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            Epigraph

         
         
            It will be found very generally that the persons called upon to give information will do so without objection or delay.

            —instructions to U.S. Census enumerators, June 1890
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            Chapter 1

         
         “Kate Gamble!” the silver-haired director shouted from his seat in the fifth row of the auditorium.

         
         It startled Kate to hear her name called, even if she had been waiting nearly an hour for her brief moment onstage. She was
            an aspiring playwright, emphasis on “aspiring.” More than four hundred contestants nationwide had submitted spec scripts to
            win the honor of a live critique from Tony Award–winning Broadway director Irving Bass. The “Bass Workshop,” as it was immodestly
            billed, included public readings, though it mostly drew friends and family of the winning contestants. Kate’s hope was not
            to wow the audience, but merely to take the stage, face the spotlight, and read her opening scene aloud without her knees
            buckling.
         

         
         “Gamble! You’re up!”

         
         Kate was seated in Row J, almost hiding behind one of nine white columns that supported the dress circle above. The famous
            Ford’s Theatre, site of Lincoln’s assassination, was still a living and working playhouse, and just being there made her feel
            sorry for anyone who didn’t “get” the excitement of live theater. Kate was a child when her father had taken her there to
            see A Raisin in the Sun, a transformative experience that had sparked her dream of picking up the pen. It took more than inspiration to return, years
            later, and present her own work. Courage was essential. A touch of insanity didn’t hurt. After countless hours of rehearsal
            in front of her bedroom mirror, Kate could probably have recited her play by heart. But stage fright could strike at any moment.
            She gathered up her script like a safety blanket and hurried up the steps at stage left.
         

         
         “I see your play is untitled,” said Bass.

         
         Kate walked tentatively to center stage, shielding her eyes from the bright spotlight. She was five foot six in flats, but
            just the sound of the director’s voice made her feel much smaller. Bass was in the aisle seat, a talking silhouette.
         

         
         “I hope that’s not a problem.”

         
         “Why would that be a problem? By all means, if you’re at a loss for words, become a writer.”

         
         Kate wasn’t sure if she should laugh it off or disappear through the trap door, if there was one.

         
         “How long have you been working on your script?”

         
         Kate hesitated. In a way, she’d been researching this story her entire life, mostly at the family dinner table. Her father
            was Christian Gamble, CEO of Buck Technologies International, a private data-integration company whose clients included the
            CIA, the NSA, and virtually every counterterrorism organization in the Western world. Kate’s father adored her, and a play
            about the dark side of Big Data would have been the ultimate betrayal in his eyes. So Kate had worked in secret, telling precious
            few that her story was about the processing of personal information, and telling absolutely no one that her inspiration was
            the data-integration software her father had licensed to the federal government.
         

         
         “I’ve been at this a very long time,” said Kate.

         
         Bass’s assistant brought another liter of vodka and placed it next to the pitcher of orange juice on the tray table in the
            aisle. Bass poured the vodka into his tall glass, seemed to consider the need for more OJ, and then thought better of it.
            He added only ice.
         

         
         “Haven’t got all day,” said the director. “Let’s hear the best you’ve got.”

         
         Kate did the nervous head jerk that she’d told herself not to do, tossing her copper-brown hair over her left shoulder and then her right. She collected herself and began by setting the scene. “June 1890. We are in the common dining area on the ground floor of a Lower East Side tenement building. There is a simple wood table with two chairs that don’t match. Seated at the table is a young mother, Shayna Fine, breast-feeding a newborn. 

         
         “At rise: Enter Hans Albrecht, a young man dressed in a summer suit and flat-brimmed straw hat. A portfolio labeled ‘U.S.
            Census’ is tucked under his arm.”
         

         
         “Hold, please,” said Bass.

         
         “Excuse me?”

         
         “You’re a playwright, not a costume designer. I don’t give a shit what you think Hans Albrecht is wearing. Understood?”

         
         “Yes. Sorry.”

         
         “Proceed.”

         
         Kate feared she’d already lost him. “Let me skip ahead to the good part. Albrecht is a census taker and he is asking Shayna,
            the young mother, the series of questions he is required by law to ask.” She shifted to her Albrecht voice, responding as
            Shayna:
         

         
         “‘Ma’am, what is your race?’”

         
         “Jewish.”

         
         “That is not one of the choices. Not sure why that is. I should mention it to my superintendent. White, black, mulatto, quadroon,
            octoroon, Chinese, Japanese, or Indian?”
         

         
         “Qua-what?”

         
         “Quadroon. One-quarter African and three-quarters European ancestry. Octoroon is one-eighth African and—” Kate paused for
            effect, conveying the census taker’s realization that the ancestral fractions were lost on Shayna. “Let me ask it this way:
            Are you and your children the descendants of slaves?”
         

         
         “Sir, my children are Jewish. Have you never read the Book of Exodus?”
         

         
         “Hold, please,” said Bass, groaning.

         
         Kate looked up. “I was just getting to the good part.”

         
         “That’s what you said five minutes ago. You can’t begin a play in the Gay Nineties talking about kangaroos and macaroons.”

         
         “Quadroons and octoroons. The terms are outdated and offensive. I get it. But that question is verbatim from the 1890 census. I researched it.” 

         
         “The cutting room floor is smothered in research.” Bass tore the page from the script, crushed it into a ball, and pitched
            it into the aisle. He might as well have ripped Kate’s heart from her chest.
         

         
         “But this is a critical point,” she said. “The census of 1890 is the first time the U.S. Census office used electromechanical
            tabulating machines.”
         

         
         “So what?”

         
         “Our government got its first taste of technology—and it couldn’t help but turn it against its own people. Suddenly, the Census
            Bureau could nail down the name and address of every single American with a drop of African blood in his or her body. This
            is 1890. The possibilities are so much scarier now. This goes to the heart of my theme.”
         

         
         “What theme?”

         
         “Technology and the abuse of personal information.”

         
         Bass poured more vodka. “Ms. Gamble, this is a playwriting competition for scripts about women’s health and sexuality. We’re
            looking for the next Vagina Monologues or Menopause: The Musical. Not the next Snowden or Oslo.”
         

         
         Kate blinked hard, confused. Bass definitely should not have started that second liter of vodka. His assistant corrected him
            gently, his voice carrying.
         

         
         “Mr. Bass, the women’s festival is next week.”
         

         
         “Well, even so. Ms. Gamble, you can’t write a historical play that isn’t historically accurate. What kind of tabulating technology
            even existed in 1890?”
         

         
         “Hollerith machines,” said Kate. “The old punch-card technology that predated computers. It was invented in the nineteenth
            century by Henry Hollerith.”
         

         
         “Which your audience couldn’t care less about.”

         
         “They should care. I wrote a short scene to explain. It starts at page eight.”

         
         “And it runs to what page?”

         
         “Twelve.”

         
         Bass yanked the pages from the notebook and tossed them into the aisle.

         
         He might as well have grabbed Kate by the throat and thrown her across the stage. “You’re just awful,” she said.

         
         Bass closed the notebook on what was left of her tattered script. “This is awful.”
         

         
         With a snap of the director’s fingers, his assistant summoned the next victim.

         
         “Contestant two-oh-nine, Esther Baldwin.”

         
         “That’s it?” asked Kate. “I’m done?”

         
         A young woman hurried down the aisle, script in hand.

         
         Bass shot one final dismissive glance in Kate’s direction. “If your name is not Esther Baldwin, then yes, you are done.”

         
         Kate stepped away, and Ms. Baldwin took her place at center stage. The polite response would have been to find a seat and
            wait for all the contestants to finish. Kate wasn’t feeling it. She hurried off the stage and headed straight for the rear
            exit, taking the side aisle farthest away from Bass. The door creaked on her way out, barely audible, but Bass was incapable
            of letting anything slide.
         

         
         “Quiet!”

         
         Kate continued through the empty lobby, past the will-call window, and out the main doors. There was a trash can at the curb
            outside the theater. She shoved the script into the receptacle with all the anger, disappointment, and embarrassment she was
            feeling, never looking back on her way to the Metro station. She caught the train as the doors were closing and took a seat
            by the window.
         

         
         What a jerk, she thought, as the train entered the dark tunnel, but she actually pitied him. She wanted to admire a director of his talent for “paying it forward” and holding contests for aspiring playwrights, but maybe the rumors were true: he was a drunk who could no longer find work on Broadway, and he simply needed the money. Alcoholism is a scourge. Kate’s mother struggled with it. She’d been sober for nearly two years, but even at her lowest point she was classified as “high-functioning.” Bass was the same, which meant that while his words wounded, all too often it was only because the truth hurt. Still, he could have been nicer about it. The words of John Wilkes Booth as he leapt from the president’s box to the stage on the night of April 14, 1865—“Sic semper tyrannis!”—had no application to Lincoln but seemed to foreshadow the arrival of Irving Bass more than one hundred fifty years later:
         

         
         “Thus always to tyrants.”

         
         Squealing brakes brought the Metro train to a gradual stop, and the mechanical voice announced Kate’s arrival at Tysons Corner
            station. Kate exited to the elevated outdoor platform, converging with dozens of other late-afternoon commuters, a human funnel
            that emptied into the downward escalator. Kate pushed through the turnstile at the station exit. The sidewalk was still wet
            from a summer shower that had passed through earlier. September was the tail end of the hot and muggy season in northern Virginia,
            but a late-afternoon or early-evening shower was still common. A limo was waiting for her at the pickup circle, beaded raindrops
            glistening in the twilight. Kate could see her parents’ penthouse apartment from the station. It was less than a half mile
            away. Kate enjoyed long walks, and she’d told her mother not to send the driver. But Kate knew she wouldn’t listen; she never
            did. As the family counselor often reminded her, “No point arguing over the small stuff.”
         

         
         The mother-daughter arguments had been epic, starting with the time Kate had bravely called her out on a daily routine that was poisoning her body. Her mother started each morning at the club around 11:00 a.m., when her tennis friends came off the court for a round of Bloody Marys. The server was under a standing order to bring Kate’s mother a double. After the tennis players left, the first wave of golfers rolled in from the ninth tee around noon, which meant wine with lunch, lunch optional. Some of her friends played eighteen holes, slightly more serious about golf than chardonnay, and Mrs. Gamble met them for afternoon cocktails until it was time for happy hour. On rainy days she’d settle for the card room, an older group of women who were generally so lit up by lunchtime that it didn’t matter who actually knew how to play. Through it all, she managed to remain in total control of her daughter, if not her own faculties. 

         
         At least Cooper was happy to see her. “Coop,” as Kate called him, had been the family driver as long as she could remember.
            He hopped out of the car and hobbled around to the passenger side as quickly as his seventy-year-old bones would carry him.
         

         
         “Looking lovely as always, Miss Kate,” said Cooper as he opened the door for her.

         
         Twilight was quickly fading to darkness, and Kate felt a raindrop. Another band of showers was passing. Maybe her mother had
            been right, after all, about not walking from the station, though Uber would have been just fine.
         

         
         “Thanks, Coop,” she said, as she climbed into the backseat.

         
         “There’s bottled water in the beverage bin, if you like.”

         
         Cooper was ever loyal to Kate’s mother. It was his way of saying, “Go ahead, check. You won’t find any vodka in that bin.
            Your mother has changed.”
         

         
         “I’m fine, thanks,” said Kate, and the car pulled away from the station.

         
         Tysons Corner was regarded by many city planners as the quintessential “edge city,” a term popularized by a Washington Post reporter to describe the transformation of what was once the quiet suburbs into a more intense concentration of business, shopping, and entertainment outside a traditional downtown. Technically speaking, Tysons Corner was a “census-designated place”—more research for the cutting room floor—situated along the Capital Beltway in Fairfax County. The tech industry fueled much of the growth, and Kate’s father had been years ahead of the trend by picking up his family when Kate was a little girl and moving the headquarters of Buck Technologies from Silicon Valley. One of Kate’s earliest memories of her new hometown was waiting in line with friends for the opening of the world’s first Apple store at Tysons Corner Center, one of two superregional malls that were the city’s retail crown jewels. 

         
         “Looks like we got ourselves a bit of a traffic jam,” said Cooper, as the limo came to a complete stop.

         
         They were in the center lane of a busy three-lane boulevard. For the next several minutes, they didn’t move an inch. Cars
            to either side of them were frozen in place. Kate peered ahead, through the windshield at the long line of red taillights.
            No sign of movement. Not even a flashing brake light. Hundreds of vehicles all seemed to be stuck in park.

         
         “I think I’m going to walk,” she said.

         
         The wipers squeaked across the windshield. The accumulation had been growing steadily with each sweep of the intermittent
            cycle, as if to forecast the imminent transition from sprinkles to downpour. Cooper handed her the umbrella he kept in the
            front seat.
         

         
         “Be careful, Miss Kate.”

         
         She promised she would and popped the umbrella as she climbed out and shut the door behind her. The pop-pop-pop of raindrops bounced off the Buck Technologies logo as she wended her way between stopped vehicles to the sidewalk.
         

         
         Up ahead, the red and orange swirl of emergency beacons caught her eye. Two ambulances were on the scene. A line of squad cars stretched across the east- and westbound lanes, stopping traffic on both sides of the long, skinny island of grass, trees, and flowers that bisected the boulevard. Kate walked faster and stopped at the yellow police tape that closed off the street and crosswalk. She was still two blocks from the flashing emergency vehicles. A pair of perimeter-control officers stood on the business side of the tape, their orange rain ponchos soaked and glistening beneath the glowing streetlights. 

         
         “What’s going on?” asked Kate.

         
         “Street’s blocked,” said the officer, stating the obvious.

         
         “I’m trying to get to Tysons Tower,” she said, indicating the high-rise building straight ahead.

         
         “The detour starts here. Follow the crowd.”

         
         “Was there an accident?” asked Kate.

         
         The officer didn’t respond. Several bystanders had joined Kate at the police tape. An older man spoke up. “I’m told a pedestrian
            got run over. A woman.”
         

         
         “Please,” said the officer, “everyone just move along.”

         
         A local television news team came up quickly behind Kate. A cameraman nudged her out of the way, gently at first, and then
            not so gently, as if it were imperative that he have her exact spot on the sidewalk. The reporter began pleading her case
            for closer access, but the perimeter control officers were not budging. Kate turned away and followed the line of pedestrians
            up the cross street, dialing her mother’s cellphone as she continued on the detour. The rain was falling harder, which made
            the unanswered rings sound even lonelier. The call went to voicemail. Kate left a message.
         

         
         “Mom, I’m in a huge traffic jam. I’ll be there in five minutes. Call me if you get this message.”

         
         The detour curved around the public park to the north, which was generally in the direction of Tysons Tower. Kate was trying
            not to worry, but she wished the old man at the intersection had not volunteered that the pedestrian was “a woman.” Kate would
            never forget that night during her junior year of high school, the night of the biggest argument she’d ever seen between her
            parents, when her mother had announced that she was leaving, that she would rather sleep in the park than sleep in the same
            bed as “that man.” A speeding van had come within six inches of killing her as she’d staggered across the street in her nightgown.
         

         
         Kate dialed building security at the front desk. “Hi, it’s Kate. Did my mother leave the building anytime recently?”

         
         “Not since I came on at two. Everything okay, Miss Gamble?”

         
         “I think so. She didn’t answer her phone.”

         
         “Would you like me to check on her?”

         
         “No, no need. I’ll be right there.”

         
         The call ended. Kate picked up the pace, passing one person after another along the detour. Tysons Tower was a mixed-use complex
            of residential, retail, and office space. Its massive footprint covered an entire city block, with streets on all four sides.
            The street closure was on the other side of the building, opposite the main residential entrance. The sidewalk was the preferred
            route in the falling rain, but Kate opted for the jogging path, which would shave about sixty seconds off the detour. She
            did her best to dodge the mud puddles along the way. Mindful of the ambulances on the other side of the building, she looked
            both ways before crossing the street, and then hurried up the granite steps to the revolving glass entrance door. A janitor
            was mopping up the trail of wet footprints that cut across the polished granite floor to the bank of elevators.
         

         
         “Watch your step,” said the security guard from behind the desk.

         
         Kate said she would, even though she was walking in the opposite direction, the clean and dry path to the private penthouse
            elevator. The touchpad on the wall recognized her fingerprint, the chrome doors opened, and she stepped into the car. There
            were no buttons to push on the inside panel.
         

         
         “Close,” said Kate. The algorithm obeyed her command, and the express elevator sped upward like a launched missile. Kate checked
            her cell quickly. The ride lasted only slightly longer than it took for Kate to confirm that her mother still had not responded
            to her voicemail message. The doors parted, and Kate entered the cherrywood-paneled private lobby to the penthouse. One of
            her father’s bodyguards was standing outside the closed double-entrance doors, which startled Kate. She had thought her father
            was out of town.
         

         
         “Is my father back?”

         
         “No. Yesterday the company went on high alert.”

         
         Kate’s father had a bodyguard twenty-four/seven, but her mother put up with one only when Buck Technologies was on “high-alert”
            status. It could have meant anything from rumors of a planned assassination of the CEO by a foreign government, to anonymous
            postings on the internet that rose to the level of a “credible threat.” Kate and her mother were never privy to the reason
            why the company was on high alert.
         

         
         “Have you seen my mother today?”

         
         “Once. There was a flower delivery this morning. Building security brought them up.”

         
         Fresh-cut flowers were a must in the Gamble apartment, and her mother had a standing order for daily delivery. Kate went inside.
            The flowers were right on the credenza in the foyer. Calla lilies. Kate’s favorite. And unlike the standing order, this delivery
            came with a card: “Congratulations on your first play! Love always, Mom.”
         

         
         It was far from her “first.” Like any aspiring writer, Kate’s unseen efforts measured into the gigabytes. But the flowers
            and the sentiment still made her smile.
         

         
         “Mom?”

         
         There was no response. Kate continued around the corner to the great room and stopped. A wall of sliding glass doors led to
            a wraparound terrace. The mountain views were gorgeous at sunset, but there wasn’t much to see on a rainy night. Something
            else, however, had stopped Kate in her tracks. One of the doors was open, and the fringe on the silk area rug was soaked from
            the windblown rain. Kate had a vision of the bad old days, her mother standing out on the terrace in the pouring rain. Alone.
            And drunk.
         

         
         “Mom, it’s me.”

         
         Kate walked tentatively toward the open door. The rising glow of emergency beacons flashed from street level, twenty stories
            below. Another vision popped into Kate’s head: drunk and rubbernecking from the penthouse terrace.
         

         
         Kate continued across the room, feeling the cold, misty spray of windblown rain on her face as she neared the open door. She stopped in the opening and checked the terrace. 

         
         Her mother was not there.

         
         A wave of panic came over her. Kate ran to the kitchen, to the master bedroom, to the library, to the billiard room—from room
            to room, calling for her mother.
         

         
         “Mom! Where are you?”

         
         She was nowhere to be found.

         
         Kate ran to the foyer, flung open the door, and called for the bodyguard. He drew his weapon, hurried inside, and followed
            Kate to the terrace. She was talking fast, explaining the situation to him, but her mind was in so many different places that
            she felt like she was speaking in tongues. She stepped out onto the terrace, but before she could force herself to look out
            over the railing, she saw as much as she needed to see.
         

         
         On the rail, hooked by a pointed brass finial, a torn strip of clothing was blowing in the wet breeze. Kate recognized the
            fabric. It was the dress she had picked out for her mother the last time they’d gone shopping together. Part of her wanted
            to scream at the top of her voice. Part of her had been preparing for this nightmare for a very long time.
         

         
         “Oh, my God, Mom. What have you done?”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         Christian Gamble raised his sword toward the setting sun. The orange ball on the horizon rested atop the glistening tip like
            an olive on a toothpick.
         

         
         The CEO of Buck Technologies was in Chicago to finalize the acquisition of a much smaller competitor in the data-integration
            industry. It was an important strategic transaction, but not important enough to interrupt his daily tai chi routine. Gamble
            and his bodyguard staked out a spot on the Great Lawn in Millennial Park, near the famous music pavilion. The sculptures,
            water features, and other forms of public art were popular with tourists, but September was beyond peak season, making the
            lawn one of the most serene expanses of greenspace within the city limits. Gamble executed a series of elegant tai chi and
            qigong moves, shifting the pebbles gently under his feet as he twisted and turned. A yoga class moved with equal grace at
            the other end of the lawn. Joggers, walkers, and the occasional surrey bike passed along the path behind him. A group of teenagers
            stopped to watch the strange dude in the kimono slashing his sword through the air. The bodyguard stepped toward them, which
            was enough to make any bystander move along, though one of the boys let Gamble know how he felt about it.
         

         
         “Hey, old man, your guard is an asshole!”

         
         Gamble didn’t think of himself as an “old man,” but the kid’s parting shot was otherwise spot-on. Despite Gamble’s regular
            performance of his skill outdoors, not a single unauthorized photo of him had ever appeared on social media—or, if posted,
            had never remained long enough for anyone to know it had ever existed.
         

         
         Gamble finished his last series of moves and walked to the bench at the edge of the lawn. He wiped the sword clean and placed it in a case that a passerby might think belonged to one of the many musicians who performed in the park. His bodyguard locked it with a key. 

         
         “Sir, will you be needing this for tomorrow’s negotiations?” he asked, joking.

         
         Gamble smiled, but slicing and dicing the owner of a target company was not what made him tick. Before Buck was listed on
            the NASDAQ, he was known for “win-win” deals in which the real winner was technology. But, as CEO of a publicly traded company, he now reported to the board of directors and its chairman,
            and the “betterment of humankind” was not on their list of reasons to approve a proposed acquisition, no matter how badly
            the CEO wanted it.
         

         
         “All for the greater good,” said Gamble.

         
         His bodyguard chuckled, but Gamble truly did see the growth of his company as essential to the “greater good.” Its patented
            software programs gathered and processed vast quantities of data in order to identify connections, patterns, and trends that
            eluded most human analysts. The accepted goal of “data integration” was to help organizations make better decisions, and many
            of Buck’s customers regarded its technology as indispensable. Gamble spoke more nobly of his objectives. “We built our company
            to support the West,” he’d once told the New York Times. To that end, Buck proudly touted its claim that it refused to do business with countries that it deemed adversarial to the
            U.S. and its allies, namely China and Russia.
         

         
         Gamble took a seat on the bench, grabbed a nonalcoholic beer from the bin, and cracked it open. The sunset glistened in the glass towers of the city skyline. He loved Chicago. He sometimes wished he’d moved his headquarters there instead of Tysons Corner, less for business reasons than for personal: Would Elizabeth’s drinking have gotten out of hand if they’d moved to Illinois? It was the kind of metaphysical, chain-of-causation question that could make a person crazy. What if we’d stayed in Silicon Valley? What if we’d moved somewhere other than Virginia? What if we’d simply waited another month to move? What if we’d taken a connecting flight instead of the nonstop to Reagan National? What if I’d chosen the fish instead of the chicken on the in-flight meal? 

         
         What if I’d never met “that woman,” as Elizabeth called her?

         
         The mere mention of her name could trigger Elizabeth. He’d told her countless times that Sandra Levy was a trusted advisor,
            nothing more, but Elizabeth would never accept it. As things turned out, the point was moot.
         

         
         Sandra wasn’t even eligible for parole yet.

         
         “Sir, your daughter is on the line.”

         
         Gamble put down his beverage and took the phone. “Hi, Kate. What’s up?”

         
         Her voice was filled with urgency. “It’s Mom. You need to come home. Right away.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         By ten o’clock, Kate could cry no more. She dabbed the corner of her eye, and the tissue came up dry. Emotionally, she could
            have wept till dawn, but her tear ducts had shut down, as if to say, Pull yourself together, kiddo.
         

         
         A forensic and criminal investigation team from the Fairfax County Police Department had taken over the penthouse, so Kate
            had gone downstairs with one of the detectives on the scene to answer questions. She didn’t live in Tysons Tower, but technically
            she owned an apartment there. Kate was in her third year of law school—she was quite realistic about the odds of making it
            as a playwright—and her father had purchased a one-bedroom unit in her name in the hope that, after graduation, Kate might
            return to Tysons Corner and work in the legal department at Buck Technologies. Kate had other ideas, and being her father’s
            neighbor and employee was not even on her list of remote possibilities. The police interview was actually the first time she’d
            seen the apartment furnished. It reflected her mother’s tastes, which didn’t help, given the circumstances.
         

         
         “I’m sorry I’m not being much help,” said Kate.

         
         She was seated at the dining room table with Detective Anderson of the Major Crimes Division of the Criminal Investigation
            Bureau. He was a large man, undoubtedly muscle-bound in his younger years, simply thick in middle age. He wore a necktie with
            the top button of his shirt unbuttoned, not to be casual but because the jowls made it impossible to button it. Another detective
            and a uniformed officer were also in the room but seated off to the side. Kate had been answering questions for nearly an
            hour.
         

         
         “You’re doing just fine,” said Anderson.

         
         Kate knew he was being kind. His questions weren’t difficult. Was your mother upset about anything recently? Had she stopped calling her friends or stopped going out? Any changes in her
               daily routine? A daughter who claimed to be close to her mother probably should have been more helpful. Yet Kate found herself answering
            “I don’t know” far too often, which only lent credence to the very accusations that had precipitated Kate’s visit that night.
            You never come see me anymore, Kate. You never call.

         
         “Did your mother use drugs or alcohol?” asked the detective.

         
         That question she could answer. “My mother is—was—an alcoholic.”

         
         “You say ‘was’ because she used to drink?”

         
         “She’s been sober for a long time. But once you’re an alcoholic, you’re always an alcoholic. I said ‘was’ because—she’s gone
            now.”
         

         
         “Understood. How bad was she?”

         
         Kate could have told stories. But what was the point? Police reports had been known to find their way to the media.

         
         “My father can speak to that better than I can.”

         
         As if on cue, the doorbell chimed. Kate immediately pushed away from the table and answered it. Her father embraced her on
            sight. As complicated as their relationship had been over the years, Kate needed the hug.
         

         
         “I came as fast as I could,” he said, releasing her.

         
         She gave him credit for that. Ninety minutes from Chicago to Washington was fast, even on the company jet.

         
         “I’m sorry—” he started to say, and then he paused.

         
         Kate waited. Maybe he wasn’t quite sure if he had anything to apologize for; or maybe he couldn’t decide which of so many
            things he was most sorry about.
         

         
         “I’m sorry this happened while I was away. You don’t deserve this.”

         
         Kate hadn’t been looking for an apology—definitely not of this sort. “That’s nobody’s fault.”

         
         Detective Anderson politely interrupted and handed Gamble a business card. “I’m with Major Crimes,” he added.

         
         “Is suicide a major crime?”

         
         “We do have certain steps and procedures that have to be followed. Your daughter has been a tremendous help.”

         
         “I hope you have everything you need,” he said.

         
         “Almost,” said the detective. “I’d like to ask you a few questions, if it’s not too much trouble.”

         
         “I’d prefer to spend some time alone with my daughter.”

         
         “It’s okay,” said Kate. The phone call to her father in Millennial Park had continued through the halfway point of his flight
            home, which was immediately followed by the detective’s interrogation. “I’ve been talking nonstop for the last two hours.
            I could use a moment to myself.”
         

         
         “You sure?”

         
         “Yes. It’s better for you, too, to just get this over with. I’ll wait in the kitchen.”

         
         Her father didn’t argue. Kate went to the kitchen and sat on one of the barstools, which looked like a director’s chair, which
            made her think of Irving Bass—which didn’t help matters. She wasn’t trying to eavesdrop, but she couldn’t help but overhear
            the voices from the dining room.
         

         
         “First, I want to say how sorry I am for your loss, Mr. Gamble.”

         
         Kate’s mind wandered as the detective ran through the same litany of questions she’d just endured. Her gaze drifted toward the terrace, which she would never use. The thought of stepping out there, walking to the rail, and looking down gave her chills, even though the street had been cleared. Or so she’d been told. She hadn’t actually looked—not even from the penthouse; not even at the moment of discovery. The torn dress told her all she needed to know. She’d stood in the open doorway, frozen, and dialed 911. “What is your emergency?” the dispatcher had asked. There was none, really. It was too late. The deed was done. Rather than look over the rail and sear the nightmare into her memory forever, Kate, in her mind’s eye, had traveled back to her undergraduate course on the history of photography and retrieved the iconic black-and-white photograph of Evelyn McHale, who, in 1947, had leapt from the Empire State Building’s eighty-sixth-floor observation deck and landed on the roof of a United Nations limousine parked on the street below. The crushed car top had cushioned her fall, so that the young and pretty Evelyn lay on her back as if sleeping. Life magazine had captioned her death “the most beautiful suicide.”
         

         
         Kate wondered how beautiful it had been to Evelyn’s family.

         
         Her attention shifted back to Detective Anderson’s questions, which seemed to be annoying her father.

         
         “Mr. Gamble, pardon my digression, but I read somewhere that your company was actually involved in tracking down Osama bin
            Laden. Is that true?”
         

         
         “I can only tell you what I tell everyone else: if we were involved, it would not be among our most impressive accomplishments.”

         
         “The old ‘neither confirm nor deny’ routine, eh?”

         
         “Detective, I’m not here to talk about the company.”

         
         “Sorry. I wasn’t trying to pry. It was my awkward way of pointing out the common ground between us. You might say that you
            and me both are in the information business, right? I gather and organize information to do my job. You do the same.”
         

         
         “Can we get on with this, please?”

         
         “Sure. What were you doing in Chicago?”

         
         “That’s confidential business information. And what difference does it make here?”

         
         “None, I suppose. Lemme shift gears. I didn’t notice any security cameras in the penthouse or on the terrace. Your daughter
            said she didn’t know if there were any.”
         

         
         “The building has a security guard in the lobby twenty-four/seven. We have a dedicated private elevator that won’t move unless
            it recognizes your retinal scan. If a credible threat arises, I post another security guard outside the door.”
         

         
         “So no cameras in the apartment?”

         
         “No.”

         
         Kate went to the refrigerator for something to drink. It was empty. For a moment, she’d forgotten that no one actually lived
            there. She kept listening.
         

         
         “Kind of odd,” said the detective, “no security cameras. Seems a guy like you, CEO of a big tech company, would have cameras
            everywhere.”
         

         
         “I don’t know what you’re implying, but if it’s that important, let me say for the record that it wasn’t my decision. Elizabeth
            wouldn’t allow them.”
         

         
         “Why not?”

         
         “She drank a lot. Too much. When I mentioned security cameras, she thought I wanted them because I didn’t trust her to stay
            out of the liquor cabinet. She didn’t want me spying on her.”
         

         
         Kate’s interest piqued. She’d never heard this before.

         
         “Let’s talk more about the drinking,” said the detective. “Your daughter said Elizabeth had been sober for a long time.”

         
         There was a long pause. Longer than Kate could understand. Her father’s voice lowered, but with a little more effort, she
            could hear.
         

         
         “By any chance, was there a flower delivery to the apartment today?” she heard her father ask.

         
         “Matter of fact, there was. Your security guard said it came this morning. Twenty-four calla lilies.”

         
         “Check the flowers,” her father said.

         
         “Check them for what?”

         
         “Elizabeth had flowers delivered every morning. Not always calla lilies, but fresh-cut flowers. I used to wonder why the flowers
            were always dead the next day. Then I checked out one of her deliveries. The flowers never came in a vase. They came in a
            box, and each stem had one of those three-inch water vials attached to it. The idea is to keep the flowers fresh until you
            can put them in a vase. Except that Elizabeth had a special arrangement with her florist. Hers came with vodka.”
         

         
         Kate climbed down the chair and moved closer to the door, secretly hanging on her father’s next words.

         
         “Vodka?” asked the detective.

         
         “Twenty-four vials for twenty-four stems. About twelve shots, I’d estimate. She thought she was fooling me into thinking she’d
            emptied the liquor cabinet into the sink. Apparently, she fooled Kate.”
         

         
         Kate’s heart sank.

         
         “I hope this doesn’t sound like a stupid question,” the detective said. “But why did your wife drink so much?”

         
         “Because she was addicted.”

         
         “I understand the chemical dependency. But sometimes there’s a reason.”

         
         “What are you getting at, Detective?”

         
         “I understand there was a call to nine-one-one from the penthouse.”

         
         “Yes. Kate called when—when she realized what happened.”

         
         “Not that call. Department records show that there was a call two years ago. From your wife.”

         
         Kate knew all about that call. She couldn’t imagine why the detective had brought it up.

         
         “That was unfortunate,” she heard her father say.

         
         “I have a transcript of the call, if you’d like to refresh your—”

         
         “I don’t need to see a transcript. I know what she said.”

         
         “She said you threatened her.”

         
         “Which was a lie.”

         
         Kate could have corroborated the statement, but on the night of her mother’s death, she didn’t want any part of this discussion.
            Her father could handle himself.
         

         
         “Why would she lie about something as serious as that?” asked the detective.

         
         “Because she was drunk and angry.”

         
         “Angry about what?”

         
         “The trash she’d read in the tabloids.”

         
         “About your extramarital affair?”

         
         “There was no affair. That was something the tabloids made up to sensationalize the story about Sandra Levy.”

         
         “Sandra Levy was one of your closest confidantes at Buck Technologies, as I understand it.”

         
         “That was a mistake on my part.”

         
         “She was a spy, right? She was stealing corporate secrets and classified information.”

         
         “She’s in prison, where she belongs. Look, Detective, what happened two years ago with Sandra Levy has absolutely nothing
            to do with the terrible thing that happened to my family tonight. And the Fairfax County Police Department has no business
            reopening an espionage investigation after the Department of Justice got the conviction it wanted and closed the case.”
         

         
         “I’m not talking about espionage,” said the detective. “I’m talking about domestic violence.”

         
         Kate could hardly believe her ears, shocked that, on this night, the detective would dredge up allegations that even her own
            mother had admitted were false.
         

         
         “You’re way out of line,” her father told the detective.

         
         “Sadly, a suicide is sometimes a sign we arrived too late. But that doesn’t mean there wasn’t a crime committed two days ago,
            two weeks ago, two months ago—or when a call to nine-one-one was made two years ago.”
         

         
         Kate heard the chair scrape the dining room floor, her father rising. “I’ve had enough of this,” he said.

         
         “Just a few more questions.”

         
         “I’m asking you to leave,” he said firmly.

         
         The silence lingered, and even through the closed door, Kate could feel the tension between the two men. She’d had enough
            eavesdropping and needed to look her father in the eye. She pushed open the swinging service door to the dining room.
         

         
         “Are you two almost finished?” she asked, as if she hadn’t been listening.

         
         “The detective was just leaving,” her father said.

         
         “There’s one more issue to address,” the detective said. “The identification of the body.”

         
         “Is there any doubt as to that?” asked Gamble.

         
         “There rarely ever is, unless the victim is a homeless person. Still, it’s a formality I offer to the family. We can accommodate
            almost any request, mindful of the sensitivities. Some families only ask to see a tattoo or a birthmark. Some do it by photograph.
            Others don’t do it at all. You don’t have to decide now. You can think about it and call me in the morning.”
         

         
         “I don’t need to think about it,” her father said. “I don’t want to do it.”

         
         “I do,” said Kate.

         
         Her father shot her a look of surprise. “Are you sure, Kate?”

         
         Kate had no second thoughts about not looking over the balcony, no need to see her own mother’s violent and senseless death
            on public display. But having one last moment in the same room with her mother, if only her body, felt like her most lucid
            decision of the evening.
         

         
         “Yes. I’m sure.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 4

         
         It was an hour-long Uber ride from Kate’s apartment in DuPont Circle to the historic town of Manassas, site of the medical
            examiner’s office for northern Virginia.
         

         
         Kate’s first visit to Manassas had been at age eleven. She’d told her parents she was ready to do a summer sleep-away camp
            for young theater actors. Her mother cried, but her father was so proud of his “big girl” that he’d immediately plopped down
            deposits on programs at Lincoln Center in New York, Steppenwolf in Chicago, and even the West End in London. On her own, Kate
            had found the Manassas ARTfactory—perfect not only because the old building was once a candy factory, but also because it
            was just thirty minutes from home.
         

         
         Kate stopped her car on Battle Street, where her parents had dropped her off, and the memories flooded back.

         
         “If you change your mind and want to come home, honey, it’s okay,” her mother had said, to which her father had a predictable
            and firm response:
         

         
         “She’s staying.”

         
         Kate cut the trip down memory lane short and arrived only a few minutes late for her 2:00 p.m. appointment. The medical examiner’s
            assistant led her down the hallway to the autopsy room.
         

         
         “Are you ready, Ms. Gamble?” he asked.

         
         “I think so.”

         
         The door opened, and Kate followed the assistant inside. Torrents of icy air gushed from the air-conditioning vents in the ceiling. Bright lights glistened off the white sterile walls and buffed tile floors. Kate said nothing as they continued across the room to the mound beneath a white sheet on a stainless-steel table. The assistant reached for the upper-right corner of the sheet, near a dissection table upon which the medical examiner’s scalpel and other instruments were neatly arranged. 

         
         “I’m not here to rush you,” he said, holding the sheet by the corner. “You tell me when.”

         
         “I only want to see her hand,” said Kate.

         
         The assistant nodded, as if to say, Good decision.

         
         “The right hand is fractured, so—”

         
         “The left is fine,” said Kate.

         
         He peeled back the sheet a few inches. Kate stared down at the familiar hand that had once held hers. She didn’t gasp and
            collapse to her knees, the way television melodramas invariably portrayed the reaction of the next of kin. It was all a bit
            numbing.
         

         
         “Where’s her jewelry?” asked Kate. “Her engagement ring and wedding band?”

         
         “Everything is secured in a locker until after the autopsy. Your father advised that someone from his security detail will
            pick it up.”
         

         
         Kate wondered what jewelry they would recover. Had she leapt to her death wearing her wedding ring? The Tiffany necklace Kate
            liked to borrow? Her favorite earrings? How does one decide such things?
         

         
         Kate laid her hand atop her mother’s. It was cool to the touch. Holding it there, even for a minute or more, didn’t warm it.
            Nor did the chill of this final, brief physical connection even begin to answer the most basic of questions her mother had
            left unanswered.
         

         
         Why?

         
         Kate opened her purse, removed a bottle of nail polish, and unscrewed the top.

         
         “What are you doing?” asked the assistant.

         
         “When I was a little girl, my mother would let me paint her nails. It was our thing. I wanted to do that for her today.”

         
         The assistant looked pained. “I don’t mean to be insensitive, but you can’t do that until after the autopsy. It’s scheduled
            for later this afternoon.”
         

         
         Kate had observed an autopsy as part of her Law and Forensic Science practicum. She glanced at the cold, stainless-steel scale, where the medical examiner would weigh the brain, kidneys, heart, liver, and other organs upon removal; and then her gaze drifted toward the dissection table, where the scalpel would do its work. The procedure would be done with proper respect, she was certain, but the battered body was already in poor condition. An autopsy would leave only a hollowed-out husk. 

         
         “I don’t think I want to come back after the autopsy,” said Kate.

         
         “I wish I could bend the rules. But I can’t.”

         
         Kate felt cheated at first, then thought maybe the assistant was doing her a favor by keeping this short. She put the bottle
            of nail polish away. “I understand.”
         

         
         Kate rested her hand atop her mother’s for a moment longer and said goodbye.

         
         The assistant led her back to the lobby. “Do you have any questions I can answer for you?”

         
         “How long will it take to get a toxicology report?” she asked.

         
         “A few weeks.”

         
         “Will the media find out if my mother was intoxicated?”

         
         “Virginia treats the records of the medical examiner like medical records. Without the consent of the next of kin, a toxicology
            report isn’t typically public information in cases where there are no legal proceedings.”
         

         
         That was good news. Kate had felt due for some. She thanked the assistant and waited outside for a ride. She checked her Uber app to make sure her ride preferences were set to “no conversation.” The last thing she needed was a chatty driver all the way back to the city. The first two drivers canceled on her; apparently, the morgue came up on their phones as a haunted house. Finally, she snagged a willing soul. An hour-long car ride was more than enough time to be alone with her thoughts, and by the time she reached DuPont Circle, it was a relief not to have to go up to her apartment for still more time alone. Earlier, Kate had agreed to meet an old friend for coffee, and despite her initial reluctance, she was actually glad to have company. 

         
         It had been almost two years since Kate had seen Noah Dunn. They’d met at Georgetown when he was in law school and Kate was
            an undergraduate. That morning, he’d been one of the first to call and tell her how sorry he was to hear the horrible news
            about her mother, which Kate appreciated. She wasn’t sure which was the bigger surprise: that for some reason, she’d never
            removed him from her contacts, so that his name had popped up on her screen; or that they’d talked for another twenty minutes
            or so, without a moment of awkwardness. Until the end of the call, when things got a little strange. “I have something I want
            to give you,” he’d said, “something important.” The last time Noah had uttered words to that effect, Kate had assumed it was
            a ring and signed up for a semester-long study-abroad program. She really cared for Noah, but he moved fast—way too fast for
            Kate, who was well versed in the things a husband and wife should never say to one another.
         

         
         She ordered a coffee at the counter and found him in a booth by the window.

         
         “Good to see you,” she said, as she slid into the bench seat across from him.

         
         “Likewise. And sorry for being so secretive about this. I was afraid you wouldn’t come if I told you what it was.”

         
         “Now you’re freaking me out.”

         
         “I won’t keep you in suspense.” He opened his backpack and laid the script on the table.

         
         Kate did a double take. “My play? How did you get that?”

         
         “I’m a federal prosecutor. I specialize in retrieving important documents out of Dumpsters and trash cans.”

         
         Since their breakup, Noah had gone on to become the youngest “senior” prosecutor in the Cybercrimes Unit of the U.S. Attorney’s Office for the District of Columbia. If cyberspace was the Wild West, Washington was Dodge City. Noah was right where he wanted to be, on the front line in the fight against cyber-enabled fraud, intrusions, hacks, scams, and anything else that the most brilliant criminal minds in the world could imagine. 

         
         “How did you even know I threw this away?” she asked. “Wait—did you follow me to Ford’s Theatre?”

         
         “Not exactly.”

         
         “Noah, this is getting weird.”

         
         “I saw the announcement in the Georgetown alumni magazine that you were one of the winners of Irving Bass’s playwriting competition.”

         
         “Oh, God. My mother put that in there.”

         
         “The article said that the readings of all the winners were open to the public, so I went.”

         
         She froze. “Then you saw what happened?”

         
         “Yes.”

         
         “Ouch.”

         
         “My plan was to say hello and congratulations on the award. But I saw how upset you were and thought it probably wasn’t a
            great time to show my face and say, ‘Hi, remember me? I’m the guy who used to tell you how great your script was.’”
         

         
         She smiled sadly. Noah had been one of her precious few beta readers. Her biggest fan.

         
         “You should have said something.”

         
         “I was torn. At first I thought, No, leave her be. Then I thought, For Pete’s sake, you came all the way over here, just say hello, and I started after you. That’s when I saw you pitch the script in the garbage. And I let you go.”
         

         
         “But you took the script.”

         
         He leaned closer, excitement in his eyes. “Kate, it’s fantastic.”
         

         
         “Irving Bass didn’t think so.”

         
         “Irving Bass is a has-been and a—”

         
         He stopped himself, but Kate knew what he was going to say. “A drunk. It’s okay to say it. My mother didn’t corner the market
            on alcoholism.”
         

         
         Noah pushed the manuscript closer. “Anyway, I just wanted to give this back and remind you of what you said when you applied to law school. You promised to keep writing.” 

         
         “Writing was always just a dream. Not a goal.”

         
         “You have to stick with it.”

         
         “I did. On top of law school, it practically killed me. No regrets, but—”

         
         “No buts. I loved your take on our own government’s first taste of technology. The census of 1890 really was the dawn of the
            personal information crisis. I prosecute cybercrimes. I know what I’m talking about.”
         

         
         She flipped through the pages. The red ink made her smile. “It’s bleeding.”

         
         “I made a few edits. Sorry. Couldn’t help myself.”

         
         It was the way they used to work together. Kate would write all night, and Noah would edit in the morning as she slept. “Of
            course you couldn’t,” she said.
         

         
         “So you’ll promise me you won’t put down the pen?”

         
         Kate tucked the manuscript into her purse. “I promise not to throw it back in the trash. But I can’t dive back into it now.
            I need to wait till I get past . . . all of this.”
         

         
         “Wait? Are you serious? Did Hemingway wait for the end of the war to write A Farewell to Arms?”
         

         
         “About ten years.”

         
         “Okay, smarty-pants. But did Victor Hugo wait for the end of the French Revolution before writing Les Misérables?”
         

         
         “The revolution ended before he was born. But I take your point.”

         
         “Yes. Because it’s a good point. Only my examples suck.”

         
         “Irving Bass would shred you,” she said, smiling as she slid out of the booth and rose. “This was really sweet of you. I needed
            it.”
         

         
         “No problem. And, hey, if you need an editor—or a friend—give me a call.”

         
         “Thank you. I will.”

         
         Kate headed for the door. Her cellphone rang as she stepped out onto the sidewalk. It was her father. She almost let it go to voicemail, not wanting to spoil the moment with Noah so soon by having to recount her visit to the morgue. But it wasn’t fair to ignore him under these family circumstances. She answered on the fourth ring. 

         
         “Hi, Dad. What’s up?”

         
         There was a brief silence, and then he spoke in a very serious tone. “Your mother left a note.”

         
         Kate stopped in her tracks. “What?” she asked, but she knew exactly what he meant.

         
         “Handwritten. Definitely her cursive.”

         
         Kate was almost afraid to ask. “What does it say?”

         
         “I think you should read it for yourself.”

         
         She breathed in and out. “Right. I think so, too.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 5

         
         Kate waited at the curb on Maryland Avenue. Her father had called from the back of his limousine and was just around the corner.
            Three minutes later, the car pulled up. The driver hopped out and opened the rear door for her. Kate slid into the backseat
            beside her father. As they pulled away, the glass partition rose, separating them from the driver so they could speak in private.
         

         
         “Where are we going?” asked Kate.

         
         “Fairfax Police Department. I’m delivering the note to them.”

         
         “Shouldn’t they pick it up from where Mom left it?”

         
         “Maybe. But I’m making sure this goes straight to the investigative file, not to some news outlet.”

         
         He opened the file beside him and removed a clear plastic bag. The note was inside. On the outside, sealing the bag, was a
            tag bearing someone’s initials, which confused Kate.
         

         
         “How did the note get in an evidence bag if you haven’t given it to the police yet?” she asked.

         
         “Half my security detail is former FBI. They know how to handle evidence. I trust my security detail more than I trust that
            jackass who interrogated us.”
         

         
         Kate wasn’t interested in arguing over the finer points of evidence collection. “Can I see the note?”

         
         “You can’t open the bag. You’ll have to read it through the plastic.”

         
         “That’s fine,” she said, reaching for it.

         
         He pulled it away. “First, I want to say something.”

         
         Kate suddenly realized why her father was sharing the note this way. She could have hung up on him over the phone. She could have run into the next room if he had come to her apartment. There was no escaping her father’s explanation while in the backseat of a moving car. She had to hear him out. 

         
         “Contrary to what a lot of people think, alcohol is not a truth serum. Just because you say—or write—something when you’re
            drunk, doesn’t mean it’s your true feelings.”
         

         
         “I know.”

         
         “Alcoholics can say horrible things. It’s because they’re sick.”

         
         “Dad, please stop. I don’t need a public service announcement. I need to see her note.”

         
         He gave it to her. Kate stared through the plastic. It was written on watermark stationery, the kind her mother might have
            used to thank a friend for hosting a dinner party. Her mother had beautiful cursive, and her final note was no exception.
         

         
         Dear Christian, it began, and the fact was not lost on Kate that her mother had left no note to her, just to her father. Kate read in silence.
            The body was just two lines, the first of which was two words:
         

         
         I’m sorry.

         
         Her gaze locked onto the second line, which was made all the more mind-boggling by the fact that the note was signed, Love, Elizabeth. Kate’s hand trembled as she read:
         

         
         I did it for Kate.

         
         She read it a second time, and a third. The grayish-white blur of limestone government buildings in the car window reminded
            her that she was in a moving vehicle, but she felt more like she was underwater, her lungs filling with the cold dark ocean
            as she struggled to breathe, to comprehend.
         

         
         “For me?” she asked aloud, her voice quaking.
         

         
         “Honey, it’s like I said—”

         
         “What is that supposed to mean, she did it for me?”
         

         
         “Your mother was not well.”

         
         “Well enough to leave a note. What is she saying here?”

         
         “I have some thoughts on that.”

         
         “So do I. She’s saying I wanted this. That I wanted her out of my life. So she did it. For me.”
         

         
         “It doesn’t mean that at all.”

         
         “How else am I supposed to read it?”

         
         Her father took the bagged note and put it back in the file. “Your mother did everything in her power to shake the beast.
            She lost. She relapsed, over and over again. This was the story of her life. Continuing on this way would bring nothing but
            heartache and disappointment to the person she loved most, and who loved her. So she ended it. For you.”
         

         
         Kate glanced out the window. Everything was still a blur, but her father had given her a moment of clear thinking. Again,
            her mind conjured up the black-and-white Life magazine photograph from her undergraduate class, the grotesque but captivating image of the young woman who had jumped from
            the Empire State Building. Kate had felt bad about digging into the life of a victim, but she was so intrigued that she’d
            gone behind the photograph and researched the young woman. Her mother had run off when she was young, leaving her father to
            raise nine children. She was twenty-three years old and soon to be married. She’d spent a weekend with her fiancé and seemed
            happy. And then she rode the elevator to the eighty-sixth floor, placed her neatly folded coat on the observation deck floor,
            and jumped over the railing. She, too, had left a note. She’d done it for the man who wanted to marry her. She could never
            be a good wife. “I have too many of my mother’s tendencies,” she’d written.
         

         
         “Kate, are you okay?”

         
         She glanced back at her father. “I will be, I think.”

         
         “There’s something else I wanted to talk to you about.”

         
         Kate wasn’t sure she had the “bandwidth,” as her father liked to say, to talk about one more thing. “Is it important?”

         
         “Yes. You don’t have to answer right this minute. But I would like you to come work at Buck Technologies.”

         
         Kate’s mouth opened, but the words were on a few seconds’ delay. “This is not a good time for me to be considering job offers.”

         
         “You’re graduating in December. What do you have lined up, other than becoming a playwright?”

         
         “American University has the top master’s program in arts management in the country.”

         
         “You’re not thinking of another degree, are you?”

         
         “No. The law school allows us to take three graduate-level classes toward our JD, so I did. I loved it. I probably should
            have enrolled in that program in the first place, but a law degree could land me the same job. This city is full of art centers,
            museums, and maybe even a few theaters that would hire me in their development or marketing departments.”
         

         
         “Actually, a friend of mine is on the board at the Kennedy Center. I could give her a call and—”

         
         “Dad, no. This is why I can’t tell you anything. You take over.”
         

         
         “Okay, I get it. If that’s your dream, you should pursue it on your own terms. But hear me out. You can always leave the practice
            of law. It’s almost impossible to pick it up once you take another path.”
         

         
         He was speaking from experience, a graduate of Stanford Law who’d never practiced.

         
         “I’m pretty sure I don’t want to be a lawyer.”

         
         “Give yourself options. Take an internship in Buck’s legal department for your final semester. See if you like it. Then, maybe
            in January, you can start at the bottom like everyone else and come onboard as an associate general counsel.”
         

         
         “Dad, we’ve talked about this before.”

         
         “Not really. I brought it up when you started law school, and you dismissed it.”

         
         “That’s because it was a bad idea.”

         
         “Things

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
      
   9780063223813_tpimage.jpg
JAMES
GRIPPANDO

HARPER
An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers





9780063223813_coverimage.jpg
EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE

JAMES
GRIPPANDO






