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			Prologue

			A Decade Before

			Yaqui voices chanted in Moki’s ears as he loped up Jackson Street, his stride keeping pace with the water drums and rattling gourds. This wasn’t really a San Francisco sidewalk beneath his feet, but the Red Rock Trail into the Chiricahuas. Those weren’t shrubs grown tight against fences, but tumbleweeds trapped by the Sonoran wind. That wasn’t a sprinkler, but a headwater spring feeding desperate patches of peppergrass and sage ... each alive only by the grace of the weeping earth.

			The boy glanced up as he crested the hill, his view of the darkening Pacific framed by six-story cliffs of stucco and brick. A startled pigeon—no, a desert nighthawk—swept across the dying sunset, then spun and dove toward a swallowtail emerging from the Flower World below.

			A-la in-i-kun, mai-so yol-e-me,

			hu-nu kun, mai-so yol-e-mee

			So now he is the deer,

			so now he is the deer

			Moki pressed his palms against the earbuds, leaving himself deaf to all but the Mexican harps and the violins and the flutes of the Deer Dance singing in his head, the hunt played out in song and shuffling feet from dusk till dawn ... through the eyes of the hunter, and of the deer.

			So now he is the deer.

			Moki cut right, startling a coyote that ducked behind a hedge. He smiled to himself. The blur of reddish-brown had merely been a family dog stalking whitetails that no longer grazed the asphalt-covered hills. He raced on, angling across the pavement, dodging a black Hummer charging up the hill, its chrome wheels flashing, its engine growling, its music thumping.

			Now down toward the bay. The sidewalk steep and slick. Shorter steps. Touching lightly, almost skipping—but off the beat. He lengthened his stride to catch the rhythm ... almost ... moving faster.

			That’s it.

			He heard his uncle’s voice soar above the other singers:

			A-la in-i-kun mai-so yol-e-me

			So now he is—

			Screeching tires ripped the air. The Hummer skidded and jumped the curb. His thin arms flailed as he slammed into its side and ricocheted into a retaining wall, his CD player exploding as his head and hands snapped back, the cinderblock scraping his flesh as he collapsed to the ground.

			Stunned, dazed, nauseated.

			Boots thudding on pavement. Laughter raging down. The stench of spilled beer and wet cigarettes. Throbbing subwoofers vibrating sheet metal and plastic and glass, savage words pounding through the haze from someone else’s music, someone else’s drums, someone else’s life.

			Slumping to his side, squinting up in terror, the streetlights blocked by ghostly screaming heads—then punching fists and stomping feet and cracking ribs and spattering blood ... until ... at length...

			The stillness of the weeping earth.

		

	


	
		
			Chapter 1

			Private investigator Graham Gage turned as a gentle knocking escalated through the threshold of his jet-lagged concentration. He looked up at his receptionist, Tansy Amaro, standing just inside his third story office, then toward his telephone, a call on hold, the blinking light silent, but not unspeaking.

			“You didn’t need to come up here,” Gage said. He reached down and slipped his road-worn passport into a safe anchored to the floor next to his desk. “I’m not talking to him.”

			“But he sounds awful.”

			Tansy rubbed her hands together like a mother fretting over a sick child, rather than over a man on the corrupt side of Gage’s profession who’d spent his career destroying lives such as hers.

			“It’s not my problem,” Gage said, “and not yours either ... especially not yours.”

			Irritation pierced through the mental haze that had thickened around him during his flight across nine time zones from Zurich to San Francisco.

			“You think it’s ever bothered Charlie—or those punks, or their lawyers—that for ten years your son hasn’t even been able to recognize the sound of your voice?”

			Tansy lowered her eyes and wiped fine beads of sweat from her forehead. The mid-September inversion layer hovering above the city had overwhelmed the air conditioner and the redbrick walls of the converted warehouse.

			She gazed through a casement window at the smog-leadened bay, then looked back at Gage and said, almost in apology, “I’ve just never been able to hate anyone.”

			“It’s not hate, Tansy. It’s thirty years of disgust.”

			Gage glanced at his watch. It had already been ninety minutes since his flight had landed at SFO. It was time for a cool shower, not for a descent into the miasma of deceit and corruption that had been Charlie Palmer’s life—that Gage was certain still remained his life. For never in his career as a police officer, as a detective, and finally as a private investigator had Gage witnessed an authentic rebirth from a near-death experience, even one as cruel as the shooting that had left Palmer splayed on a Sunset District sidewalk six weeks earlier.

			Gage was certain that whatever Palmer was seeking in his call, it wouldn’t be justice. It would only be—it could only be—revenge. And Gage wanted no part of it.

			“Does he know who you are?” Gage asked.

			“Why should he know who ...” Tansy’s voice faded. She shook her head. “I don’t think so. I’m not sure how he’d know.”

			Gage pushed himself to his feet. The preceding weeks spent tracking a fugitive through Europe weighed on his middle-aged body as if each sleepless minute could be measured in pounds.

			“Put him on,” Gage said. “Tell him who you are. But don’t let him know I’m listening.”

			“You can’t expect—”

			“Let’s see what he’s learned from living with just a fraction of Moki’s misery. Let’s see whether he feels any remorse at all for sabotaging the case against those thugs.”

			“But we never got proof it really was him,” Tansy said.

			Gage pointed at the speakerphone centered on the conference table and said, “Maybe after all these years we’re about to get it.”

			But Gage didn’t think so.

			Even if he was right that it had been Palmer who’d terrified the only prosecution witness into fleeing on the eve of the trial of the young men who’d beaten and stomped Moki, Gage doubted Palmer would now confess and make this his day of judgment. For confession would require Palmer to admit to himself who he was and what he’d been: a weapon in the hands of the wealthy and powerful employed to revictimize their victims, slashing through the fabric of their lives, leaving those like Tansy bereft of the truth of their own pasts, and those like Moki deprived not only of justice, but of the joys of a fully lived life.

			Tansy sat down and reached toward the on button. She paused, staring at the phone, and then withdrew her hand.

			“You don’t believe he’s learned anything, do you?” Gage said.

			Uncertainty washed over Tansy’s face. “No ... I mean yes ... I mean you can’t expect people to change that fast.”

			Gage knew it wasn’t a matter of speed, but of possibility, for Palmer’s flaws were of character, not aberrations of circumstance, and one of those was an indifference to tragedy that made him incapable of guilt and impervious to others’ sorrow.

			Gage tossed a file folder into his briefcase and pulled his suit jacket from the back of his chair.

			“You’re going to have to roll the dice,” Gage said. “Maybe you’ll get your answer, and I’ll get mine.”

			Tansy took in a breath and connected the call.

			“Mr. Palmer? Mr. Gage isn’t available. I really did give him your message.”

			The strained, wheezy voice of Charlie Palmer answered. “Why ... would ... I ... think—”

			“Because I’m Moki Amaro’s mother.”

			Tansy looked up at Gage. His grim expression filled the empty seconds, his gaze fixed on her.

			“Mr. Palmer?”

			In Palmer’s silence, and in each other’s eyes, Gage and Tansy heard and saw that they’d each gotten their answers.

			Gage shook his head as Tansy lowered hers and reached toward the off button—but she left her hand hovering, as if praying the call wouldn’t end in a soundless void.

			A quiet sobbing emerged from the speaker. It rose toward a suffocating hysteria that choked off Palmer’s voice as he grasped for words.

			“I ... I ... pl ... please ... don’t ... hang up.”

			Tansy’s eyes teared. She covered her mouth, still staring at the phone. She again looked at Gage, silently asking, Enough?

			Gage wasn’t sure it was enough, or if there was anything Charlie Palmer could do or say, or was capable of doing or saying, that would be enough. But gazing down at Tansy and listening to the man’s hard breathing at the other end of the line, Gage couldn’t escape another truth: that Palmer, too, was part of the fabric of others’ lives. He was a father, a son, and a husband. And although Palmer’s past meant Gage couldn’t trust his plea in the present, in it Gage saw their faces and heard their voices.

			Gage laid his coat over the back of a chair and set his briefcase down on the floor.

			“What’s on your mind, Charlie?”

			Gasps and sobs fractured Palmer’s next words, then the line disconnected.

			“What did he say?” Tansy asked, looking up, her brows furrowed, as though searching for something lost. “I couldn’t make it out.”

			“I think he wants to compose himself,” Gage said. “It sounded like he said he’ll call back in an hour.”

			Tansy’s eyes kept searching. “Will you wait?”

			Gage nodded. “I’ll wait.”

			Sixty-three minutes later, Tansy once again stood at Gage’s office door. But this time her fretting hands and her downcast eyes that rose and looked past him toward the unblinking intercom light, told him even before she spoke the words that Charlie Palmer was dead.

		

	


	
		
			Chapter 2

			Senator Landon Meyer leaned back in his chair on the sixth floor of the Dirksen Building and gazed down through his window and watched the midday traffic passing on Constitution Avenue.

			Constitution. His conscience bit at him as he said the word to himself. Who was he to tell the executive branch who it could or couldn’t nominate to the Supreme Court? Who was he to violate the separation of powers that once seemed so indispensable to the American form of government?

			But in ten minutes he would settle into the rear seat of a limousine, ride to the White House, and do exactly that.

			A phrase of St. Augustine’s repeated itself in his mind as he surveyed the city:

			It was pride that changed angels into devils; it is humility that makes men as angels.

			Then he reminded himself, as if in absolution, that the humble don’t run for office—or at least they don’t win—and the prideful are unable to compromise.

			Compromise. Another twinge refocused his mind.

			There would be no compromise.

			Not this morning.

			Not with this president.

			Not on these nominations.

			Landon didn’t doubt that under the law he was merely one among equals. Unus inter pares. But for causes he thought only a political physicist could discover, he had become the pivotal force in a divided Senate, making him primus inter pares. First among equals. And it gave him the power to dictate through these new justices—and through the uniquely American Leviathan the Court had become—what privacy rights Americans would retain, what powers the president would wield in war and peace, and even what latitude would be left to the states to govern their own affairs.

			The American Leviathan. That’s how he’d described the Court a week earlier while walking with a summer intern down the marble hallway toward the Senate chamber. The young woman had looked up at him with an innocent smile and said how much she loved reading Moby Dick as a child, then blushed when she realized the reference was political, not literary. She then said she’d read Thomas Hobbes’s Leviathan in a government class in college and found it terrifying.

			Landon recalled smiling to himself and letting the matter drop, for he’d actually been thinking of the Book of Job, an allusion he suspected she was still too many uncommitted sins away from understanding.

			The image faded and was replaced by another, a memory of winter steelhead fishing as a young congressman with Graham Gage on the Klamath River. It was a month after Gage had exposed an opposition push-polling operation that had used the similarity of Landon’s wife’s maiden name to that of a criminal to accuse her of real estate fraud. Gage, standing in the drift boat, teaching him how to read water, how to deduce the unseen from the seen, pointing toward a submerged rock, sheared off the cliff above and ragged enough to rip through the hull, its presence revealed only by the water churning below it downstream.

			Landon now felt the chill that had shuddered through him at that moment, one far deeper than the one inflicted by the raw wind sweeping up the canyon. It was a terror of hidden hazards, deposited solely by chance, upon which his career might someday be wrecked.

			Chance.

			Landon understood, even as he sat there readying himself to impose his Supreme Court nominees on the president, that his enormous power was an outcome of events that all could have been otherwise. Suppose he hadn’t survived the childhood car crash that killed his sister? Suppose he hadn’t been elected student body president at Yale? Admitted to Harvard Law School? Elected to Congress? Run against House and Senate opponents who ran aground each election eve on the shores of their naïve mistakes? And, finally, stepped into the chairmanship of the Senate Judiciary Committee only because of the death of a colleague?

			It wasn’t a secret from Landon why these events now replayed in his mind. It was the subconscious way he’d always reminded himself that the inescapable and all-too-human sin of pride was threatening to mutate into a secular hubris: the dangerous belief that he alone was the source of the power he possessed. It sometimes even tempted him to dismiss the warning of Shakespeare’s Brutus that he’d framed and mounted in his office wall on the day he was first sworn in to Congress:

			There is a tide in the affairs of men,

			Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune;

			Omitted, all the voyage of their life

			Is bound in shallows and in miseries.

			Looking up at those words as he did now, Landon had often felt a peculiar unease, a kind of bad faith. A Republican senator elected by the people of California was nothing if not against the tide. Republican governors? Nearly always. Senators? One in a generation: himself—and he knew this was exactly the sort of dangerous material from which hubris was formed.

			A beep from his phone startled him. He leaned forward to rise, thinking it was his secretary informing him his driver had arrived. He then noticed the call was on his private line. He picked it up. It was his younger brother, Brandon, a federal judge in their hometown of San Francisco, calling to take vicarious pleasure in something Landon viewed as merely necessary.

			“I’m just about to leave ... Sure, I’ll call you later.”

			Landon hung up the phone. Ultimately, he recognized, it was to his brother he owed what he didn’t owe to chance. As a corporate lawyer, it was Brandon’s connections that funded his campaigns and later supplied the money he deposited into the political action committees of the Senate leadership to buy himself a seat on the Judiciary Committee.

			As much as he had despised it, at Yale they were known as Machiavelli and the Prince. Brandon: dark hair, peering eyes, diminutive face, expert debater. Landon: tall, fair-skinned, strong-jawed. A leader, not an arguer. That they could be brothers had unnerved their classmates, just as it had the families on Nob Hill where they’d grown up. The dissimilarity had always powered an undercurrent of whispering that tugged at them as they walked to their table in the dining room of their parents’ country club or swam in the pool. But, fortunately, age, like erosion, had smoothed the stark edges of their contours and softened the contrast.

			The phone beeped again. This time it was his driver. Landon rose, and then glanced down at the Supreme Court building across the street. It seemed at this moment like a fist with two fingers missing, mangled and powerless—

			But not for long.

			As he walked down the hallway toward the elevator, he wondered what the president’s reaction would be when he heard the two names. How would a president who had always fled to the center because he’d lacked the courage of his convictions adjust to this reminder that he owed his presidency to contributors who were finally demanding that they receive what they’d been paying for over all these years.

		

	


	
		
			Chapter 3

			The sun cresting the East Bay hills blinded Gage as the bridge exit into San Francisco looped back toward the waterfront. He descended into the shade of the office towers and condo complexes that had reshaped the shoreline in the quarter century since he had converted the hundred-year-old warehouse into his firm’s offices. A minute later, he emerged near the four-lane Embarcadero, its palm-bordered trolley line giving the boulevard the unnatural and uncomfortable appearance of having been harvested from the San Diego harbor and grafted onto San Francisco Bay.

			Gage paused at an intersection as a still-groggy runner crossed against the light, then drove south past a scattering of piers and restaurants, and slipped into an alley. He parked along the back wall of his building and walked around to the front, where he spotted his surveillance chief sitting on the concrete steps, staring across the street toward the water.

			“Thanks for calling Socorro,” Viz said as Gage approached. “Your and Faith’s condolences meant a lot to her.”

			Hector McBride had been nicknamed by Gage for his godlike ability to catalogue the covert lives of his targets and to condense and evaporate like an omniscient cloud. Despite standing a couple of inches taller than Gage’s six foot two, it sometimes seemed the ex-DEA agent could disappear into the sliver of a midday shadow.

			But not today. Today his despair surrounded him like a physical presence.

			Gage examined Viz’s drawn face, and then sat down beside him.

			“The problem was Charlie,” Gage said, “not your sister.”

			Viz shrugged. “Still ...”

			“How’s she holding up?”

			“It’s kind of like he died twice. When he first got shot, the doctors said he wasn’t going to make it, so she got herself ready. Kind of steeled herself, then she got blindsided.”

			“Have they figured out what caused his death?” Gage asked.

			“A seizure, maybe a heart attack. They’re doing an autopsy this morning.” Viz glanced up at the hazy sky, then out at the commuter traffic inching toward downtown through a humid alloy of fog and smog. “Maybe yesterday’s heat had something to do with it.”

			Viz leaned forward, knees spread, forearms resting on his thighs, rotating his gray Stetson between his hands, fingers working their way along the inside of the sweatband and his thumb along the brim.

			“I’d appreciate you and Faith coming to the funeral. For Socorro’s sake. It’s going to be pretty lonely. Charlie didn’t have any real friends, and his parents aren’t well enough to travel from Florida.”

			“We can even come back to the house afterward, if you think it would help.”

			Viz nodded, then lowered his head, his unfocused eyes oblivious to his rotating hat.

			“Makes you think, doesn’t it?”

			“About what?”

			“About dying too soon—” Viz caught himself, flustered, eyes pained. His own words reminding him of the death of Gage’s father three months earlier. “Sorry, I didn’t mean ...”

			Gage’s mind pushed past the final memory of his father at the moment of his death to their last conversation a day earlier. Sitting by his bedside at the family’s southern Arizona ranch, holding his hand as they gazed out the adobe-framed windows at the desert. His father, a family physician, had laughed about being paid in Yaqui corn, Apache chickens, and Mexican tamales in the years after World War II, cried about friends he’d lost in combat when he was young and to disease as he got older, and wondered aloud about the changes the world would see after he was gone.

			“My dad told me his only regret was that he wouldn’t live long enough to see how everything turned out,” Gage said.

			Viz pulled away and looked over at him. “But nobody ever ...”

			Gage nodded. “I think that’s why he had a little smile on his face when he said it.”

			“But there’s a difference between your father and Charlie.” Viz’s voice rose, more in frustration than in argument. “A big difference.” He set down his hat on the step next to him, as if preparing to plead Palmer’s case. “Your dad’s life had a kind of completeness. Charlie’s was unfinished, and he didn’t have a chance to make things right.”

			“He had lots of chances,” Gage said, “he just never took them.”

			They both knew it was worse than that, for the lens through which Palmer had chosen to view others’ lives had filtered those chances out.

			Even more, Palmer’s kind of life made his the kind of death that brought all his acts and deceits into the present, and into the space between the two of them sitting on these steps.

			Palmer had spent his career as part of an underworld of lawyers and private investigators—as clandestine as a secret society and as public as a Hollywood celebrity trial—that exploited victims’ shames and terrors and forced them to choose silence over justice.

			In the years after he’d left the San Francisco Police Department, Palmer had been the surreptitious hand that had tipped the scales in countless child custody hearings and divorce battles, in sexual harassment complaints, even in disputes over movie rights and royalties. He’d been an expert in the art of leverage, in discovering the embarrassing lapse, the plagiarized high school term paper, the drunken confession on a defunct social networking site, the juvenile petty theft from Victoria’s Secret, the videotaped ménage à cinq in a college dorm, the used condom in a Las Vegas hotel room, or the empty bottle of Prozac in an aging star’s garbage.

			He’d also been an expert at avoiding exposure; for those furious enough to expose him also had the most to lose.

			And sitting there next to Viz, with him so desperate to redeem the unredeemable, it was unimaginable to Gage that Palmer had found the courage in his final moments to crawl out of the darkness and into a light that would transform his entombed past into a living legacy.

			“It’s just hard to live with mixed feelings about dead people,” Viz said. “He did a lot of bad stuff as a cop and an investigator, but he was also a brother-in-law who tried to do good for his kids.” He sighed. “The truth is I’m not sure they have a clue about who he really was.”

			Viz turned toward Gage and spread his hands.

			“But how could they? All they ever saw were movie stars and politicians calling him, begging for his help. And it wasn’t like he could ever go to career day at their school and describe what he really did for a living.”

			“What about Socorro? You think she understands?”

			“I’m not sure she’s ever seen past what she thought she saw on their first date.” Viz shook his head and blew out a breath. “And I hope she never does.”

			They sat in silence listening to an airplane banking over the city and heading east, the engine roar fading until it merged with the rumble of traffic and the growl of container ships powering across the bay toward the Port of Oakland.

			Gage glanced in the direction of the Palmer’s Victorian mansion on Russian Hill, beyond the concrete and steel of the financial district and the brick-lined alleys of Chinatown, his mind’s eye seeing it standing among oaks and weeping willows.

			“Charlie called me a couple of times after he got home from the hospital,” Gage said. “I was on the road until that final one.”

			“That’s what I heard from Socorro. It shocked the hell out of me. I always figured you’d be the last on his list. It’s not like you two were ever friends. But then I started thinking maybe he got desperate, frustrated because SFPD hadn’t found out who shot him.”

			Gage shook his head. “I don’t think that was it. Spike Pacheco told me Charlie didn’t seem to care whether or not the guy got caught. He hardly even looked at the photo spreads Spike showed him. It’s not SFPD’s fault the case dead-ended.”

			Viz peered over at Gage. “Dead-ended how? On the back burner or off the stove altogether?”

			“It’s a matter of diminishing returns. There was nothing more Spike could do without Charlie’s cooperation.”

			“Were you going to help him, whatever it was?”

			Gage pointed over his shoulder toward the lobby and the reception station. “If Tansy had her way.”

			Viz smiled. “I’ll bet she’s still trying to save him.”

			“Saving a dead man would be a helluva trick.”

			“I don’t know, boss,” Viz said. “They say Yaquis can do things other humans can’t.”

			Gage took in a long breath, then exhaled. “Not this time.”

			“How about at least playing the childhood friend card to get Spike to jump-start the investigation? Big guy like you, little guy like him, must’ve been a dozen times you saved his ass when you were growing up together. You’ve got to have something in the bank.”

			“There’s nothing more to go on. The leads have dried up.”

			“What about the new ones?”

			Gage turned toward Viz. “Did Charlie tell your sister something Spike doesn’t know about?”

			“No.” Viz half smiled and then wrapped his hope inside a prediction. “The new ones you’re gonna come up with.”

			“You playing the sister card?”

			“When it comes to Charlie, that’s the only one I’ve got.”

			One of Gage’s other investigators walked up the steps. She paused to squeeze Viz’s shoulder and express her condolences, then continued into the building.

			Gage angled his thumb toward the entrance. “You want some coffee?”

			“I better.” Viz picked up his hat. “It was a long night. Socorro couldn’t sleep, so I stayed up with her.”

			They rose and walked through the double glass doors. Muffled sounds of printers and copiers and a dozen telephone conversations flowed from the hallways beyond. With clients scattered across the world’s twenty-four time zones, Gage’s office operated on a 6 A.M. to midnight schedule, with investigators working overlapping shifts. Toxic spills in India or industrial sabotage in Dubai or securities frauds in London weren’t limited to between nine and five, Pacific time.

			Viz paused at the vacant reception desk. “Where’s Tansy?”

			“Moki had an early doctor’s appointment.”

			Viz’s face darkened as he looked down at the empty chair. “It’s heartbreaking. I don’t know how she does it. I’ve never understood why she didn’t send him back to the reservation. I mean it’s not like he’ll even know she’s not around.”

			“You wouldn’t let other people take care of Socorro if something happened to her.” Gage pointed at Viz’s chest. “You’re a lot more like Tansy than you let on.”

			Viz spread his arms. “Actually, I’m about two and a half Tansys.”

			“How’s that? You gain a few pounds?”

			“No. I think she lost a few.”

			Viz inspected Tansy’s blotter calendar on which she kept track of the locations of the investigators as they traveled. The boxes for the first two weeks in September were marked with a code for Gage’s name.

			“I didn’t think to ask about your trip,” Viz said, looking back at Gage. “You find the guy who stole the fiber-optic design?”

			“In Zurich. Thanks for asking, but I know you’ve got more important things on your mind.” Gage glanced at the calendar. “You need some time off?”

			“Just a day or so. Funeral stuff. Their kids are coming up from UCLA tomorrow and they’ll stay close by her. I’m not much for sitting around.”

			“Since when? That’s how you spend most of your life. It’s part of your job description. I know. I wrote it myself.”

			“Well ...” Viz shrugged. “You know what I mean.”

			“Yeah, I know what you mean.”

			Gage led Viz down the hallway to the kitchen and poured them both mugs of coffee.

			“You think Socorro will want me to look into the shooting?” Gage asked, handing one to Viz.

			“I don’t know. She’s not the sort of person who’s going to let her life turn on whether the guy gets caught. She knows how twisted people get who live for revenge.” Viz paused, and his eyes went vacant. Then he looked back at Gage. “But still, there’s got to be a lot of uncertainty. And it’s hard to live with a mystery, especially since whoever it was killed him in the end.”

		

	


	
		
			Chapter 4

			An hour after he’d left the president, Landon Meyer was still light-headed with a kind of breathlessness he hadn’t felt since his college rugby days when the world condensed into exhilarating, time-freezing moments. His hands vibrated as he raised the highball glass of bourbon from his desk to his lips.

			He’d steeled himself as he was escorted into the Oval Office. President William Duncan sat in an elbowed mahogany armchair. Chief of staff Stuart Sheridan stood by a window facing the Rose Garden. Duncan only stood long enough to shake Landon’s hand and to direct him to the couch.

			It had never struck Landon more clearly than at that moment that if Brandon was his Machiavelli, then Sheridan was the president’s. Except Duncan and Sheridan could have been twins separated at birth. Duncan had been raised in a coal-mining town and wore the weathered face of struggle, while Sheridan had summered in the Hamptons, a childhood of ease. Both were in their late sixties, hairdusted with gray, faces keen and self-satisfied despite the historic reversal of roles in the Su-premeCourt nomination process that was moments away.

			“I think we should skip the niceties,” President Duncan said, “and start at the bottom line.” He offered a thin smile. “We can make nice later, if necessary.”

			“I’ve given this a great deal of consideration, Mr. President—”

			Duncan raised his palm. “Skip that part.”

			Landon felt himself redden as if he was receiving a dressing-down in front of his classmates.

			“Mr. President—”

			“The names, man. Just the names.”

			Landon gave him the names.

			Duncan and Sheridan glanced at each other, then both grinned at Landon.

			The president spoke first. “Let’s just call them Starsky and Hutch until we’re ready to release it to the press.”

			Landon leaned forward in his chair.

			“That’s it? No argument about you not wanting to waste political capital pushing through these nominations? Looking for a middle ground with the Democrats so you won’t get pilloried like last time? A black? A woman? An Hispanic?”

			Duncan shook his head. “Lame ducks don’t need a middle ground—and this is about my legacy.” He rose. “I’m not blaming you personally, but for almost seven years Congress has been an evenly divided logjam. My so-called legislative agenda was stillborn. I could’ve spent my presidency fishing or clearing brush on a Texas ranch and it wouldn’t have made much difference. Other than a tiny bit of tort reform and a few defense spending bills, I’ve accomplished nothing.” He spread his arms wide. “Nothing on abortion. Nothing on debt. Nothing on Social Security. Nothing on Alaska drilling. Nothing on nuclear power.”

			“I’m not sure that’s true,” Landon said. “What about economic—”

			“Diddly-squat. Extending NAFTA was diddly-squat, even less than diddly-squat—and the jury is still out about whether it helped us or hurt us.”

			Sheridan approached them and then sat down and interjected himself into the conversation.

			“The lesson since the days of Earl Warren,” Sheridan said, “is that if you can’t win in Congress, drive your agenda through the Court.” He clenched his fist. “Just when the Democrats think they’ve won, we’ll crush them.”

			Duncan grabbed the conversation back.

			“I’m willing to let my presidency rise and fall on whether we—you—can push Starsky and Hutch through the Senate. Let Newsweek call mine a failed presidency. I want to give history something different to write about: how my domination of the Court controlled the country for a hundred years after I was dead.”

			Landon glanced over at Sheridan, expecting a Sieg heil salute.

			“Starsky and Hutch are young enough to serve forty years each.” Duncan smiled again and threw up his hands. “Shoot, man, that’s almost half a century right there, and it’ll take another half century for anyone to undo what they accomplish.”

			“But they’re only two. I’m not sure you’ll get another opportunity to make an appointment, so we’ll only have a majority for—”

			“Twenty years is long enough to cast the die. Think of what Earl Warren did. The country still hasn’t recovered from that disaster. We’ll have a super majority: Starsky, Hutch, Robins, Ardino, Thompson, and Sunseri. Even if one gets weak-kneed, the rest can deliver—and nothing is off-limits.”

			“Getting these nominees through the Senate will require a lot of money and a lot of horse trading, Mr. President. More than I think you—”

			“Damn right it will.” Duncan’s face hardened. His voice pounded. “Trade them everything else. Let them turn all of Montana into a giant national park, let them double capital gains taxes, let them table the abortion bill until the year 3000, let them hand out condoms to sixth-graders—I don’t give a damn ... but get ... their ... votes.”

			Duncan walked to his desk and picked up a photograph of Ronald Reagan.

			“If Reagan had been a Democrat, conservatives would have condemned him as one of the worst presidents in history. At the time, the highest deficits in U.S. history, tax rates through the roof, nothing on abortion, nothing on prayer in schools, drug war a complete failure, a balance of trade that left us drowning, welfare programs never bigger, Castro more powerful than ever. He can’t even take credit for the collapse of the Soviet Union. It did itself in. Nobody in his administration had a clue about what was going on over there.”

			Duncan stared at the photo. “But what he did was to articulate a unity of vision about what America was.” He opened a side drawer of his hand-carved mahogany desk and slid the photo inside. “All that morning-in-America stuff.” He turned back toward Landon. “The difference between Reagan and me is that I finally have a way to make the country actually match mine.”

			The bourbon glass rattled as Landon set it down on the silver coaster on his deceased father’s Georgian walnut desk. He could still see the dent where the old man had smashed the telephone handset when he learned Nixon had resigned—an act his father thereafter called the most sickening example of presidential cowardice in U.S. history. He even threatened to quit the Republican National Committee and devote the tens of millions of dollars he raised every year to creating a third party.

			Landon rested his elbows on the blotter, then pressed his splayed fingers together. He stared through them into nothingness, thinking about the New Hampshire primary five months away, and about Duncan’s last words:

			“Get this done, Landon, and you’ll own the primaries. I’ll do whatever it takes to get you the nomination.” Then the self-deprecating smile that once charmed the nation, but now only made him look weak. “You can even hold the goddamn sword while I fall on it.”

			Landon took in a long breath and exhaled. He’d been so swept up in the moment, in the grand images Duncan had painted, he’d failed to notice Duncan hadn’t a clue why he’d chosen these particular nominees.

			He smiled to himself as he imagined the president’s fury when he finally realized he’d picked them to ensure not Duncan’s legacy—but his own.

		

	


	
		
			Chapter 5

			Viz drove them in silence from the cemetery south of San Francisco past the granite and marble City Hall and up the south side of Russian Hill. Gage’s wife, Faith, and Socorro sat in the backseat, once best friends now reunited by the death of the man who’d kept them apart; a husband’s fear of exposure having imposed a life of isolation on his wife.

			From the front passenger seat, Gage watched the cacophony of architecture passing by—Italianate, Spanish Mission, Beaux Arts. It struck him that they had nothing in common but the arbitrary whims of a long-dead Barbary Coast elite made wealthy by gold and gambling, prostitution and corruption, each family attempting to impose its architectural will on an untamed city. Observing them now, Gage wondered whether that was the reason Charlie had insisted on buying the mansion in which they lived: an instance of glory-by-proxy, just as with his Hollywood clients.

			Viz pulled his Yukon to the curb and shut off the engine. Gage reached for the door handle while gazing up at the Palmers’ four-story Victorian, now restored to a perfect balance of yellow and blue, with accents in red; the colors stark and brutal in an afternoon sun that also shone down on a freshly turned grave.

			A blur of motion and then a flash of blue against green caught Gage’s eye. He jabbed a finger toward the bushes at the side of the house.

			“A guy just went over the fence.” Gage swung open his door. “Black hair. Levi’s. About five-ten. Heading north.”

			Gage looked back at his wife and Socorro, then at the trailing car containing Socorro’s son and daughter.

			“Don’t let anyone go inside,” Gage said. He then realized there might be confidential client files in Charlie’s home office. “And don’t call the police yet.” He turned to Viz. “You circle around. I’ll try to cut through the block.”

			Viz sprinted up the steep street while Gage ran down a neighbor’s driveway and into the backyard. He spotted vertical scrape marks on the weathered wood fence, then called Viz on his cell.

			“Looks like he’s trying to get out to Union Street.”

			Gage pulled himself over. A bullmastiff crouched at the opposite gate, barking at the memory of the burglar. The dog’s eyes followed his ears around toward the crunch of Gage’s dress shoes hitting the rock garden, mouth foaming, licking its lips. Gage slipped off his suit coat and wrapped it around his forearm, knowing a trained dog would go for his arm, while an untrained one would follow its instincts toward his throat. He knew he’d have to sacrifice the arm in either case.

			A raspy female voice yelled from his left, “Get the hell out of my yard.”

			Gage kept his eyes fixed on the dog, now poised for the attack, snarling, seeming to be begging for her command.

			“A burglar just ran through here,” Gage said. He then glanced toward the open kitchen window and caught a glimpse of a tree stump of a woman with a bleached-blond flattop. “How about you control your dog so I can get after him?”

			“Stallone! Sit.”

			Stallone sat, still blocking the gate.

			Gage’s cell phone rang.

			“I’m out ... on Union.” Viz’s breathing was explosive. “I missed him ... Jumped into a new Lexus SUV ... and took off.”

			“You get the plate?”

			“Too far away ... didn’t even get a good look ... at the guy ... Where are you?”

			“In the backyard of the house just northeast of your sister’s. A dog got in my way.”

			“Need help?”

			“The owner is coming out. I’ll meet you on the front steps of Socorro’s. Let’s search the place before anyone else goes in and then check with the neighbors.”

			Gage and Viz found Socorro setting a steamer of tamales on the cooktop when they walked into the kitchen after their fruitless neighborhood canvass. She was tall and slim; the pale brown skin of her mother combined with the gentle Irish features of her father.

			“Anything missing?” Viz asked her.

			“Not that I could see.” Socorro covered the pot and set her hot pads on the counter. “I’m not sure the burglar even made it past the living room.” She turned toward Gage. “Charlie once told me about criminals who read the obituaries and do break-ins during funerals.” She shrugged. “I guess that’s what it was. I’m glad we got back in time so he didn’t get anything.”

			Gage pointed upward. “Did you check Charlie’s office?”

			“It’s always a mess. I’m not sure you’ll be able to tell anything. Faith and I glanced in. His computers are still there.”

			“Mind if we look?”

			“Of course not. But why his office? We keep the valuables in a safe in the bedroom. I already looked. It’s untouched.”

			Gage didn’t want to worry her with his suspicion it was Charlie’s work, not their personal possessions, that had been the target, so he said, “Just to be thorough.”

			Gage and Viz walked down the hallway to the front staircase, passing Faith sitting with the Palmer children in the living room. They climbed three flights to reach Charlie’s attic office. A month-and-a-half-old newspaper lying open on his desk told them the room had remained as Charlie had left it hours before he was shot. The shredder bin was overflowing. The bookcases were stacked with files and books both lined up and piled sideways.

			“What was the guy searching for?” Viz asked as they surveyed the room.

			Gage didn’t have an answer.

			“You think it has something to do with what Charlie wanted from you?”

			“Has Socorro told you what it was?”

			“She hasn’t wanted to talk about it yet.”

			Gage sat down at Charlie’s desk, then jiggled the computer mouse, waking up the monitor. In a few clicks Gage found the list of recently accessed documents.

			“Looks like the guy wasn’t your everyday burglar,” Gage said. “He was opening files starting about an hour ago.”

			“And your everyday burglar doesn’t drive a new Lexus SUV.”

			Gage’s gaze shifted back and forth between the laptop and desktop computers, and asked, “Why didn’t he just grab them and run?” But then he answered his own question. “He’d have to turn them off and he was afraid he couldn’t get back in because he wouldn’t know the passwords.”

			Viz pointed downward. “And a lot of the files are stored on a server Charlie has hidden behind a wall in the basement. It would’ve taken the burglar hours to find it.”

			Gage felt a moment of unease, almost of dread, for Socorro and her children. The ghosts of Charlie’s past had not died with him, but had instead mutated into flesh and blood and had invaded their lives, and would again, unless—

			He pointed at the computers.

			“Let’s copy everything onto one of our laptops so we can access the files later, then pack them up, along with the server, and take them to the office. And we better make a show of it so if the crook didn’t get what he was searching for, he won’t be coming back thinking there’s something left to find.”

			Viz locked his hands on his hips. Mouth tight. “It pisses me off. How could he do this to his family? They’ve got to live in fear for who knows how long because of the shit he pulled.”

			Gage glanced at a twenty-five-year-old photo on the bookshelf of Charlie in his SFPD uniform. Even as a rookie, he had the dead eyes of a snake and a predator’s grin.

			“Your sister should’ve divorced him years ago,” Gage said. “At some point the illusion of first impressions must’ve worn thin enough to see through.”

			“Even if it did—which I doubt—she’d never divorce him,” Viz said. “She’s too damn Catholic for her own good.”

			Gage rose from the chair. “How come you’re not?”

			“By the time I was twelve, I was bigger than any two priests in the parish put together. They couldn’t scare me anymore.”

			Gage expected Viz to smile, but he didn’t.

			“I even coined my own two-word catechism. It came in real handy in Afghanistan.”

			“What’s that?”

			“Fuck eternity.”

		

	


	
		
			Chapter 6

			After Gage and Viz returned downstairs, Socorro asked Gage to walk with her into the screened-in back porch. They sat in wicker lounge chairs facing a lawn enclosed by mature oaks, pistache, and weeping willows, their trunks wrapped with ivy and surrounded by flowering shrubs. Years ago it had seemed like a refuge from the chaos of San Francisco, but Gage now realized that to Socorro it must have felt like a prison exercise yard.

			“Charlie called me the other day,” Gage said.

			“I know. I dialed the phone for him. I was surprised. He always seemed afraid of you.”

			“Afraid of me?”

			As Gage turned toward her, he noticed in the corner the small table on which she had written a series of children’s books before her twins were born. It was covered with flowerpots and planting soil.

			“I hadn’t even talked to him since the last time I was in this house, and that was over twenty years ago.”

			“I think it started as jealousy,” Socorro said. “He applied for homicide, but got turned down, but they handed you the gold badge without you asking. Even now, everyone in the department still sees you as a legend and Charlie as just a guy who once dressed in blue.”

			Gage shook his head. “His father was the legend, not me, and that wasn’t easy in a town that hates cops.”

			“As far as Charlie was concerned his father was a failure. Officer Friendly who spent his whole career walking a beat and never even put in for a promotion.”

			An image came to Gage of the last time he’d seen Charlie. It was also the last time he’d seen Charlie’s father. Both smiling, in uniform, standing behind a head table, the son saluting the father.

			“That sure wasn’t the impression I got at his father’s retirement dinner,” Gage said.

			“What else could he say? The whole department was listening.” Her eyes blurred as though reliving the event, maybe even the same moment that had come back to Gage, then she focused on him again. “Even after Charlie went out on his own and the movie crowd made him their rescuer and confidant, he knew the world—or at least the part he cared about most—would never see him as any better than second best.”

			Gage felt himself being straitjacketed into a conversation he didn’t want to be involved in and wondered whether he was listening to the voice of grief forgiving all sins or the obliviousness of a too-kind heart. As he looked over at her, he recalled Faith once saying Socorro had the soul of a Hallmark card grandmother, living a life framed by transitions: by weddings, births, anniversaries, and deaths, but otherwise shut off from the world. She’d never gone with Charlie to celebrity parties, because, in their serial marriages and public funerals, they trivialized what she believed was sacred.

			“I still don’t see how that adds up to fear,” Gage said.

			“I don’t either. But somehow that’s what it turned into.” Socorro fell silent, then shrugged and said, “I guess that’s one of many things I’ll never understand.”

			When Gage returned from bringing Socorro a cup of tea from the kitchen, he found her staring out toward the silent tulip leaf fountain centered in the garden, her brows furrowed in concentration.

			“There was something I was going to ask you.” Socorro closed her eyes and rubbed her temples. “The world’s been turned upside down. Sometimes my mind just goes blank, especially about things that just happened.” She shook her head as if trying to jar loose the thought. “I know what it was. Who is Moki Amaro? Charlie fell apart when he heard the name.”

			“The son of my receptionist.”

			“Did Charlie do something to him?”

			“It depends on your point of view. Law can be rough.”

			Gage knew this also wasn’t a conversation he wanted to get into, not with a grieving widow, and not with his own regret for having failed to find a way to shut Charlie down decades earlier. He wondered whether part of what had restrained him over the years was that breaking Charlie would have also broken her.

			Gage decided to circle back. “You know why Charlie called me?”

			She took a sip of her tea and set the cup on the table between them.

			“He wouldn’t say. He even asked me to leave the room if you came on the line, but I left the phone on speaker and listened just outside the door.”

			“You think he wanted me to assign one of my people to finish up his cases? I’m sure there are clients who still need their work completed.”

			The words were a lie in the form of a question, for Gage knew whatever Palmer wanted, it wasn’t that. But Gage didn’t have a clue what it was. Was it help? Or protection? And for whom? Himself? Or her? Or, even more burdensome, maybe he wanted Gage to do exactly what he was doing: protecting her from the truth about him.

			“He always used to joke that you were too straight for your own good,” Socorro said. “I guess that means despite everything he trusted you.”

			Gage pointed up in the direction of Charlie’s office. “Viz and I were thinking it would be a good idea to pack up his files and computers and move them to my building.”

			Socorro’s eyes welled up and she shook her head.

			“I’m not sure I’m ready to face the emptiness. When I walked in the other day I still expected to see him sitting at his desk, staring at his monitor, even though he hadn’t been up there since before he got shot.”

			“We’ll bring everything back when we’re done,” Gage said. “Set it up just the way it was.”

			She sighed. “Thanks for understanding. His work was as much a part of him as his clothes in our closet.” She wiped at the tears with a tissue. “Maybe it’s better if you take it all. I wouldn’t be able to make sense of it anyway.”

			“I’ll send over our computer guy, Alex Z.”

			Socorro smiled, still wiping her eyes, the skin surrounding them raw and red. “The cute rock-and-roller with the Popeye tattoos and silver earrings who makes the girls in San Francisco go gaga?”

			Gage nodded. San Francisco Magazine had recently done a feature on club scene bands, with Alex Z’s picture on the cover.

			Her smile broadened. “I think I better make sure my daughter isn’t home when he comes by. I don’t want to take a chance of her going weak in the knees like all the rest of the girls.”

			“Don’t worry. He’s got a girlfriend.”

			“Then he can drop by anytime.” She touched her lips. “That was the first time I’ve smiled since Charlie was shot. It felt strange. I guess I’m out of practice.”

			“You’ve had a tough time. The kids, too.”

			Socorro’s eyes settled on the gas barbecue standing on the brick patio.

			“In some ways he was a good father, other ways not. I’m not sure what they’ll think about him after the grief passes. A few months ago, Charlie Junior told me his father’s clients appeared to trust him more than respect him. Junior found it very troubling.”

			Socorro looked over at Gage, as if for an explanation. It seemed to him she’d used the words of her son as a proxy to ask questions she was afraid to ask for herself, as though she was trying to protect herself from the abyss by looking at its reflection in a mirror held by another.

			Gage felt a wave of sadness for the courage she’d lost during the years she’d spent in a world walled off by Charlie. This wasn’t how he remembered her when she was young and fearless, backpacking with Faith in the Sierras and talking long into the night, no subject off-limits, no thought stifled or left unfinished.

			He avoided responding to her veiled question by changing the subject.

			“Did Charlie have any ideas about who shot him?” Gage asked.

			Socorro shook her head. “He just said a man stuck a gun in his back and demanded money. Charlie spun around swinging, but missed and lost his balance. Then the man pulled the trigger. Charlie never got a good look at his face. Just a tall, thin, white guy.”

			“Do you know what he was working on that day?”

			“A tax fraud case, something to do with yacht donations.”

			“Which side?”

			“The broker and the appraiser. A lawyer down in Beverly Hills figured out his clients could get bigger tax deductions for donating their boats to charities than they’d make back by selling them, if the appraisals were pumped up two or three times. Charlie didn’t think the case had anything to do with him getting shot, but is it possible?”

			Gage shook his head. “People don’t go to war over tax cases. The penalties are too light.”

			“I think that’s all he was doing that day. He was winding down his practice even before he was shot. With the twins graduating from college in the spring, he could retire.”

			Socorro stared down at her hands folded together on her lap.

			“It doesn’t seem real,” she finally said. “Everything feels hollow. Even the cars driving by seem to echo in my ears.” She dabbed at new tears. “Hardly anybody called, even after the Chronicle article. I guess Charlie was just hired help to the people he worked for.”

			“People pretend, but there isn’t much loyalty in the legal community,” Gage said, knowing the people who hired Charlie to do the dirty work would now want to pretend they never had their hands in the grime.

			“Judge Meyer was the only ex-client who called.”

			Gage felt his body tense. Brandon Meyer had Charlie on speed dial during their years working as San Francisco’s stable boys cleaning up after clients with more money than morals. Apparently, their connection hadn’t broken when Meyer grabbed on to the coattails of his brother, Landon, and hoisted himself onto the federal bench a decade earlier.

			“What did he say?” Gage asked.

			“That he was sorry to hear about Charlie and something about whether Charlie had learned anything new since they’d last talked.”

			“About what?”

			Socorro glanced over her shoulder toward the inside of the house, then lowered her voice. “I shouldn’t have said that. I’m not supposed to tell anyone.”

			“I won’t pass it on.”

			She took in a breath, then nodded. “Brandon was mugged a week or two before Charlie was shot. His wallet was stolen. Charlie was looking into it.”

			“Did Charlie tell that to Spike? After all—”

			Socorro shook her head. “Charlie was positive the two robberies weren’t related. The man who mugged Brandon was Hispanic. Brandon was too embarrassed to report it himself because it happened in the Tenderloin. He cut through one night on his way from the Federal Building to a law office on Van Ness. He thought it would play badly in the media, him getting mugged a few yards away from drug dealers and prostitutes. I can’t blame him.” Socorro shuddered. “I’m afraid even to drive through there.”

			“Had Charlie done anything to find the wallet?”

			“He’d hung up some posters offering a reward, just using Brandon’s initials, and searched around in garbage cans and dumpsters.”

			Gage nodded. “I wondered what had happened to Brandon. I had a meeting at the U.S. Attorney’s office a couple of months ago. I saw him in the courthouse lobby. He gave me that limp-wristed wave he does. He had a bandage above his left eye. I heard he was telling people he had surgery.”

			“More like stitches.”

			“Was he sure it wasn’t some angry defendant or plaintiff coming back to get even?”

			“Charlie wondered about that, too. But I doubt Brandon would remember one face out of the thousands that have passed through his court.”

			That was true. Brandon might not have remembered the face, but Gage was certain the person wearing it would’ve reminded Brandon who he was before or after he swung his fist, otherwise there was no point.

			“Any other condolence calls?” Gage asked.

			“None work-related.” She sighed. “I guess Charlie was old news.”

			Not that old, Gage thought, that somebody wouldn’t risk a daytime burglary to search Charlie’s computers.

			Viz joined them on the porch, standing behind his sister’s chair, resting his hands on her shoulders. When her attention was drawn toward a barn swallow flitting past, Viz caught Gage’s eye, then tilted his head toward the house. Gage nodded.

			“I’ll think I’ll stay here for a few days,” Viz said.

			“You don’t have to do that,” Socorro said, glancing up at him. “I’ll be okay.”

			“I know I don’t have to. But I want to. I’ll keep you company. Maybe I can help you catch up on chores you put off while you were taking care of Charlie.”

			“I guess I could use some help there. I hated Faith to see the house in such a mess.”

			“Trust me,” Gage said, “she didn’t notice. You should see her office at UC Berkeley. The head of her department tells people it looks less like a professor’s office and more like one of the archeological sites she works at.”

			Faith and Gage walked hand-in-hand up the sidewalk to where Gage had parked his car before Viz had driven them and Socorro to the cemetery.

			“Viz was right,” Gage said. “She doesn’t have a clue who Charlie really was.”

			Faith looked up at him through clear hazel eyes framed by her slim face and auburn hair.

			“Do you think it’s willful?” Faith asked.

			“Probably not. I suspect there was just an unbridgeable chasm between them.”

			Faith glanced back toward the house. “I’m wondering whether she decided at some point in their marriage it was emotionally safer to be oblivious. I got the feeling talking to her that she’s spent the last twenty years hiding inside of her children’s books where lessons were taught by stubbed toes and missing bracelets and grandmothers’ stern looks—”

			“And not by a gunshot that cuts a husband down in the street.”

			Gage pressed the remote on his key chain and unlocked the car.

			“It hasn’t even crossed her mind yet,” Gage said, as he opened Faith’s door, “that there might be a connection between the shooting and the burglary.”

		

	


	
		
			Chapter 7

			The big man is pissed,” the caller said, in a voice both sarcastic and frustrated.

			“I don’t give a rat’s ass,” the Texan answered. “I did the best I could in the time I had. There was no way I could haul out every damn computer in the place. He had a couple in his office, one in his bedroom, and a server somewhere in the house I couldn’t even find.”

			“He wants you to go back in.”

			“There’s nothing there.”

			“What do you mean, there’s nothing there?”

			“Just what I said. A rental van showed up a few hours later. A couple of guys cleaned out the place and took it all to Graham Gage’s office.”

			“Damn.”

			“I made some calls. Palmer was the brother-in-law of a guy who works for Gage. Got the job through his sister.”

			“Go get it. Take somebody with you this time.”

			“What? You said he wanted me to do it alone. If he’d let me take somebody in the first place we wouldn’t be in this mess.”

			The man laughed. “Let’s say our leader has engaged in a soul-searching reconsideration.”

			“What is it about these suits? They think it’s just a little harmless chess game, until something goes sour and they panic like schoolgirls in a high wind, their little dresses flapping up in their faces.”

			“What’ll I tell him?”

			“Tell him two people, twice as much money—in cash and in advance.”

			“Where?”

			“Same place.”

			“Leave a hundred grand in a paper bag?”

			“I’ll be watching. Nobody’s walking away with my money.”

			“And keep an eye on Gage. If he gets too far into this thing, we’ll need to do some damage control.”
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