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CHAPTER ONE

St. Louis, Missouri

When Leah McKenzie came out of the drugstore, there were two men sitting on a bench just across the sidewalk from where she had parked her cherry-red Mustang convertible.

“My oh my, Johnny, look at that,” one of the two men said. “If God ever made anything any better to look at than a pretty girl in a red convertible, He sure kept it for Himself.” Leah smiled as she got into the car, and because it was a warm September day, she put the top down before backing out of her parking spot.

A few minutes later she was driving south on Memorial Drive, listening to Vivaldi’s Four Seasons on her satellite radio. She passed the Edward Jones Dome on the right, while just ahead of her on the left, gleaming in the midmorning sun, rose the Gateway Arch. The wind was ruffling her hair, which meant she would have to comb it before she went into the office, but she didn’t care. She loved driving with the top down.

Leah was a first-year associate with the law firm of Blanton, Trevathan and Dunn, and as she whipped into the firm’s parking lot, she suppressed a momentary thrill at having landed the job of her dreams. Pulling into the spot that had her name on it, Leah put the top up on the car, then worked her blond hair back into shape before getting out. She locked the Mustang remotely and smiled at the cheerful “beep” it gave in response.

“Good morning, Miss McKenzie,” the smiling security guard said as she walked by. Mike Stratton had played college football, and though he carried a Taser, his six-foot-seven-inch, 320-pound frame was enough to intimidate anyone who might try to force their way into the office.

Leah smiled back at him. “Good morning, Mike. Is Tommy feeling better?”

“Yes, ma’am. The doctor said it was nothing but a case of chicken pox.”

“Part of growing up,” Leah said.

Leah took the elevator to the third floor, where it opened into the reception area of the law office.

“Good morning, Millie,” Leah said brightly as she checked her in-box. Picking up the mail and case folders, she walked purposefully down the long hallway toward her office. Though it wasn’t large and grandiose like the offices of the partners, she at least had a real office, with a door and a window. She knew lawyers in other companies who were at about her level but were still stuck in cubicles.

Leah sat down and started reading her e-mail. She scrolled down through them, deleting the spam, including the daily offer from an overseas “businessman” who just wanted her bank account to hold a small fortune for a bit.

“Not today, Mr. Ogombua,” Leah said with a chuckle.

When all of her e-mails were taken care of, Leah headed to the break room for her first coffee of the day.

“Don’t you know that stuff will stunt your growth?” Marilyn Summers, one of the law clerks, asked. “At least that’s what my daddy says.”

“If stunting my growth means keeping the weight off, I’m all for it,” Leah replied.

“Is Mr. Trevathan ill? I haven’t seen him this morning.”

“He’s at the federal court building, filing a brief,” Leah said.

“Listen, there’s going to be a get-together tonight at West-borough, and every clerk has to bring a real-life lawyer. Would you be my lawyer? I’m told there are going to be several single man-type lawyers in attendance.”

Leah chuckled. “Ha. The last thing, the absolute last thing, I want would be to hook up with another lawyer.”

“Oh,” Marilyn said, looking crestfallen.

Leah held her hand out. “That doesn’t mean I won’t go with you tonight. I’m just not in the market for a lawyer boyfriend.”

Marilyn smiled. “Great! I’ll meet you there at seven.”

With coffee in hand, Leah returned to her desk. That was when she saw a new e-mail.

To: Leah.McKenzie@BTD.com

From: Carl.Trevathan@BTD.com

 

Leah,

As soon as you receive this e-mail I want you to access the Harrison file on my computer. Access is restricted. Password is Gashousegang. Print out all forty pages and bring it to me now. I am on the 24th floor of the Eagleton courthouse. Say nothing about this to anyone in the office. Please permanently delete the file after you download it, and this e-mail after you read it.

Leah thought the e-mail was a little strange. First of all, she wasn’t aware of any client named Harrison. And why did he not want her to say anything to anyone else in the office? And for that matter, why did he send her an e-mail instead of calling?

She picked up the phone and dialed five of the numbers to his cell phone, then she hung up without completing the call. She started toward Blanton’s office but stopped. Mr. Trevathan had asked her not to mention this to anyone else.

Carl Trevathan was the one who had recruited Leah right out of law school. He was a wonderful boss and mentor, and she had learned more about law while working for him than she had all three years of law school.

Leah had her own key to Trevathan’s private office, so the locked door was no impediment. Letting herself in, she closed and locked the door behind her before settling at his desk. Leah smiled as she sat behind the computer and saw a baseball moving back and forth as the screen saver. His password, “Gashousegang,” referred to the 1934 St. Louis Cardinals baseball team. Trevathan’s office was a testament to his passion for baseball. In his youth he had been a good high school and college player, and he’d once shared with Leah his regret that he had never tried to make it in the major leagues. He had autographed photographs, baseballs, and bats all over his office. His proudest possession was one of the baseballs used in Bob Gibson’s 1971 no-hitter game against the Pittsburgh Pirates. It wasn’t just any ball; it was the last pitch of the game, and it was signed by Bob Gibson himself.

Leah opened the Harrison file and printed it out. It always made her nervous to delete a file because often Mr. Trevathan would change his mind and ask her to find it for him. Several months ago she’d started backing up deleted files on a thumb drive, and she did the same thing to this file.

Fifteen minutes later, she was walking through security at the Eagleton building. Issued a temporary badge, she took the elevator to the twenty-fourth floor, watching the numbers flash by. When the doors slid open at twenty-four, Leah could see Carl Trevathan standing there.

“Mr. Trevathan,” she said. “I was just—”

“Go back! Go back!” Trevathan shouted.

“Hold it right there!” someone shouted from the far end of the hall. Leah stepped out of the elevator to see who was shouting and saw a slender man with black, unruly hair and a narrow, pinched face. She also saw the gun pointed at her, and she froze in shock and fear.

“Back in the elevator!” Trevathan said, shoving her physically toward the open doors.

That’s when Leah heard a sound, more like a burst of air from a high-pressure hose than a gunshot. Blood squirted from the front of Trevathan’s shirt as he staggered into the elevator and hit a button on the panel. The doors slid closed.

“What’s happening? What’s going on?”

“Get down, he may shoot again!” Trevathan grabbed Leah and pulled her down to the floor, but it was unnecessary. The elevator was already moving.

“Mr. Trevathan, what . . .” Leah said. It wasn’t until then that she realized she had blood all over her. Then Trevathan sat up, his hands clutched to his chest. Blood streamed through his fingers.

“Ad astra per alia porci,” he muttered.

Trevathan opened his mouth as if to speak again, but this time there were no words. He took one last rasping breath, then collapsed.

Leah was looking down at Trevathan when the doors of the elevator opened on the ninth floor. There were two young women there, laughing and talking as they were waiting. When they saw the bloody scene in the elevator both women screamed and ran.

“Wait!” Leah called, but even as she shouted, the elevator doors closed and the elevator continued down.

When the elevator doors opened in the lobby Leah began shouting to the security guards.

“Help him! Help him!” Leah pleaded.

Two of the guards ran into the elevator and knelt beside Trevathan. One of them put his hand on Trevathan’s neck, then shook his head.

“Miss, you had better come with us,” one of the security guards said.

“But Mr. Trevathan!” she said, reaching back toward him.

“He’s dead, miss. Come with us,” the security guard said again.

Stunned and saddened, Leah let herself be led away, still clutching the black leather file folder.

*  *  *

She was in a dingy room somewhere in the court building, and had been there for half an hour answering the same questions over and over again, when she saw a rather smallish man in his late fifties, with a few strands of gray hair combed over a balding head. A particularly unattractive man, he had a red nose and prominent ears. Leah had never been so happy to see anyone in her life.

“Mr. Blanton! Thank God you’re here. Mr. Trevathan is dead. I saw someone shoot him.”

“Who are you?” one of two U.S. Marshals asked the man.

“Keith Blanton. I am Miss McKenzie’s lawyer. Have you taken her statement?”

“Yes, we have.”

“Is she being charged with anything?”

“Not at this time.”

“Not at this time?” Leah gasped. “What do you mean, ‘not at this time’?”

“If you have taken her statement and you are not charging her with anything, then I’m taking her out of here.”

The two marshals stepped over to one corner of the room for a private consultation.

“Leah, forgive me for not asking before—you have blood on you. Were you hurt?” Blanton asked.

“No,” Leah said. “This—this is Mr. Trevathan’s blood. Oh—” She began crying. “Does Annie know?”

“Mr. Dunn and his wife are with Mrs. Trevathan now,” Blanton said.

One of the marshals came back. “All right, you can take her. But, Miss McKenzie, please stay where we can get in touch with you.”

Wiping her eyes with a handkerchief Blanton provided, Leah nodded.

There were TV cameras and reporters in the lobby, and as soon as they saw Leah, especially the blood on her clothing, they rushed to her.

“Miss! Miss! Who are you? Were you a witness to the murder of Carl Trevathan?”

Blanton stepped in between Leah and the cameras and reporters. “Please, Miss McKenzie has been through quite an ordeal. She is quite shaken. Please respect her privacy.”

“Who are you?” one of the reporters asked.

“I’m Keith Blanton.”

“You were a partner of Carl Trevathan, weren’t you?”

“Yes. Please, let us go now. I promise you, we’ll release a statement later. Right now, Miss McKenzie needs some time to compose herself.”

With the police and U.S. Marshals helping to part the crowd, Blanton led Leah out of the building and into the parking lot. She started toward her car.

“No,” Blanton said. “I don’t think you should drive just now. I’ll have someone come get your car. You ride back to the office with me.”

Leah acquiesced without resistance. Blanton and Leah got into the backseat of Blanton’s Cadillac. Although Blanton did not normally use a driver, Mike Stratton was driving today.

“I thought that, given what happened, it might be a good idea to bring Mike along,” Blanton said.

“Yes, sir. I don’t mind telling you, seeing him here makes me feel a little better.”

“I know you told the police everything,” Blanton said. “But I’d like you to tell me.”

“There isn’t much to tell,” Leah said. “When the elevator doors opened on the twenty-fourth floor, Mr. Trevathan was standing there. A man down at the other end of the hall shot him. Mr. Trevathan got into the elevator and managed to get the doors closed before the shooter got to him. But he died in the elevator on the way down.”

“What were you doing there?”

“Oh, Mr. Trevathan asked me to bring him the Harrison file.”

“The Harrison file? What Harrison file? Is that something Carl was handling on his own?”

“I don’t know. To be honest, I’d never heard of it before. He just asked me to download it from his computer, print it out, and bring it to him.”

“Did he call you on your cell? Because he didn’t call through our switchboard.”

“No, he sent me an e-mail.”

“An e-mail? That’s rather odd, isn’t it? You’d think he would want a more immediate response than that. Did you find the file he asked for?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Where is that file now?”

“I have it right here.” Leah pulled out the pages she had printed earlier that morning and handed them to Blanton.

“Did anybody else see this? Did you show it to the police?”

“No. They didn’t ask for it and when everything happened, I forgot about it.”

“Well, don’t worry about it. I’ll keep it.”

They pulled into the parking lot of the law office building.

“Mike, if you would, drive Miss McKenzie home so she can clean up,” Blanton said. Then to Leah he said, “You don’t need to come back in today if you don’t want to.”

“Thank you, but if Mike drives me home, I won’t have my car.”

“Give me your car keys. I’ll have it brought to your condo.”

“Thanks, Mr. Blanton. And thank you so much for being there this afternoon. You don’t know how happy I was to see you.”

“You are part of the firm, Leah. That makes you family, and we look out for family.”

Leah started to hug him, then, with a self-conscious smile, pulled back. “I don’t want to get blood on you.”

Blanton got out of the car and took Leah’s address, then Mike drove her home.

“Miss McKenzie, you sure you’re all right? If you’d like, I’ll come up to your apartment with you just to take a look around, Mike said.”

“I—yes, thank you, I would like that.”

Leah’s apartment was on the second floor. She fumbled for her keys but was too nervous to find them, so, silently, she gave her purse to Mike. He found the keys, opened the door, then went in first. He came back a minute later. “I’ve looked everywhere—closets, out on your balcony, even under your bed and behind your sofa. There’s nobody here.”

“Thank you, Mike. You don’t know how much I appreciate that.”

Ten minutes later, with the door to her apartment double-locked, Leah sat in her whirlpool tub. She remembered then the strange thing Trevathan had said just before he died. “Ad astra per alia porci.” As a recent graduate of law school, Leah was pretty well versed in Latin legal terms, but she had no idea what that meant.
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CHAPTER TWO

Arthur, Illinois

John Miller stepped out of the workshop for a few minutes. Mr. Collins’s cabinet shop was at S. Vine and Route 133, which gave him an unrestricted view toward the setting sun and the nearby Amish houses. Houses belonging to the non-Amish, or “English,” began to glow brightly with lights and television screens. The English houses scattered among the predominately Amish neighborhood looked like fireflies scattered in the night.

The Amish houses were considerably darker than the English houses, illuminated only by gas or kerosene lanterns. Here, buggies, not cars, were parked in the driveways, and horses grazed in nearby pastures. Dogs and cats wandered around, but the neighborhood was free of the noise of evening newscasts, reality shows, blaring music, and even the hum of air conditioners. The only intrusions in the silence were those of nature: the lowing of a cow, the snort of a pig, the singing of tree frogs and night insects. From time to time the sound of a trotting horse, its hooves clopping loudly against blacktop pavement, would ring out in the growing darkness. John Miller was a part of this world, and he waited outside for a long moment before he went back into the shop to resume his work.

Farmland had become very scarce among the Amish, so many had to find other means of employment. John was one such person; he worked for Glen Collins, an English cabinetmaker whose shop was not far from John’s family home. John was a master carpenter who enjoyed working with wood and very much liked making beautiful and useful things.

When John went back into the shop, he saw Glen with a clipboard, taking an inventory of the cabinet-building material.

“What was it you told me we needed?” Glen asked as John came back in.

“Flat-head screws and drawer slides,” John replied.

“Ah, yes, the drawer slides. That’s what I forgot,” Glen said as he made an entry on the clipboard.

Glen went back into the front office as John picked up the piece of wood he had been sanding, using a grade so fine as to barely make an impression. All of the pieces of the cabinet had been cut out and sanded. Now he needed only to assemble it and apply a hand-rubbed stain.

After assembling the cabinet, John stood up and stretched to his full six feet, two inches. Holding his hands high over his head, he could almost touch the overhead beams in his workshop as he loosened muscles cramped from a long day’s labor. He brushed a shock of sandy hair from his gray eyes, then began to clean up his workbench for the night. He’d come to look forward to the evening ritual of cleaning and organizing, reverently returning each tool to its proper place. Some nights, though, his tools seemed to shift under his fingers into the service rifle he’d once cleaned nightly.

Unlike the average Amish man, John had gone to college, and after college, he went into the army, winding up in Afghanistan.

Although it had been almost three years since he left active duty, sometimes even now, in the quiet of the night, he could hear the thump of distant artillery, the rattle of machine-gun fire, and the screams of the wounded.

John knew about PTSD. They had been briefed about it when they came back to the States. He hadn’t paid that much attention to it, thinking that because he was sound of mind and strong of body, he would not be affected by it. But nothing in his youth had ever prepared him for anything like what he went through during his two combat tours.

No one in the Amish community had shared similar experiences, and John felt he had no one he could talk to. How could he tell anyone that he had seen men blown apart right beside him? How could he tell someone that he had, himself, killed?

There might be some among the English who would understand, but none of them knew his history—because he didn’t want to talk about it. All he wanted to do was forget about it. To anyone in town who came into contact with him, John Miller was just another Amish man in plain clothes.

He was gradually coming out of it; he had these episodes with decreasing frequency now. Working with the wood, seeing beautiful things emerge from his efforts, was therapeutic. And at this precise moment, as he held what was going to be one of the sides of the cabinet, he felt nothing but satisfaction with a job well done. There was peace in his soul.

“John,” Glen Collins called back to him. “I just got off the telephone with Mrs. Crabtree. She loves the table so much she’s going to have us make her a hutch as well. You did a great job, my boy. An absolutely great job.”

“Thank you, Mr. Collins.”

“What are you still doing here, anyway? You need to get on home before it gets dark. I’ll close down here.”

“I stayed a little longer so I could finish this piece.” John rubbed his fingers along the smooth board once more. He loved the tactile sensation, like tracing his fingers over silk. He took great pride in his workmanship, though he knew that such pride was strictly forbidden by the Ordnung, the rules that governed the lives of the Amish. But it seemed to him only a small sin, really. Turning from the finished cabinet, John headed out into the night.
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CHAPTER THREE

Keith Blanton had several pages laid out on the desk in front of him. The pages came from the forty-page file that Leah had printed from Carl Trevathan’s computer, and though they were labeled “Harrison,” they had nothing to do with anyone named Harrison. They were detailed, and they were damning.

 

Information for Agent Robert Coker

May 17—Learned today that our client, MP, has been falsifying documents to hide a one-hundred-million-dollar loss. I approached K and J to point this out, only to learn that our firm not only knew about this but is complicit in it. Following is a report on the specific losses and how they have been covered.

What followed were fifteen pages of very detailed accounting, showing how losses were being covered by subsequent investments.

 

I have seriously underestimated the amount of money involved in Martin Pigg’s scheme. It is nearly one billion dollars, fifty million of which has been channeled through Blanton, Trevathan and Dunn. God help us; we could all wind up spending the rest of our lives in prison.

Blanton picked up the phone and speed-dialed Dunn.

“Yes?”

“Better get in here, Jim. Looks like we just dodged a bullet.”

*  *  *

When Dunn stepped into Blanton’s office a moment later, Blanton signaled to him to close the door. “I think you should take a look at the Harrison file.”

“The Harrison file? What is that? Who is Harrison?”

“You might as well call it the Martin Pigg file. This is the document Leah was taking to Carl Trevathan. He was selling us out. Here, you don’t have to read the whole thing, just this couple of pages.”

Dunn skimmed through the pages quickly, then whistled. “How did you get these?”

“Leah gave them to me.”

“Has anyone else seen them?”

Using his hand as a comb, Blanton arranged his few hairs across his head. “I don’t think so. In fact, I’m sure no one else has seen them, because this is what she was delivering to him on the day he was killed. That means he didn’t get to show them to anyone, and the way things happened, I’m sure that Leah didn’t get a chance. Also, I’ve checked Trevathan’s computer—there’s no trace of a Harrison file there.”

“What are we going to do with them?”

“Burn them.”

*  *  *

One week later, Leah was watching the local morning news on television as she ate her breakfast.

“A perusal of the security cameras have been futile, and the police still have no leads in the brutal slaying of Carl Trevathan. Trevathan, a well-known St. Louis attorney from the firm of Blanton, Trevathan and Dunn, was gunned down last week while he was visiting the Thomas Eagleton federal court building. Keith Blanton, of the firm, gave this statement.”

The image of the senior partner came on-screen as he addressed the reporter. “Carl Trevathan was a brilliant attorney and one of the finest men I have ever known. My heart goes out to his family at this time. I have no idea why anyone would want to shoot him, but our firm stands ready to help the police in any way we can.”

On-screen, the picture returned to the studio anchor, who moved on to the traffic report. Picking up her remote, Leah turned the TV off, then grabbed her keys and went downstairs to her car. In the week since Carl Trevathan had been killed, Leah had not left her apartment except to attend the funeral. She thought staying home for a while would help her get over it but discovered that being alone just made it worse. This would be her first day back to work since it had happened, and she hoped that getting back in the routine would help her cope with the horror she had witnessed.

*  *  *

She parked in her assigned space and automatically glanced over to see if Mr. Trevathan was there yet. She had to remind herself that the slot would remain empty until it was reassigned.

“Welcome back, Miss McKenzie,” Mike greeted her. “How are you?”

“I’m all right, thanks, Mike.”

“That was a terrible thing with Mr. Trevathan. He was one fine man, I tell you.”

“Yes, he was.”

When Leah went into the office, she was greeted by the other lawyers, the legal aides, and Keith Blanton and Jim Dunn.

“How are you doing?” Blanton asked solicitously.

“I’ll be all right,” Leah said. “It was just such a shock, not only that Mr. Trevathan is dead but that I saw it happen. I don’t know that I will ever get over that.”

“You will,” Blanton said. “The mind is a very resilient thing.”

“I hope so.”

“Oh, uh, Miss McKenzie, would you—that is, if you are up to it—would you clean out Carl’s desk today? You can make the decision as to what needs to stay here with the firm and what should go to Mrs. Trevathan.”

*  *  *

It took Leah more than an hour to go through Trevathan’s desk and credenza, separating personal items from the office material. She found this more difficult than the funeral had been, because everything reminded her of him. She held the Bob Gibson baseball, then another baseball that was covered with names.

“My high school baseball team,” Carl had told her the first time she saw that ball. “We were Missouri state champions that year, and I went four for four in the final game.”

With all his personal belongings out of the way, Leah started on the work-related items. This, she believed, would not be quite as hard to do. Sliding open the top drawer, she gasped.

Holy crap! A gun? There was a pistol lying on top of a file folder. What was it doing there? She was pretty sure she had never seen this before. No, she was positive she had never seen it before. Why would Mr. Trevathan have a gun? Did Mr. Trevathan suspect someone was after him?

So, what to do with it? Should it go with his personal items or with his office material? Finally, she decided that seeing a gun would just make it worse for his family, so she put it in the office pile.

When everything was done she stacked all the office items on a service cart, then pushed it through the labyrinthine hall to Blanton’s office. Linda Martin, Blanton’s personal secretary, smiled at her.

“How are you doing, kiddo?” she asked.

“It was . . . hard,” Leah said. She blinked a couple of times as tears welled in her eyes. “Having to handle all those things that were so important to him and know that he—he won’t ever . . .”

“I know,” Linda said. She took a tissue from a box on her desk and handed it to Leah just as Blanton came out of his office.

“That’s Carl’s stuff?” Blanton asked, indicating the material on the cart.

“Yes, sir.”

“Bring them in. Linda, you wanted to pick up your daughter after school? You can go now.”

Leah pushed the cart into Blanton’s office. “I’ve got all of his personal things packed in boxes in his office,” Leah said.

“Good, good, I’ll have Mike take them to Mrs. Trevathan.”

“And this,” Leah said, reaching for the gun. “I found it in his desk. It’s funny, I never saw it before.”

“Yes, I think he only bought it recently.” Blanton got a small box and held it out. “Put the gun in here.”

Leah put the gun in the box, then Blanton closed the lid.

“I know today was hard on you,” Blanton said as he opened a desk drawer and put the box containing the pistol away. “If you want to, you can take the rest of the day off.”

“No, I’m having a harder time at home than I am here. Besides, I have a few things to take care of in my own office.”

“All right,” Blanton said. “Do whatever you feel you have to do until you’re over this.”

Leah went back to her office, where she sat for several minutes, cleaning up her e-mail in-box. Then, on a whim, and because she knew the password to get into Trevathan’s computer, she decided to check his e-mail. One stood out.

To: Carl.Trevathan@BTD.com

From: Lowball@Murvau.com

 

Ad astra per alia porci

That’s odd, Leah thought. That’s what Mr. Trevathan said just before he died. Leah had not told the police about the odd comment, nor had she mentioned it to Blanton or Dunn. Maybe Blanton would know what it meant.

Leah hurried back down to Blanton’s office. Linda was already gone, but the door to Blanton’s office was slightly ajar. As she drew near, she could hear Blanton and Dunn talking.

“If Carl had gone along with us, this wouldn’t have had to happen,” Blanton said. “I hated to have it done, but there were millions, literally millions of dollars involved.”

“Who knew that old Carl had such an honest streak? I mean, if he was such a straight shooter, why did he become a lawyer in the first place?” Dunn laughed.

“Yes, well, the deed is done, and now we need a designated fall guy or this thing is going to explode in our face,” Blanton said.

“Who do you have in mind?”

“The obvious. Leah McKenzie. She was his protégée; we’ll claim she was sleeping with him, and when she learned he wasn’t going to get a divorce, she killed him.”

“But there was no gun in the elevator.”

“Ah, that’s the beauty of it,” Blanton said. “I have the gun that killed Carl. I put it back in Carl’s desk for McKenzie to find, and this afternoon when she cleaned his office, she brought the gun to me. I had a box all ready for it.” He laughed. “I had wiped it clean before putting it in Carl’s desk, so now it has her fingerprints—and only her fingerprints—all over it.”

“Good move!” Dunn said. “You think of everything.”

“I’ve already called the police; they should be here any moment now. Of course, we will offer to defend her in court.”

“Of course,” Dunn added with an evil chuckle. “Where is she now?”

“She’s back in her office. As soon as the police arrive I’ll convince her, as her attorney, that she would be better served to surrender.”

“Missouri does have the death penalty for murder,” Dunn pointed out.

“Oh, I’m sure we can avoid the death penalty for her. After all, it’s like I told Leah—we’re family here. Just one big happy family,” Blanton said.

It was all Leah could do to keep from crying out. Blinded by tears of betrayal and fear, she ran quickly back to her office to grab her purse. She had other personal things there that she wanted—her diploma; a photograph of her mother and father; the collar of her dog, Suzi, whom she’d had to put down six months ago. She wanted those things but was afraid to stay in her office long enough to gather them.

When she stepped back out of her office, she heard Blanton’s voice, and another voice that she didn’t recognize.

“She’s back here in her office, detective,” Blanton said. “She’s not expecting you, but I don’t think she’ll give you any trouble.”

“You were right to call us, Mr. Blanton.”

“Yes, well, you can imagine how shocked I was when I found out. And I intend to act as her counsel. You might call it an affair of the heart. She’s a young and impressionable woman who couldn’t deal with a broken heart. I’m sure it was a spur-of-the-moment thing.”

Blanton and the police officer were coming down the hall; they were just around the corner. She ran to the rear staircase and hurried down three floors. She saw a police car parked in front of the office, its red and blue lights flashing. Another policeman leaned against the side of the car with his arms crossed over his chest, looking toward the front door, away from her. The car window was down, so she could hear the radio. There was a pop when the static was broken.

“Unit six, what is your ten-twenty?”

“Lindell and Grand.”

“We have a ten-fifty at Page and Grand. Can you cover?”

“Unit six, ten-four.”

There were at least ten or twelve people standing around in front of the office, gawking. Using a parked van to shield her, Leah managed to get into her car. But how was she going to be able to drive out of the parking lot without arousing anyone’s suspicion? She was driving a red Mustang convertible, which was about as subtle as a flashing neon light.

A Federal Express truck drove up, and when the driver went in to make his delivery, Leah managed to move her car, keeping the FedEx truck between her and the policeman out front. When the FedEx driver pulled way, she matched his speed until they reached the exit. Then she flashed her prettiest smile at the driver; he smiled back and made a motion with his hand telling her to go first. Even if the policeman out front had been looking in her direction, he would not have seen her.

*  *  *

Her first impulse was to drive away as far as she could, as fast as she could, but she knew she would need money. And it would have to be cash—she wouldn’t be able to use an ATM or a credit card, and even if she could have used a check, no one wrote checks anymore, anyway. She drove directly to the bank to empty her checking and savings accounts, hastily filling out a withdrawal for a total of eleven thousand dollars. She pushed the two documents across the counter to the teller.

“My, this is quite a large sum. Are you closing your account, Miss McKenzie? Are you dissatisfied with us?” the teller asked.

“No, I’m going to leave six hundred dollars in the account, but I’m going to buy a car from a friend who’s leaving town, and he won’t be able to cash a check right away.”

“Good, I’m glad to see that we aren’t losing you. Are hundreds okay?”

“Hundreds are fine.”

A few minutes later, and with eleven thousand dollars in cash in her purse, Leah was back in her car. She drove to her father’s house, but when she saw a police car out front, she kept going, wandering around the city for a while, trying to decide what she should do next. Then, realizing that the police probably had a description of her car, she decided it wasn’t safe to stay in St. Louis much longer.

But where to go?

Then Leah got an idea. She began driving southwest on I-44, and just before she reached Eureka, she called the office. Millie Thompson answered the phone when it rang. “Blanton, Trevathan and Dunn.”

“Millie, I want to talk to Mr. Blanton.”

“Miss McKenzie!” Millie said. “Where are you? Everyone is looking for you.”

“Please, Millie, just put me through to Mr. Blanton.”

Detective Sergeant Gary Hellman was in Blanton’s office when Blanton received the telephone call from Leah.

“Leah, honey, where are you?” Blanton asked. He held up his finger as a signal to Hellman, and the detective called the station to locate the phone.

“Why are you trying to pin this on me?” Leah asked.

“Leah, I don’t know what you’re talking about. What do you mean pin it on you? Why don’t you come in? Come to the office and we’ll go to the police together. Believe me, it will go much better for you, and it will make it much easier for me to defend you.”

“After what you did, I have no intention of using you.”

“After what I did? Whatever are you talking about?”

“You know what I’m talking about. I overheard you and Dunn plotting to make me the ‘designated fall guy’ for the shooting.”

Blanton laughed. “You just heard snatches
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