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            Epigraph

         
         
            Now, Sir Thomas, you stand upon your silence. . . . But, Gentlemen of the Jury, there are many kinds of silence. Consider
               first the silence of a man when he is dead. Let us say we go into a room where he is lying . . . and we listen. What do we
               hear? Silence. What does it betoken, this silence? Nothing. This is silence, pure and simple. But consider another case. . . .
            

            —Thomas Cromwell, prosecutor, trial of Sir Thomas More for treason, July 1, 1535*

         

         
            *as portrayed in Robert Bolt, A Man for All Seasons, act 2
            

         

         
      
   
      
         Contents

         
            	Cover

            	Title Page

            	Dedication

            	Epigraph

            	Contents

            	Prologue

            	Chapter 1

            	Chapter 2

            	Chapter 3

            	Chapter 4

            	Chapter 5

            	Chapter 6

            	Chapter 7

            	Chapter 8

            	Chapter 9

            	Chapter 10

            	Chapter 11

            	Chapter 12

            	Chapter 13

            	Chapter 14

            	Chapter 15

            	Chapter 16

            	Chapter 17

            	Chapter 18

            	Chapter 19

            	Chapter 20

            	Chapter 21

            	Chapter 22

            	Chapter 23

            	Chapter 24

            	Chapter 25

            	Chapter 26

            	Chapter 27

            	Chapter 28

            	Chapter 29

            	Chapter 30

            	Chapter 31

            	Chapter 32

            	Chapter 33

            	Chapter 34

            	Chapter 35

            	Chapter 36

            	Chapter 37

            	Chapter 38

            	Chapter 39

            	Chapter 40

            	Chapter 41

            	Chapter 42

            	Chapter 43

            	Chapter 44

            	Chapter 45

            	Chapter 46

            	Chapter 47

            	Chapter 48

            	Chapter 49

            	Chapter 50

            	Chapter 51

            	Chapter 52

            	Epilogue

            	Acknowledgments

            	About the Author

            	Also by James Grippando

            	Copyright

            	About the Publisher

         

      


	v

	vi

	vii

	1

	2

	3

	4

	5

	6

	7

	8

	9

	10

	11

	12

	13

	14

	15

	16

	17

	18

	19

	20

	21

	22

	23

	24

	25

	26

	27

	28

	29

	30

	31

	32

	33

	34

	35

	36

	37

	38

	39

	40

	41

	42

	43

	44

	45

	46

	47

	48

	49

	50

	51

	52

	53

	54

	55

	56

	57

	58

	59

	60

	61

	62

	63

	64

	65

	66

	67

	68

	69

	70

	71

	72

	73

	74

	75

	76

	77

	78

	79

	80

	81

	82

	83

	84

	85

	86

	87

	88

	89

	90

	91

	92

	93

	94

	95

	96

	97

	98

	99

	100

	101

	102

	103

	104

	105

	106

	107

	108

	109

	110

	111

	112

	113

	114

	115

	116

	117

	118

	119

	120

	121

	122

	123

	124

	125

	126

	127

	128

	129

	130

	131

	132

	133

	134

	135

	136

	137

	138

	139

	140

	141

	142

	143

	144

	145

	146

	147

	148

	149

	150

	151

	152

	153

	154

	155

	156

	157

	158

	159

	160

	161

	162

	163

	164

	165

	166

	167

	168

	169

	170

	171

	172

	173

	174

	175

	176

	177

	178

	179

	180

	181

	182

	183

	184

	185

	186

	187

	188

	189

	190

	191

	192

	193

	194

	195

	196

	197

	198

	199

	200

	201

	202

	203

	204

	205

	206

	207

	208

	209

	210

	211

	212

	213

	214

	215

	216

	217

	218

	219

	220

	221

	222

	223

	224

	225

	226

	227

	228

	229

	230

	231

	232

	233

	234

	235

	236

	237

	238

	239

	240

	241

	242

	243

	244

	245

	246

	247

	248

	249

	250

	251

	252

	253

	254

	255

	256

	257

	258

	259

	260

	261

	262

	263

	264

	265

	266

	267

	268

	269

	270

	271

	272

	273

	274

	275

	276

	277

	278

	279

	280

	281

	282

	283

	284

	285

	286

	287

	288

	289

	290

	291

	292

	293

	294

	295

	296

	297

	298

	299

	300

	301

	302

	303

	304

	305

	306

	307

	308

	309

	310

	311

	312

	313

	314

	315

	316

	317

	318

	319

	320

	321

	322

	323

	324

	325

	326

	327

	328

	329

	330

	331

	332

	333

	334

	335

	336

	337

	338

	339

	340

	341

	342

	ii

	iv




      
         Guide

         
            	Cover

            	Contents

            	Prologue

         

      
   
      
      
      
         
            Prologue

         
         Avery was officially off the list of baby names.
         

         
         Helena had known it was a boy since the first sonogram. The big day was just three weeks away, and her list of names, covering
            virtually the entire alphabet, had been narrowed down to two. The final cut was made with the first named storm of the season
            that was bearing down on Florida’s east coast. Miamians were still clinging to the hope that Hurricane Avery would turn north
            in the next twenty-four hours—nothing against their friends in Fort Lauderdale and Palm Beach—but Helena took it as a sign.
         

         
         “Austen,” she now said. “His name will be Austen Mikhail Pollard.”

         
         Helena was outside the Miami Conservatory in ninety-degree heat with a handful of volunteers. They were making the seventy-year-old
            dance studio “hurricane-ready”—shuttering windows, bringing potted plants inside, and clearing the alley of discarded bottles
            and other loose items that could become missiles in hundred-mile-per-hour winds.
         

         
         “Mikhail?” her friend Sylvia asked. “Where did that name come from?”

         
         Helena smiled. The conservatory relied on volunteers to stay afloat, and Sylvia was most generous to donate her services as part-time bookkeeper to a half-dozen not-for-profits, from the conservatory to the zoo, which meant that she knew as much about dance as she did about orangutans. Helena had danced into her early thirties with the Miami City Ballet before joining the conservatory as an instructor. Her late grandmother was a Russian-trained soloist who had defected to the United States after the most famous male dancer of all time had come to America. Helena was often compared to her grandmother, from her beautiful face and slender neck to her long legs and perfect feet. 

         
         “Mikhail Baryshnikov,” said Helena. “Austen is going to be a dancer.”

         
         Sylvia’s husband was at the top of a ten-foot ladder, bolting an aluminum shutter onto a second-floor window. “I didn’t know
            you were pregnant, Helena. Congratulations.”
         

         
         Helena laid a hand on her flat stomach, hardened by years of dancing. “I’m not. Owen and I are adopting.”

         
         Sylvia helped her husband climb down and wiped the sweat from his brow. “Owen seems more like the soccer-dad type,” she said.
            “Does he know his son is going to be a ballet dancer?”
         

         
         “He’ll know soon enough,” Helena said ruefully.

         
         Just then, as if on cue, Owen’s car pulled into the alley. It screeched to a halt so quickly that the front bumper nearly
            kissed the pavement, adding a sense of urgency to his unexpected arrival. Owen jumped out from behind the wheel and went to
            his wife.
         

         
         “We have to go now, Helena! The baby’s coming!”

         
         Helena froze. “It’s too soon!”

         
         “It’s the storm,” said Owen. “Something to do with the drop in barometric pressure. The hospitals are overflowing with women
            in their ninth month.”
         

         
         Helena was suddenly unable to speak or move, overcome with joy and panic.

         
         “Go, girl!” Sylvia told her.

         
         It was all the encouragement she needed. Helena ran to the car. Owen opened the passenger-side door for her, something he
            never did, but maybe it was his “father to be” instinct kicking in. He hurried around to the driver’s side, and they were
            off as quickly as Owen had arrived.
         

         
         “You’re going the wrong way!” said Helena.

         
         They were speeding north on the busy divided highway toward downtown Miami, away from South Miami Hospital. One of the many
            things Helena and her parents had paid in advance for was a birthing suite at a private hospital.
         

         
         “Every maternity ward south of Palm Beach is packed,” Owen told her. “South Miami didn’t have a bed, so they sent them to Jackson.” 

         
         Jackson Memorial Hospital was the nation’s third-largest public hospital. Patients came from all over for world-class treatment
            at the University of Miami cancer center, the transplant institute, the National Parkinson’s Foundation, and other renowned
            programs. As a public hospital, Jackson turned away no one, so it also drew floods of patients from Miami’s poorest neighborhoods,
            especially in times of public emergency—everything from the deadly Overtown riots in the 1990s to Hurricane Avery today.
         

         
         “This should be interesting,” Helena said with trepidation. Then she glanced over her shoulder. “Where’s the car seat?”

         
         “It’s at home.”

         
         “Home? What kind of parents show up at the hospital for the birth of their baby without a car seat?”
         

         
         “Helena, relax. We’re not bringing the baby home today. Probably not even tomorrow, if this storm hits. We can come back with
            the car seat when he’s ready to come home.”
         

         
         “I’m not leaving that hospital without our baby,” she said.

         
         She knew she sounded unreasonable, maybe even paranoid. But no one could blame her. She and Owen had been down this road twice
            before, and twice the adoption had fallen through in the third trimester, one so late that Helena had already embroidered
            the name on a pillow and decorated the nursery. Pile on three miscarriages and thousands of dollars spent on unsuccessful
            fertility treatments, and Helena couldn’t handle another disappointment.
         

         
         Owen reached across the console and held her hand. “Everything is going to be okay.”

         
         “You promise?”

         
         “Yes. Promise.”

         
         It took twenty minutes to reach Jackson and almost that long to find a parking space. They hurried through the double doors at the main entrance, cut across the busy lobby, and got in line behind two pregnant women who were ahead of them at the registration desk. Neither appeared to be in labor, but the Florida Department of Health was advising all women near their due date to go to a hospital no later than four hours before Hurricane Avery made landfall. The eye of the storm was at least eighteen hours away—and Avery could still make a merciful turn north—but nervous mothers-to-be were already pouring in. Helena was nearly about to burst by the time they reached the head of the line. 

         
         “We’re here to see Elle Carpenter,” Helena told the woman at the desk.

         
         “She arrived here in labor about two hours ago,” added Owen.

         
         “I’m sorry, but we are not allowing any visitors other than a designated birthing partner in the maternity ward. The hurricane
            warning has put us way beyond capacity.”
         

         
         “We’re not visitors,” said Helena. “We’re the parents. Elle is a teenager. We’re adopting.”

         
         “I see,” said the receptionist. “That sounds like it would be an exception. But administration told me ‘no visitors, no exceptions.’”

         
         “Please, we’ve waited so long for this,” said Helena.

         
         “Which adoption agency are you using?”

         
         They’d worked with an agency before, and both times the biological mother had changed her mind. Elle and her mother had come
            to them through Owen’s business partner. “There’s no agency. It’s a private adoption.”
         

         
         “Can I see the contract?”

         
         Helena looked at her husband. “Owen, did you bring the contract?”

         
         “It’s on file at South Miami Hospital,” he said, and then to the receptionist: “That’s where the baby was supposed to be born,
            before the storm came.”
         

         
         The receptionist sighed. “I’m sorry, but—”

         
         “Wait!” said Helena. “I have it on my phone.”

         
         She pulled up the email attachment from their lawyer, handed her phone with her driver’s license to the receptionist, and
            then added one last plea in desperation.
         

         
         “I’m begging you,” said Helena. “This has been five years of misery.”

         
         It took only a minute for the response to come, but it felt much longer to Helena.

         
         “Elle Carpenter is in room four thirteen. I can’t promise they won’t ask you to leave when you get upstairs, but congratulations.”

         
         Helena thanked her during the eternity it took for a machine to print out access badges for them, and they rushed to the first
            available elevator.
         

         
         Overcrowded did not begin to describe what they saw as the elevator doors parted on the maternity ward. The hallways were lined with
            pregnant women. Some were in wheelchairs or on gurneys. A few were seated in chairs borrowed from the waiting room. Others
            walked with no apparent destination in mind, breathing in deeply, breathing out slowly. Overworked nurses hurried from patient
            to patient. A cacophonous mix of English, Spanish, and Creole, punctuated by the sudden cry of a newborn from a birthing suite,
            made it difficult for Helena and Owen to hear each other speak.
         

         
         “It’s worse than I-95 at five p.m. on a Friday,” said Helena.

         
         The hub of activity was a four-sided, centralized nursing station, which was surrounded by rooms and suites. Hallways to more
            rooms fed into the station like the spokes of a wheel. Helena and Owen started toward the nurse behind the desk, but a woman
            cut through the crowd and stopped them. Helena hadn’t seen Elle’s mother since the signing of the adoption contract. Serena
            Carpenter pulled them aside and into the crowded waiting room.
         

         
         “So glad I found you,” said Serena.

         
         “Is everything okay?” asked Helena.

         
         “The delivery could not have gone better.”

         
         Helena’s heart nearly skipped a beat. “He’s here?”

         
         “Born about an hour ago. Nine pounds, six ounces.”

         
         Helena hugged her husband, and she wiped away a tear as she broke their embrace.

         
         “Can I see him?” asked Helena.

         
         Serena hesitated. “I’m afraid we need to talk about that.”

         
         Helena heard the words, but it was as if they didn’t quite register. They’d received every possible assurance that the adoption
            would go through. Elle had even asked Helena what name she intended to give the baby, so that Elle could talk to him by name
            in the womb. If only Helena had been able to make up her mind.
         

         
         You and your indecision, she told herself. This is your own fault. Again.

         
         “What’s there to talk about?” asked Helena.

         
         “I’m so sorry. Elle says she wants to keep her baby.”

         
         The words hit Helena like a sledgehammer. It was the biological mother’s legal right to change her mind at any time in the
            process. In fact, according to the Pollards’ lawyer, a mother couldn’t consent to the adoption until forty-eight hours after
            the birth. Helena knew the rules all too well. She needed to sit, but there was no place. Owen practically had to hold her
            up.
         

         
         “Can I speak to Elle?” asked Helena.

         
         “I don’t think that would be a good idea,” said Serena.

         
         “Are you in agreement with this decision?” asked Owen.

         
         Serena breathed in and out. “Honestly, no. I still think the best thing for everyone is for this adoption to happen.”

         
         “Is there anything you can do?” asked Helena.

         
         Serena sighed again. “I’ll talk to her. Let’s see what it would take for Elle to change her mind back. Maybe we can work something
            out.”
         

         
         “Thank you,” said Helena, her voice quaking. “Thank you so much.”

         
         Serena turned and headed down the hallway, toward the birthing suites.

         
         “I can’t believe this is happening again,” said Helena.

         
         “It hasn’t happened yet.”

         
         “Her mother just told us she’s changed her mind.”

         
         “She’s a confused teenager who gave birth less than an hour ago. Elle heard the baby cry, watched the nurses clean him up, maybe even looked into his eyes. I don’t mean to sound harsh, but maybe she’ll come back around after some separation time, once the baby’s no longer in the room with her. They probably just took him to the nursery.” 

         
         “Let’s go there,” said Helena. “We can see him through the glass.”

         
         “That’s probably not a good idea,” said Owen, but Helena was off before he could finish his sentence.

         
         Helena followed the directional signs around the nursing station to another hallway. On the other side of the window, in two
            rows of bassinets, lay a baker’s dozen of earth’s newest arrivals wrapped in the familiar striped blanket that every maternity
            hospital in America seemed to use. A handful of new fathers were standing at the window, recording video on their smartphones.
         

         
         “That’s him,” Helena said, indicating.

         
         “How can you tell?” asked Owen.

         
         Each bassinet had a name card, but they were too far away to read them. “I just know,” said Helena.

         
         Serena was suddenly standing right behind them. “Good news, all.”

         
         Helena turned. “Please tell me she changed her mind.”

         
         “Elle is willing to go through with the adoption on one condition.”

         
         Helena brought a hand to her mouth to keep from shrieking. “Name it.”

         
         “It seems so silly, I’m almost embarrassed to say.”

         
         “I’m sure it’s fine,” said Helena. “Whatever it is, we’ll do it.”

         
         “So, Elle has only one worldly possession of any value. It means a lot to her. And she wants the baby to have it.”

         
         “What?”

         
         “Her gold toe ring.”

         
         Helena started to laugh, then caught herself. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to laugh. I’m just so relieved. We’ll happily keep
            it with all the baby’s keepsakes.”
         

         
         “Well, like I said, that ring is the only thing of value Elle owns. I was hoping that, in fairness, you might consider . . .”

         
         The pause was curious.

         
         “Consider what?” asked Helena.

         
         “Buying it from her.”

         
         “Buying it?” asked Owen.

         
         Helena heard his skepticism, and she was quick to shut it down. “Of course we’ll buy it. How much?”

         
         “It’s very valuable.”

         
         “How much?” asked Helena.
         

         
         “Two hundred fifty thousand dollars should do it.”

         
         Helena’s response caught in her throat.

         
         “You’re a fucking thief!” said Owen.

         
         “Mr. Pollard, please!” she said with a heavy dose of indignation. “You’re dropping f-bombs in a maternity ward? Right in front
            of my grandson? My biological grandson over whom you have no legal rights?”
         

         
         Helena interceded, trying a more conciliatory tone with the woman holding all the cards. “Serena, could you give me a moment
            with my husband, please?”
         

         
         Serena was locked in a stare-down with Owen, which added to the tension between them.

         
         “I’ll check on my daughter. But I’ll need an answer when I come back.” Serena turned and left them alone at the window.

         
         Helena spoke in a harsh whisper. “Can you please get control of yourself, Owen? You’re going to blow up this whole thing.”

         
         “I’m blowing it up?” he asked, incredulous. “This woman is crazy. We’ve covered Elle’s living expenses, her medical bills, and
            the costs of adoption. Legally, that’s all the adoptive parents can do. Buying a baby is a felony.”
         

         
         “No one is asking us to buy a baby. They’re selling us a toe ring.”

         
         “That’s total bullshit, and you know it. Any prosecutor with half a brain would call this what it is: two hundred fifty thousand
            dollars for Elle’s baby.”
         

         
         “Think of how much we’ve already spent trying to get pregnant. Where has it gotten us? I’m thirty-eight years old, Owen. The
            odds just keep getting worse.”
         

         
         “I’m an FBI agent. I should be arresting this woman, not paying her money.”

         
         “Well, if you’re going to arrest her, you need to cuff me too.”

         
         “What are you talking about?”

         
         Helena breathed out. “This is the second time she’s pulled this stunt about Elle changing her mind. I paid her ten thousand
            dollars two months ago.”
         

         
         “Damn it, Helena. No wonder she’s so brazen. She’s got us now. You already committed a felony.”

         
         “People pay six figures for a gestational carrier. What makes them right and us criminals?”

         
         “That’s not at all the same thing. Stop rationalizing. You’re not thinking clearly.”

         
         Helena peered into the nursery through the glass, her gaze drifting across the newborns in their bassinets until, finally,
            she locked on to the one.
         

         
         “This is the closest we’ve come to a family,” she said in a distant voice. “The closest we’ll ever come.”
         

         
         Owen didn’t answer right away. “Let’s put aside for the moment that it’s a crime. How do you expect me to come up with a quarter
            million dollars, just like that?”
         

         
         Helena looked him in the eye. “I’m not leaving this hospital without our baby.”

         
         “That’s the second time you’ve said those words since we arrived at the hospital.”

         
         “Thank you, Owen.”

         
         “For what?”

         
         She kissed him. “Paying attention.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 1

         
         
            Six Years Later

         

         It was almost midnight.

         
         Helena was alone in the living room, seated in the armchair facing an empty, never-been-used fireplace. The bay window was
            alight with the swirl of police beacons in the driveway. Helena felt numb, as her gaze followed flashes of red and blue light
            cutting across the white walls. Chantilly-lace white. She’d had those walls painted and repainted six times before settling
            on the exact shade of white she liked. Back then, Owen would have let her sample the decorator’s entire color spectrum to
            make her happy. Decorating their home had become her go-to diversion to cheer herself up after one failed attempt at pregnancy
            after another. The adoption had ended that silliness and made her the happiest mother in Miami.
         

         
         For a time.

         
         A detective from the Miami-Dade Police Department came down the stairs and stopped at the entrance to the living room. Osborne
            was his name. He was a large man with a deep voice that sounded even deeper in the dimly lit room.
         

         
         “Excuse me, Mrs. Pollard. The forensic team will be upstairs in the bedroom for a little while longer. But I just want to
            confirm a few details,” he said as he retrieved his pen and pad from his coat pocket. “You said you were at your mother’s
            house, in Fort Lauderdale, all day, and your husband called you on your cell around . . . what time did you say?”
         

         
         It was the third time he’d asked Helena to confirm the time. It was starting to feel like a quiz. “Seven p.m.,” she said.

         
         “And your husband said . . . what again?”

         
         This was getting annoying. “He asked me to please come home. So, I did.”

         
         “And you got here . . . when?”

         
         “Same time I told you before. Around eight thirty.”

         
         He tucked the pad and pen away. “Got it. I’m going back into the kitchen now. Is there anything you need, ma’am?”

         
         Helena turned her attention back to the colored flashes of police beacons on the wall. “No, nothing. Thank you.”

         
         “Don’t hesitate to let me know if there’s anything I can do,” he said.

         
         Helena didn’t answer. He turned and entered the kitchen, leaving Helena alone.

         
         Her day had begun without surprises. She woke before Owen, as always, went to the kitchen, and made coffee. He didn’t want
            coffee, or at least not the coffee she’d made for him. She offered to make breakfast. He wasn’t hungry, at least not for any
            food she might prepare for him. She asked about his plans for the day. He didn’t have any, or at least none that he wanted
            to share with her. It had started like most other days of late. Then it took a very different turn. After Owen had gone to
            work, Helena packed a suitcase for herself. And one for Austen.
         

         
         The detective emerged from the kitchen. Helena noticed something in his hand as he approached.

         
         “The forensic team found a list on the countertop,” he said, softening his deep voice a bit.

         
         Helena looked at him. “What kind of list?”

         
         “Handwritten. On a green notepad.”

         
         Her eyes narrowed with confusion. “That would be our grocery list.”

         
         “I don’t think so. Across the top, this one says, ‘Things Stressing Me Out.’”

         
         He held it so that she could see. It was inside a plastic evidence bag. Helena reached for it.

         
         “Don’t touch, please,” the detective said. “It’s a chain-of-custody thing. I don’t want to have to put you on the list of
            people who handled an evidence bag.”
         

         
         Helena withdrew her hand. “Sorry.”

         
         “Is that your husband’s handwriting?” he asked.

         
         She took another look. “Yes. It looks like Owen’s.”

         
         The detective slid the evidence bag into a large manila envelope.

         
         “What’s on the list?” asked Helena.

         
         “Would you like to read it?”

         
         “Yes.”

         
         The detective hesitated. “We don’t have to do this now.”

         
         “I see no reason to wait.”

         
         “Fair warning: You might find it disturbing.”

         
         Helena raised an eyebrow. “After what happened here tonight, you’re worried that I might find a list disturbing?”
         

         
         The detective seemed to take her point. He removed the bag from the envelope and held it close enough for Helena to read the
            handwriting through the plastic. It was on a lined sheet of paper from the same green notepad they used for groceries. Even
            though each item was numbered, it was hard to tell if there was any particular order to this rambling list of “Things Stressing
            Me Out.”
         

         
         
            	 1. Work

            	 2. BB’s mom

         

         Helena paused. She took the second one personally. She continued reading.

         
         
            	 3. Money

            	 4. BB’s mom

            	 5. The media

            	 6. BB’s mom

            	 7. BB’s mom

         

         A double whammy at 6 and 7. She read on.

         
         
            	 8. Debt

            	 9. BB’s mom

            	10. BB’s mom

            	11. BB’s mom

            	12. BB’s mom

         

         It went on for the full length of the page: BB’s mom. Helena averted her eyes, as if to say she’d seen enough.
         

         
         The detective tucked the evidence bag into a folder. He gave Helena a moment and then asked, “Who’s BB?”

         
         Helena caught her breath. “BB is short for Big Boy.”

         
         “Who’s Big Boy?”

         
         “It’s a nickname.”

         
         “For?”

         
         It had been six years since the adoption. Six years of arguments that had started at the hospital on the day their baby was
            born.
         

         
         “Our son, Austen.”

         
         “So, BB’s mom would be . . . you?”

         
         “I’m his mother. So, yes, presumably. I’m ‘BB’s mom.’”
         

         
         He took a notepad from his coat pocket, jotted something down, and then looked at Helena. “I’d like to talk to Austen.”

         
         “He’s finally asleep. And it’s midnight.”

         
         “I didn’t mean tonight. Do you mind if I talk to him in the morning?”

         
         Helena considered it, but not for long. “Yes, actually, I do mind,” she said, rising.
         

         
         “I didn’t mean to offend,” he said, but Helena walked right past him, heading toward the kitchen.

         
         “Mrs. Pollard, you can’t go inside there,” said the detective. “Our team is still working.”

         
         Helena stopped at the entranceway. She didn’t need to go all the way inside the kitchen to have a clear view. Owen. Dead on
            the floor. Behind him, white cabinets sprayed with blood. A shotgun lay beside him. The back of his head was missing.
         

         
         Helena turned and faced the detective. “No one is to speak to Austen about this. Ever. Not as long as I’m his mother.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         Jack Swyteck was at his desk preparing for his milestone one hundredth jury trial. He was literally sweating but not because
            he was nervous.
         

         
         Jack had tried his first case just weeks out of law school, a “baptism by fire” that led to a four-year stint at the Freedom
            Institute, where lawyers defended only capital cases. He’d since opened his own practice, a mix of criminal and civil, but
            even if the case was “just about money,” Jack still treated it like a matter of life and death. Preparation was key.
         

         
         Jack checked the thermostat on the wall. The digital display was flashing on and off in spastic bursts, making the setting
            and temperature indecipherable, and his office felt like Uganda at high noon.
         

         
         “Why is it so god-awful hot in here?” asked Jack.

         
         His assistant, Bonnie, popped into his office and left a stack of mail in his inbox. She was waving a laminated file folder
            like a handheld fan to keep cool.
         

         
         “January is the new July. Haven’t you heard?”

         
         It was Miami’s new climate mantra, and it was no compliment to January. Jack had grown up in South Florida. He’d always thought
            of January as perfect for anything outdoors, the one time of year to live without air-conditioning, the month of Miami’s only
            recorded snowfall, ever. July meant unbearable humidity, tetradactyl-sized mosquitos—and unmitigated panic when the AC was
            on the fritz.
         

         
         “I hope we don’t have any clients coming in today,” said Jack.

         
         “Just one. Your referral from Patricia Dubrow.”

         
         Dubrow had been on the losing end of Jack’s ninety-ninth jury trial. It wasn’t every day that opposing counsel referred a client, and they’d spoken about the matter by telephone, but Jack had completely forgotten. “When?” 

         
         “In about two minutes. He’s in the waiting room. I could tell him we have to reschedule, but he does seem eager to see you.”

         
         Jack considered his options, then it came to him. “We’ll do it the old-fashioned way.”

         
         “In the kitchen?”

         
         “With the windows open,” he said.

         
         Jack Swyteck PA was in a historic neighborhood, near the criminal courthouse, where many old houses—some beautiful, others
            falling apart—had been converted to art galleries, coffeehouses, and other commercial uses. Jack’s office was built in the
            Florida land boom of the 1920s, designed in the old-Florida style, complete with coral-rock façade, barrel tile roof, and
            a covered porch that made folks want to pull up a rocking chair—at least before January became “the new July.” Every owner
            before Jack had managed to survive without central air-conditioning, and when the AC failed, the kitchen offered the best
            cross breeze on the first floor.
         

         
         Jack went to the kitchen and opened the windows. Bonnie brought his new client to him.

         
         “Jack, this is Elliott Stafford.”

         
         They shook hands, and Jack noticed that the young man’s palms were wet with sweat. Maybe he was nervous, but it was probably
            the fact that he’d worn a suit and tie to a law office that was hot enough to cook a coal-fired pizza. Jack apologized for
            the AC and told him it was okay to lose the jacket.
         

         
         “I feel more comfortable with it on,” said Elliott.

         
         “You sure?” said Jack. “You don’t have to dress up for me.”

         
         “I didn’t. This is what I wear to work every day.”

         
         The starched white shirt and double Windsor knot seemed overly formal for daily office wear, but Jack found it strangely refreshing
            to meet a Gen Yer who bucked the “work from home in your pajamas” mindset.
         

         
         “Good for you,” he said, and they each took a seat at the kitchen table. “Where do you work, Elliott?”

         
         “I’m in the finance department at VanPoll Enterprises in Wynwood. That’s the company that Mr. Pollard runs. Used to run. Before,
            you know—”
         

         
         “The suicide. Yes, I saw the local news coverage. Tragic.”

         
         “At least I thought it was suicide. Then I got served with a grand jury subpoena.”

         
         “Patricia Dubrow told me about that. May I see it?”

         
         Jack expected him to have a photograph of the papers on his smartphone, but Elliott pulled the physical subpoena—folded and
            in a business-sized envelope—from his suit-coat pocket.
         

         
         “How old are you, Elliott?”

         
         “Twenty-three.”

         
         “Has anyone ever told you that you’re surprisingly ‘old-school’ for your age?”

         
         He smiled but didn’t answer. Jack reviewed the subpoena, and there were no surprises. It commanded the witness to appear at
            the county courthouse at the time stated, but there were precious few details about the proceeding.
         

         
         “I’ve read that subpoena a hundred times,” said Elliott. “I still don’t see anything that says the grand jury is investigating
            Mr. Pollard’s death.”
         

         
         “Grand jury proceedings are secret, so a subpoena won’t reveal the purpose of the investigation. But I agree with Ms. Dubrow:
            The question here is whether Mr. Pollard’s death was suicide or something else.”
         

         
         “Does the prosecutor think I was involved in a murder?”
         

         
         “It’s rare for the target of an investigation to be subpoenaed as a witness. It raises complicated issues about the accused’s
            Fifth Amendment right against self-incrimination.”
         

         
         “So, no one is accusing me of doing something wrong?”

         
         “I would put it a little differently. The state attorney doesn’t think you’re responsible for Mr. Pollard’s death. But he apparently believes you could have information relevant to a possible crime associated with his death.” 

         
         “Well, I don’t.”

         
         “Good to know. But I’d like to explore that further. Let’s start with this question: Do you have any reason to believe that
            Mr. Pollard’s death was something other than a suicide?”
         

         
         Elliott hesitated, and Jack took notice.

         
         “Elliott?”

         
         “To be honest, the call to 911 raised some questions in my mind.”

         
         Jack was slightly confused. “Do you mean the 911 call on the night of Mr. Pollard’s death?”

         
         “Yes. I listened to it yesterday.”

         
         Jack was even more confused. “The only way to get a 911 recording is through a public records request. How did you get it?”

         
         “Ms. Dubrow made the request before she decided she had a conflict of interest and couldn’t represent me. The audio file came
            to both of us in an email yesterday. I downloaded it to my phone. You want to hear it?”
         

         
         “Yes, I do,” said Jack. “But let me make sure I understand. This is a call to 911 from—who? The person who found the body?
            Mr. Pollard’s wife?”
         

         
         “No,” said Elliott. “That’s why I told you the 911 call raised questions in my mind. The call is from Mr. Pollard.”

         
         Jack took a moment to process that twist. “Mr. Pollard called 911 before committing suicide? Why would anyone do that?”

         
         Elliott had no answer, except to say, “I presume the state attorney is asking the same question.”

         
         “Let’s hear the call,” said Jack.

         
         Elliott hit play and increased the volume. Jack heard a hissing noise followed by a beep. Finally, there was a woman’s voice:
         

         
         “Nine-one-one, what’s your emergency?”

         
         The response was not immediate, and when it came, the caller sounded like he was speaking through pain.

         
         “There’s—uh, there’s been a shooting.”

         
         Elliott paused the recording. “That’s Mr. Pollard,” he said, and the recording resumed with another question from the operator.

         
         “Is anyone hurt?”

         
         “Yeah,” the caller said, struggling. “I’m . . . I’ve been shot.”

         
         “Someone shot you, sir?”

         
         There was no response.

         
         “What’s your name, sir?”

         
         Still no response.

         
         “Sir, can you tell me your name, please?”

         
         There was only silence.

         
         “Are you there, sir? Can you answer me, please?”

         
         Elliott hit stop. “Mr. Pollard never responded,” he said in a hollow voice.
         

         
         Jack replayed the call in his mind’s eye, trying to imagine the scene playing out. “It’s possible that he shot himself, but
            it wasn’t immediately fatal. Maybe the pain was unbearable or maybe he even changed his mind. That’s when he called 911.”
         

         
         “Is that what you think the grand jury is investigating?”

         
         “No,” said Jack. “A medical examiner could determine if the wound was self-inflicted. A grand jury is involved because the
            prosecutor’s theory is that someone shot Mr. Pollard and then tried to make it look like suicide.”
         

         
         “Does he believe that this ‘someone’ is me?”

         
         Jack didn’t answer that question right away. He studied his new client’s expression, trying to gauge whether he was upset
            about Mr. Pollard’s death or simply concerned about being blamed for it.
         

         
         “Were you fond of Mr. Pollard, Elliott?”

         
         “His wife was sweet. I feel bad for her.”

         
         The statement left much for a lawyer to unpack. “Do you know why anyone would want to shoot Mr. Pollard?”

         
         “He could be a dick sometimes.”

         
         “You’ve just articulated a motive to kill off half the population of Miami.”

         
         Elliott chuckled and then turned serious. “He did run a controversial company.”

         
         “Controversial in what way?”

         
         “The nature of the business. VanPoll is a firearms disposal company.”

         
         “What does that mean, exactly?”

         
         “It has government contracts with cities and police departments all over the country. When the police confiscate weapons from
            criminals, or when a community or a church holds a buyback program to reduce the number of handguns on the street, those guns
            have to go somewhere. VanPoll collects them for a fee, brings them to Miami, and destroys them in a way that complies with
            government regulations.”
         

         
         “Was Mr. Pollard a gun-control advocate?”

         
         “No. The opposite. He was in law enforcement for over twenty years. A huge defender of the Second Amendment. He even had a
            blog on gun rights.”
         

         
         “How does someone like that own a gun destruction company?”

         
         “My opinion? He didn’t think gun buybacks made a dime’s worth of difference in the world. But if some lucky guy was going
            to get rich pulverizing Saturday night specials, it might as well be him. I suspect that’s how Mr. Vandermeer lured him into
            the business.”
         

         
         “Who’s Vandermeer?”

         
         “He’s the ‘Van’ in ‘VanPoll Enterprises.’ He and Mr. Pollard were co-owners. Honestly, if you told me someone was going to
            shoot the owner of VanPoll Enterprises, I would expect Mr. Vandermeer to end up dead, not Mr. Pollard.”
         

         
         “Why do you say that?”

         
         Elliott raised an eyebrow. “You really don’t know who C. J. Vandermeer is?”

         
         “No. Should I?”

         
         “His full name is Cornelius J. Vandermeer. He goes by CJ because Cornelius makes him sound like he’s still part of the stuffy and obscenely rich family that disowned him.” 

         
         “Disowned him with or without money?”

         
         “Tons of money. He was a trust-fund brat. On his thirty-fifth birthday, he inherited over two hundred million dollars from
            his grandmother.”
         

         
         “Why did the family disown him?”

         
         “For the same reason most people hate him. He’s a stinking-rich white guy who has never really had to work a day in his life,
            but he sees himself as a professional revolutionary who stands in solidarity with the oppressed people of the world against
            the horrors of capitalism.”
         

         
         “As my father would probably say, ‘Oh, you mean he’s a Progressive,’” Jack said with a sideways smile.

         
         Elliott didn’t see the humor. Jack missed the good ol’ days, when both ends of the political spectrum could still laugh at
            themselves.
         

         
         “CJ isn’t ‘political’ in the conventional sense,” said Elliott. “He’s basically an anarchist. If you support Ukraine, he’ll
            tell you Putin is a great man. If you’re Jewish, he’ll tell you that the Holocaust wasn’t about antisemitism and that reports
            of sexual violence by Hamas on October seventh are Zionist propaganda. He says obnoxious things just to stir up trouble, and
            he says them with a fiery passion. Anyone who disagrees with him is the enemy. Unfortunately, he has so much money, his voice
            is heard.”
         

         
         “What does he want, exactly?”

         
         “There’s no secret agenda. He talks about his mission all over social media. He wants the dissolution of the United States
            government and an end to the American empire. He wants a revolution.”
         

         
         “But he owns a gun destruction company. How can a true revolutionary have a revolution without guns?”

         
         “He’s not against guns. He just wants them in the right hands.”

         
         Jack wondered aloud: “How did Owen Pollard end up in business with a guy like that?”

         
         “Well, in Mr. Pollard’s defense, CJ wasn’t like this when they started the business. He was living off the trust fund, so he was better about keeping his views to himself. Only when he inherited money outright from his grandmother did he suddenly become a revolutionary.” 

         
         “And by then Pollard was stuck with him.”

         
         He hesitated. “I suppose that’s one way it could have happened.”

         
         “I’m sensing there’s more to the story.”

         
         “I just wouldn’t be so quick to paint Pollard as an innocent victim.”

         
         “Why do you say that?”

         
         “This was before my time. I can only guess.”

         
         “What’s your guess?”

         
         He paused. “You’re my lawyer, right?”

         
         “Everything you tell me is privileged, if that’s what you’re asking.”

         
         Elliott seemed satisfied. “The way I see it, there are two questions: How did Mr. Pollard end up in business with C. J. Vandermeer,
            and who would want Mr. Pollard dead? To me, the answers spring from the same well.”
         

         
         “Which ‘well’ is that?”

         
         “VanPoll. That company is not what it appears to be.”

         
         “Then what is it?”

         
         “Probably the only person left who can answer that question is CJ.”

         
         Jack glanced out the window, then back at Elliott. “Then I’ll ask him.”

         
         “You can’t just call him up and make an appointment. He would never meet with a guy like you. Wasn’t your father the governor
            of Florida?”
         

         
         Harry Swyteck had served two terms. Once upon a time, it had made for a contentious father-son relationship, Harry, the law-and-order
            governor who signed more death warrants than any governor in Florida history, and Jack, a young lawyer at the Freedom Institute
            who defended death row inmates.
         

         
         “Yes, so?”

         
         “To CJ, the Swyteck name is part of the system that needs to be destroyed. If you’re going to meet him, we need to be clever
            about it.”
         

         
         “Any ideas?”

         
         “How soon would you like to talk to him?”

         
         “Your appearance before the grand jury is a week away, so the first chance I get.”

         
         “How about tomorrow? I can make it happen.”

         
         Jack wondered if he was promising more than he could deliver, trying to impress his lawyer, but he liked this kid’s attitude.
            “That would be soon enough,” he said.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         Jack ended his day with a trip to the Miami-Dade medical examiner’s office.

         
         The 911 recording raised questions about Owen Pollard’s death, and the logical place to start searching for answers was the
            autopsy report. Except for photographs, which could not be released without the consent of next of kin, autopsy reports were
            public records in Florida. Jack completed the formal request online, but he wanted the report before meeting Owen Pollard’s
            business partner, so waiting two weeks for a response was not an option. Jack had one reliable contact at the ME’s office,
            an old friend of his father from Harry Swyteck’s first term as governor. Jack made a phone call.
         

         
         “The report will be waiting for you at reception,” Dr. Wheeler said, and Jack was in business.

         
         The medical examiner’s office was in the Joseph H. Davis Center for Forensic Pathology, a three-building complex on the perimeter
            of the University of Miami Medical Center campus and Jackson Memorial Hospital. Typical for late afternoon, the campus was
            bustling with activity, people headed to the spine institute, the eye institute, and other world-class specialists. Jack went
            to the main entrance. The guard buzzed him in, and as promised, the report was waiting for him.
         

         
         “Could you let Dr. Wheeler know that Jack Swyteck is here?” he told the receptionist. “I’d like to say hello.”

         
         She assured him she would, and Jack took a seat in the waiting area. Jack knew his way around an autopsy report, and he read
            quickly. Dr. Wheeler appeared just as Jack finished reading.
         

         
         “How’s your old man, Jack?” asked Wheeler, smiling.

         
         “Playing too much golf but otherwise enjoying a stress-free retirement.”

         
         “Golf,” he said with a roll of his eyes. “That’s why I’ll never retire.”

         
         Wheeler had been with the ME’s office since the building’s namesake, the late Joseph H. Davis, was chief examiner, back in
            the days when drugs, riots, and good old-fashioned Florida insanity pushed Miami’s homicide rate into the stratosphere, more
            than six hundred murders a year.
         

         
         There was another minute or two of chitchat. Jack thanked him for the report, but he couldn’t resist fishing before saying
            goodbye.
         

         
         “I see the autopsy was done by Dr. Carolina Cruz. Is she good?”

         
         “One of our best. Very thorough. Remind me: Which case is that?”

         
         Jack told him.

         
         “Ah, the shotgun blast.”

         
         “You know it?”

         
         “We’re on pace for two thousand autopsies this year, so I wouldn’t say I ‘know’ it. But I do recall some news coverage on
            that one.”
         

         
         “Dr. Cruz ruled it a suicide, I see.”

         
         Jack handed him the report, and Wheeler checked. “Yup. Manner of death: suicide. Cause of death: single gunshot to the head.”

         
         “No mention of a second gunshot wound anywhere on the body,” said Jack. “Or did I miss something?”

         
         Wheeler skimmed through the entire report, flipping through the pages. “Nope. You didn’t miss anything.”

         
         “I assume that if there had been a second gunshot wound, it would have been in the report.”

         
         “If Dr. Cruz wants to keep her job, it would,” Wheeler said with a chuckle. Then he turned curious. “Why do you ask about
            a second gunshot?”
         

         
         Review of 911 recordings was not part of the medical examiner’s function, and Jack saw no reason to get into it. “Long story,”
            said Jack.
         

         
         They shook hands, and Jack left with the report in hand. It was too late in the day for Jack to return to his office. He drove
            home to Key Biscayne.
         

         
         The “Key,” as Jack called it, is an island in the shallow bay waters east of downtown Miami, tethered to the mainland and the ever-growing cityscape by the Rickenbacker causeway. Real estate prices there were shocking even by Miami standards, but years earlier, before he’d even met Andie, Jack had cut a steal of a deal on one of the last remaining Mackle homes, basically a 1,200-square-foot shoe box built right after World War II as affordable housing for returning GIs. Every day he made the drive, but especially after doing battle in a Miami courtroom, Jack felt like he was getting a glimpse of how those returning warriors must have felt as they drove to their new home in an island paradise, even if Jack’s was the last Mackle house standing. 

         
         Andie was in the bedroom when he got home. She was packing a suitcase.

         
         “No, I’m not leaving you,” she said. “But I am leaving.”

         
         The suitcase was on the bed, and Jack noticed the sweaters, coat, gloves, and other winter gear that no one wore in Miami,
            not even in January.
         

         
         “Where is the FBI sending you this time? Alaska?”

         
         “Ha ha. You know I can’t tell you.”

         
         Andie was an undercover agent. She was already in undercover mode.

         
         “When are you coming back?”

         
         She folded a cotton sweater and put it in the bag. “You know I can’t tell you that either. But don’t complain. When I come
            back, I’ll be a hot blonde you barely recognize, and lucky you gets to have wild sex with another woman.”
         

         
         “I’m pretty happy with my hot brunette wife.”

         
         “You’re sweet.” She gave him a quick kiss, then continued packing.

         
         Jack completely understood that an FBI agent couldn’t talk about an undercover assignment. That was half the reason they’d lived the first nine years of marriage under “the Rule”: Andie didn’t talk to Jack about her active investigations, and Jack didn’t talk to Andie about his active cases. Jack’s fear was that he might say something to land his client in jail; Andie’s fear was that she might slip and reveal an FBI secret to one of Miami’s top criminal defense lawyers. They’d dropped the Rule on the advice of their marriage counselor. “It’s not healthy for two career-oriented people to muzzle themselves in that way,” their counselor had advised, adding rather ominously, “I honestly don’t know how you two have managed to stay together this long.” Sometimes, however, it seemed that only Jack had dropped the Rule. But a deal was a deal, and he would keep up his end of it. 

         
         “I’m taking a new criminal case.”

         
         “Oh? What’s this one about?”

         
         “A grand jury is looking into the suicide of Owen Pollard.”

         
         She froze. “He was FBI, retired.”

         
         “Yes. I hope you don’t have a problem with that.”

         
         “I didn’t know Pollard personally. He was the liaison for Violent Gang Safe Streets Task Force and the Transnational Anti-Gang
            Task Forces, which means he was hardly ever in Miami. There are almost two hundred local law enforcement agencies on those
            task forces, so he was constantly traveling.”
         

         
         “Well, I’m glad he wasn’t a friend of yours.”

         
         “Frankly, I don’t think he had any friends left in the bureau.”

         
         “What makes you say that?”

         
         “The task forces he coordinated confiscated thousands of firearms from gangs all over the country. Most of those guns had
            no lawful owner, so they ended up destroyed. From what I heard, Pollard steered the gun destruction business to one company,
            and then he retired early from the bureau and became part owner of the same company. If that wasn’t bad enough, his business
            partner was a left-wing lunatic who spits in the eye of law enforcement every chance he gets. Not to be callous, but most
            agents in the Miami field office weren’t shocked to hear Pollard killed himself.”
         

         
         “If he killed himself,” said Jack.

         
         “Is there evidence his death wasn’t suicide?”

         
         “The 911 call is odd,” said Jack, and he told her about it.

         
         “Hmm,” said Andie, and she zipped up her suitcase. “Where was the body found?”

         
         “In the kitchen, according to the media reports I’ve seen.”

         
         “So, Pollard calls 911, says he’s been shot, and then goes into the kitchen and shoots himself with a shotgun.”

         
         “Weird, right?”

         
         “Maybe he was trying to make it look like his wife did it.”

         
         “What?”

         
         “You know, kind of like the movie Gone Girl. One spouse hates the other so much that they create this elaborate plan to make it look like the husband—or in this case
            the wife—killed them. Except that Mr. Pollard’s version of the setup only works once.”
         

         
         She seemed serious but then smiled, and Jack realized she was joking. Cop humor. Jack didn’t always get it.

         
         “Good one,” said Jack.

         
         “Sorry. I shouldn’t joke like that. But the way Pollard monetized his position on those task forces was scummy, even if it
            wasn’t illegal.”
         

         
         “No need to apologize,” said Jack.

         
         “You mind if I change the subject?”

         
         “Not at all.”

         
         Andie moved the suitcase from the bed, then went to him. “It could be a while before I’m back,” she said in her bedroom voice.

         
         “Where’s Righley?”

         
         “Soccer practice for another hour.”

         
         He smiled with interest. “How convenient.”

         
         “Just one last word about your case.”

         
         “You always get the last word.”

         
         “It’s who I am. I assume it’s in your client’s best interest to prove that it was a suicide, so will you do me this one favor?”

         
         “You caught me in no mood to say no.”

         
         “Please don’t cast Pollard as yet another typical angry white male zealot who can’t help turning his gun on himself and ends
            up blowing his brains out in the kitchen. As a responsible gun owner, I hate those clichés.”
         

         
         “I hate all clichés.”

         
         She touched his chest. “All of them? Even the strong, buff husband who carries his wife into the kitchen, lays her naked on
            the counter, and makes love to her like they might never see each other again?”
         

         
         “Hmm. Not all clichés are bad, I suppose.”

         
         He tried to pick her up, but they were leaning in opposite directions and fell onto the bed.

         
         “But who needs a cold granite countertop?” said Andie.

         
         “When there’s a perfectly good mattress right here,” said Jack, finishing her thought for her with a kiss on the neck.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 4

         
         The designated meeting place was outdoors, at Bayfront Park, the largest green space in downtown Miami. Jack’s instructions
            were to follow the main walkway due east, toward Biscayne Bay, and meet Elliott at the giant statue of Christopher Columbus
            near the seawall. C. J. Vandermeer wouldn’t be expecting Jack, but Elliott guaranteed that he would be there at noon, and
            the plan was to stage a “chance” encounter that would turn into an introduction.
         

         
         It was almost noon, and Jack was still several blocks away from the park, stuck in traffic. He was in the passenger seat.
            Behind the wheel was Theo Knight, Jack’s best friend, bartender, therapist, confidant, and sometime investigator. Theo was
            also a former client. Jack’s thinking was that if CJ refused to talk to Jack, the son of the former governor, he might talk
            to Theo, whose death warrant was signed by Governor Swyteck and was the one innocent man on death row Jack had ever defended.
         

         
         “Looks like Biscayne Boulevard is closed,” said Theo. “Some kind of protest.”

         
         Biscayne was Miami’s signature north-south boulevard, four lanes in each direction that were divided by an elevated tram and
            rows of royal palm trees. Office towers lined the west side of the street, and to the east beautiful Bayfront Park stretched
            to the waterfront. Hundreds of people were marching down all eight lanes in the same direction.
         

         
         Jack suddenly remembered what was going on in Miami that weekend—and why Elliott had been able to “guarantee” that a self-proclaimed
            revolutionary like C. J. Vandermeer would be there.
         

         
         “G-twenty,” said Jack.

         
         “Bingo!” said Theo.

         
         “You know about the Group of Twenty?”

         
         “No. But I know bingo.”

         
         Jack explained. The Group of Twenty included nineteen member states, the EU and the African Union, representing 85 percent
            of the world’s GDP and over 75 percent of global trade. The annual G20 summit was the premier forum for international cooperation
            on global economic issues. It was also a rallying point for public protest. Demonstrators from all over the world had flooded
            the streets of downtown Miami to decry everything from sweatshop labor to international banking.
         

         
         A text message appeared on Jack’s phone. It was from Elliott: Too crowded at chris columbus. Meet at park entrance on 1st.

         
         Jack texted back a quick response—ok—and told Theo to pull into the parking lot just ahead, which Theo interpreted as an order to get there by any means necessary.
            He jumped the curb, drove along the sidewalk, and steered into the lot, which charged a mere fifteen dollars for the first
            fifteen minutes. Jack bit the bullet and paid for two hours. He and Theo walked quickly, weaving their way through the long
            line of stopped cars, ignoring the horn blasts and angry shouts from frustrated drivers. At the intersection, they merged
            into a sea of young people, most of them wearing bandanas over their noses and mouths, many wearing protective goggles or
            helmets. A few wore gas masks. Two men had climbed atop lampposts to wave red flags, one with the image of Che Guevera and
            the other with Vladimir Lenin. Banners and posters dotted the crowd, the messages ranging from give peace a chance to people before profits. Jack pushed across the boulevard to the park entrance. A man approached him quickly, which startled Jack. He was dressed
            in full lacrosse gear, including shoulder pads, a chest protector, and a helmet.
         

         
         “Hi, Mr. Swyteck,” he said.

         
         Jack did a double take. “Elliott?”

         
         He removed his helmet and metal cage mask so Jack could see his face. “Yeah, sorry for the getup. CJ told us to wear protective
            gear. I played lacrosse at Columbia. This is the best protection I have.”
         

         
         “Do we need protection?” asked Jack.

         
         “No,” said Theo. “I did my college at Florida State Prison. We ate lacrosse players for breakfast.”

         
         Theo was six foot six and built like an NFL linebacker. Elliott took a step back.

         
         “Ignore him,” said Jack. “How do we find CJ in this mob?”

         
         “Follow me,” said Elliott.

         
         Jack and Theo went with him, but Elliott didn’t lead them into the park. He was pushing forward along the edge of Biscayne
            Boulevard, taking them toward the arena where the Miami Heat played its NBA home games, stopping only when they’d reached
            what felt like the front line of the protest. The vibe was very much a ragtag army division gearing up for combat. Except
            for Jack and Theo, everyone was wearing goggles, masks, or some other facial protection. Some had fashioned makeshift shields
            from plastic lunch trays. Helicopters circled overhead.
         

         
         “Be ready!” someone shouted.

         
         Never had Jack seen such a showing of police muscle. Outside the arena, rows of fully armored police moved in formation, meeting
            the crowd of demonstrators with a line of riot shields and control batons. As police advanced, some on horseback, the chanting
            shifted from anti-capitalism—Eat the rich!—to a line borrowed from the 1960s:
         

         
         The whole world is watching!

         
         The throbbing crowd was squeezed between the barricades behind them and the oncoming wave of police.

         
         “There’s nowhere to go!” people shouted. “Nowhere for us to go!”

         
         As a police SUV rolled alongside the marchers, blaring its siren, a man danced in front of it, shooting his middle finger
            at the driver. Dressed in a black hoodie with a hammer-and-sickle insignia on it, he was a ball of energy, raising his fist,
            egging on the crowd with a cheer:
         

         
         “No justice! No peace! No racist-ass police!”

         
         Theo looked at Jack. “Who’s the middle-aged white dude who thinks he’s still a Berkeley undergrad?”

         
         “That’s him,” Elliott said. “That’s CJ!”

         
         Suddenly volleys of tear gas canisters launched from somewhere behind police lines and landed in the crowd, unleashing panic.
            People were soon stepping over the fallen, coughing and wheezing as they ran. The crack of gunfire erupted, and protestors
            on the front line writhed in pain from rubber bullets, beanbag projectiles, and chemical-filled pellets. Angry youths cursed
            as they picked up the smoking canisters of tear gas and hurled them back at the oncoming police.
         

         
         “Run!” someone shouted.

         
         “Stay together! Don’t fall back!”

         
         “Medic!”

         
         Elliott grabbed Jack by the arm. “Follow CJ!”

         
         They were quickly on CJ’s heels, along with a dozen other demonstrators, in full retreat and headed deep into the park. The
            statue of Christopher Columbus came into view. The word genocide was spray-painted over his name on the stone pedestal. Exhausted protestors lay on the ground around the statue. Some gasped
            for air or rinsed their eyes with water.
         

         
         Elliott led Jack toward CJ, who was removing his protective gear and helmet. His long hair was in a topknot, and a single
            gold-loop earring adorned his right lobe, pirate-style. Jack noticed that a chunk of his left lobe was missing—ripped away,
            it appeared, in what Jack surmised was a lesson learned long ago: never wear a dangling earring to a street fight. CJ was
            quickly surrounded by his followers, mostly young, all looking at him with a sense of awe.
         

         
         “I got blasted right in the face!” he said, bouncing with energy. “Man, that was good!”

         
         A woman with one eye closed from pepper spray approached him. “Did you see me use the arm-drag tactic on that cop?” she said,
            beaming. “Out and away, just like you showed me.”
         

         
         “Good soldier,” said CJ. “There’s no better way to de-arrest yourself.”

         
         Jack watched as others slapped high fives with their leader. CJ then took a seat on the rock wall, lit a cigarette, and relaxed
            with his back to the bay. Elliott brought Jack and Theo forward and introduced Jack as his attorney.
         

         
         “I’m defending Elliott before a grand jury next week,” said Jack.

         
         CJ took a drag on his cigarette and exhaled. “Why does that concern me?”

         
         “We believe it has to do with the death of your business partner, Owen Pollard.”

         
         “Like I said: Why is that my concern?”

         
         Theo stepped in. “Because the cops are fucking with us,” said Theo.

         
         CJ took a deep drag. “Who are you?”

         
         “Someone who spent four years on death row for a murder I didn’t do.”

         
         CJ seemed to take an immediate liking to him. “That’s what this fight’s all about. Revolution is the only path to justice.
            I feel for you, brother.”
         

         
         Jack was certain that Theo wasn’t feeling anything for this “brother,” but he took Theo’s cue and played along.

         
         “Theo’s right,” said Jack. “Owen Pollard’s death was obviously a suicide. Even the medical examiner’s office said it was suicide.
            But a grand jury has been convened to investigate. The harassment starts with Elliott, one of your employees. But it’s clear
            where this is going. They’ll work it all the way up to the top.”
         

         
         “Fascists,” he said. “Anything to cause trouble for me.”

         
         “Has anyone been in touch with you from the state attorney’s office?” asked Jack.

         
         “No. But I have my sources.”

         
         “What does that mean?”

         
         CJ glanced at Theo, as if to reinforce the “brother” thing.

         
         “Jack’s cool,” said Theo.

         
         CJ crushed out his cigarette on the wall. “My sources told me the same thing you just said about the first autopsy: suicide.”

         
         “The first?” asked Jack. “Was there a second autopsy?”

         
         “I’m told the state attorney brought in a gunshot wound specialist from somewhere. Texas, I think.”

         
         “Have you seen the second autopsy report?”

         
         “No. It’s not a public record. The state attorney commissioned it on some kind of special consulting basis. Now that you’re
            telling me there’s a grand jury investigation, I guess that explains things.”
         

         
         Jack seemed to be sharing as much information as he was getting, which wasn’t ideal. He asked the next question without mentioning
            Pollard’s call to 911.
         

         
         “Did your ‘sources’ mention anything to you about a second gunshot wound?”

         
         “Owen stuck the business end of a double-barreled shotgun into his mouth and blew out the back of his head,” said CJ. “How
            would there be a second gunshot?”
         

         
         Jack kept the 911 call to himself. “Yeah, silly question.”

         
         CJ hopped down the rock wall. “Thanks for the heads-up on the grand jury. And big fella,” he said, looking at Theo. “Any time
            you want to march with us, you’re welcome.”
         

         
         “I’ll see if I can find my old lacrosse uniform,” said Theo.
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