eyes begin to fill.




Colleen clamped a hand on his wrist. Her fingers felt to him like an assortment of twigs wrapped loosely in plastic. “Don’t start that. Time for that’s over.” She went into a coughing fit and spat a wad of blood-streaked phlegm into the wastebasket by the bed. “Come on, we’ve got business to talk about.”




Eric blinked. “We’ve already made the funeral arrangements. Everything’s set, Colleen.”




She shook her head, and he watched her eyes. Throughout the illness he’d always counted on her eyes still being bright, a fierce, smoldering brown. Now they looked dull, as if someone had pulled a filmy sheet over them.




“Not talking about the damn funeral.” She let go of his wrist and patted it in an almost motherly way. “I don’t know how the hell you turned out as good as you did. God knows I didn’t do a very good job with you. I had too many other things to think about. Movies, men, booze, dope, then more booze and dope.”




Eric shrugged and looked at the walls. “I don’t know how well I turned out, but thanks for trying.”




Colleen made a noise in the back of her throat. When she spoke again, her voice was even raspier. “Don’t pull that self-deprecating bullshit on me. It might fool those people you work for now, but not old Colleen. You’re smart, you’re honest, and you give a damn. Not too many like that. Where’s the boy?”




“I had Laura pick him up.”




“Good. Don’t want him to see this. He’s a damn good kid, and you’re a damn sight better with him than I was with you.” She tapped his leg. “You and Laura ought to try again.”




“We’ve had this conversation before. She didn’t want to be married anymore, and she didn’t want Patrick, either. She’s married to her career and that’s the way she likes it.”




Colleen pursed her lips. “I suppose. Now listen: one piece of advice and then I’ve got to tell you something important. The advice is: Forget about everything that happened before. It’s gone, and it doesn’t matter. Not a damn bit of it. Forget your old job—forget it! You beating yourself up every day over something that you couldn’t control won’t help you or Patrick or anyone else.”




Eric was silent a moment. “It’s not like that,” he finally said.




“Yes, itis like that, you idiot. Forget it and it doesn’t have any damn power over you. Now the important stuff. I was supposed to tell you this after you were an adult, when you asked about your parents.” She fixed him with one dull eye. “But, dammit, you never asked.”




Eric said nothing.




“See, you’re doing it again. You’ve got it all backwards. You remember stuff best forgotten, and won’t even consider the things you should be remembering.”




“What’s the point?”




Colleen poked his leg again. “The point is, I’m a dead woman, and if I don’t tell you this now, you’ll never know.” She went into another coughing spasm, not quite as violent as the last one. “You see,” she rasped as it passed, “now or never. After you were about ten years old, you never once asked me a thing about your parents, about how you wound up with me…nothing. Why?”




“No point, I already said. You were raising me. You were my family. End of story.”




She poked him harder, making him flinch. “No, no, and no. Beginning of story. For someone who’s smart, you’re awfully stupid sometimes.”




Eric swallowed back a response, reminding himself again that shewas his only family, and she would likely be dead before the sun went down. He turned at the rain on the window. “It’s blowing up quite a storm.”




The poke turned into a slap on his knee. “Stop that shit! Don’t you change the subject on me. Now listen: I don’t have time to do this more than once, and I may have forgotten part of it. Dope can do that to you, make you forget things. You never did any dope, did you?”




“No, Colleen,” Eric said. “Not even once.”




“Not even in college?”




“Not even once,” he repeated.




“You were always so damn straitlaced.”




Eric shrugged.




Colleen sighed, and her body seemed to shrink into itself. “First things first. Your name isn’t Eric Anthony.”




She said it so matter-of-factly, for a moment it didn’t register with Eric. He looked down at her.




“Did you hear what I said?”




“Colleen, I think you—”




Colleen flapped an angry hand. “Dammit, you listen to me! My body may be worn out, but my mind’s fine!”




“But, Colleen—”




“Will you shut up for a minute and listen? I mean, your name is Eric Anthony, but that’s not yourfull name. I had to drop part of it—you know, to help keep you safe.”




Eric twitched.




Colleen sighed again. “Doesn’t make a damn bit of sense, does it? No, of course it doesn’t. It never has. Your full name is Eric Anthony Miles. Got that. Miles, just like miles that you travel.”




Eric blinked. He thought he detected the room beginning to spin a bit. He leaned over the bed. “What do you mean, keep me safe? Who’s Miles? Why did you—”




“Use the name if you want, don’t if you don’t. But that’s who you are. What, who, why—wish you’d asked me these questions a few years ago.” She brushed a hand across her face, fingertips brushing against the sallow skin. “I was living in the loft in Venice. First place I had when I went to L.A. I’d been there nearly two years. Remember that apartment?”




Eric nodded. “I remember. I liked the stairs. I used to roll my cars down them, carry them back up, and roll them down again.”




“Damn little plastic cars all over the place. Good apartment, though. I’d had a couple of commercials by then, and one line in a bad TV police drama. I was ‘Woman in Bar.’ My first paying dramatic job, ‘Woman in Bar.’ It was summer, and I just remember thinking how glad I was to be in California with the breezes off the ocean, and not back here in Oklahoma, with nothing to do but sweat. It was late at night, and for once I was alone. I’d been chasing after this assistant director, but he went home to his wife and I was alone in the loft. And here’s this knock on the door at nearly midnight.”




Colleen stopped and Eric looked at her. The cloudy film over her eyes had lessened somewhat, and they were far away now.




“So I went downstairs and opened the door and here’s this guy I’ve never seen before. He’s about my age, maybe a year or two younger, good-looking in a sort of working-class way. He hasn’t shaved in a few days, and his eyes are all red and his clothes are all wrinkled, and he’s holding a baby.”




“Colleen, I really don’t think—”




“I’m the one who’s dying, and if Ithink, then you’re going to sit there and listen until I finish, or until I kick off, whichever comes first. Are we clear?”




Her voice was still papery, but Eric imagined there was a little of the old power in it. He held up his hands. “All right, all right. Go on.”




“Well, here’s a guy holding a baby, and even I could tell that the baby was really young, like just a few days young. The guy says, ‘Hello, Colleen. I’m Terry.’ And I say, ‘Hello, Terry. I’m Colleen. What the hell are you doing here?’ See, I was a smart-ass even then. And he says, ‘Colleen, meet my son. This is Eric.’ ”




Eric stared down at her. When he was very young, he remembered asking Colleen if she was his mother, and when she said she wasn’t, she said something about cousins twice removed. Then he’d asked about his mother and father and she said, “Ask me when you’re older.” But by then he’d washed his hands of his parents and resolved never to think about them again. They weren’t a part of his life.




Eric nodded at her to continue. Rain thumped the bedroom window as if asking to be let in. Thunder cracked overhead.




Colleen turned her head toward the window. “ ‘It was a dark and stormy night,’ ” she quoted. “Nice stage dressing: Remember to thank the production designer.” She shook her head and tapped Eric’s leg again, this time more softly. “I didn’t let him in. I thought,Here’s some nut holding a newborn baby standing on my doorstep, I’ve got an audition in the morning, and what can I do to get rid of this guy? I asked him if he wanted money and told him I didn’t have any, barely able to pay the rent on the loft. He just sort of smiled and told me to reach in the pocket of his shirt and pull out the photos there. The baby was beginning to squirm, and so I did. There were two pictures. The first one had been taken at a family reunion about ten years before, back when I still cared about hanging out with any of the family. I was about thirteen when the picture was taken, and it was of me with this cousin of mine, actually my second cousin. Her name was Maggie. Her mom was my cousin, and Maggie was about my age. She lived in some little town and I only saw her about once every two or three years, but I always liked her. I hadn’t seen her or talked to her since a couple of years before I moved to L.A., but here was this picture. Then I looked at the other one, and it was a wedding picture of this guy who’s standing in front of me, and he’s with Maggie.”




Colleen coughed again, still less violently. It seemed to Eric that the closer she came to death, even her coughs were weaker. “Water,” she said.




Eric poured her a cup of water from the pitcher by the bed and handed it to her. A few drops dribbled out of her mouth and ran down the front of the cotton nightgown. She dabbed at the front halfheartedly, then leaned back against the pillow in exhaustion.




“Dammit,” Colleen whispered.




“What?” Eric said, taking the cup from her.




“Light-headed. Dammit, I can’t go yet. I’ve got to tell you this.” She blinked her eyes several times, turning slowly back to him. “This is your damned fault, you know, and thank you so much for making a dying woman work so hard.”




“What do you mean, my fault?”




“If you’d asked me when you were eighteen or twenty-five or thirty or something, we could have gone over it then.”




“But I didn’t—”




Colleen let out a big breath. Eric caught the sickly smell coming from her. “Save it. We’ve hadthat conversation before too. Now, remember when you write the obit, make sure and say that Colleen Cunningham of Oklahoma City, Oklahoma, was also Colleen Fox, acclaimed star of films such asAngels Cry. They better mentionAngels Cry and not some of the shit work I did.”




“I’ll make sure.”




“You better, or I’ll come back and kick your ass. You need to lose weight, by the way. Get that gut off. Now where was I? Did I tell about the pictures yet?”




“Yes.”




“Okay, so this guy Terry had married my distant cousin Maggie, and now he was on my front porch. I let him come in and he was shifting you around on his shoulder, and I asked him where Maggie was. He got all nervous and fidgety and said something had happened. That’s all, just that something had happened. Then he dropped the bomb on me: He asked if I would take you and raise you. Keep you safe, he said.”




Eric leaned forward. Suddenly everything else had fallen away. What he’d done five years ago was gone. His ruined marriage was gone. The weary boredom of his job was gone. Almost against his will, he wanted toknow. “What did you tell him?”




“I told him he was crazy. I couldn’t take a newborn baby! What do you think I told him? And then I asked him…I asked him why me. If they didn’t want the kid, there was other family. Maggie’s parents were still relatively young and healthy, and there were Maggie’s brothers, and all kinds of aunts and uncles who still had contact with the family.Why me? And he looked at me…”




Colleen looked up at Eric, and he was surprised to see tears streaking her bone-dry face. Colleen never cried. He couldn’t remember having seen her cry even once when she wasn’t acting. In her real life Colleen Cunningham had no tears.




Eric took her hand again, and it hung limply in his. Colleen wiped her tears, and once again, the simple motion seemed to exhaust her. She lay back, her breathing ragged. “He said…I swear I’ll never forget this…he said that if you stayed with me, that they wouldn’t find you.”




A chill ran up Eric’s spine, tickling the hairs on the back of his neck. “Who wouldn’t find me?” he whispered.




Colleen shook her head. “He wouldn’t tell me. He just said you had to be hidden or someone would come after you. That’s why they looked me up, because I was so far removed from the family that no one would think they’d leave you with me.” Another slow head shake. “He told me to be sure and tell you all this when you were grown, that he knew someday you’d want to know. He told me to give you a different name but that someday you should know your real name: Eric Anthony Miles. Well, that was just too much for me. It was starting to sound real cloak-and-dagger, and I didn’t know this guy, just that he was married to Maggie. I went in the kitchen and pulled back a shot of Jack Daniel’s to steady my nerves. Maybe it was three or four shots. When I came back, he was gone. You were all wrapped up in the blanket on the couch and he was just gone.”




“Just like that?”




Colleen nodded. “I ran outside just in time to see taillights disappearing around the corner. So here I am with a baby. I didn’t know what to do with a damn baby. I had better things to do than change diapers.” She bowed her head.




“But you kept me.”




“So I did. I almost called the child welfare people twenty times in the next week. But I never could do it. It’s like this: The family had always been so disappointed in me, my whole life. ‘You want to be an actress? Shit, girl, might as well be a whore.’ That’s what my dad told me. No one ever thought I could do anything, and most of the time they were right. But here, right here, was proof that someone in my family—even a distant relative—was trusting me, and trusting me with something important.” Colleen shrugged into herself. “So I kept you. When you were older, I had to get you a birth certificate, and I just made sure to give them the date Terry told me. Told the Vital Records people that you were my cousin’s baby and had been dropped on my doorstep. They didn’t care. I just dropped the last name and made you Eric Anthony.”




“Did you ever see him, or my mother, again?”




“No. Not a letter, not a phone call. It was like your parents had dropped off the face of the earth.” Another coughing spasm wracked Colleen’s body, and she hacked up more phlegm. When it subsided, she couldn’t do more than whisper. “I’m feeling light-headed. Eric, are you still here?”




“I’m here.”




Colleen blinked, looking confused. “I’ve got to rest. Stay here. You hear me? Stay here…I’m not…done.”




She sank back on the pillows. For a moment Eric thought she was gone, but her chest rose and fell very slowly. He stood up and ran a hand through his hair. In the hall he told the nurse she was just asleep, then walked back into the bedroom.Death room, he thought.




Eric sat back down in the chair beside Colleen and watched her slow, halting breaths. The hospice nurse drifted in and out, taking Colleen’s pulse, fluffing pillows, emptying the wastebasket. The whole business had a hypnotic effect on Eric and he finally dozed, listening to the rain and thinking of his father—the very idea that hehad a father seemed foreign to him—saying, “They won’t find him.”




Miles.




The power of a name. The most basic way a person defines himself, Eric thought. The single point of reference everyone can understand: a person’s name.




Colleen seemed lucid. Weak, but definitely not out of her head.




Then my name is not my name,Eric thought. It sounded like a riddle.




Eric Anthony.




Eric Anthony Miles.




Who were “they”? And why would they want me?he thought as he fell asleep.




 




It was twilight, the rain still pounding the window, when Eric woke to Colleen’s hand on his leg.




“Come on,” she whispered.




“I’m here,” he said, snapping forward. “I’m awake. What is it?”




She coughed. “I’m dying, that’s what it is.” Colleen splayed out her fingers, reaching.




Eric folded her hand into his.




“You…” She coughed again. “You still go to that church? Baby in the manger, Jesus on the cross? You really believe all that?”




“I do.”




“Put in a good word for me, boy. I’m probably bound for whatever hell there is.”




Eric squeezed her hand. “Don’t be so sure. I’ll miss you, old woman.”




“Not so damned old.” She squeezed back. “You were a good boy, and you’re a good man.” She blinked rapidly several times. “I’m dizzy, Eric. I didn’t know that you got dizzy at the end. No bright lights or anything, but…dizzy. Like a…like a staircase. You know, one of those circular staircases, like I’m climbing one. Damn.”




Eric let one tear fall.




“Don’t,” she rasped. “Look…reach in the pocket of my nightgown, this side. Envelope. Read it. Your…Terry left it with you, tucked into the blanket that night he left you with me. Directions.”




“Directions for what?” Eric reached under the sheet, found her pocket, and pulled out the yellowed envelope.




“Get me off this damn staircase,” Colleen whispered, and Eric felt her hand relax in his.




He waited a moment, watching her chest. No movement this time. Her eyes fluttered closed, and something like a sigh escaped her. He kept holding her hand, looking at her face in the glow of the little lamp beside the bed.




Eric blinked and said a silent, clumsy prayer. “God bless you,” he whispered aloud. “You were better than you thought you were, Colleen.”




He folded her hand across her chest and looked down at the envelope in his hand. He opened the flap and shook out the single sheet of white paper. Small, masculine printing filled the page. He read over it: It was a set of directions that began at the town of Boise City, in the farthest county of Oklahoma’s remote panhandle. He read how the directions led northwest to the far corner of the panhandle, where Oklahoma met New Mexico and Colorado. The directions culminated at the point where all three states touched.




Eric’s eyes fell onto the bottom of the page:




From the marker, there’s a trail leading into Colorado. Walk up into Colorado a hundred steps or so. Turn and look back toward New Mexico. Look for the twins and stones. I hope you will understand.




“What?” Eric said aloud.




He looked back to the bed and almost spoke again, then realized he couldn’t ask Colleen.




She didn’t look at peace. She only looked dead, the one person who’d ever tried to be a family to him. All the men and the drugs and the alcohol aside, she had tried. She’d done the best she could—just as he was trying now, with Patrick.




But it’s so hard sometimes,he wanted to tell her.




He could almost hear her voice:Quit your damn whining—I don’t want to hear that shit! Get busy!




Eric looked at the paper in his hand, again coming to the bottom of the page and that firm printing.




Look for the twins and stones.




Words written by a man who’d left his newborn son with a near stranger.




…twins and stones.




Colleen had thought this was important enough to give to him before she died, but what was it all about? What could he possibly find in the remote country of the far Oklahoma Panhandle?




“Colleen, I wish you’d told me about this before,” he said.




You never asked,she’d said.




“I guess I’m asking now,” he said, then went to find the nurse and tell her that Colleen was dead.
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THE CITY OFHARRISONBURG, VIRGINIA, LIES IN THEShenandoah Valley, in the crevice between the Blue Ridge and Allegheny Mountains. Around one hundred miles from Washington, D.C., it is a small college town centered around the campus of James Madison University. Across the street from the university stood an unobtrusive gray stone building made from the same stone as the campus buildings. In fact, it was often mistaken for an extension of JMU. There was no insignia on the building, no sign or logo, just a single glass door and few windows.




Inside the national headquarters of Department Thirty, past the empty reception area, was the only real office in the building. It held three computers side by side, six phone lines—one direct line to each of the regional offices—and dozens of piles of paper. On the wall was a picture of the current president of the United States. A single man sat behind the desk, finishing his morning coffee and bagel.




Daniel Winter had been the administrative director of Department Thirty since its inception. He was an unobtrusive man of sixty, medium height and build, calm features, given to wearing gray middle-of-the-road suits, neither Armani nor Sears. He was never noticed in crowds. But then, Daniel Winter rarely had the opportunity to be in a crowd.




It had been his old friend Arthur Dorian’s idea to house Department Thirty here, away from Washington, yet close enough to D.C. for convenience purposes. Likewise, Dorian had suggested that the department’s “regional” offices be in smaller cities, places like Oklahoma City and Sacramento and Charlotte, rather than Dallas and Los Angeles and Atlanta. He’d felt it was in keeping with Department Thirty’s behind-the-scenes mission, staying away from the spotlight of the major metropolitan areas.




Poor Arthur,Winter thought. It had been more than a year since Arthur Dorian was killed. Art Dorian, Department Thirty’s first officer, whom Winter had recruited himself when the department was created. Art Dorian, who had served so long and so well, slowly fading from his desire to be the preeminent English Renaissance scholar in America. Art Dorian, who had been shot to death at a national historic site near the tiny town of Cheyenne, Oklahoma, while trying to bring closure to one of the department’s earliest and biggest cases.




He turned at a sound in the hall and watched as a big man came through the door. Winter smiled unconsciously. He’d often said that the man who’d been known as Dean Yorkton for most of his adult life lacked only a plastic pocket protector full of pens to look the part of the ultimate technician. And in truth, the man had a scientific background and had lived a cover as a civil engineer for some twenty years, the longest-running field assignment in Department Thirty’s history. He’d been assigned as the next-door neighbor and department liaison to a husband-and-wife team of professional assassins who had sought the department’s protection in the mid-seventies. Winter sighed, thinking again of his old friend Arthur Dorian. It had been a strange twist in that very case that had gotten Arthur killed last January.




Winter knew the man’s real name, and knew his current cover, but he was more comfortable thinking of him as Yorkton. The field man was of indeterminate late middle age, with a paunch that made him look like he’d swallowed a basketball. His hair was cropped short, almost military-style, and, like Winter, he was balding. His black work pants were a size too large, giving him a baggy, fluttery sort of look, and his shirt didn’t quite tuck into his waist evenly. His eyes were magnified by thick round glasses.




“Morning,” Yorkton said.




Winter stood to shake his hand. “Good morning.” His voice, like the rest of him, was calm and even, with no regional inflection. The big man sat down across from Winter. “How’s Indiana?”




Yorkton shrugged. “Boring assignment. Very low-maintenance.”




“Coffee?”




“Not that instant swill you drink,” Yorkton said. “Only real coffee with real caffeine.”




“It’ll kill you dead,” Winter said.




“Better that than what happened to Art Dorian.”




Winter stared at him.




“Come on, Daniel,” Yorkton said. “Neither of us has time to waste. Let’s get down to business. We need to fill Art’s position. No one could replace him, but we need someone managing his cases.” He looked thoughtfully at Winter. “I know you went back even further with Art than I did.”




Winter nodded. “We were boys together. I was a couple of years older than he, and neither of us had a brother. We each had a sister, so we…used each other for brothers, I suppose is the best way to put it.”




“It was a damn shame what happened. Art was a good man. He used to say his whole career was about making up fish stories. He had a big catfish stuffed and mounted on the wall in his office, just to remind both of us of that.” Yorkton leaned over, snapped open a battered gray briefcase, and took out a file folder. He handed it across the desk. “Daniel, let’s not dance around each other. We both know I have no real authority in the hierarchy of this department. All the decisions belong to you. I’m just a field officer. But my job is observation, and based on my observation this is the right person to take over Art Dorian’s cases.”




Winter flipped open the folder and almost groaned. Clipped to the front of a thick group of papers was a photograph of a striking young woman. She was very tall and slender, with brick-red hair and fierce green eyes. Her cheekbones were a little too sharp to qualify her as a classic beauty, and the eyes a bit too direct, but otherwise she could have passed for a fashion model. She was dressed simply—a khaki turtleneck, black pleated slacks, low-heeled shoes—but she wore the clothes beautifully, as if they’d been made just for her. She was leaning against a gold sports car, arms folded across her chest, wearing a look that wasn’t quite a smile but wasn’t quite somber, either.




“Deputy United States Marshal Faith Siobhan Kelly,” Yorkton said.




Winter thumped the photo. “A six-foot-tall redhead with a gold sports car. This would seem a little contradictory to what we’re all about, wouldn’t it?”




“The surface features won’t count for much, and she’s only five ten. Would she stand out any more than Art Dorian did with that little antique mustache, wearing three-piece suits to baseball games and barbecues?”




Winter waited a moment. Yorkton was a smart-ass, but he was also very good at what he did. “Point taken.”




“She brought in the Adam and Eve case last year, found Dorian’s killer, and brought down his coconspirator.”




Winter flipped pages in the file. “Twenty-six years old. Master’s degree in criminal justice. Second in her class at the Academy. Grandfather was born in Ireland, immigrated to Chicago, beat cop for forty years. Father is a captain of detectives in Evanston. Brother is a Customs agent stationed in Tucson.” He looked up. “She’s not right for us. She’s going to look at everything through a law enforcement perspective. You know we don’t—”




Yorkton held up a hand. “If I may…”




Winter waited a moment, then waved his own hand:All right, go ahead.




“Thank you,” Yorkton said. “You’re right, her background is law enforcement to the bone. I don’t dispute that. But she’s not your typical deputy U.S. marshal. You see, she looked on Art Dorian as a mentor, even as a bit of a substitute father. Her relationship with her own father, the captain of detectives, is strained at best. So here was Art, just down the hall from her office.” He spread his hands wide.




“So it was personal for her when Art was murdered,” Winter said.




Yorkton pointed at him. “Exactly right, Daniel. She stepped outside her law enforcement detachment and started to think in different ways. She started to ask the right kinds of questions and, even more impressive, she started to get answers. She almost got herself killed. Remember the chief deputy in the Oklahoma City office, Phillip Clarke?”




Winter shook his head. “Hell of a mess.”




“Hell of a mess is right. Corrupt as he could be for thirty years. He tried to strangle our Deputy Kelly, right in her own bedroom. She fought him off, wound up shooting him in the shoulder. He’s locked up now, and she’s changed. Don’t tell me an experience like that wouldn’t change a person.”




Winter nodded. “I’ll grant that.”




“She’s bright, she’s ambitious, still wants to prove herself to everyone around her. What intelligent twenty-six-year-old doesn’t? But now she’s had a tiny exposure to our world, even though you might say it was forced on her. She has an excellent attention to detail. I think she can do this job.”




Winter looked at him thoughtfully, picked up his bagel, chewed, swallowed, wiped cream cheese off his lip. “What’s your interest here? If I didn’t know better, I’d say you were all hot and bothered for this girl.”




Yorkton laughed outright. “Look at me. Now look at her picture. Do you know how ridiculous a statement like that is?” He sobered quickly. “My interest, as it has been for all these years, is in Department Thirty and continuing our mission. By the way, there’s one other thing you should know about Faith Kelly.”




“And that is?” Winter said.




“She’s seen some of Art’s case files.”




Winter nearly came out of his chair. “What?”




Yorkton shrugged, beginning to tap out a rhythm on the arm of his chair. “Art gave her a key to his office. After he was killed, she used it. How do you think she was able to do what she did last year? I don’t know if she’s seen files on the other cases in his jurisdiction, but…” He shrugged again.




Winter’s well-honed composure began to slip. “Those files are absolutely classified! What the hell was Arthur thinking, giving some rookie deputy marshal a key to his office?”




Winter gathered himself: It wasn’t good form to let a field officer see him lose his patience. He looked at the photo of Faith Kelly again and he began to understand what Arthur had been thinking. Arthur had been married to Department Thirty for a long, long time, but still liked to think of himself as an historian, a professor, a normal person. He’d seen in this bright and attractive young woman a daughter that he might have had. Winter shook his head.Poor Arthur, trying to be normal to the very last.




He finally looked up at Yorkton again. “I think the case is made,” he said slowly. “The fact that she’s been exposed to departmental case files ends the debate. Deputy Kelly will take over Art Dorian’s position.” He closed Kelly’s file and handed it back to Yorkton. “And she’ll do it whether she wants to or not.”
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FAITHKELLY WRAPPED BOTH HANDS AROUND THE BUTTof the Glock nine-millimeter automatic and pointed it toward the sky. Her body was on full alert, and she knew all hell was about to break loose.




She stood on the back deck of a modest ranch-style home in the working-class suburb of Harrah, Oklahoma, just east of Oklahoma City. Considering the man who lived in the house had once manufactured nearly twenty million counterfeit dollars, the home was exceptionally unremarkable.




The counterfeiter was a New Yorker named Timothy Corelli, allegedly with ties to one of the big crime families. He’d very painstakingly fashioned the plates, imported exactly the right kind of paper, and made his twenty million in the basement of his nice suburban home in Mamaroneck. It all happened in 1986, and Corelli vanished off the face of the earth. After a while he had gone into the unsolved bin: Television programs did features on him, comparing him to D. B. Cooper.




One of the chief mandates of the United States Marshals Service is tracking down fugitives, and Faith Kelly had inherited the cold case after there were several Corelli “sightings” in Oklahoma. Before the events of a year ago January, she would never have even been considered for such a case. Up until then she’d been a green rookie and, worse yet, a girl crashing the boys’ club.




Cop’s kid, trying to prove a point,Phillip Clarke had said as he tried to strangle her.




The scars on her neck had faded, and there was only a two-inch line scar on her face, running diagonally downward from the crease beside her nose. She’d acquired it when shards of glass from her dining room table embedded themselves in her face as she fired her weapon through the glass table at Clarke when he came after her for the last time. Her friend Scott Hendler, an FBI agent who wanted to be more than a friend, had told her the scar was “alluring.”




Alluring or not, the Corelli case came to her, and after exhaustively reviewing the man’s biography, she thought she had something that would hang him. Timothy Corelli had one weakness: He was a wine connoisseur, and he had a passion for a certain wine from a tiny, obscure vineyard in the south of Spain. It was imported into the States by only one company, and sold at only one wine shop in the entire state of Oklahoma. After Faith obtained their records, she found one Timothy Carter, who lived in this modest suburban home.




Faith was perfectly content to be at Carter/Corelli’s back door. She knew that when faced with an unexpected visit at the front door, a nonviolent suspect such as Corelli would more than likely do the obvious: try to get out the back. If and when he did, she would have him. If she had trouble with him, Deputy Marshal Derek Mayfield, the best marksman in the office, was positioned in the trees beyond the yard with a high-powered rifle.




She steadied the tiny earpiece and boom microphone at her mouth. As she did, a burst of static sounded in her ear. Faith winced.




“Bravo One, base,” Scott Hendler’s voice said in her ear. He was a block away in the mobile command post.




“Base, Bravo One,” said one of the Secret Service boys at the front of the house.




“You have a green light, Bravo One.”




“Roger that.”




Faith breathed quietly through her mouth. Over her earpiece she heard the guys in the front ringing the doorbell, then knocking.




There was another sound, something being knocked over inside the house. She imagined Corelli looking out his window and seeing the unknown men standing there. She took a silent step toward the back kitchen window.




In a burst of activity she saw Timothy Corelli run into the kitchen. He was a small, dark man, and he was carrying a brown leather satchel.




“Base, Bravo Two,” she said quietly, keeping her eyes on the window. “I have a visual of the suspect. He’s in the kitchen.”




“Bravo Two, Bravo One,” said the Secret Service man in the front. “We’re going in. We’ll just make sure he keeps heading your way.” She heard the sound of the door splintering open.




Corelli jumped at the sound. He disappeared from Faith’s view around a corner. Five seconds later she heard the back door.




Faith grinned. This was why most law enforcement officers never complained about backdoor duty on raids.




Corelli burst onto the porch. Faith leveled the Glock at him. “Federal marshal, Mr. Corelli! Stop right there! Put the bag on the deck.”




Corelli spun toward her, and she saw him struggling with the decision.




“You wouldn’t shoot me,” he finally said in a whispery voice.




Faith didn’t move a muscle. The gun didn’t waver. She kept it trained on a spot just above his heart. She met his eyes.




Corelli frowned. He shuffled his feet.




“Now, Mr. Corelli,” Faith said.




Fear flickered across Corelli’s bland features. He dropped the satchel.




“Step away from it.”




Corelli took two steps back. Faith followed him with the barrel of the gun. He could still run.




“Lie down on the deck, facedown, arms out above you.”




“Oh, hell,” Timothy Corelli said, and complied.




Still covering him with the Glock, Faith cuffed him. She patted him down, then said into her mic, “I have the suspect. He is unarmed, and he is under my control.”




There were whoops and applause in her earpiece.




“One thing,” Corelli mumbled into the deck. “How? After all this time, how’d you find me?”




Faith smiled. “Next time, try a nice California chardonnay.”




“Ah, Faith…” Hendler said in her ear. She heard him clear his throat. “You’re being ordered to stand down.”




Faith wrinkled her brow. A droplet of sweat stung her eye. “What?”




“Orders have come in for you to stand down. Leneski’s going to move up into your position. He’s on his way now.”




“What?”




“Orders from on high, Faith.”




“I’ve got the suspect, Scott, and we’re taking him in.”




“The orders are from Department Thirty.”




Dammit,she thought.What the hell is this?




But her stomach began to tighten, and she knew it could only be one thing: The whole mess from last year was finally coming home to haunt her.Well, eighteen months of respect is better than nothing. Then:No, dammit, I’m not going that easily.




She holstered her weapon and silently backed off the porch. Leneski, a burly man in his mid-thirties, was already moving up behind her. Their eyes met. He shrugged. She nodded to him and watched as he moved onto the back porch and took control of Corelli.




Faith began to jog, then scaled the low fence at the back of the yard. She passed Derek Mayfield in his tree and, three minutes later, emerged onto a blacktop road. The mobile command post was a white Ford van, parked on the gravel shoulder. She yanked open the back doors, climbed in, and said, “What the hell’s going on?”




The command post was under the direction of Owen Riggs, the assistant special agent in charge of the Oklahoma City FBI office. Two of the Secret Service agents were still inside, as was Scott Hendler, who sat under a pair of headphones at the communications console.




Hendler was only three or four years older than Faith, and three or four inches shorter. He was slim and wiry and going prematurely, self-consciously bald. He had a perpetually tired look about him, earning him the Bureau nickname of Sleepy Scott, but Faith knew he was sharp and was on his way up in the FBI.




Owen Riggs, a big man in his fifties who’d worked the New York field office for fifteen years, turned to Faith. “Who’d you piss off now, Kelly?” He smiled, but there was little humor in it. Riggs liked operations to run smoothly, and rightfully so.




Faith shrugged and looked at Hendler. “Talk to me, Scott.”




“Wrong,” Hendler said, not unkindly.




Faith glared at him.




“Nope,” he said. “I’m not the one who’s going to talk to you.” He punched a button on the console and lifted a phone receiver.




Faith took it. “This is Faith Kelly. Who am I talking to?”




A nondescript male voice said, “Deputy Kelly, please forgive the poor timing.”




“Who is this?”




“Daniel Winter, calling from Virginia. I called your office and they told me you were in the field. Sorry for the high drama, but we have important business to discuss.”




Winter. Winter.Faith knew the name. But from where?




“What I’d like you to do is go to the Department Thirty office—Arthur Dorian’s office, if you will—and wait there.”




Oh, shit.Now she knew: She’d heard Art mention the name. Daniel Winter was the ultimate boss over Department Thirty. Presidential administrations of both parties came and went, but Winter retained his position year after year. He and Art had been longtime friends, she recalled, but Art had once jokingly—or at least she thought it was jokingly—compared him to J. Edgar Hoover.




“What’s this about, sir?”




“Someone you know is on the way there now, Deputy Kelly. I just wanted to call you personally and tell you how important it is that we speak with you. I understand you have a key to the office. Let yourself in and wait there. It may be a while, but please wait.”




Faith wanted to scream. “Sir, I—”




“If it helps you any, the officer who’s coming to talk with you is the man you know as Dean Yorkton.”




Faith flashed on an image of the big man sitting at her dining room table, drinking coffee and tapping out an irritating rhythm with his fingers.




“He’s on a plane now,” Winter said. “It’ll be a few hours, but above all, wait for him, Deputy. Do you understand that?”




Faith noticed that Winter’s voice was friendly, carefully moderated, but with an undercurrent of steel. This man wasn’t used to being questioned. “Yes, sir, I understand that. If you could give me some idea—”




“Thank you for your cooperation, Deputy Kelly. I’m sure we’ll talk again.”




The phone clicked in her ear.




The Secret Service agents turned away. Scott Hendler looked up at her with concern on his bland face. Owen Riggs coughed into his hand.




“Well, Kelly,” Riggs finally said. “Don’t tell me. It’s Department Thirty shadow stuff.”




Faith nodded slowly, unsure whether to be angry or confused. Anger was starting to gain the upper hand, though.




“Those guys are damned spooky,” Riggs said. “CIA, NSA—those guys have nothing on Thirty. Too spooky for this old cop. Well, it’s been nice knowing you, Kelly. See you down the road somewhere.”




 




Faith hadn’t been in the Oklahoma City Department Thirty office—she still thought of it as Art’s office—since last January. She still had the key, and no one had asked her about it, but she’d purposely stayed away. First it was out of grief over all that had happened, and later she’d simply been too busy to think about it.




It was on the second floor of the U.S. Courthouse, on Robert S. Kerr Avenue in the heart of downtown Oklahoma City. The Marshals Service office was just down the hall, and this tiny room in the corner had been where Art Dorian quietly went about his work for so many years. When she put the key in the lock and opened the door, her first thought was:It smells like my house. Faith smiled: her own modest home in The Village section of Oklahoma City smelled this musty all the time. She didn’t do housekeeping.




The blinds were drawn, morning sunlight shafting down through them. The desk was old-fashioned and institutional.Just like Art, she thought. There was a single telephone, a computer covered with a thin layer of dust, a gray three-drawer filing cabinet, a desk blotter with a few stray papers tucked into it.
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