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			Jack Newlin had no choice but to frame himself for murder. Once he had set his course, his only fear was that he wouldnt get away with it. That he wasnt a good enough liar, even for a lawyer.

			The detectives led Jack in handcuffs into a small, windowless room at the Roundhouse, Philadelphias police administration building. Bolted to the floor at the center of the room was a straight-backed steel chair, which reminded Jack of the electric chair. He looked away.

			The walls of the room were a dingy gray and marred by scuff marks as high as wainscoting. A typewriter table topped with a black Smith-Corona stood against the side wall, and in front of the table sat two old wooden chairs. One of the chairs groaned when the heavyset detective, who had introduced himself as Stan Kovich, seated himself, and planted his feet wide. Siddown, Mr. Newlin, Detective Kovich said, gesturing to a wooden chair across from him.

			Thank you. Jack took a seat, noting that the detective had bypassed the steel chair, evidently reserved for murderers who werent wealthy. Special treatment never suited Jack. A bookkeepers son, he had worked his way through school to become an estates lawyer who earned seven figures, but even his large partnership draw remained a pittance in comparison to his wifes family money. He had always wished the Buxton money away, but now he was glad of it. Money was always a credible motive for murder.

			
			You want a soda? A Coke or somethin? Kovich asked. The detective wore a short-sleeved white shirt, light for wintertime, and his bullish neck spread his collar open. His shoulders hunched, powerful but gone to fat, and khaki-colored Sansabelts strained to cover his thighs. A bumpy, working-class nose dominated his face and he had cheekbones so fleshy they pressed against the rims of his glasses, large gold-rimmed aviators. Their bifocal windows magnified his eyes, which were earth brown and addressed Jack without apparent judgment.

			No, thanks. Nothing to drink. Jack made deliberate eye contact with Detective Kovich, who was closer and seemed friendlier than the other detective. Propped against the wall on a thin Italian loafer, he was black and hadnt said anything except to introduce himself. Hovering over six feet tall, rangy and slim, the detective had a face as narrow as his body, a small, thin mouth, and a nose a shade too long in proportion to high cheekbones. Dark, almost-onyx eyes sat high on his face, like judges atop a dais.

			Lets start by you telling me something about yourself, Mr. Newlin. Kovich smiled, showing teeth stained by coffee. By the way, just for the record, this interview is being videotaped. He waved vaguely behind the smudgy mirror on the wall, but Jack didnt look, steeling himself to be convincing in his false confession.

			
			Well, Im forty-three. Im a partner at Tribe & Wright, heading the estates and trusts department. I attended the University of Pennsylvania Law School, Yale, and Girard before that.

			Kovich nodded. Wow. Impressive.

			Thank you, Jack said. He was proudest of Girard, a boarding high school established by the trust of Stephen Girard for fatherless boys. Girard was a Philadelphia institution. He never could have made it to Yale or any other university otherwise.

			Where you from?

			North Philly. Torresdale.

			Your people still up there?

			No. My father died a long time ago and my mother passed away last year, from lung cancer.

			I know how that goes. I lost my mother two years ago. Its no picnic.

			Im sorry, Jack said. No picnic. It was such a rich understatement, his mouth felt bitter. His mother, gone. His father, so long ago. Now Honor. He cleared his throat. Maybe we should move on.

			Sure, sure. Kovich nodded quickly. So, youre a lawyer at the Tribe law firm. Pretty big outfit, right? I read somethin about them in the paper, how much they bring in a year. Theyre printin money.

			Dont believe everything you read. Reporters have to sell newspapers.

			Tell me about it. Kovich laughed, a harsh guttural noise that burst from his throat. He turned to the other detective, still standing against the wall. Right, Mick? he asked.

			The detective, who had introduced himself as Reginald Brinkley, not Mick, only nodded in response, and the pursing of his lips told Jack he didnt welcome the attention. Brinkley, also middle-aged, wore a well-tailored brown sport coat with a maroon silk tie, still tight despite the late hour and affixed to his white shirt with a gold-toned tie bar. His gaze chilled the room and the uptilt to his chin was distinctly resentful. Jack didnt know what he had done to provoke the detective and only hoped it worked against him.

			
			So, Mr. Newlin, Kovich was saying, hey, can I call you Jack?

			Of course.

			You got any other family, Jack? Kids?

			One.

			Oh yeah? Kovichs tone brightened. What flavor?

			A girl. A daughter.

			How old?

			Sixteen.

			I got a sixteen-year-old! Kovich grinned, showing his bad teeth. Its a trip, aint it? Teenagers. You got just the one?

			Yes.

			Me, I got a thirteen-year-old, too. Also a girl. Houseful of blow dryers. My wife says when theyre not in the bathroom, theyre in the chat rooms. Yours like that, on the computer?

			Jack cleared his throat again. I dont mean to be impolite, but is there a reason for this small talk? He didnt want to go there and it seemed like something a murderer would say.

			Well, uh, next-of-kin notification is our job. Standard procedure, Jack.

			He tensed up. He should have thought of that. The police would be the ones to tell Paige. My daughter lives on her own. Id hate for her to hear this kind of news from the police. Cant I tell her myself?

			
			Sixteen, shes on her own already?

			Shes legally emancipated, with a promising career.

			Legally emancipated, whats at?

			My wife and I filed papers, I drafted them myself, essentially saying that shes legally an adult. She lives on her own and earns her own money. Shes a model, and, in any event, I really would prefer to be the one to tell her about  her mother. He paused. I could call her after we talk. I mean, I do want to make a full confession, right now.

			Kovichs lips parted slightly, and behind him, Brinkleys eyes narrowed.

			Jacks mouth went dry at their reaction. Maybe hed gone too fast. I mean, I feel awful, just awful. A horrible thing happened tonight. I cant believe what Ive done. I want to get it off my chest.

			Kovich nodded encouragingly. You mean you want to make a statement?

			Yes. A statement, thats right. Jacks voice sounded authentically shaky, even to him.

			Okay. Good. Bear with me. Kovich turned toward the table, his chair creaking, and picked up a form, thick with old-fashioned carbons. He crammed it behind the typewriter roll, fighting a buckle in the paper. The detective wasnt overly dexterous, his hands more suited to wrestling fullbacks than forms. Jack, I have to inform you of your Miranda rights. You have the right to remain silent, you

			I know my rights.

			Still, I gotta tell you. Its the law. Kovich finished a quick recitation of the Miranda warnings as he smoothed out the uncooperative form, rolled it into the machine, and lined up the title, INVESTIGATION INTERVIEW RECORD, HOMICIDE DIVISION. You understand your rights?

			
			Yes. I dont need a lawyer. I wish to make a statement.

			You mean youre waiving your right to counsel? Kovich nodded again.

			Yes, Im waiving my right to counsel.

			Are you under the influence of drugs or alcohol at this time?

			No. I mean, I had some Scotch earlier. Before.

			Kovich frowned behind his big aviators. Youre not intoxicated at the present time, are you?

			No. I only had two and that was a while ago. Im perfectly sober.

			Kovich picked up another form, two pages. Fine. You gotta sign this, for your waiver. Sign the first page and then you have to write on the second, too. He slid the sheets across the table, and Jack signed the top page, wrote yes after each question on the second page, and slid both back. Well start with your Q and A, question and answer. Kovich turned and started to type numbers in the box on the right, CASE NUMBER. Its procedure. Bear with me, okay?

			Sure. Jack watched Kovich typing and had the sense that confessing to murder, even falsely, could be as mundane as opening a checking account. A bureaucratic occasion; they typed out a form in triplicate and processed you into prison for life.

			State your name and address, please.

			My name is Jack Newlin and my address is 382 Galwiths Alley. Saying it relaxed him. It was going so well, then the black detective cleared his throat.

			
			Forget the Q and A for a minute, Mr. Newlin, Detective Brinkley said, raising a light palm with long, thin fingers. He straightened and buttoned his jacket at the middle, the simple gesture announcing he was taking charge. Tell us what happened, in your own words.

			Jack swallowed. This would be harder to do. He tried to forget about the hidden videocamera and the detectives critical eyes. I guess I should tell you, my marriage hadnt been going very well lately. For a year, actually. Honor wasnt very happy with me.

			Were you seeing another woman? Detective Brinkleys question came rapid-fire, rattling Jack.

			Of course not. No. Never.

			Kovich, taken suddenly out of the picture, started typing with surprising speed. Capital letters appeared on the black-ruled line: NO. NEVER.

			Was she seeing another man?

			No, no. Nothing like that. We just had problems, normal problems. Honor drank, for one thing, and it was getting worse.

			Was she alcoholic?

			Yes, alcoholic. For the past year Jack had been telling himself Honor wasnt an alcoholic, just a heavy drinker, as if the difference mattered. We fought more and more often, then tonight she told me she wanted to divorce me.

			What did you say?

			I told her no. I was shocked. I didnt want to. I couldnt imagine it. I loveI lovedher.

			Why did she ask you for a divorce?

			
			Our problem always came down to the same thing, that she thought I wasnt good enough for her. That she had married down, in me. That much was true. The sore spots in their marriage were as familiar as potholes in a city street and they had been getting harder and harder to steer around.

			Brinkley nodded. What started the fight tonight?

			Tonight, we were supposed to have a dinner together, just the two of us. But I was late. Guilt choked Jacks voice and it wasnt fraudulent. If he had gotten home on time, none of this would have happened, and that was the least of his mistakes. She was angry at me for that, furious, and already drunk when I got home. She started shouting as soon as I came in the door.

			Shouting what?

			That I was late, that I didnt care about anybody but myself, that she hated me. That Id let her down. I ruined her life. Jack summoned the words from the myths in their marriage and remembered the details of the crime scene hed staged. Hed found his wife dead when he came home, but as soon as he realized who had killed her and why, he understood that hed have to make it look as if he did it. Hed suppressed his horror and arranged every detail to point to him as the killer, including downing two full tumblers of Glenfiddich in case the police tested his blood. I poured myself a drink, then another. I was getting so sick of it. I tried for years to make her happy. No matter what I did I couldnt please her. What happened next was awful. Maybe it was the Scotch. I dont often drink. I became enraged.

			Enraged? Brinkley cocked his head, his hair cut short and thinning, so that his dark scalp peeked through. Fancy word, enraged.

			
			Enraged, yes. Jack willed himself to go with it. I mean, it set me off, made me angry. Her screaming at me, her insults. Something snapped inside. I lost control. He recalled the other details of the faked crime scene; he had hurled a crystal tumbler to the parquet floor, as if he had been in a murderous rage. I threw my glass at her but she just laughed. I couldnt stand it, her laughing at me like that. She said she hated me. That shed file papers first thing in the morning. Jack wracked his brain for more details but came up empty, so he raised his voice. All I could think was, I cant take this anymore. I hate her threats. I hate her. I hate her and want her to shut up. So I picked up the knife.

			What knife?

			A butcher knife, Henkels.

			Kovich stopped typing, puzzled. Whats Henkels?

			A fancy knife, Brinkley supplied, but Kovich only frowned.

			How do you spell it?

			Jack spelled the word as Kovich tapped it out, but Brinkley wasnt waiting. Mr. Newlin, where was the knife? he asked.

			On the dining room table.

			Why was a butcher knife in the dining room?

			It was with the appetizer, a cold filet mignon. She must have used it to slice the filet. She loved filet, it was her favorite. Shed set it out for an appetizer. The knife was right there and I took it from the table.

			Then what did you do?

			This is hard to say. I mean, I feel so  horrible. Jacks face fell, the sadness deep within, and he suddenly felt every jowl and furrow of middle age. He didnt try to hide his grief. It would look like remorse. I  I  grabbed the knife and killed her.

			
			You stabbed your wife to death.

			Yes, I stabbed my wife to death, Jack repeated, amazed he could form the words. In truth, he had picked up the bloody knife, unaccountably left behind, and wrapped his own fingers around it, obliterating any telltale fingerprints with his own.

			How many times?

			What?

			How many times did you stab her?

			Jack shuddered. He hadnt thought of that. I dont know. Maybe it was the Scotch, I was in kind of a frenzy. Like a trance. I just kept stabbing. At the typewriter, Kovich tapped out, JUST KEPT STABBING.

			And you got blood on your suit and hands.

			Yes. He looked down at the residuum of Honors blood, spattered on a silk tie of cornflower blue and dry as paper between his fingertips. He had put the blood there himself, kneeling at her side, and the act had sent him to the bathroom, his gorge rising in revulsion.

			Did she scream?

			She shouted, I think. I dont remember if it was loud, he added, in case they interviewed the neighbors.

			Did she fight you?

			He tasted bile on his teeth. He imagined Honor fighting for her life, her final moments stricken with terror. Realizing she would die, seeing who would kill her. She fought hard, but not well. She was drunk. She couldnt believe it was happening. That I would really do that to her.

			Then what did you do?

			I went to the phone. I called nine-one-one. I told them I killed my wife. Jack caught himself. Wait, I forgot. I went to the bathroom and tried to wash up, but not all the blood came off. I realized there was no way I could hide what Id done. I had no plan, I hadnt thought it out. I didnt even have a way to get her body out of the house. I realized I was going to get caught. There was no way out. I vomited into the toilet.

			
			Brinkleys eyes narrowed. Why did you try to wash up?

			I was trying to wash the blood off. So I wouldnt get caught.

			In your own bathroom?

			Well, yes. Jack paused, momentarily confused, but Brinkleys glare spurred him on. Its not like I was thinking clearly, as I said.

			Brinkley leaned back against the wall again. Lets switch gears, Mr. Newlin. What time was it when you came home?

			Just before eight. I was supposed to be there at seven but I got held up.

			What held you up?

			I stopped to talk with my partner. The firms managing partner, William Whittier. Jack had been on his way out when Whittier had stopped him to discuss the Florrman bill. It had taken time to get free, then it was pouring outside and Jack couldnt get a cab. Ironic that the most mundane events, on the wrong night, had ended Honors life and changed his forever. I suppose I should have called to say I was late, but I didnt think it would matter.

			How did you get home?

			I took a cab.

			What kind?

			I dont remember.

			Yellow? Gypsy?

			No clue. I was distracted. The traffic was a mess.

			Hunched over the desk, Kovich nodded in agreement. That accident on Vine, he said, but Brinkley stood up and stretched, almost as if he were bored.

			
			Not every day we get somebody like you in here, Mr. Newlin. We get dope dealers, gangbangers, rapists. Even had a serial killer last year. But we dont often see the likes of you.

			What do you mean, Detective? Im like anybody else.

			You? No way. Youre what we used to call the man who has everything. Brinkley rubbed his chest. Thats what doesnt make sense, Mr. Newlin. About what youre telling me.

			Jacks heart stopped in his chest. Had he blown it? He forced out a single word: What?

			You hated your wife enough to kill her, but you didnt want to give her a divorce. Thats psycho time, but youre no psycho. Explain it to me. Brinkley crossed his slim arms, and fear shot through Jack like an electrical current.

			Youre right, he said, choosing his words carefully. It doesnt make sense, if you look at it that way. Logically, I mean.

			Logically? Thats how I look at it, Mr. Newlin. Thats the only way to look at it. Brinkley smiled without mirth. People sit in that chair all the time and they lie to me. None of them look like you or dress like you, thats for damn sure, but you can lie, too. You can lie better. You got the words for it. Only thing I got to tell me if youre lying is common sense, and what youre tellin me dont make sense. Its not, as you say, logical.

			No it isnt. Jack caught sight of Honors blood on his hands, and it was so awful, so impossible to contemplate, that it released the emotions hed been suppressing all night. Grief. Fear. Horror. Tears brimmed in his eyes, but he blinked them away. He remembered his purpose. I wasnt thinking logically, I was reacting emotionally. To her shouting, to her insults. To the Scotch. I just did it. I thought I could get away with it, so I tried to clean up, but I couldnt go through with it. I called nine-one-one, I told them the truth. I did it. It was awful, it is awful.

			
			Brinkleys dark eyes remained dubious, and Jack realized his mistake. The rich didnt behave this way. They didnt confess or blubber. They expected to get away with murder. Jack, who had never thought like a rich man and evidently never would, knew instantly what to do to convince him: Detective, this interview is over, he said abruptly, sitting up straighter. I want to call my attorney.

			The reaction was immediate. Brinkleys dark eyes glittered, his mouth formed a grim line, and he fell into his customary silence. Jack couldnt read the detective completely, but sensed that he had acted in character, in a way that comported with Brinkleys worldview, and that would ultimately put his doubts to rest.

			In contrast, Kovich deflated at the typewriter, his heavy shoulders slumping, his big fingers stilled. But, Jack, we can settle this thing right here and now. Make it real easy.

			I think not, Jack said, turning haughty. He knew how to give orders from hearing them given. I insist on my attorney. I should have called him in the first place.

			But all you gotta do is sign this statement. Once you do that, were all done here. Itll be easiest on you and your daughter this way. Kovichs eyes burned an earnest brown. Im a father, too, Jack, and I know how it is. You gotta think about your kid now.

			
			No, Ive said much too much already. I want my lawyer and well take care of notifying Paige. I will not have you at my daughters home this late at night. Its harassment. Ill handle the notification through my attorney.

			Detective Brinkley buttoned his jacket with nimble fingers. Better get yourself a good mouthpiece, Mr. Newlin, he said, his face a professional mask. He pivoted on a smooth sole, walked out of the interview room, and closed the door behind him.

			Once Brinkley had gone, Kovich yanked the sheet from the typewriter roll with a resigned sigh. Now you did it. You got him mad, askin for a lawyer. After judges, theres nothin Mick hates more than lawyers.

			But I am a lawyer.

			Like I said. Kovich laughed his guttural laugh and turned to Jack as warmly as he had at the beginning. You sure you dont wanna talk to me? Im the nice one. I like lawyers. Its realtors I hate.

			No thanks, Jack answered, and managed a snotty smile.
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Mary DiNunzio smoothed a strand of dark blond hair into her French twist and slumped in a swivel chair beside a conference table cluttered with manila folders, trial notes, and stamped exhibits. It was after business hours, but Mary was still at the law offices of Rosato & Associates, watching her friend Judy Carrier work and feeling sorry for herself. The Hemex trial was finally over and its aftertaste had left Mary hating her job again. Being a lawyer was even worse than people thought it was, if that were possible. You sure I cant be a pastry chef? she wondered aloud. I like cake better than law.

Judy tucked a manila folder into an accordion file. Are you going to help or are you going to whine?

What do you think? Besides, right now Im busy supervising. That folder doesnt go where you put it. Thats a notes folder, so it goes in the notes accordion. Mary pointed at the accordion standing at the far end of the table. There. Number eleven.

Oh, really? Judy picked up another folder and dropped it into the same accordion. Her lemony hair, cut like a soup bowl when she stood upright, hung down when she lowered her head, reminding Mary of a dinner plate. It didnt help that Judy wore silver earrings made of spoon handles. Mary was getting hungry until she noticed her friend slide another folder into the wrong accordion.






Thats wrong, too. Thats Gunther deposition exhibits, so it goes in number ten. And arent you going to fix the other one?

No. See? This is a folder of draft contracts, so it belongs in the second accordion. Judy dropped another folder into the accordion. I put it in the fifteenth. Ask me if I care.

Dont you?

Not in the least. Judy looked up and smiled. Her bright blue eyes smiled, too, emphasized by the cobalt of a large corduroy smock that billowed around her tall, sturdy form. Judy climbed rocks and engaged in other activities Mary found self-destructive, but she was still shapely to Marys eye, though she dressed to hide it. And Judys fashion sense wasnt the only thing about her that mystified Mary.

Why are you messing up the files, girl?

Because it doesnt matter. Thats the great secret in law firms, even one as cool as ours. Once you send the file to the records room, it doesnt matter if its out of order. Nothing ever happens.

Thats wrong. People look at the file again.

For what?

Mary had to think. To prepare the bill, for one thing.

Nah, they just make that up. You know it and I know it. Judy crammed the next folder into the thickening accordion. See? I file at random. I put the folder wherever theres room. I always do it this way after trial. Nobody ever came after me. The world didnt end.





You mean all this time weve been packing up after trial, you havent done it right?

Never. Judy grinned. Didnt you ever wonder why I always finished ahead of you?

Marys mouth dropped open. I thought it was because youre smarter.

I am, and this is an example of it. Its dopey to put them away right.

But youre supposed to.

Oh, youre supposed to. Judy misfiled another folder. Its like permanent records.

I dont want to hear anything bad about permanent records. My permanent record was spotless.

Well, mine wasnt and we ended up in the same place, which proves my point. Permanent records and mattress tags. Nothing ever happens. Theyre just lies they tell you to keep you in line.

Like heaven.

I knew you would say that. For a lapsed Catholic, youre not that lapsed.

Mea culpa. Mary crossed her legs and fiddled idly with cultured pearls that peeked from an ivory blouse she wore with a fitted gray suit. She was on the short side, but had a neat, compact figure and avoided lots of great ravioli to keep it that way. Maybe we should go get dinner. Have a nice salad.

Girl food. Judy reached for an empty accordion. Let me finish disorganizing the file, then we can celebrate our victory in the most boring case of all time.

Dont jinx it. You dont know that we won.




Yes I do. We were less boring than they were. Bennie couldnt be boring if she tried.

Bennie Rosato, our boss? Are you kidding? Ever hear her talk about rowing? Mary gestured at the walls of the conference room. One wall was glass, facing the elevator bank, but the end walls, of eggshell white, were decorated with Eakins prints of rowers on the Schuylkill River. Beside them hung photographs of Penn crews rowing past Boathouse Row, the bank of colorful boathouses lining the river. Shes boring as hell when she talks about rowing. Also golden retrievers. Im sick of golden retrievers because of Bennie. If she could put a golden retriever in a boat and row it around, shed have it made.

Judy stopped misfiling. If you actually got off your butt and did a sport, youd understand why Bennie likes to talk about hers. As for the dog stuff, I see that too. Bears a good dog. Ive been baby-sitting him for a week and hes fun.

Good. Have a great time, just dont tell me about it. Or show me dog pictures.

You like dogs.

No, I like ravioli, and Im still pissed that you screwed up our files.

Judy ignored it. My family had Labs and goldens growing up and they were great. Im thinking about getting a puppy.

Wonderful. See it between trials. Pat it on the head. The phone rang on the oak credenza, and Mary looked over. Do I have to get that?

Of course. Judy gathered a stack of folders and dumped them into an empty accordion. Im busy wreaking havoc, and youre closer.

But its after hours.




The phone rang again, and Judy scowled. Get it, Mare.

No. Im beat. The voice-mails on.

Brring! Get it! Judy said. Youll feel guilty if you dont. Dont you feel guilty already?

Shame on you, guilt-tripping a Catholic. How low will you go? Mary grabbed the receiver. Rosato & Associates  Im sorry, Bennies out of the country for the entire month. Yes, there are associates of hers here. She slipped a small, manicured hand over the phone and caught Judys eye. Man needs a criminal defense lawyer. Should I tell him wrong number?

Very funny. Ask him what the charge is. So Mary asked, and Judy read the hue of her friends face. Tell him well take it, she said quickly, but Marys brown eyes flared in alarm.

A murder case? You and me? By ourselves? We cant do that! We dont have permission, we dont have authority, we dont have expertise, we dont have any of the stuff youre supposed to

Well apologize later. Tell him yes.

But we dont know what were doing. Marys hand stiffened over the receiver. Weve only done two murder cases and in one we almost got murdered.

I thought you grew up last case.

Two steps forward, one step back.

You told me you werent afraid anymore.

I lied. I was born afraid.

Tell him well take it, dufus! Judy dropped the file and crossed to the credenza. Gimme that phone.

No! Mary clutched the receiver to her chest. We cant do it! Were not smart enough!

Speak for yourself, Judy said, and snatched the phone away.




Ten minutes later, they were in a cab jostling down Market Street toward the Roundhouse. The rain had stopped, but the streets were wet and the gutters full of cold, rushing water. Leftover Christmas garlands wreathing the streetlights blew in the wind, and the lights from the Marriott, The Gallery mall, and the shops lining Market reflected on the slick asphalt in colored orbs, like Christmas lights. To Mary, the city seemed shut down, with everybody recovering from the winter holidays. Even the cab driver was unusually quiet, but Mary and Judy more than made up for him. They had yammered since they left the office. Only God knew how many trial strategies, settlement conferences, and oral arguments had been discussed in the backseats of the citys cabs. By now cabbies could have law degrees, set up practice, and improve the entire profession.

Mary slumped in her trench coat. Ive never tried a murder case, first-chair.

So what? We were second-chair to Bennie.

He called Bennie, Mary said.

No, he didnt. He called the firm. You and me have more criminal experience than anybody at the firm except her.

Two criminal trials? Please. This is bait-and-switch, with lawyers instead of air conditioners.

So tell him. Judy shrugged, the gesture buried in a white down coat that encircled her like a sugar-frosted doughnut. Let the man make his choice. He wants another lawyer, he can get one.

I will tell him, Mary said, as if Judy had disagreed. She looked out the window and watched the city sleep. How did we get into this?

We like to have fun.




I hate fun. I hate rowing and goldens and fun of all sorts.

Buck up, Mare. We can handle it. Just use your common sense. Now, whod Newlin kill? Allegedly?

Mary blushed, suddenly glad it was dark in the cab. Uh, I dont know. I didnt ask.

Smooth move. Judy laughed, but Mary didnt.

You couldve asked him.

I thought you knew already.

Mary closed her eyes, briefly. Im not competent to do this. Im screwing up before I meet the client. Is that even possible?

Its a land speed record, Judy answered, without rancor. You and me, we get it done, dont we?

Mary couldnt smile. Malpractice wasnt funny, and murder even less so. She looked out the window as the cab pulled up at the Roundhouse. The rain began to fall again, a freezing downpour, and somehow Mary wasnt completely surprised.
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Paige Newlin had finally stopped crying and snuggled against the chest of her boyfriend, Trevor, in the folds of his gray Abercrombie sweater. It was scratchier than her own cashmere sweater set, but she needed the comfort. Paige was still tweaking, trying to come down from the drugs. It was the first time she had tried crystal and she never thought it would make her so crazy. It felt like shed been electrocuted, super-charged. She had hoped it would get her through dinner with her parents. She had been wrong. Her head was still a mess. MTV was on the flat TV across the living room, but Paige could barely focus on the screen.

She shivered though the elegant apartment was warm and the white couch cushy with goose feathers. She had a body that could only have belonged to a young model; rope-slim in a black sweater set and black stretch jeans that made her long legs look like licorice sticks. She had impossibly narrow hips and high, small breasts. Her crying jag had left her azure-blue eyes glistening with tears, tinged her upturned nose pink at its tip, and caused her soft, overlarge mouth to tilt downward.





Youre still shivering a little, Trevor said, holding her on the sofa. Trevor Olanski was a tall, strapping young man with thick, wavy black hair, round greenish eyes, and now, a troubled frown. His jeans were sliced lengthwise down the thigh and he wore brown Doc Martens. You want me to turn up the heat, or get you a blanket?

Its taking too long to come down, Trev. Paige fingered her long ponytail, a deep red color and straight as a line. The ponytail was her trademark, the signature look that her mother thought would put her over the top. Her mother. What had happened? Paiges head was pounding. I dont need a blanket, I need more Special K.

No, youve taken too much already. Get hugged instead. Trevor held her closer, which she liked, though she kept eyeing his black Jansport book bag on the coffee table in front of them. Out of the unzipped partition had slid his algebra book, a graphing calculator, and a clear vial of Special K. Ketamine, a veterinary tranquilizer that was supposed to mellow her out from the crystal.

More K would help, Trev. With the hug. Like a side order.

Be patient, honey. You were so high, it takes time. Thats how crystal is.

You shouldve told me that.

I did. You insisted, remember?

Oh, yes, maybe you did. I dont remember. Paiges thoughts jumbled together like colored glass in a kaleidoscope, and her muscles relaxed with the K. I still cant deal with what happened. With my mother.

Dont think about that now. Youve been through too much tonight, way too much. Trevor cuddled her in his arms. You want something to drink? Some water or something?





No.

How about I turn the TV off? Or make it louder? You like Pop-Up Video. Trevor gestured at the TV, but Paige still wasnt able to focus. It looked like Smash-mouth doing Dancing on the Sun, but it could have been any white guys jumping around in knit caps.

Nah, its okay.

Youre not hungry or anything? I can make grilled cheese.

Too fattening. Paige shook her head and felt the K finally cooling her out. The fight with her mother had been the worst one since shed moved out. She had been so angry, she had screamed at her mother. Then shed reached for the knife, on the table. No. She couldnt get the pictures out of her head. She felt chilled to the bone. Trev, cant I please have another bump?

I really dont think thats a good idea, babe.

I do. I think I need two.

Can you just relax and nod off? I can bring you something to drink.

Come on. Paige rolled her eyes. Just one more? Dont be so stingy.

Trevor sighed and gentled her back to the sofa. All right, but one is enough. I dont want you to overdo it. He leaned over the coffee table, picked up the vial, and screwed off the black lid. He rummaged through his pencil case to find a Bic pen and used it to scoop powder from the vial. Just one more. Thats it.

Paige nodded, but couldnt think clearly. It was all too terrible. She had known the dinner meeting was going to be bad, but it had gone way too far. Her mother dead. The bloody knife hot and slippery in Paiges hand. She had dropped it and started crying.





Here we go, Trevor said, handing her the pen cap with the K, and she raised it to her nose and snorted, one nostril then the other, and inhaled deeply. Her brain clouded instantly and she dropped the pen cap. She wanted to ask; she didnt want to ask:

Trev, did I  did I  really do it?

Honey, why are you asking me? His green eyes looked confused. Dont you know?

No, I guess, I dont remember. The crystal. I remember some of it, but not all. Paige felt sick inside. It couldnt be true, but it was. She hated her mother. She had dreamed her dead a thousand times. I remember the knife, and her screaming.

Lets not talk right now. Im worried youre gonna get a migraine.

No, I want to know.

Okay. Trevor sighed and rubbed her shoulder. Well, she started in on you about not gaining weight, something about retaining water, whatever that is. He sighed heavily. And you started yelling at her and when you told her, she hit you and kicked you. You remember that, dont you?

Yes. Paige tried to remember the scene. She saw herself on the floor of the dining room, rolling away from her mothers foot. She kicked me, okay, and yelled. She wouldnt stop.

I tried to pull her off you but I couldnt. Then, well, it was like you just went crazy. You went after her. Trevors voice grew hushed. I never saw you like that. Youve never been like that. You were completely out of control. You were raging. It was like it got to you all at once or something, and you picked up the knife. Remember the knife, from the table?





Yes. Paige shut her eyes to the memory. The knife. It was the knife they always used for filet. How could she have done this? Killed her mother? Was she crazy? Was she a horrible person? How could she do such a thing? She shouldnt have done the crystal. She burst into new tears, and Trevor held her close again as she sobbed. Oh my God, I cant believe it. My own mother. I  killed her.

Dont think about it, now. Just relax. His arms encircled her shoulders, wrapping her in a warm, woolly cocoon. Its not your fault. Shes been so miserable to you. You couldnt help it.

Paige listened to his quiet words as the K finally came on. Her breathing slowed. The craziness of the crystal disappeared. Calm crept through her body. Her emotions grew remote, as if they didnt belong to her, but her eyes still stung from crying and she couldnt breathe through her nose. She imagined she looked like hell. Shed studied her face like other kids study French. Trevor massaged her shoulders, loosening the muscles, easing the pressure on her head. Once he had prevented a migraine, just by giving her a massage. He took better care of her than her mother ever had.

Thats it, thats my girl, he said, kneading her shoulder.

Paige heard him but her attention was focused on the pictures in her mind, filtering through her consciousness. Not a kaleidoscope anymore, but a book of photographs, one after the other, as if she were thumbing through her own portfolio. Her face in soft light. In backlight. With too little sleep or too many drugs. She was floating now.





You all right? Trevors hands moved to her nape, slipping under her hair. You better?

Definitely, Paige heard herself whisper. The photos in her mind portfolio morphed into her mother. Her mother in Mikimoto pearls. In DKNY sunglasses. With Este Lauder eye cream. Her mother was a collection of brand names. Paige smiled inside, drifting. She looked like her mother, everyone said so. Her mothers eye cream evaporated and her blue eyes became Paiges blue eyes. Then her mothers face got younger and younger and turned black.

Babe, you there? Anybody home?

Paige nodded, smoothing her cheeks to relax them, like her mother had taught her. Her mother was never a model; she was a deb. Her mother had made her into a model. When she was little, she was in diaper ads, then newspaper layouts and catalog work. This year, her mother was trying to get them a shot in YM magazine. A sudden fear disturbed Paiges floating. What if the police are on their way? I mean, theyll be looking for me.

No, they wont. Dont worry. Trevor held her closer. They dont know you exist. You dont even live there anymore. How would they even find you?

Youre right, they cant. Paige squeezed his arm and it felt like an oak tree. What would she do without him? She got that giddy feeling, kind of horny, that she sometimes got with K. I love you, Trev.

I love you, too. Were gonna get through this together.

Paige looked up at him with gratitude. She remembered that he had made her wash up after, at a gas station on the way home. He had told her to get the knife but shed forgotten it, and he hadnt even yelled. Im worried about the knife, Trev. Can they get fingerprints from it, like on TV?





No, I dont think so. They have to match them to fingerprints they have on file, I think. They dont have your fingerprints at the police station. Youve never been arrested or anything.

What do we do if the cops come? she asked, but the question sounded like it came from someone else. Someone inside was asking; whoever kept you breathing in and out. She had learned it from her science tutor before winter break; the automatic nervous system? I mean, what do I say? I was supposed to have dinner at my parents.

The cops dont know that, and if they do, just say you were supposed to go over but you didnt. Maybe you can say you had a migraine.

But what if somebody saw me leave? Paige closed her eyes and leaned her head back in the soft chair, the drug overwhelming her fear. That pimply guy at the desk or one of my neighbors?

It was the old guy at the desk and he was dozin again. I didnt sign in, and nobody was out in this weather. Besides, this place has three hundred apartments. Nobody notices what you and I do.

What if they arrest me? Paige said the words, but it didnt seem like it could really happen. Not to her. Nothing could happen to her. She was above the clouds. What if  they put me in jail?

Why would they even suspect you? As far as the cops know, you havent seen your mother all day. The last time you saw her was yesterday at the Bonner shoot. Shed been drinking again, you said.





Like tonight. Her mother had been wasted when Paige got home. Then screaming, fighting. When Paige had picked up the knife, her mother had dropped her glass. Scotch had flown from the tumbler in a golden rope, like a noose. Then Paige realized something. Wait. What about my father?

Your father?

Sure. He must have come home and found her. He was supposed to be at dinner. Paige had almost forgotten about him because he hadnt been in her life much until this past year. Her mother had managed her, and her father had his work. He used to spend all his time handling the familys legal matters, until Paige had finally told him shed had enough of her mother and wanted to move out. It was like it woke him up. I called him today at work, and he said hed be there. He even said to leave you home, to come alone to dinner. I told him I would. He said he would see me at seven.

So your father comes home and sees your mother on the floor. What will he do?

I dont know, how am I supposed to know? Paige heard her voice get high as a little kids. It kept her out of commercials and her voice coach hadnt been able to get her to lower her register. It drove her mother crazy.

Will he think you did it?

Maybe, she said slowly, and Trevor looked worried for her.

Will he turn you in?

Paige didnt know her father very well, but she knew the answer. Never, she said.
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The interview room in the basement of the Roundhouse was rectangular and airless, a dingy bank of cubicles where attorneys met with clients. Grimy wood paneling covered the walls, which were plastered with curling notices in English and Spanish. The no smoking sign bore a cigarette burn, the ceiling sagged around the brown water stain in the corner, and the blue-gray paint on the interview cubicles was covered with pen marks. Phone numbers tattooed its surface and the largest scrawling read GLORIA LOVES SMOKEY, TLF.

There were no other lawyers there except Mary and Judy, and they sat on one side of a smudgy sheet of bulletproof plastic while Jack Newlin was brought in on the other. He was so attractive that Mary felt herself straighten involuntarily when she saw him. Newlin was tall, broad-shouldered, and well built; comfortable with himself in an attractive way and handsome but for the anxiety straining his features. A furrowed brow hooded light blue eyes and crows-feet wrinkled their corners, tugging his expression down into a frown. His full mouth was a flat line, and a shadow the color of driftwood marred his strong jaw. But Jack Newlin was a man who wore even stubble well. He reminded Mary of Kevin Costner, only smart.






Thanks for coming, ladies, Newlin said, sitting down. Handcuffs linked his wrists in front of him against a white paper jumpsuit. But you both really didnt have to bother. I only need one lawyer. Which of you answered the telephone?

We both talked to you, Mary answered. She introduced herself, then Judy to her right. For a murder case, we work as a team.

I appreciate that, but I wont be needing a team. Who did I talk to first on the phone? Was that you, Mary?

Uh, yes. Mary looked at Judy, who gave her a go-ahead nod. Still Mary didnt want to go ahead. But I cant handle this case alone, Mr. Newlin. I dont have much experience with homicide cases, not as much as Bennie Rosato or lots of other lawyers in town.

Newlin smiled easily. First, please call me Jack. Secondly, you answered my questions honestly on the phone, as you are now, and I dont need a lawyer with decades of experience. I want you to be my lawyer.

Mary felt her neck flush at the praise. That it came from a total hunk gave her a charge she couldnt quite ignore. Mr. Newlin, Jack

This will be a simple case. I wont need much fire-power. I intend to plead guilty. The truth is, I killed my wife. I did it.

Mary fell momentarily speechless. Had she heard him right? His words hung between them in the air. You did it? she repeated, in shock.

Yes. The police questioned me and I told them everything. I confessed.

Mary met his gaze, and though she had never looked into the eyes of a murderer, she didnt expect them to be so gorgeous. Of course, Ted Bundy had gorgeous eyes, too. Maybe gorgeous eyes should be on the killer profile. Slow up a minute, she said, trying to get her bearings. You spoke to the police? Why?





I was wrong, I guess. Disoriented. Thought I could answer a few questions and be done with it. I know it was stupid. I called them from the scene. Maybe it was the Scotch.

Scotch? Mary would never have pegged him for a drinker.

Maybe its best if I tell you what happened, from the beginning?

Hold on, are you drunk now?

No. Hardly.

Were you drunk when you spoke to the police?

Not at all. I had only a few drinks.

How many?

Two, I think. I feel fine. Does it matter, legally?

Mary had no idea. Yes, it does. Thats why I asked. Now, go on, tell us what you told them. She fumbled for her briefcase and dug around for a ballpoint and a fresh legal pad. Let me just get it down, she said, uncapping her pen as he started to talk. She recorded everything he said while Judy listened silently. When he was finished, Mary asked, Did you tell all of this to the police?

Yes, I told them everything.

Did they read you your Miranda warnings?

Yes. They gave me a waiver sheet, too. Two sheets, which I signed and answered.

Mary glanced at Judy, who shook her head. Trouble. I think that means its a valid confession. Did they take down what you said?




Yes, and they videotaped me.

What else did they do? She knew only the TV basics of police procedure. The law according to Steven Bochco.

Fingerprinted me. Took a hair and skin sample. They took pictures of me, in my suit, and of my hands. Theres a cut on my hand from the knife. They took twelve pictures of it, I think. They took my clothes, because they had blood on them. They scraped samples of my wifes blood off my hands and clothes.

Mary was appalled, but hid it. Even a short legal career had perfected her false face. You had your wifes blood on you?

Yes. He glanced away, and Mary noticed that when he looked up, he didnt meet her eye. Also they wrote up a statement, but I didnt sign it.

Marys pen paused over the paper. I dont understand. You confessed, but you didnt sign the statement?

Yes, and I asked to call a lawyer.

Why confess, then call a lawyer?

I changed my mind. All of a sudden, I wasnt sure I should confess. I realized maybe I couldnt represent myself. I had thought I could handle it, being a lawyer myself, at Tribe.

Youre a lawyer at Tribe? she asked, shocked. Tribe & Wright was law-firm royalty, almost as pretentious as Stalling & Webb, where she and Judy used to work. Jack Newlin had to be very smart, so why had he acted so stupidly? And violently? It didnt square.

Yes, I head the estates department. After I told the police what had happened, they started asking me questions and I realized I was out of my depth. I wanted to talk to a criminal lawyer before I signed the confession. I figured I could plead guilty, and with a criminal lawyer, I could get the best deal.





Why did you talk to the police at all? As a lawyer, you had to know not to.

I was emotional, I was all over the place, but Im not expecting miracles from you. I dont expect you to get me off. As I said, Im fully prepared to plead guilty. His tone remained calm and even commanding, but his eyes seemed uneasy to Mary. His jaw clenched and unclenched, suggesting buried emotion.

Mr. Newlin, Jack, I see why you want to plea bargain. Theyll have a ton of evidence against you. But its kind of premature to talk about pleading anything now.

Why?

Mary didnt know. It seemed like common sense. Its common sense. Im not sure what kind of deal we can get you at this point. First, you confessed, and they have the videotape, so your bargaining power is already low. Secondly, you have a preliminary hearing coming up, which is where they have to prove they have enough evidence to hold you. She was remembering from her bar review course. Had the Constitution been amended when she wasnt looking? Why should we try to bargain before then? In the meantime, we can do our own investigation.

Your investigation?

We always do our own investigation for the defense. At least they had on Steere and Connolly, Marys universe of experience with murder cases.

But I told you what happened.

We have to learn about the evidence against you. For verification, Mary glanced at Judy, who smiled yes. We have to understand the prosecutions case against you with regard to degree and possible penalties. We need a colorable defense to threaten them with. We cant bargain from weakness.





Hear me, Mary. I want this over with now. Jacks mouth set in a firm line, and Mary frowned in confusion.

But its not usually the defendant who benefits from a rush to judgment, its the Commonwealth. Rushing hasnt helped you so far. If you had called us before you talked to the police, you wouldnt be in this predicament. Were talking about a possible death penalty, do you realize that?

He seemed to gloss over the statement. I want it over with because I want my family affected as little as possible. I have a daughter, Paige, a sixteen-year-old whos a model. Shes still got a career if this blows over quickly and quietly. She doesnt even know that her mother is dead. In fact, Id like you to go to Paiges apartment and tell her. I dont want her to hear it from TV or the police.

Her apartment? She doesnt live at home?

No. Paige has her own place. Her condo is right in Society Hill, its not far. Jack rattled off an address that Mary jotted down. Please go after were finished here. Can you imagine hearing the news from the police?

Mary met his gaze again, and his eyes focused intently, suddenly lucid with concern. Could someone who had killed his wife worry this much about their daughter? It was confounding. You want me to tell your daughter? Im not sure what to say.

Tell her everything. Tell her the truth. Tell her what I told you tonight.




I cant do that. What you told us is privileged.

Not as against her. I waive the privilege as against her.

You cant. Mary double-checked with Judy, who was already shaking her head no. It wouldnt be in your best interest. What if they called her as a witness at your trial?

What trial? Im going to plead guilty.

Damn. You cant be sure youll plead guilty and we have to preserve your options. Thats why I wont tell your daughter any more than necessary. Ill tell her that her mother is dead and that her father is being held by the police.

But I want Paige to know that Im owning up to what I did. I want her to know that as awful as I am, at least Im not so cowardly as to avoid responsibility for my crime. His strong jaw set solidly, but Mary noticed that small muscle near his ear was clenching again. Eyes and jaws, what did it mean? Anything? Nothing?

Fine, Ill tell her that youre considering a guilty plea, but thats it. The cops will probably leak that much by tomorrow morning. Agreed?

Agreed. Also, I have to ask you a personal favor, if I may. Jack looked plainly uncomfortable, which disarmed Mary. A handsome, wealthy killer who acted like a nice guy. Confusing, to say the least.

Sure, what?

Paige will be very upset about this news. If she is, would you stay with her awhile? She doesnt have many friends.

Yes, Mary answered, though it went without saying. But something didnt jibe. A pretty, rich girl, without friends? What was up with this family? What about her classmates? Where does she go to school?




Paige is not your typical sixteen-year-old. She looks adult, acts adult, and earns money like an adult. Shes privately schooled around her work schedule. She left most of her peer group behind a long time ago, and her boyfriend, at least this latest one, isnt much help. Just stay with her until she feels better and see if she wants to come see me. Id love to see her tonight and try to explain this to her.

Ill tell her that, too. Mary couldnt imagine the daughter wanting to see her father in these circumstances. She stood up and packed her pad and pen away. I think were finished here, for now. The next step for you is an arraignment, which is when they charge you formally and make a bail determination. I would guess theyll do that in the morning, but theres a chance that it could happen tonight. She glanced at Judy, who nodded. Judy will stay at the Roundhouse until I get back, in case they do. Do you have any questions? Mary stood up with her packed briefcase, and Jack smiled, which had the effect of making her feel like a grade school kid, her briefcase transformed into a school bag.

No questions at all. You did pretty well, he said, and she laughed, flushing, as she led Judy to the door.

Beginners luck. See you in the morning.

Take care of Paige, he said, and the slight crack in his voice made Mary pause.

Dont worry, she heard herself say, without understanding why.
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When a homicide as big as Honor Newlins happens in a city as small as Philadelphia, everybody knows about it right away. Emergency dispatch hears first, then homicide detectives, EMS drivers, reporters tuned to police scanners, the M.E., the crime labs, and the deputy police commissioners. Simultaneously the mayor, the police commissioner, and the district attorney get beeped, and the district attorney assigns the case as soon as the call comes in. The assignment, as crucial as it is, doesnt take much thought, because the result is preordained. In death, as in life, everybody has a pecking order; when a nobody gets killed, the case gets assigned to any one of a number of bright young district attorneys, all smart as hell and fungibly ambitious. But the murder of a woman the status of Honor Newlin, by a lawyer the status of Jack Newlin, could go to only one district attorney.

Go away, Dwight Davis said, picking up the phone.

Even though it was late, Davis was at his desk at the D.A.s office, putting the finishing touches on a brief. His desk was cluttered, the room harshly bright, and a Day-Glo blue jug of Gatorade sat forgotten on his desk. A marathon runner by hobby, Davis seemed hardwired never to tire. A constant current of nervous energy crackled though his body, and if he missed his daily run, he was unbearable. The secretaries had been known to throw his sneakers at him, a heavy hint to take off, since they thought Davis got away from work by running. They didnt know that when he ran, all he thought about, stride after stride, mile after mile, was work. Murder cases, crime scenes, and jury speeches fueled his longest and best workouts.






Youre shittin me, Davis said into the phone. At Tribe?

He often woke up with a legal argument on the tip of his tongue. He thought up his best closing arguments on the john. He told the funniest war stories in the D.A.s office and laughed the hardest at everyone elses. Nothing thrilled, intrigued, or delighted him as much as being a prosecutor. In short, he loved his job.

They got it on video? That, plus the nine-one-one tapes? Oh thats beautiful, thats just beautiful!

Davis burst into merry laughter. At what? At how the mighty had fallen? No, he wasnt mean. He was just happy. Happy to be alive, now, here, to draw the Newlin case. It was the reason he had turned down being promoted every time theyd offered it to him. The pay was better but he didnt want to process vacation requests, count sick days, hire secretaries, or fire paralegals. Why be a desk jockey when you can try cases? Why walk when you can run? And why try birdshit when you can try Jack Newlin?

They got the knife? They got his prints on the knife? Tell em to move their asses down there!

He couldnt stop smiling, he felt so good. The biggest case in the city, bar none, and Newlin had the bucks to hire the best. Competition thrilled Davis, and he had the best record in the office. Why did he win so much? The question engendered gossip, speculation, and jealousy among the other D.A.s. Some thought he won because he was decent-looking and juries loved him. Not a bad theory. Clear hazel eyes, thick black hair, a well-formed mouth, and a sinewy runners body. He was just under average height, but even his relative shortness worked in his favor; he managed to appeal to women jurors without threatening male jurors. But his looks werent why he won.





Whos on it from Two Squad? Brinkley, Kovich? Excellent! Davis ran a hand through his hair, cut short for convenience. Chief, dont let Diego anywhere near that house, you hear? The mans a loose cannon!

Other D.A.s thought Davis won because he worked his ass off. It was plausible, considering his hours. He lived the job and was there all the time; in the morning when others straggled in and at night when others staggered home. The life of a typical D.A. was a constant battle for time; it was almost impossible to try cases all day in court and still do the paperwork that had to get done, but Davis managed both. Of course, he had no personal life. His marriage didnt survive the first year and theyd had no children. He kept a small, empty apartment in town. He didnt even have a dog to run with. But his dedication wasnt why he won, either.

Whos Newlin got for representation? Dont tell me its a P.D., not with his money. Hey, I heard a good joke, Chiefwhat do a nun and a public defender have in common? Neither can get you off!

The reason Davis won was simple: he won because he loved to win. The man was a self-fulfilling prophecy with a briefcase. He won for the same reason that money comes to the rich and fortune to the lucky. Winning was his favorite thing in the world. Winning was what Davis did for fun.





Who? DiNunzio? Whats a DiNunzio?

He loved to win like a thoroughbred loves to race. As a little boy hed shoot the moon, playing hearts at the kitchen table, and as a college quarterback hed try the Hail Mary to the end zone. In court, he did anything he had to do to win, took whatever risks he had to take, and made whatever arguments he had to make. And it was precisely because he took those risks and made those arguments that they became the right risks and the right arguments and he won. Nor was Davis afraid of losing. He knew that losing was proof of being in the game. You couldnt win if you were afraid of losing.

Oh, oh, only one problem, Chief, he said suddenly. Bad news. I just realized something. I cant take the Newlin case. I cant take this case for you.

His expression sobered abruptly. His face fell into the lines of nascent middle age, a wrinkle that bracketed his full mouth and a tiny pitchfork that popped in the middle of his forehead. Something chased the delight from his keen eyes. His mouth drooped at the corners.

Why, you ask? Why cant I take the Newlin case, Chief? Ill tell you why. Because its too fuckin easy!

He howled with laughter as he hung up and threw his Bic pen at the dartboard hanging across from his desk. He didnt look to see where the pen had landed because it didnt matter. He rose quickly and grabbed a fresh legal pad, for that clean-slate feeling. Davis didnt have time for games.

He was on his way to a murder scene.
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