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            Chapter 1

         
         “Everything I learned, I’ve forgotten since kindergarten,” said Jack. He was behind the wheel of the family SUV with his wife,
            Andie, beside him. Their daughter was behind Andie, strapped into her car seat, her curious expression lighting up Jack’s
            rearview mirror.
         

         
         “What does that mean, Daddy?”

         
         “Oh, there was this book some time ago. It was called—”

         
         “Actually,” said Andie, “it was called Everything I Need to Know, I Learned in Kindergarten. So I think what your daddy is saying is that he needs to go back to kindergarten.”
         

         
         “You mean he wants a do-over?” asked Righley.

         
         Jack smiled. “Yes, honey. Daddy wants a do-over.”

         
         “No do-overs! That’s our rule.”

         
         Jack was the assistant coach of Righley’s peewee soccer team. “You’re right, honey. That is the rule.”

         
         Had a do-over been possible, Jack would have chosen Riverside Day School for his own education. Seated on ten picturesque acres of green space in one of the oldest neighborhoods along the Miami River, Riverside was South Florida’s premier K-through-12 private academy. Ninety percent of the faculty had a postgraduate degree, no teacher had more than eighteen students, and every classroom had the latest SMART Board technology. The parent directory read like a Who’s Who of Florida business leaders, which left Jack and Andie in the proverbial no-man’s-land on the financial spectrum, too rich for financial aid and not nearly rich enough to afford the tuition. So they stretched, remaining conspicuously silent when other parents waxed on about their ski trips over winter break or summers in the South of France. 

         
         “Park right there,” said Andie, pointing to an open space on the street.

         
         They were still more than two blocks from the campus entrance, just outside the blinking amber lights of the designated school
            zone. The school had a parking lot, but Jack understood the issue. Andie was an FBI agent, and although she was dressed for
            a day of field work, she was not yet on duty, and Florida law prohibited law enforcement officers from carrying weapons into
            school zones if they were off duty. Jack parked the car and unloaded Righley from the back seat while Andie discreetly locked
            her sidearm and holster in the glove compartment.
         

         
         It was mid-September, a Wednesday morning, the final week during which kindergarten parents were allowed to walk their children
            to the classroom. Hand in hand, they entered the campus and went to the flagpole on the quad, where the elementary-level students
            assembled every morning in a circle, placed their hands over their hearts, and recited the pledge of allegiance. Or some reasonable
            facsimile thereof.
         

         
         And to the Republic, for Richard Stanz.

         
         One day Jack wanted to meet this Richard Stanz.

         
         Jack’s law office was within walking distance, a historic coral-stone house that, like most residences in this gentrified circa-1920s neighborhood, had been refurbished and converted to commercial use. He gave Andie the car keys and a kiss, hugged Righley, and headed off beneath the sprawling limbs of century-old live oaks. It was a perfect morning, still hours away from the heat and humidity that would return every afternoon until about Halloween, a wet blanket of a reminder that there really was no such thing as autumn in the subtropics. It made Jack think of the walks he would have liked to have taken with his father when he was in kindergarten, when a young Representative Harry Swyteck was away in Tallahassee for legislative sessions and Jack’s stepmother was too hung over to get out of bed. 

         
         Jack enjoyed his walk along the river, thanking his lucky stars for the life he and Andie had made for themselves and their
            only child.
         

         
          

         The mother-daughter good-bye at the classroom door was without tears, at least not from Righley. Andie’s commute to the FBI’s
            field office in North Miami was by way of the dreaded Palmetto Expressway, a miles-long, bumper-to-bumper nightmare of blinking
            red taillights, the thought of which made her downright envious of Jack’s lovely walk from the school to his office. Deciding
            to let rush-hour traffic subside before getting on the road, Andie joined the other parents in the recreation center for the
            regular second-Wednesday-of-the-month coffee with the head of school. It was Andie’s first, but it wasn’t limited to new parents,
            so it was mostly “the usual suspects.” Working mothers dressed for the office in one cluster. Stay-at-home mothers in workout
            spandex or tennis skirts in another. Off to the side, alone, stood a tech-world multimillionaire who had sold his company
            and retired way too young, not really sure how he fit into this overwhelmingly female group. Andie felt almost as out of place,
            dressed in law-enforcement khaki pants and black tactical boots, which made her look more like the head janitor than a Riverside
            parent. She was relieved to find her friend Molly near the basket of bagels.
         

         
         “Glad to see you here,” said Andie.

         
         Molly had two boys and a girl at Riverside, a senior, a sophomore, and her “happy accident,” a daughter in the second grade. After the third, she’d stopped teaching Lamaze, but it was in Molly’s course that Andie had first met her. They’d lost touch after Righley’s birth, but she was once again Andie’s rock, her only familiar face at Riverside. 

         
         “There’s a fresh patch of vomit on the gym floor,” said Molly. “Could you please fetch a bag of sawdust?”

         
         “Right away, ma’am.”

         
         The “janitor look” was a running joke between them. The first few weeks of school were filled with countless orientations
            and meetings for Riverside parents: meet the math department, meet the coaches, meet the science teachers, meet the alumni
            parents who are so glad they spent a fortune on private school because their kids are rockin’ it at Harvard. At the first
            gathering of the year, a tenth-grade mother had asked Andie to look into the condensation dripping from the AC vent. Andie
            had since made a habit of latching on to Molly.
         

         
         “Have you decided what committee you’re going to volunteer for?” asked Molly.

         
         “Committee? I wasn’t planning on volunteering.”

         
         “Oh, no, no, no, dear. You can attend all the welcome meetings you want. But if you’re going to come to the monthly morning
            coffees with the head of school, you can either volunteer or write a check big enough to have a classroom named after you.”
         

         
         “Jack volunteers. He helps with the soccer team. Doesn’t that count?”

         
         “Technically, yes. But that doesn’t give you much to talk about with this group of women.”

         
         “What committee are you on?”

         
         “Me? Volunteer? I don’t think so.”

         
         “So you write a check?”

         
         She stepped closer, as if letting Andie in on a secret. “Of course I write a check. But I still come to the coffees.”

         
         “Why?”

         
         “Because I like coffee.”

         
         Andie laughed, though not everyone at Riverside was as quiet about the checks they wrote, as if they weren’t already saying enough with their Cartier bracelets stacked seven or eight high à la Kylie Jenner, engagement rings of at least three karats (extra points for a marquis-cut canary diamond), and sparkling stud earrings that resembled something out of the Milky Way. Andie’s entire net worth paled in comparison to the “everyday” bauble collection of the average mother at Riverside. 

         
         “Come on,” said Molly, still playing the poor-mouth game. “It’s time for us commoners to pay our respects to the head of school.”

         
         They started across the room, but the sudden blare of a fire alarm stopped them in their tracks. All conversation ceased.
            The head of school moved to the center of the room and addressed the parents in a calm and even tone. “Everyone, please stay
            where you are.” She quickly made a call on her cell. Despite the pulsing alarm, Andie heard her say into her phone, “Judy,
            is this a drill?”
         

         
         The response was heard only by the head of school, but in a moment, every woman in the room had an answer. An unmistakable
            noise—pop, pop, pop!—sounded in the hallway.
         

         
         “That’s gunfire!” shouted Andie.

         
         The screams inside the room weren’t nearly loud enough to drown out the blaring alarm or the continued pop, pop, pop of semiautomatic gunfire outside the rec center. As an FBI agent, Andie knew that activating a fire alarm to create chaos
            was a tried-and-true modus operandi in school shootings. The screams of children in the hallway confirmed they were caught
            in the middle of one. Andie hurried to the door, but before she could open it, the next three pops resulted in three bullet-sized
            dimples in the bullet-resistant steel.
         

         
         “This way!” the head shouted. “Follow me!”

         
         She led them to the door on the opposite side of the room, pushed it open, and stepped aside to let parents exit first. It was anything but orderly, elbows flying and parents pushing other parents to the floor in a mad scramble to safety. 

         
         “Let’s go!” shouted Molly.

         
         Andie switched off the lights. “You go! I got the rear.”

         
         The gunfire in the hallway was nonstop.

         
         “Are you crazy?

         
         “Just go, Molly! Run!”

         
         Molly did. Andie was alone in the rec center. As an agent, she was familiar with the active-shooter response protocol. Option
            one: run. Option two: hide. Last resort: fight. As a mother, the protocol went right out the window. The sound of the semiautomatic
            gunfire—loud, very loud, then more distant—told her that the shooter was headed south. The kindergarten classrooms were at
            the south end of campus. Righley was in danger. Andie had no choice.
         

         
         And no weapon.

         
         Andie spotted a fire extinguisher on the wall. With a tap of the metal hammer, the glass case shattered, and she grabbed the
            extinguisher. Fire-retardant foam was no match for a semiautomatic firearm, but a sudden burst in an ambush might confuse
            or blind the shooter long enough for her to overtake him. There was no time to lose. Andie pushed open the door, stepped out
            of the rec center, and came face-to-face with a stampede of screaming children running for their lives. They were running
            from a masked shooter at the end of the hallway, a man walking with purpose as he squeezed off round after round from a semiautomatic
            pistol with an extended magazine. A long extended magazine.
         

         
         To Andie, it looked as long as a child’s arm.

         
         “Righley!” she shouted instinctively, and she started down the hallway, braving the noise and the chaos, armed with only a
            fire extinguisher.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2

         
         Jack was at his desk preparing for a deposition when an emergency text from Riverside popped up on his cell phone: ACTIVE SHOOTER ON CAMPUS.

         
         “Clear my morning calendar!” he said to his assistant as he rushed out the door, cell phone in hand.

         
         The race back to Riverside was like a high-speed rewind of Jack’s lovely walk on a perfect morning, a panic-driven sprint
            through a parent’s worst nightmare. He speed-dialed Andie, never breaking stride, but the call didn’t go through. Cell-phone
            service was already overloaded around the school. Traffic was backed up for blocks, horns blaring. Frightened and frustrated
            parents abandoned their vehicles in the street and joined Jack on foot. Inside of a block from campus the crowd was so large
            that people could barely move. Obviously, Jack had not been the first to receive the “Active Shooter” alert by text message.
            Helicopters whirred overhead, some from law enforcement, others bearing the colorful logos of local television news stations.
            Jack pushed forward, wending his way toward the police perimeter outside the campus gate.
         

         
         “You can’t go any farther,” said an officer in uniform.

         
         “But my daughter’s in there!” he said, and it sounded as if a dozen other parents behind him had said the same thing in unison.

         
         “No one goes in,” the officer said firmly. “We’ve locked down the premises.”

         
         Locked down the premises. Police jargon seemed only to underscore the insanity of the fact that Righley had skipped through these gates holding hands
            with her parents, and two hours later Jack was at the gates to hell—parents searching for their children, teachers trying
            to account for their students, children crying and clinging to one another, ambulances and police cars with beacons flashing.
         

         
         “Out of the way!” a paramedic shouted.

         
         Jack turned to see first responders whisking a victim from school grounds on a gurney. They nearly had to run over a camera
            crew to get past the scores of television journalists who had descended on the scene. A sickening feeling came over Jack as
            the paramedics loaded the unconscious student into the back of an ambulance. The boy wasn’t even old enough to shave.
         

         
         Jack tried dialing Andie again, but the call failed. Righley’s teacher had given all parents her cell number on the first
            day of classes, and Jack kicked himself for not having entered it into his contacts. Not that her cell-phone service would
            have performed any better. He needed information, and he needed to gather it the old-fashioned way. Down the sidewalk, Jack
            spotted a field reporter speaking into the camera with a live Action News update. He moved closer to hear her report in real time.
         

         
         “The active shooting from inside the building seems to have stopped,” she said in an urgent voice. “A scattering of students
            have fled to safety, but most are still in their classrooms. The entire campus is on lockdown. Information is spotty. Rumors
            abound. Some say the shooter is dead. Others say he got away. As best we can piece it together, most of the shooting occurred
            at or near the rec center.”
         

         
         Jack froze. The rec center.

         
         The reporter wrapped up her live update, her crewman lowered his camera, and Jack pushed his way forward to get the reporter’s
            attention.
         

         
         “Excuse me, but did you say there was shooting at the rec center?”

         
         “You can get instant updates if you follow me on Twitter,” she said, but Jack wasn’t listening as she shared her handle. His
            gaze drifted toward the chaos on the campus grounds. More gurneys, flanked by first responders, were speeding toward the waiting
            ambulances. He was certain that he’d heard the reporter right the first time, and Jack’s words came like a reflex.
         

         
         “My wife was in the rec center.”

         
          

         On a dead run, Andie put herself into a base-stealing slide across the tile floor and hunkered down outside Righley’s classroom,
            still armed with the fire extinguisher. Her shoulder was against the steel door, and the entranceway was a recessed alcove,
            so she couldn’t see left or right down the hallway. It was like peering out from inside a tunnel. She knocked on the door
            so hard it hurt her hand. The teacher didn’t open it, and Andie didn’t blame her. No matter: if the shooter was going to get
            to her daughter, he’d have to get past the mother bear.
         

         
         Ninety. Ninety-one. Ninety-two.

         
         Andie’s estimate of rounds fired was certainly low. She hadn’t even started counting until she’d bolted from the rec center,
            and she’d surely missed a few in the noisy sprint down the hallway. Her singular objective had been to reach the kindergarten
            classroom before the shooter did. Adrenaline had propelled her. Instinct and training had probably kept her alive. Or luck.
            The blaring alarm, punctuated by screams and gunshots, made it impossible to think straight, let alone hear. It was the classic
            fog of war. In a school.
         

         
         Thirty feet. Andie had switched to counting the 12x12 floor tiles. She was trying to gauge the width of the hallway, trying to guess how
            far the foam might spray—the range of her makeshift weapon. The sight of a spent ammunition round on the floor made her heart
            skip a beat.
         

         
         She checked her cell phone. She’d texted her location to every law enforcement officer on her list of contacts, but reception was spotty, and not one had gone through immediately. She was checking the send status when her cop instincts kicked in, and she detected a change in the air—something afoot. She put her phone on silent
            mode and listened more intently. The fire alarm continued to whine, but the shooting seemed to have stopped. It had been at
            least a minute since anyone had passed in the hallway from either direction.
         

         
         Then she heard it—even over the piercing alarm. Footfalls in the hallway. Heavy footfalls, like marching boots on the move.

         
         Is he coming back this way?

         
         Andie gripped the fire extinguisher, not sure if the best defense was to spray the shooter with foam or to throw the entire
            metal canister like a mortar shell.
         

         
         “Are you hurt?” a man shouted.

         
         Andie recognized the black uniform of Miami-Dade SWAT in the nick of time, sparing him a face full of fire retardant.

         
         “I’m FBI!” she shouted, as she flashed her credentials.

         
         “Come with me!”

         
         “My daughter’s in this classroom!”

         
         “My job is to clear this hallway!”

         
         “I’m not leaving my daughter!”

         
         He seemed to comprehend that the children would be safer with a law enforcement officer there, but it was obvious that standing
            guard with a fire extinguisher wasn’t a viable plan. He reached for the electronic passkey that was linked to his belt and
            stepped closer, to be heard over the blaring alarm.
         

         
         “Announce yourself before you enter,” he said. “Lock the door and barricade it once you’re inside. Don’t let anyone leave
            until I come back with the ‘all clear.’”
         

         
         He inserted the passkey. The electronic lock clicked. Andie called out to the teacher at the top of her lungs.

         
         “Ms. Hernandez! It’s Righley’s mother! I’m coming in!”

         
         “Mommy!” the reply came, and the little voice from inside nearly crushed her.

         
         Andie turned to thank the SWAT officer, but he was already gone. She opened the door and hurried inside a kindergarten classroom
            under siege.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3

         
         Jack watched from outside the campus grounds, having positioned himself as close to the entrance gates as possible without
            crossing the yellow police tape. The hysteria around him was palpable, the desperate pleas of parents blending into a cacophony
            of English and Spanish. Jack’s español wasn’t bad—his abuela gave him about a C minus—but in all his years in Miami, he’d never heard it spoken with such urgency. He was pretty sure he’d
            heard the group of Latina moms behind him correctly, but he needed to clarify.
         

         
         “Excuse me,” he said slowly in Spanish, overenunciating in hopes that the woman behind him would take his cue and answer in
            the same cadence. “Did you say they are evacuating students?”
         

         
         The woman’s emotions were running too high for her to speak slowly, and Jack’s loose handle on Cuban American Spanglish was
            no match for a native Colombian speaker. But he got the gist: police had begun to evacuate students through the riverside
            access to campus. The implicit good news was not lost on him.
         

         
         The police must have been confident that the shooting was over.

         
         The crowd outside the gate was growing larger by the minute, and getting from one side of campus to the other wouldn’t be easy. But Jack had still heard nothing from Andie, and he needed to find his wife and daughter. He squeezed his way around one person after another, zigzagging his way past uniformed police, scrambling journalists, and tearful parents. It took ten minutes just to get to the end of the block, where he made a left turn toward the river. With each passing square of sidewalk underfoot, he sensed that more and more frantic people were moving with him in the same direction. News of the evacuation appeared to be spreading. Jack hoped it wasn’t just another worthless rumor. He’d heard plenty of misinformation already, everything from “It was just a bunch of firecrackers” to “Dozens of children and teachers dead.” 

         
         Jack was getting close to the campus’s rear exit. The attractive coral-rock wall that protected three sides of the ten-acre
            campus gave way to a purely functional chain-link fence. On the other side of the fence was an open athletic field, and through
            the gaps in the eight-foot privacy hedge, Jack spotted lines of students, each line led by an adult, leaving the building.
            They were moving quickly but in orderly fashion, each student with one hand in the air and the other resting on the shoulder
            of the boy or girl they followed. Jack found an opening in the crowd and sprinted the last hundred yards to the field exit.
            A police officer was at the gate.
         

         
         “Have they evacuated kindergarten yet?” Jack asked.

         
         “I really don’t know, sir.” A line of older students passed, and her attention shifted fully toward crowd control. “Don’t
            crowd the gate, please!”
         

         
         “Where would they be, if they came out already?”

         
         The officer’s focus was entirely on the students. “Keep moving! Don’t stop until you get to the high school parking lot.”

         
         It wasn’t a direct response to Jack, but it answered his question. He ran ahead of the last line of students, passing a second
            and third line on his way to the parking lot. The children he saw were too old for elementary school but not yet teenagers.
            Probably middle schoolers—not a one of them too cool to be caught crying under these circumstances. Jack approached a teacher
            at the head of the line.
         

         
         “Has kindergarten come out yet?” he asked, alarmed by the level of desperation he detected in his own voice.

         
         “That’s Building G,” she said. “We’re F. They’d be somewhere behind us.”

         
         Jack did a quick pivot and ran back in the direction of the school. The lines were coming nonstop. The school was in full-throttle
            evacuation mode. Kindergarten had to be part of it. Unless the worst thing imaginable had happened.
         

         
         The thought propelled him to an all-out sprint back to the rear gate.

         
         The officer stopped him. “Nobody goes in, sir.”

         
         “I need to find my family.”

         
         “Jack!”

         
         He turned at the sound of Andie’s voice. He’d run right past her in the crowd. Righley was in her arms. He ran to them and
            wrapped his arms around them so tightly that he could barely breathe.
         

         
         “Are you okay?” he asked.

         
         “Yes. We’re okay. Her whole class is okay.”

         
         Jack couldn’t let go.

         
         “Let’s walk to your office,” said Andie. “I want Righley out of here.”

         
         Righley’s teacher was fending off questions from every angle. Jack was able to get her attention long enough to let her know
            that they were leaving with their daughter. Andie was already on her way and carrying Righley with her. Jack caught up and
            offered to give Andie’s arms a rest, but Andie refused to give up her daughter.
         

         
         “Have you heard anything?” asked Jack.

         
         Andie threw him a look that said, Not in front of Righley.

         
         Jack placed his set of earbuds in Righley’s ears, opened the Spotify app on his smartphone, and tuned to the playlist labeled
            Righley’s Stuff.
         

         
         “How about some music, Pumpkin?”

         
         Righley nodded, and the playful sound of her favorite music took some of the fear out of her eyes. Jack and Andie kept walking
            toward his office. Andie seemed satisfied that they were free to talk.
         

         
         “You probably know more than I do,” said Andie. “I’ve been locked in a classroom with zero information. My cell didn’t even
            work.”
         

         
         “I’ve picked up a few things from reporters here and there.”

         
         “Have they identified the shooter?”

         
         “If they have, they’re not saying. But all the networks are saying that they recovered a semiautomatic pistol. It’s registered
            to a forty-one-year-old man who has kids in the school.”
         

         
         “Are you kidding me? A school parent?”

         
         “Amir something is his name. Begins with a ‘K.’”

         
         Andie brought them to a dead halt. “Amir Khoury?”

         
         “Yes, that’s it. Do you know him?”

         
         Andie’s expression ran cold. “My friend Molly—that’s her husband.”

         
         Not another word was said until they reached Jack’s office.

         
         The Law Office of Jack Swyteck P.A. was on the first floor of a ninety-year-old house near the Miami River, and, more important,
            blocks away from the Criminal Justice Center. The first time Jack had set foot on the old Dade County pine floors, this old
            house was home to the Freedom Institute, a ragtag group of talented lawyers who specialized in death penalty work. It was
            Jack’s first job fresh out of law school. Four years of defending the guilty proved to be enough for Jack, so he struck out
            as a sole practitioner. A decade later, when his mentor passed away and the Institute was on the brink of financial collapse,
            Jack bought the building. He set up shop downstairs. His old friends from the Institute leased space upstairs. Jack couldn’t
            remember the last time they had actually made a rent payment.
         

         
         Jack’s assistant met them at the door. Bonnie had been with Jack for years. Andie called her “the Roadrunner,” so named because she knew only one speed—full throttle—when zipping around the office. 

         
         “Is she—” Bonnie started to ask, but Jack gave her a quick shush signal. Righley was sound asleep in her mother’s arms.

         
         “Poor angel,” said Bonnie.

         
         Andie took her into what had once been the dining room of the old house—now Jack’s private office. Jack cleared away the trial
            notebooks, and Andie laid Righley on the couch.
         

         
         “She’s wiped out,” said Jack.

         
         “Better off in her dreams,” said Andie.

         
         They stepped out of Jack’s office and into the reception area. Bonnie had the television tuned to the local news coverage.
            Amir Khoury’s name and photograph were on every broadcast in America, confirming Jack’s info. But Jack was confused on many
            levels.
         

         
         “Your friend Molly strikes me as WASPy enough to be a member of the Daughters of the American Revolution,” said Jack.

         
         “She is. She fell in love and married a Muslim.”

         
         “Where’s he from?”

         
         “What do you mean ‘where’s he from’? Camp al-Qaeda—is that what you’re implying?”

         
         “I’m not implying anything,” said Jack. “His gun was found on the scene of a school shooting. I’m just asking the question.”

         
         “He’s from Fort Lauderdale. Whenever anyone raised an eyebrow, as if lily-white Molly and her Muslim husband were the odd
            couple, she’d say it was destiny: they were born in the same hospital, Broward General. I cannot believe this is happening.”
         

         
         Andie’s cell rang, and she checked the incoming number. “It’s Schwartz.”

         
         Guy Schwartz was the assistant special agent in charge of the FBI’s Miami field office. Jack knew him better as that guy who always called right before Andie had to leave in the middle of dinner, cancel her daughter’s birthday party, or disappear on assignment for days or even weeks at a time. 

         
         Andie stepped to the other side of the reception area to take the call. It lasted only a minute, and she didn’t look happy
            when it ended. Jack had seen Andie’s work face before, and he knew that there would no explanation coming. Just an announcement.
            It was all part of being married to an FBI agent.
         

         
         “I have to go,” she said.

         
          

         Andie’s partner picked her up at Jack’s office. He brought a replacement sidearm, since Andie’s was still locked in the glove
            compartment of Jack’s SUV, and the SUV was parked on a street so crowded that it was impassable.
         

         
         Andie knew Molly’s address. Their friendship was precisely the reason for the call from the assistant special agent in charge
            of the FBI’s Miami field office.
         

         
         “Miami-Dade Police have a no-knock warrant for the Khoury residence,” ASAC Schwartz had told her. “No knock” meant that law
            enforcement would literally break down the door.
         

         
         “Have they executed?”

         
         “About to. And they want you there when they do.”

         
         “Why?”

         
         “No one knows how this might go down. You know the Khoury family. You might be useful in de-escalating the situation, if need
            be.”
         

         
         Andie could have resisted and said she wanted to be with her daughter the moment Righley woke, but Schwartz’s directions had
            left her no option: “Andie, the bureau could have jurisdiction here, if this turns out to be terrorist related.”
         

         
         Andie’s partner turned at Santa Maria Street, one of the most prestigious addresses in Coral Gables that was not on the waterfront. Lined with majestic live oaks and some of the best preserved colonial-style and other historic mansions in South Florida, the quiet old side street bisected the golf course of the famous Riviera Country Club, offering residents drop-dead views of beautiful fairways, not to mention a lifetime supply of golf balls, compliments of innumerable club members with a nasty slice. Molly had joked about not being able to cut a donation check to Riverside on top of three tuitions, but it was indeed a joke. 

         
         They parked on the street. Andie and her partner simultaneously climbed out of the vehicle. The front door to Molly’s house
            was wide open. Two police officers were standing guard on the porch. A line of yellow police tape demarked the entire front
            yard as a crime scene.
         

         
         “Looks like they executed without us,” said Andie’s partner.

         
         “Wasn’t the whole point that they wanted me here?”

         
         A Miami-Dade police officer approached and explained. “We couldn’t wait any longer. The suspect’s name has gone viral. The
            media is hyper-focused on the school, but any minute now this entire street is going to be a mob scene. More packed than Halloween
            night.”
         

         
         Andie took his point. For Andie, Jack, Righley, and about fifty thousand other annual visitors, Santa Maria was the South
            Florida trick-or-treating destination of choice. Many a law enforcement officer had done Halloween crowd-control duty on Santa
            Maria.
         

         
         As if on cue, the first media van pulled up and stopped across the street from the Khoury residence. Seconds later, Molly’s
            midnight-blue Mercedes arrived and stopped in the driveway. Molly and her three children were inside. The front doors swung
            open, and as Molly stepped out from behind the wheel, Miami-Dade police officers surrounded the vehicle, weapons drawn.
         

         
         “Freeze!” an officer shouted.

         
         “Don’t shoot!” Molly screamed.

         
         Molly’s younger children were in the back seat, the older of the two stunned into silence and Molly’s eight-year-old daughter crying hysterically. Molly’s oldest son was standing beside the open passenger’s-side door with his hands in the air. Xavier was a high school senior at Riverside. Last Andie had heard, he was heading to MIT after graduation. 

         
         “Mom, it’s okay,” said Xavier. “I did it.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 4

         
         Not until late afternoon was the neighborhood around the school clear enough for Jack to walk over and retrieve the SUV. On
            a normal workday he would never leave his office between four and six p.m., but Righley desperately wanted her mother, so
            he pushed through rush-hour traffic out of downtown Miami.
         

         
         Their house was on Key Biscayne, a tropical island community that connected by causeway to the entirely different world of
            high-rise condominiums along Miami’s Brickell-area waterfront. Many thought of “the Key” as paradise. Jack felt lucky to live
            there. Real estate was priced way beyond his means, but years earlier, before he’d even met Andie, he’d cut a steal of a deal
            on one of the last remaining Mackle homes, basically a 1,200-square-foot shoe box built right after World War II as affordable
            housing for returning GIs. Those had to be some of the happiest veterans in the history of warfare. On a day like this one,
            the fact was not lost on Jack that the Key still had one of the lowest crime rates in America.
         

         
         Jack pulled into their driveway, a crunchy swatch of crushed seashells that was big enough for just one car. Righley unbuckled
            herself from her car seat and ran to the front door. Andie met her there.
         

         
         “Mommy!”

         
         It wasn’t the usual “Mommy” of pure joy and excitement. Righley’s voice had a more distressed quality. Back at the office, Jack had been under the impression that he and Bonnie were doing a pretty good job with Righley in the wake of trauma. The way she was clinging to her mother, however, made Jack realize that this was going to be a long road. 

         
         Andie led Righley back to her bedroom to change out of her school uniform. Jack went to the kitchen, opened a beer, and turned
            on the five o’clock news. All day long, the “breaking news” alerts had been about the shooting at Riverside. The young reporter
            on the screen was standing about a block away from the school, not far from where Jack had parked the SUV that morning. This
            time, the breaking news was actually something he didn’t already know.
         

         
         “Nationwide, this is the two-hundred-and-ninety-fifth mass shooting so far this year,” said the reporter, “and it is one of
            the most deadly. Thirteen are confirmed dead. The identity of the victims has been withheld pending notification of next of
            kin. Now our sources are also telling us that the terrorist organization al-Qaeda has claimed responsibility for the shooting.
            Law enforcement has yet to confirm that information.”
         

         
         Andie entered the kitchen. Righley was showered and in her room. The nightly routine of trying on every nightgown she owned,
            deciding which princess to be, had begun.
         

         
         “A link to terrorism would change the complexion of this investigation,” said Jack. “Is the FBI going to take jurisdiction?”

         
         “I can’t talk about that, Jack.”

         
         The separation of work and family was standard operating procedure for any FBI agent, and that was especially true when the
            agent was married to a criminal defense lawyer. Still, Jack thought she might make an exception for a criminal matter that
            directly affected their family.
         

         
         “What can you tell me?” asked Jack.

         
         “The standard-issue magazine on the semiautomatic pistol used in the shooting is thirteen rounds. The shooter went through four extended magazines, thirty-three rounds each. Over a hundred and thirty rounds fired in less than five minutes.” 

         
         “That sounds like a lot. Is it, as far as school shootings go?”

         
         “Not as many as Sandy Hook; a few more than Parkland. But keep in mind this shooter was using a handgun, not an assault rifle.”

         
         Jack found it interesting that she didn’t refer to the shooter by name. “What’s happening with Xavier?”

         
         “He’s in custody.”

         
         “Are they questioning anyone else in the family?”

         
         “Molly’s husband isn’t even in the country, if that’s what you’re asking. He’s in London on a business trip.”

         
         It wasn’t like Andie to sling passive-aggressive reminders of “innocent until proven guilty” in Jack’s direction. But nothing
            was normal about this day. Andie seemed in denial, clinging to the irrational hope that by some miracle things had not forever
            changed between Molly and her. Jack left her alone for a while and went back to Righley’s room. Her wet towel was on the floor,
            as were Mulan, Ariel, and Jasmine. She’d selected her Rapunzel nightgown and was standing in front of the full-length mirror,
            trying to run a comb through her tangled, wet hair.
         

         
         “Let me help you, honey.”

         
         “No!”

         
         That took him aback. When it came to girl stuff, untangling wet hair was one of the few things Jack did better than Mommy.
            He even did it on Mommy.
         

         
         “I just want to—”

         
         “Daddy, don’t touch me!”

         
         Jack froze. The day had left even Andie, a trained FBI agent, out of sorts. Righley’s outburst was so out of character as
            to be downright worrisome.
         

         
         Like a godsend, Jack’s grandmother appeared in the doorway. “Hola, mi vida!” Literally, “my life.” To Abuela, Righley was as precious as life itself.
         

         
         Righley rushed across the room and hugged her. Abuela was too old to pick her up, but as she liked to say, the way she was shrinking and Righley was growing, they’d be eye to eye
            soon enough. Jack was glad she’d agreed to spend the night. Abuela had a way of shrinking any life trauma down to size. It wasn’t exactly a gift. Not only had she lost a daughter—preeclampsia
            claimed Jack’s mother way too young—but it had taken Abuela forty years to escape Castro’s Cuba to visit the grave.
         

         
         “You sure you two will be all right while we’re gone?” asked Jack.

         
         Riverside had a satellite campus in South Miami for students with special needs. An emergency parents meeting was scheduled
            there for seven p.m. If not for Abuela, Jack and Andie probably would have skipped.
         

         
         “Go,” said Abuela.

         
         The drive to the Riverside satellite was thirty minutes. Jack and Andie arrived to a packed gymnasium. This meeting was only
            for families with children who were neither victims nor eyewitnesses to the carnage; individual counseling sessions were underway
            at a separate facility for those more directly affected. Still, it was a solemn crowd, easily more than three hundred parents.
            Jack found two of the last open seats in the third row of bleachers. He and Andie were squeezing into place, bumping shoulders
            with each other and the parents beside them, when the head of school stepped up to the microphone.
         

         
         “Good evening. I’m Cynthia Mickelson, and I want to thank all of you for coming tonight.”

         
         The first order of business was an ecumenical prayer. The bleachers rumbled as the crowd rose. Leading the convocation were
            a minister, a priest, and a rabbi. No imam, it occurred to Jack as the prayer ended.
         

         
         “Amen,” the crowd said in unison.

         
         Mickelson waited for all to be seated and then started with a series of announcements. School would be closed for at least
            a week. Counselors were available to students and parents upon request. Support animals would be allowed in classrooms when
            classes resumed.
         

         
         “Also,” she continued, “I received a call from the Florida attorney general this afternoon. I have his word that the state
            will pay all expenses for the funerals of the victims.”
         

         
         “How many are there?” a man shouted. He was a few rows behind Jack.

         
         “Excuse me?” asked Mickelson.

         
         The man rose. “How many teachers and students have we lost? No one will give us a straight answer.”

         
         The head measured her words. “The official count has not yet been released. As soon as we have that information, we will post
            it on the school website.”
         

         
         Another man rose. “It’s at least one more than it had to be.”

         
         Mickelson hesitated, confused. “I don’t understand.”

         
         “My middle son, David, was caught in the hallway when this lunatic opened fire. He and his friend Lucas Horne tried to hide
            in the bathroom. But the bathroom door was locked. My son was lucky. Lucas is dead. So I want know: Why was that bathroom
            door locked?”
         

         
         “The bathrooms in our middle school and high school buildings are locked. Students must ask their teacher for permission to
            use the bathroom, and if permission is granted, they are given a key.”
         

         
         “Why is that?”

         
         “That was a decision we implemented at the beginning of this school year. As a preventive measure.”

         
         “Preventative of what?”
         

         
         “Last semester we had to expel two eighth-grade students for vaping in the bathroom.”

         
         “So you locked the bathrooms? The only place my son and his friend had to hide was the bathroom, and you locked it?”
         

         
         The pain in his voice drew a rumbling from the crowd. The head of school went into damage-control mode.

         
         “I am so truly sorry, for your son, and for the Horne family. I should point out, however, that if your son was an eyewitness
            to this unfortunate turn of events, your entire family should be at the other meeting.”
         

         
         “No,” he said firmly. “These families here, whose kids will be going back to school in a week with their puppies and kittens
            for support, need to know the truth. They need to know some of us will be paying the price forever because of your stupidity.”
         

         
         “I completely understand your anger.”

         
         “No!” he said, his voice booming loud enough to fill the gymnasium. “You don’t understand. But if you think you do, then, by God, you had best not get anywhere near Lucas Horne’s father.”
         

         
         He lowered himself into his seat, emotionally spent. His wife slid her arm around his shoulder, as if to say he’d done the
            right thing.
         

         
         Another man rose in the next bleacher section. “While we’re on the subject of stupidity: Don’t we have background checks for
            families before they are accepted to this academy?”
         

         
         Mickelson paused, thinking through her response. “As everyone in this gymnasium knows well, the application process at Riverside
            is highly selective and very comprehensive. And of course we interview all students and their parents.”
         

         
         “What if people lie?” the man asked.

         
         “Lie about what?”

         
         “About who they are?”

         
         “I don’t think that’s the issue here,” said Mickelson.

         
         “I do. Let’s say only the mother comes in for the interview and not the father. How much do you really know about that family?”

         
         Jack and Andie exchanged anxious glances. The man might as well have asked, How’d you let Molly’s Muslim husband slip through?

         
         “I see where you’re going with this,” said Mickelson. “And I want to address this as fully and as directly as I can. We all
            want answers.”
         

         
         “You bet we do.”

         
         “Hold on,” said Mickelson. “Just because someone called the media to claim responsibility on behalf of al-Qaeda doesn’t mean
            that al-Qaeda was necessarily behind this. And just because the shooter—alleged shooter—has a Muslim father doesn’t mean that
            this shooting had anything to do with radical Islam.”
         

         
         “That’s all very nice and politically correct, Mrs. Mickelson. But do you expect us to believe it?”

         
         “I expect everyone in this room to let law enforcement do its job without feeding the rumor mill.”

         
         “It’s not a rumor. My brother is a cop at Miami-Dade. He says the FBI’s Joint Terrorism Task Force is already involved. Why
            would the FBI’s terrorism task force be involved if al-Qaeda’s claim of responsibility was not credible?”
         

         
         “I don’t know how to answer that question,” said Mickelson.

         
         His gaze swept the bleachers. “Isn’t one of our parents an FBI agent? Maybe she can answer it.”

         
         Heads turned, and dozens of parents were suddenly looking in Jack and Andie’s direction.

         
         Mickelson seemed to sense Andie’s discomfort even from thirty feet away. “I don’t think it’s fair to put Agent Henning on
            the spot like that. That’s not the point of this meeting.”
         

         
         “Maybe we should let her speak for herself,” the man said. “It’s a simple question. Would the Joint Terrorism Task Force get
            involved if al-Qaeda had nothing to do with this?”
         

         
         The crowd fell silent, which sent a clear message. Andie was suddenly the official spokesperson for the FBI. She rose slowly.

         
         Jack heard whispering all around them, which made him wish all the more that they had never come.

         
         Who’s she?

         
         Absentee mom. Hardly ever at the school.

         
         I think she’s friends with that Muslim boy’s mother.

         
         “I can’t comment on that,” said Andie. She sat down and looked at Jack, but he didn’t have to tell her what she already knew.

         
         This crowd had all the confirmation it needed.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 5

         
         Jack and Andie were the last to leave the school parking lot. Not that they weren’t eager to get home. After being singled
            out as the “FBI mom,” Andie needed to find a private place and call her ASAC.
         

         
         “How’d it go?” Jack asked as she climbed into the passenger seat.

         
         “You don’t want to know, and I can’t tell you.”

         
         The drive from the mainland to Key Biscayne was mostly in silence. Crossing the causeway, Andie’s profile was a pensive silhouette
            against the backdrop of city lights in the distance. They were home a little after nine o’clock. Righley was sound asleep
            in her room. Abuela was nearby in her favorite rocking chair, literally snoring. Andie wanted their little girl in their bed, so she gently picked
            her up and carried her down the hallway.
         

         
         Jack heard a car pull up outside the house and then a timid knock on the front door. He went to the living room and opened
            it.
         

         
         “May I come in, please?” asked the woman.

         
         Although Jack had met Molly before, it took him a moment to recognize her as the woman standing on his front porch. She was
            normally a stylish dresser, but the cashmere wrap she wore was better suited for January, and there was nothing stylish about
            the broad-brimmed hat that left her face in the shadows and the sunglasses so dark that not even eighties heartthrob Corey
            Hart would have worn them at night.
         

         
         “It’s me, Molly,” she said as she removed her sunglasses.

         
         Without them, she looked broken, desperate. Jack couldn’t help but feel for her.

         
         “Who is it, Jack?” asked Andie, entering the living room.

         
         Molly went straight to Andie, but it seemed that Molly’s need for a hug was not exactly reciprocal. Just a few hours earlier,
            Andie had been quick to show her support for her girlfriend, at least in conversation with Jack. Maybe it was the phone call
            with her ASAC, or maybe a gymnasium full of angry parents had unlocked the voices of child victims in her head, but something
            had changed since the school meeting. Psychologically speaking, it seemed that Andie had already moved from denial to anger.
         

         
         “Molly, I know you must have a lot to talk about,” said Andie. “But right now I just want to lie down with my daughter and
            thank God she’s still here.”
         

         
         “I won’t be long.”

         
         “I’ll let you two talk in private,” said Jack.

         
         “No,” said Molly. “I’d like you to be part of this, if you would, Jack.”

         
         Jack took a seat with Andie on the couch. Molly sat in the club chair, facing them.

         
         “I heard about the meeting at the school,” said Molly. “I didn’t go, of course. I’ve been at the jail all night, trying to
            speak to Xavier.”
         

         
         “Trying?” asked Jack. “Are the police not allowing it?”

         
         “It’s a different problem,” said Molly. “Xavier refuses any visitors.”

         
         “You’re his mother,” said Andie. “If you want to see him, you have the right.”

         
         “I’m told that’s not the case. He’s eighteen. Since he’s no longer a minor, the police are telling me that his parents have
            no right to visit him and no ability to force him to see us.”
         

         
         “When did he turn eighteen?” asked Jack.

         
         Molly hesitated, then answered in a weak voice. “Today.”

         
         The gravity of a high school student embarking on a shooting spree on his eighteenth birthday sent chills through the room.

         
         Molly continued. “I suppose Xavier waited until he was eighteen so that his parents would have no say over what happens to
            him after the . . .” She seemed unable to even say the word.
         

         
         “After his arrest,” Jack offered.

         
         “Yes,” said Molly. “After his arrest.”

         
         “Has anyone told you what was said at tonight’s meeting?” asked Andie.

         
         “Not directly. But I see the chatter on social media. Not everyone at the school has deleted me from their list of friends
            yet. They might be surprised to know that I agree with much of what is being said.”
         

         
         “Like what?” asked Andie.

         
         “Al-Qaeda, for one. I’m sure our head of school means well by telling parents not to jump to conclusions about a connection
            to Islamic terrorism. But al-Qaeda claimed responsibility.”
         

         
         “And you believe that the claim is real?” asked Jack.

         
         “Yes. Someone must have radicalized Xavier to do something as horrible as this. Contrary to what people might say on social
            media, my son was not ‘born to kill.’”
         

         
         “Molly, if I could give you any advice, it would be this,” said Jack. “Don’t go on social media. Stay off the Internet.”

         
         “I know. It’s horrible what people will say. The whole world wants my son executed so he can start burning in hell as soon
            as possible.”
         

         
         “No one said that at tonight’s meeting,” said Jack.

         
         “They’re definitely saying it online. I can’t explain or excuse what Xavier did, but a high school boy who is the victim of
            brainwashing should not be executed.”
         

         
         “It will be up to the state attorney to decide if she’ll seek the death penalty,” said Jack.

         
         “Can he be executed?” asked Molly. “Legally, I mean. Can a boy who’s still in high school get the death penalty?”

         
         Jack took no joy in being the one to tell her, but soon enough Molly would learn what a difference a day makes. “The Supreme
            Court has held that the death penalty is unconstitutional under the Eighth Amendment as ‘cruel and unusual punishment’ for
            anyone under the age of eighteen. Xavier made the cutoff by one day.”
         

         
         Molly closed her eyes and opened them slowly, absorbing the blow. “So that’s the answer? If the state attorney chooses to
            seek the death penalty, there is no mercy?”
         

         
         Jack understood the arguments on both sides: What mercy had Xavier shown his victims? “If he’s found guilty, there will be
            a second trial on the issue of sentencing. So it’s up to the jury to decide if he gets death or life in prison. Xavier’s youth
            and impressionability would be relevant mitigating circumstances that jurors can consider.”
         

         
         “Thank you for that,” she said. “I put a lot of stock in what you say. I understand you’ve done a lot of death penalty work.”

         
         “I have,” said Jack.

         
         “Some would say too much,” added Andie.

         
         “I googled you,” said Molly. “You’re a very courageous man. You’ve taken some very tough cases. For some pretty notorious
            clients.”
         

         
         “Most of those were a long time ago,” said Jack.

         
         “Before we were married,” said Andie.

         
         Molly paused, and Jack sensed she was building up the nerve to ask him something. Finally, she spoke.

         
         “Could you be Xavier’s lawyer?”

         
         Andie answered for him. “No.”

         
         “We would pay you, of course.”

         
         “Molly, he can’t,” Andie said firmly.

         
         “I’m sorry,” said Molly. “I shouldn’t have asked.”

         
         “There’s nothing wrong with asking,” said Jack.

         
         “I wish you would at least think about it. I don’t know how I’m going to find a good lawyer.”

         
         “You don’t have to worry about that,” said Jack. “Your son is an adult, even if it is just by one day, and he has no job.
            It makes no difference that his parents have enough money to afford a private attorney. Your son is indigent for purposes
            of court-appointed counsel and will be represented by the Public Defender’s Office.”
         

         
         “But I don’t want him to have a public defender,” said Molly.

         
         “The public defender is well qualified to make all of the arguments that need to be made at Xavier’s sentencing hearing to
            avoid the death penalty.”
         

         
         “No, he’s not. I spoke to him. He called me earlier today because Xavier wouldn’t talk to him and he thought I might have
            some insight on how to break through. Frankly, I don’t trust him.”
         

         
         “Don’t trust him in what way?” asked Jack.

         
         “It goes back to what I said before. Xavier wasn’t born a murderer. I do believe he was radicalized. But this is key: he was
            not radicalized at home.”
         

         
         “Is someone saying that he was?” asked Jack.

         
         “Not yet. But the public defender is already heading in that direction.”

         
         “How do you know?”

         
         “It was clear from the questions he asked me. He’s going to tell the same old story that lawyers always tell. His client was
            the victim of his upbringing. The parents are horrible people. How could a boy who was raised in this household grow up to
            be anything but a mass murderer?”
         

         
         Jack had made similar arguments—the dysfunctional family, physically and emotionally abusive parents—many times on behalf
            of death row inmates. “The public defender can’t make those arguments if they’re not true.”
         

         
         “Baloney. My husband is a Muslim. He’s a sitting duck for the bogus argument that he radicalized Xavier. It’s not fair to Amir, who loves this country as much as any other American. And it’s not fair to Xavier’s brother and sister, who will have to live with this stigma for the rest of their lives.” 

         
         “Everything you’re saying is valid,” said Jack. “But there isn’t much you or I can do. It’s up to Xavier to choose his own
            lawyer. He’s eighteen.”
         

         
         “What if he called you? Maybe I can get through to him and give him your number. Would you talk to him?”

         
         Jack cut another glance at Andie, who even in her silence was making her position clear.

         
         “I don’t know,” said Jack.

         
         “I don’t expect anyone to prove my son’s innocence. That’s impossible. All I’m asking is to keep him off death row. And do
            it without labeling my entire family as Islamic-extremist sympathizers. Is that asking too much?”
         

         
         Jack considered it. Molly was beyond desperate. “I’m not saying I’ll take his case. But if he calls me, I might take the call.”

         
         “Thank you,” she said. “Thank you so very much.”

         
         Molly rose. She and Andie shared a hug more awkward than the first one. Jack showed her to the door. Molly thanked him again,
            and Jack closed the door. Andie had more to say.
         

         
         “I don’t want you getting involved in this case, Jack.”

         
         “I’m not getting involved.”

         
         “Xavier is going to call you. How is that not getting involved?”

         
         “I told her I might take the call.”
         

         
         “Before you do, I suggest you call Nate Abrams.”

         
         Nate was a respected lawyer in town and one of the dads at Riverside Jack had become friendly with. “Why?” asked Jack.

         
         “It was bad enough to get chewed out by my ASAC after the parent meeting,” said Andie. “But the reason that call took so long
            is that he gave me some information that isn’t public yet. The names of the victims.”
         

         
         Andie paused, and Jack gave her a moment.

         
         “Lindsey Abrams was shot in the back running from her classroom,” said Andie. “She’s fighting for her life at Jackson Memorial.”

         
         “That’s horrible. I’m sorry to hear that.”

         
         “Tell it to Nate. Then ask him how he’d feel about your defending the monster who shot her.”

         
         It was like a slap to the face. Jack watched as Andie turned and headed toward the bedroom to sleep with Righley.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 6

         
         Jack was in the Richard E. Gerstein Justice Building early the next morning. His client was a nineteen-year-old first-time
            offender who “forgot” that the recreational marijuana she’d bought legally in Illinois wasn’t legal in Florida. It took Jack
            less than five minutes to get the assistant state attorney to agree to dismissal of the charges upon completion of a pretrial
            intervention program. Jack had plenty of other work to do back at the office, but he made a stop on the first floor, where
            it wasn’t just the usual courthouse buzz.
         

         
         “Standing room only,” the deputy at the door told him.

         
         Felony arraignments started every weekday at nine a.m. in Courtroom 1-5. The morning docket included everyone in Miami-Dade
            County who’d been arrested in the previous twenty-four hours on a felony charge. The routine played out in a spacious old
            room with high ceilings and a long mahogany rail that separated the public seating from the business end of the justice system.
            A junior assistant state attorney was seated at the government’s table in front of the empty jury box, working his way through
            the stack of files, one at a time, as each case was called. Jack watched from the back of the courtroom, standing, not a seat
            to be had. The draw was not the usual parade of accused armed robbers, drunk drivers, and others proclaiming their innocence.
            The crowd had come to see Xavier Khoury. Jack was one of many Riverside parents and supporters in attendance.
         

         
         “Next case,” said Judge Feinstein. He was moving quickly. They were at number nine. Feinstein was the oldest judge on the criminal circuit. Some said he no longer had the stamina for lengthy trials, but he still seemed to enjoy the frenetic pace of arraignments. 

         
         “Case number seventeen oh-three oh-one,” announced the bailiff. “State of Florida versus Xavier Khoury.”

         
         The side door opened, and a pair of deputies brought Xavier into the courtroom. The atmosphere was suddenly charged, as a
            packed gallery and the rest of the world, via television, got its first look at the shooter in his orange prison jumpsuit
            and shackles, flanked by muscle-bound guards. Reporters in the designated media section took notes, furiously recording their
            front-row impressions, as the accused shuffled across the courtroom with head down. The guards seated him alone in the empty
            jury box, almost separate from the proceeding, as if to keep the prisoner from continuing his rampage and lashing out at the
            public. Jack had seen that done before, on occasion, with particularly dangerous defendants.
         

         
         “Mitchell Karr for the defendant,” said Xavier’s court-appointed lawyer, announcing his appearance.

         
         The junior prosecutor who had handled the first ten arraignments stepped aside and was replaced by the chief prosecutor of
            the homicide division. “Abe Beckham for the state of Florida.”
         

         
         Jack had squared off against Beckham in several capital cases. The state attorney was bringing in the big gun for State v. Khoury.

         
         “Good morning, everyone,” said Judge
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