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For Charlie Rice, may he rest in peace
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Author’s Note

Back in the late 1980s, while I was a young partner in a large Dallas law firm, I met a terrorist. I didn’t know it at the time. At a senior partner’s request, I met with a potential client who wanted to invest $100 million in U.S. real estate. He was an older Arab gentleman. When I asked for his contact details, he gave me several locations in London and Europe; and then he said, ‘But there are times when I will be unavailable as I will be in the desert of Libya with Muammar Gaddafi.’ I asked what he did for Gaddafi. ‘Consult.’ On what? ‘Construction.’ Of what? ‘Projects.’ He declined to be more specific. After escorting him to the elevators, I went to the senior partner and convinced him that the firm didn’t need this client. We declined to represent him. End of story.

Or so I thought.

About a year later, I read an article in a national news magazine that reported of his death – and that he was the man who had built Gaddafi’s chemical weapons plant. Sarin was reportedly produced at that plant. Twenty-five years later, ISIS captured Libya’s cache of sarin.

I met the man who made that possible.


 

 

 

Innocence: The absence of guilt
Black’s Law Dictionary, Fifth Ed.

 

‘We will put terror into the hearts of the unbelievers.’
Koran 3:151


Prologue

Thursday, 14 January

24 days before the Super Bowl

The Dallas Cowboys don’t play in Dallas. They play in Arlington. In Cowboys Stadium – officially known as ‘AT&T Stadium’ in this age of corporate sponsorship of sports – which sits halfway between Dallas and Fort Worth, seats one hundred thousand spectators, boasts the largest suspended HDTV screen in the world, and cost $1.2 billion to construct. The stadium is domed, but two roof panels retract to reveal a 661,000-square-foot hole that exposes the playing field to the heavens above, supposedly so God can watch His team play. God’s team hasn’t played so well lately – the Cowboys haven’t been to the Super Bowl in twenty years – but Cowboys Stadium would host the next Super Bowl in twenty-four days. The stunning glass-and-steel, three-million-square-foot structure is Texas-sized – almost as long as the Empire State Building is tall and tall enough for the Statue of Liberty to stand inside, raised torch and all – and futuristic in appearance; it rises from the high plains of Texas like something out of a Spielberg movie.

Aabdar Haddad stared at the silver-and-white stadium lit up against the night sky through the front windows of his apartment. It took his breath away, as it did each time he gazed upon it. He lived directly across the street; the stadium loomed large overhead. It was like living in the shadow of the Great Pyramid. He had chosen his apartment for the view. He saw the stadium first thing each morning when he opened the drapes and last thing each night when he closed the drapes. The stadium was his neighbor, his landmark, his dream, and his destiny.

It was his plan for greatness.

His eyes dropped from the stadium to the stadium’s architectural plans spread on the desk in front of him. Cowboys Stadium constituted an architectural and engineering feat of genius. Other domed stadiums require strategically placed pillars to support the roof, the same as load-bearing walls in a residence. Proper support of the roof is essential, be it a house or a football stadium. But, just as one cannot sit in a recliner at home and watch television through a load-bearing wall, spectators cannot sit in a stadium and watch the game through a support pillar. The Dallas Cowboys owner was adamant that not a single spectator’s view would be blocked by a support pillar. Not in his stadium. The architects would have to find another way to support the roof.

Their answer: arches. Two steel arches – the longest interior structural arches on the planet at 1,290 feet in length – would span the stadium and support the roof and everything attached to the roof. The load the arches would have to bear was not inconsequential: in addition to the roof itself, there would be the two retractable roof panels, each weighing 1.68 million pounds, the seven-story-tall HDTV screen weighing 1.2 million pounds, and the two largest sliding glass doors in the world beyond each end zone. And there was gravity; the constant force of gravity pushing down on the roof would require the arches to transfer eighty million pounds of thrust into the ground. The architects designated 65-grade steel, the strongest steel made by man, and designed ten-story-tall concrete anchors at each end of the arches that would extend seventy feet straight down into the earth and then one hundred seventy feet away from the stadium. The arches would be the load-bearing walls of the stadium. Cowboys Stadium would stand or fall with the arches.

Such thoughts occupied Aabdar Haddad’s mind that night.

What would happen if one of the arches suffered a fatal fracture? If both did? Would the stadium still stand? Could it possibly come down? If the World Trade Center could come down, anything could. Three thousand people died on 9/11 when the Twin Towers came down on a workday. How many would die if the stadium came down on a game day? During the Super Bowl. In a terrorist attack.

If the arches failed, and the stadium fell.

Aabdar’s eyes again rose to the stadium in the windows. His mind played out a scenario that seemed as real as if he were an eyewitness: a massive bomb exploding at ground level where the arches join the concrete supports . . . the arches buckling . . . the domed roof sagging . . . then collapsing . . . the entire structure imploding . . . the stadium falling . . . a hundred thousand people dying. Their grave had already been dug; the playing field sat five stories below ground level. There they would lie for eternity like the sailors aboard the USS Arizona at Pearl Harbor, victims of another surprise attack America had not anticipated. But before his mind could fully comprehend the loss of life such a terrorist attack would bring, the door to his apartment burst from its hinges, and the last two sights Aabdar Haddad saw in this life were Cowboys Stadium still standing and his blood and brains splattered on the architectural plans.


Chapter 1

Friday, 15 January

23 days before the Super Bowl

‘I knew the Honorable A. Scott Fenney back when he wasn’t so honorable.’

The audience of lawyers chuckled politely.

‘Back when we were fraternity brothers at SMU, back when he was still Scotty Fenney, number twenty-two, scoring touchdowns on Saturday afternoons and sorority girls on Saturday nights.’

The lawyers laughed now. The typical introduction of the guest speaker at these continuing legal education luncheons each Friday consisted of a recitation of the speaker’s career highlights – top-of-his (or her)-class in law school, editor-in-chief of the law review, partner at a big Dallas law firm, major commercial cases won for corporate clients, that sort of thing. But the man making this introduction, Franklin Turner, famous plaintiffs’ lawyer, had never done typical, in or out of a courtroom. Scott braced himself for the worst.

‘That twenty years later he would be sitting here as a federal judge was a future I never once entertained. I would’ve bet on his being a movie star – he had the looks – or maybe an ex-NFL star player turned broadcaster – he had the football ability. But a knee operation took care of that career path.’

Two knee operations.

‘So he went to law school. We all went to law school. Hell, we had no choice: none of us were smart enough to get into med school.’

More laughter from other lawyers who were also not smart enough to get into med school. Consequently, in order to maintain their law licenses in good standing, they had to obtain fifteen hours of CLE credit each year, including three hours of ethics, about as enjoyable to lawyers as eating the broccoli that remained untouched on Scott’s plate. They would earn one hour of ethics credit that luncheon listening to that day’s topic: ‘Professionalism in Federal Court.’

‘Scotty and I, we graduated together. Well, I graduated. Scotty, he graduated number one in our class. There’s a difference, as we all well know. I hired on with the DA’s office – I didn’t realize at the time there was no money in criminal law; hell, I put two stone-cold killers on death row and all I got was a pat on the back, so I switched to personal injury – and Scotty hired on with Ford Stevens. He became a partner in record time. He represented rich and famous clients, married Miss SMU, lived in a Highland Park mansion, drove a red Ferrari . . .’

Frank smiled and shook his head.

‘Used to see Scotty tear-assing around town in that red rocket. That was a hell of a car. Scotty was a hell of a lawyer making a hell of a lot of money . . . not as much as me because by then I had moved on to suing your clients for toxic torts, but he was making a boatload of bucks. Which is to say, he had a perfect life.’

The smile slowly left Frank’s face.

‘But then Scotty’s life changed. That happens, doesn’t it? How many lawyers do we know whose lives were changed by bad luck? By disease – a death sentence called cancer or the death of a wife or a child? Or by bad acts? We all know a few lawyers who walked on the wrong side of the law and paid the price. But Scotty’s life changed not because he did the wrong thing, but because he did the right thing. Because he defended an innocent person – a black prostitute from South Dallas accused of murdering a white man from North Dallas. And not just any man. But the son of a powerful U.S. senator with White House ambitions. It doesn’t get any worse than that for a lawyer.’

The banquet hall fell silent, not an easy feat with two hundred lawyers in attendance. But Franklin Turner could do that; he could command a room. He was lanky and a bit ungainly, but he had a presence. And he had that voice. And something else, some indefinable capacity to connect with people, especially trial juries. Frank Turner could, as they say, sell ice to Eskimos.

‘We’ve all read about that case and Scotty’s life in the newspaper. We all know what happened to that prostitute – acquitted only to die of a heroin overdose two months later – and to him – he lost everything. His job, his mansion, his Ferrari . . . and his wife. She ran off with the golf pro at the country club.’

The lawyers stared solemnly at their plates, as if praying this introduction would end soon. But Frank was just warming up.

‘No, wait – it gets worse. Two years later, his ex-wife is charged with murdering the golf pro, who just happens to be Trey Rawlins, the next Tiger on tour. Butcher knife stuck in his chest. Her fingerprints on the knife. His blood all over her. What we call a slam-dunk for the prosecution. But she claims innocence. And whom does she call? Yep. Scotty. Now, I have to be honest . . . well, I’m a plaintiffs’ lawyer, so I don’t have to be honest, but I will be . . . I don’t think I could represent my ex-wife who left me for the stud golf pro at the club even if he did cure my slice. But Scotty did. He went down to Galveston and proved her innocent – not to get her back, but to set her free. That’s who he is.’

Franklin Turner, famous plaintiffs’ lawyer, turned to Scott. Their eyes met. Frank nodded then turned back to his audience.

‘I can tell you this about Scotty. He’s a better athlete than I ever dreamed of being – hell, I played tuba in the SMU marching band. He’s a better lawyer than I ever hoped to be – not richer, just better. And he’s a better man than I’ll ever be – he adopted the prostitute’s daughter. Yes, I’m doing well, damn well. I’m making a hell of a lot more money than he is and I’ve got a Lear jet . . . but he’s doing good – as a lawyer and as a man. And if I ever stray to the wrong side of the law – and get caught – and another man is going to sit in judgment of my life, I pray that that man is Scotty Fenney. Ladies and gentlemen, I am proud to present the very Honorable A. Scott Fenney, United States District Judge.’

Two hours later, United States District Judge A. Scott Fenney sat in judgment of another man’s life. Which is not an easy thing, deciding if a man deserves freedom or prison, mercy or misery, two to five or five to ten. He stands before you, his face full of fear if not remorse, his body trembling with the prospect of a long prison sentence, his mother clutching him as if he’s dying of cancer.

As if his crimes were all just a big misunderstanding.

They weren’t. The government had proven its case against him beyond all reasonable doubt. The evidence against him was overwhelming. He was guilty. After the jury convicted him, he had no choice but to throw himself upon the mercy of the court.

But he didn’t.

His mother had pleaded for mercy. ‘He’s a good boy, Judge,’ she had said. ‘Please show him mercy. Please don’t take my son from me.’

Character witnesses had pleaded for mercy. His MIT professors testified to his genius, his brilliance, his potential to save the world with an invention, a process, or perhaps the cure for cancer. They all said he was a good boy who had lost his way.

But he had not pleaded for mercy.

‘My dad gave forty years of his life to that company, and what did he get in return? Fired. They took his pension and his health care and his life. He got sick and died of cancer. They got rich, and he got Obamacare. The CEO took home fifty million dollars last year. Is that right? It’s legal, but is it right? I’m going to prison and that asshole is going to the beach, to one of his five mansions. Am I sorry? I’m only sorry I got caught before I destroyed him as well as the company. Another six months, he would’ve been homeless.’

Denny Macklin was twenty-four years old, the classic geek. Brilliant, arrogant, and as cocky as an NBA star. He looked like the students at SMU Scott had seen loitering outside the mathematics building as he hurried to the football stadium. He had made his name in online video games – not developing them but playing them; he was the best of the best among players, a master of his universe. But when the company fired his father, he turned his genius on them. A Fortune 500 company had destroyed his father’s life, so he had destroyed the company. Almost. He hacked the company’s computers, he disrupted its sales and shipments, he stole its cash, he ruined its credit ranking. The company plunged from number 378 on the Fortune list to number 8,456. He brought down a public company with a laptop, an Internet connection, and a 187 IQ. And he destroyed the lives of ten thousand employees the company had to lay off. He hadn’t thought of that consequence of his actions. In his anger and desire for revenge, he forgot about people just like his father.

The FBI investigated, but he made them look inept. He was always too smart and two steps ahead. They would have never caught him. He could have gotten away with his crimes. Scot-free. But like all seekers of revenge, Denny had to tell his target – the company’s CEO – that it was he who was bringing all the misery upon the company, just as the company had brought misery upon his father. The CEO had to know that Denny Macklin had avenged his father.

Once the CEO knew, the FBI soon knew.

Now he stood before Judge A. Scott Fenney and between his lawyers. A top-notch criminal defense lawyer from Houston, famous for winning in Texas courts, and a top-notch corporate lawyer in Dallas, head of one of the richest law firms in Texas.

Dan Ford.

Three and a half years before, Scott had stood where Dan now stood, in front of a federal judge and next to a client about to learn her fate. The case had cost him everything he had held dear, everything except his daughter. When he had refused to betray his client to preserve Senator Mack McCall’s White House ambitions, Dan had fired him from the firm. He had shown him no mercy.

Dan had pleaded for mercy for his client that day.

To a federal judge who sat on the bench that day because an older judge had died. Before Sam Buford had succumbed to cancer, he had put Scott’s name forward as his replacement. Scott had thought the senator would block his nomination, but the senator had himself died of prostate cancer. Scott had won Senate confirmation by a unanimous and uncontested vote. Federal Judge A. Scott Fenney now sat in judgment of another man’s life. The sentencing guidelines called for twenty years, but the guidelines were only advisory, only sentences on a page. Only a judge sentences another human being.

‘Mr. Macklin, you have been convicted on one hundred twenty-seven counts, all felonies under federal law. You have expressed no remorse. To the contrary, you have stated that you would have continued your criminal activity until you had put the company and its CEO in bankruptcy. You are proud of your actions because you view your actions as honorable. You think you’re innocent. But feeling no guilt is not the same as being innocent. I have nothing but disdain for the way the company treated your father. But that does not justify your actions that destroyed the lives of ten thousand innocent people. Just because you could exact your personal revenge does not mean you should. You’ve been given a great gift – brainpower that few people possess. You can use that power as a boy might, or you can use that power as a man might. So far, you’ve used it as a boy. And you stand before this court as a boy. When I walked into this courtroom today, I was still unsure of your sentence. Your statement here today shows me that you need time to think about your power, time to think about your future, time to become a man who will make your father proud. Denny Macklin, you are hereby sentenced to two years in a federal minimum security prison.’

*

‘His dad was a good man. We went to school together, same fraternity. He went MBA, I went law. We kept up, talked once or twice a year. The company moved him all around the world. He worried about Denny, that he didn’t have friends and roots. He was real proud when the boy got into MIT. This would break his heart.’

Dan Ford shook his head. He had requested a meeting in chambers after the sentence. Scott’s former senior partner was sixty-four now; he seemed older.

‘How are you, Dan?’

‘Me?’ He shrugged. ‘I’m rich.’

‘A happy man.’

‘Are you? With your salary? What are you making, one-ninety?’

‘Two hundred. Plus benefits.’

Dan grimaced. ‘Ouch. I make in a month what you make in a year. Plus benefits.’

A federal judge earned a good salary: $201,100. Not for lawyers – Scott had been making $750,000 at Ford Stevens when Dan fired him – but for normal people. And it was guaranteed for life, security normal people did not enjoy. But federal judges were appointed for life so they enjoyed financial security for life. A. Scott Fenney was no longer the poor lawyer on the block, but he was not again a rich lawyer. He was not an upper-class lawyer as he had been at the firm or a lower-class lawyer as he had been after the firm. He was a middle-class lawyer. A federal judge doing good instead of doing well. Living a steady, stable life. A nice life without fame or fortune but with dental. Pajamae had braces. Her teeth would look like pearls.

‘You’ve made your peace?’

‘I have.’

‘If you ever change your mind, you know my number.’

‘Office?’

‘Salary. One million a year. Your name on the door.’

‘Good to have options.’

That was always a financial option for a lawyer, what most people would call a moral dilemma: To do well instead of good. His appointment as a federal judge was for life, but he could always change his mind. He could always take the money.

‘Standing offer. All you have to do is say yes.’

‘I’ll keep that in mind.’

‘You do that.’

Dan Ford gave Scott a fatherly look, a look of concern for the prodigal son. Which reminded Scott.

‘Sorry about your son, Dan.’

His son had died of AIDS since the last time Scott had seen Dan.

‘You were more of a son to me than he was. But he was my blood. I hope he’s in a better place.’ His gaze wandered off for a moment, then he said, ‘What about Rebecca? Is she in a better place?’

‘Better than prison.’

‘Where is she?’

‘Somewhere with a man.’

Dan grunted. ‘Ex-wives are like that. But that was a hell of a trial. Very entertaining.’

‘Glad you enjoyed it.’

‘I was sure she was guilty.’

‘I was, too.’

‘You find a replacement for her?’

‘As a client?’

‘As a wife.’

‘No dating sites for federal judges.’

‘I guess that would present a problem. Like dating an IRS agent.’

Dan smiled as if his heart wasn’t in it then reached inside his coat. His hand came out holding tickets with a familiar silver star embossed on them. He held the tickets out to Scott.

‘Take the girls to the Cowboys game Sunday.’

Scott took the tickets. He put on his glasses – he was farsighted – and recoiled at the price.

‘Dan, these are three-hundred-forty-dollar tickets. And a seventy-five-dollar parking pass. Eight tickets, that’s what, almost three thousand dollars? I can’t accept these.’

Dan waved off his ethical concerns, as he often had when they had practiced together at the firm.

‘The cheap seats. I gave the suite to the governor. Hell, it’s not a bribe, you already sentenced my client to prison. This is father to father, Scotty. I should have taken my son to the games. To the movies. To dinner. Anywhere. I should have spent as much time with him as I did with CEOs. Now he’s gone, and all I have is regrets. I don’t recommend it.’ He paused and breathed in and out. ‘Take your girls to the game. And find them a mother.’

Dan Ford stared at his former protégé a long moment.

‘Scotty, a man can’t raise women.’


Chapter 2

The Ford Stevens law firm had a coffee bar that was finer than anything Starbucks could offer, although the firm’s barista served Starbucks coffee. Lattes, espressos, cappuccinos, Americanos . . . whatever the lawyers’ caffeine addictions craved. Whatever kept their minds alert and billing hours late into the night. The Earle Cabell Federal Building, on the other hand, offered a break room with one Mister Coffee machine and the cheapest bulk coffee available from the same people who brought lunches to public schools, which is to say, a government contractor who had submitted the lowest bid.

It was four that Friday afternoon, and Judge A. Scott Fenney sat with his feet kicked up on his desk in his chambers, drank a cup of the low-bid coffee with a unhealthy dose of non-dairy powder creamer, ate salted butter toffees, and prepped for the next week with his staff. A federal judge needed people he could trust, and he had such people: Bobby Herrin, his magistrate judge, sitting across the desk from him; Karen Douglas, his briefing attorney/court clerk/docket coordinator/surrogate mother to his daughters, sitting next to Bobby; Carlos Hernandez, thirty-year-old ex-offender (no convictions) who served as his paralegal and Spanish translator, sitting on the couch along the far wall; and Louis Wright, a community college student at age thirty-two and at six-foot-six and three hundred thirty pounds, his bailiff, sitting next to Carlos like baseball fans in the outfield bleachers. Bobby and Karen were married; Louis and Carlos might as well have been the way they argued about everything.

‘I’m trading Romo off my fantasy football team after the season,’ Carlos said to Louis. ‘You want him?’

‘For who?’ Louis said.

‘Whom,’ Karen said.

Karen also served as Louis’s personal grammar and literature teacher. They were tackling Shakespeare that year.

‘What team does he play for?’ Carlos said.

‘Who?’ Louis said.

‘Whom. Player Ms. Douglas said.’

‘That ain’t no—’ He peeked at Karen. ‘That isn’t a player. That’s a pronoun.’

‘That’s correct, Louis,’ Karen said. ‘An objective pronoun. In this case, the object of a preposition, for being the preposition, whom being the object.’

Carlos glanced from Karen to Louis and back with an expression of utter confusion.

‘What the hell is she talking about? You want Romo or not?’

‘Not.’

‘Who do you want?’

Louis’s eyes cut to Karen; his eyebrows arched as if asking, ‘Who or whom?’ Karen shook her head. Louis turned back to Carlos.

‘Whom.’

‘Make up your mind. I thought you didn’t want whom. Him. Whatever.’

‘I don’t. And why are you trading Romo? He wins the next two games, Cowboys are in the Super Bowl.’

‘Then you should want him.’

‘I want Joe Namath. When he was young.’

‘Who’s Joe Namath?’

Bobby turned in his seat to face Carlos. ‘You don’t know who Joe Namath is? Was?’

‘No.’

‘Broadway Joe?’

‘No.’

‘Where the hell have you been all your life?’

‘Mexico.’

Bobby grunted. Scott grabbed another toffee out of the bowl Karen kept filled. He was about to pop it in his mouth when he spotted Louis deep. He fired the toffee across the room; Louis snatched it out of the air. Scott threw his hands up as if to signal a touchdown then went back to the bowl. It had been a long week.

‘You okay?’ Bobby asked.

‘A few more toffees, and I will be.’

‘After the sentencing?’

‘Oh.’ Scott regarded the toffee then tossed it back in the bowl. ‘Hard to send a man to prison. Harder when the man is just a boy.’

‘Maybe he’ll become a man in prison, like you said.’

‘Maybe.’

The wood-paneled chambers, the lifetime salary, the financial security, the dental plan – it all came with a heavy price. He had to sit in judgment of other people’s lives. How would he fare if his life were judged? If his law career were judged? For eleven years of that career, he had been a great lawyer and a lousy man; the last four years he had tried to turn his life around. Unlike Denny Macklin, he got to try outside prison. The room had turned somber, so Bobby changed the subject.

‘What did Dan Ford want?’

‘Oh, that reminds me.’ Scott dug out the tickets. ‘Who wants to go to the Cowboys game Sunday?’

Carlos jumped up. ‘You got tickets? For the division championship?’

‘Dan gave them to me.’

‘What did he want in return?’ Bobby asked.

‘Nothing.’

‘That’d be a first.’

‘Everyone in for the game?’

Everyone was.

‘Game’s at three. Let’s meet at the house at noon. We’ll ride together. Only one parking pass.’

‘Shotgun,’ Carlos said.

But he looked at Louis and knew he would not be riding shotgun Sunday.

‘So how’d the bar luncheon go today?’ Bobby said.

‘Frank Turner introduced me.’

‘Really? What’d he have to say?’

‘He gave the lawyers a brief history of my life. Depressed the hell out of me.’

‘Did he mention the trials?’

‘He did.’

Bobby sighed. ‘Those were the days.’

After a moment of silence for the good old days, Scott said, ‘So what’s on the docket for Monday?’

‘Any murder trials?’ Carlos said.

‘You wish,’ Bobby said.

They began each week with a 9:00 A.M. staff meeting Monday morning and ended each week with a 4:00 P.M. staff meeting Friday afternoon. Finishing up old cases, working current cases, assigning responsibilities on new cases. The cases kept coming, relentlessly and mercilessly. Bobby thumbed through the docket sheet.

‘A conspiracy nut sued the Feds to release all the Kennedy assassination documents. He’s convinced they’re covering up a CIA hit.’

‘On Kennedy?’

‘Yep.’

‘CIA didn’t kill Kennedy,’ Louis said. ‘Oswald did.’

‘Who’s Oswald?’ Carlos asked.

This time everyone stared at him.

‘You don’t know who Lee Harvey Oswald is?’ Bobby said.

‘Should I?’

‘He was alleged to have assassinated President Kennedy.’

‘Was he convicted?’

‘He was killed.’

‘By the real assassin to cover it up?’

‘No. By a strip club owner named Jack Ruby.’

‘Who really killed Kennedy?’

‘No. He was just a nut case.’

‘So who killed Kennedy?’

‘That is the question,’ Bobby said.

‘What is the answer?’

‘This nut thinks it’s the CIA.’

‘Well, that’ll be an interesting case,’ Carlos said.

‘Except it’s not ours. Assigned to Judge Jackson. Government filed a Motion to Dismiss.’

‘What else?’ Scott said.

Bobby thumbed again. ‘Black activist group is also suing the Feds, alleges that the federal government used discriminatory crack cocaine sentences to put young black males in prison to keep the black population down. Says it worked. And now the Latino population has overtaken the black population and is enjoying the political power blacks should have.’

‘It’s true,’ Louis said. ‘Every homeboy I grew up with is in prison for crack. White boy in North Dallas snorted powder cocaine, he got probation. Black boys in South Dallas smoked crack, they got twenty years. Ain’t no . . .’ He glanced at Karen and grimaced. ‘Aren’t many babies in South Dallas.’

Karen gave him an approving smile.

‘But the Supreme Court said the sentence disparity between crack and powder cocaine was discriminatory,’ Scott said.

‘He’s suing over the last twenty years,’ Bobby said. ‘It’ll be dismissed.’

‘Can I read the brief?’ Louis said.

‘May I read the brief,’ Karen said.

Bobby gave her a confused look. ‘Why do you want to read the brief?’

‘I don’t. I was correcting Louis’s grammar. He said “can.” It should be “may.” ’

‘May I read the brief?’ Louis said.

Bobby turned back to him. ‘No.’

‘Why not?’

‘Also not our case. Assigned to Judge Porter.’

‘What else?’ Scott said.

‘The president’s executive order. He directed Homeland Security to stop deporting Mexicans residing here illegally if they have clean criminal records.’

‘Leaves me out,’ Carlos said.

‘Essentially, he granted amnesty to twelve million illegal immigrants.’ Bobby shrugged. ‘It’s an election year. Twenty-six states sued him. They contend that, A, the EO is unconstitutional, and B, they’ll have to incur billions in additional costs for education, health care, and law enforcement. The lead plaintiff is the State of Texas.’

‘That’s a hot potato case,’ Karen said. ‘No matter how the judge rules, half the people in America are going to hate her.’

There was only one female federal judge in the district.

‘Garza’s got the case?’

‘She does,’ Karen said. ‘I talked with her clerk. She’s catching some serious heat from Latino activists.’

‘I don’t envy her,’ Scott said. ‘Making the tough decisions is hard enough without having your own people putting pressure on you.’

‘It’s called being a federal judge,’ Bobby said.

‘So it is.’

‘So we don’t got none of those cases?’ Carlos said.

Carlos had not engaged Karen for grammatical tutoring.

‘Nope,’ Bobby said.

Carlos groaned. ‘Them senior judges grab all the good cases. All we get is motions, motions, motions – I’m so tired of motions.’

‘Let me rephrase,’ Scott said. ‘What is on our docket?’

‘Motions.’

Now the room groaned. Motions – requests for the court to do something, such as postpone the trial, dismiss a case, force a party to produce evidence – inundated the federal court with paper and rendered judges referees in a boxing match; but instead of throwing punches at each other, the lawyers threw motions. Bobby flipped the pages.

‘Motion for Continuance . . . Motion to Dismiss . . . Motion for Injunction . . . Motion for Summary Judgment . . . Response to Motion for Summary Judgment . . . Reply to Response to Motion for Summary Judgment . . . Motion to Compel . . .’

‘Not another discovery dispute?’

‘’Fraid so. Seems the defendant’s lawyer – Sid Greenberg, you might remember him – delivered the plaintiff’s discovery requests.’

Sid Greenberg had been an associate assigned to Scott at Ford Stevens. Scott had taught Sid everything he knew.

‘Three hundred thousand documents.’

‘And the one damaging document is hidden in there somewhere, if only the plaintiff can find it?’ Scott said.

‘Yep.’ Bobby turned his eyes down to the docket sheet, but said, ‘Wonder who taught Sid that fun little tactic?’

Scott shook his head. ‘God, I was a sleazy lawyer.’

‘You were a rich lawyer.’

‘That’s what I said.’

‘What did you always tell us?’ Karen said. She had also been one of Scott’s associates at Ford Stevens. ‘If you want odds, go to Vegas. If you want a chance to get filthy rich by the time you’re forty, hire on with Ford Stevens.’

Louis and Carlos laughed.

‘That’s a good line, Judge,’ Carlos said.

‘You’re forty and not rich,’ Bobby said. ‘Guess you should’ve gone to Vegas.’

More laughter from the cheap seats.

‘Bobby, tell Sid to forget everything I taught him. And then tell him I’ll sanction his client for every billable hour it takes the plaintiff’s lawyers to go through those documents. So he might want to rethink his discovery response.’

Bobby smiled and thumbed again. ‘And we have competing Proposed Scheduling Orders in the Davis case.’

‘Tell them it’s their case, make their own agreement. They don’t need me until trial. Tell them we’re not refereeing the case. Tell them they’d better agree.’

‘And we’ve got our weekly Motion for Protective Order in the patent case.’

Another groan from the room.

‘Man, I hate patent cases,’ Carlos said. ‘They’re patented boring.’

That brought a chuckle from Louis.

‘That one’s yours, Bobby,’ Scott said.

For $185,012 a year, magistrate judges handled everything district judges didn’t want to handle.

‘And more Motions for Summary Judgment, in the Robinson and Simpson cases. Both over two hundred pages with appendices.’

‘We’ll have five hundred civil cases on our docket this year, and the lawyers will file competing Summary Judgment Motions in every case. Is it malpractice if they don’t?’

‘Must be.’

‘It takes so much time to review these motions. Less time just to try the case.’

‘Yeah, but the lawyers are being paid a thousand dollars an hour.’

‘Okay, Karen, those are ours. You pick one, give me the other.’

‘No murder, no mayhem, no nothing?’ Carlos said. ‘Man, that’s gonna be a boring week. Like this week. Tax fraud, bank fraud, securities fraud, patent infringement . . . boring white-collar crimes by boring white guys.’

‘You want excitement or financial security?’ Scott said.

‘Financial security,’ Karen said.

‘Spoken like a mother.’

‘Nice to have a steady paycheck, Judge,’ Carlos said. ‘But, damn, I need an adrenaline boost.’

‘Louis?’

‘I concur.’

‘With who . . . whom?’ He caught Karen smiling. ‘Karen or Carlos?’

‘Both.’

‘Bobby?’

Bobby’s eyes went from Louis to Carlos to Karen. Bailiff to paralegal to wife. Wise man that he was, he went with his wife.

‘I’ve never had a regular paycheck before, so it is nice. But my street clients provided a bit more excitement. Like Carlos here.’

Carlos grinned. ‘Hombre, I led an exciting life back then. Sticking up a convenience store with a toy gun, that’ll boost your adrenaline.’

‘Why a toy gun?’ Karen said.

‘Mí madre, she would not let me have a real gun. She was worried I might shoot myself.’

‘As opposed to someone else?’ Bobby said.

Scott sighed. As a hotshot partner at Ford Stevens, he had enjoyed an adrenaline-charged albeit ethically challenged legal career. Excitement was never missing from his life; and whenever he felt boredom creeping in, all he had to do was take the Ferrari for a spin on the North Dallas Tollway. It was marvelous. He had become accustomed to marvelous; now all he got was mundane. Sam Buford said he had saved six innocent defendants from wrongful conviction. Six lives in thirty-two years. Now Scott knew what Judge Buford had done the rest of the time: suffered boredom. Scott had not done much good, not in his first year on the bench. He was just moving cases through the machine that is the federal judiciary. He was not saving people’s lives; he was sorting corporations’ money. It was as if the legal system existed to divvy up billions of dollars among multinational conglomerates. He would sentence a hundred defendants that year. He would make sure they were all guilty. But most of his time would be refereeing lawsuits brought by one corporation against another corporation, legal fictions fighting over real money like lions over a dead carcass. There was a place for that fight in a civilized society, and that place was a courtroom.

But was it his place?

He had settled into an ethical if unexciting life as a federal judge. The ethics of the job made him proud as a lawyer, and the financial security made him grateful as a man and provider for his daughters, but he had to confess: a little excitement would be a nice change of pace. He stood and stuffed a handful of toffees into his pocket.

‘Maybe Pajamae will give us a little excitement at the game.’

Pajamae Jones-Fenney stood five feet five inches tall. Her soft brown hair was cut in a bob, which made her look even more like her mother. Her tan skin glowed with sweat, and the braces on her teeth sparkled. She was thirteen years old and in seventh grade. She was the best player on the court and the only black girl. She was the star for the Highland Park Middle School basketball team. She wore number twenty-three, Michael Jordan’s number.

‘Go, Pajamae!’

Barbara Boo Fenney sat next to her father and cheered for her sister, who was now racing down the court with the ball. A defender fronted her; Pajamae faked left, made a sharp ball move, and broke hard to the right. The defender tried to adjust but could not; she fell to the floor. The crowd ‘oohed.’

‘Ankle-breaker!’ Boo screamed.

Pajamae made an easy layup just as the buzzer sounded to signal halftime. Her teammates high-fived her. Louis and Carlos tried to start a wave through the crowd, but other than their group, no one joined in.

‘The hell’s wrong with white people?’ Carlos said.

The Highland Park girls led 35-16. Pajamae had scored twenty-eight points. She jogged to the bench but glanced up at her family in the stands filled with wealthy white people. She offered a big smile and a wave. Once the braces did their work, she would have teeth like pearls. Just as her father had promised.

‘Girl’s got game,’ Louis said.

‘A. Scott, can we go for pizza after the game?’ Boo asked.

‘Sure.’

On weekends they did pizza out and movies in. Or movies out and pizza in. But never both out.

‘You guys want anything from the concession stand?’

‘I’ll go, Judge,’ Louis said.

‘I got it,’ Scott said.

‘Then I’ll have a root beer.’

‘Two,’ Carlos said.

‘Coffee with cream,’ Karen said. ‘And see if they have organic baby food, preferably mashed prunes.’

She held their eighteen-month-old son, Scott Carlos Louis Herrin. They called him Little Scotty.

‘Mashed prunes?’ Carlos said. ‘Give that boy some real food, like enchiladas and tacos. Mí madre, she fed me that since the day I was born.’

‘And she’s still feeding you that,’ Bobby said.

Carlos lived with his mother. He shrugged it off.

‘Hey, Mexican hombres, we can’t cook, so we live with our mothers until we find a wife who can.’

‘You might be living with your mother for a long time,’ Louis said.

Bobby gave Louis a fist bump then said to Scott, ‘Beer.’

‘At a middle school?’

‘Root beer.’

Scott did not drink in public, not even a beer. A federal judge could not risk a DUI or a public intoxication charge. And there was the role model thing as well.

‘Come on, Boo, I need your help.’

Father and daughter stepped down the stands to the curious glances and whispered voices to which they had become accustomed. That was the way it was if you were a federal judge with a life story like Scott’s. It seemed that most of Highland Park had settled into one of two camps when it came to A. Scott Fenney: either he was a good man who had redeemed his soul when he defended Pajamae’s mother against a murder charge and won, or he was a complete fool who gave up the high life in Highland Park to save a black prostitute from the death penalty only to see her die of a heroin overdose two months later. No one knew what to make of his defending his ex-wife accused of murdering the golf pro she had run off with; the consensus seemed to be building that he might be legally insane.

‘Hi, Scott. Hi, Boo.’

Just as they had stepped down onto the floor, Kim Dawson stepped up to them. She had been the girls’ fourth-grade teacher at the elementary school. They had introduced their father to their teacher several years back.

‘Hi, Ms. Dawson,’ Boo said.

‘How are you, Kim?’ Scott said.

‘I’m good. I . . . I miss you, Scott. Or do I have to call you judge now?’

They had dated a few times before he had taken the bench. She was smart and sweet, but there had been no sparks for him.

‘Scott is fine.’

She smiled and reached out to him but thought better of it.

‘Call me, Scott. Anytime.’

Kim walked off. Scott looked after her. She was a very pretty woman. Her tight jeans showed off her round bottom to great effect and brought a stirring in Scott. Perhaps he should give it another try with Kim and . . . but he would only be using her for sex, and he couldn’t do that to her. She was a good girl, and he wasn’t a college boy. He was a federal judge. He sighed. No drinking, no sex, no fun. The burdens of office. His eyes fell from Kim’s bottom to his daughter’s face turned up to him. A frown formed around her green eyes. She aimed her thumb at the departing Ms. Dawson.

‘And you don’t want her for a girlfriend?’

She shook her short red hair at that great mystery then led the way to the concession stand.

‘Five root beers, one coffee with cream, and organic mashed prunes.’

They stood at the concession stand in the midst of teenaged girls gossiping and giggling. At forty, Scott didn’t have a clue about teenaged girls. Of course, he didn’t have a clue about teenaged girls when he was a teenager. The fate of man.

‘Hello, Scott.’

Her perfume preceded her. He turned to a young woman with jet black hair, red pouty lips, black yoga tights that appeared painted on her trim lower body, and a tight tube top that left little of her upper body to the imagination and her torso exposed. Penny Birnbaum. After Rebecca had run off with the golf pro, Scott had sold her clothes at a yard sale and the Beverly Drive mansion to Penny and her husband.

‘Oh, uh, hi, Penny. Where’s, uh . . .?’

‘Jeffrey? We’re divorced.’

‘So soon?’

She nodded matter-of-factly. ‘He couldn’t satisfy me. I got alimony and the house. Your old house. You should stop by one morning on your run.’ She leaned in and lowered her voice. ‘I’ll be naked.’

‘Penny, I’m a federal judge now.’

‘You can handcuff me.’

She got alimony and the house; Jeffrey got away from her. What’s known in the law as a win-win. She gave Scott a once-over that made him feel naked.

‘You look delicious,’ she said. ‘It’s been almost four years, but I still remember that day in the shower.’

Scott had given Penny and Jeffrey a tour of the mansion. When Jeffrey checked out the Dolby Surround sound in the basement theater, Penny checked out Scott in the master bathroom shower. She had caught him at a weak moment, but he had to confess, he had not forgotten that moment either.

‘You know, Scott, we could just be buddies.’

‘Buddies?’

She whispered in his ear. ‘Fuck buddies.’

She pulled back and gave him a seductive wink. She was young, and she was sexy, and she wanted to be used for sex. He blew out a breath. She was offering sex to him with no strings attached. Friends with benefits. Fuck buddies in the vernacular. For a man who hadn’t had sex since – was the shower the last time? – it was a tempting offer. But such an arrangement didn’t seem appropriate for a federal judge. Or a father of two teenaged daughters.

‘You don’t have children, do you?’ Scott said. ‘Why are you here?’

‘Because I knew you’d be here. To watch your daughter.’

‘Are you stalking me?’

She gave him a devious look. ‘Oh, this isn’t stalking, Scott.’

She twirled and sashayed away. Every man she walked past stopped and stared. That was Penny.

‘What did you say?’

Boo’s voice from behind him. Scott turned to her. But she wasn’t talking to him; she was talking to a group of girls who appeared to have stepped out of a glossy fashion magazine. Boo did not; she wore a sweatshirt, non-designer jeans, and retro sneakers. Her fists were embedded in her hips. That usually didn’t end well. For the other girl.

‘Are you talking about my sister?’

She stepped forward and got in a blonde girl’s face.

‘Easy, Boo,’ Scott said.

‘She said something about Pajamae.’ To the girl: ‘What, you don’t like black kids at your school?’

The blonde girl’s face turned bright red.

‘My sister used to score all the points, now your sister does.’

‘’Cause my sister’s way better than your sister.’

‘’Cause she’s blacker than my sister.’

Boo drew her fist back. ‘How would you like a knuckle sandwich, you little stuck-up bitch?’

‘Sticks and stones, Boo,’ Scott said.

‘Fists and elbows, A. Scott.’

‘Go ahead, hit me,’ the blonde said. ‘You’ll get suspended again.’

This wasn’t Boo’s first rodeo. She had been suspended a half dozen times for defending her sister.

‘Boo, let’s take our drinks up to the seats.’

‘Yeah, Boo,’ the blonde said, ‘go back to your seats with your loser dad.’

Loser dad?

‘You talking about my dad now?’

‘My dad says your dad is a liberal in love with the president.’

‘A. Scott, can I hit her?’

‘Yes . . . I mean, no.’

But it was too late. Boo decked her. One punch, right in the nose. The blonde landed hard on her butt. Boo stood over her and pointed a stern face and a stiff finger at her.

‘You ever call my dad a liberal again, I’m going to knock your teeth out.’

‘A. Scott,’ Boo said, ‘you’d better go with Ms. Dawson. That Penny girl, she scares the hell out of me.’

‘Me, too. And stop cussing.’

Boo frowned without looking up from the book. He had read to them until they were ten; now they read together.

‘What book are you girls reading?’

They always read in bed each night. They shared one bedroom; Scott had the other bedroom. The house had two bedrooms, two bathrooms, and comprised fifteen hundred square feet. It had been built in 1935 when mansions in Highland Park were reserved for oil tycoons. Not for lawyers and doctors and VPs of IP. And certainly not for judges. Fast forward eighty years and things remained the same for judges.

‘Fifty Shades of Grey,’ Boo said without looking up.

‘What?’

‘Hunger Games.’

Scott blew out a breath. ‘You’re going to give me a heart attack.’

Boo looked up with wet eyes. ‘A. Scott, don’t joke about that.’

‘Oh, sorry, honey. You’re going to give me grey hair.’

‘Blond hair doesn’t turn grey.’

‘You’re going to make me go bald.’

Pajamae burst out laughing.

‘What’s so funny?’ Scott said.

‘You without all that hair. Black boys, they shave their heads, looks good, like Michael. But white boys, they don’t look right without hair.’

‘I’ll keep that in mind.’

‘Whereas, Judge Fenney,’ Pajamae said.

‘Judge Fenney?’

‘I like the sound of that. My dad the judge.’

‘Dad would sound even better.’

Scott’s nightly routine still included tucking the girls into bed. At thirteen, they were probably too old for that sort of thing, but at forty, he wasn’t. He leaned down and kissed her forehead. She smelled of strawberries; she must have switched shampoos.

‘You had another great game, girl.’

She shrugged. ‘Competition level isn’t very high. I mean, seriously, the Hockadaisies?’

Highland Park’s team had played the team from Hockaday, an elite all-girls private school in Dallas. They were the Daisies.

‘Well, you still played great. You were the best player on the court. You always are.’

‘Because the other players are white girls. I need to play against black girls if I’m going to get good enough to play college ball and then go pro.’

‘You’re only thirteen. You have time.’

‘I’m just the designated black kid at the school.’

‘Designated black kid?’

‘Like a designated driver.’

‘Are you still getting bullied?’

Pajamae looked down, so Boo answered for her.

‘The mean girls – like the blonde, her name is Bitzy – they post mean tweets about her on Twitter.’

‘How do you know?’

The girls had no Facebook page, no Twitter account, no Snapchat, no Instagram, no pierced ears, no cable TV, and no tattoos. They had books.

‘Other girls showed me.’

‘And what do they say?’

‘No, Boo,’ Pajamae said.

‘He needs to know.’

‘I do, Pajamae.’

‘They say she’s ugly because she’s black. And they posted, “Your mother was a hooker so you’ll be a hooker, too.” And “If my mother was a hooker, I’d kill myself. Why don’t you?” ’

Pajamae cried. Boo hugged her.

‘Pajamae,’ she said, ‘I’m going to kick their asses.’

Scott sat back. He had been bullied in middle school, but back then bullying was being shoved in the hall by the older boys. It wasn’t mean tweets on Twitter. They had dealt with the bullying since Pajamae had started school in Highland Park. Scott had gone to the principal several times; he thought it had gotten better. But it had only gotten worse.

‘Honey, you’re beautiful just like your mother. She took care of you the only way she knew how. Because she loved you so much.’

‘I know, Judge Fenney.’

‘And your teammates like you. They gave you high-fives.’

‘They like me on the court because I win the games for us. But off the court, they ignore me, act like I’m not even there. Like I’m invisible. In the hallway, I’ll say “hi” but they don’t say “hi” back.’

She looked so small. She frowned, and her wet brown eyes turned up to him.

‘Judge Fenney, what’s wrong with me?’

She needed consolation, but how did he console her? What was a father supposed to say in such a moment? He felt utterly helpless. So he said the only words he knew to say.

‘Nothing is wrong with you. Everything is right. I love you, doll.’

‘I know.’

Then he remembered. He dug into his pocket.

‘Toffee?’

That brought smiles to both faces. They were also addicted.

‘Honey, we can move out of Highland Park.’

‘No, sir. This is my home. I have you and Boo and basketball. No one can ignore me on a basketball court. Just like they couldn’t ignore Jackie Robinson on a baseball diamond.’

‘Good girl. But I’ll talk to the principal again.’

‘No, please. It’ll only get worse. I’ll be like Jackie and turn the other cheek.’

‘I’ll be like Ali and punch them out,’ Boo said.

‘Boo, you can’t go around punching other girls.’

‘Of course I can.’

‘You’ll get suspended again. You’ll probably get suspended for tonight.’

‘It was worth it.’

That brought a bigger smile from her sister. ‘Gosh, I wish I could’ve seen it, Bitzy on her butt.’

‘It was awesome,’ Boo said.

Scott had to confess – privately – that it was pretty awesome.

‘If I was the star football player,’ Pajamae said, ‘those white kids would treat me like a god, beg me for my autograph. But I’m just a black girl playing basketball. Judge Fenney, no one’s ever asked me for my autograph.’

‘And having a federal judge for a dad gets us bullied even more,’ Boo said.

The other federal judges were older with grown children and grandchildren. He was the only judge with young children.

‘Why?’

‘Charlene said her dad said you’re a liberal apologist for the president, whatever that means. He hates the president.’

Pajamae jumped in. ‘And then I said, “Your daddy hates the president because he’s black.” But she said, “No, he hates him because he’s a liberal Muslim who wasn’t even born in America.”’ Pajamae frowned. ‘Is the president Muslim?’

‘No.’

‘Was he born in America?’

‘Yes.’

‘What if he wasn’t?’

‘The Constitution requires that presidents be “natural born citizens,” which means a citizen from birth, either born in America or born outside of America to an American parent.’

That tidbit of constitutional law impressed the girls.

‘Look, girls, kids hear their parents talking and they just repeat what they heard. They’re just trying to get under your skin. Ignore them.’

‘But why would they tease us about your job?’ Pajamae asked.

‘When so many people live together, we have to have rules, like speed limits and laws against stealing. Otherwise, life would be chaotic. But then people disagree about what the rules mean. In some countries, when people disagree, they shoot each other. We think that’s a bad way to resolve differences, so we have courts. People who disagree can come to court and ask a judge to decide who’s right. But both parties think they’re right and they want the judge to say they’re right and the other party is wrong, so if he doesn’t, they get mad. In America, we don’t start a war if a judge rules against us, but people still get mad about it. That just comes with the territory when you’re a judge. People are going to be mad at you.’

The girls regarded him with contemplative expressions. He enjoyed these teaching moments when he could share his experiences with the girls and prepare them for life. He was pretty sure other parents didn’t talk to their seventh graders about constitutional law and judicial theory. But his seventh graders loved to learn about such matters. And they were so smart. Pajamae raised a finger as if gauging the wind. They often asked insightful questions after a teaching moment, which made Scott proud – and made him feel like a good dad.

‘Yes, honey?’

‘Do you think I should do my hair in cornrows again?’

Boo’s eyes popped wide. ‘I will if you will. And we can get tattoos. Right above our butts.’

‘I’ll do it if you will.’

And the tears were gone. For now. But they would return, as would the bullying.

‘No tattoos, above the butt or anywhere else,’ Scott said. ‘You can do the cornrows, but no tattoos.’

‘No tattoos, no pierced ears, no cable TV – we get more Spanish channels than English.’

Pajamae shrugged. ‘Our Spanish is better.’

‘A. Scott, all the other kids have that stuff.’

‘I gave you a cell phone to share. Is this about Facebook?’

‘Facebook? Kids don’t have Facebook, just their moms. This is about our becoming independent young women.’

‘With tattoos? Boo, I’m scared to send you off to college. You’re going to come back with tattoo sleeves.’

‘No, I’ll just get a couple where no one can see them.’

‘Oh, well then . . .’

His teenaged daughters had no tattoos (yet) and no longer wore their hair in cornrows. When Pajamae had first done Boo’s hair in cornrows after she had moved in with the Fenney family, Rebecca had gone ballistic. Her daughter now looked up at her father.

‘Mother got a tattoo, after she left.’

‘Another good reason not to get one.’

‘She said I should never depend on a man. Except you. She said I could always depend on you.’

Scott had last seen his ex-wife a year and a half before in Galveston after her acquittal on murder charges.

‘She also said a woman’s life is a complicated life. Will Pajamae and I have complicated lives?’

‘Only if you get tattoos.’

Pajamae giggled; Boo rolled her eyes.

‘A. Scott, did you have a complicated life?’

‘I did when I was married to your mother.’

Boo frowned, which meant she was pondering the notion of a complicated life. The frown left her face.

‘I think I want a simple life.’

His daughter was a thirteen-year-old girl trapped in a thirty-year-old woman’s body. He had said that for years, just updating her biological age.

‘I wonder where she’s at? Mother.’

Boo could tell from her father’s face that A. Scott was thinking of her mother. Again. He would never be free of her, so Boo would never be free of her. Pajamae’s mother was dead. Her mother might as well be. They needed to move on, as they say. But they couldn’t. A. Scott had told her that he had taken a vow: Till death do us part. He had taken it, but they were both living it.

‘Find them a mother,’ Dan Ford had said that afternoon. ‘A man can’t raise women.’

This man had a good job with a good salary and great benefits. A home. Two wonderful daughters. Good health. But they had no mother and he had no one. No woman in his life. God created Adam and Eve, not Adam or Eve. A man needs a woman, even if the man is a federal judge. At ten-thirty on a Friday night, A. Scott Fenney lay down in bed. Alone.

He hated to sleep alone.

But he did.

He had.

He would.

Forever?


Chapter 3

‘FBI! You’re under arrest!’

The SWAT team wore full body armor and carried assault weapons as if they were storming a fortress instead of a mosque. Special Agent Eric Beckeman followed the assault team into the Masjid al Mustafa in Dallas where Aabdar Haddad had prayed to Allah. Haddad hadn’t been a lone wolf; he had been part of a larger conspiracy, the leader of which was the imam of this mosque.

Omar al Mustafa was the most dangerous man in Dallas.

The number one job of the FBI post 9/11 is to prevent another terrorist attack in America. The Super Bowl is the biggest media event in America each year. A hundred thousand spectators watch the game in the stadium; a billion people around the world watch the game on television. It is the dream of every practicing Islamic jihadist for a billion people to watch a hundred thousand Americans die on live TV. It was Beckeman’s mission in life to kill or capture the jihadists before that happened. Three weeks before the Super Bowl, his Task Force had done exactly that – killed one bad guy and captured the others.

FBI agents led handcuffed males out the door and into the vans for transport to the holding cells at the federal courthouse. Beckeman had staged the raid during evening prayers when he knew the imam and his co-conspirators would be at the mosque. Agent Stryker escorted a small middle-aged man wearing the traditional Muslim attire – a black skullcap and a long white robe buttoned to the neck – and handcuffs over to Beckeman. Grey hair and beard and dark evil eyes, he looked like every other Islamic fanatic Beckeman had killed or captured.

‘Look who I found, Captain,’ Stryker said.

Beckeman regarded the man with disdain.

‘Omar al Mustafa, you’re under arrest. You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law. You have the right to an attorney and to have him present with you while you’re being questioned. If you cannot afford an attorney, one will be appointed to represent you before you are questioned.’

‘Why?’

‘Because it’s your constitutional right. You live in America, you get a lawyer.’

‘No. Why am I under arrest?’

‘Domestic terrorism.’

‘Can you be more specific?’

‘Conspiring to detonate a bomb in Cowboys Stadium during the Super Bowl.’

‘Why would I do that?’

Beckeman got in Mustafa’s face. ‘I don’t know. Maybe because you’re a fucking Islamic jihadist asshole.’ To Stryker: ‘Get him out of my sight.’

Beckeman felt as if he had just arrested Osama bin Laden – three weeks before 9/11.


Chapter 4

Saturday, 16 January

22 days before the Super Bowl

Scott woke the next morning at 6:30 A.M. He had slept like a baby: up every two hours. He did not sleep well alone.

And he was still alone.

He sat up. He never lay awake in bed. What was the point? His thoughts always returned to the early days with Rebecca, when morning sex was so good. When she wanted morning sex with him. When she loved him. He missed waking up with a woman who loved him. And whom he loved.

He loved his daughters, but he missed being in love.

He rubbed his face then stumbled the five paces to the bathroom. He took care of his bathroom duties then looked out the French doors leading to the patio to check the thermometer mounted to the exterior wall. Thirty-three degrees and sunny; it would get into the upper fifties that afternoon. In Dallas, you could fry eggs on the sidewalk in summer; but you could play golf on New Year’s Eve. That was the Texas tradeoff. He dressed in his black Under Armour Cold Gear shirt, black Nike nylon sweat pants, black Adidas knit cap and running gloves, and red Brooks Cascadia running shoes. He looked like a NASCAR driver on his day off.

He walked down the hall and looked in on the girls – he saw only one big lump under the comforter on their bed – then locked the back door behind him. He didn’t worry about
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