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TO THE LACKERMANN FAMILY

one
MARCH 1990

CLYDE BANK S wasganding in line, in the early stages of hypothermia, when hefirst saw hisfuture
wife, Desiree Dhont, wrestle. At thetime, both of them were juniors at Waps pinicon High Schoal. Its
Wade Olin gym, home of the Little Twisters, was named after the greatest wrestler in the history of the
world--an aumnus. It was connected to the high school proper by a glass-walled breezeway, which
enabled students to pass back and forth between academics and PE, even in the middle of winter,
without getting lost in whiteouts.

On the night in question the Little Twisters were about to play abasketbal game againgt their archrivas
from just acrossthe river: the Nishnabotna Injuns. Theticket line filled the breezeway and extended into
the parking lot. The early arrivals breath condensed on theinsides of the glasswalls, which became
steamy in the middle and frosty around the edges. The sted framework of the breezeway was growing
leaves of frost.

Clyde Banks was on the outs de and Desiree Dhont was on the inside, which wastypica of therr lives at
that point. He did not mind the cold, because this arrangement enabled him to stand and stare through the
frosty windows at Desiree without her being aware of it.

Clyde was aquiet sort who spent alot of time thinking about things. During this period he primarily



thought about Desiree. He had not spent much time outside the upper Midwest and so had not graduated
to more cosmic and general issues--for example, whether it was advisableto livein a part of the country
soinimicd to lifethat buildings only afew dozen feet gpart had to be connected by expensive glass
tunnds.

Clyde was not the only young man staring at Desiree, but he did have amore highly developed

contempl ative faculty than most of the others, and so he had come up with arationdization for why
Desiree and he were anaturd match for each other: neither one of them wastechnicaly from
Wapsipinicon. Clyde lived on the other side of the river, just outside Nishnabotna, and should have been
going to the county high school, but his grandfather and guardian, Ebenezer, who had athing about
education, wouldn't hear of thisand dug up awad of money from one of hishundreds of tiny, secret,
widdy dispersed bank accounts, or perhapsjust dug up some gold coinsfrom one of his many secret,
widely dispersed coffee cans, and actualy paid tuition to send Clyde to school in Wapsipinicon.

Desredsfamily lived severa miles south of town, on afarm. Thefarm lay adjacent to aspur onthe
Denver—Platte-Des Moines Railway. This particular spur ran up into the middle of the Eastern lowa
University campus, taking cod to the university power plant. When Dan Dhont, Jr., the oldest Dhont
boy, had reached junior high schoal, the Wapsipinicon City Council had voted to annex the first few
miles of theraillway spur. The Waps pinicon town line now sported along, needie-thin, Aleutian-like
isthmus running straight out to the Dhont farm. Accordingly, Dan Dhont and al the other Dhonts
matriculated and, more to the point, wrestled in Wapsi pinicon.

So there was sort of a connection between Clyde and Desiree from the very beginning, or so Clyde had,
by dint of lengthy contemplation, led himsglf to believe. He had not yet figured out away to parlay this
uncanny link into an actua conversation with the girl, but he wasworking on it. He had run through a
number of optionsin his head, but dl of them required ten or fifteen minutes of preliminary explanation,
and he did not think this was the best way to get Sarted.

Equally absorbed in the charms of Desiree Dhont was a Nishnabotna boy standing just behind her inline.
Naturaly, he wastraveling with awhole group of other Nishnabotna boys. Just as naturally they egged
him on, shouldering him forward playfully until he was almost rubbing up against her. After dl, what wasa
Wapsi pinicon/Nishnabotna athletic event without afew incidents of assault, battery, rape, and even
attempted murder, perpetrated by Injuns againg Little Twisters?

Findly the boy from Nishnabotna made the stupid but (to Clyde) wholly understandable mistake of
reaching out and grabbing Desiree Dhont's left buttock.

Not in hisworst nightmares did this boy imagine that Desiree might be in any way related to the Dhonts.
There was no family resemblance. After bearing five consecutive mae children, Mrs. Dhont had
concluded, contrary to medica opinion, that she was biologically incapable of having little girls, so she
and Dan, Sr., had gone out and adopted Desiree from somewhere. Then she had vindicated her decision,
and flummaoxed the doctors, by having another three boys.

Unlike the biological Dhonts, Desiree tanned. She tanned marveloudly and perfectly. Her dark eyeswere
st at an outlandish and seductive angle, and her thick, glossy hair was perfectly black. So the boy from
Nishnabotna could not have known he was in danger; thisadluring creature was cut off from her natural
ethnic group, whatever that might be, and he could have hisway with her.

Everyone hasarolein the cosmic story, no matter how small, dangerous, or humiliating. The roles picked
out for boys from Nishnabotna tended to fit al three descriptions. This one'swasto answer aquestion
that had confounded the wisest gossips and blowhards of Wapsipinicon for at least a decade, to wit:
Could Desiree Dhont wrestle?



Everyone knew that the living room of the Dhont house had awrestling mat instead of a carpet. Everyone
knew that there was another mat on the basement floor. The Des Moines Register had printed an aerid
photo of the farmstead showing their outdoor mat in the Side yard, next to ahome-built weight-training
set under the shade of the windbreak. Everyone knew that the Dhont boys learned how to wrestle before
they learned how to walk, and that Darius Dhont, upon bursting from his mother's womb after forty-eight
hours of furious labor, had gripped anurse'slower lipin anillega hold, hislong newborn'sfingernails
darting four tiny crescent-shaped cutsinto her mucous membranes before Dan, Sr., had spanked him
loose, one, two, three, like aref dapping amat.

Smart money said no. The whole idea behind having Desiree was that Mrs. Dhont would have amore
feminine presence around the house. Why go to dl that trouble to import X chromosomes from Timbuktu
and then have her ralling around the living room in bib overdls, body-damming her muscular brothers?
So Desiree had been raised to be markedly feminine in more than just her name. Clyde had attended the
samejunior high school as Desiree, and he could till remember sitting behind her in agebra, tracing the
congtruction of her French braids--straight dark hair pulled in on itself, stretched to explosive tension like
the strings of a piano--and getting woozy over the lace that draped around her tanned neck like aring of

Ivory soapsuds.

The mystery had deepened when they had matriculated at Wapsipinicon High School. In order to justify
the expense of theindoor swvimming facility, all students had to take swimming classes. The girls changed
into stunning black spandex one-pieces, and all the boys were stripped down to black spandex trunks
that didn't conced things any more effectively than their own supply of pubic hair. They needed no
encouragement to get into the water.

The girls suits were cut deep in the back, and everyone knew that afella could grasp the straps from
behind and pull them agpart and down and strip agirl naked to the waist like shucking an ear of corn. So
al thegirls pulled the laces out of their gym shoes and used them to tie the straps together between their
shoulder blades. Clyde spent at least anight aweek fantasizing about this unbearably erctic rite: dl the
girlsin thelocker room binding each other's straps together with dingy gray shoelaces, pulling those
granny knotstight, locking their breasts away so that only the greenish water of the pool could touch
them. It made the suits visually narrower, as seen from behind, which made the girls shoulderslook
broader than they were.

Desiree Dhont was thus given away by her ddltoids. By the end of her first swimming class everyone
knew that Desiree had indeed been full-nelsoning her siblings since she had been in the cradle. They were
not a al masculine, not unbecoming at al, and underneath them her armpits were as sheer and smooth as
the backs of her knees. But unmistakably they were powerful and developed, desth-dealing Dhont
ddtoids, fairer and sexier than any breast or buttock.

And on the night in question they were concealed beneeth Desirees fluffy down-filled ski jacket. The boy
from Nishnabotna knew nothing of the deltoids. He only knew that Desiree was ardétively tal girl; but
he was even tdler, and he was aboy, and he was with hisfriends, tough Nishnabotna boys who worked
throwing hay bales and pig corpses. He was safe. He reached out and grabbed her ass.

He blinked as Desiree's long black braid snapped across his face, whipped around by tremendous
centrifugd force.

Shewasin violent motion; his hand was empty before the pleasing sensation had even traveled up hisarm
to hisbrain.

A moment later she was behind him and his arm had been wrenched up behind his back, bent likea
hairpin. Desiree shoved him face first across the breezeway and gave hisarm afina twist. He opened his



mouth to holler.

The sound was muffled by achunk of sted window frame that went directly againgt histongue. Theframe
was not insulated. It was January. Desiree let him go but the window frame didn't. Histongue, and about
fifty percent of hislips surface area, remained flash-frozen in place, asif the window frame had been
coated with Krazy Glue.

Her girlfriend held her placein line. Desiree returned, hitching her jeans back around.

“My name's Desireg," she said. Desiree had been in this country since the age of five weeks, but Clyde
gtill imagined she spoke with ahaughty crisp accent like the modelsin the Sports Illustrated swvimsuit
video.

“Aaah," the boy from Nishnabotna said, swiveling his eyesway around in their sockets.
“Dedree Dhont," shesaid.

“ Aasaaaaaghhh!" the boy said, and began to struggle.

“Dariusan't here--yet. He's parking the truck."

Clyde decided not to stick around and watch the kid rip his own tongue off the window frame. Hehad a
lot to think about now, and the Injuns-Little Twisters game was not the place to do it. Better, and much
more his style, to walk around aimlesdy in the blinding cold. What he had just witnessed was very
important. He was going to have to do alot of thinking about it.

He knew from that moment on that Desiree was the woman for him and that he was the man for Desiree
and that one day they would get married and have afamily. Actualy getting introduced to her, getting her
tofdl inlovewith him, and dl of that Suff werejust details.

The detail s ended up taking about fourteen years to sort themselves out. Things got off to afdse sart the
next year when Clyde seemed to spend about half hislife wrestling Dick Dhont, younger brother of
Darius. In any other municipdity in theworld Clyde would have been the champion of hisweight class. In
any other state he would have been state champion, and in any other country he would have had afair
shot at the Olympic team. At Wapsipinicon High he was a perpetua loser and object of merciless
derison. The only way for him to move upward in life was to defegt Dick on the mat, which hetried to
do once aweek. On two occasions he actualy won, only to be beaten by Dick the following week.
Clyde and Dick got to know each other alot more intimately than many married couples. Naturaly he
hoped that thiswould lead to arelationship with Desiree. It did; but the relationship was distant and
platonic. Clyde was vindicated six years later when Dick won agold meda at the Olympics, but thishad
done him no good during high school.

Desiree went off to nursing school. She was the only Dhont who could not obtain afull-ride wrestling
scholarship to any school, and so she went the ROTC route instead. After she got her degree she spent
four yearsin the Army, paying back her obligation, and then reupped for another couple of years. She
married aguy shed met in the Army and settled down in Cdifornia. Two yearslater she divorced him
and came back to Wapsipinicon.

Clyde worked construction for a couple of years, ostensibly to fund afuture college education, but by the
time he could afford it, he was no longer interested. He did not have any specific job ambitions that
required aformal degree, and he had learned that he could read booksin the EIU library for free and
gpend hismoney traveling.



He spent histuition money riding amotorcycle around the United States and Canada and even did the
wandering-around-Europe thing for awhile. He came back to Wapsipinicon, goofed off for ayear, got
bored with that, and finaly went to the lowa Law Enforcement Academy in Des Moines. After he
graduated, first in his class, he was able to obtain his current job as adeputy county sheriff in Forks
County, which included both Wapsipinicon and Nishnabotna. Sooner or later heran into Desiree. They
discovered to their mutual surprise that they had alot to talk about. They dated for afew months, rented
ahouse in Waps pinicon and moved in together, then got married ayeer later.

After acouple of years of reatively carefree fun, they decided to start afamily. They made this decison
in June of 1989. They knew other couples who had had trouble getting pregnant and who had spent
years pursuing various therapies and adoption Strategies, and so they felt that they should start trying as
soon as possible. Desiree got pregnant within approximately forty-five minutes.

Not long afterward Clyde Banks began to think about career issues again. It wastimeto move up in the
world or find another line of work. The only way to move up wasto run for Forks County sheriff in the
1990 dection. Thiswould mean putting his boss, Kevin Mullowney, out of ajob. Mullowney wasa
Democrat. Clyde Banks had no choice but to grit his teeth and become a Republican. The Republican
party was glad to have him, but there weren't many Republicansin the area, and the party did not have a
lot of money.

So Clyde Banks had to do some serious thinking about inexpensve campaign strategies. He was thinking
about them at six-thirty A.m. onthe morning of March 1, 1990, as he stood in his kitchen, browning one
pound of ground beef in alarge black iron skillet. He had just come off the night shift and was ill
wearing his brown uniform. The walswere making a hissng, whining noise as hot water rushed through
the pipes; Desiree was taking a shower. If he stepped away from the stove and got his head out of the
column of grease vapor risng from the skillet, he could get awhiff of the peachy stuff she used on her
hair.

On the counter next to the stove there was abig piece of white paper that had until recently been
wrapped around the ground beef. It had MARCH 01 90 stamped on it in several places. Next to it was
agtack of three other white paper bundles, each one of which contained asingle sirloin stesk and was
aso stamped MARCH 01 90.

Thefirst thing that the Big Boss had done when sheld got out of bed that morning was goneto the
freezer, which was stacked from the bottom to the top with bundles wrapped in white paper, and sifted
through them until she had found the four items stamped with today's date. Clyde would never have even
thought of doing this; none of their meat had expired in at least two months, and it was neither his habit
nor Desiregsto go through the freezer memorizing dl those little blue numbers. But Desiree, with her
al-consuming Nesting Ingtinct, somehow knew, asif ghostly voices had been calling to her dl night, that
the spirit of the steer that had given up the ghost a L ukas Meats ayear or so ago was haunting her to
make sure he had not given up his shanks, loins, gams, or whatever, just so they could be thrown away.
So now Clyde was browning this meet that had to be consumed before the stroke of midnight lest it turn
green and purulent. The steaks were waiting on the counter. Desiree was going to drop them off at the
neighbors house on her way to work, shifting the mora burden onto their shoulders.

She came out of the shower with her hair wet, smelling of peaches and something sharper mixed in with
it. She was wearing one of Clyde's bathrobes because none of hers would go around her big belly
anymore, and even Clyde's had to be fixed with a safety pinin order to stay closed.

“Y ou are an amazing creature,” he said, turning to look at her, continuing to stir the meat with his other
hand. The Big Bossjust crossed her arms over her breasts, on top of her belly, and smiled at him.



“Remember we have classtonight,” she said.

Clyde wanted to make a digparaging comment about the class, in which anurse from Methodist Hospital,
awoman with long gray hair parted in the middle, who lived with another woman and alot of catsona
farm near Wapsipinicon, told Clyde and Desiree and a bunch of other couples how to bresthe. Clyde
had had alot of confidence in Desireg's breathing skillsto begin with, as she had been doing it for more
than thirty years now without any significant interruption. But even hisfirst gently snide comment on the
breathing class, a couple of months ago, had led pretty quickly to tears on her part, reminding him the
hard way that as soon as he and Desiree had decided to get pregnant, they had entered into an area of
incredible tenderness where he was poorly equipped to do or say anything without causing lots of
emotiona damage. So now he just followed the Big Boss around with his hands down at his sides, taking
small steps, not saying much, and it seemed to work pretty well.

“I'll be back for it," he said.
“You gonnastart today?' Desiree said.

He hegitated for a second and then said, “Y up,” which, now that he had said the word to his wife, meant
that he was committed for good. Clyde Banks was running for sheriff.

two

JAMES GABOR Millikan woke up every morning a six and did not move amuscle of hisbody
theresfter for fifteen minutes. He always found the trangtion from the unconsciousness of degp to the
exquistely controlled existence of hiswaking lifeto be frightening. He lay rigid, eyes open, asheran
through the checkligts of hislife with the same thoroughness as a pilot preparing a 747 for atranspacific
flight.

And hewould not think the comparison ingpt. Asthe pilot did not want to crash and burn in midocean
for lack of preparation, so too did Millikan not want to make the dightest misstatement or give the world
any chance to make amisreading of him, and thereby of the United States of America. Only when he had
assured himsdlf of the Satus of the multiple compartments of hislife did he begin to emerge from the
protective cocoon of his eiderdown.

He stepped into his English dippers, which he had carefully arranged by the sde of his bed the previous
evening, and put on hisrobe over his striped pgamas. His home was on Wisconsin Avenuein
Washington, D.C., right across from the Nationa Cathedra, but this morning he happened to bein Paris,
inthe Hotdl Inter-Continental. Nevertheless, his dippers and robe were exactly where they would have
been at home. He had bathed and shaved the previous evening. He applied some Brylcreemto his
thinning hair and took a swipe with hiseectric razor at the glittery silver subble that had dared to emerge
snce midnight.

He devoted three quarters of an hour to reading severa documentsfrom his briefcase, most of them terse
cables originating from mgjor citiesin the Middle East.

He went back to the suite's bedchamber and applied his cologne and deodorant, specidly mixed at
Whitsons on the High in Oxford. He opened the armoire. On the top shelf there were the ten folded and
starched French-cuffed white shirts that were dways at the ready. On the next shelf were the ten pairs of
black silk stockings, the ten pairs of pressed and starched boxer shorts, the ten undershirts, and the ten
gtarched linen handkerchiefs. On the next shelf were the three pairs of matching black wing tipsthat he
aternated from day to day. He had five dark-charcod pinstripe suits from Mallory's on Savile Row
hanging up, which he wore in sequence, one of them aways out at the dry cleaner's. He had five silk



Hermesties comfortably nesting in their rack.

He dressed in adetermined and efficient manner, put on histie, hisfleur-de-lis cuff links (he was, after all,
in France), his Duckers Wing tips, handmade at the shop on the Turl in Oxford, looked a himself in the
full-length mirror on theinsde of the door of the armoire, pulled his cashmere coat from its hanger.

Then he went down to the front desk, nodded to the doorman, and stepped out into the Streets of his
favorite city. He stopped on the sidewal k and breathed the cool, fragrant air of early spring--the cherry
trees and early rhododendrons were peaking. He looked down the Rue Castiglione at the pink-tinted
clouds over the Tuileries. He turned left and strolled to the Rue St. Honor€, the breeze shifted as he came
to the corner, and he smelled roasting coffee and baking bread. He stopped at hisfavorite corner café,
stood next to a blue-uniformed sanitation man, drank a café noir, and ate a croissant.

He walked onward, stepping carefully through the random pattern of dog shit, noting that thanksto
Georges Haussmann, the gutters of Paris were always cleaner than the sidewalks. He walked with some
care and looked at the windows of the boutiques that catered to capitalism's winners and their sgnificant
others. Gucci, Sdlavin Chocolatier, Guerlain, Bulgari, and Fayer.

He especidly loved Paris early in the day, when it was il quiet, and while the city of Washington was
still adeep, and (except for the nocturna gnomes at the Agency) incapable of pestering him. That would
begin around midafternoon, too late to spoil hisluncheon meeting. For the next few hours Millikan was
more or less afree agent, and he was a the peak of his game: articulating the gross and crude impul ses of
the United States of Americainto aforeign policy toward the rest of the world. He, not Baker over at
State, understood the United States of Americaand the world. He, James Gabor Millikan, wasthe one
who was here, out in the field, preparing for aluncheon meeting with hisold friend, Tariq Aziz, theforeign
minister of Irag. It had been scheduled as adinner meseting, but Aziz had been mysteriousy summoned
back to Baghdad and had requested alunch instead.

Helooked in briefly at the Eglise Polonaise, crossing himsdf as he stepped inside, admiring the ecstetic
baroque saints and wannabe saints on the walls. He moved on to the Rue Royale, paused for amoment
to admire the neoclassical eegance of the Madeleine on theright, then took aleft toward the Place dela
Concorde. The hieroglyphs on the obelisk were uncommonly clear and crisp in the light of therisng sun,
asif they had just been carved last night.

To theright was the American Embassy, housed in an eighteenth-century prerevolutionary building of
magnificently useless degance. He ignored the main entrance and proceeded to the back, where the
Marine guards waved him through, past parked carsto an unmarked but well-guarded entrance that led
toasmal devator. Herodeit up to the fourth of five floors, where he was greeted by another Marine
guard and the CIA duty officer, who were expecting him.

He was where the action was:. the secure rooms. Nothing important happened elsawhere. All of the other
folderal in the embassy was usdess pretension. The duty officer punched him through a vault entrance set
incongruoudy in an el aborate door frame. Through the heavy door he could hear aloud whooshing noise.
When the duty officer opened it, the noise drowned out al other sound, like giant garage fans. not so
much loud asit was full and al-encompassing.

They were looking at aroom within aroom: aglass box built on four bimetalic springsthat isolated it
from the rest of the building.

Millikan walked quickly acrossthe few feet of empty space surrounding the glass room; supposedly it
was jammed with eectromagnetic radiation that would fry your kidneys, or something, if you lingered
there. Then he wasinsde the glassbox. His assstant, Richard Ddllinger, waswaiting for him aswedl asa



filemarked “Eyes Only." It contained the latest reports from Langley to prepare him for whatever Aziz
might be up to. Asusua there was nothing there that he didn't know. They weren't exactly surewhy Aziz
had been called back on such short notice, but it could very well be someinternal nonsense that had
nothing to do with the substance of the actua meeting, and so Millikan decided not to waste effort

Speculating.

At hdf-past noon he and Dellinger went downstairs and proceeded to the Hotel Crillon, next door to the
embassy. Huge flowing taffeta curtains complemented the dark-red carpets and framed the high windows
that afforded aview over the Place de la Concorde and across the Seine to the Assemblée Nationale.
Thedining room was full of rich Japanese tourists and Arabs. The maitre d' rushed up, in adignified way,
to inform Millikan that Aziz had preceded him.

Millikan made abemused face at Dellinger. “He must bein ahurry.”

They followed the maitre d' to asmal private dining room off the corner of the restaurant, containing a
sngletable set with crisp white linen tablecloths, slver settings, and acharming little bouquet of spring
flowersin the center. An Arab man with ashock of graying hair, alittle mustache, and heavy eyeglasses
wasrisng to hisfeet to greet them.

Millikan had known Aziz since they had both been studentsin England, and he counted the man to be his
intellectual and diplomatic equal. Even though he represented a single-resource, underdevel oped country
led by amadman, Aziz matched Millikan in his ability to articulate the gross and crude impulses of Iraq
into aforeign policy toward the rest of the world.

Millikan and Aziz belonged to that most elite club in the world, even more lite than the greet intelligence
establishments, the financia operations, and the politica systems. There were afew, an extremely few,
peoplein the world who by sheer dint of their intelligence and their sensitivities could overcome the
limitations of nationa identity, the norma rewards system of politics, and, most of al, the stupidities of
their own bureaucracies to navigate the path to world survival. Politicians, of necessity, were the great
captains of the nationd vessdls plying the difficult and anarchic seas of internationa relations. But they
were blind without pilots like Millikan and Aziz, men who could see both the obvious reefs and rocks of
disaster and who knew the treacherous sandbars and hidden structures of icebergs. They served their
dtates, because only states had the resources to make use of their intelligence. But for these people of
al-penetrating insight, there were no masters. They were a self-proclaimed, sdf-regulating corps of
professiondls, the last of the true diplomats, the last generation of acraft that had begun in Itay after the
Peace of Lodi in 1454.

Millikan understood that now, in 1990, with the Soviet Union collapsing into itsdlf, the Chinese
Communigt party making the improbable trangtion into the Chinese Chamber of Commerce, and even
South Africabacking away from chaos, the United States had one enemy: Iran, and Iran's worldwide
terrorist network. Aziz knew the same thing, for his country had spent most of the previous decadein a
gargantuan struggle with the vastly stronger--in virtudly al respects--Iranians. He knew that only adeftly
manipulated program of assistance, led both openly and covertly by the Americans, had alowed Irag to
survive. And so the two men, great respecters of each other's skills, had the added advantage of being
dliesindl but name.

A dight young Iragi man sat next to Aziz--his assistant, and Dellinger's counterpart. Another Iragi, adead
ringer for the young Saddam Hussein, stood by the door, his jacket bulging conspicuoudy. Standing near
the table was amiddle-aged Frenchman, Gérard Touvain, the French Foreign Ministry liaison.

Aziz bounded out from behind the table and headed straight for Millikan. It was adeliberate breach of
protocol, no doubt carefully planned by Aziz to look like a spontaneous gesture. Gérard Touvain tried



halfheartedly to intercede and make the proper introductions. Hewould listen in, but for both Aziz and
Millikan would be no more functiona than the designs on the wal lpaper, and less efficient than the
listening devices both knew were implanted in the room.

Millikan shook Touvain's hand perfunctorily. “Dr. Millikan,” Touvain said, “alow meto present His
Excdlency TaigAziz"

Millikan gave his best warm, two-handed grasp to hisold colleague. “ Zdraustvui, tovarishch,” Millikan
said--the two had served in Moscow at the sametime. “ Salut, mon vieux," Aziz responded, and the
two sat down at the table. Touvain tried to make small talk, pointing out for whomever would listen the
"belle lumiére" of the hotel. The assstants were introduced, the Iragi bodyguard was ignored, and
Touvain, after afew minutes, was politely told to best it.

Onthesmadl tablewas atray laid to Millikan's specifications with a bottle of iced Stolichnaya, beluga
caviar, and plates of black bread, butter, onions, chopped hard-boiled eggs. "I thought that you might
have had too much champagne by thistime, old friend,” Millikan explained, knowing the contempt in
which Aziz held the French for, among other things, their sheltering of the Ayatollah Khomeini in
the1970s.

"Y ou couldn't be more correct, im," Aziz responded.

Millikan hated to be caled Jm, had got into fights as a child when somebody had called him Jm, but Aziz
had called him Jm for the past twenty years, and he was not about to ask him to change.

"A toadt," Millikan said when the shot glasses were filled with the vodka, syrupy inits subzero cold. "To
diplomecy."

Thefour clinked their glasses and downed the Stoli in asingle gulp. They carefully prepared, consumed,
and savored their dices of black bread with butter, onions, pieces of egg, and caviar. Aziz then proposed
atoast. "To us, Jm, and the continued cooperation of our countries.”

A half hour later the caviar was gone, the vodka half-drained and forgotten. The ass stants had gobbled
some bread and butter and had taken out their notepads. Millikan and Aziz, as befit kings of diplomeacy,
began the third course, arefreshing light lemony soup to clear the palate of the excdlent but intense steak
tartare that had preceded it.

Aziz looked through the dishes and candlesticks and pointed upward to the celling, noting that they would
both proceed on the assumption that they were not the only people listening. "How goes your task in
Washington, mon collegue?'

"Otlichno, moi drug." Excdlently, my friend. "The Presdent understands what hasto be done. With the
exception of afew of the usua firebrandsin Congressthereis no problem. The press till understands
that Iranisour mgjor problem, athough you have to understand that your boss by his very nature appeals
to the more sensationd of our journalists. Private sector ison board in supporting our policy. What about
inyour shop?'

"We are very pleased with our cooperation with you--although you understand the need to replace both
the men and matéridl that we lost during the last war. We have had to make some crestive use of some of
your assistance. I'm sure you understand.”

Thetwo liked playing this game, knowing that as they spoke, their words were being reprocessed and
sent to adozen capitals. And they had said nothing that had not appeared in last week's New York
Times. "Isthere anything more to talk about before the next course?' Millikan asked.



"No," Aziz responded. "Let'slet our friends enjoy some of thisgood food.” The stewards reentered,
brought in new plates, and began the next course, asimple, hearty saumon grillée.

They ate well and drank better, the two old friends who knew that their performance was being observed
by a surveillance camera peering out between the louvers of the ventilation grillein thewall. No papers
would be dipped across the table, nothing untoward would happen, except to live well, eat well, and
have agood time--adiplomatic good time.

"l haveto take apiss," Aziz suddenly announced in aloud voice.

"Moi aussi," Millikan responded. "I'll go with you." The steward led them across the main dining room,
down acorridor, and around afew cornersto the WC, accompanied the whole way by the bodyguard,
who went in first and spent a couple of minutes checking under the fixturesfor bombs.

They went in, Aziz to aurind, and Millikan to agtal--Millikan gpologizing for his shy kidneys-—-and they
loudly peed.

Millikan began to chuckle naughtily, as though the vodka had made him regress back to arowdy college
boy.

"What isit?' Azizsad loudly.
"Y ou must come and see what iswritten onthewall here, it'squiteamusing,” Millikan said.

Aziz zipped up and went into the sall, squeezing in next to Millikan, who was standing there holding up a
piece of crinkly French toilet paper on which he had written something with awater-soluble felt-tip pen.
Aziztook it and read it.

It said: Are you going to fuck me over Kuwait?

Aziz shook his head emphaticaly no. Millikan exhaled and seemed to relax. He took the paper back,
toreit up, and flushed it. Aziz said, "'l want to write down that telephone number, it might be useful
sometime for some of my Iranian colleagues.”

They went back to the table where their ass stants were becoming quite rel axed--the vodka had given
way to wine. A dessert tray came and went, accompanied by coffee and tea and then cigars. By this
point it was three-thirty in the Hotel Crillon.

"Y ou'd best make sure our car ishere" Aziz said to hisassstant, and then, turning to Millikan, "Please
send my most sincere regards and admiration to your President.”

"And the sameto your leader, my friend.” The two shook hands heartily and emerged to be greeted by
Touvain, who had been lingering at anearby table with cigarettes, coffee, and an existentia novel. The
Iragi assistant could scarcely walk. Dellinger threw himsdlf down onto a sofain the hotel [obby and
closed hiseyes. Millikan walked Aziz outside, where he was picked up in an Iragi stretch Mercedes, the
heaviest passenger vehicle Millikan had ever seen on the streets of Paris.

Thelimousine door had scarcely been shut behind Aziz before he was on the cell phone to someone.
Millikan, meanwhile, was aready composing the cable to the President in his head. He wasn't sure what
it would say in every detail but, based on what Aziz had told him in the gall, knew it would include his
favorite phrase: All isin order.

It wasfifty-eight degreesin Paris, and the spring flowers were in bloom. Dellinger was there suddenly,
showing no sgnsof intoxication. "A walk would be nice," Millikan said.



Dellinger nodded significantly in the direction of the embassy.
Millikan raised his eyebrows. "No walk?'

Dellinger shrugged.

Five minutes later they were back in the secure room.

"What isit?' Millikan began.

"It's probably nothing, Sir."

"Now, thereisvery little you can tell methat is going to disturb me. Aziz has confirmed that we have
nothing to fear in Kuwait. He has confirmed that they are rearming to attack Iran again. My God, what
would they haveto gainin going into Kuwait? More oil? So what isit?"

"Well, sr, the Agency was giving abriefing on Irag to our agriculture attaché to Baghdad, who was back
in Washington for a couple of days. Nothing out of the ordinary--just afew analysts Sitting around with
the attaché sharing some of their recent findingswith him."

"S)?'

"Well, gr, it seemsthat one of the andysts at the Agency told the attaché that the Iragis are misusing the
three-hundred-million-dollar Food for Peace funds to--in her opinion--buy or develop weapons.”

"What!" Millikan could hardly believe hisears; it had to be amistake. "What was amilitary andyst doing
in abriefing with an ag atache?"

Dellinger looked stricken. "It wasn't amilitary andys,” he said. "It was an ag analys."

Millikan was till too thunderstruck to become enraged. ™Y ou're telling me that some aggie took it upon
himsdf, first of dl, to sray into military affairs, and then to offer his own persona opinions about
Saddam's military policiesto one of our diplomats?’

"Her opinions. Theanay4 in question isfemde.”
Millikan took afew deep breaths. "Pray continue," he said.

"Well, when this attaché got back to Baghdad, he told the deputy chief of misson, who told the
ambassador, who told Baker, who told the President.”

"Oh, Jesus Chrigt!" Millikan said, and dapped the table so hard it sounded like agunshot.

"While you werein the bathroom with Aziz, | was caled to the phone and given aheads up. | don't think
it'simportant. But | thought | would passit on to you."

That this had happened at the end of anearly perfect day made Millikan want to scream. But he didn't
scream. In his dreams, before six o'clock in the morning, he was dlowed to scream. After six o'cdlock in
the morning, he didn't scream.

But he was alowed to get pissed off. Y ou don't think it'simportant. The President has heard about it,
Aziz probably rushed back to Baghdad because of it, but you don't think it'simportant. Goddamn it!
Don't those assholes know that were making foreign policy here? Can't | have asingle meeting with my
colleague without having it ruined by the inexcusable behavior of some silly bitch of an andys?"



Richard Ddllinger was not about to point out how the U.S. government worked at atime like this. He
merely said, "1 don't know, sir."

"We are not going to lose our Middle-Eastern policy because some bottom-fish bean counter can't keep
her mouth shut. Tdll the pilot to get the plane ready. We're going back ahead of schedule.”

three

A STRIP mdl south of Waps pinicon was home to the real-estate offices of Buck and Grace Chandler,
who had acted as Clyde's brokers on his recent purchase of an apartment building in Nishnabotna. On
hisviststo that office he had frequently passed the door of an even smaler and less expengve office that
had been leased by Dr. Jerry Tompkins, late of the Eastern lowa University Political Science Department
(he had been denied tenure), and currently the principa of Tompkins and Associates Pollstersand
Consultants.

The"Associates' were hiswife and his mother. The latter, a plump woman in a Sunday dress, perched
like aflagpole sitter on asmall armless swive chair in the front room, gazing fixedly a the slent telephone
with itsintimidating row of buttons. The former, an angular cregture in alavender jogging suit, was folded
into acorner of the room with her sharp nose bent so close to the screen of aMacintosh that her waxy
flesh was suffused with its cadaverous glow. The screen was covered with agrid of boxeswith numbers
inthem. Mrs. Tompkins was pawing fretfully at the tabletop with her right hand, which, as Clyderedlized,
concealed one of those computer mouses. She wastalking to hersdf quietly.

Dr. Tompkins came out from the back asif he had been quite busy and had forgotten all about Clyde's
free gppointment. He was arangy fellow with a sparse beard, dressed in alimp three-piece suit and
rimless glasses with large, panoramic lenses. The one free no-strings-attached consultation lasted fifteen
minutes and mostly consisted of Dr. Tompkinstelling Clyde that he didn't have a persona, and that, if he
was going to be apublic figure, he needed to get started on building one as soon as possible--a daunting
task that would beinfinitely easier if Dr. Jerry Tompkins was on hand to manageit. There was no small
talk, fetching of coffee, or other preparatory formdities. It struck Clyde asachilly way of doing business,
at least by Nishnabotna standards; but perhaps here in Wapsipinicon people did not have so much time
to burn on such unproductive activities as shooting the breeze--especially people with Ph.D.'sand
computers. Clyde came away from hisfree consultation with nothing but afedling of persond inadequacy
and aperverse desire to return to Tompkins and Associates as a paying customer.

He had gone in there only because Terry Stonefield, chairman of the Forks County Republican party,

had intimated to him that there would be a campaign budget. But afew dayslater Terry Stonefield
convened, on short notice, the County GOP Strategy Session 90, wherein Clyde, the other Republican
candidates, Terry Stonefield, and afew other important Forks Republicans sat around a conference table
a oneof Tery'sofficesfor afew hoursdrinking coffee and mostly agreeing with whatever Terry said.
Clyde, who was not accustomed to meetings, was dow to get the gist of the proceedings, but eventualy
he divined that, in the view of Terry and the other Republicans, the County Commissioner's race was
where the smart money was. They built the roads and bridges, assessed tax rates, and were, in generd,
where the governmental rubber hit the road.

Once this decision was made, an awkward silence ensued in which Clyde Banks and Barnabas Klopf,
M.D., the incumbent candidate for county coroner, were the focus of much awvkward, furtive scrutiny.

"You see, Clyde and Barney,” Terry finaly said, "politicslooks different when you're on theinsde.
Paliticsislikeacar. When you're on the outside, al you seeisthisbig metal boxy thing with windows
and tiresand lights, windshield wipers and door handles and such--anyway, the point isthat it goesand
you don't understand why. But if you're amechanic, if you're on theingde, you seethelittle. . . thingies



and crank rods. . ."
"Lifters," Clyde mumbled.

Terry lunged a the offering like adrowning man going after arope. "Y es. Thelifters. Y ou see my point,
Clyde. When you seeit on the insde, you know how to soup it up. How to hot-rod the car. And let me
tell you that the way to make the car that is the Forks County GOP really get out there and lay apatchis
to concentrate on that County Commissioner'srace. Because | think we'd al agree'--Terry paused and
looked meaningfully around the table, gathering consensus before he had even made his point--"that
those darn Commissioners have coattails ahundred mileslong.”

"Soit'scoattails, then,” Clyde said after along silence.
"Clyde, you're going to make afine mechanic,” Terry said.

The upshot wasthat Clyde's budget was mostly transferred to the County Commissioner'srace, leaving
Clyde without the wisdom of Dr. Jerry Tompkins except for the vaguely remembered, complimentary
admonition that he must develop a persona and become a public figure. Asa sort of consolation prize,
Terry Stonefield gave Clyde the phone number of acompany down in Arkansas cdled Razorback
Media, which gave Clyde an astonishingly low price on bumper stickers, aslong as he had them printed
inwhite on University of Arkansasred.

Beyond the bumper stickers, dl his paliticking and persona building were going to have to be done on his
own time. Which was how he hit upon his campaign sirategy, which brought him to the office of the
county surveyor.

"Vey lage"

Clyde could never remember the difference between large-scale maps and small-scale maps until he
read The Hound of the Baskervilles. Thereisascene early in Hound where Sherlock burstsin carrying
abunch of maps of Baskerville-land and Watson asks whether they are large-scale maps. Sherlock’s
mnemonic reply was tattooed on Clyde's brain like a subdura hematoma.

The sheriff's department had many maps of its assigned bailiwick tacked to thewalls. When Clyde had
asked his boss, County Sheriff Kevin Mullowney, where those maps had come from, Mullowney had
tilted hishead back to look at Clyde under the lenses of histinted bifocas. This smal adjustment enabled
Mullowney to make believe that he was looking downward at Clyde from agreater dtitude. In fact
Clyde wastdler than Mullowney; Clyde had wrestled at 192, and Mullowney was aways around 167 or
thereabouts. Among his many other persondity disorders, Mullowney had the chip-on-his-shoulder
attitude typical of awrestler who believed that he could have attained greater glory if he had weighed a
little more than he redlly did. Since graduating from high school three years ahead of Clyde, Mullowney
had compensated for this by ballooning well past the 192 mark.

"Why would anyone want amap like that?' Mullowney had said. Asfar as Mullowney was concerned,
these very large-scae maps were secret cop intelligence that should not be alowed to fall into the hands
of ordinary citizens, or even mere deputies such as Clyde.

"Looking at somered edtate,”" Clyde had said immediately and, he thought, convincingly.

So far his decison was a private thing, athing that Clyde had done inside his own head, and he didn't
want to reved it to anyone just yet, least of al his opponent, who was aso hisboss. So he said hewas



looking at someredl estate.

"How many of them things you own now?" Mullowney said, tilting his head down to amore norma
position, relieving Clyde of hisintense sheriff scrutiny.

"The housewelivein. A lot down the street. And then two buildings with three units each.” Clyde went
out of hisway to use the jargon adopted by Buck Chandler, hisredtor, and refer to them as unitsrather
than gpartments. It would be certain to cow Mullowney.

"They making money for you?' Mullowney asked alittle lessloudly. He had decided that his deputy
might just be a sophiticated investment savant. Everyone knew that Clyde had been pretty good in
school and had been alittle surprised when he had refrained from going to college; maybe, Mullowney
was seeming to think, maybe Clyde was even smarter than people had thought.

"They ain't generating any cash flow, if that'swhat you mean,” Clyde said. Use of the money term "cash
flow" in these circumstances was guaranteed to keep Mullowney's brain reding.

"Then what'sthe point of owning them?' Mullowney said.

"1'm buying them on fifteen-year mortgages," Clyde sad, "'so the payments are pretty high."
"Jeez. We got athirty on our house."

"Anything more than fifteen, you end up spending too much on interest,” Clyde said.

Mullowney was flummoxed. Thiswasthefirst timeit had ever occurred to him, or for that matter anyone
in hisvast extended family and circle of socia contacts, that if you stuck with it long enough, it was
actudly possbleto pay off amortgage. For Mullowney making mortgage paymentswas kind of like
putting money in the collection plate a church every Sunday: throwing money away for a payoff that
would not materidize during your actud life span.

"That'sred smart," Mullowney said. "Then what?Y ou gonnaretire?'

"Wadl," Clydesaid, "I wastaking to Desiree about it and decided that | didn't want to be still breaking up
fights at the Barge On Inn when | wasforty-fiveyearsold.”

"Oh," Mullowney said. He sounded just alittle bit surprised and dmost hurt to think that a person might
not be happy doing exactly that.

"Do you want large-scale maps or small-scale maps?' the secretary at the county surveyor's said. Her
name was on a plague: Marie O'Connor. Marie O'Connor was gpparently secure in the belief that she
was the only person in Nishnabotna County who knew which was which. But when Marie O'Connor
asked him that question, Clyde just quoted his Sherlock.

"Very large" hesad.
"Very large" she murmured, crestfalen.

Clyde was avery largefellow. Every two weeks he stood naked in the garage, bent over the unfolded
want-ads section of the newspaper, and ran a Sears el ectric hair clipper with a quarter-inch comb over
his head, then ran the howling orifice of his shop vac over his scap and pranced into the bathroom for a
shower. His agtigmatism forced him to wear glasses with very thick lensesthat made his eyes|ook very



large. Right now he was off duty, and so he was wearing jeans and very large work boots and aflannel
shirt with holes burned through it from a battery-acid mishap some years back; through the holes flashes
of aT-shirt could be seen on which the logo of the Texas Longhorns had been printed upside down on
top of thelogo of acheerleading camp in South Carolina--Clyde bought al of his T-shirts at the monthly
seconds sae down at the T-shirt plant. Clyde was aso wearing an old Gooch's Best seed-corn hat,
which was on his head backward because the driver's-side window of his pickup had been punched out
by a drunken nephew of Sheriff Mullowney, whom Clyde had then arrested; the resulting air blast coming
into the cab when he drove fast would catch the bill of his cap and whip it off hishead unless Clyde
turned it around backward.

"I need something where| can seeindividua housesand lots," Clyde said.

"I'll need the section numbers," Marie O'Connor said.

"All of them," Clyde said. "I need the whole county.”

Marie O'Connor was taken aback.

Clyde had not been planning to explain his plan, but as he now redlized, thiswas counterproductive.

"See, I'm running for county sheriff,” he said. "Between now and Election Day, | intend to knock on
every door in Forks County."

"| thought Kevin Mullowney was running unopposed again,” Marie O'Connor said.
"Wel, | just announced it," Clyde said.

Actudly he had just announced it that ingtant. This made him fed congpicuous and awkward--nothing
new in and of itsalf. But he had just now recognized that if he could find out Marie O'Connor's address,
he could go ahead and check her house off the map. One less door to knock on.

"What are your qudifications?' Marie O'Connor asked.

"Firstin my classat the lowaLaw Enforcement Academy. Graduate of Wapsi pinicon High School,
former wrestler and football player.”

"What weight class?' Marie O'Connor said, ignoring al of the other qudifications.
"One ninety-two."

"Didn't you go to State?" she asked, squinting and cocking her head at him.

"Yes, maam. Threeyearsinarow."

"How'd you do?'

"Sophomore year | took third in my weight class, junior and senior year | took second.”
"That'sright. Y ou're the one who kept losing to Dick Dhont.”

"Yes, madam," Clyde said, trying to glossthis over asfast as possible. "I'm agraduate of lowa State Law
Enforcement Academy in Des Moines, and | havefive years experience as a deputy county sheriff.”

"Well," Marie O'Connor said, "you're talking to the wrong person. Kevin Mullowney's second cousiniis
married to my daughter.”



"Don't you have any campaign literature?"

"Not on my person.”

"Any bumper stickers or shirts or hats or something?"

"Not yet. Actudly, my campaign hasn't been officidly launched yet."
"Widll, you got your work cut out for you."

"Yes, maam."

"Let'sseeif we can't get you dl set up with some maps,” Marie O'Connor said in singsong tones. Clyde
wondered, hardly for the last time, whether the Strategy of knocking on doorswas going to bea
mistake.

four

A YOUNG woman waswalking by hersdelf along Clarendon Boulevard in Rosslyn, Virginia Shewas
about astal asthe average adult male, and, seen from adistance, might have been mistaken for oneif
she hadn't been wearing a skirt--her mother had always described her as "big-boned” or "sturdy” or
some other euphemism, even during her teen years when her summer |abors on the family potato farm
had brought her body-fat percentage down to alevel sheld never see again.

For five years she had been doing ajob here that involved no physica exertion whatsoever and left no
time for extracurricular workouts. So now an extralayer of chunkiness had been laid over that solid
frame. She moved down the sdewalk in a peculiar wide-based, somping gait, tottering from side to side
with each stride, head high, back straight. Her chin-length hair swung back and forth, and her eyes, which
had not taken well to contacts, met the world from behind thick lenses.

A cold and awarm front were fighting like Democrats and Republicans for control of the Potomac
Valey, and the conflict generated enormous billowing clouds, ectric roya-blue skies, thundershowers,
and dternating gusts of warm spring and chill winter windsthat camein off theriver. But thewinds
flowed around Betsy asif she were cast in solid bronze, peeling the vent of her Wa-Mart trench coat
open to expose the not very digtinctive plaid of itslining, but not diverting Betsy by even one arc second
from her straight course down the sdewalk.

Asaways, however, the higher centers of Betsy's brain were concentrated on her job. The only thing
about the weather that Betsy bothered to take note of was the pollen. They hadn't had much pollenin
Nampa Being afarm girl, she knew what it was. But when sheld first cometo D.C. and seen the yelow
film covering everything in the month of April, shed mistaken it for dust--until her immune system had
reacted to it, in much the same way that acity girl would react to alive rat on her bathroom floor.

It was April now, and the motley collection of professonds gleaming Acurasand illegd immigrants
shambling Gremlins parked aong Clarendon Boulevard were covered with that yellow film again. It was
stuck down with gtatic eectricity or something, and no wind could takeit off. A few minutesago a
gpattering of rain had swept in off theriver, swirling the film into abstract patterns.

Suddenly Betsy's somping gait fatered and dowed, and she came to agradud stop, like aship easing
into a berth. She spread her broad shoulders and hunched over. She heaved two or three times, asif
sobbing, and suddenly sneezed--not apolite "atchoo" but athermonuclear exploson so powerful that she



staggered in place, nearly losing her balance, and some loitering Hispanic men on the other side of the
boulevard looked up dertly, ready for action. She reached into the pocket of her trench coat and found a
Kleenex, which she used to clean up the aftermath. She stomped severa paces down the street to an
overflowing public wastebasket. She pushed its spring-loaded door open with the back of her hand, but
as she was dropping in the soaked and ruined Kleenex, aMcDonad's extra-large french-fries container
tumbled out, pocked againgt the pavement, and began to roll along the sdewalk, driven by thewind like
atumbleweed.

"Sorry," Betsy said, and began to ssomp after it, like a defensive lineman pursuing a puppy. Sheamed
severa tremendous scomps at it as she made her way down the sdewalk, drawing amused and admiring
gares from the young men across the street. Findly sheflattened it, bent down, yanked it out from under
her shoe, and carried it half ablock to the next waste container.

A few miles down the road from there was the Pentagon, and among those military people you could find
quite afew who were principled enough to chase other peopleslitter down the street during a
windstorm. But thiskind of thinking was not common in other parts of the capital, and certainly not where
Betsy worked. Betsy hewed to it anyway, because she had the fedling that it was the only anchor she

had, and that if she gaveit up, shewould betorn loose like a used Kleenex in ahowling tunnel of wind
and end up God only knew where.

She worked in the Rutherford T. Castleman Building, near the Courthouse Metro Station in downtown
Rosdyn, and lived at the Bellevue Apartments afew blocks down the hill. It took her ten minutesto walk
up in the morning and eight to walk down in the evening, though she did it in seven today, because from
her office window she had noticed that the citybound vehicles on 1-66 had their headlights on, implying
rain to the west. As she approached the front door of the Bellevue, she looked back over her shoulder
and did one careful scan of the area, looking for predators. Finding none, she swept her key card out
with one deft move and pressed it againgt the eectronic pad, then shouldered the door open the moment
thelock clicked. As badly as she wanted to get home, she stood there patiently watching the door until
its hydraulic closer drew it shut and the lock snapped to.

She waked through the lobby that looked impossibly luxuriousto her eyes, took the elevator to ten,
walked down the hal, and entered her gpartment. She heaved abig sigh of rdlief as she snapped the last
lock home--she was exhausted, and it was good to be home.

Strange noises were coming from the living room: feet thumping and diding againg the floor, and fast,
rhythmic, deep breathing. Betsy sidled down the short hall toward the gpartment’s one common room,
which served asliving, dining, and kitchen.

Her roommate of one week, Cassie, was dressed in tights and some kind of athlete's brassiere. Her
painstakingly cornrowed hair was pulled back into atight bun, Walkman headphones clamped over the
top, and she was swesting hard as she worked her way through an aerobics routine. Betsy had been
taught not to stare, but she forgot herself for afew moments. She had heard of low-impact aerobics and
high-impact aerobics, and she was pretty sure that she was watching the latter, and that Cassie wasn't
doing it for the first time. Her jog braleft her midriff bare, so if she had had an ounce of fat on her body,
it would have shown.

Betsy was partly fascinated and partly intimidated to be sharing an gpartment with this exotic person.

Y oung, single government employeesin Washington had to get used to playing the roommeate game; this
was Betsy's third gpartment, and Cassie was her seventh roommate, in five years. The previous one had
been TDY'd to Munich on short notice, so Betsy had placed an ad on acomputer bulletin board, and
they had sent her Cassie. Betsy's employer was picky about whom she lived with. 1t was best to live
aone, and if that didn't work, they didn't want her trolling for roommatesin public venues.



What it came down to was that Betsy had to live with people who, like her, had been pretty carefully
checked out by Uncle Sam. The wallet sitting on Cassie's bedside table, containing an FBI badge and 1D
card, proved she was clean enough to share an gpartment with Betsy.

She backed stedlthily out of the living room, asif sheld intruded on some private act, and retreated to the
bathroom. She took off her clothes, hanging them on the back of the door, and turned on the shower.
Then she faced the mirror, raised her |eft elbow over her head, and gently hefted her left breast in her
right hand. She leaned toward the mirror.

The door flew open; Betsy's clothesfell off the hook into a heap on the floor. Cassewasalong stride
into the room before she stopped herself. "Oh! Pardon me," shesaid. She said it Sincerdly. But she
wasn't really embarrassed, which fascinated and somewhat irritated Betsy--who, if she had made the
same mistake, would have spent the rest of the month gpologizing for it.

Cassie had planted hersdlf on the bathroom floor now and was staring fixedly at Betsy's breast, her brow
furrowed, her big brown eyes burning like coa's. She reached up and stripped the headphones off, then
took another step toward Betsy. "What the hell is that ?* she said, asif she were busting some crimina
who'd been caught flat-footed with abae of snsemillain hisarms.

Betsy was so stunned by thisfrank intrusion that she didn't have a chance to get embarrassed. She stared
at her breast inthe mirror asif it were apiece of frozen evidence in acrime lab. She wasn't sure how to
answer Cassie's question: she knew the answer perfectly well, but she was afraid thet if shetold the
story, she might start blubbering. She pointed to along, narrow bruise on the side of her breast. "Thumb,”
she said. Then she pointed to another one, at an angleto thefirgt. "Index finger." A third, pardld to the
second. "Third finger. Ring finger, just ashadow--no trace of the pinkie."

"Wel!" Cassesad. "I could run and get afingerprint kit. But | suppose you dready know who did it."
Howard King. But Betsy didn't say anything, just heaved abig sigh, trying to head off the crying urge.
"How about the one on your back? It's straight and angular.”

"Filing cabinet," Betsy said.

"Those bruisesare afew hoursold,” Cassie said with professiond certainty, "so it happened at work, not
on the way home. Musta been your su-per-vi-sor." She was watching Betsy's face in the mirror as she
said this, and Betsy's face answered the question for her.

"l bruise easy." Betsy dropped her elbow to her side, the examination complete.

Suddenly Cassie was excited again. "And what the fuck is this? What are these people doing to you,
anyway?"

Cassie was pointing to awide bruise that encircled Betsy's upper arm. Then she recognized it and calmed
down. "Oh. Polygraph.” Unsalf-conscioudy, she pulled her tights down and sat on the toilet. Betsy
marveled at thiswoman, who could do thingslike peeing in front of anear stranger while seeming as
poised asif shewere ditting at asidewalk café sipping cappuccino.

Casse's brow wrinkled up again. "The polygraph guy didn't grope you, did he?’

"Nah." Betsy said. She could have said alot more, but she was pretty sure her voice would quaver.
Cassie, having finished with aclinica examination of Betsy's breast and arm, now zeroed in on her face.
"I'm getting you abeer, 1daho," she said. "Gotta get you to open up alittle.”



"No, thanks," Betsy said. "I don't care for beer, thank you."

"Then you take your shower and I'll fix you something and you'll never know it hasboozeinit. That's
what you need." Cassiefinished, pulled her tights back up, and paused in the doorway. ™Y ou a Mormon,
antyou?| just figured that out. | ways heard that the Agency was full of Mormons.”

"Yep," Betsy said. "Born and raised.”

"Then let'sjust say I'm going to fix you adrink, Ida, and it'll be your job to drink it and my job to know
what it'smade of. Fair?"

Betsy was not very good at turning people down, especidly articulate people with strong persondities.
"Yes'" shesad.

Cassie smiled, pivoted on the bl of onefoot, reached out with a pointed toe, and triggered the flush
lever. "One moreimmorta soul,” she said, "down thetoilet. Seeyouin afew, Ida."

five
IT ALL looked red easy once Clyde got al the maps spread out on the basement floor.

Thefloor of hisactua house would not have been agood place for them because the Big Boss had gone
into akind of nesting overdrive where even leaving alittle piece of food on the floor set her off.
Spreading out a couple hundred square feet of maps would have been spouse abuse--aways the furthest
thing from Clydesmind.

So instead he went to the apartment building that Buck Chandler had just sold him. It was located on
North Seventh Street in Nishnabotna, severd blocks west of Centra Avenue, not far from the freight
yard and about haf an inch above the mean water table. He had thrown his big push broom into the back
of histruck on theway down there, and so0 he started by pushing al the old dust, bent nails, and hunks of
shattered drywall back into the corners of the basement. Therewere dso alot of cigarette ash and
broken beer bottles|eft over from teenagers breaking in and partying in the basement.

Clydetook hisvery large-scale maps of Forks County and placed them edge to edge on the basement
floor until the entire county waslaid out in front of him, minus two square places where Marie O'Connor
had been temporarily out of maps. The scale of the maps was so large that amile on the ground worked
out to aimost afoot on paper. Consequently, Clyde's new strategic map of Forks County, fully
assembled, was about twenty feet square.

He untied the thick braided laces of his high-top stedl-toed boots, unhooked the laces from the many
brass hooks that marched up his ankles and shins, wrestled the boots off hisfeet, and left them Stting on
the floor. Then he stepped onto the map of Forks County. His socks had got damp from perspiration,
and wherever he went, he left moi<t, wrinkled, footprint-szed patches on the map. All thetiny little black
sguares that represented houses were spread out around him like pepper spilled across atable.

In order to see much, Clyde had to get down on his hands and knees. The lightbulb sockets screwed
onto the joists above his head were dl empty. The basement had half a dozen smal windows near the
ceiling, which were barely above ground leve.

The job that was ahead of Clyde did not look like such abig dedl from there. Mot of Forks County was
empty, save for farm buildings sporead miles gpart. He could see now that he would have to resist the
tendency to fritter away dl histime out in the middle of nowhere, covering lots of territory but not
drumming up that many actud votes. All the population, hence dl the votes, were centered in the twin



cities of Waps pinicon and Nishnabotna.

Which was kind of ironic, because the cities had their own police forces. They didn't pay much attention
to sheriff-related matters. It was the farmers out around the edges of the county who really needed to get
rid of Kevin Mullowney and replace him with aperson like Clyde.

But that was neither here nor there. For Clyde, here was Nishnabotna (population thirty-two thousand)
and there was Waypsi pinicon (popul ation twenty-one thousand, plus about twenty-five thousand students
a Eagtern lowa University).

Thetwo cities each straddled ariver of the same name. The Wapsipinicon came in from the northwes,
flowed through the sandstone bluffs of Paisades State Park, then passed into the town of Wapsipinicon,
through the verdant campus of EIU, and into Riversde Park.

The Nishnabotna came in from the north. Just north of town it was dammed up to make Lake Plasmor.
Thenit ran dong the railyards and industrid flatlands of Nishnabotna and joined up with the
Wapspinicon to form the lowa River, which then flowed thirty or so miles down to the southeast and
joined up with the Father of Waters, which, technically speaking, ran al the way to New Orleans,
Louisana

"I'll just--1'll just be going," avoice said.

The voice was degp and rough and sounded like truck tires driving on agravel road. It was coming from
adark corner of the basement, anook that had been set into the wall asakind of root cellar/tornado
shelter. Clyde heard something moving back there.

A large, hunched, dark form emerged from the little three-sided room. Poised on his hands and kneesin
the middle of Forks County and looking up squinty-eyed into the dim light, Clyde could see only his
slhouette. It was hard to tell whether he was looking at awater heater, an abandoned refrigerator, or a
human being. When it moved alittle, he decided the latter, but in terms of size and shape it was about
halfway between awater heater and arefrigerator.

The shape moved fast considering it was clearly drunk and had just got up. Clydetried to stand, but he
was gtill on one knee when the man dived into him, wrapping his arms around Clydeswaist, and
dammed him backward into the concrete. There were waysto foil thistype of takedown, but Clyde
could not redlly use them because he had to concentrate dl his efforts on not getting the back of his head
smashed on thefloor.

Hedid ahdf twist as he was fdling backward and flung one arm above his head, so that hisarmpit,
instead of the back of his skull, absorbed the successive impacts of his own weight and Tab Templeton's
450-some pounds.

Clyde Banks and Tab Templeton had been separated by two years of age and severa weight classes
when they'd been in school, and consequently had never gone mano a mano until both had graduated to
the less scrupuloudy fair adult world. Since then they had gone at it atotal of ninetimes--mostly inthe
back room of the Barge On Inn, but most memorably during the climactic third year of the Nishnabotna
Mest strike when the strikers had got Tab liquored up, placed an ax handle in his mitts, and sent him
forth to wreak some mayhem. The Heavyweight had been too disoriented to know which were scabs
and which were gtrikers, but when Clyde had shown up to arrest him, acting on the orders of Sheriff
Mullowney, Tab had suddenly redlized who his opponent was and had begun to swing the ax handle
terrifyingly. Clyde, for his part, was armed with his nightstick, Excdibur, which had very recently been
turned from ablock of yellow Osage-orange wood, dense as uranium, by his grandfather Ebenezer. The
two had done battle in the center of avast ring of cheering strikers and scabs. Clyde had--at some



length, and after suffering many injuries--brought hismanin.

Clyde kept shaking his head back and forth, trying to didodge Tab's hand from hisjaw and Tab kept
putting it back there. Clyde did not recognizethismove a al until hefindly figured out that it was not
really awrestling move per se; it was an attempt to snap Clyde's neck.

Some dim light was coming in through awindow above them and glancing off the multiple layers of
clothing that The Heavyweight was wearing; around hisvast conical neck Clyde counted four separate
collars nested inside one another and a T-shirt undernesth that.

Undernesth the T-shirt was something else, some kind of shiny, colorful fabric that had got dull and dirty
with the years. Realizing what it was, Clyde worked his one free hand down the back of The
Heavyweight's neck, grabbed it, and yanked it off.

It was aloop of ribbon with something thick and heavy dangling off it. Clyde held it up so that it rotated
and glowed in the light--ayellow metd disk with adesign stamped into one side and some words. Clyde
didn't have theleisureto read it, but he dready knew what it said:

GAMES OF THE XIX OLYMPIAD
MONTREAL 1976
WRESTLING

The Heavyweight took his hand off Clyde's chin and grabbed for his gold medd, but Clyde was ready
for that; he tossed it away and heard it go plink in the corner of the room.

Just like that, he was gone. Theterrible pressure was gone from Clyde's ribs and legs. He scrambled to
his feet, snatched up his boots, and made for the stairway, keeping one eye on Tab Templeton, who was
on his hands and kneesin the corner of the basement, pawing through debrislooking for his medal.

Hefound it alot faster than Clyde was redlly expecting him to and followed Clyde up the steps, Clyde
could fed the structure of the stairway and of the building to which it was attached sagging downward, as
if The Heavyweight could pull Clyde down toward him smply by walking up the steps and tearing the
house and all its contentsinto the centrd pit.

But Clyde made it out the front door and got to histruck, which was parked sidewaysin the front yard.
He vaulted over the edge into the truck’s box, picked up the spare tire, stepped onto the truck's roof to
give himsdf more dtitude, and heaved it at The Heavyweight as he was emerging from the front door
with a section map of Nishnabotna County wrapped around one of hislower legs.

It looked asif the spare tire bounced right off Tab Templeton'sthick, bearded, mashed-in face, but in
fact it probably just bounced off his chest. Norma body-part terminology did not dways apply in the
clearest senseto The Heavyweight, with his sphericad physiognomy and short, fat, stunted extremities.

He brushed the sparetire off asif it were an acorn falling out of atree, but he stopped on the edge of the
front porch to take hisgold medal and put it carefully around his neck. Then he dropped the meda down
ingde hisshirt.

This gave Clyde the time he needed to sort through all the stuff in the back of histruck and find atire
chain, roughly twenty or thirty pounds of rusty iron. He held it in the middle so that about three feet of it
dangled down on either side of his hand, and he stood in the middle of the truck's box so that The
Heavyweight would not be able to get him by thelegs.



"Y ou scratched my medal,” The Heavyweight said. He sounded amazed that anyone could do such a
thing.

"I'll scratch alot more than that if you don't lay off," Clyde said, brandishing the chain. "I don't want to
usethis, becauseit'savery bad, dangerous kind of weapon. But I'm off duty and | don't have my baton,
s0 | got toimprovise."

Clyde whirled the chain around a couple of times, just asavisua ad. It was 0 heavy that it dmost pulled
hisarm out of the socket and caused nausesting painsin his sternum. He had to plant his feet wide apart
to prevent it from pulling him over.

The Heavyweight observed this demongtration camly and then shrugged. Hewas giving up. 'Y ou gonna
arest me?'

"Nope. Likel sad, I'm off duty."
"Got any jobs you need done?!

Clyde thought this one over. "Keep people from bresking into this place and partying, and I'll give you
some more of those McDonadd's gift certificates." They didn't serve booze at McDonad's.

"Okay," The Heavyweight sad.

"And haul dl of this debrisand stuff out of the yard and stack it up in back by the dley, and I'll giveyou a
bonus."

"Okay."
SIX
APRIL

KEVIN VANDEVENTER parked hisrusty Corollain thefaculty lot just after five-thirty PM., when
the campus cops gave up on doing parking checks. As he walked toward the grand entrance of the
Scheldelmann AgriScience Research Center--abrand-new |. M. Pel knockoff planted on the former site
of the vet-med barns--he smelled the aroma every farm boy knows. After they had torn down the barns
to make room for this new structure, they had hauled in new topsoil and capped it with fresh sod. But
when the spring thaws came, you could gtill smell the underlying stratum of old, fermented manure, down
deep in the soil. The smdll of planting season.

As he approached the building and stepped through the enormous plate-glass doors, another set of odors
took over. He paused in the main entrance hal to takein the splendor of the permanent multimedia
display that had been set up there to wow visiting congressmen and agriculture ministers. Heinhaled a
deep draft of the building's filtered and purified air, ripe with laboratory solvents and chemical fertilizer. It
smdled like Science. Totdly unlike the gymnasiums, which smdled like the fierce bam that wrestlers
dathered on their torn muscles, or the Fine Arts Pavilion, which smelled like the microwave-popcorn
fumesthat congtantly escaped the maintenance engineer's room in the basement.

The Scheldelmann was named after alate and beloved dean of the EIU College of Agriculture, who
rated asmall plague by the door. In the center of the entrance hall was arotating ten-foot globe, studded
with tiny, dectrified EIU pennants marking the locations of the myriad research and extenson projects
that were being run out of this complex. The wallswere lined with floor-to-cealling photographs depicting
Twigtersin action, planting rice seedlingsin the paddies of Burmaand giving gaunt, buck-toothed



Africans practica tipson soil erosion. More than afew of these photos featured Dr. Arthur Larsen, the
Rainmaker.

Five years ago National Geographic had published an article about Larsen in which they had estimated
that his discoveries and his outreach programs had saved upward of a hundred million people from
garvation, al around the globe. The regents had paid for this page of the magazine to be blown up to the
size of asheet of plywood and then engraved on adab of solid bronze, which was now embedded in the
wall of the entrance hall.

Kevin Vandeventer was entering the Rainmaker's kingdom at five-forty on aFriday night, aTV dinner
from theloca Quik Trip in hand, because he had experiments that needed tending every few hours,
around the clock, for months at atime. Whenever he camein to tend them, he found that therewas a
great deal of other work that needed doing--writing and editing reports, coding computer programs, and
amply sraightening up around the lab.

He had to smile when he thought that he was basically there because he hated physical labor. Dad had
given up on him at the age of twelve and accepted that he just wasn't cut out for the farming business. Big
Sster Betsy was clearly destined for higher things, and so thetitle of heir gpparent to the Vandeventer
family potato empire had fallen onto the shoulders of Bab, the youngest, who was perfectly happy with

it.

Kevin did have one feature useful on afarm: heliked animals. He was dways tending to them, even
learning how to shoe their three horses. So when Kevin began pulling down straight A'sin science
courses, his dad was pretty proud. Perhaps he'd amount to something, after al. Kevin had 4.0'd himsdlf
through Boise State Univergity, and then, after maxing the GRES, had received afull-ride research
fellowship to work with Dr. Larsen--which, as he soon learned, meant working several layers beneath
Larsen inthe research hierarchy. But he didn't redly care; he had continued to shinein the laboratory as
he had in the classroom and was now rounding the turn for the home stretch on his dissertation.

Hefollowed amaze of ground-leve corridorsinto the Snzheimer Biochemistry Wing and then took the
elevator up to the third floor. He went to hislab in 302, put his supper in the fridge, and sat down on a
high stoal for aminute, collecting histhoughts, getting organized. Kevin had the gift of concentration, but
it took a conscious effort to turn it on sometimes. He ate a candy bar, knowing that if he didn't, his
stomach would soon begin to distract him from hiswork.

Then, suddenly, it was nine-thirty. Four hours had gone by as he had concentrated on pipettes and the
digital readouts of his machines. His stomach had digested the candy bar and was requesting further
input. He got his El Toro Beef and Beans Tostada Supper out of the fridge and headed for the
microwave, four doors down the hall.

This place had been his home for four years--he kept a degping bag and foam pad rolled up in acabinet
and frequently dept on thefloor. As one of the oldest veterans of the Sinzheimer Wing, and the only
resident American citizen on the floor, he had become its unofficia mayor.

Heliked the wing and itsinhabitants. There were no undergrads--no fema e bow-heads, no young men
who believed that Bud Light advertisements were cinema verité. There were none of the social-sciences
professors whose devel opment had been arrested around the time of Woodstock. This place worked
twenty-four hours aday. The professors|ooked rumpled and tired, asif they redly labored and were
thinking about things. Mosily, Kevin knew, they were thinking about how to replace al of the DARPA
soft money now that the Cold War was over. They drove themsalves and their graduate students hard,
because eighty percent of their salaries came from grants. The grad students came from other countries
where leisure time was scarce and not yet considered an indienable right. They rarely complained.



Even now, late on a Friday night, the place was aive. Most of the professors were gone, and the boom
boxesin various labs were cranked up, filling the corridor with a cacophony of sound--mostly American
pop music, but also multiethnic stuff in avariety of languages.

The door to 304 was wide-open, which was unusud ; the grad students there were Arabs who usualy
kept to themsdlves. Even more unusua, an oom thumpy oom thumpy bass beat was blaring out of the
open door. Kevin looked into the lab as he passed by. The windows were open to let in the fresh spring
ar, and at least half adozen people werein there, dl men, al Arabs, adl holding paper cupsfilled with
something bright purple. Kevin recognized it ingtantly: grape Kool-Aid, dmost certainly mixed with
pure-grain acohol from the laboratory stocks.

The men noticed him peering in and smiled sheepishly. Kevin smiled back. One of them was sprawled
out on aratty old Goodwill sofaunder the window, sound adeep. It was Marwan Habibi. He frequently
deptin hislab, just asKevin frequently dept in his. But this evening he gppeared to be passed out rather
than merely adeep.

It was easy enough to figure this out: the end of the academic year was not far away, some of these guys
were hoping to get their hoods and tassals come May, they had been working themsalveslike davesin
Lab 304 for years, and they must have just passed some milestone in their research. Kevin threw them a
thumbs-up and kept on going without breaking stride; he had milesto go before he dept and didn't want
to beinvited in for Kool-Aid. He proceeded to the little kitchen in the center of the wing and threw his
dinner into the microwave.

The only one of those guys he redlly knew was Marwan Habibi, and Marwan was dready unconscious,
so there didn't seem much point in trying to join the party. The Arabs here tended to be pretty secular.
Many of them enjoyed the occasiona shot of whiskey. But even a heavy drinker--which Marwan
certainly was not--couldn't stand up to pure-grain acohol for very long. Kevin wasimpressed with how
smart and how professional Marwan was. He was working on a project to control the gas-producing
tendencies of the bacteriathat lived in the guts of cows, which caused them to fart alot, which inturn
exacerbated the greenhouse effect. Arthur Larsen, the Rainmaker, was hardly known asan
environmentaist, but he had squeezed a cool half million out of the EPA for this and packed Marwan's
lab with the latest and best equipment for culturing and studying the habits of bacteria. Marwan kept door
304 closed, but from time to time Kevin invited him into 302 as he waked past, and chatted with him for
awhile. It wasal part of his self-imposed responghbilities as mayor of the third floor.

He attacked hisdinner with the flimsy plastic fork provided, finding the utensi| highly unsatisfying. But the
beans were great. He scraped every gram of sauce from the plagtic tray and then threw the remainsinto
the garbage can. He bought a Coke from the vending machine and headed back toward hislab. The
door to 304 was closed now, but the party was still going on.

It was about half an hour later when he heard the honking of acar horn below in the parking lot. The
music from 304 abruptly stopped. Thiswas typica; the Arabs had aheavy hand on the horn button,
which locasfound startling and even frightening.

Kevin had his door open, so he could hear the voices of the Arabs as they departed 304. They were
rowdy and happy. "Take care you don't bang Marwan's head on the door frame!" one of them said in
perfect British-accented English. Kevin looked up to see them moving down the hdl, carrying the dozing
Marwan Habibi on their shoulders. One of them smiled sheepishly at Kevin ashewent by. "A littletoo
much!" he said, sticking out histhumb and pinkie and wiggling them.

"Tdl him congratul ations from Kevin when hewakes up,” Kevin said.



"Oh, yes'" the Arab sad, "wewill certainly tel him."

seven

ASBETSY Vandeventer came ssomping and sneezing up Clarendon early in the morning, she could see
pardle grataof light shining from the windows of the severa newish office buildings that surrounded the
Courthouse metro in downtown Arlington. One of them was the Castleman Suites, which she supposed
had been chosen by the CIA as overflow space precisaly because it looked so utterly normd. An
observer familiar with the Agency might have noticed afew clues: the odd congtruction of the windows,
which were supposedly proof against microwave and laser surveillance; the Blue Bird busthat pulled
through its horseshoe drive severd times aday, ferrying employees out to the main campus at Langley;
the fact that the second floor, above the First American Bank branch on the ground floor, was an empty
buffer zone. In most ways, Betsy reflected, it realy was just another normal office building; people sat in
cubiclesin front of computer screens, wrote memos, jockeyed for promotions, and played politics.

The main entrance of the Castleman would get you only to the bank. Betsy entered viathe parking ramp
instead, walked through an unmarked, windowless steel door, and showed her credentialsto aguard,
who alowed her into the elevator lobby. She got off at the seventh floor, displayed her ID to another
guard, and walked halfway down a corridor punctuated at wide intervals by heavy doorswith electronic
locks. Each door gave accessto avault of offices, each vault hermeticaly sealed from the next. Betsy
punched the code de semaine into one such lock and pushed the door open. A few greeting cards, and
notes of congratulations, had been dipped under her door by colleagues who worked in other vaults and
who hadn't been able to make it to yesterday's cel ebratory lunch at the Pawnbroker.

Betsy had passed her five-year polygraph test brilliantly. Perhaps, she mused, the same low basal
metabolism that made her prone to gaining weight aso produced the steedy traces on the polygraph that
were so reassuring to her employers. The examiner had been so impressed--her responses so perfectly
matched the basdline established five years earlier on her entry poly--that he had set Betsy'stest asde as
an examplefor othersto aspireto.

The vault consisted mostly of open cubicles--eight in all, each equipped with a Sun workstation. These
were mostly in the back, near windows. In the front were two desks for the secretarid staff. In the back
corner was an office enclosed by glasswalls, the domain of the branch chief, Howard King. Betsy's
cubicle was gaudy with Mylar balloons and congratul atory bouquets. From her armless swive chair she
had aview over 1-66, and if she put her face close to the mysterious surveillance-proof window, she
could make out one tower of the National Cathedral. She took a moment to enjoy this panoramabefore
stting down to work.

All the way to work Betsy had been rehearsing in her head the agendafor today's Interagency Study
Group over a Ag.

Betsy's mentdl prep for the meeting at Ag was important--she never did anything until she had run
through it in her head several hundred times. Frequently she would get so muddled that, in an effort to
clarify thingsin her own mind, she would resort to having imaginary conversationswith her mother,
pretending that she was at home having a cup of coffee on the breskfast table in the kitchen. "The
government has been sending alot of money to Irag--mostly, but not exclusively, from the Agriculture
Department. We do thiswith the understanding that the Iragis will use the money to buy agricultura
productsfrom the U.S. Soit'sactudly asubsidy for American farmersas much asitisaforeign-aid
program. Four timesayear dl of the departments that are sending money to Irag, aswell as some other
agencies, have ameeting to evauate this program and to set policy objectives for the next quarter.”

Simpleand logical it was—-amodel of rational government procedure. But there was dways moreto it



than that. If it had really been possible for her to talk about such thingsto her mother, and if she'd wanted
to level with her, she would have had to do alot more taking. Thetalk would have sounded lesslikea
civicstextbook and more like vicious gossip. Betsy had learned that these meetings usudly turned out to
be a chance for the various division chiefsto strut their stuff, score chegp points on crosstown
competitors, and defend, or enlarge, their turf.

And when Betsy logged onto her workstation and began scanning through her waiting mail, sheredized
that today there was even moreto it than that. One piece of mail wasalist of participantsin today's
meeting. It had been suddenly and dradtically revised. Today it wouldn't be just the usua division chiefs
and their analyst minions. Today it went much higher. It was going to be controlled sraight from the
White House, and it wasn't going to be a meeting so much as a damage-control session.

The New York Times bureau chief in Cairo, acting on aleak by the Egyptians, had blown the whistle on
the Iragis. Saddam Hussein was being avery bad boy. Hewas using U.S. dallars not to buy food from
American farmers but for other things. It did not take a huge exercise in forward-leaning andysisto know
that he was stocking up on weapons again.

What to do about that was apolicy question, and it was not for people at her leve to discuss policy. It
wasfor her and her colleagues a smilar-level desks around town only to monitor cash and wegpons
flows, and she expected that those would be the marching orders today.

Her workgtation gave her the ability to pull up vast amounts of information, so long as she had the
appropriate clearances. For example, she knew that yesterday a congressional delegation, or codd,
headed by Bob Dole, had met with Saddam Hussein in Baghdad. Whenever such amesting took place,
someone at the local embassy--usualy a State Department employee--would write up acodel memo and
cableit to D.C., where it would become available to anyone in government who had a need to know
about it. Betsy typed in ashort command telling the system to bring up dl recent items, including the
keywords"Dole" and "Irag" and "codd," and within afew moments the document was there on her
screen.

Senator Dole was quoted as having said, "1 kept thinking that | was watching Peter Sdllersimitating a
dictator." Saddam had denied any knowledge of the Supergun project, recently very much in the news,
and had said that his recent statement about binary nerve wegpons had been meant merely to intimidate
the Israglis. Dole was quoted again: " To see that guy talk about being ahumanitarian is about as
convincing as hearing Mother Teresaclaming to be ahit man." Dole had been shown officid Iraqg
documents "proving” that the Ag subsidies had been spent only on food suppliesfromthe U.S. or U.S.
subsdiaries

From there Betsy could have typed in more commands and brought up more documents, following one
reference to the next, tracking down leads to her heart's content.

But her heart's content wasn't part of her job description. She was only supposed to access information
on a"need to know" basis.

She had learned this the hard way a month ago, when she had let her curiosity get the better of her and
gone snooping in places where she didn't have any real need to know. The CIA kept careful track of
who had accessed which documents. It didn't take long for word to reach her boss. His reaction had
been vicious: he had waited until they were alone together in the vault, then hauled her up out of her chair
and dammed her againg afiling cabinet.

Someone dse entered the vault. She saw him reflected in the curved screen of her workstation: a
compact, trim man with ashort and smple military-style haircut that |ooked out of place above the



starched white collar of histailored shirt. It was Richard Spector, the division chief, her bosss boss. He
ran haf adozen or more vaults there at the Castleman.

He didn't bother with greetings or small talk. "Today be agood listener," he said. Even when hewas
saying momentous things, he dways spokein aquiet voice, asif he were only musing to himsdif. But it
made him seem formidable, rather than mousy. "Answer direct questions directly, but try to figure out
who's got what agendavis-avisIrag.”

"Can you give me any more background? What should | look for?!

"Thisisgrictly my read, not officid at al. Commerce wants back into Iraq to sell some technology and to
influence ail digtribution. Agriculture wantsto sdll. That'swhat Agriculture does” He said thisdryly,
barely masking his contempt for those amora hucksters over a Ag. He began twiddling the Annapolis
ring on hisleft hand; its pae-colored stone caught the light from Betsy's monitor. "Defense knows
something they're not sharing with us. Based on circumstantial evidence, I'm guessing it hasto do with
nonconventiona wegpons.”

Spector was ex—military intelligence and was probably as qudified as anyone to read Pentagon tea
leaves. "Arms Control and Disarmament Agency is, as usud, running behind the parade, convinced that
they ought to be running things." Spector nodded at the window still open on Betsy's screen. "Asyou've
aready noticed, Millikan's going to be there from the Nationa Security Council.” One of Spector'stics
was arefusa to use acronyms; he dways spelled out the full names of agencies and departments,
seeming to take greeat pleasure in the ones with the longest and most unwieldy titles. It enhanced hisair of
preternatural calmness and enabled him to put an ironic spin on everything, which made him much hated
around town.

"Thisishig-time, it it?' Betsy sad.
"Yeah, and I'm sorry to say that King is going to represent your branch.”

Betsy was thrown off stride by Spector's frankness. "I noticed that his name had been added to thelist,”
shesad carefully. ™Y ou want meto go anyway?"

Spector nodded. "It's Howard's job to do the talking. It's your job to keep an eye on things. | want your
own report--* Eyes Only'--to me by this afternoon.” He checked hiswatch and took a couple of steps
toward the door, then thought better of it and turned back to her. ™Y ou will obvioudy not follow the usua
digtribution onthis

In other words, Spector wanted Betsy's report on, among other things, her own boss's performance.
Spector moved away at aracewalker's clip; seconds later Howard King showed up. Betsy had been
around just long enough to suspect that this was not a coincidence. Spector had known when King was
going to arrive.

"Good morning, Betsy," King smarmed as he brushed by her back on hisway to the office. "Ready for
the meeting? Y ou can ride with me."

Betsy had anticipated thisand said, "I |eft my briefcase at home, so I'll take the metro. See you there.”
King muttered something indistinguishable and went into his office.

Betsy had not |eft her briefcase in her gpartment, she had actually strategicaly covered it with her
raincodt.



Onthe greets of D.C. various functionaries walked with their raincoats on and heads down, chains
bearing their badges giving them identity and vauein the city. The Agency people looked with some
disdain on these hoi polloi civil servants. They had been told that the Agency was the creme de lacréme
of Washington, averitable elite knighthood, and they didn't wear their IDsin the outsde world. When
Betsy presented her credentias at the Ag security desk, she was waved through with some deference.

On thethird floor of the south building another security checkpoint loomed. Beyond it was the specidly
recrafted "' secure conference room.” Shewas still ten minutes early, but al the chairs at the large oval
table werefilled, except for the one reserved for the Agency.

Shereached into her purse and found an asthmainhaler. Fedling conspicuousin the halway, she ducked
into aside corridor.

Asthe burst of expensive pharmaceuticals expanded into her lungs, she was startled by adry,
smoky-sounding voice from nearby. ™Y ou should get yoursdlf a carburetor for thet thing."

She coughed uncontrollably, forgetting to cover her mouth. "Excuse me. I'm sorry, what did you say?'

He was aworn-looking gentleman in anice enough suit, the skin of his hands and face moittled, blotched,
and lumped with age, cigarette smoke, acohal, stress, and other maign influences. "Hi, I'm Betsy
Vandeventer," she said, stepping forward and extending her hand.

"Fromthe Agency," he said, shaking it. Betsy was startled to smell astrong odor of booze on his bregth.
“Isit that obvious?'

By way of an answer he said, "I'm Hennessey."

"Yeah," hesad. "Oh." Hennessey wasinfamousin the Agency.

"Pleased to meet you."

"You don't haveto say that. Anyway, about that carburetor.” He reached into the hip pocket of his
jacket and drew out awhite plastic cylinder about the dimensions of a beer can. From the opposite
pocket he took out an inhaler, loaded up with the same brand of asthma medication that Betsy used. He
fitted the outlet of the inhaler into one end of the "carburetor” and put the other end to hislips. "See, you
goray the stuff into the carb. Then you inhae. Gives you better aerosolization. Or some shit like that.
Jesus, isn't the Agency providing you guys with decent hedlth care anymore?”

Hennessey was a spy gone bad. Turning his back on adistinguished career, he had |eft the gentlemen's
club of the CIA and gone to work for the FBI, in the counterintelligence divison. Hisjob, in effect, was
to investigate CIA employees and ruin their careers or throw them in prison on whatever pretext he could
dig up. He had become a bogeyman of sortsin Agency folklore; Betsy was alittle scared just to be
taking to him.

"Well, excuse me, Mr. Hennessey, but | don't want to be late for my meeting.”

"Hell, me neither,” Hennessey said, and fell into step with her. They presented their credentids at the
security checkpoint and were waved through into the room. Betsy had been relegated to the status of
wall-creeper asthe result of King'slast-minute inclusion, so she chose achair againgt the wal near King's
place at the table--which was still conspicuoudy vacant. Hennessey, unnervingly, sat next to her.



Shewasn't the only wall-creeper. Word had rapidly spread that Millikan himself was going to show up
from the White House, and severa division chiefs had been aced out of their chancefor glory by their
superiors.

She should have been thinking about her twin assgnments--officialy, supporting King with factsand
figures, and unofficialy, making observationsthat she'd later relay to Spector. In the latter category
Hennessey's presence there was certainly interesting. What on earth did he have to do with Ag
Department creditsto Irag?

It was well-known that Hennessey and Millikan despised each other. Millikan was anoted Harvard
professor who periodicdly came down to Washington, first to serve in the Kennedy administration and
later--after becoming aleading light of the neoconservative movement--for Ford, Reagan, and Bush.

Undersecretary of Agriculture Larry McDanid's executive secretary scurried into the room and
announced, "Dr. Millikan is meeting with Dr. McDanidl, so the sesson will not sart for fifteen minutes. |
know you are dl extremely busy today, and Dr. McDanid extends his gpologies. He hopesthat in light of
the renewed importance of this meeting, you will understand. I've taken the liberty of ordering in some
coffee and muffins, so please take what you want."

For most of the apparatchiki at the meeting her announcement was a very good thing indeed. Not only
would they finaly bein on Something Big before it was reported in the Post, they would have the chance
to munch on the High Fiber Department's muffins, widely known asthe best in the Didtrict.

Hennessey leaned toward Betsy, venting his booze breeth into her face. "Want some coffee?’
"Sure. That'sokay, I'll get it--"

"Sddown!" he grunted. "Muffin?"

"Yes gr."

Hennessey lurched from his chair, squeezing among the Schedule-C appointees who were adjusting their
deeves so that Millikan, when he graced the room with his presence, would see the proper amount of
cuff showing, held together with presidential-seal cuff links. Hefilled Betsy's Styrofoam cup, too full. He
poured his coffee about hafway and filled the rest with cream and with spoonfuls of sugar. Then he
remembered that he had to get amuffin for Betsy. "Goddamniit,” he said to no onein particular. "'l never
eat before noon." He turned to the nearest cuff-link person, aWharton School type from Treasury. "Bud,
would you gtick one of those thingsin my jacket pocket?"

"What?" spat the vy Leaguer, too stunned to be offended. His gaze traveled down to Hennessey's name
tag. Then, suddenly, he was delighted to be the recipient of thisfolksy treatment. "Be glad to giveyou a
hand, Mr. Hennessey."

"Very kind of you," said Hennessey with no apparent irony. He walked back to Betsy, the corners of his
jacket swinging with their loads of pastry and asthma medication.

Washington was the best place in the country to watch bureaucratic strangers trying to scope each other
out without seeming to. But as Hennessey approached Betsy, everyonein the room stared at him openly,
and when he reached her, everyone seemed to look at her. She felt her face get hot. Hennessey handed
her her coffee, and she spilled some on her hand.

"What the hell,” he said. "Weve got fifteen minutes, might aswell be comfortable.” He grabbed another
vacant chair and dapped it down in front of her like a coffee table. He arranged the coffee and muffin on



it, then pulled his own chair away from thewall and turned it ninety degrees so that he and Betsy were
half facing each other, their heads close together like a couple of lovers having atéte-a-téte at a Sdewalk
café. "So," Hennessey said in aquiet, conversationa voice, "King has nabbed your place at the High
Table so that he can be nearer to greatness. Y ou're here anyway, probably at Spector'sins stence.
Spector probably figuresthat King's going to be so congpicuous, because of hisincompetence and his
sartoria deficiencies, that hell grab dl the attention. Meanwhile, you can be hisfly on the wall--the cool,
detached observer who reportsto him later. Does that sound about right? That's okay, toots, you don't
have to answer--1 know you're scared shitless." He durped his cool, pale, syrupy java. "So how's your
chance to observe. What are they doing?"

"Staring a us”
Hennessey began to whisper, "M-i-c, k-e-y, M-o-u-s-e. . ."

Betsy felt the corners of her mouth twitching back and pursed her lipsto counteract it. Hennessey hissed,
"Look serious! Y ou're on theinside of theingde of theinsde, and thereis nothing here.”

McDanid and Millikan entered the room.
"Casein point," Hennessey said, and scooted his chair back to its origina position.

Undersecretary McDanid sat down at the head of the table, opened hisleather folder, and said, "Is
everybody here?' The eyes of everybody in the room swung to the empty seat reserved for the Agency.
"Isthere anybody here from our brethren up the Potomac?'

"Up shit creek, ismorelikeit," Hennessey whispered. "What you waiting for? Go St in the chair, Sster.”

Betsy's heart flopped wildly a couple of beats before she redized that thiswas an example of
Hennessey's cadaverous sense of humor. He had spent more yearsin the Agency than Betsy had been
alive, and he knew perfectly well that if she usurped King's spot at the big table, held rip her head off.

The silence became unbearable when the door blew open and in walked King. He had always prided
himsdf on being ableto find a parking place anywherein town. Thistime hed clearly had trouble. He
was swesting, muttering to himself, and staggered to his seat. " Sorry to be late, had some late cable
traffic,” hesaid.

Hennessey made anoise deep down in histhroat. Betsy couldn't keep hersdlf from glancing over at him.
He was regarding King with alook of undisguised loathing and condescension, like a veteran theater
critic watching ahack understudy blow his big entrance. King looked around the room as he pulled his
chair back, trying to get afix on Betsy'slocation. A moment after he picked out her face, he recognized
Hennessey. Hisjaw literaly fell open, and he sank into his chair with an afflicted look on hisface.

"Let'sbegin,” McDanid sad. "You dl know theissue at hand: that our friend Mr. Hussain has been
aleged to be misusing funds from the taxpayers of the United States. Dr. Millikan, would you liketo give
us the perspective from the White House?"

"Thank you, Larry,” Millikan said. "Good morning, everyone. Glad our representative from theillustrious
Department of Transportation could make it today: Mr.--" Millikan stopped, knitted his brow, and turned
his head toward Howard King, squinting a his name tag, unable to quite makeit out.

A look of flabbergasted horror spread dowly across King's face. "King," herasped. "Howard King. Uh,
pardon me, Dr. Millikan, but I'm from the Agency.”

Millikan had seemed brusque and hurried when he had started, but now he leaned back in his chair and



dowly poured himsdlf atumbler of water, seeming to derive some enjoyment from letting Howard King
twigt. "Arms Control and Disarmament?'

"No, Doctor--"
"United States Information?'
"No, Doctor, Centra Intelligence.”

"Oh, that Agency. | knew something was missing. Y es, of course. Forgive me, Mr. Howard King,"
Millikan said. Having finished kedlhauling Betsy's boss, he sat up straight and turned away to addressthe
center of thetable. "1 will get straight to the point. Thereisalot of nonsense being reported in the press
about Saddam Hussein and his ambitions. Some of it isbeing presented by our Isradli friends, who are
understandably concerned by Saddam's regrettable, though culturdly typicd, rhetoric. Some of it isbeing
gpread by the administration's political enemies, who are talking their customary nonsense about the
President'slack of vison. | am hereto tell you that Saddam Hussein is still akeystonein our
Middle-Eagtern foreign policy. Two administrations supported him in his struggle againgt the Iranians,
who have nothing but ill will toward us. Senator Dole took a personal |etter from Presdent Bush to
Saddam Hussain expressing our concerns about perceptions of his actions and statements that may or
may not be accurate. Mr. Hussein has promised to get back to us on our concerns.

"Now, thereason | am heretoday isto try to get al of usreading from the same page. Y ou are tasked,”
he said, patting astack of envelopes, "to provide, in three days, input to anticipate criticism of USG
export-import creditsto Irag; to provide plans expanding and diversfying the agricultura and commercia
credits presently extended to Baghdad; and to establish your implementation plans.”

Millikan's ass stant, White House Staff badge dangling like agaudy fishing lure as he walked around the
table, picked up the stack of envelopes and passed them around. Each was marked " Secret" and
contained afreshly minted NSC Decison Directive. "Now," Millikan said, "I have ameeting with the
President in thirty minutes. Are there any questions or comments?”

The knowledgeable players of the game knew that Millikan wanted questions and comments as much as
he wanted to get dog shit on his Duckers Wingtips, but custom dictated that he make the request.
McDaniels began to close the meeting when King, who had been stunned into acoma, said, "Y ou can be
sure that well beteam playerson this." At which point he turned and glared meaningfully at Betsy.

Millikan mumbled, "1'm sure we can count on you," sounding amost asif he were clearing histhroat. His
assistant sprang to the door and hauled it open for him, and then Millikan was gone, headed for the
President's office, leaving behind nothing but an indefinable aura of Greatness that was like pure oxygen
to most of the people in the room.

McDanid looked around the room and said, "Thank you for coming. We look forward to your
contributions.”

"I'd give anything to read your report on this," Hennessey said to Betsy asthe meeting broke up. "Tdl old
Spector | give himmy best."

eight

DESIREE WAS fixing ahit of breskfast. Clyde was perusing the sports section of the Des Moines
Register. Maggie sucked on a pacifier and dozed in her baby chair.

Clyde was il wearing his deputy sheriff's uniform. He had just come off the night shift. Ever since he had



announced his candidacy for sheriff, his boss and opponent, Kevin Mullowney, had assgned him to the
night shift, or to jail duty, every day. These were considered the least desirable duties a deputy sheriff
could perform. Clyde agreed that guarding the county jail was an ordedl, but he didn't mind the night shift
so0 much. He wasn't getting any deep anyway.

Last night held been given responsbility for the region lying to the north of the city of Nishnabotna, which
basicaly amounted to lazily circumnavigating Lake PlaMor looking for interesting people and Stuations,
and then shining the cop light on them. The vacation cabins aong the lake's shore were an inviting target
for burglars, the parks and boat ramps afavorite haunt of teenaged lovers, fighters, drinkers, and drug
abusers. All of these people were happy to make themselves scarce as soon as Clyde rolled up and
pinioned them in the blue halogen beam of his cop spatlight. Sometimes he had to garble something harsh
and unintdligibleinto his PA before they would get |ost--the young women covering their faces and
giggling uncontrollably, the young men vaoroudy flipping him the bird.

It had been rainy last night, and so things had been dower than usud adong Lake PlaMor. If anirate
taxpayer were to corner Clyde Banks today and demand that he justify the amount that had been spent,
during the last eight hours, on hissdary, overhead, and benefits, Clyde would be able to offer only that
he had recovered one of the university's rowboats.

He had noticed it while proceeding aong Dike Street, which ran along the top of the dam on the
Nishnabotna River that had brought Lake PlaMor into existence. The boat, a big old dinged-up
auminum beast, had apparently drifted down the lake and got hung up in amess of reeds and cattails not
far from the spillway. Clyde knew that the water was only knee-deep there, and so he had parked his
unit nearby, pulled on some waders from the trunk, doshed out, and grabbed it. He payed out its bow
rope, clambered back up on the shore, and then towed the boat away from the dam until he reached a
swimming beach afew hundred yards farther north.

The boat had been stolen from the university boathouse on the other side of the lake, which had to be
one of the most popular burglary stesin the entire county. It was dmost amandatory rite of passage for
young men from either the high school or the university to break into it a some point during their lives,
steal arowboat or canoe, and go out on the lake for some aimless, drunken fun. From the beach where
Clyde brought this particular boat to shore, he could look directly across the lake and see the Streetlights
that had been put up in the boathouse parking lot as a pathetic salf-defense measure. He considered
amply rowing thisboat across and putting it back where it belonged, which would have taken awhile but
would have been more useful and productive than hisusua night-shift activities. But one of the boat's
oarswas missing. So he dragged it up on the beach asfar as he could. Thiswas not very far, because the
boat had a couple inches of rainwater in the bottom, and a bit of gravel, so it was heavy. Hetied the
painter to theleg of a picnic table and made amenta noteto cal the boathouse in the morning and let
them know about it.

Desiree mumbled something that was |ost in the salf-righteous harrumphing of the Mr. Coffee.
"Comeagain?' Clydesaid.
"Get rid of that car,” Desree said. "It's not agood kid car.”

Clyde dropped the paper and stared at his wife's back, which now, only three weeks postpartum, was
just as skinny asit dways had been before. ™Y ou mean the pickup truck?"

"We need the pickup truck to haul things," Desree said. "Baby furniture. Stuff for fixing up your
buildings."

"So you're saying--"



"We haveto get rid of the Cdica," Desree said. She said it asif it wereanew idea, and hers. In fact,
Desiree had bought the Cdlicato begin with. Clyde had been trying to get rid of it ever since. But he
knew that it would be unwise to agree right away, because this might be construed as gloating.

"Areyou sure?' hesaid creftily.

"We can't deal with atwo-door. It just doesn't work with ababy seat. Ask Marie. Marie and Jeff had
two two-doors, and they had to get rid of both of them.”

"If you say s0," Clyde said, and when Desiree did not change her mind and protest right away, he felt
quietly satisfied. Anissue of long standing had now been settled, and Clyde had been given carte blanche
to settleit hisway.

While stlanding in various roadside ditches of Forks County, holding aflashlight asthe medicswielded the
Jaws of Life, he had got a pretty clear idea of which carswere well built and which werent. If getting
T-boned by aone-ton pickup a arura crossroads didn't reved dl of avehicleés structural deficiencies,
then the Jaws of Life suredid.

Forks County was an especidly good place to learn these lessons. County Sheriff Kevin Mullowney was
not the kind of politician who spent alot of time worrying about policies, but he did have one hard and
fast rule: never arrest drunk drivers. Follow them home if you like, but don't arrest them. Methodical
application of thisrule over atwelve-year reign had led to asituation in which Forks County had the
lowest drunk-driver arrest rate, and the highest traffic fatdlity rate, in the state of lowa.

So for quite sometime, especially since the pregnancy, Clyde had been itching to swap the Celicafor
something with alittle more stopping power. He had tried many arguments out on Desiree, told her many
gory car-crash anecdotes. Desiree dways had a devastating rebuttal handy: the Celicawas "cute" and "a
nedt little car.”

Now, thisvery morning, with her mind occupied with long-range strategization, she had made the crucid
error of teling him to ditch the Celicawithout saying anything about whether the replacement needed to
be cute. Clyde changed the subject to something very different, ate hastily, excused himsdlf, stripped all
known copies of Celicakeysfrom al known key chains, snatched thetitle out of the bill-paying dek,
hopped into the cute little thing itself, and careened down the street. Just in case the Big Boss had second
thoughts and tried to run him down, he did not ook into the rearview mirror until he was out of shouting
and waving range. Another torrential rainstorm had just commenced, which hel ped.

Fortunately, Desiree dways kept the Celica pretty clean on theinsde, so that it would stay cute. Clyde
threw the few remaining persond itemsinto a garbage bag, ran the vehicle through a car wash so that the
rain would bead up attractively on its hood, and then drove straight over to the First Nationa Bank of
NishWap, astructure that had been gleamingly modern twenty years ago and now |ooked older than its
nineteenth-century neighbors. It had agravel parking lot in back, and before going inside, Clyde swung
through that lot one time, looking for aparticular vehicle.

It was il there. Clyde grinned and whacked the Cdlicals steering whedl with the palm of his hand,
feding that everything was going hisway for once. He parked right next to it; it was so heavy that he
amog fdt the Cdicarocking toward it on itsflimsy suspension, drawn in by its gravity.

The vehiclein question was a 1988 Buick Roadmaster station wagon. It was red inside and out. It
possessed many luxury features, none of which Clyde cared about. He had done much theoretica
car-shopping during the last nine months. At first he had paid careful attention to the various features and
options. But astime went on, his mind became more focused, and he became fixated on onesingle
number: namely, throw weight. And this vehicle right here weighed more than anything € se you could



buy. To exceed it, you had to go all the way back to the Lincoln Continentals of the mid-1960s. This
beast had enough massto drive al the way through acar like the Cdlicawith only minor turbulence; but
just in case--on the off chance you might hit two or three Celicas at the same time--it had an airbag, too.

"I'll trade you my Cdlicafor the Roadmagter, straight up,” Clyde said.

That Jack Harbison, branch manager, did not immediately chortle and scoff at this suggestion told Clyde
that he amost certainly had himself aded. For the first time in more than haf ayear, Harbison saw away
to get rid of the Murder Car.

The late owner of the Murder Car, alongtime EIU football booster and season-ticket holder, had come
home unexpectedly early from a Twisters game and surprised hiswife and her lover in bed. A fight had
ensued. His head had got bashed in. Wife and lover had lined the inside of the Roadmaster with lawn and
garden bags, laid the husband out in the middle, put more bags on top of him and an old rug on top of
that. By the time they had got him out to Palisades State Park, he had died of asphyxiation or brain
swelling--Barnabas Klopf, the coroner, flipped a coin and put down brain swelling. They had dragged
him out over the tailgate and put him in ashalow grave at the edge of the woods. But the edge of the
woods was just where hunters and their dogs were likely to be during the months that coincided with the
football season, and so not more than aweek later the body was found by someone's golden retriever.
Clyde himsdlf had helped haul the body bag out to the main road.

Now both of the killerswere down in Fort Madison for along, long time. The First National Bank of
NishWap had foreclosed on the auto |oan and repossessed the station wagon, and it had sat in their lot
ever since, an object of morbid fascination to schoolboys who made lengthy detoursto ride past it every
day on theway home from school, but not very inviting to anyone el se.

Except Clyde. Jack Harbison came out and gave the Celicaawary test drive, consulted his blue book,
put his glasses up on hisforehead, and rubbed hiseyes. "Done," he said resignedly, and within minutes
Clyde was headed for home behind the whed of the Murder Car.

nine

AFTER THE meeting at the Agriculture Department, Howard King followed Betsy Vandeventer dl the
way out of the building, ingsting that she ride back to the Castleman Building in hiscar. Shetried to avoid
him by taking the sairs, but he plunged in after her, shouting at her like afurious schoolmaster. "Betsy!
Stop where you are immediately and listen to me!™

She surprised hersdlf by overriding her ingtincts and continuing down the stairs. King stood his ground
until she was amost down to the ground floor, then pounded down after her, his comb-over and his
necktie flapping. It wasn't that Betsy had somehow broken free of the need to be agood girl. It wasthat
something had changed since this morning. Howard King no longer had any authority. Spector's orders
had hinted at it, Millikan's kel hauling had made it obvious, and now King's own desperation served as
proof.

Hefollowed her hafway to the metro stop, hot in the spring sunshine, failed hair transplants dotting his
swest-beaded scalp. Once, twice, he dmost reached out to grab her. Both times he controlled the urge,
inhibited by the gtrolling office workers al around them, the tour groups piling out of the buses. She
turned her back on him onelast time and headed down into the metro.

When she arrived on the seventh floor of the Castleman, she stopped to chat with the security person on
duty by the elevators, an ex-cop. "Morning, Miss Vandeventer," he said.



"Morning, Martin," she said. "Too nice aday to belocked up in avault.”
"That'strue," he chuckled.
"Has Mr. King comein yet?'

The look that came over Martin's face when she mentioned Mr. King was the final and conclusive proof,
if shewanted any, that something bad was about to happen to her boss. "Oh, yes, maam,” hesaid. "Mr.
King camein early thismorning.”

"I mean recently--within thelast haf hour.”

"No, maam."

"Widl, hell be coming in soon,” Betsy said, "and | think hemay bevery . . . emotiond.”
Martin nodded reassuringly. "I understand.”

Shewent into the vault, said hello to afew colleaguesin other cubicles, accepted congratulationsfrom a
couple of them who hadn't been around yesterday for her five-year polygraph celebration. She settled
into her own cubicle and sgned on to her workstation to find an urgent memo waiting for her: it came
from DCI, the Director of Centra Intelligence, and it was an invitation for her to attend a Deputies
Committee meeting severd days hence, to discussthe intelligence community's views on Irag. Therewas
anumber shewasto call on secure line number two.

The DCl's executive assistant took the call and confirmed the invitation. "L et me know if you have any
questions.”

Through the vault door Betsy could hear acommotion coming down the hall. "I have one question

dready."

King punched awrong code into the lock, cursed, did it again, and shoved the door open.
"Shoot," said the DCI's assistant.

"Have you cleared thiswith my branch chief?"

"Cleared what?' King demanded. Behind him Martin prevented the door from closing and stepped
quietly into the vault, his gaze fixed on the back of King's head.

"Theresno need,” said the assstant. "But to cover you, thereis an advisory to him on his computer mail.
Tdl himto read that."

"Cleared what?' King demanded, stepping threateningly closeto Betsy.
"The DCl's executive assistant said you should check your computer mail," Betsy said.

The mention of the DCI forced him to moderate histone. He spun on his hed and went into his office,
cursing under his breath. Helogged on, pulled up hismail, and exploded. He stormed out and said, "Y ou
big cunt!" then stopped in histracks as Martin interposed himsdlf between him and Betsy.

"Mr. King, | sure was hoping to make it through the day without having to file any incident reports with
my superiors” Martin said.

King did something unexpected: closed his eyes and breathed deeply severa times. When he spoke



again, hisvoice was quiet and defeated. "Nothing,” he said, and went back to his office. Betsy did not
dareto sneak aglance at him until severad minutes|later. He had opened the tasking envel ope from
Millikan and was poring over it, gpparently intending to handle the job himself rather than passing it on to
one of his subordinates.

Betsy informed her officemates that she would bein the library and retreated to the third floor. It wasa
pathetic excuse for alibrary, but it worked nicely as a place where andysts could get away from their
bosses. She had brought some blank paper dong, which she used to write out an account of the day's
occurrences, using the Cross balpoint pen her parents had given her as a high-school graduation present.
When she thought it seemed good enough, she went up to the fourth floor and handed it to Spector's
secretary, saying, "Hewanted this."

The secretary--an old Agency hand--said, "I know, dear.” She handed Betsy an interoffice envel ope.
"The courier just brought thisto you from the DCI's office."

Betsy accepted it, her gaze going immediately to the "Eyes Only" stamp. "Thanks."

She went back to the library. The seventh floor was till alittle too emotionaly charged. She opened the
envelopeto find a set of marching orders with her name on them. "The White House wants your views on
Iragi misuse of USG funds. Be prepared to make an ora report on the sixteenth. In order to be prepared
for thisassgnment, you are now seconded to the DCI's personad staff 04/13/90 to 04/20/90. Y ou will do
no further work in the Castleman Building until your return on 04/21/90."

By now it was haf-past noon. She ventured back to the seventh floor, knowing that King would be gone
to lunch. A few minutes after she arrived, Spector cruised in. "Why don't you take the rest of the day off?
The next week is going to be pretty intense. King knows about your new orders.” He looked about the
vault. The other analysts shoved their facesinto the screens of their workstations asif they hadn't been
listening. Spector took one hand out of his pocket and beckoned to her. "Come thisway."

Betsy stood up and followed him into King's office. He shut the door and walked dowly around the
office, looking at King's suff appraisingly. "None of what you do isto come back to thisbuilding,” he
sad. "When you return, you'll go back to monitoring Southwest Asan Commodities. King won't be
here"

"Pardon me?"

"Weve floated him an adminigtrative editorial excellence award. HEl be promoted to afifteen and
assigned to run the Collections Officein Mobile, Alabama.”

Collections officers were the CIA's ears to the ground. Their basic function wasto pay uninvited vistson
people who had recently been abroad and ask them if they'd seen anything interesting.

Betsy could not hide her amazement. Spector said, "Y ou've been here long enough. We can fire andyds.
We can't fire managers. And you know why. So don't ask.”

"Seeyou in aweek, then," Betsy said. Shewas dready trying to think of what sheld do with afree spring
afternoon.

"Becareful. You'll be swimming with the sharks now."

The notion that she would never see Howard King again, never have to worry about him again, had left
her so dated that she hardly heard Spector's words. But she noticed Spector looking at her intently.
"Thanksfor thewarning," shesaid. "Can| cdl you for hdp?"



Spector, unexpectedly, reddened. ™Y ou can call mefor advice."

The next morning she took the Blue Bird bus from its stop outside the Rossdyn Metro out to Langley. The
orders had said she was on the DCI's persond staff for the week, but that was a sort of marriage of
convenience, existing only on paper. They assigned her awindowless nook, far away from the office of
the DCI or of anyone €lse important, and they |eft her completely done. No one ever came by. That
didn't mean that someone wasn't checking up on her; every time shelogged on to her workstation, every
time she punched a key on the keyboard, arecord went into afile somewhere, and the DCI, or Spector,
or whatever important person was responsible for putting her into this nook for the week, could get a
very clear picture of how and what she was doing smply by pulling up thet file.

The same Somebody had a so temporarily upgraded her access privileges, and so, with the exception of
nuclear-related and undersea-warfare compartments, she had virtualy free run of al the information she
could ever want.

She did not waste any time taking advantage of it. Spector had told her that she was asking the right
guestions, so she followed her nose, sure that there would be no Howard King to get in her way,
confident that no hovering snoops would notice an anoma ous pattern of requests and blow the whistle on
her.

What was Saddam doing with al the money that Ag had sent him for food? The wegpons guys had
chased down most of that information, tracing the dollarsto banksin Cyprus, Austria, Jordan, and,
unbelievably, Nepal. The Agency knew where the Chinese-missile money was going, wherethe
German-chemicds dollars were going--including one redly clever diverson through Libya. They knew
where the North K orean nuclear-research cash was flowing, where the French-computer checks were
going, where the American-food bucks flowed. The Iragis did have the good taste to buy some food
from big American suppliers. Soo Empire Grain, LouisanaRice, and Greset Lakes Co-op. But there
were still three hundred or so million dollars unaccounted for. That kind of money wouldn't get Saddam
very far in the nuclear department, but chemica and biologica wegpons were much smpler and
cheaper--much more his style. Three hundred million could buy alot of nerve gas, alot of anthrax.

She pulled up the tracking documents of the various departmentsinvolved: Agriculture, which maintained
that al the money not spent on American food products was till in the Baghdad treasury; Commerce,
which maintained that Ag was hiding something--that there were funds that should have gone to buy
American technology; ACDA, which noted the Chinese weapons flowing in, but said that therewas till a
lot in the treasury; the Pentagon, which had tracers on all its surplus weapons sprinkled around the world
and was watching them converge on Baghdad. She sent arequest to aloca Collections person and had
him ask the Mossad liaison in D.C. if they would care to share their read on the dollars flow; within
forty-eight hours the answer came back that four times the amount of money alocated the Iragis out of
the most recent batch had been spent. She called up HUMINT sourcesin what was | eft of the contacts
the Agency had in the Middle East and got nothing, except one tantalizing hint that a number of Irag's
best microbiologists were gone, that an entire chunk of the curriculum at Baghdad University was being
taught by Pakistani and Palestinian adjunct professors.

At midnight on thefifteenth, the night before she was supposed to appear before the Deputies Committee
mesting, shewas till thrashing around. Sheld accumulated a huge dossier of hints and dead-end leads,
but nothing that led to any firm conclusions. Any idiot could plainly seethat the Iragis were up to
something. If she'd been an eected officid, that would have been enough to go on. But shewasjust a
lowly analy<t, she had to be objective and scientific, and she couldn't get by with hints and suppostions.



Shelogged off her computer, dragged her weary body over to the eevator just in time to see the next
shift come on board at the Situation room down the hdl. Langley never dept, reflecting Dean Rusk's
observation that when we were adeep, two thirds of the globe was awake and raising hell.

A Red Top cab swung by to pick her up at the front entrance. She stood there by the statue of Nathan
Hale, smdling the forsythiaand honeysucklein bloom, trying to figure out what sheld say tomorrow.
Figuring out Saddam's game was the easy part; making the big shots believe her was a different matter.

The cab took her home down the G.W. Parkway. She was so tired that she closed her eyesand fell
adeep. In what seemed like hours she was awakened by the Bangladeshi cabbie.

"Madam, pardon me, please wake up. Madam, please wake up. Oh, good, that will be seven-fifty."

Betsy was embarrassed and gave the cabbie aten, partialy because she felt supid for having fallen
adeep and partialy out of gratitude for the driver's gentlemanly behavior.

Asusud Betsy woke up at Sx the next morning. Shefelt splendidly rested. As shewas climbing out of
the shower, she heard adim mechanica purring noise through thewall. It took her severd momentsto
redize what it was. aphone ringing. Not amodern digital chirp but athroaty "drring, drring, drring,”" loud
enough to shake plaster off thewalls.

But they didn't have any old-fashioned tel ephonesin the apartment, just cheap boxy Radio Shack
models.

Then she remembered. When sheld moved into this place, sheld been poking around in the broom clost,
looking for a place to cram her winter clothes, when she'd sstumbled across an old black telephone. It sat
on top of aflat black box, which was hooked up to anarrow orange cable, which ran out of aholein the
wall.

Her former roommate--also ClA--had been living in the place for ayear and was holding the lease. "That
was herewhen | moved in," shesaid. "l guessit must have been ingtdled for the previous tenants and the
Agency never got around to removing it. There are probably phones like that stashed away in apartments
dl over northern Virginia™

When Betsy had taken over the lease, she had mentioned the phone to Security, and they'd said they
would send someone out to pick it up, but they never had. Every new roommate who passed through the
place discovered the phone, picked it up, found that the line was dead, and never touched it again. She
and Cassie stacked their hatsonit.

Betsy tripped over some towes, sstumbled into the closet, swept the hats off the receiver, and picked up
the black phone. "Hullo?"

Spector's strangely distorted voice came over the earpiece. "I'll meet you down at level three of your
parking garage at six forty-five. I'll be driving atan Ford Fairlane." Then he hung up.

Betsy had been maintaining afragile cam in the face of her upcoming deputies meeting; now even this
facade was completely shattered. Something must really be up. Her whole day was off balance. Her
twenty-minute routine took thirty-five. She had forgotten to get her clothes ready the night before. The
iron was broken, so she couldn't press her blouse. She broke into her summer clothesto get alightweight
number to wear under her no-nonsense blazer. Shefindly got hersdf put together and went to the
elevator with her Post in hand.



Parking-level three was the last stop on the elevator ride, and when she arrived, exactly at Sx forty-five,
Spector wasn't there. The exhaust fans throbbed and hummed, drowning out even her own thoughts, and
shewaited for five minutes, getting more and more nervous. Finally the government-issue Ford rounded
the curve and pulled up beside her.

Spector leaned across, opened the passenger's-side door, and said casually, "Get in. Have you had any
breskfast?'

They drove down to Nineteenth Street and over to McDonald's. The drive-through was choked with
cars, so Spector handed Betsy aten-dollar bill and said, "Egg McMuffin, orangejuice, cinnamon rall,
and large black coffee.” The only people she saw at McDonad's were some cops, and two street people
sharing amedl, drinking dozens of artificia creamers, and eating the contents of what gppeared to be
twenty packets of sugar. Soon she was back in the car.

They drove up the parkway to the first pull-off overlooking the Potomac. They got out, looked down at
the rowersin their shells below and the golden sun, already high in the sky, casting ahaze over the
Didrict.

"Enjoy," Spector said. "Y ou're going to have an interesting day.”
"Interesting in the Chinese-curse sense?”!

"Absolutely. Y ou are now atarget--from at least three places. One, the career bureaucracy. King has
spread the word about what adidoya, insubordinate bitch you are. Two, Department of Agriculture.
Glaspie took your words to heart and told the President. Heis pissed off--not at you, but at Saddam.
The Vice President has been dl over the Foreign Assistance Office and Aid for International
Development. They have contacted their buddiesin Policies and Programs, who are pissed off--not at
Saddam, but at you. Three, senior andysts. They were so busy trying to intuit the White House
line-Millikan's line--and fit their andlysisto that procrustean bed, that they totally missed dl that you
noticed. The question is not whether you are or are not right. The problem isthat you scooped them.
And they are pissed.”

"But what about Millikan--why does he hate me so much?”
"Because Ronad Reagan was abig supporter of Saddam Hussein."
"| don't follow."

"Someone had to get the goods--the weapons, the money, the matérid, the intelligence--into Saddam'’s
hands. Not as a one-off, you understand--the Iran-Iraq war dragged on forever, and the sheer quantity
of stuff we handed over to the Iragis during those years beggars the imagination. Handing it over wasthe
job given to our friend James Gabor Millikan. Not that he didn't want the job, of course. He was glad to
doit. But it'ssafeto say that it turned into amuch bigger ded than he was anticipating when it dl
started--and then he had no choice but to seeit through to the bloody end. It'sin the nature of
Washington, Betsy, that these things get structured in such away that there is one, and only one,
designated fall guy. One sacrificid lamb who will take full blameif the policy ever goes sour. In the case
of our policy of shipping gunsand money and highly classfied inteligenceto Irag, thefal guy was
Millikan. And ever since he's been waiting for the other shoeto drop.”

"And he'safraid that I'm going to drop it."

"Bingo."



"Okay," Betsy said, "that explains Millikan. In aweird way it dmost makes mefed sorry for him. But
what about the DCI--where does he stand in al this?'

"He'saweenie. He cut histeeth under Casey. His understanding of the role of the Agency isto prove
whatever it isthat downtown wants proved. Anything that does not fit iseither * forward-leaning analysis
or elsewrong. But since CIA doesn't do wrong things, it will probably be forward-leaning analysis.”

"So what's going to happen to me?”

"You'll be sacrificed. For the good of the Agency, don't you know. But each of them will want their piece
of you."

Betsy fdt light-headed and tried to swallow abig lump in her throat, the same lump she used to get when
Mom took her to the dentist to get her cavities drilled out.

"Look, I've been watching your work, and | know where you're going with it,” Spector said. "And you're
right. But that's not germane. Tdl meif I'm wrong, but aren't you going to come up with the notion that
thereisamassive Iragi research effort in nonconventiona warfare under way? And that not only isit
funded with our agriculturd credits, but it's being carried out largely on our soil, in our academic
inditutions?'

"God, you're good.”

"No, you're good. But in theimmortal words of the new chief of collectionsin Mobile, Alabama, ‘Y ouve
exceeded your task.' So say nothing. When they ask you for your report, say that you have not got dl the
results you need. They will proceed to somp dl over you. The Director of Centrd Intelligence will be
pissed off because you did not fall for the trap of being brought out to headquartersto release your
findings prematurdly. The Office of Science and Technologies head will be pissed off at you because you
have found something that his shop should have found, but because you'll say nothing, he won't even have
the pleasure of venting hiswrath. The Policy staff will be pissed off at you because you have scooped
them. And on and on. Y ou will take some shit for not exposing your body to their poisoned arrows, but if
you say nothing, you will be diveto fight again another day."

Betsy had not touched her McMuffin. She was sick. For the moment Nampa, 1daho, seemed like an
awfully nice place to her. Spector finished hismea and was sipping at his coffee. "I've saved the worst
for last. Our friend Ed Hennessey has come up with the same conclusions you have. He needs our
foreign information, and you need his help on the domestic front. Hennessey may be the Agency's most
hated man in Washington--he's let it be known that he'sfound alot of bad actors among our ranks, but
he's playing his cards close, so everyones afraid of him. Millikan hates him, too, for reasons that would
take al morning to enumerate. Y ou were seen talking to him the other day. My dear, you arein deep
shit. You've got only onefriend in town, and it'snot me."

"Thenwhy areyou teling methis?’

"Because | ultimately work not for the Director of Centrd Intelligence or for Millikan, but for the
President, and the President knows how these thingswork. He knows how totdly irrationd thissystemis
and how much thereisaneed to change things. But thisisthe only system thereis. He wants you to hang
inthere. I'm ingtructed to cover for you insofar as possible.”

Betsy began to shiver; chillsran up and down her body, and she didn't know if it was from the damp
April morning or sheer terror. She had never been this afraid before.

"I'm not real good at pep talks. | got out of Operations because | wasn't comfortable with sending people



to virtually certain deaths. Y ou are not going to be physically murdered--if you were, you'd get astar on
thewall. Y ou are going to be career-murdered. Y ou will probably not get another promotion, and you
will spend the rest of your life doing soybean studies. But you are in aSituation that comesto few of us.
Y ou can, honest to God, make a difference.”

"Why .. "

"Yeah, | know, why if it is so dangerous doesn't the system take care of the problem? Don't forget,
during the Cuban missile crisis John Scai of the American Broadcasting Company, meeting a Soviet
diplomat at arestaurant, probably saved the world from nuclear destruction. Thisisnot quite so
dramatic. But it isimportant. And the syssem smply can't handleit. We haveto do everything
back-channdl, both because of the peculiar chain of command and because we think thereé'samole
somewherein the system. Eat your breskfast.”

They sat therefor fifteen minutes, watching the sun coming up over the city, listening to the increasing
rumble of theincoming traffic. Finaly Spector went to his car phone. Moments later aRed Top cab
pulled up.

Betsy was shaking. Nothing in her life had prepared her for what was to come. Spector squeezed her
elbow, gave her the most earnest, serious, eye-to-eye-contact look she had ever received from a
Washington person. "Do good, kid. My assison theline, too. Unlike you, who stumbled into this, I'm a
volunteer. See you next week."

Betsy waked over to the cab. It was the same cabbie from last night. " Good morning, madam,” he said
brightly. "Did you get agood night's deep?"

"Not good enough. And you?"
"Oh, yes." Giggling. "Oh, yes, avery nice night'sdeep.”

ten

AFTER HI'S big encounter with The Heavyweight, which put kind of an ominous spin on the overal
decison to launch his campaign, Clyde decided he had had alittle bit too much of the Big City for the
time being and that he would begin out in the hinterlands of Forks County. Somehow he reasoned that it
would be easier there. He could go way out past Palisades State Park to the northwest corner of the
county and start vigiting farmhouses one a atime, out therein that flat territory on the west side of the
Wapsi pinicon, where two thousand acres was considered to be asmall farm.

Another advantage: thiswould put him as far as possible from Lake PlaMor. Recent events there had
given Clyde's opponent, Kevin Mullowney, some ammunition. Mullowney had been bruiting it about
Forks County that Clyde's recent three A.M. rowboat recovery had been botched so miserably asto
suggest that Clyde might be UNFIT TO BE SHERIFF.

The rowboat had been collected from the beach where Clyde had |ft it by the manager of the univeraty
boathouse, who towed it back, hauled it up on the ramp, and, with the help of a couple of strong rowers,
turned it over to dump out al the rainwater that had collected in the bottom. Other debris had tumbled
out, too: afew handfuls of gravel and some shards of a broken bottle. Fearing that barefoot boaters
might cut their feet, the manager had swept al of it up and dumped it into the garbage can.

Two dayslater the missing oar had been noticed floating d ong with the great spinning whorl of flotsam
and jetsam that always formed at the spillway. From time to time the Corps of Engineerswould come
aong and rake all thisunsightly debrisaway and haul it to the dump. The oar, clearly stenciled as EIU



property, was plucked out by a diligent employee and eventually found its way back to the boathouse. It
was an old splintered wooden oar, rough and creviced at the tip. Someone at the boathouse noticed that
clumps of black hair were wedged into the cracks. Upon further anaysis some shreds of human scalp
were found in there, too.

Everyone knew ingtinctively where the body was. It wasin the Rotary--the horizontal vortex that formed
where the Nishnabotna River struck the face of the dam and curled under. The Rotary was marked with
red buoys and lurid danger signsfor haf amile upstream, but every year it seemed to claim another
clueless high-school student or drunken frat boy. Once abody got into the Rotary, it could spin round
and round for weeks before it was spat out, all decomposed and bloated and chewed up by the gar and
carp and pikethat lived in the lake.

The garbage can at the boathouse was emptied out and its contents personally inspected by Sheriff
Mullowney himsdlf, who worked best under the dlinicd illumination of televison lights. The grave from
the bottom of the rowboat |ooked asif it had come from a public boat ramp way up at the northern end
of thelake. The shards of glass did not come from aliquor bottle; they were quartz |aboratory glassware.
And there was akey chain in there, too, consisting of a car key, ahouse key, and an office-door key
from the univergity, on asmple split ring. The office key wasfound to fit alaboratory door in the
Sinzheimer Biochemistry Wing of the Scheidel mann Agri Science Research Center. The office was that of
one Marwan Habibi, who had not been seen for two weeks.

Clyde Banks knew perfectly well that he hadn't done anything wrong--even if he had noticed the key
chainin the boat, it wouldn't have given him reason to suspect amurder had happened. But Sheriff
Mullowney seemed to have convinced every working journdist in eastern lowathat Deputy Clyde Banks
had blown an opportunity to break a probable murder case.

This, more than anything, had given Clyde theimpetusto get started on his campaign. And for some
reason it felt lessembarrassing to do it out here, in the rural northwest corner of the county. If he started
in some built-up areawhere the houses were close together, he would be seen making hisway down the
block. People sitting out on their front porches enjoying the spring breezes, people out mowing their
lawns or playing basketball in the driveways, would watch him coming their way, hitting one house after
another, and wonder what on earth he was doing. Word would get around.

Of course he had to remind himsdlf that this was the whole idea of apalitica campaign. Word was
supposed to get around. But Clyde had never been the type to draw attention to himsalf. In high school
he had hung around alittle bit with attention-getting people who acted in plays and played musica
ingruments, amogt dl of whom had now moved to distant places where that kind of thing was not
consdered outlandish. The only people left behind a home were the oneswho did not act that way. So
for aman to go around knocking on every door in the county and putting his name and even hisface up
on sgnsin peopl€e's yards seemed very peculiar--not agood way to earn the respect of the citizenry.

The northwesternmost house in Forks County was pretty easy to find. He just drove west on 30, the
Lincoln Highway, until he reached the border between Forks and Oakes counties, which was marked
out by astraight gravel road running north-south, then took aright on that road and drove north until he
saw asign saying Magquoketa County. Then he shifted the wagon into reverse and backed up about a
hundred feet. A farmhouse was on the right side of the road. Clyde backed directly into its driveway,
leaving the Murder Car pointed outward so that he could escape rapidly if the place turned out to be
occupied by one of the roughly eight thousand Mullowneyswho lived in Forks County. But when he
climbed out, he could see that the name Frost was on the mailbox. He went up and knocked on the
door.

Only one person wasin the place, aman in hisfifties or sxtieswho looked vaguely familiar to Clyde.



When he pulled the front door open and looked at Clyde through the screen door, his mouth was open
and turned down at the corners like one of those thespian masks. He was lacking teeth, and this made his
mouth seem especidly large, further emphasizing the mask analogy. Also, his eyes were wide-open and
greatly magnified by apair of exceptiondly thick eyeglasses, and he seemed to be staring at Clyde with
kind of ahaggard, amazed, dack-jawed |ook.

"Deputy Banks," the man said. "Why are you here?"
"Hello, Mr. Frogt," Clyde said. " Sorry to bother you."

What should he say now? It seemed kind of rudefor Clydeto ask if he could comein. He should leave
that up to the individua voter. Besides, he had said only that he'd knock on every door in Forks County,
not go into every living room. He was going to have to learn how to do this stuff quickly if hewas going
to hit every door between now and November.

"l just wanted to talk to you for asecond,” Clyde said.

Mr. Frost opened the storm door wordlesdy and backed out of the way, holding it open with one arm,
apparently indicating that Clyde could comeinto his house. So hewaked into Mr. Frost's house. It was
dark and fairly empty, and it smelled of mildew and old cigarette smoke not well vented to the outside.

Heturned around in the middle of the living room and saw that Mr. Frost was still standing there by the
front door, staring a him with that expression of tragic astonishment. By now Clyde was beginning to
convince himsdlf that thisall had to do with the shape of Mr. Frost's mouth without dentures. If Mr. Frost
had his choppersin place, it would change the shape of hiswhole face, and he would be beaming
confidently at Clyde.

"How are you today, Mr. Frost?' Clyde said.
"Don't fed so good,” Mr. Frost said.

"Oh, well, I'm sorry to heer that." Now Clydefelt likeahed. "I'll just do what | cameto do very quickly,
then."

"Go ahead and get it over with," Mr. Frost said.
"Asyou know, Mr. Frogt, I'm adeputy county sheriff and have been for the last five years.”

Mr. Frost let out a soft, aching moan asthe word " sheriff" was making itsway acrossthe living room. He
walked over to afootstool and sat down on it and grabbed his | eft forearm with his right hand and began
to squeeze and rub it.

"Y ou ain't gonna handcuff me, are you?' Mr. Frost said. "Please, | won't make no trouble.”
"Oh, Jesus, Mr. Frogt, that's not why I'm herel” Clyde said.
"God, my arm hurtslike hell,” Mr. Frost said.

"Oh, man,” Clyde said, and put one hand up to hisface and began to rub his eyebrows, staring a the old
cigarette-burned carpet. "I'm redly sorry, Mr. Frost. I'm new at this, and | should have just told you right
up front that | didn't come here on official business”

All of asudden he remembered where he had seen Mr. Frost before. Mr. Frost had beaten up hiswifea
couple of years ago on their farm south of town and broken one of her cheekbones so that her eye got



out of place. Clyde had arrested him and taken him down to the station, and later Mr. Frost had pleaded
to alesser charge and got off with six months. Now it kind of looked asif Mr. Frost wasliving aone.

Mr. Frost was just gaping a Clyde with his mouth till turned down. He had stopped rubbing hisforearm
and put one hand on his chest. As Clyde watched, he made that hand into afist and pressed it against his
breastbone.

"Did you punch mein the chest?' Mr. Frost said.
"No, g, | did not touch you. I'm sorry if--"

"I fed like barbecued shit,” Mr. Frost said, and dumped back so he wasleaning against thewall. Clyde
noticed that he had got al sweaty. Once again Mr. Frost made the chest-punching motion.

Clyde remembered a piece of nurselore that Desiree had told him, which was that when heart-attack
patients came in, they amost invariably made chest-punching motions.

"I'm calling an ambulance," Clyde said. He went over and picked up the phone. It was dead.
"Didn't pay my hill,” Mr. Frost said. "Paid dl my money to the dimony."
"Then we haveto get you to ahospitd,” Clyde said. "Come on.”

Hewent over and picked up Mr. Frost in afireman's carry, dinging the old man over hisshoulderslike a
bag of charcoa briquettes, and carried him out to the station wagon. Mr. Frost had gone limp, so Clyde
buckled him in to keep him upright. Then he started the engine and punched the gas and sent the Murder
Car chortling through deep gravel onto the road, southbound.

The next farmhouse was just half amile down the road, but Clyde figured that he could get to the hospital
faster than he could call up an ambulance and have them come out there, so hejust drove into
Wapsipinicon &t about a hundred miles per hour, noting with professional embarrassment that no sheriff
cars even noticed this breach of posted speed limits.

He cameinto town on U.S. 30, which was known as Lincoln Way in populated areas, passed the main
campus on the left, then the mile-wide parking lot of the Events Center, with the auditorium and then
Twister Stadium and then the coliseum rising out of the asphdlt, past the Twister's outdoor and indoor
practice fields, then hung a screaming left onto Knapp Avenue and went up about half adozen blocks
and pulled into the medical center, following the red signsto the emergency room at Methodist Hospitd,
which was so brand-new and so good that it was not called an emergency room but atrauma center.
Clyde could find the trauma center with his eyes closed; he went there dl the time, on business.

Hedid not fed it would be decent to leave the grounds until he knew how things turned out with Mr.
Frost. But he dso knew from experience that drinking foul, watery coffee in the hospital cafeteriawas not
agood way to kill time, and so, after a decent interval had passed, he parked the wagon in the visitor ot
and went for agtroll.

A few moments walk took him down into the greenbelt dong the Wapsipinicon. A bike path ran aong
the bank, with occasiond bizarre-looking suspension bridges (engineering-student projects) over to the
EIU campus on the opposite side. Clyde strolled across one of these and soon found himself on the
sculptured quadrangle of the two-year-old marble-sheathed Henry Scheldelmann AgriScience Research
Center, the House That Larsen Built. It was acampus within a campus, free from the unwashed mobs of
undergraduates who thronged the rest of the university's twenty-five hundred acres, popul ated mostly by
foreigners with stratospheric 1Qs. Clyde sat down on abench that said it had been donated by the



government of Nigeriaand watched them coming and going in their dashikis and saris and turbans and
white [ab coats, and wondered whether Frank Frost was till dive, and if he was, whether he had any
ideathat aplace likethisexisted just afew minutes drive away from the run-down farm where he had
chosen to seclude himsdf from the world.

Clyde sat on that bench for fifteen minutes, watching the foreign students come and go, and thinking not
about Frank Frost but about the missing Marwan Habibi.

He stood up, stretched, then ambled into the main entrance of the Scheidelmann. He dawdled around the
giant dectric globe for afew minutes, looking at the el ectric pinsthrust into so many exatic parts of it,
every one of them aplace where Eastern lowa University had somehow got itself tangled up with some
other nation's government and laws. He consulted a map on the wall and made hisway into the
Sinzheimer Wing, then up to the third floor, to door 304, which had been sedled off with yellow
Ccrime-scene tape.

"Can | help you?' said avoice. An American voice. Clydelooked up, startled, to see ayoung man
standing there, holding an unopened can of Coke and asmall bag of chips. He was about Clyde's height
but probably forty or fifty poundslighter. He had large pae-blue eyes and strawberry-blond hair and a
history of acne that was not entirely history. He had an dert, birdlike look about him.

"Pardon?' Clyde said.

"Y ou've been standing here for ten minutes,” the man said. "'I'm Kevin Vandeventer. That's my lab right
there." He nodded at the adjoining room.

"Clyde Banks," Clyde said, and shook Kevin Vandeventer's hand. Then, as an afterthought, he added,
"Deputy county sheriff and candidate for sheriff."

"Oh. So you'e here on theinvestigation.”

Clyde remembered something. Y ou talked to the Wapsi pinicon detectives dready, didn't you?' Clyde
had read the report of Vandeventer'sinterview during his recent effortsto play catch-up and not look like
acompleteidiot.

"Yeah." Vendeventer shook hishead. "Boy, it'sared shame about Marwan. I'm hoping they find him
aive and well--but that seemslessand lesslikdy."

Severd dozen questions had dready cometo Clyde's mind. But aimost al of them had been asked by
the Waps pinicon detectives. Vandeventer's answers had been detailed and grammatically
perfect--interviewing scientists was a piece of cake. Besides, it wasn't Clyde'sjob to be grilling
witnesses--he had to go out and win an dection first. And he wasn't winning any elections herein this
corridor inhabited by foreign students who couldn't vote.

"Gottarun,” Clyde said. "Vote Banks."

eleven

THE CABBI E drovethefive miles up to the CIA entrance off the parkway and stopped a bit past the
curve that conceded the guardhouse from the highway. Betsy, deep in thought, had not got her badge
out, but she didn't need to. The cabbie and the gate guard knew each other. He drove past the Bucky
Fuller Auditorium, into the U drive, and dropped her off at the Nathan Hale Statue. Betsy reached into
her pursefor the fare, but the cabbie waved his hand--"No need, madam, the gentleman took care of it.
Have agood day." Then, motioning toward Nathan Hae, he said, "Remember, be glad that you have



only onelifeto givefor your country."

She was early and the day was beautiful, so she found a nearby bench to collect her thoughts. How
curious, she mused, to have uttered one sentence and caused al this. How curious, too, was Spector,
and what he had said about the President. Could that be for real?

How should | play this? she asked hersalf. She remembered her first graduate seminar at the University
of Idaho. She was the only woman in an econometrics seminar. She knew very little at that time about
economic modeling and number crunching, but she knew that the men in the class had redl contempt for
her. She was new, she was not pretty, and she was there for the thrashing. She had remained quiet, had
given her paper, and had been hammered without mercy. The professor who ran the seminar, and who
hated her mentor, Larkin Schoendienst, urged his men on much like Cdigula urging on the gladiators at
the colosseum. She had survived. But she had felt raped.

She was agood girl, but she wasn't stupid enough to repesat that experience. Betsy would follow
Spector's advice. Shewould say, "Geewhiz, gr, | just don't know." Or, "Geewhiz, Sir. | haven't got the
whole story." She was as much at risk here as she had been out in theirrigated potato fields of the Snake
River basin. There wererattlesnakes al over here, too, except that she didn't have her pellet gun and
dog, Katie, with her. But she had her surviva skills. Her spirits began to rise. She fished in her purse and
pulled out her billfold. Cassie had wanted to see what pictures Betsy carried and had let out awhoop
when the only one she saw was of Katie, aL abrador mix, sitting in the back of the pickup with her
doggie grin on and red tongue hanging out. Betsy looked at that picture and a broad smile spread across
her face. It felt strange. She hadn't amiled in days.

Spector was right. She would not make the mistake she'd made with the attaché back in March. She
would not exceed her task. She would not fal into the bureaucratic trap. She would complete her task to
the letter and walk out bloodied but unbowed.

As shewalked in, the limousine carrying the DCI--her boss for the last week--pulled up. She had seen
him once before, when he had come to the Castleman Building to eat pizzawith the staff, something his
personnel people had encouraged after Casey had stroked out. She smiled at him, he opened the door
for her. Asshewaked in, she heard him ask an assstant, "Who's that?"

"That'sher."
"Vandeventer?"

She stepped aside and let him and his people go through security together while she dug her badge out of
her purse. When she went through, the DCI was waiting for her. He introduced himself and said, "We
look forward to hearing your report today."

"Oh, thank you, Sir. | fed so honored to be able to share my findings at that level.”
"By theway, you should know that Dr. Millikan will be coming out tojoin us.”
"Oh! So much the better!"

"Seeyou on seven,” he said, exchanged a What a ditz look with hisaide, and headed for the executive
elevator.

Betsy crowded onto the staff elevator, which stopped at dl the intervening floors. She findly got to seven
and went straight to her nook. She logged on and paged through her bioweapons report, the best sheld
been able to come up with over the last week. No doubt the DCI's minions had already copied it and



pored over it, highlighting al the soft spots--of which there were many.

She closed that document, pulled up her soybean report, and printed al forty pages of it on the laser
printer. She carried it to the other end of the hall and had fifteen copies printed up. While the machine
was running, she went to the rest room to straighten herself up. Through the frosted-glass window she
heard a helicopter descending on the nearby hdlipad. Millikan had arrived.

She went to the supplies closet and got twelve binders for her report, then back to the photocopy room
to collate them, humming to herself as she stacked the pages and snapped them into the binders. Then
she sensed a hogtile presence, smelled the same kind of perfume that her least-favorite third-grade
teacher had alwaysworn. It wasthe DCI's executive secretary, Margaret Hume. Betsy turned and said,
"Hi!" aschirpily as she could.

Hume merdly glowered and blocked the door. Behind her she could see Millikan walk by with his
entourage, followed shortly by the director of the Iraqi task force out of Operations--she didn't know his
name. The director of the Office of Program Analysis and Coordination. The director of Economic
Anayss. Thedirector of Science and Technology. The deputy DCI, liaisons from DIA and NSC, the
deputy director of Operations. All of them men in dark suits, moving quietly and purposefully, dl waiting
for her performance. She should have been too intimidated to stand up.

"Timefor meto go," Betsy cooed swestly.
"Whenit'stime" the stedy Mrs. Humereplied.

"Maggie," Betsy asked, taking great pleasure in watching the anger flarein the thirty-year veteran'sface,
"do you think the Agency isguilty of treeting itsfemae employees unfairly?'

"Absolutely not. The Agency lovesits people.”
"Yes, I'venoticed," said Betsy, getting up. "I've got to go."
"Not till it'stime.”

"Maggie" Betsy sad, "'l grew up moving irrigation pipe and digging potatoes. | weigh two hundred
pounds. It'stime for my meeting. In about five seconds dl two hundred pounds of meis going to come
through that doorway asfast as| can walk, which is pretty fast. Now, please don't tell methat | haveto
resort to physica intimidation to get out of thisroom."

Betsy turned her back on Margaret Hume, gathered up her bindersinto a stack, and cradled them in her
arms. Sheturned to the door to find the executive secretary still doggedly planted therein her path. Betsy
fixed her gaze on a point somewhere behind Margaret Hume's head and strode forward, building quickly
up to thefull head of steam that she used when ssomping down the hill from work. At the last minute Mrs.
Hume lost the game of chicken; redlizing that Betsy wasn't kidding, she backed awkwardly out of the
way. Betsy heard the satisfying snap of ahed coming loose from Mrs. Hume's shoe. She dumped againgt
the corridor wall and Betsy pushed by. "Have alovely day, Maggie."

She arrived at the door of the conference room just as alackey came out for her. "Y ou're here?' he said
with some surprise.

"It'stimefor the meeting, isnt it?"

She walked into the room with its splendid kidney-shaped Forentine-marble table. Every chair was
taken. Sheturned to the lackey and said, "Wheream | to go?"



"Over there" he whispered, gesturing to the spotlighted podium.

"Gentlemen,” the DCI began, for there were surely no women there except for Betsy and, bringing up the
rear, the limping Margaret Hume, "our stated agenda today iswhat to do with Irag's export-import
credits. Asyou know, there is severe pressure from certain circles on the Hill to cut these sources of
support for Mr. Hussein. The President has dready received our reports on Mr. Hussein's use of funds
both foreign and domestic, both internaly generated and externally donated.” He paused, asif to
consder the rhetorica elegance of what he had just said. "Asmost of you know, we reached no stated
consensus on what to do and recommended further study on the Hill of thisissue.”

Polite, barely perceptible smiles spread around the room. The DCI had just stated that the intelligence
community had cobwebbed the anti-Iragi forces. There were enough pro-lragi factions on the Hill to
schedule hearings that would last until Saddam died of old age.

"Consequently, the actual agendafor today isto consider Ms. Vandeventer's reports on possible misuse
of agriculturd funds by Irag. If you'll open the envelopein front of you, you will seethe history of this
particular question. In February, Ms. Vandeventer was on a briefing team for our agricultural attachéto
Baghdad. After finishing her report she added her concerns about the distribution and gpplication of the
Food for Peace grants. Word made itsway up the chain to the ambassador, who communicated her
concern to the secretary of state.” He looked around and saw that there was nobody there yet from
State. "Mr. Baker consdered it important that that concern in turn be communicated to the President. Dr.
Millikan, will you continue the story?'

Millikan cleared histhroat. "1 hate thistime of year in Washington. The dlergies set off ariver in my
head." The assembled directorsindicated their sympathy. Betsy, the only one standing, began to notice
that her nose was running, too. Shefdt asneeze building.

"Asyou know," Millikan continued, "the making of middle-eastern policy isadifficult task. We count
heavily on you to help us. We know of your difficulty because of the devagtation of our HUMINT
resources after the Iranian Embassy takeover and the desth of Colonel Buckley.

"Thegod of our policy issmple. Itisto keep Iranin check. Their brand of 1damic fundamentalism, their
population and resource base, and their terrorist network around the world congtitute a clear and
continuous thresat to us and to our new Soviet colleaguesin Central Asia. As unplessant asit may be, we
have only one counterweight to Iran, and that is Irag and the thestrical Saddam Hussain.”

Hisface began to redden. "It's tough enough to handle the Isragli |obby and their pressures, and the
liberdsand their bitching about George's lack of vison, and the presswith their sniping attacks. But when
we get sandbagged by bottom-fish analysts, thisistoo much. We have to be on the same page! Isthat
clear?'

The exdted directors around the table were taking atongue-lashing from the White House. Betsy
watched this passvely, much as she might be watching C-Span a home. She knew that she wasthe
object of thisattack, but she didn't fed asif she werein the sameroom. Millikan talked more and more
and began to turn red and pound the table as he lashed out at incompetent underlings, didoyal
subordinates, and the hel plessness of government to clean out bad employees. He then stood up and
pointed directly a Betsy, who imagined hersalf as Joan of Arc, tied to the stake, smoke curling up into
her inflamed nasal passages--

She sneezed. It was agood one. It came out when Millikan, like Pavarotti going for ahigh C, was ready
to drive his point home. A long thread of mucus flew out over her upper and lower lip, and everyonein
the room looked away from her. She fumbled for a Kleenex.



The room was paralyzed. The deputy director of Operations blurted, "Gesundheit.”
Betsy said, "Sorry."

Millikan had logt histrain of thought. He could not sustain his anger at anyone this pathetic. He could only
shake hishead in disbelief and ook helplesdy & the DCI.

"I'd liketo thank Dr. Millikan for hisingghts and for histypicaly acute analysis of aserious problemin
policy formation. Ms. Vandeventer. Y ou have been our guest here for the past week. I'm sorry you're
fedling poorly--as soon as you've got yoursdlf together, could we see your report?”

"Of course. Maggie, would you passthese out?' Betsy said, dumping the hegp of bindersin front of the
crippled dragon lady. Hume had fully recovered her composure, and she hobbled around the table
chearfully dispensing the copies.

Betsy began. "Theleve of classfication for thisbriefing is FOUO--for officid use only.”
"What? Nothing important is FOUO," said one of the suits.

"If I may continue," Betsy appealed to the DCI.

"Go ahead."

"I will welcome questions or requests for elucidation at the end of my presentation.”

She then read her paper on soybean markets, present and future, in Southwest Asia. As she patiently
explained that there was a hedthy market for American soybeans, if the U.S. could keep the Indians
from entering the market, the men around the table began to mutter and ook across at each other. Their
gaffersin chairs around the edge of the room began to growl in sympathetic response.

Millikan finally brokein. ™Y ou know goddamned well that thisis not what you're here for. Y ou're hereto
expand on the line you gave the attaché about Saddam using our Ag funds for improper purposes.”

"Oh, gir, that's not what | was tasked for. | was dedlt with harshly by my branch chief, Mr. Howard
King, who has since received a promation for his good work. He told me forcefully never to exceed my
task again, never again to mention anything outside my job of tracing commodities flow. I'm doing some
interesting work on the lentil market now. Would you like to hear something about lentils?"

"Y ou mean that you won't discuss your notions of improper Iragi use of USG funds?’

"With al due respect, sir, | cannot exceed my task. Now, if you gentlemen would like to contact my
branch and task me to pursue Iragi use of USG funds, | would be glad to. But I'm surethat you dl are
congdering that.”

Millikan interrupted, softly and dowly. "Then why did you tell the attaché that Mr. Hussein was misusing
USG funds? Don't play stupid with me."

"| told him that he had misused funds because part of the allocation was to be adirect cash transfer, after
Baghdad initided the agreement, to Soo Empire Grain in exchange for eight hundred thousand tons of
soybeans. Mr. Hussein bought coffee from Brazil instead. At that point it ceased to be part of my task.”

Millikan sensed there was no reason to continue the discussion, turned to Gates, and said, "I'm pleased
that the branch chief instructed Ms. Vandeventer on proper procedure. Please send my commendation to
hisfile"" He sent onelong, chilly glarein Betsy's direction until she broke eye contact in favor of staring



down at the podium.

The DCI looked around the room and asked, "Are there any other questionsto be asked of Ms.
Vandeventer before she goes back to the Castleman Building?'

There were none. The NSC had been bought off. They put their knives away. There would be no
ritualistic blood sacrifices. The DCI motioned Margaret Hume over and asked, "Would you show Ms.
Vandeventer to my office?I'd like to talk with her after thisisover.”

"Thank you for your report,” said the Operations head with barely conceded amusement. He knew afog
job when he saw one.

"You'redead in thisbusiness,” Mrs. Hume said, leading her down the corridor. "Y ou might as well
outprocess right now while you've still got abreath in your body. Y ou also owe me apair of shoes."

Betsy took aseat in the DCI's office, looking out over the trees of McL ean down toward the Potomac.
Off to the south she thought she could see the top of the Washington Monument.

"Did you hear me?' asked Mrs. Hume.

"Sorry about the shoe," Betsy said absentmindedly, "but | am aclumsy person. Could you get me acup
of coffee? Black, please."

Hume hissed in adeep breath, asif preparing to shoot flames from her mouth, and then almost
whiplashed when she heard her bosss voice right behind her: "That sounds good. Get onefor me, too,
Maggie. Thanks so much."”

The DCI came over and sat behind hisdesk. He did not seem angry, just professiondly neutrd. "Quite a
performance. Y ou had at least Six long knives coming after you, and if Millikan had drawn blood, you
would have been daughtered.”

"Why didn't you do something? Why put me through this?*

"Thereis an inherent and unstoppable bureaucratic dynamic. It'samost viscerd. Y our onesmple
comment to the attaché had an impact like ahand grenade. If one GS-eleven can figure things out, then
how do you explain the need for dl this?' With hisleft hand he indicated the central compound. 1 know
that | can count on your discretion, but we're going to take a pounding on our misread of the Sovs over
the past ten years. | came on the watch fairly late in the game, and there are bureaucratic and political
momentathat | can't even begin to touch.”

"I don't mean to be naive, but isn't thisastupid way to get things done?’
"Yes, but it'sal wevegot.”

His secretary camein with the coffee, and he launched into atotally disconnected discussion of the need
to maintain order among the ranks, the importance of the hierarchy, and so on. Sheleft, and he busied
himsdf for amoment with the cream pitcher.

"So everyone saysI'mfinished. Am | finished?"

"Inthelong run, yes," he said. "In the short run you still have an assigned role. It'sall part of that
momentum thing. Go back to the Castleman after lunch--you're acting branch chief now."

They exchanged some completely inconsequentia small talk about 1daho geography. Before she had



lingered long enough to become unwelcome, Betsy excused hersdlf, shook the DCI's hand, walked out
past Hume, past the offices on the seventh floor, wondering if she'd ever be there again. Shetook thelift
down to the first floor, walked out past security, and went to the waiting areato wait for the Blue Bird.

A familiar voice came from a bench near Nathan Hae. "Good morning, madam. How isyour day? Do
you need aride?"

twelve
MAY

HAVING GROWN up in the explosvely fecund Dhont household, Desiree already knew more about
parenting than Clyde ever would. Intimidatingly enough, she had launched into a concerted research
program, buying or borrowing dozens of advanced baby-management books, surging out way beyond
her former level until she vanished over Clyde's horizon.

Some of the baby books were well-worn standards from the Nishnabotna Public Library, and some
were dick new handouts obtained from the Child Development Department. Clyde had once, furtively,
picked up a document while sitting on the pot and begun to peruse it. The language was clear enough
(especidly to one accustomed to the Victorian complexities of Sherlock), and you didn't haveto bea
rocket scientist to get the basic ideas. He scanned through to the end of the book with renewed
confidence. By spending alittle bit more time than usua Stting on the pot and reading these books, he
might, in the fullness of time, surprise and ddlight his spouse by suddenly displaying a hitherto unsuspected
grasp of parentology.

Then he picked up another one and discovered that it contradicted the first one directly. He understood
why Desiree spent so much time on this: you had to get afew hundred of these things under your belt so
that you could sort out the nonsense from the wisdom.

When thelittle one took to waking up in the middle of the night and crying, he found that many wee hours
that normally would have been lost to wasteful deep could now be spent improving his mind, reading the
works of severd august Ph.D.'sin Baby Science. All of them held diametrically opposed opinions about
how to get your baby to deep at night, and al of them had blindingly impressive academic credentials, S0
sorting out truth from fiction was not asmple task.

He had one smd| advantage: namely, that in the course of hiswork he routingly came into contact with
Ph.D.'sfrom the university. Ph.D.'s, he had found, did not seem so intimidating after you had
jump-started their cars, got their cats out of trees, and arrested afew of them for beating up their Ph.D.
wives. So he went directly to the content.

It seemed like agood bet that if the writer of such abook was afool, thisfact would be bound to come
out somewherein its severa hundred pages. Like afeckless student shoplifting hisway through an
academic year a EIU, afool writing abook would be bound to screw up somewhere dong the line.
Clyde read the books with the rel entless penetrating scrutiny of a detective, not looking for information so
much as evidence. The presence of ascreaming baby in his near vicinity concentrated his mind and gave
him akind of judicid darity of thought; finding an interna contradiction or even abadly written sentence,
he would snap it shut, with a popping noise like the bang of agave, and Frishee it across the carpet into
thergect pile. Findly he was beginning to find his nichein this parenting thing. Desiree was too soft and
accepting; sheread dl of this contradicting stuff and tried to give dl of it afar hearing. But he had more
of an unyidding Old Testament approach and did not hesitate to cast sugpect materiasinto the Lake of
Fire.



Over the course of many such nocturnal research sessions he was able to narrow the field of baby-deep
experts down to one guy, aPh.D. from back East. Clyde liked this guy because he seemed clearheaded
and was not overly sentimental. He got the sense that thisguy was giving it to him straight. What the guy
said was that babies had to learn how to go to deep on their own, and that if you rocked them or bottled
them to deep, they'd never learn how. In other words: |et the baby cry. Sooner or later it'll figure out how
to go to deep onitsown.

Thiswas agood theory. There was only one problem: the guy said you weren't supposed to let them cry
until they were four months old. Maggie had been bornin March.

That waswhy Clyde spent alot of April and May driving around with Maggiein the Murder Car a three
and four o'clock in the morning. Driving in the car was the only way he had yet found to calm the kid
down; and if it didn't work, at least his neighbors wouldn't know about it.

It was useful in another way, too: it gave him plenty of time to think about the last hours of Marwan
Habibi'slife.

The Rotary had finally spat Habibi's body out |ast week, badly decomposed and half-eaten by fish. He
was il wearing aleather jacket, whose pockets had been filled with gravel from the boat ramp, but his
body had bloated to the point where it floated in spite of thisimprovised attempt to weigh it down. Clyde
hed, naturaly, been given thejob of hauling the remains out of the spillway box while Kevin Mullowney
stood on top of the dam inanimbus of TV light, looking tough but concerned. Clyde had accompanied
the body bag down to the office of the Forks County coroner, Barnabas Klopf, M.D., who had stirred
through the remainswhile Clyde loitered in the background, trying to find something elseto look at.
Clyde had seen afew bodies but never anything like what was |eft of Marwan Habibi.

"Aw, damn," Clyde said, reading alabel on adrawer. "What's Kathy Jacobson doing here?”
"She'sdead,” Barney Klopf said.

"I'm sorry to hear that." Mrs. Jacobson had been afixture at the Lutheran church that Clyde had attended
until his marriage to Desiree had forced him to become a papist. "When did she pass avay?'

"Just yesterday. Had aheart attack in the kitchen while she was making lutefisk."

Clyde didn't say anything, but he felt some satisfaction at this; if Kathy Jacobson could have picked a
time and aplaceto die, it would certainly bein her kitchen making lutefisk.

"Mdlory Brown," Clyde said, continuing to browse the drawers. Mallory was a black Korean War vet
who aways carried the flag in the Veteran's Day parade.

"Two days ago. Stass Ashmaticus."
"Who's Rod Weller?' Clyde asked, coming to another drawer.
"Lawyer from Davenport. Y esterday. Heart attack while bow-hunting for carp.”

Barney was running for redection, also on the GOP date, and so when hefinished the autopsy, for the
firg timein his career Clyde actudly gained some benefit from being affiliated with the Republican party:
he was the first person to know about the coroner's report, which stated that Marwan Habibi had
probably died asthe result of having his head staved in by severa blows from aheavy bladdike
implement, not unlike an oar. Clyde announced this fact to awaiting camera crew when he exited the
building. But it probably did him as much harm as good; it just reminded everyone about the rowboat.



Clyde droveto Lincoln Way, headed east through the industrid flatlands of east Nishnabotna and
through the strip malls on the periphery of town. The colored lights seemed to hold Maggie's attention
and stun her into momentary silence, or maybe she was smply looking straight out thewindshield at the
gaactic magnificence of the Star-Spangled Truck Stop, whose giant electronic signboards could be seen
for miles away; they had been specifically engineered to wake up even deeply dumbering truckerson
[-45 and give them ample time to decelerate and take the Nishnabotna exit.

Once past the Star-Spangled Truck Stop, they were plunged instantly into total darkness. The boundary
between city and farm was abrupt in this part of theworld, and strip-mall parking lotstypicaly ended in
cornfields.

Heading south on 1-45, they clipped through the southern extremity of Nishnabotna before crossng the
lowaRiver. AlImost immediately, Clyde took the exit for New 30, which took off west-northwest across
empty cornfields and the occasiond tiny cluster of houses until it joined up again with Old 30, akaLincoln
Way. At this point Clyde would veer off onto aramp, dow the Murder Car way down, and hang ahard
right, bringing it al the way around to an easterly heading on Lincoln Way. Thisintersection was shared
by aused-car dedlership, a Casey's minimart, and a down-at-the-heels roadhouse that seemed to change
ownership every few months. Or at least that had been the pattern until last year, when acouple of
women had bought it and turned it into a cowgirl bar--the sort of cowgirl bar where cowboys were about
as welcome as diamondback rattlesnakes. The place was popular among women affiliated with the
university. But Nishnabotnans had heard about it and liked to titillate themselves by gossiping about who
had been sighted there.

One night, finding that the gas needle was on empty and that Maggie was not deeping anyway, Clyde
stopped at the Casey'sfor afill-up and acup of coffee. As hetopped off the tank, squeezing the trigger
to fire additional quart or half-gallon bursts of gasohol down the pipe, he heard loud Patsy Cline music
spilling out of an open door on the side of the cowgirl bar. Looking up at the sound, he saw a couple of
cowgirls sharing an amorous moment againgt the sdewall of the building. One of them had her back to
Clyde; she had long blond hair and looked like a college student. Her friend was leaning back against the
wall of the bar and had grown-up hair, frosted and set. It was Grace Chandler, who, along with her
husband--local sports legend and defrocked broadcaster Buck Chandler--had sold Clyde his apartment
building. She was a vivacious and pleasant woman, smarter than her husband. She had always seemed
sad to Clyde, until now.

From the Casey's, Clyde could drive dl the way through the middle of Wapsipinicon and Nishnabotna on
Lincoln Way, agtretch of road lousy with stoplights. At thistime of night no carswere activeto trip the
sensors buried in the road, and so the lights were running on automatic program. Aslong as he hewed to
the speed limit, Clyde could drive dl the way through those thirty-two stoplights without stopping or even
dowing down. When he sensed that he wasriding awave, he would smply set the vehiclés cruise
control at thirty-five and keep the station wagon aimed straight down the center of the road.

But occasiondly some nocturna driver would pull up on across street and trip the sensor, throwing the
entire chain of traffic lightsinto astate of chaos. Since the land wasflat and Lincoln Way was straight, al
of the lights, for milesinto the distance, were visible a once. The resultswere dmost papable. Clyde
could see the headlights of theinterloper, lurking in the Sde Street, and he could watch the lights turning
red in chain reaction up and down the length of the street.

Attached to each light was an gpparatus that conssted of alittle eectronic box with along, narrow tube
gticking out of it in each direction, pointing down the street. Recessed way back in each tubewasa
photocell. The photocell stared up the tube, looking at the street with tunndl vision.



Emergency vehiclesall had strobe lights tuned to flash at a particular frequency. When the photocell
noticed such alight, it would trip the stoplight and make it turn green. Thiswas how emergency vehicles
were able to scream up and down the length of Lincoln Way even at rush hour without ever encountering
ared light.

Whenever Clyde saw lights beginning to turn red on Lincoln Way in the middle of the night, he would
reach down and wrap hisfingers around the knob that controlled the station wagon's headlights. He
would jerk the knob back and forth severa times, rapidly flashing the headlights, and asif by magic, lights
would turn green, in chain reaction, dl the way down the length of Lincoln Way, dl the way (heimagined)
to the East Coast, and he would glide by in the big station wagon, glancing at the interlopers stopped at
the cross dtreets, glaring at him suspicioudy.

Once he found himself stopped at ared light anyway, because he was thinking so hard about Marwan
Habibi that he had forgotten to flash the lights. He glanced at the cross street to see who the hell was out
at three o'clock in the morning, screwing up the preordained behavior of thetraffic lights. It wasa
powerful, jacked-up Trans Am belonging to one Mark McCarthy, amisdemeanor speciadist whom
Clyde had arrested on severa occasions. The Trans Am was departing an especidly inexpensive
neighborhood of Nishnabotna, where he was known to live, from timeto time, with his common-law wife
and occasiona children.

Someone--or something--was definitely in the passenger seat next to Mark McCarthy. But Clyde was
unableto tell who, or what, it was until McCarthy pulled forward and made aleft turn directly in front of
him. Looking in through the windows of McCarthy's Trans Am at close range, Clyde was clearly ableto
make out a pale-pink baby seat with an infant strapped in it, wrapped in its fuzzy blanket deeper, sucking
on afresh bottle.

The key witnesswas Vandeventer, who had seen Marwan Habibi carried out of the lab early on the
same night he had been murdered (the same night that the rowboat had been stolen). VVandeventer had
got agood look at Marwan and was sure that his skull had been intact at that point--and, indeed, there
could belittle doubt of this, because the damage observed by Barney Klopf during the autopsy had been
severe, and obvious even to Barney, anotorious abuser of pharmaceutical substances.

Vandeventer had ID'd the other Arab students who had been present at the party in Lab 304, and all of
them had been interviewed--but their words were taken with agrain of sdt, because dl of them were
suspects. The students agreed that after leaving Lab 304 they had proceeded to a house, where Habibi
had woken up and continued with the cel ebration.

Fingerprints were lifted from the rowboat and the fatal oar and matched with those of one Sayed
Ashrawi, who was one of the sudents ID'd by VVandeventer. Further interviews with the other students
established that, at about one o'clock in the morning, Ashrawi had volunteered to take Marwan Habibi
home--he was relatively sober, the designated driver of the bunch, and Habibi had once again lapsed into
incoherence. After that neither Ashrawi nor Habibi had been seen until eight o'clock the next morning,
when Ashrawi had shown up for ameeting of aloca Idamic students group. But alook at Ashrawi's
credit-card statement showed that he had purchased gasoline at an Exxon near Lake PlacMor at fivein
the morning.

All of the other students had aibis. Ashrawi was arrested and even now languished in the Forks County
Jal, refusing to eat the unclean jailhouse food and praying to Meccafive times aday asthe other inmates
flung cursesa him.



Clyde didn't dare say so in public, but he was pretty sure that Ashrawi was an innocent man.

thirteen

SAVING A hundred million lives, or at least believing that he had done so, was not half-bad for aman
who had begun lifein abootlegger's hut in the hills of M cCurtain County, Oklahoma. Arthur Larsen's
father had taught him one lesson and one lesson only: how to dodge. How to circumvent the bizarre and
meaningless hurdles that were congtantly thrown in on€e's path by Authority. And, where dodging wasn't
possible, how to jump through the unavoidable hoops with the absol ute minimum of effort.

It was an idedl philosophy of life for abootlegger, but Arthur Larsen found that it worked even better in
the academic world--even as early as grade school. He was vaedictorian of his high-school class, not
because he was the smartest but because he had sussed out the system and had no qualms about
manipulating it. Hefound hisway to Oklahoma State University, where he worked afull-time job and il
managed to complete the B.S. and vet-med requirementsin six years. His record was so outstanding that
Corndl gave him afull E-ticket ridefor his Ph.D. studiesin veterinary pathology.

By this point he was doing serious science. Y ou couldn't fake that. But aslong as that one rule was
followed, you could dodge within that system aswell as any other. Larsen developed a shrewd sense of
just how little substance you could put into aresearch paper and till get it published. Hisfirgt efforts
were not well received, but he kept cranking them out anyway, and after afew years the minuscule flakes
of databegan to pileinto drifts. By the time he got his Ph.D., the snow job was complete. He moved to
Eastern lowa University and, having conquered the research racket, turned his attention full-time to what
would become his crowning achievement: supreme mastery of the black art of grantsmanship.

And where grants weren't enough, he found other ways of making money. Larsen and the lowa State
treasurer ran afour-hundred-head herd of Black Angus as an experiment, sold the proceeds--sans
taxation--and cleared asmall fortune. By the time 1990 had rolled around, Arthur Larsen had raised two
monuments to his achievements: one, the Scheidelmann Agri Science Research Center, and two, a
research park south of town that served as home for two dozen small high-tech start-ups. At least haf
were spin-offs of Larsen-sponsored research and had Larsen on their board of directors. The research
park was asmdl masterpiece in and of itsdf; it was built with state money on university land and lavished
with tax bresks and sweetheart |oans by the state legidators, whom Larsen herded through the placelike
so0 many Black Angus, dazzling them with visions of aSilicon Barnyard.

What he could do within the framework at EIU hedid at Scheidelmann, and what he couldn't hedid in
his spin-offs. These were the two pillars of the Larsen colossus, afabuloudy complex web that occupied
asgx-person law firm full-time just to keep dl the taxes paid and al the important laws more or less
unbroken.

Kevin Vandeventer had plenty of timeto review these factsand gatisticsin hismind ashe sat inthe
waiting room of Professor Larsen's office suite one morning in early May, waiting for aten A.M.
gppointment that kept getting pushed back, five and ten and fifteen minutes at atime. He was dowly
working hisway up aqueue conssting of some haf adozen other graduate students--all South Asans
and Africans. Each of them, including Kevin, was responsible for some of Larsen's grant money--haf a
million here, three million there. Each was responsible for making sure that those dollars were
reprocessed and converted into a certain number of published research papers, and, wherever possible,
press rel eases extolling the lifesaving benefits of modern agricultura technology. Each had to check in
with Larsen every few weeks and brief him on recent progress. Larsen tended to schedule dl such
appointmentsin ablock so that he could sacrifice awhole day to it and keep other days free for golfing
with the board of regents, piloting his Beecheraft to Taos, hornswoggling venture capitdidts, taping



interviews with national news programs, or jetting off to Chinaor Indiato be feted by the highest
echelons of those governments. Those things were the fun part of being the Rainmaker. Managing these
grants, and grinding out Ph.D.'s, were like the compul sory figuresin an ice-skating competition.

There was not much friendly smdl talk in the waiting room. These people had been sent there because
they were smart, not because of their socia skills. Many of them were probably competing againgt each
other for the pool of grant money hauled down by the Rainmaker, and those who weren't might be from
nations that were mutualy hostile, or even at war.

The receptionist's intercom chirped. Kevin blinked and tried to shake off the midafternoon lethargy; he
was at the top of the queue. The receptionist poke on the phone for afew moments, looking straight
through Kevin, and then hung up. "He gpologizes again--acal just camein from New Delhi that he
absolutely hasto take--just afew more minutes.”

Kevin made himsdf comfortable and did not fret about it. Hisrolein life wasto get shunted from one
grant to the next, apawn on Larsen's giant board, filling whatever roles Larsen needed filled at the
moment. Now it was hisroleto wait.

Asacasein point, he had, sometimein the early part of 1989, been written in as aresearch assstant on
athree-hundred-thousand-dollar NSF grant. He didn't know this during the life of the grant. He had first
become aware of it acouple of months ago, when he had received a W-2 form claiming he had been
paid twenty-five thousand dollars that he had, in fact, never received.

He had gone to Larsen's comptroller, who worked in downtown Waps pinicon, at the law firm that
handled his affairs. He had pointed out, with al due respect, that he shouldn't have to pay taxeson
money he had not received. He had done this, held thought, with great good humor, thinking that the
whole absurd situation might be good for a chuckle. But the bookkeeper wasn't amused--he wasn't even
surprised.

"Do you have atax man?' the bookkeeper said.
Kevinlaughed. "Heck, no. My taxes are so smple, I--"

"Y ou do now," the bookkeeper said. "Bring me al your other W-twas, ten ninety-nines, business
expenses, and so forth, and I'll take care of it."

"Take care of it?'

"I'll make sure that your tax return isfiled properly, and ontime,” the bookkeeper said, dowly and
clearly. "And the taxes on this'--he wiggled the mysterious W-2--"will not trouble you."

"Dr. Larsen will seeyou now," the receptionist said.

Kevin scrambled to hisfeet, snatched up hislaptop, and strode down the marble-lined corridor to
Larsen's office, abasketball-court-sized room in the corner of the building with a 180-degree view over
the Wapsipinicon Valey and the EIU campus. The wallsthat were not made of windows were lined with
honorary plaques, and with autographed photos of Larsen hobnobbing with secretaries of agriculture,
Nobel prizewinners, and foreign heads of state.

He had done these meetings before--he knew the drill. Firgt of dl, thirty seconds of chummy smal talk
with the Rainmaker. After that somekind of internal darm went off in Larsen'sheed, hiseyes glazed
over, and he became clipped and distracted. If you saw it coming, and got down to brass tacks before
Larsen had time to becomeirritated, you were golden.



Today, though, was alittle different: there was an unusua item on the agenda.
"ThisHabibi thing," Larsen said. "Y ou've handled that well so far. Nicework."
Kevin shrugged. " Cops asked me questions, | told them the truth.”

Larsen gave him awink and aknowing chuckle, which Kevin found disturbing. Y ou've handled it well,"
he repeated. "DA wants to throw the book at Ashrawi and keep him down at Fort Madison until he dies
of old age. Looks like helll probably just be deported instead--then he'sthe Iragis problem.”

"Uh, | think that Ashrawi is Jordanian."

Larsen sared fixedly a Kevin for afew moments. "All those borders are bullshit--drawn by imperiadists
in the recent past. So don't waste my time quibbling about whether he's Iragi or Jordanian or Kuwaiti or
what have you. All | want isfor him to go back over there and not trouble me and my operations again.
And if you hear any hints or rumors about further developmentsin this case, you come to mefirst--you
understand? We've dodged a bullet here, but we can't afford to let down our guard just yet."

It hadn't occurred to Kevin that they had dodged any bullets. A murder had happened, the bad guy was
injall. But he could see Larsen's point. Thiskind of thing could have serious repercussionsfor Larsen's
finely tuned PR operations.

"Out withit!" Larsen snapped.
"I've had acouple of vistsfrom Clyde Banks-one just yesterday,” Kevin said.

"Clyde Banks? What the hdll is he doing coming here?* Asapillar of theloca GOP, Larsen knew very
well who Clyde Banks was.

"He was asking me about some of the detailsin my statement to the detectives.”
"Which details?'

"Well, for example, when the others were carrying Marwan out of the lab, one of them said, in English,
‘Don't bang Marwan's head.’ Clyde was asking me about that."

"What kind of questions was he asking?"

"He wanted to know whether the Arab students normally talked to each other in English, or if they
normally spoke Arabic."

"And you told him?'
Kevin shrugged. "l said normally they spoke Arabic.”
Larsen'sface began to turn red.

"But,"” Kevin hastened to add, "I mentioned that there were many didects of Arabic, and soif Arab
Sudents from different countries were trying to communicate, they might occasondly lapseinto English.”

Larsen took adeep breath. "Y ou did good. Y ou did good.” Larsen swung his chair around ninety
degrees and looked out the window. "Clyde ask any other goddamn questions?”’

"He was curious about the habits of the Arab students. Such as, Was it normal for them to drink acohol ?
And | said that they drank on occasion. Um, he asked whether they normally left door 304 open. | said



no, but they were having a party that night, so maybe they Ieft it open to get some fresh air. And he sort
of poked around my lab for alittle.”

"What do you mean, ‘ poked around'?’

Kevin shrugged. "He'sjust curious. Most people have never been insde aworking laboratory. |
remember he noticed that | had abox of latex surgica glovesin my drawer, and he asked me whether
that was acommon thing."

"Shit," Larsen said, and spent afull minute staring out the window in sllence.
"Wdl," Larsenfindly sad, "your research.”
Kevin stepped forward to place two documents on Larsen's desk: athin one and athick one.

"Thethin oneismosily graphics,” Kevin said. "If you flip through it, itll give you agenerd sense of the
key milestones weve passed and the key chdlengesweface." "Milestones' and "chalenges' were two of
the primary Larsen buzzwords. "Thethick one is a complete report on the progress of the research to
date, for your files."

Larsen picked up the thin one and opened it. A loose sheet of paper did out into hislap. "That's kind of
like the executive summary of the executive summary,” Kevin explained. "A bullet chart of milestonesand
challenges, and some back-of-the-envel ope cal cul ations on the body uncount.”

"Body uncount” was the ultimate L arsen buzzword. He had become obsessed with it during the run-up to
the National Geographic article, when he had spent many along night and weekend cracking the whip
over his graduate students, getting them to work up an estimate of how many lives he had saved, which
they could feed to the university public-relations department, which could feed it in turn to the reporter
who was writing the article. So the body uncount had officidly started five years ago a around hundred
million and had been climbing steadily since then. It was now a part of standard operating procedure with
al of the Rainmaker's projects that his lieutenants had to keep a running tab on the body uncount as they
went dong--how many livesthey could save by developing and implementing whatever new ideathey
wereworking on. Anything less than ten million was consdered not worth the overhead.

The number on the summary sheet was twenty-five million. Larsen pulled aface and nodded
gopreciaivdy, then flipped through the thin document. "Holy cow," he blurted, and flipped through it
again. The graphics were computer generated, three-dimensional, in vivid color.

Kevin shrugged. "I was playing with some new graphics packages on my Mac. Hooked it up to acolor
printer down at Kinko's. Hope you don't think it'stoo, uh--"

"Toowhat?' Larsen said.
Kevin had gone and got himself into atight spot. He squirmed and said nothing.

"It looksfineto me. Hell, it looks better than fine," Larsen said. "Thisisexactly why | like you, Kevin, is
that in addition to being afine scientist you have a creetive flair--you can actualy communicate your
results. Believe you me, that isan unusud trait.”

"Thank you, Dr. Larsen."

A phone cal came through. Larsen picked up the handset and said, "Y ep," six timesin arow, then hung
up. "By theway," he said, leaning forward and lowering his voice, "thanks for being understanding on the
tax thing and for not making waves. It was a bookkeeping screwup.”



Oneof Larsen'sflock of secretaries scurried in and gave him aletter, which he sgned. Then Larsen gave
hisfull attention to Kevin. "When you were waiting to come in here, what kind of folks did you seein the
waiting room?"

"My felow graduate sudents.”

"Notice anything about them?"

"They'redl redly smart.”

"C'mon, man, what color were they?"

Kevin shrugged uneesily. "A variety of browns."

"Do you redize that you're the only American doing work for me?'
"Well, no, but now that you mentionit . . ."

"The shithead high-school system in this country produces such wretched products that the universities
have to spend dl their time bringing them up to what used to be a senior in high school in Little Dixie.
After thisburst of eloquence Larsen shut down for aminute or so, took another cryptic phone call, stood
up, and looked out the window. "Kevin," he said, "I want you to be my specia assstant.”

Kevin had no ideawhat that meant; he imagined fetching coffee, or running acopy machine. "What do
you want meto do?"

"Run the shop for me here when I'm in Washington, or go to Washington in my place when I'm running
the shop.”

Kevin laughed nervoudy. "Dr. Larsen. What do you mean, ‘ run the shop?'

"Oh, come on, now. Y ou sit here and you ook at three things: milestones, challenges, and body uncount.
Y ou've got that down pat, it'sdl right there!" Heflicked hisfingersat Kevin's summary sheet. Then he
took astep closer to Kevin and lowered hisvoice. "Look, let's not bullshit around. My Asan kidsare
firg-rate. They're great scientists. But | can't send them back to work the Hill, the NSF, Ag. But
yOu--you're young, personable, you know your science, you can make pretty graphs, and, not to put too
fineapoint onit, you're awhite man who spesks English. Will you do it?'

"But | haven't finished my dissertation.”

Larsen blinked in surprise. HEd forgotten about this. Then he heaved abig sigh and rolled his eyes. He
had deep-set farmer's eyes surrounded by creases--such a pale shade of blue they were dmost gray.
Those eyes glanced up and to one side as he called upon his obstacle-dodging skills, which had never yet
faled him.

Aninspiration struck. He walked back to his desk and picked up the thick document: Bovine
Transmission of Heavy-Metals Pollution Through the Food Chain: Recent Progress. Heflipped
through it, pausing to look over some of the graphs and charts, and spent aminute or so scanning the

bibliography.

"Thiswill do. It'sacontribution. Giveit to Janie to put in dissertation form. We've got asoftware
package to do that somewhere."

"Excuseme, Dr. Larsen?'



"Submit it. | need you to be aPh.D. We can have the grad school waive the deadline requirements. |
need you now."

Three weekslater Dr. Kevin Vandeventer, Ph.D., stepped out of the Courthouse Metro Stationin
Arlington, Virginia, agarment bag dung over hisback and a plastic Hy-Vee grocery sack dangling from
one hand. He walked down Clarendon and arrived at the Bellevue Apartments afew minutes later. He
dialed his sster's gpartment and got lucky: Cassie answered the phone; the surprise was preserved. She
buzzed himin.

In the eevator he pulled his Ph.D. robes, mortarboard, and hood from the grocery bag and put them on
over histraveling clothes. Thus attired, he marched mgestically down the halway. Casse was waiting for
him by the door; when she got aload of his outfit, she let out ahoot and began giggling.

"What's going on?" Betsy asked.
"Betsy, come here! Y ou've got a distinguished vistor.”

Betsy came out of the bedroom and flinched involuntarily when she saw theimposing creaturein the
robe. When she recognized her little brother's face, she was ddlighted, and when she saw the cardind,
green, and harvest-gold Ph.D. hood, she was floored. She amost knocked him over with ahug. "Why
didn't you tdl me?’

Helooked away awkwardly. "It happened pretty fast. How you doing, Bets?'

Tears gorang out and trailed down her face, making him feel even more awkward. "When did this
happen?' Shelet go of him, stepped away, and caught adeep breath. "1'm so proud. Have you told the
folks?'

"Thought we would call from here. They can come out for the forma hooding next month. Larsen takes
about ahaf hour to process his people through.”

Cassie stood back wide-eyed, like akid at Halloween who had just seen agoblin costume for the first
time. "Dr. Idaho," she said, then dropped suddenly to the floor and crawled up under his robes.

"L et me unzip thisthing so you don't suffocate," Kevin said, avkward and unnerved. Cassie's head
popped out of the neck opening, next to Kevin's, and the picture that Betsy saw was one that she'd
remember for life.

"Stay right there," she shouted as sheran for her little camera.
"My plessure," Kevin said, hugging Casse.

Betsy came back and snapped shots from various angles. "'I'm gonnamake sure Dad gets an
eleven-by-sixteen of this."

Cassie began to note that Kevin was not letting go. "Well! Give aman aPh.D. and suddenly he takes
prerogatives!” she said. "Excuse me, Doc, but my people have got something about getting caught by
peoplein robes.” Kevin let her go and she dipped out. Kevin wasin agtate of bliss.

"Let's pop that bottle of champagne we bought for Betsy's promotion,” Cassie said.
"Sounds good,” Kevin said.



"l said, for Betsy's promotion,” Cassie said, getting alittle provoked.
"Oh. Y ou mean thefifth-year poly thing?"

"My boss got transferred out,” Betsy said, "and Cassie's making abig deal out of the fact that I've been
made acting branch chief."

"Branch chief in the Company! Pretty good for a potato picker," Kevin said tepidly. Betsy could tell her
brother was atrifle deflated at 1osing the spotlight.

Cassie aimed the bottle through the open bal cony doors and launched the cork toward the Pentagon with
asatisfying explosion. She poured the Sovetskoe Champanskoe Vino into the jelly glasses--everything
elsewas il drying in the dishwasher. "A toast to Dr. Kevin and Officer Betsy." They drank the sweet
champagne down, agreed that it was just fine, and had another round instantly.

"Takeit easy, Doctor boy," Casse said in mock darm, watching Kevin suck it down. "My dad told me
theré's nothing so quick and fun as a champagne high or as quick and nasty as achampagne low."

The champagne high lasted for severa hours, or maybe they had other reasons to be in agood mood.
Casse cdled Domino's and ordered a pizza. Twenty-five minutes later the doorbell rang, and Cassie
returned from the front door with two fresh, hot pizzas and a young woman--their neighbor from down
the hallway. Betsy had made small talk with her in the elevator several times but never invited her in.

"L ook who's hanging around in our hallway," she said. "Thisis Margaret--sorry, | don't even know your
last name.”

"Park-O'Nell," shesaid. "Sorry tointrude," she said to the others, "but thiswoman dragged mein here.”
"You look lonely," Cassie said, "and we got too much pizza and too much champagne.”

Betsy couldn't help noticing that Kevin was very quick to hisfeet to shake Margaret Park-O'Neil's hand.
She had to admit that her brother cut quite afigurein his Ph.D. robes, which, besdes giving him great
authority, seemed to put meat on hislanky bones.

"Sorry, | didn't know it wasaforma,” Margaret said. "Should | go back and dig up mine?"

"Ooh, excuse me! Dr. Park-O'Nell," Cassie said. Shelooked at Betsy. "Y ou and me, we just got to go
out and get oursalves some damn education.”

During the next couple of hoursthe neighbor camein for alot of attention from Betsy's brother. From
gpectating on their conversation Betsy learned that Margaret was half-K orean and haf-American, an
Army brat with adoctorate in East Asan history, working, naturdly, for the CIA. Shewas afunny,
down-to-earth, and likable woman who knew how to wear clothes.

She reminded Betsy strongly of an Asian-American woman Kevin had been deeply in love with for two
years during his college days, whom held brought back to Nampa severa timesto meet the family, and
who had eventudly broken up with him, throwing him into ayear-long funk. She had no doubt that,
whether or not Kevin was conscious of it, he had noticed the resemblance, too.

Margaret stayed for adecent amount of time and then excused hersdlf on the grounds that thiswas a
school night. "Yeah. Timefor dl good little federd employeesto go to bed,” Casse sad, carrying the
pizza boxesinto the kitchen and ramming them into the trash. Kevin went to the broom closet and got out
the deeping bag he dways used when he was there; Betsy rolled it out on the couch and donated her

gpare pillow.



She noticed him standing there looking at her with his eyes glistening. She stepped closer and gravely and
formally shook hishand. "I'm proud of you, Kevin. Congratul ations."

"Let'sgo out on the balcony," Kevin said.

"I'll need awrap," shesaid. "l don't have arobe and hood." She plucked Mom's afghan off the back of
the couch and threw it around hersdlf, then followed her brother out. He was leaning againgt therailing
looking out over the lights of D.C.

"Thisgtill blowsmeaway," hesad.
"What'sthat?'

"D.C. Welanded coming down the Potomac tonight. And like you told me, | sat on the left Side of the
plane, window sest. | can spot the beltway, and when the moon is out like tonight, | can even seethe
cathedra. But the view of the Mal toward the Capitol is so beautiful, | wanted to cry, and tonight | could
see Lincoln's head through the skylight and Jefferson's hand. And then acab ride and here | am with my
sster, who | used to sit with on top of the house looking at the mountains through Dad's old binoculars.”

Betsy fdt hersdf beginning to sober up. A lot of questions were swimming to the top of her mind. "Kevin.
How did this happen so fast?' she asked gently.

"Y ou and me, winding up here?'
"Y ou getting your Ph.D."

Kevinwasfull of himsdf and champagne and the still palpable memory of Margaret Park-O'Nell. Hetold
Betsy aremarkable story. He told her about Professor Arthur Larsen and his empire, how Kevin had,
over the last year, been eevated to the point where he reported directly to the Rainmaker over the heads
of tenured professors. Hetold a very odd story about arogue W-2 form and how Larsen's hotshot
bookkeepers were now looking after histax work. Thiswas the point when Betsy's aarm bells went off.

Kevin was till close enough to hissister to sense her unease. "Don't worry, Bets" he said in atone that
was supposed to be reassuring but came off as condescending. "It al passes audit.”

The champagne crash hit Betsy at that moment. That was one of Howard King's lines. How many
deazebag feds had she heard say that after they bent rules? In how many budget meetings had she heard
the phrase "pushing the envelope, but not so far that we do hard time"? She still remembered one
contractor who had written himsdlf in for forty percent more than had been allowed and said, "'In private
sector | wouldn't do this, but herethey'll never catch it. Never forget, dearie, that the margin for profit is
found in that zone beyond the written law and before the point where the enforcement system kicksin.”

Betsy felt sck. Her brother was now one of them.
"Don't worry, theré's agood reason to do this. We are feeding the world."

And yourselves, too, Betsy dmost said. But she did not. She did not want to spoil her brother's
triumph.

"Oh, there'salot of hypewith Dr. Larsen's body uncount. No oneredlly believes he's saved that many
lives-least of all Dr. Larsen. Y ou have to understand that stuntslike that are necessary--part of how you
do business. But there's some truth there undernegth the hype, Bets. This research does alot of good."

She wastired. Sheld have to deep on his news. She merely reached out, hugged her brother, and held



him as she used to do when Dad would lose histemper and shout that held never amount to anything.
"Watch your step, Kevin," she whispered.

"I will, 9s. Werre along way from Nampa, and sometimesit getsalittle complicated.”

They stayed for another few minutes, watching the MD-80'sand 757's land a Nationd, seeing the lights
reflect on the blossomsthat were still 1eft on the trees, smelling the sweet air of D.C. Then Betsy suddenly
sneezed so loud that an echo came off the apartment building across the way. "Time for bed, bro.
Whatever you're doing here for the Rainmaker, I'm sure you've got to be bright and sparky. Y ou can use
the bathroom after Cassie gets done. Don't forget to hang up your suit.”

They went in. Betsy kissed her brother on the cheek again, told him how proud of him she was, and then
went to bed. But shedid not fal adeep until long after the eastern sky had begun to brighten.

fourteen

ONE MORNING at 3:52, according to the station wagon's dashboard clock, Clyde was cruising
southward aong the Interstate 45 portion of his circuit when he witnessed a one-car accident. A
four-door was coming toward him in the northbound lanes, drawing attention to itself in more than one
way. To begin with, it had its parking lights on, but not its headlights. Second, it was going so fast that
Clyde could tell it was speeding from amile away. It looked asif it must be doing about 120. Third, it
wasweaving lazily from laneto lane, straying well into the left and right shoulders when the driver felt like
claming alittle extraebow room.

Findly it weaved just abit too far to the l€ft, all the way acrossthe paved shoulder. The driver sensed
something was wrong; even from the front Clyde could seeitsbrake lightsflare. Itstires bit dirt, yawing
the car violently into the shoulder. The driver fought with the whed for afew moments asthe car plowed
through the ditch, kicking up dirt and rocks, but finaly it struck aboulder or something and veered
sharply away from the road, erupted over thelip of the ditch, smashed through awirefenceand into a
field of tal corn, which swallowed it up asif it were an actor vanishing through acurtain.

Clyde dowed, pulled over into the right lane, eased the wagon into the median, and executed a perfect
cop turn, rumbling up into the northbound lanes with enough turbulence to bounce Maggie around in her
Sest but not enough to wake her. He followed the skid marks on the pavement to the gouges in the ditch,
and the gouges to the gap in the fence, parked the wagon on the shoulder, and set the emergency
flashers. Hetook aflashlight and some flares out of the glove compartment, fired up the flares, and
tossed them onto the road. He took Maggie, till in her child seat, out of the car, and set her upona
fence post well away from the highway, in case the Murder Car got rear-ended by asemi while he was
invesigating.

The occupants of the car had been lucky that it had not flipped over and suffered much worse damage.
Instead it had remained on its wheels and burned off kinetic energy by boring asurprisingly long tunne
through the corn. Along the way it deposited atrail of Marlboro cartons, like Hansel and Gretel dropping
bread crumbs. Apparently the trunk had been full of them and had popped open as the car had been
wrenched thisway and that in the ditch. As Clyde followed thetrail of white-and-red cartons glowing
brilliantly in the beam of hisflashlight, he could hear low voices conversing. The car'swild trgjectory had
scared him haf out of hiswits, and he wasirked to find that the actua occupants of the car were now
laughing. He could not make out what they were saying, and as he drew closer, heredized that they
were spesking in an unfamiliar language.

"Hello!" hecdled.



The voices became quiet for amoment. "Hyelo?' someone answered carefully.

Finaly he could see the car. They had turned the headlights on, illuminating asolid wall of corn plants,
shoved dl four doors open, knocking down more corn in the process, and had gathered in the car's
wake, which wasthe only clear place they could stand. There were several of them. Clyde twisted the
bezd of hisflashlight to get awide-angle beam and gave the scene a careful 1ook before coming any
closer. It was abig, new Buick LeSabre with aHertz sticker.

He counted five men. All of them were smoking, which struck him as poor judgment in the present
circumstances.

They dl held their cigarettes between thumb and index finger, like darts. They stood there smoking and
bleeding and looking ridiculously nonchalant. One of them stepped forward. He was tall and blond and
had a very thin, hatchetlike face and gray-green eyes. At first glance he looked like ateenager, but as
time went on, Clyde's estimate of his age steadily climbed all the way up to about forty.

"Sheriff," Clyde said.

"Zdraustvui," the man answered. "Thismeans‘ Greetings, friend!" in Russan. | am Vitdy. God bless
you for coming to save us, Mr. Sheriff." He stepped forward and shook Clyde's hand limply.

"Clyde Banks," Clyde said. Heredlized that the odor held been smelling wasn't gasohol from their fuel
tank. It was booze on their bregaths.

Another man came forward with afresh Marlboro carton in each hand, holding them out as gifts. Clyde
politely turned him down.

"How 'bout if we get you guysto the hospitd?* Clyde said.
"Not important, my friend. We go to the airport.” Vitaly tapped hiswatch.
"Theresplenty of time. Theflight to Chicago leavesa eight A.M."

Vitay seemed to find this funny and spoke to his cohortsin Russian. Clyde heard theword "Chicago” in
there and redlized that Vitaly wastrandating. The men al laughed.

"My friend, the flight to Kazakhstan |eaves as soon aswe get to the airport,” Vitaly said.
Clydefindly figured it out at that moment and felt stupid for not having figured it out before.

The Forks County Airport served as home base for an lowa Air Nationa Guard unit that specidized in
heavy transport. Its twelve-thousand-foot runway happened to be perfect for the unbelievably large
Soviet-built trangport planes known as Antonovs, and there were a couple of companiesin Nishnabotna
that occasionally used them. One was Nishnabotna Forge, ninety percent of which had gone out of
businessin the saventies, but which gtill operated asmall production linein one corner of their empty,
echoing plant. They made atype of sted tubing much prized by ail drillersin distant, godforsaken parts of
the globe, who sporadicdly felt afrantic demand for the product. So the Forge would occasiondly cal in
the Antonov, load it with stedl tube, and send it off to the Brooks Range or to Centra Asia. The Antonov
would come larruping across the skies of eastern lowa, triggering tornado sirens and spraying the corn
with afine mist of oily soot, kick out its giant landing gear--multiple long rows of fat black tires-and dam
down on that big runway to pick upitsload.

Clyde had never met or even seen the crew before. It was rumored that they dept on the plane.



"Maybe someone ought to have alook at that before you take off,” Clyde said, nodding at the one with
the crooked arm.

"We must get back to Perestroika,” Vitdy said. "Y ou seg, that isthe name of our arplane, in honor of
Gorbachev. Myi biznesmeny--we are businessmen. We are afraid--your hospital--too expensive.”

Vitaly was not the only person who was worried about hasdes and red tape as the result of this accident.
A bunch of Russians--who crashed arental car and damaged afarmer's property while driving drunk, in
the process of smuggling some cigarettes--the thought of al the reports he would haveto fill out made
Clyde want to swoon.

So heled them out of the cornfield, retrieved his daughter from the fence pogt, flipped down the backseat
of the gtation wagon, and packed the Russansinto its spacious cargo hold. He could hear them making
humorous comparisons between the Murder Car and Perestroika. They carried as many cigarette
cartons as they could and packed them in among their bodies. Vitaly leaned over the seat and made
faces at Maggie and marveled at her perfection while his crew ran back into the cornfield and scavenged
more cigarettes. Clyde took out the first-aid kit Desiree had packed, which was the Size of a suitcase,
and found an inflatable arm splint, which he gpplied to the one crewman's damaged limb, to the
fascination and astonishment of thefliers.

Finally they were ready. He drove them the last two milesto the airport, pulled onto the runway, and
drove up dongside theflank of Perestroika, which loomed as high asthe bluffs of Wapsipinicon. Vitay
ingsted that he and Maggie comeingde for atour. Clyde went in with some trepidation, worrying that
this gang of pirates would close the hatches, take them off to Arabia, and sell them into davery, perhaps
throwing in some Marlboros and sted tubing asfreebies. But dthough Vitaly was manipulative and
blatantly untrustworthy, he was not evil, at least in that kind of spectacular way, and the moment Vitay
had seen Maggie, he had obvioudy decided that he and Clyde werefriendsfor life.

Theinterior of the plane was the most doppy and ramshackle thing Clyde had ever seen; it was aflying
fraternity house, with cases of Soviet brandy and various other forms of contraband stashed everywhere.
The wiring had been patched with lamp cord and duct tape, and everything was greasy with hydraulic
fluid, which had dripped or sprayed from faulty connections and frayed hoses.

On the other hand, it could carry alocomotive thirty-five hundred miles at dmost the speed of sound, so
who was he to knock it?

Just the same, he got well away from the airport before the Antonov took off.

fifteen

LARKIN SCHOENDIENST, professor of Ag Econ at the University of Idaho, and Betsy's mentor,
had, in an earlier life, worked abroad for many years as an agriculturad atachéin various embassies
throughout the Third World.

Actudly, he had been working for the CIA in the Operations Division, and after many adventures, which
he frequently aluded to but aways declined to talk about, he had suffered a breakdown. The Agency
had provided him with a greased path to anice office in Moscow, Idaho, with aview over the
otherworldly landscape of the Palouse Hills, and set him up with 125 percent disability, plushis
professor's sdary, pluswhatever he could pull down selling information and analysis back to the Agency.
He divided histime between afurnished room above someone el se's garage in Moscow, and acondo in
Ketchum astone's throw from the ki lift.



Betsy had arrived in Moscow, Idaho, at the age of twenty-one, fresh from Brigham Y oung, where shed
earned aB.A. in Russian. Larkin Schoendienst had been named as her adviser. He was, by avery wide
margin, the most morally ambiguous person Betsy had ever met. Now that she had her M.A. and wasin
Washington working for the Agency, she understood that nothing was an accident; Schoendienst wasa
procurer for the CIA, and he had taken Betsy under hiswing because she was a Russian-speaking
Mormon from a sheltered home, theidedl candidate for Agency grooming.

So Betsy had alot of qualms about Larkin Schoendienst and was pretty certain that, when he finished
drinking himsdlf to death, he was going straight to hell. But sheloved him anyway. He had encouraged
her, protected her, and, in one long, boozy session at acampus bar the day after she'd been awarded her
degree, he had given her what he called the keysfor surviva in D.C.

"If you want to survive there,” he had said, "never suggest solutions, never take credit, and be abit to the
right of the President--whatever President--because they leave and you stay."

She had shrugged off hiscynicd statements at the time. She thought that the CIA, with its unparalleled
access to everything, would be aneat place to work. And so it was. For awhile. But the more years she
spent there, the more of Schoendiengt'slittle bits of advice came unexpectedly to mind. And after she
was named acting branch chief and moved into Howard King's office, where the telephone still reeked of
his aftershave, the relevance of her adviser's words became clearer every day.

In her first orientation meetings down at the Farm, she had had the notion beat into her that it was not her
job to offer idess. It was her function to be tasked by "downtown.” It was there in the Congtitution: the
elected people, not the civil servants, make policy. "It isnot oursto ask, it isoursto answer.”

That wasthe CIA line, and Betsy came out of the Farm believing it. But astime went on, she
remembered Larkin Schoendienst's take on it: "The people who know the most are not alowed to ask
guestions--or even to make suggestions. The least common denominator setsthe standards. Just wait
until you see Washington, Betsy--these goddamn car salesmen and smdl-town lawyers come into town
every two years not knowing their assfrom aholein the ground, and this enormoudy sophisticated and
powerful and dangerous system isat their mercy. The Agency distortsinformation to fit the half-assed
policiesthey schemeup.”

Shecdled up dl the visarecords from Immigration, combed through them, picking out the student visas,
identified al visas granted to South and Southwest Asian students, and then fed the resultsinto a
cartographic system, making a3-D plot of the information. The result was apicture of the continenta
United States with the topography exactly reversed: the coasts were low plains, and the Great Plains
states were studded with precipitous crags, centered on places like Elton, New Mexico; East Lansing,
Michigan; Stillwater, Oklahoma; Wapsipinicon, lowa

She knew most of those universitieswell; they were the kinds of places where she and her fellow
agro-Americans tended to apply for grad school. Narrowing the search to cover Iragi students only, and
running the cartographic program again, she got asmilar result, with fewer and starker pegks: Auburn,
Colorado State, Texas A& M, Eastern lowa.

During numerous blowing-off-steam sessions over cases of bad zinfandd on the bacony of their
gpartment, Cassie and Betsy had arrived at conclusions smilar to Larkin Schoendiendt's. Cassie, from
her job at the Hoover Building, and Betsy, at the Agency, each had access to certain information that
convinced her that she actualy knew what was going on, at least within the confines of her designated



compartment. They were sworn not to divulge specifics to each other. But they agreed that a any one
time there werein town at least five people, desk officers six levels down from the President, who
actudly knew what was going on.

Therewas no lack of information. The combined forces of the intelligence community--with al its
spectacular satellites, sneaky HUMINT heads, NSA intercepts, independent contractors such as Dr.
Schoendiendt, the never-flagging torrent of governmenta studies and statistics from national and
internationa bodies, privileged information from multinationd firms, and the best mainframes and libraries
in the world--provided dl the information that anybody needed.

Therewas no lack of smarts among the andysts, elther. But the Six-leve editoria process so distorted
what they wrote that severa times Betsy could not recognize items that were attributed to her in the
Presdent's Daily Briefing.

The problem was the managers. Not for them the open struggle of ideasin the marketplace of policy. It
wasturf politics, building aliances not to further the generd good of the body poalitic, but to cement
advantage to gain entrance to the exalted level of the Senior Executive Service Corps, to use whatever
adminigtration that was there to feather their own nests--not to solve problems, but to use problemsto
grengthen their pogition.

"Watch out for theiguanas,”" Larkin Schoendienst had told her. Betsy hadn't understood the reference
until recently. But now she saw iguanas al over Washington, people who sat sunning on their rocks,
destroying anything or anybody who came within tongue's reach, but doing nothing.

So now she was a branch chief (interim), working directly benesth Spector. But her higher status wasn't
helping her catch any bad guys, especialy since Millikan had convinced the President that by dl means
we had to prop up Saddam. To the contrary, she'd spent much of the last month out of town, down at
the Farm or out a Airlie House, attending courses on how to be a branch chief.

Once back in the office, shefound that at least haf her days were taken up by meetings of one kind or
another and the other half by paperwork and editing the work of her subordinates. The message was not
lost on her: someone had decided that she couldn't get into any more trouble aslong as she was buried in
adminidgrative tedium.

She got the worst of both worlds--because she was only interim, she received no pay increase. Her only
break wasthat King would not do her yearly eva uation. She encountered unspoken hogtility from al of
King'sold friendswho had learned of her perfidy. Still, she enjoyed the change from soybeans, and a
casua observer would conclude that she had adjusted well to the shift from worker bee to manager.

But casual observersweren't there at four A.M. when she checked in. She had astanding order with her
Bangladeshi cabbie now, who was faithfully at the entrance to the Bellevue A partments every morning a
threefifty-five. He was dways cheerful and had taken to bringing her afresh pastry every day.

Onthis, her private graveyard shift, she continued asking the "right question"--trying to find where those
millions of dollars of unaccounted-for taxpayers money had gone, searching through the noisefor
patterns. She continued to access the mainframes of the other agenciesinvolved with Iraq and to make as
much use of the HUMINT folksin the Middle East as she could get away with. She was especidly
interested in who was being proposed to come to the United States for study.

She had clearly established one trend that no one else had noticed: faculty and staff from other Mudim
countries were being brought into Irag on adjunct status to teach coursesin biological sciences. The



names on the visaapplications usualy did not match those of the absent academicians, but the physica
descriptions did.

She also gained access to the names of prominent Iragisin the arms business. These were compiled by
making arun of al registrants at arms fairs worldwide for the past ten years and then doing amatch on
brochures advertising their products. By pulling up IATA passenger lists she could see who was going

where.

Shetried to task other directorates and branches within the Agency, but she made the mistake of putting
her name on the requests. She was turned down forthwith.

Despite these and other frudtrations, she became increasingly certain that her hypothesiswasright. The
Iragis were putting alot of money--and, perhaps more important, alot of brainpower--into biological
warfare. She asked Spector to get infrared satellite imagery insde Irag. He was turned down because he
didn't have asufficient need to know. She went to the Defense intelligence liaison at Langley and asked
for clearance to contact people at DIA and was turned down. She asked for clearance to contact people
at the National Science Foundation. She was turned down. She back-channeled to the DCI. He did not
respond.

She had one of her subordinates apply for clearance to contact the USIA, without using the poisonous
name of Betsy Vandeventer. Clearance was granted.

Over the weeks she had compiled a Dirty Dozen ligt--the twelve Iragiswho, based on her intuition,
looked mogt suspicious. She used her USIA accessto pull up their -9 forms, which they had had tofill
out in order to gpply for their sudent visas. These had been scanned, digitized, and filed away in the
USIA'sarchives.

Each J-9 contained a description of the applicant's plan of study, including the names of the ingtitution
where he would be working and of hisfaculty adviser.

Of the Dirty Dozen three werein Elton State University in New Mexico. Two were at Oklahoma Statein
Stillwater. Three were at Auburn.

The remaining four were at Eastern lowa University. All four were studying under Dr. Arthur Larsen.
Two were microbiologists. One was in veterinary medicine. One was achemist. Pulling up one form after
another, Betsy saw, on each, the signature of Ken Knightly, EIU's dean of internationa programs, and
benegth that the distinctive scrawl of Dr. Arthur Larsen, which aso graced her brother's newly minted
Ph.D. diploma

And that was where she had to stop, because the CIA's activities were restricted to outside the borders
of the United States. It was arule that was bent from time to time; but given the number of mortal
enemies Betsy had in the Agency, some of whom had the power to monitor her activities at the
workstation, she knew she couldn't go any further without ending up in prison. Her research had brought
her to the edge of FBI turf, and al she could do now was stand at the border and peer in through the
fence.

She got home late after an obligatory dinner with some Agency people, reached for her FacsCard, and
then remembered that sheld given it and her key to Kevin. She went to the phone and dided. Kevin
answered the phone. His voice was durred but happy. In the background she could hear the theme music
of Late Show with David Letterman. "Hi, ss. Which number do | push?*



Kevin, dill in hissuit, welcomed her in with great dignity. "How was your day? Besdesavery long one,
right?'

"Ah, you know, Kevin, same old same old."

"Nah, | know that you spent the day destroying what was left of the USSR's economic and moral
infrastructure.”

"Guilty as charged. How was your day?"

"Neat. Scored pretty well over at NSF, lunched and schmoozed'--aword he'd picked up
recently--"with some of Larsen's buddies over at Ag. And then, for something completely different,
cocktails over at the Jordanian Embassy."

"Redly," Betsy gushed, "you had awonderful day. What was the most fun?”

"It was dl fun, to be part of thisplace. | know that | got agood reception only because | represent
Larseninthis process. But the embassy reception was specia. They really know how to make a person
fed important.”

Betsy began to interrupt him, but Kevin continued.
"Now, | know that you're part of this--"

"Not on your life. | never mix with foreigners of any type, friend or foe," she said. "But | just wanted to
remind you that a diplomat'sjob isto be charming.”

"Well, hewas. | met with the embassy's cultural attaché. Let me get his card." He fumbled through the
handful of cardsthat marked his progress through town. "Ah, yes, hereit is, Hassan Farudi. Nice guy.”

"What were you talking about? If | may ask."

"Sure, I'm not sworn to secrecy like you. Lots of people want to come and study with the Rainmaker.
I'm trying to process a new batch. Most of them did their earlier work in European or English--I guess
England is part of Europe--universities. | have to check them out with the Jordanians--they act as kind of
aclearinghousefor the Arabic countriesin international exchanges.”

"What'd the Jordanians have to say about these guys?'

"Oh, hell, they're dl fine. Just farmerslike you and me, Bets, who want to learn how to build a better
cow. That'sal routine stuff. We had a nice dinner together, had afew drinks, bullshitted about politics.”

"Redlly?

"Yeah." Kevin laughed. "The Jordanians definitely have adifferent take on things. They weretaking
about how they and all the responsible countries are working againg the Iranians, who they say are
working with the Isradlis." He gave her a conspiratoria look. "Does that sound right to you?"

"It could be. But | don't know much about that stuff.”

Kevin gave hissgter awink asif to say, | know that you know, and | know that you can't say what
you know. "Anyway, I'll go over to USIA tomorrow to the office where dl the student visas are handled
and give them the relevant paperwork. Y ou'd be amazed how much you can speed up the whedls of
government just by hand-carrying forms across town. That's why Larsen's so good--he understands
these things.” Kevin yawned and stretched lazily. ™Y ou getting up at four again tomorrow? | heard you go



out today."

"Il try to," Betsy sad. "I havealot on my mind."
sixteen
JUNE

THE CALL camein at four-thirty A.m. Clyde had backed his unit into anarrow dirt road between
fidlds, facing east, and so when he opened his eyes and grabbed the microphone, he could look straight
down atunnd of corninto atranducent pink sky. As he was depressing the thumb switch on the
microphone, it cameinto his head, for some reason, that the sky |ooked the way it must have looked to
little Maggie when she had been in the womb and Clyde had taken out his big battered black cop
flashlight and played itslight againgt the flawless porcelain dome of Desireg's belly.

The cdl had come in from afarmhouse about five milesaway. A motorist had struck adeer and gone
into the ditch. Clyde arrived in afew minutes and saw the businesslaid out very clearly: short skid marks
veering right onto the soft shoulder, trenches cut into the deep grass by thetires, the car stopped in the
bottom of the ditch, crumpled at the right front corner where it had tried to climb out and instead had dug
into the trench's steep bank. The deer was lying dead acrossthe yellow line. It was huge, probably an
eight-point buck, though this detail would have to remain hazy in Clyde's report, because extensive antler
damage made it hard to get ameaningful count. If Clyde were till abache or, he would give some
thought to having the buck's mangled head mounted in its current condition as a nice bit of cop humor.

After Clyde had set out afew road flares, he went and found the driver, who was holed up a a
farmhouse haf amile away on thefar side of the bridge over the creek. Shewas anurse at the hospitd, a
colleague of Desiree's, on her way into town to do some night work, and the buck had smply come out
too fast for her to avoid it. She had a gtiff neck, which the farmer's wife was treating with ice.

Towing the car out of the ditch would be the responsibility of the owners, which they would seetoina
few hours when the garages opened up. Getting the debris off the road was Clyde's problem.

Clyde grabbed the animal'slegs and rolled its body thisway and that, verifying hisimpression thet there
had been almost no bleeding. Most of the points had been sheared off the buck's antlers, but the
armatures ill remained more or lessintact.

Clyde backed his unit up to the animal. There was some cop baggage in the trunk, which he moved to
the backseat. He hoisted the buck's head so that it rested on the rear bumper, one antler now scraping
on the pavement while the other stuck out into space. He raised one foot and ssomped hard on the antler.
It snapped off near the base and clattered into the trunk. Clyde flung it into the ditch. Then he repeated
the process with the other antler.

Clyde was able to heave the buck's center of mass over thelip of the trunk with a couple of great leg
thrugts. After that it wasjust aquestion of arranging its extremitiesin such away that he could get thelid
closed.

The sun was just coming up when he backed into the driveway. He sneaked into the garage through the
side door and hit the button for the opener, praying it wouldn't wake up Desiree and the baby. He
backed the unit into the garage and closed the door, then turned on al thelights.

He had adirty old nylon rope among histools, which he threw over one of the barejoists of the garage.
He popped the trunk of the unit and tied a noose around the neck of the dead buck. He put on some
leatherwork glovesto protect his hands, then took up the loose end of the rope and put a couple of turns



around thetrailer hitch on his pickup truck, which was parked parallel with the unit. With the nylon rope
wrapped around his leather gloves he pulled and pulled until the entire body of the buck lifted free of the
unit'strunk and swung out across the garage like a venison pendulum, knocking over severd bicycleslike
dominoes. Thejoists creaked. The buck swung back and thudded into the back of the unit.

He went out into the backyard and got Maggie's wading pool, which was made of stiff pink plagtic
decorated with off-brand cartoon characters. He rolled the pool in through the side door and centered it
beneath the dangling hooves of the buck. Then he stole into the kitchen, selected the longest knifein
Desireg's set, and ran it through the electric sharpener on the back of the can opener once or twice.

Clyde gutted the buck as Ebenezer had taught him, letting the blood gush into the wading pool and the
gutstumblein after it. Some blood splashed onto his uniform, but thiswas hardly out of the ordinary; truly
violent crime was rare hereabouts, but large dead animals on the highways were ubiquitous.

He placed a phone call to Ebenezer, who was dready up preparing for hisdaily aurora golfing trip with
John Stonefield. Clyde knew that his grandfather would not be happy to have his golf trip preempted by
thisjob; but he knew just aswell that Ebenezer would not utter aword of complaint nor hold it against
him. Within fifteen minutes Ebenezer pulled into Clyde's driveway and entered the garage carrying an old
toolbox where he stored dl of his butchering knives, and under the other arm along whiteroll of butcher
paper. He set about dismembering the buck and cutting the flesh from its bones while Clyde began to
clean the hair, and traces of blood, from the trunk of the unit. The two men worked for an hour and a half
on their respective jobs, stlanding some eight feet apart in the quiet of the garage, and exchanged very few
words during that time. Ebenezer was occupied with whatever dark thoughts occupied Ebenezer. Clyde
was thinking about Marwan Habibi and his apparent murderer, Sayed Ashrawi.

The businessin Lab 304 stank to high heaven. Clyde smply could not bring himsdlf to believe that
Marwan Habibi had redlly passed out from alcohol and been carried out of that laboratory dive, come
awake at someone el se's house for some more partying, and then been murdered in the boat by an
oar-widding Sayed Ashrawi.

Vandeventer inssted that Marwan's skull had been intact when he had been carried out of thelab. And
Vandeventer was a scientist who had seen Marwan from afew feet away, in good light. There could be
no doulbt of this.

There were no gaping holesin the story as Mullowney and the Wapsi pinicon detectives had pieced it
together. But there were oddities. Why had the students |eft door 304 open that night? If you're drinking
grape-flavored grain acohol in the lab and one of your buddies has passed out from it, don't you want to
hide that?

Why had one of them spoken in English asthey'd carried Marwan out of the lab?

But the big question, which came close to being asmoking gun asfar as Clyde was concerned, was,
Why had Sayed Ashrawi, after committing the murder, gone to an Exxon station &t five in the morning
and used his credit card to buy $6.20 worth of gas?

If you've just committed a murder and the tank of your getaway car is empty, then you have no choice
but to buy gasoline--but you pay for it with cash so it can't be traced.

Ashrawi had bought only 5.2 galons--not enough to fill the tank of his car. Why had he bothered to get
gasif histank wasn't empty? Pretty stupid behavior for a graduate student.



Maybe he couldn't afford to fill it up. But if hewas using a credit card, did it really matter? The next day
he had gone out and charged anew VCR a Wa-Mart, o0 it wasn't asif he were bumping up againgt his
credit limit. Thiswas another noteworthy detail--usually foreign students began buying VCRs and other
major appliances just before they graduated and headed for home.

Clyde had another theory: Marwan had died right there in his own laboratory. The other sudents wanted
to concedl that fact, for some motive that Clyde hadn't worked out yet. They needed to carry Marwan's
body out of the place somehow, which was impossible without attracting suspicion--the place had
security guards and cameras by all the doors. So they had convened at the lab and thrown afake party,
leaving the door open so that their neighbor, Kevin VVandeventer, would know about it. They had carried
out the corpse, throwing in some patter in English, again for Vandeventer's consumption. They had
brought asupply of latex surgica gloves with them. They had gone to the lake and stolen the boat,
making sure that only Ashrawi's fingerprints showed up on it. They had crushed the dead man's skull with
the oar, put the rocksin his pockets, thrown him out of the boat, and then bought gasoline with Ashrawi's
credit card just to leave aneon-lit trail straight to him and him aone.

In other words, they were sacrificing Ashrawi to keep the rest of the group out of trouble, so that they
could stay in Forks County and keep doing whatever the hell they were doing.

The big holein Clyde's theory, which Mullowney would not hesitate to point out should Clyde be rash
enough to speak it aloud, wasthat it wasimpossible unless Sayed Ashrawi had agreed to the whole plan
and served as an accomplice in his own framing. And what kind of a person would do that?

Desiree came down, her white flannd nightie looking out of place in the garage and even more so inthe
presence of the butchering operation. She noticed, but did not bat an eye at, the wading pool. Clyde was
watching her face a this moment because he feared that by using the pool he might have crossed one of
the mysterious boundaries separating proper from improper behavior, so invisible to him and so obvious
to her. But she wandered up, sweetly unsteady from just having awakened, leaned against him and gave
him akiss, came away with buck hair on her nightie and aglow in her eyes, and Clyde's heart swelled
and ached with maniac love. She brought them coffee and promised them breskfast. Ebenezer, weighing
the cut and wrapped cuts of venison in hegps on their bathroom scale, announced that he had removed
180 pounds of mesat from the anima and selected perhaps aquarter of it for his own Deepfreeze. He
declined breakfast, perhaps having absorbed enough of the buck's substance through his own poresto
give him amorning's nourishment, then took off for the golf coursein hopes of catching up with John
Stonefield on the back nine.

Clyde got the unit back to the sheriff's department in time for the end of his shift, filed hisreport on the
accident, then drove home and began to work on the problem of the wading pool. Maggie was awake
now, and he was very glad to see her.

seventeen

"WE'RE GOING to the Jersey shore!" Casse said one Wednesday in mid-June. "Clear your caendar
for the weekend, lady."

Betsy had to admit that, even with her congtitution, the fourteen-hour days were catching up with her.
"Why not the Eastern Shore? Why go dl theway to Jersey?' shesad.

"Because one of the people we're going with has afamily place there--in Wildwood. And I've got four
other people coming. Nobody with less than Top Secret Code Word clearance, all of them able to have
agood time without talking about their work--or our work. Y ou've got no option. Were getting up a six



Saturday morning and heading up to Jersey.”

Betsy was impressed--her roommate was going to get up at six in the morning. She had avery good rest
of the week--not only did she have the beach weekend to look forward to, but things were actudly
beginning to change at work, too. The oil tanker of policy had begun adow change of course, and Betsy,
keeping watch on its decks, could sense it from subtle shiftsin the wind. On Thursday morning word
gpread through the intel community that next week State would block five hundred million dollarsin loan
guarantees because Ag had been forced to admit that irregularities-including kickbacksto USG
personnel--had occurred, and that previous grants had not gone to sugar, rice, and corn. Betsy got to
savor thet for afew minutes, imagining what kind of amood Millikan must bein thismorning. But the rest
of Thursday was consumed by meetings, and one senditizing session on understanding women
employees.

On Friday, Spector stuck his head in her office door--she hadn't seen him in amonth--gave her awink
and athumbs-up, and disappeared. Toward the end of the day acourier arrived with an "Eyes Only"
envel ope from headquarters. One of these "burn before reading” jobs, Betsy thought. She opened
it--it was a handwritten note from the DCI. Stamped above the message was the warning, SHRED
AFTER READING. NOT FOR CIRCULATION. NOT FOR DUPLICATION.

Thisisaheads up. Lie low. Somebody has been monitoring your activities and knows every
request you've made. Break contact with your project for at least a month.

Very interesting, she thought, as she headed to Thelma the secretary's desk to make use of the
dhredder. "Love letters?' Thelmateased.

"Kind of. I'm outta here. Have a good weekend."

She waked out of the Castleman Building. It wasthefirst hot day of the season, and the sky had that
yellowish haze it had when the ozone soup cooked up. She took the long way home, detouring past the
Iwo Jmamemorid, putting things together in her head.

The White House still wasn't acting on her findings. Anything she had put through the system had been
beaten back. She had to figure out some way to go outside the system, because if she did not, alot of
people might die.

At one meeting she had been talking with a branch chief from Science and Technology who had been
paying her more attention than was strictly professional. The conversation had got around to
bacteriologicd warfare. She played dumb and talked about how one of their cows had been killed by
anthrax back on the ranch. The S-and-T guy had snorted. Anthrax was not what they were worrying
about; it was genetic markers--germs or toxinsthat could kill members of one ethnic group, but not
another. "That's what Saddam's after.”

"Then why isthe Army developing dl of that anthrax vaccine?'

"Those people, they're fill fighting the last war. The future is genetics. Why don't we go out to dinner
tonight and talk some more about this?"

"Sorry, I've got Bible study tonight. Want to come?”

She had looked into the genetic-markers thing and found that it was aredl threet, but at least ten yearsin
the future even for the Americans. The S-and-T guy was just trying to impress her. But one of his
comments stuck with her: "They're dill fighting the last war." The Soviets had done alot of anthrax work,
NATO had stockpiled alot of vaccine--were Saddam's people smart enough and good enough to see



that some aternative bug might be more effective? Saddam's nuclear people had been remarkably
cregtive in coming up with unexpected ways of enriching uranium.

Shewas close. But there were just no connects.

Cassewas definitely in a party mood when Betsy got home, dancing around the room to a Janet Jackson
CD turned up loud. When Betsy camein, she turned the volume down a couple of notches and set them
up with acouple of Stoli sraight shots. "We're gettin' outta this bureaucratic ghetto! Were gonna see salt
water."

Betsy turned on the Wesather Channel, changed into shorts and a T-shirt, and sipped her vodka.

The phone rang. Cassie hit the mute button on the stereo and picked it up. She listened for amoment,
then covered the mouthpiece and looked quizzicdly at Betsy. "Did you cal Acme Wildlife

Management?"

"Wildlife Management?'

"Y eah. It's a pest-control company.”
"No. Arethey here?"

"Yeah. Downdtairs. | didn't cdl them." Into the phone Casse said, "Theres gottabe amistake." Casse
paused, then turned to Betsy and said, "He wantsto talk to you."

"Ms. Vandeventer? Jack Jenkins of Acme Wildlife Management Services, Inc. Y our parentsread in the
paper about the forecasted infestation of roachesthis year in the Didtrict and they gave you afree
treatment.”

Betsy blushed. Mom's ability to embarrass her was undiminished by time and distance. " Okay, come on
up.”

"What's that all about?' Cassie asked.

The vodka and the long week and the fatigue al came on Betsy at once, and she broke out in giggles.
She couldn't stop once she got started. She blurted out, "My folks read that there's an infestation of bugs
in-"

Thenit hit her, and she wasn't laughing anymore.
"Comeon, love, what'sthisal about?"
"It'svery smple, they're coming up to remove bugs. But | don't think my parents called them.”

Jack Jenkins the Acme man showed up, complete with two assstants, all of them dressed in Acme
Wildlife Management coveralls and caps. But they didn't bring the usual array of chemicasand sprayers.
All of their equipment was eectronic.

"Nasty spring for roaches, Ms. Vandeventer. Y our parents were right to be concerned about you. Y ou
know, if you find one, there arefifty thousand of them behind it. Would you mind if we close the shades?'
He went ahead and closed them without waiting for an answer, and closed the bal cony doors and
windows, too. "Some of our sprayerswill interfere with your televison set," he said, scooping the remote
control off the coffee table and terminating the Westher Channdl. In the meantime his ass stantswere
moving furniture avay fromthewadls.



They began to walk around the gpartment carrying wands with small LED screens built into the handles.
They found alot of "roaches." Betsy and Cassiejust sat close to each other on the living-room sofaand
watched.

Jack Jenkins gave them a sheet of paper with the usua "burn and flush the ashes down the toilet”
warning.

We think that you have listening devices from at |least four different sources here. We know that
all of your balcony conversations are monitored from the eighth floor of the Belvedere, and we're
reasonably sure that you're being targeted by mobile microwave surveillance systems.

Betsy showed Cassie the note and then wrote, "Whao's doing it?" Jack Jenkins shrugged and threw up his
hands, a predictable response even if he knew the answer. Betsy went into the kitchen and burned the
note under the vent fan of the range hood, then washed the ashes down the garbage disposal. She
returned to the sofa, sat with Cassie, and watched the men at work.

All outlet covers and switch plates were taken off, with interesting results. One device wasfound in the
base of alamp, another on the TV cable connection. All of this seemed utterly routine and everyday to
the Acme men.

Then one of the guys hissed, "Shit. . . ." He grabbed a chair, pulled down a smoke detector from the wall
above thefront door, and pried it open. "Video," he said. He mouthed to his chief, "Thisan't ours.”

Jack Jenkins prepared another note.

We hadn't expected this. Some Bureau stuff here, and some foreign goods of unknown
provenance.

Betsy looked up a him sharply. "Good stuff,” Jenkins mouthed, and gave her a sardonic thumbs-up.

One of the men was unscrewing the mouthpiece of the phone Cassie had brought up from Atlanta. He
took from it a ceramic pyramid about a centimeter on a side and showed it to the chief. Jenkinswrote
another note.

Israeli. Makes your phone a continual transmitter--there's probably a master unit a hundred feet
away.

A hdf hour later and they were done. ™Y ou shouldn't have any more bug problems, ladies. Glad to have
helped.”

Betsy saw them out and turned around to find Cassie weeping slently on the couch. Betsy sat down next
to her and gtarted crying, too. She had never been so humiliated. Three months of private life had been
entertainment for abunch of shitheads. All of their private conversations were on tape. Thisjust wasn't
worthit.

"Y ou know what, though?' Betsy said. "We were good girlsthe whole time, Casse. We were perfect.
We never talked about anything we weren't supposed to. They've got nothing on us-whoever they are.”

"Fuck 'em! Fuck being agood girl!" Cassie shouted.
"Weatch it. Acme probably put as many bugsin asthey took out.”

"I don't giveashit,” Cassesaid. "Let'sget out of here. Let's go down to the car and just go."



"No way. Our car's bugged, too. I'm going to take the metro down to Nationa and rent acar. Y ou pack
for both of usand well get out of here."

Betsy grabbed her purse and awindbresker and sscomped down to the Rosdyn Metro Station. Fifteen
minutes later she waswalking into the Avis office. "1 want to rent the best car you've got. | don't havea
reservation.”

Cape May was apricdesslittle Victorian resort town. Wildwood, just afew milesto the north, wasits
antithes's, its reetslined with motels done in spectacularly garish Jetsons-style architecture and
crammed with rowdy, drunken, gold-chain—wearing, backward-baseball-cap—sporting, cologne-reeking,
loud-car-stereo—playing, chest-hair—showing teenagers from South Philly. During their progress through
the city Betsy and Cassie were followed by carloads of such persons on severa occasions, who shouted
lewd propositions a them and held up Sgns saying Show Us Y our Tits. At any other timein her life
Betsy would have been scared. But she waswith Casse, and Cassie had agun. So they laughed it off.

"What kind of a place did you bring meto?'
"lantit great?' Cassesad.

Cassies friends house was aflat-topped cinder-block structure with circular windows that were
probably meant to look like portholes. Cassie had akey to the place. They dragged their stuff in, made a
run to the local convenience storefor high-priced, high-caorie, low-nutrition, low-fiber foodstuffs, and
then to aliquor store for more Stolichnaya. They watched a Rambo movie on HBO, then picked out
beds and fell adeep.

At six o'clock Betsy'sinternal darm clock went off, and she went outside to see awonderful dawn over
the ocean. The house was about two blocks from the beach. All of the loud people from South Philly
seemed to have goneinsde for thetime being.

She left anote to Cassie and walked past restaurants and knickknack shops to the beach. She walked
aong thetideline, interrupted only by the cries of the seagulls and one lone jogger who was too fixated
on the tunes coming out of his Walkman to notice her. Betsy was comforted by the shore, and shehad a
moment of peace. She breathed deeply out of the very bottom of her lungs. She thought of nothing at all.
Cassie had been right. She needed this.

She wanted to swim, but the air was still abit chilly. She walked back to the house. Wildwood was
dowly coming to life. Cassewas still zonked, curled up on her left Sde, her hair becoming entwined with
her eyelashes. She, too, was breathing deeply and peacefully. She, too, was hedling.

They made amorning beach visit, Betsy in her big straw cowboy hat and Cassiein her Atlanta Falcons
cap. They went back to the house to fix some lunch, and Cassesfriendsfinally drove upinaBMW,
beeping its horn excitedly.

Cassieleaned out the kitchen window and heckled them for being late. ™Y ou people don't know how to
have fun. Betsy and me, we can have fun. We've been here awhole damn day!"

Betsy felt shyness coming over her--afamiliar feding. She had felt completely content with just Cassie
there and wouldn't have minded if these people had canceled.

There werefour of them. As Cassie had promised, they were al in the nationa-security game, too.
Cassie had dready provided Betsy with capsule descriptions, so she knew who was who: Jeff
Lippincott, an Agency man detailed to the USIA Visas Divison, whose uncle owned the house. His



girlfriend, Chrigtine O'Connell, an Annapolis graduate who worked as an andyst at DIA. And two guys.
Marcus Berry from the Bureau, and Paul Moses--an NSA cryptography speciaist.

"How did you get to know these people?’ Betsy had asked last night.
"They dl go to my church," Cassie shot back. "Marcusis mine, by theway. Paul'sfor you--hé'sahunk.”

Betsy had been so embarrassed by this that she had practically melted into a puddle. Now, as the four
cameinto the house, full of energy and good cheer, she blushed just to remember it.

Just the same, she had to admit that Paul M oses was a hunk--though not in a conventional movie-star
way. He was a huge guy, with hands that showed he had worked. Round-shouldered, shy,
good-natured. Straw-blond hair and blue eyes.

Cassie had dready supplied her with an opening line and forced her to rehearseit.
"You'reafarm boy, aren't you?"'

"How'd you know?"'

"I'm an old potato farmer from Idaho."

"And I'm awhesat farmer from the Pal ouse country.”

"Probably a Cougar, too."

"Guilty. | went to WSU because it was twenty miles away from home. Did you ever see Kamiaken
Butte?'

Indeed Betsy had. She'd goneto amodel UN in Pullman and had admired the views of the Moscow
Mountains and Kamiaken and Steptoe Buttes from the windows of the student union building.

"My folks farm right up the north dope of Kamiaken. Gottatdl you | missthe Inland Empire.”

"So you're a No Such Agency."

"Y eah, they keep mein a cage and hook my umbilicus up to a Cray and we crunch numbersal day.”
"l have about asinteresting alife.”

"Not true. Y ou're kind of infamous. | got warned about you." And then in ataunting, teasing voice, "You
go outside your compartment, you go outside your compartment.”

Betsy blushed rarely, but when she did, it was a beaut. Her pale skin turned the intensity of her hair.
Nobody had teased her in years.

"Better be careful. I'm acareer killer."

"Oh, yeah," Moses said, "'l can see you're bad to the bone." Both of them laughed. " Serioudy, | don't
giveashit. I'vehad my go at D.C. I've been on theinsde of theinside long enough. It'stime to go back
to Whitman County and grow that hard red wheet."

"Youreredly leaving?'

"After another year. | promised my dad I'd stick with it for four years. He wanted to make sure that
when | came home, I'd come home because | wanted to. And | want to. Thislifeis absolute bullshit.



Want abeer?’
Betsy wanted abeer. She could fed hersdlf tumbling for this guy.

"I brought some Grant's Ale--from Y akima. If | have to hear about the superiority of Sam Adams one
moretime, I'm going to puke. Y ou're thefirst northwesterner 1've met out here, so I'm going to
monopolize you. Hey, guys," he shouted to the other four, "leave usaone.”

For the rest of the day they talked about Palouse-country sunsets, black Labradors, Chinook winds,
honest people, their hatred of bureaucracy, and fishing for steelheads dong the Snake River. They did a
comparative study of their high-school classes, laughed at yuppies, exchanged horror stories, and not
oncedid they spail it by mentioning anything even dightly classified.

They waked aong the beach hafway to Cape May and back, smiling at three-year-olds playing in the
surf, savoring the old, old couple who hobbled barefoot dong thetide line, picking up shells, getting
pissed off at kids playing their boom boxes too loud, watching the seagullswhed and dive for garbage.
Late in the afternoon the sun vanished behind storm clouds, and they turned around and headed back. It
was nearly dark by the time they returned to Wildwood. Some drunken yahoos passed close to them,
but Paul's bulk and Betsy's lack of fear convinced them to go e sewhere. They findly encountered Cassie
walking dong arm in arm with Marcus Berry.

"Chrigtine got called back to D.C., and Jeff went with her. Some kind of military-spook shit," Casse
sad. "Some weekend, huh?'

It was starting to rain. They walked through the gaudy strip of businesses dong the beachfront and found
their way into an Italian restaurant with a decent seafood menu. Continuing their unspoken policy of not
talking about work, they had anormd, hedlthy, totally inconsequentia conversation over dinner, rambling
from movies to sportsto the relative merits of Macintoshes versus PCs.

Casseingsted on picking up the tab. Fumbling in her belt pack for her wallet, she came up with awhite
envelope. She blinked at it in momentary surprise, then handed it to Betsy. "Oh, | forgot,” she said.
"Before heleft, Jeff asked meto give you this" Betsy turned the envelope over in her fingers; it was blank
and unmarked. Shefolded it in haf and stuck it in one of the innumerable pocketsin her hiking shorts.

"Let'sget home," Marcus said. "We've got a bottle of Sovetskoe Champanskoe Vino onice."

"l can't drink that stuff,” Paul said. "The sugarsfire up my asthma something terrible. But you guys go
ahead, I'll drink abeer.”

Paul and Betsy taked asthmaaall the way back to the house until Cassie threatened to draw her service
weapon and slence them if they mentioned it again. The rain began to come down in earnest and the
wind kicked up; their clothes were not nearly warm enough now. They gathered in the house'sliving
room, poured three champagnes and one beer, and Marcus proposed atoast: "To being outsde D.C."
They touched cups and Paul added, "To better days."

More toasts followed. For awhile they made atoken effort to talk in afoursome, but the attraction
between Cassie and Marcus was as obvious as that between Paul and Betsy. Cassie announced that she
was going to the bathroom to take a shower and walked out of the room, casudly flicking off thelights as
she departed. A few momentslater Marcus followed her, and they didn't come back. Betsy found that
her head fit naturaly and comfortably on Paul's shoulder, and Paul found that hislong arm went nicely
around her big shoulders, and as the evening went on, they found any number of other waysto get

closer.



They made out on the couch for along, long time, serenaded by an endless parade of thumping car
stereos out on the streets of Wildwood, gradualy making their way to first base, second, third . . . and
finally they were naked together. Paul was not in any hurry, which was nice. Betsy let him know that she
was ready. Paul excused himself sweetly, ran back into the bathroom, and fumbled through his shaving
kit for some condoms. When he came back, he had lost his erection. Nothing they did would bring it
back--even though held been stubbornly hard from the first moment Betsy had put her head on his
shoulder. "Sorry," hefindly said, "just one of those things.”

"That'sokay," she said. "I've waited thirty years, | can wait alittle longer.”
"Oh.Wdl ...I'dbelyingif | clamed I'd waited that long."
"That's okay. | don't insist that everyone be as pure and innocent aslittle old me," Betsy said.

"Wl . .. consdering the kind of people you're hanging out with now, that's probably agood policy,”
Paul said.

eighteen

WHAT KIND of manwould act as an accomplicein aplot to frame himself for abrutd firs-degree
murder, in aforeign land where everything was stacked against him?

Clyde kept asking himsdlf this question and, whenever he pulled jail duty, kept watching Sayed Ashrawi
in hopes of getting an answer. Most of the inmates in the Forks County Jail were foul, violent, abusive,
stupid drunks. They had to put Ashrawi in aseparate cell to keep him safe from these people--the Arab
was adight man with aconcave chest. Not the sort who could redligtically haul the 160-pound Marwan
Habibi into arowboat, beat him to death with an oar, or accomplish any of the other prodigies of which
he was now being accused.

After Ashrawi wasjailed, he went for three days without eating any food, because thejail's food was not
what he cdlled halal . Then some of the other Arab students began to bring in some tidbits that he was
willing to eat. His most frequent visitor was one Dr. Ibrahim Abboud, who dready had aPh.D. from a
university in England and was working on a second. It was Abboud who had spoken in English for Kevin
Vandeventer's benefit as they had carried Marwan Habibi's corpse out of Lab 304. Clyde had him
pegged astheringleader of thislittle conspiracy and took a particular interest in hisjalhouse vists.

But thiswas for naught because Dr. 1brahim Abboud had Clyde pegged, too. It appeared that Abboud
was the only person on the face of the earth, with the exception of Desiree, who did not automaticaly
underestimate Clyde's 1Q by agood fifty points upon first seeing him. So Abboud was dl knowing smiles
and guardedness whenever Clyde wasin the room. Clyde asked him once where he obtained halal food
in aplace like Forks County, lowa. Abboud, for once, dropped his guard. "From a Jewish rabbi," he
sad.

When Ebenezer had finished stripping the roadkill buck down to bones and cartilage, and selected his
own thirty or forty pounds of flesh as commission, he had turned dl the remaining meet over to Desiree,
except for one watermel on-sized bundle, which he had dumped into Clyde'sarms. "Odds and ends.”

That bundle was now resting in a Styrofoam cooler in the back of Clyde's pickup truck. Though he
would never mention it to Ebenezer, he had aso thrown in severa other cuts of mest, painstakingly
salvaged by the old man, that Clyde knew from experience to be shot through with sheets and cords of
deer dructurd materia that made for difficult chewing and worse digestion. Ebenezer wasthe only



nonaborigine who ever bothered with these parts and had invented his own termsfor them: "neck
nugget,” "pelvic potpourri,” and so on.

Thiswas Saturday, Desiregs day to deep in. As soon as Maggie had begun to stir that morning, Clyde
had rolled out of bed, extricated her from her crib, wrapped her in ablanket, and spirited her out of the
bedroom like aticking bomb. Now, one nap-and-bottle cycle later, she was strapped in her baby
carrier, astreamlined plastic module with a handle so that you could carry the child around dl day and
never actualy have to touch her. Clyde swung it into the pickup and docked it with its mother ship, a
color-coordinated pedestal already strapped in place on the passenger seet. Industrial baby-handling
technology continued to march forward at a pace matched in few other fields; friends of theirswith
two-year-olds had car seats and baby carriers that might aswell have been lashed together from sticks
and rawhide, so primitive did they seem in comparison with the wonders that had begun to appear in their
home after the first of severa Dhont-sponsored baby showers. Clyde had little doubt that if he and
Desiree ever had another baby, they would have to take al this stuff and beg homeless people and
Ethiopiansto takeit off their hands for free, to make room for the new generation of technology.

Clyde stirred his hand through arusty tire chain on the bed of the pickup, found its end, and draped it
carefully over the top of the Styrofoam cooler so that it would not blow away when he got the vehicle up
to cruising speed. Then he opened the driver's-side door, shifted it into neutrd, rested one foot lightly on
the parking-brake peddl, and released it sillently. He leaned one shoulder against the frame of the open
door and shoved the truck forward with along, dow thrust of both legs. It began to coast down the
gentle dope of the driveway. He climbed in and alowed it to roll out into the street before damming the
door and starting the engine, two activitiesthat, in atruck of thisvintage and in this condition, would be
sureto wake Desireeif performed within the garage.

Maggie began to fussaimlessy asthey passed down into the old redbrick city of Nishnabotna and the
great stacks of the Matheson Worksrose to port. She had done well so far, considering that Desiree
was not there to subject her to the continual stream of cooing, nose kissing, toy jiggling, and peekabooing
that normdly filled Maggie's senses every waking moment. Clyde's demeanor was, to put it mildly, more
reserved, to the point where Maggie could have been forgiven for supposing that her father had tripped
and falen in the driveway and the truck had been coagting driverless toward theriver ever since.

When Clyde had first seen the way Desiree played with the baby, he had been humbled that she
possessed such talents so lacking in himsalf. He had been even more humbled when Desiree had
mentioned to him--offhandedly, and not in away intended to inspire guilt--that al of thiswas not playing
but "stimulation,” that each Slly game was not improvised but planned to foster one important part of the
infant's brain or another. Desireg's playing al came with footnotes. Clyde could only supposethat if he
wereto raise Maggie by himsdf, the girl would grow up to be alopsided mouth-breather who waked
into closed doors.

"Konrad Lukas and Sons' had been painted on the brick wall of their destination sometime around the
turn of the century. Below, whereit had probably said "Abbatoir” or "Saughterhouse,” the words
"Specidty Meats and Custom Saughtering” had been painted in much more recently.

The cooler would require both of his hands, so he took the radical measure of unsnapping his daughter
from the baby carrier/car seat module and transferring her to the reversible backpack/frontpack baby
carrier module. He dung her onto his back, tossed the tire chain off the cooler, and carried that box of
odds and ends around to the front of the building.

Outside the butcher's was the largest collection of university-related vehicles Clyde had ever seenin
Nishnabotna. Mixed in were afew carsthat clearly didn't belong: anew Cadillac and aVolvo gation
wagon whose license plates marked them as being from other countiesin lowa, an hour or two distant.



The car closest to the entrance was abig Chevy Caprice sedan, amodel typicaly used for cop cars; but
this one was navy-blue and bore no specia equipment or insignia except for ayellowed cardboard sign
on the dashboard reading Clergy and bearing a Star of David. Thiscar had Illinois plates.

He came around the corner of the building onto the brick sidewalk, separated from the brick street by a
stone curb at least two feet high. A dark-suited, bearded fellow wearing a black fedorawas just
emerging from the front door of Lukas Mests, carrying alarge lesther satchel. He threw the satchdl into
the trunk of the Caprice, climbed in behind the whed, and drove away.

Clyde was gtartled by some of the people standing in the front room of Lukas Meats on this Saturday
morning. The men wore the same Kmart Blue Light Specid clothing that al the other grad sudentswore,
but the women were swaddled in yards and yards of dark fabric, some with only the ovas of their faces
showing, some peering out through horizontal gun dits. For the most part families had comein their
entirety, the men doing the driving, disbursement of money, and control of larger children whilethe
women carried infants and told the butchers what they wanted. Meat was flying out of the place by the
boxload. No one bought less than ten pounds, and the average order was probably more like twenty.
Two butchers were at work handing over the mest, and one clerk wasringing up the sales.

One of the men would have been conspicuous even on the streets of his own home village, wherever that
might have been. Something had happened to him, something hard for Clydeto put hisfinger on, but
clearly awful. His complexion hadn't been good to begin with--lots of acne scars--but hisface bore a
disfiguring pattern of heavy scar tissue. Hislips and nose looked okay, but the sides of his cheeks had
been burned and healed haphazardly. He had a truncated ear on one side, and the hairline on that side of
his heed was badly deranged, his curly black hair fading in and out crazily over substrata of lumpy,
marbled red skin. The damage continued beneath the collar of hisshirt and at least asfar as hisleft hand,
which was missng threefingers. Theindex finger was till there, and the thumb was present in a stunted,
mangled, and crudely patched form. The man was gaunt and surprisingly tall, probably almost astall as
Clyde, who was six feet three. He was with a considerably younger woman whaose plump, attractive face
was encircled by alarge slk scarf that dangled down her back, covering her hair.

They were buying a huge box of mest. When it was ready, the woman turned away from the counter,
and Clyde saw that she was enormoudy pregnant. The man grabbed one end of the box with his good
hand and did it off the counter, holding up one knee to support the end while he groped for afingerhold
with his damaged hand. When heraised hiskneein thisfashion, theleg of histrousersrode up on his calf
and exposed afew inches of flesh-colored plagtic. But it must have been a bel ow-the-knee ampuitation,
because once he got hisfinger hooked into the box, he walked over to the cashier with only adight limp.

Maggie pawed at her pacifier, which flew out of her mouth and skidded acrossthe floor. Clyde was
chagrined that he had not made use of the baby technology available to him by the infinite bounty of the
extended Dhont family; they owned many clip-on pacifier shock cordsintended to prevent this sort of
incident, but in his haste to get Maggie out of the house lest she detonate prematurely and wake Desiree
up, he had forgotten to install one.

The pregnant woman bent over carefully and picked up the pacifier. She turned to the cashier, a
blue-eyed Lukasfemaein her fifties. "IsthereaWC?' she sad.

"Pardon me, honey?" said the cashier, leaning forward and cupping one hand to her ear.
"Rest room," said the husband, more for hiswife's benefit than the cashier's.
"Back there through the door,” said the cashier.

The pregnant woman circumnavigated the counter, seeming to glide along on acushion of air in her



tentlike garment. A Bunn coffee machine was sitting on the counter with astack of Styrofoam cups next
to it and abowl for contributions. One of the glass carafeswas full of hot water. The woman plucked it
off the machine as she went by and carried it into the bathroom with the pacifier.

Clyde heard the sound of water running. Maggie was beginning to fuss, he turned around, said something
meant to be reassuring, but couldn't make eye contact without breaking his own neck. Presently the
woman emerged from the bathroom and replaced the carafe. She turned toward Clyde, smiling warmly.
Clyde was dightly taken aback until he redlized that she was smiling not at him but & Maggie. "May 17
she said, holding up the teaming pacifier.

"Pease. Thank you," Clyde said. The woman did something behind his head, and Maggie became quiet
and cam as she built up to full suction. The woman remained for afew moments as her husband finished
paying for the meat, making eyes a the baby and talking to her in alow voice, speaking an unfathomable
language. Then her husband was by the door, holding the box, repeating aword to her afew times,
patient but firm.

"Thank you, maiam,” Clyde said as she was on her way out. Her husband had shouldered the door open
and was holding it there with his back while she made her way out. Clyde made eye contact with him; he
was looking back at Clyde camly, in an gppraising and dmost absentminded way. Clyde nodded to him.
"Have agood day, sr. Vote Banks."

Maggie fdll adeep. As Clyde approached the counter, he shushed Todd Gruner, the butcher, who,
surprised and excited to see afellow representative of Christendom, was about to greet him too
loudly."How you doing, Todd?" he whispered.

"Niceto seeyou, Clyde. What'sin there, acoon?”'

"Bats," Clydeimprovised. "Been catching them round the porchlight with a potato sack.” Hetook thelid
off.

"Huh. Neck nuggets. Looks like old Ebenezer'swork," Todd said. "Need usto make you some
sausage?’

"Yup."

"We got anew spice mix that'sred good. It'sextraspicy.”

"Don't want extraspicy."

"Regular, then. Whered you get abuck thistime of year, Clyde? Poach it?'
"Had it flown in from Augtrdia. It's deer season in the Southern Hemisphere.”
"WEell, | should haveit ready for you, oh, Monday afternoon.”

"Seeyou then," Clyde said. "Vote Banks."

It had occurred to Clyde that he might score some additiond relationship karmaby driving into
Wapsipinicon and going to the European bakery there on Lincoln Way and buying some cinnamon rolls.
It was not out of the question that he might even get back with said booty before Desiree woke up,
which would earn him a double karmabonus.



Shortly after he turned south on River Street, he noted three Nishnabotna Police Department vehicles
blocking the right lane a couple of blocks ahead, and Lee Harms standing there in his cop uniform waving
traffic around the obstruction.

Clyde gunned the truck forward crisply, ignoring the gesticulations of Lee Harms, who had not yet
recognized him, and stopped it behind a police unit.

He saw right away that another officer, Mark Ditzel, had a suspect facedown on the pavement and
handcuffed. Ditzdl had his nightstick out; it had blood on it. A bulky woman in atentlike dresswas
standing with her hands on the fender of the Toyota, shouting at the police officersin alanguage that
Clyde did not recognize. A police dog from the locd K-9 unit was busying hersdf with something that
was not in the Toyota, but on the pavement next to it, up on the curb.

Clyde got out. He set Maggie on the hood of Ditzd's unit, right in front of the driver's seet, and stepped
forward into the middle of the fray. He recogni zed the woman now: she was the one who had cleaned off
Maggi€'s pacifier. He had not recognized her at first because the scarf had been pulled down off her head
during the action, and her face was distorted with tears of rage.

Ditzel had hiskneein the middle of the hushand's back and his face about two inches away from that of
the prisoner. He was holding hisbloody nightstick up asif about to ddliver an additional blow. Ditzd's
face was flushed, and speckled here and there with droplets of blood not his own. Clydeflinched asa
whiff of pepper spray drifted into his nogtrils.

Ditzd wasfulminating into the prisoner'sface, spit flying from hislips. ™Y ou do not interfere with an
officer! Y ou do not touch or strike an officer! If you do so, | am justified in taking you down hard! You
understand that, or you want some more of this?' Ditzdl's eyeswere red, and clear fluids were streaming
from histear ducts and nostrils, some of the pepper spray had got into hisface aswell, and this had done
nothing to brighten his mood.

The man said something Clyde could not quite make out. Ditzdl's eyes got even wider, thistimein
astonishment. "Very well, g, I'll just have to take some additiond measures.” He grunted the last word,
tensing his digphragm as he swung the nightstick downward in the generd direction of the prisoner's
kidney. But it never struck home because Clyde Banks, anticipating the move, grabbed the end of the
stick beforeit redly got going. Remembering a maneuver he had practiced during his stint at the lowa
Law Enforcement Academy, he twisted the stick round against the grain of Ditzel'sfingersand pried it
out of his hand. Then Clyde flung the stick over the Toyota. It clattered on the sdewalk and did to ahat
againgt the boarded-up facade of Walgreen's.

Ditzel was utterly terrified just for amoment, thinking he had been disarmed by an accomplice, and then
he recognized Deputy Sheriff Clyde Banks and wastoo startled to be angry just yet. "Clyde," hesaid in
an amazingly calm tone of voice, "what the fuck are you doing here?" Then, beginning to get pissed off:
"Wheat the hdll did you do with my gtick, man?"

"Giving you achanceto cool off and think about it,” Clyde said.

Just then the woman took her hands off the fender of the car. She flung hersdlf toward the K-9 officer
and his dog, who were aso on that side of the car. The dog choseto interpret this as a hostile gesture
and drove her back with violent barking and lunging.

Both Clyde and Ditzel went after her. Ditzel went al the way around the front of the Toyota. Clyde
vaulted over the hood in such away that he cameto earth directly between Ditzel and the woman. Clyde
moved quickly toward her, maintaining amoving pick between her and Ditzd, and put one hand on her
shoulder. She shrugged him off and windmilled that arm, trying to push him away, then turned around and



recognized him.
"Look what the dog is being allowed to do!" she cried, pointing at the ground.

The box of meat had been removed from the Toyota and set on the grass of the parking strip, which was
now littered al around with sheets of bloodied butcher paper. Some of the mest till lay in the center of
itswrappings, and some had been dumped out onto the ground. A few cuts till remained undisturbed in
the box.

Clyde caught the woman's hand in his, tucked it under hisarm, and trapped it between hisarm and his
body. In thisfashion heled her forcibly to the flank of the Toyota. He took her hand and pressed it
againg thetop of the car, held it there with one hand while he reached around behind her with the other,
got her other hand, and put it next to the first. Now he was behind her, wrapped around her like a cape,
though he was so big and she so tiny that there was an air gap of severa inches between them. Into her
ear hesaid quietly, "I can take care of thisif you calm down and do not move. If you take your hands off
the car again, | have no ideawnheat is going to happen.”

"Well enough,” shesaid.

Clyde released her hands and backed off afew inches. When she did not move, he relaxed and turned
his attention to the dog.

The K-9 officer pulled another cut of meat from the box, unwrapped it, and laid it out on the ground. The
dog prodded it with its nose and licked it. The officer had donned clear plastic gloves, which were now
smeared with blood, and as Clyde watched, he pulled at the mest, tearing it gpart and | etting the dog sniff
at it some more. "Good girl," he said, and tossed the dog one of the torn-off pieces.

While the dog was enjoying thiswell-earned morsdl, Clyde stepped forward, picked up the box, and set
it on top of the Toyota. It till contained one enormous piece of wrapped meat about the size of alarge
turkey. "Hey, what's up, Clyde?' said Officer Morris, the K-9 specidist.

"Why?' Clyde asked after along pause, turning to nod at the box of mest.
"Well, you know, Clyde" Morrissaid. Y ou know why we got Bertha."
"Drugs. But thislooks like megt to me."

"Oh, no, Clyde," Morris said. He started laughing, asomewhat forced laugh, and actually dapped his
knee. He straightened up from his squat and gave a command to Bertha, who sat down and stayed.
"Clyde, I've known you for yearsand | figured you for asmarter officer than that. Y ou know we got alot
of marijuanacoming in hereto Forks, and you know that's why we spent al that money on Bertha."

"I'mwithyou sofar," Clyde said.

"Well, what you got to remember isthat not al criminasare supid. Some of 'em are pretty damn smart.
They know about Bertha. So they hide the goods now, Clyde. They hide the stuff in cans of coffee or
anything they think will throw off the scent. Now, if you wanted to throw adog off the scent, what could
be better than hiding abig ol' head of sinsemillainsgde an even bigger hunk of raw mesat? Pretty clever,
huh?'

"What makes you think he's got dope to begin with?"

"It's gotta be coming in from somewhere," Morris countered.



"Hdl, Jm, it'scoming in from ten miles away. Most of the dope in the United Statesisgrown in the corn
belt. Y ou know that. Now, why would anyone go to the trouble of importing the stuff al the way
from--wherever the hell these people are from--when there's acres of the stuff growing right herein
Forks County?'

Morris broke eye contact. Clyde could see he was defeated. But the conversation was interrupted by
more commotion from the opposite sde of the Toyota. Clyde ran around to find Ditzd kicking the
handcuffed suspect in theribs. "Fucking sand nigger! That'sal you are! Y ou got that? So don't be giving
me any more of your lip, because we don' take lip from sand niggersin thistown."

"Officer Ditzd, if you dtrike that man again, I'll put your assinading,” Clyde said.

He could not believe hed said it. Neither could Ditzdl. For Clyde to imply that he would rat on afellow
police officer was like announcing that he was going to have a sex-change operation. It left everyone
within earshot stunned and forced them to reeva uate everything they had ever known about Clyde
Banks.

"Bababababa" said Maggie from the hood of Ditzel's unit.

Ditzel looked & Maggie, his astonishment growing even deeper, and then a sneer developed on hisface.
"Wdll, what the fuck are you doing here anyway? | don't remember calling for backup from a deputy--or
his partner,” he said, pointing a Maggie.

"Rendering assstance,” Clyde said, "and advice."
"Advice? Wdll, thanks very much. Thiswas going fine before you got here.”
"Doesn't look fine," Clyde said, nodding at the suspect.

"| stopped him ‘cause he wasn't wearing a seat belt. Maybe they don't have a seat-belt law where he
comes from, but we do here. Then he started acting suspicious. So | asked him to get out of the car, him
and hiswoman, and called for K-9 to check out the car, and that's when he got surly. Then, when the
K-9 showed up, he started actively resisting, so | took him down. So thisisaclean bust dl the way, and
I'm not in need of your advice, Deputy.”

"Seethis?' Clyde said. He began tapping his nail against asticker on the Toyotas window.

Ditze leaned out to see and opened his mouth asif thiswould improve the acuity of hisvison. "So?
Parking gticker."

"Y ou wouldn't know this, 'cause you're Nishnabotna, but | learned how to read the codes on these things
working in Wapsie sometimes,” Clyde said. "This one'sfor the law-school parking lot.”

"I'll bedarn,” Ditzdl said.
A profound silence fell over the scene. Clyde could hear wind rustling in the leaves of the oak trees.

Eagtern lowa Universty did not even have alaw school. The law school wasin lowa City. But Clyde
Banks, who had known Ditzel since they had gone to kindergarten together, knew that Ditzdl could be
relied upon not to know this.

"Cmere," Clyde said, and jerked his head back toward his truck. He turned his back on Ditzel, plucked
Maggie off the unit as he went by, and went around back of histruck. He set Maggie down on the bed of
the truck and replaced her pacifier. Ditzel met him there amoment later.



"Y ou know how these lawyers can make astink,” he said.
"But he'sjust acamel jockey," Ditzel protested, his voice now much higher.

"Even better, given the state of our judicid system. Just think of it. An oppressed minority with a pregnant
wife versus aredneck cop.”

Ditzel opened his mouth to protest, but Clyde stopped him with an outstretched hand. "Not my words,"
he said. "To meyou are Officer Ditzel, an experienced and decorated |aw-enforcement veteran. But
when they haul your assinto court, al that's going to be forgotten and you are going to be presented asa
redneck cop. Believe me. I've been over therein Wapsie, and | know how these people think."

By now Morris had come round with his dog. Clyde looked over a the woman, who was eyeing the box
of meat, an arm's-length away. She glanced hisway. He did his glasses down on hisnose and gave her a
warning look, then pushed them back up and turned his attention to the officers.

"So what areyou advising?' Ditzd sad.

"Well, now, think about it. He didn't buckle up. Y ou nailed him for that. He gave you some guff and you
gpanked him. Y ou've had agood day, my friend!" Clyde reached out and dapped Ditzel hard on the
shoulder. "You got dl the satisfaction you're ever going to get. Now, you could take it the next step and
spend the rest of the day in front of atypewriter and then get hauled into court and be accused of being a
redneck cop and everything el se that would follow. Or you could cash in your chipsright now while
you're aheed. Let them go."

"Itd kill meif there was some weed in the bottom of that box,” Morris said ruefully.

"Yeah!" said Ditzel, who had amost given up until Morris had mentioned the drugs. "We gotta get to the
bottom of that."

"Therean't nothing but mest in there," Clyde said, and told them briefly of what he had seen at Lukas
Mests.

"So that'saJew?' Ditzd said, astonished and scandalized.

"I would guess Mudim. But | think they follow the samerules asfar as mest,” Clyde said, "so they dl buy
their meat on the same day, when the Jewish butcher comesto town. That'swhere al that meat came
from, and if the Lukases have been hiding dopein their meet, then | reckon it's the L ukases we ought to
be checking out with the K-9 unit."

Providentidly, Maggie started to cry at this moment. Clyde brought her round to the front seet of the
pickup and snapped her in, then climbed in and watched through the dirty windshield as Morris put the
box of meat in the back of the Toyota and hel ped the woman into the passenger seet. Ditzel removed the
man's handcuffs, hauled him to hisfeet, and shoved him toward the Toyota. Clyde started the truck,
backed up, and sivung it out into the Ieft lane, idling forward very dowly as he drove past the scene. The
man had abig laceration across hisforehead, the kind of thing that always bled like crazy, but by now it
had clotted up enough that he could drive the car safely. He seemed absurdly calm as he climbed back
into the car, asif he had just stopped in at arest areato take alesk.

Then Clyde's view of the scene was eclipsed by the broad body of Lee Harms, till directing traffic, who
leaned down and looked into the window above Maggie's car seat as Clyde went by. "Nice going,
Clyde" hesaid. "Looks like you got the Mudim vote dl sewed up.”

"Vote Banks," Clyde said weakly, and hung abig U-turn on River Street, headed hometo Desiree. He



did not fed like getting cinnamon rolls.

nineteen
JULY

THE CURVY driveleading up to the Wapsipinicon Golf and Country Club had been lined with small
plastic American flags thrust into the ground, many of which were areedy listing badly before thewind
that was howling acrossthe prairie. The plastic flags made abrittle rattling sound as they were strafed by
the wind. Clyde came around the last one of those curves and saw three men wearing fancy black outfits
with bow ties. The sight made him fater; helifted hisfoot from the gas, and the wagon's transmission
made hissing and sighing noises as afew bucketloads of hydraulic fluid looked for someplace to go.

"What's wrong, honey?' Desiree said. Her face was burnished and lovely; sheld spent the last weekend
with the National Guard running around in the sun tregting fake chemical-warfare casuaties. Her arms,
back, and the ravishing Dhont deltoids had been concedled by the Army uniform, and she had fretted
about their incongruous pallor when she had put on her sundress; but Clyde thought she looked
wonderful. He would never daretell her, though, that she looked even cuter in her combet fatigues. There
was something about Desiree's bodly rattling around in yards and yards of scrunchy camouflage fabric
that sent him over the edge; the green and brown brought out the highlightsin her hazdl eyes.

"Let'ssay Maggiessick,” Clyde said, looking into the backseat hopefully. Maggie had vomited on the
epaulet of Clyde's best sheriff uniform not thirty seconds before they had left the house, and even though
they had wiped most of it off, the mysterious proteins had congeded to ahard shine. But Desiree had
pronounced thisanormal vomiting episode, asign of robust good hedlth; and, indeed, Maggie was,
unfortunately, pink-faced and happy.

"It'sjust acookout.”

Clydelooked in the rearview mirror. The view in that direction was nearly filled by anavy-blue Lincoln
Town Car, navigated and piloted by Bob Jenkins of Bob Jenkins Lincoln Mercury, who cameto a stop
behind them. He recognized the Murder Car and turned to hiswife animatedly. Hiswife had got anew
hairdo; Clyde could tell because she moved Hiffly, asif amad bomber had wired tubes of nitroglycerin
into her permanent wave.

"They had these alot in Cdifornia" Desree said. "It'svaet parking. All we haveto do isget out and
they'll park it."

"l know what itis" Clyde said darkly.

"Then why are you holding up the Jenkinses? Y ou don't want Rick Morgan to drive the wagon?'
"Nah."

"Y ou forgot something at home?"

Rick Morgan, straightening his bow tie, made eye contact with him; he was trapped now.
"Howdy, Clyde. So you're the one that bought the Murder Car!"

"I guess s0," Clyde said, clambering out. Desiree was dready at work in the backseat, disengaging the
baby pod from its docking unit.

"Well, well takerea good care of it," Rick Morgan said, diding into the driver's seet asif he owned the



vehide

"It takes of f pretty good in first because that big old four-sixty has good low-end torque, o it'll surge
whenyou giveit thegas," Clydesad, "then leve off pretty quick.”

"Okay, Clyde," Rick Morgan said. He seemed startled and dismayed.

Clyde shut the door on Rick Morgan. "Y ou'll noticethat | didn't dam the door,” Clyde said. "That'sfor a
reason. It is because the door is S0 heavy that it has atremendous momentum of its own.”

"I read you loud and clear, Clyde," Rick Morgan said, and gunned the engine too hard. The wagon
reared up and bolted. Clyde imagined he could hear the transmission fluid flashing into live steam and
bursting valves. But it wastoo late now. Desiree was standing there holding the baby on one hip, waiting
(as Clyde eventudly redlized) for him to offer hisarm. He did so and led Desiree up to the door.

"Vote Banks," Clyde muttered to another bow-tie wearer as he went inside, putting one hand on the
door himsdlf even though it was being held for him. The notion of able-bodied men requiring servantsto
open doors for them was not one that Clyde would ever cometo grips with.

The country club had been built during aphase of architectura history that Clyde vaguely remembered as
the Flagstone Period. As he walked across the clubhouse floor, the theme music from The Flintstones
cameinto his head and he had to conscioudy force himsalf not to start hummingit.

Thisareawasal low tables and sofas. A few people were there, mostly older folks and women with
conspicuous hairdos, or possibly wigs, that could not be taken into the windy conditions outside. The
back wall of the room was dl picture windows and led to avery large flagstone patio with a pool to one
sdeand aview over the golf course. A cylindrical pig roaster was smoking away, tended by ayouth
brought in on loan from the Hickory Pit restaurant, and afew dozen Republicans were milling around
drinking what Clyde assumed to be cocktails and trying to dodge the long, ropy plume of smoke that
shot out of the roaster and veered thisway and that asthe wind shifted--like escaping prisonerstrying to
stay out of the beam of the prison searchlight. A wall of beautiful thunderheads rose many milesto the
wes, violet below, their tops incandescent peach and magenta. The sun was going to sink behind those
clouds soon, bringing a premature end to the day.

Clyde saw the next hour of hislife plotted out asif on the whiteboard in theroll-call room down at the
sheriff's department. He would go out and mingle uncomfortably. Everyone would stare at Desiree and
the baby. The baby would begin to get hungry in approximately forty-five minutes. Desiree would take
her insde, plop hersaf down on acouch directly across from an old Republican lady in ablue wig, and,
just likethat, whip out atit and start feeding the kid. The old Republican lady wouldn't say aword, but
the repercussions would come anyway, and pretty soon Clyde would be called in for afriendly
man-to-man with Terry Stonefield and be informed that so-and-so was waiting for an apology. Desiree
would refuse to apologize, and so Clyde would do it on her behaf and then so-and-so would not be
satisfied--she would still be angry, but now shewould be angry at Clyde--and Desiree would be angry at
him for having apologized, and Terry Stonefield would be angry with Clyde, <o, for not having handled
it better.

Thisbeing the casg, it seemed fitting and proper for him to have adrink. So he ambled to the bar in the
corner.

From that |ocation he was able to see anook where John Stonefield and Ebenezer were wordlesdy
ramming great unruly tangles of tobacco into the bowls of their pipes. Standing near them, amixed drink
in his hand, talking at some length but getting no response, was John Stonefield's son Terry, chairman of
the Forks County Republican Committee, chairman of the board of severa venerable Forks-area



businesses, sometime State senator, gubernatorial candidate, and two-term U.S. congressman. Hewas
dumpy yet ddlicate, wearing anavy blazer and khaki trousers and a striped tie with a stars-and-stripes

pattern.

By the time Clyde had got his drink--a bottle of Steinhoffer Pilsner--Terry had turned around, noticed
him, and beckoned him over. Hands were shaken al around. Neither John Stonefield nor Ebenezer had
said anything yet, or dl day, so far as Clyde could tell.

Clyde was not sure when John and Ebenezer had started golfing together, but he did not put much effort
into trying to figure it out. He had noticed that old people were much more interesting and complex than
he had ever suspected as ayoung man and that there was no telling what secret connections and
machinations they might be up to. Ebenezer had lost a son-in-law (Clyde's father) and John had lost a
son: hisoldest, hisfair-haired boy and heir apparent, had been shot down in Korea and never found. But
Clyde knew, from tiny droplets of information leaked out here and there, that John had filled Ebenezer
with agreat deal of secret knowledge about the Stonefield family, the quirks and persond failings of its
members, and the inner workings of its businessempire.

Noneof it waslikely to impress Ebenezer. Ebenezer was a plain-deding and -speaking sort. In hismind
all transactions more complex than, say, buying a plate of scrambled eggs at the Hy-V ee breakfast
counter, and al relationships more complex than alifelong, purely monogamous marriage between two
virgins, belonged to avast but vagudly defined category caled "shenanigans.” He had let it be known,
once or twice over the years, that the Stonefield family, in the decadent years since Terry's older brother
had gone down in flames, and John had turned matters over to Terry and gone into retirement and
seclusion, had become tangled up in any number of different types of shenanigans. Hedways said this
regretfully, asif he did not mean to seem judgmenta. But Clyde had been judged by Ebenezer many
times over the years, usualy with the end result of getting walloped by abdt or stick, and so he knew
that Ebenezer must have strong opinions hidden somewhere.

John Stonefield now spent most of histimein hisfarmhouse above the river outside of Wapsipinicon,
reading outlandish newspapers mailed in from places like London and emerging only to play golf with
Ebenezer. But he got together with Terry and therest of hisfamily from time to time and must have
mentioned the Banks family during his conversations. Clyde knew as much, because one day latein 1989
Terry Stonefidd, who had never known him from Adam, had suddenly invited him out to lunch and had
made it clear that he knew a great deal about Clyde Banks and his domestic and career Situations. The
full mgesty and power of the Forks County Republican party would be behind Clyde Banks should he
chooseto run.

So when Clyde stepped into the little nook where Ebenezer and the elder and younger Stonefields were,
he felt likethe last piece of ajigsaw puzzle that these men had been putting together over the last severd
months or even years. It didn't take a genius to figure out why; incumbent Mullowney was abad man and
abad sheriff. On the other sde of the equation, the sheriff's job was prestigious and carried with it agreat
ded of power, most of which was of an unofficid and unwritten nature. It would be agood thing for
anyoneto have arelaive, or afriend of afriend, who was the sheriff of Forks County.

"Look at those anvils," Clyde said, shaking hishead. All four men stared out the window, Sizing up the
gpproaching storm front.

"Mugt be topping fifty-five thousand feet," Ebenezer said.
"How'sthe campaign going, Clyde?" Terry said brightly.

Clyde sad nothing for amoment, reckoning that his true answer should not be spoken in the presence of



John and Ebenezer.

"Saw some of the stickers around town. Guess that means you hooked up with Razorback Media
okay."

"Hooked up with 'em, al right," Clyde said.
"I keep looking out my window waiting for you to come up my road, Clyde," John Stonefield said.
"What the hell are you talking about?' Ebenezer said.

"Wdl, he said he/d knock on every door in Forks County. Hasn't knocked on mine yet, 'less| was out
when hedid."

"I figured I'd catch you on Sunday, sr," Clyde said.

"How'sthat?'

"Thought I'd join you and Grandpafor golf, if you wouldn't object,” Clyde said.
"Y ou got your swing straightened out?' John Stonefield said darkly.

"Haven't made it out to the course since last Father's Day. But I've been visualizing agood stroke. They
say that works."

John and Ebenezer exchanged a brief poker-faced look and concentrated for amoment on their
pipe-stoking and -lighting efforts. Thiswasto say that they both understood Clyde had paid them the
compliment of sarting to bullshit them.

"Doesit work to get you elected?' Ebenezer said.

After this John and Ebenezer became even more reticent than usud, gpparently on the theory that,
whatever they had to say to Clyde, they could say on Sunday when they weren't berating him over his
poor golf game. Sensing the shift in mood, Terry and Clyde drew away from them, moving back toward
the center of things.

Clyde sensed that there were agreat many people who were eager to step forward and shake Terry's
hand, but who were restraining themselves forcibly lest they interrupt some high-level impromptu strategy
sesson involving theinner workings of the sheriff campaign. Clyde, never the sort to inconvenience any
such people, decided he would get to his point as quickly as he knew how.

"l wasdown at the jail yesterday," Clyde said.

"Thejail? What were you doing there?' Terry said sharply.
"Working," Clyde said.

Terry looked mildly irritated. "Oh, yeah. Of course.”

Clyde hated working at thejall and knew that Sheriff Mullowney had been giving him lots of jail duty just
to harass him, but Ebenezer had taught him not to whine. So he skipped over that part. "l wastaking to
Mark Becker."

"Who's Mark Becker?' Terry said, suddenly intrigued at the prospect of adding anew nameto his
mental Rolodex of behind-the-scenes movers and shakers,



"One of the prisoners,” Clyde said.

Terry screwed up hisface with disgust and looked away. When he turned back, he was wearing an
expression of patient, fatherly disgppointment. "Now, why are you taking to people like that?"

"When I'monjail duty,” Clyde said defensvely, "I can't help but talk to 'em. Mostly they talk to me,
though.” Jail talk made high-school locker-room talk sound like an episode of Firing Line. "Anyway,
Mark said hewas on West Lincoln Way picking up litter as part of his community service--"

"Wait aminute, Clyde. Get the story straight. Why washein jail if held already been sentenced to
community service?'

"Community service was last week. For apreviousinfraction. Then | arrested him for disorderly acouple
of nightsago. Hell probably get jail timefor that.”

"Oh, | see. So Mark Becker isacareer crimind!" Terry said, outraged.

"That's giving him too much credit,” Clyde said. "If | told Mark Becker he had a career, held probably
stop being acrimina and do something else.”

"Sowhat did Mark Becker have to say to you, Clyde?' Terry said, looking around significantly at dl the
people who wanted to bust in on the conversation, somehow giving each one of them awarm smileand a
bit of eye contact. Thisunnerved Clyde, and so heletit dl outin arush.

"Hewas saying that fifty percent of the litter he picked up on Lincoln Way was*V ote Banks bumper
stickers. He said he picked up bags of ‘em.”

"Sounds like abox fell off atruck somewheres” Terry Stonefield said.

"No, these were used. The backing had been pedled off. These were stickers | had handed out at
church, around the neighborhood and so on, and people had put them on their cars and they fell off when
it rained last week."

Terry Stonefield considered thisfor amoment, then laughed nervoudly. He got an amused look on his
face, and Clyde could sense that he was about to make light of the Situation. Clyde redized it wastimeto
pull out hisacein the hole, let go with his cri de coeur .

"Mark Becker told me," Clyde said, "that he saw adust devil moving down the median strip of Lincoln
Way made up of Clyde Banks bumper stickers.”

Terry suddenly turned on his Serious Look. He stepped closer to Clyde. "Clyde, did you just try giving
Razorback Mediaacal?'

"Their phone's disconnected,” Clyde said. "Little Rock Triple-B saysthey skipped out on their lease."
Terry mulled thisone over and pulled at hisface. "How'd you pay for those darn stickers?
"Desreg's credit card.”

Terry brightened. "That aFirst National Bank of NishWap credit card by any chance?"

"Sureis”

"Well, thereyou go. They got apoalicy.”



“Poliy?

"Y ou buy anything with that card that's defective, stolen, dropped off atruck by the UPS man, shattered
by lightning or any other act of God--they'll refund you in full. Good talking to you, Clyde," Terry
Stonefield said, and shook Clyde's hand with hisleft while reaching out to another supporter with his
right.

Clyde got back to Desiree just in time; she was reaching up under her shirt, preparing to whip out atit in
the middle of the room. Clyde plucked Maggie lightly out of her hands, rummaged in the baby bag for a
bottle, and carried her up an open Stairway to a mezzanine that looked out over the ground floor and the
patio. He and Maggie were the only people up there, and Clyde immediately felt camer to be looking
down on the Republicans from ahedthy distance.

Maggie went to deep in hisarms; time passed; Desiree came up and agreed that it would be acceptable
to leave now. Theimmense anvil thunderheads to the west loomed high above the rolling hills covered
with eight-foot corn, rolling like massve wegpons of destruction spewing out lightning in al directions,
bearing down relentlesdy on the quarter- to haf-million-dollar homes|lining the golf course.

twenty

POLICY KEPT shifting againgt Saddam, and Betsy's position was vindicated. That made her happy
even though Spector had been at painsto makeit clear to her that she would never get credit. She had
gone outside of her task, and in the government it was better to follow the lines of authority than to be
right. She remained as much an outcast as she had been earlier. And she received no help from any of the
branchesthat could give her theinformation she needed. But she kept probing, bringing up what sources
she could, reading widely to find some sort of confirming link that would tie together the misspent
American aid dollars, the wandering academics, the technology of nonconventional warfare, and afew
Midwestern universities.

The Iragis had many of their best people in the States, and she could not understand why. Normally they
would send promising youngsters here for training and then bring them back to home soil to do their
actua work. But severa Iragi scientists who should have been in the prime of their careerswere
stationed in the U.S. She could only suppose that here they could get access to equipment or other
resources not available at home.

But the implication was that these people were actively developing weapons--or, & least, the underlying
science for aweapons program--on U.S. soil.

For awhile she traced down the possibilities of anew form of anthrax as awegpon. She had read studies
classfied as confidentia describing how the Iragis were retroengineering the process of developing
weapons-strength uranium--that instead of taking the technology forward, they had actually gone back to
1946-mode Oak Ridge technology. Could they be taking asimilar tack with biological weapons?

She jumped into the CDC files and dug out dl she could on the development of anthrax toxins. She spent
three weeks on thisline of inquiry but got nowhere. When she would ask Science and Technology for
help, they would stonewdl her. The DCI refused to disturb the bureaucratic rhythms. The Pentagon
would not even condder giving her any help.

One morning at five o'clock, when she was banging on her screen with afoam-rubber dedgehammer that
Kevin had given her, Spector walked in. "' was going to ask how things were going. But sometimes
nonverbal communication is more effective.”



She looked at him with blood in her eye, got up, walked over to the vault door, and shut it. "Why don't
you people help me?!

"We cant."

"Look, I'll take no credit. I'll turn everything over to somebody inSand T."
"They don't want it. They know you've touched it."

"Can't we move on any front?'

"No. Millikan has spread the word that you're to be insulated. Isolated. Ignored.”
"By name?"

"No, that would be gauche. He has done something much more effective: he'slaid out the wiring diagram
on investigationsinto thisissue. Y ou're not on it. Except insofar asit includes your section, as afootnote
of sorts-but it'slaid in such away that anything coming from this vault will have to pass through three
layers of review beforeit actualy goes anywhere. Y ou've been cobwebbed by the best.”

"What about going to the Presdent?"

Spector blinked in dishdlief and did her the favor of not laughing. "Folklore hasit that the President,
because of his Agency experience, isrdatively sympeathetic to the plight of the low-level andyst. Thishas
caused many peoplein your position to harbor unredlistic ideas about going straight to the top. But there
arethousands of low-level anaystswho dream of doing that."

"Isthere anybody ese working on thisangle?"
"Not to my knowledge."
"What do | do?'

"Keep plugging away. And be careful. Y ou and your roomie are real good at not talking openly about
what's going on. But your tone and your nuances--especialy your nuances--communicate volumes. Since
your run out to Wildwood, the whole nature of your conversationd tone has changed. Remind me, now
that you're abranch chief, to show you the voice-wave andysis systems. They're damned good, much
better than polys at reading people. Anyway, your patterns have changed.”

Betsy leaned back and looked out the window at the dawn. He was right. Paul M oses had changed
things, but it had nothing to do with the search she was carrying out. There would be no point, though, in
trying to convince Spector of that.

"I'm going to keep working onit," Betsy said.

"Good. Just wanted to let you know where you stand. Y ou want to let me out of this place?’

June had gone by with her days divided among seriouswork (four A.M. to eight A.M..), branch affairs
(eight o'clock to noon), and meetings ad nauseam (noon to four). She was dapped on thewrist by
Spector because her branch's productivity had declined under her tenure. "That's because you have me
doing al thisnonsense," she responded.

"Doesn't matter. Y ou've got to keep the words coming.”



Weekends were spent with Paul when Paul wasn't busy with hisown work. After the eventsin
Wildwood he had drawn away from her to a safe distance and become more of abuddy than a
boyfriend. They exchanged the occasiona snuggle or smooch, but even that level of intimacy seemed to
make him uncomfortable. At first she assumed he was still embarrassed over his episode of impotence.
But astime went on, she began to worry that it went deeper than that and resolved to have atalk with
him when she could find time.

Betsy and Casse began to make plansfor their annua Fourth of July bash. With a bit of effort one could
see thefireworks display from their bal cony, so they dways had afew peoplein. Thistimethey were
going to have the Wildwood group plus Kevin, who would bein town for the first week of July running
errandsfor Larsen. Needlessto say, their neighbor, Margaret Park-O'Neil, would be there, too, so they
could entertain themsalves by watching her and Kevin make eyes a each other.

Paul came early and brought a huge bag of ice. He bantered with Cassie in the kitchen, then sneaked up
behind Betsy and gave her ahug.

The door buzzer kept sounding asthe rest of the crew showed up. Soon enough booze was consumed
and food eaten that the conversation was going at adull roar. Jeff Lippincott and Christine O'Connell had
got married in the interim--each il keeping his’her name. Marcus Berry had come back in from the
Midwest, where he seemed to spend alot of time on assignment, to spend the holiday with Cassie. Kevin
and Margaret Park-O'Neil resumed exactly where they had | eft off--Betsy gathered that they had been
exchanging agresat ded of email inthelast month.

They turned on Channel 26 to watch the concert from the Mall and kept on talking and drinking. Betsy
watched Kevin carefully. He had never handled hisbooze well, and it didn't take long for him to reach
the point where he was speaking very loudly and dowly, asif he had to taste each word before it got out
of hismouth.

Kevin wastrying very hard to impress Margaret, who at least looked impressed. He wastelling her, in
various ways, how important he had become. About hisfriends at the Jordanian Embassy. About the
redlly important people coming in from all over the world to study or lecture or do research at American
universgities, and how he was bending rules and cutting dealswith petty bureaucratsto help get themiin,
and how thiswas dl part of Larsen'sinternational mutual back-scratching game, which would lead, likea
pyramid scheme, to even deegper connections, larger grants, and greater accomplishments. As hetalked
louder and dower and became less aware of hisimpact, the room grew quieter and quieter until, asde
from Kevin, the only sound that could be heard was "the 1812 Overture’ coming out of thetelevison's
two-inch cardboard speaker. "And Dr. Larsen is giving me a huge bonus. He got some new business
from Jordan, and | get afive percent commission.”

Two minutes earlier he had aluded to this business from Jordan and had mentioned that it was "a couple
of million dollars." Everyonein theroom had heard it.

Now the words "five percent commission” floated in the air for what seemed an eternity. Then ahuge
aeria bomb exploded above theriver, so loud that Kevin startled back and doshed hisdrink into hislap.
"Timeto go watch the fireworks," Betsy said. "Don't lean too far over therail, it'sahundred feet down to
the concrete.”

Margaret scurried into the kitchen and got some paper towelsto get Kevin dry, an operation that caught
Betsy'seyeif only because the drink had spilled into hislap.

In astrange way Betsy was more disappointed with Margaret than she was with her brother. She knew
her brother. She knew that he was young and full of himsdlf and just going through a phase, and that



eventually hewould snap out of it and be embarrassed by his behavior--and rightly so. But Margaret had
seemed pretty sharp. That she was fawning over Kevin called her judgment into question--her judgment,
or her sincerity.

Kevin stood up abruptly and headed for the bathroom. Margaret watched him go, then turned sheepishly
to Betsy, perhaps reading the look on her face.

"My dad's got adrinking problem--atypica master-sergeant thing,” shesaid. "So | guessthisis
incredibly pathological of me. | gpologize.”

Thiswent some way toward dleviating Betsy's suspicions. "We never had booze in the house when we
werekids," she said. "Now he hasto drink as part of hisjob. | wonder if Larsen knew what he was
getting into when he hired my brother."

Margaret said, "He'sredly sweet. But | hope he doesn't go down the same road my father did.” Then
she blushed, perhaps redlizing she might have gonetoo far. "1'd better go now."

Paul emerged from the bathroom with one arm around Kevin and haf carried him to the bedroom. He
came back, looked very serioudy at Betsy, and said nothing. Jeff Lippincott came in from the balcony;
the fireworks were over, and Betsy had missed them. Jeff hugged Betsy and whispered in her ear,
"Recheck my note."

"My God," Betsy murmured. Jeff had given her an envelope during the trip to Wildwood; she had put itin
her pocket and then forgotten it, preoccupied as she was with Paul. Since then she had washed the
shorts.

She left Cassiein charge of the party, knowing that it wasin good hands, and entered the bedroom,
where Kevin was snoring loudly on the bed, smelling of vomit. She dug her shorts out from deep in the
ironing basket and removed the warped and fuzzy envelope. There was a sheet of paper inside, hard
copy from alaser printer, fortunately waterproof.

Jeff had given her alist of names--Arabic names. Jeff was Agency, but heworked at USIA, checking
visaagpplications, and Betsy had come across his name more than once when investigating the flow of
Iragi scientistsinto American universities.

Some of the names she recognized--they were people she dready knew about, people on her Dirty
Dozen ligt. But somewere new to her.

Next to the column of names was acolumn of dates, labeled "Date of Entry." Most of the dates were one
or two yearsin the past. But some of them were marked July 1990. These names were the ones Betsy
didn't recognize.

Kevin had just been bragging about the big shots he was going to be bringing into the country in the
coming month. None of this could possibly be a coincidence.

twenty-one

FAZOUL, THE maimed foreign student, was throwing his own Fourth of July shindig down by theriver
at Albertson Park, so-called because it lay across from Albertson's grocery. Theinvitation specified
Picnic Shelter Number Nine, aquarter milein, closeto the bluffs above the Nishnabotna. The small
parking areathere was full, and a couple of dozen cars were parked quasi-illegaly dong the shoulder of
theroad leading toiit.



As Clyde, Desiree, and Maggie reached the parking lot next to the big shelter, they saw abanner printed
out on long strips of computer paper, hung from the eave of the shelter, with letters--shapes,
redlly--printed on it in green. Hefigured it was Arabic. Beneath it were smaller |ettersin some other
script held never seen at dll, lots of curlicues. He saw men who looked straight out of Lawrence of
Arabia, dressed in white robes with towels draped over their heads, men wearing aprons and leather
vests, wearing square, boxlike hats the size of McDonal d's drink holders; men in shorts and Nikes
wearing T-shirts with things written on them in English and other languages, men dressed in suitsand ties.
Some of the women were completely veiled in chadors, just columns of black with huge black eyes
peering out as through gun dits--Clyde thought of the EIU Twisters mascot, atornado on legs, with a
mal e cheerleader concedled inside looking out through anarrow aperture. Other women were showing
their faces, and there were tawny women running around barefoot in shorts and T-shirts. Kids were
everywhere, dl of them dressed asif they'd just gone on a shopping spree at Wa-Mart. Clyde could
hardly plant onefoot in front of the other for dl thekids.

All these people began to applaud. Suddenly everyone was looking at him. The applause wasjoined by a
bizarre warbling sound from the throats of the women. He dowed, then stepped back a pace.

A large, heavy man with agoatee, dressed in awhite robe with atowel over his head, was standing just
infront of him; he had turned around to face Clyde and was applauding lustily, the deeves of hisrobe
shaking. A tdler, darker, and much gaunter figure dodged around this man and headed straight for Clyde;
it was Fazoul, dressed in jeans and a denim jacket. He reached out and grabbed Clyde's right hand for a
two-handed shake, theindex finger and thumb of histruncated left hand gripping Clydesforearmina
surprisingly strong pincer. After along and strong handshake, he pivoted on hisfake leg, threw anarm
around Clyde's shoulders, and started leading him toward the shelter.

"Sorry we're late. Had to go to another thing firgt," Clyde said.
"Oh?1 am doubly indebted if you cut short some other engagement to come here.”
"I'm glad you gave me an excuse to get out of it," Clyde said. He was Htill redling from the Republicans.

They'd dready made aplace for Desiree up at one of the picnic tablesin the shelter. Clyde supposed it
was a specid table because they had thrown a colored rug or something over it--not a carpet remnant
from Sears, but something that looked asif it had been made by hand someplace far awvay. Atop the

table was arustic cradle made out of strips of leather and hunks of bent wood, lined with the thickest and
plushest sheepskin Clyde had ever seen. He assumed it was for Fazoul's son, but it was empty now. Half
adozen or so women, including Desiree, were gathered in the vicinity of thistable, manhandling and
cooing over acouple of different babies, none of whom was Maggie.

Clyde was handed an enormous tumbler full of awhite fluid with tranducent hunksfloating init; this
turned out to beiced buttermilk with diced cucumber, and it was astonishingly tasty.

"Wheres Maggie?' he said to Desiree between gulps.
"l don't know," shesaid. "Isn't thisnice?’

Clyde allowed that it was. In spite of himsalf he scanned the areafor his baby and thought he glimpsed
her fifty feet away, on the grass beneath an oak tree, where adozen women had sat down in acircle,
forming asort of human playpen wherefive or six infants and toddlers were staggering around falling over
each other. Severa babesin arms were being passed back and forth, around the circle, jiggled, rocked,
and cgjoled. One of them looked like Maggie.

Fazoul sat down across the table from him, straddling the bench and lifting his peg leg onto it with a



grimece.

"It took us longer than expected to gart the fire last night, so you arejust intime," Fazoul said.
"Ladt night?"

"You like to barbecue?'

"Sure, | guessso.”

"Comewith me, please." Fazoul planted his peg leg on the floor again and pushed himsdlf up with his
arms. Clydefollowed himin the direction of theline of greet treesthat crowned the bluff. Asthey waked
through asmall crowd of women, someone came up and deposited alarge bundlein Clydesarms:
someone el se's baby, not more than a couple of weeks old. Fazoul seemed not to notice, so Clyde kept
waking.

"Y ou would think that abunch of physicists and engineers and other savants would not have such trouble
making fire," Fazoul said, "but how quickly we forget such thingd" Fazoul laughed and shook hishead in
disbelief. "The number of treerootsisastonishing.”

"Y ou got a barbecue pit going back in the woods?*
"Exactly," Fazoul said.
"Y ou know, you can rent aroaster down at Budovich Hardware. Savesdl that digging.”

"Unlessit was abrand-new roaster, we could not be sure it had never been used to cook pork," Fazoul
said. "So your galant efforts to protect the lamb from the dog might have gone to waste.”

"Oh." Clyde was garting to put it together. "l see.”

"l have ason!" Fazoul exclaimed, and nodded at the bundlein Clyde'sarms. "We dways hold afeast to
celebrate. We needed a halal lamb for thisfeast--it had to be daughtered in just the right way. Thiswas
donefor usat Lukas Mests on the morning you and | met. The police dog rendered much of our mest
unusable on that day, but you prevented it from defiling the carcass of the lamb, which was the most
preciousto us."

"Andyoureroading itin apit."

"We have been doing so since, oh, something like onein the morning." Fazoul checked hiswatch, a
heavy sainless-sted number, and yawned.

"Isthisyour firg?' Clyde said.

Fazoul broke eye contact and stared off into the forest. "Fifth.”

"Oh. Arethe other four here today?"

"No," Fazoul said after an awkward pause, "they were not able to attend.”

They arrived at aclearing near the edge of the bluff. Nishnabotnawas visible acrosstheriver, through a
sparse picket line of big trees. They were shielded from adirect view of the packing plant by the dense
summer undergrowth that competed for the light that shone on the rim of the cliff in the morning. Four
men were standing around a place where smoke and steam came out of the ground, seeping through a
thick cap of leaves. All of these men were dressed in Western clothes, and one of them was actudly a



Westerner.
"Dr. Kenneth Knightly, dean of international programs,” Fazoul said.

"Honored to meet you, Clyde," Knightly said, stepping forward to shake hands; but seeing the baby in
Clyde'sarms, he settled for an exchange of nods.

"Pleasure,”" Clyde said. Fazoul went on to give the names of the three foreigners, and Clyde forgot them
immediately.

"| contacted your boss--Sheriff Mullowney--and told him about what afinething you did,” Knightly said.
"Gave him my persond thanks and that of the president of the univeraty. He said you'd aways been one
of hisfinest deputies.”

Clyde hardly knew where to begin, so he held histongue and soon thought better of trying to unburden
himself to Dr. Knightly on the subject of hisjob.

Fazoul picked up arake and used it to claw the cap of leaves off the barbecue pit. A mushroom cloud of
steam rose out of it, smdling wonderfully of cumin and other spices. Down in the pit was something
wrapped in more leaves, surrounded on al sides by athick jacket of black-and-white coasthat glowed
like neon tubesin the degpening prethunderstorm gloom. Fazoul and his three cordigionists commenced
aserious but heated debate in whatever their language was.

"New High Altaic,” Knightly said, reading the curiogity on Clyde'sface. "New becauseit'samodern
didect. High becauseit originally came from the high mountains of Central Asa"

Knightly spoke with a Texas accent and wore actua cowboy boots--down-at-the-hedl ones scraped
round the edges and marked here and there with road tar. He was wearing a Gooch's Best seed-corn
cap to protect the large bald area on the top of his head, and he was smoking a straight Camdl with the
hunched, apologetic posture of alongtime smoker who hastried and failed to quit. Clyde felt that he
could ask Knightly questions without being madeto fed like an unlettered townie.

"How about Altaic?' he said.

Knightly grimaced, looked a Nishnabotna, and took along drag on his cigarette. "Wdll, that getsusin
deeper. Fazoul and his homeboys are Turks.”

"What part of Turkey they from?"

"Most Turks have never set foot inside the country called Turkey. | sposel could be old-fashioned and
cal them Turkomansjust to make that digtinction alittle clearer. Therésawholelot of different kind of
Turkomans, Clyde. They start in Constantinople and go dl the way to China. Thereés Turksin Siberia
and TurksinIndia™

"Soundslikethey redly got around.”

"They did get around. The Turks are the biggest ass-kickersin history. They kicked everyone's ass at
one point or another. | mean redlly kicked their asses. Y ou know who Genghis Khan was?'

"l guess”

"Well, Genghis Khan was aMongol, and he wouldn't have been diddly except that he got the Turks on
hissdeearly. | could go on and on. Anyway, the point isthat they're dl over the place, there are alot of
different subgroups. Fazoul and company are from a subgroup that started out in the Altal Mountainsa



long time ago and made a name for themsdaves--literally--in the VVakhan Corridor, which iswhere
Afghanistan and Chinaand Russaand Pakistan al come together. They are Vakhan Turks. But they
have been alot of other places since they got that name.”

"And now they'rein Forks County,” Clyde said.

Knightly laughed out loud and ground out his cigarette. By this point Fazoul and hisfriends had lifted the
smoking bundle from the pit, so Knightly wielded the sharp toe of his cowboy boot to kick the butt of the
Camd into the hole. He and Clyde watched asit smoked, turned brown, and suddenly burst into alittle
dar of yellow flame.

A moment later it was snuffed out as one of Fazoul's men pitched the first shovelful of black earth into the
pit. They filled it in quickly; thefirst fat drops of rain had begun to tumble down like water balloonsfrom
the purple-black thunderheads whose bases were now directly over their heads. Clyde pulled the corner
of the baby's blanket over itsface, and al of the men--the four VVakhan Turks and the two
Americans--made for the shelter as quickly asthey could. By the time they emerged from the trees, it
was raining steadily, and when they were within afew yards of the shelter, it began to comedownina
seamless mass. All of the partygoers had gathered together under the shelter's hipped roof, forming a
solid rectangular bloc. Clyde had lost track of Fazoul and excused hisway through the crowd for severa
minutes, rocking the baby in hisarms, until he found Farida, Fazoul's wife, Stting next to Desiree.

After Clyde had turned the baby over, Desiree flung one arm around Farida's shoulders, leaned
sdeways, and put her face right up next to Faridas. "What do you think?' she said.

"Beg pardon?' he said.

Desireerefused to say, just posed there right next to Farida, the two women staring up a him with the
same mischievous expression. They looked like acouple of naughty sisters. Lightning struck nearby,
strobing astill image of the two women deep into Clyde's brain.

"Il bedarn,” Clyde said. Then he actudly felt achill moving up his spine, and atingling around the back
of his skull where hishairsweretrying to come to attention. And it wasn't because of the thunder rolling
in from the nearby ground gtrike, or the ozone smdll of the thunderstorm.

It was common knowledge that Desiree had been adopted from someplace exotic. Her dark hair, the
amond shape of her hazel eyes, her ability to tan rapidly and evenly to alovely terra-cotta shade, all
marked her out as being not from around here, and certainly not borne of a Dhont.

Mrs. Dhont claimed not to have any ideawhere Desiree came from. If she knew, she wasn't telling. She
believed, perhaps with good reason, that her daughter's adopted heritage made no difference at dl and
should not even be mentioned in conversation. If Desiree had been blond and blue-eyed, Mrs. Dhont
probably never would have admitted that she was adopted at dl. Thiswasapolicy arrived at internally
by Mrs. Dhont, operating behind the veil that separated women from men, following the arcane rules and,
perhaps, ingtincts that women applied to matters regarding family--rules that could not be explained or
justified, leading to decisionsthat could not be questioned or appedled.

Sonsjust obeyed. But daughters turned into women and passed through that veil, where they could enact
their own decisions and carry out their own programs, sometimes regardless of what precedents Mother
had laid down.

Clyde had never imagined that Desiree harbored the dightest degree of curiosity about her origins until
this moment. And now he knew that sheld been fretting about it l aong. He aso knew, now, that he
was married to some kind of Turkoman.



Clyde had atheory that women had a book, a homemade, photocopied three-ring binder called
"Surprising Thingsto Do in a Relationship,” which they passed around to one another, adding pages from
timeto time, hiding it under the bed. He figured that Desiree could run home tonight and add anew

page.

The lamb was unwrapped from its leaves, carved, and served. The rain came down so hard that the
ricochet from the degpening puddles under the eaves soaked the people sitting around the edges of the
shelter. Gusts of wind came through with the momentum of freight trains on the Denver—Platte-Des
Moines, inflating the raiment of certain partygoerslike spinnakers and sending avalanches of plates and
food down the lengths of the tables. Severd of the foreign students were at work out on the grass,
wearing raincoats improvised from garbage bags, struggling to erect atent of wooden poles and skins.

He sought out Knightly, who was just winding up aconversation in Arabic, or something, withamanina
robe.

"l wasjust explaining to this gentleman,” Knightly said, "what those poor Vakhans are doing out in the
rain. | suppose you want to know the same thing?”"

"| figured that gentleman would aready know," Clyde said.

"That gentleman's ancestors rode camel's around on the desert of Arabia. Of course, now they're oilmen.
But Fazoul's ancestors rode ponies on the grasd ands beneath the snow-covered peaks of the Altai
Mountainsin Centrd Asia, afew thousand miles away. Different people, different customs. Fazoul's
people have been doing thisfor their newborn sons since, oh, a couple thousand years before
Mohammed trod sand.”

"They gonnado a ceremony or something?”

"Y eah. Sort of like a consecration. They dedicate the son to God, formally declare a godfather and any
other namesakes or important peoplein thekid'slife" Knightly turned toward Clyde and squinted at him.
"Youregonnabeinthere"

"l am?'

"Y eah. One of the baby's middie namesisKhalid."

"Gy

"So that's the closest they can come, in their system of pronunciation, to Clyde.”
Clyde suddenly wished that beer was available at Mudim feasts. "I'll bedarn,” he said.

Fazoul limped over to the shdlter, picked up the baby, and carried it through the rain into the tent. Two of
his cohorts ran to one of the parked cars and pulled atrunk out of the back, ran it over to the tent, and
pulled the flaps shut behind them.

By thetime Clyde was ushered into the tent, it had been fully furnished with arug, cushions, lanterns, and
other amenities-even a couple of framed photographs with small votive candles burning undernesth
them. One was alandscape shot of some mountain countryside; it had gone dl blue with age. The other
was apicture of aman, not aforma portrait but acandid shot snapped in the heat of action. Clyde
guessed from the set of hisfeatures and his clothing that the man was aVakhan Turk, probably abit less
than forty years old but with a bearing of great authority. He was on aroad somewhere, adirt road
through arough country of volcanic rock and scrub trees, and in the background were others on
motorcycles and beat-up Jeeps.



He was the handsomest man Clyde had ever seen, even though Clyde was not in the habit of noticing or
admiring thistrait in other men. His cheeks and chin were covered with black stubble salted with
gray,and the rest of hisface was caked with dust and dried sweat. He was grinning broadly at something,
asif he had just pulled something over on someone, and the way his skin wrinkled, or the way the photo
was arranged, gave Clyde theimpression that he didn't smile very often. The photo was cropped to show
only the man's head, shoulders, and upper torso; but Clyde was startled findly to notice, in the bottom
right corner, adark, hard-edged shape: barely recognizable as the flash arrestor on the muzzle of agun,
which this man was apparently carrying under hisleft arm. It was evidently attached to aworn braided
leather sirgp that ran over the man's|left shoulder.

Following the others cues, Clyde knelt on the rug. Besides Fazoul, two other Vakhan males were there.
Fazoul's son waslaid out on the shegpskin cradle Clyde had noticed earlier. Fazoul called the meeting to
order, wailing in asurprisingly high and reedy voice. Clyde recalled seeing amovielong ago inwhich a
man was gpparently being tortured up on a high tower in the middle of aMudim neighborhood.

It wasjust like the first time Desiree had dragged him to Catholic Mass, and Clyde had been completely
confused the whole time, surrounded by people who knew the whole program by heart and who ran
through it aseasily as Clydetied his shoesin the morning. They didn't speak Latin, but they might aswell
have done. Clyde had learned, on that and other forays into the papist universe, to adopt asolemn
expression, St very ill, and do what other people did when called upon; and he found that it got him
through thisVV akhan ceremony, whatever it was, just aswell asit got him through Mass. He heard the
name of Khalid pronounced, and they looked in his direction, and he heard another name pronounced,
something like Banov, and they looked at the photograph of the |eft-handed gunman. The rain battered
the tent, making aroar like a hundred drumsrolling at once during an especialy grand halftime show;
lightning flashed through the seams, ozone-scented air leaked in under the edge and made the lanterns
flicker.

Hewasjugt settling in for agood hour of additiond folderol when Fazoul suddenly relaxed and broke
into English. "That'sit, then," he said. He scooped up his son from the cradle and walked on hisknees
through the flaps. He clambered to hisfeet and held his son above his head, and Clyde winced, thinking
of the danger posed by lightning. He could dimly hear aroar of approva from the crowd under the
shelter.

By the time Clyde got out of the tent, almost all the people had fled to their cars. He helped Desiree carry
Maggie and al the baby support systemsto the station wagon, then walked back to the parking lot near
the shelter and, Stepping into hisrole as lawman, began directing traffic. The partygoers, so cheery and
gentle on foot, had al gone crazy as soon asthey had got behind the whedls of their cars, honking wildly
at each other asthey fought to escape thelot. Clyde took to whistling through his fingers and waving his
armsdramatically, and when they recognized him, they stopped honking and accepted his authority .

After afew minutes Dr. Knightly strolled up, dressed in adicker, which apparently concealed agenerous
gtore of Camelsin somedry place. He hunched over and got onelit, then thoughtfully arranged himself
downwind of Clyde. "I came early, so I'll bethelast oneto get out,” he said. "I'd rather drive backward
on afreeway at midnight with no lights than go bumper-to-bumper with these people.”

"You ever livein one of ther countries?'

"Aw, shit, Clyde" Knightly said, and shrugged. "Y eah, Turkey for awhile. Did sometimein China, too.
Green Revolution stuff. Travel getsred old after awhile” He sucked deeply on his cigarette, asif the
mere memory of these travels made him eager to hasten his own death from cancer. Or, Clyde thought,
perhaps the memory of driving in those countries had made him fatdistic. Knightly took to worrying the
toe of hisboot into the ground. "I'm not much good at this," he said by way of warning, "but | do want to



thank you sincerely for what you did for Fazoul. It isnot out of the question that you might have saved his
life"

Clyde chuckled. "Nishnabotna cops ain't that bad.”

"l don't mean to say they would have killed him, Clyde. | mean to say that if Fazoul had been provoked
any more, he might have becomeirrationa and done something that would have landed him in jail--then
got him deported.”

"How'sthat cometo saving hislife?"

Knightly was taken aback by this question and stared down &t the coa of his cigarette for severa
moments. "It'satangled thing, Clyde" hefinaly said. "I sometimesforget how tangled it must seemto
someone like you, alifelong Forks County boy. Let'sjust say that the VVakhan Turks are one of those
ethnic groups that don't have ahomeland of their own, so in order to come here and study, they have to
carry passports from other countriesin that area. If they get into amess here and get themselves
deported, they will beforcibly taken back to a country that may not want them. Which might have them
on alist of people who, if they ever show up at a border, are to be taken straight to awindowless cell
somewhere and never let out dive.”

Clyde had only asmdl number of oathsin hisarsena, of which "I'll be darn™ was about the strongest; and
asit did not seem adequate here, he said nothing at all.

"That's why these people have done you the very exceptiona honor they did today,” Knightly said. "By
the way, Khalid was perhaps the greatest warrior in the early history of the Mudim world--right up there
with Saladin. They called him the Sword of the Faith. So theres aso aplay on words at work here. Just
thought you ought to understand that.”

By thetimethetraffic jam had cleared out and Knightly had given Clyde alift back to the station wagon,
Maggie had crashed in her car seat, and Desiree was |ooking a bit drowsy hersalf--she was engaged in
the practice of "resting her eyes," which Clyde had never been able to distinguish from deep. Clyde
drove them home. Desiree was awakened by the sound of the garage door rumbling open and got
Maggie tucked into the crib while Clyde changed out of hisfull-dress uniform and into aplain old

deputy's uniform.
"What happened in that tent?* she said, gliding into the dark bedroom smelling like milk.

"Ceremony. Like church, | guess" Clyde said.

"So what did you think of the two picnics?' she said in aclearer voice, cocking her head in amischievous
way to let him know that thiswas very much aleading question.

"If 1 tell you dl of what | think about the difference between Republicans and Mudims" he said, "well
never get to deep. Let'stak about it tomorrow."

twenty-two

KEVIN VANDEVENTER drove hisnew Camry from O'Hare back to EIU, atrip of two and a half
hours, and spent most of the time talking to himself. Here he was, anewly minted Ph.D. who would

never have to teach a gut biology course, wearing anew suit, driving adecent enough car back from a
tripto D.C., where he had entrée to anumber of embassies and was on afirg-name basiswith fairly
sgnificant personages at State, USIA, and Ag. But asthe Vivadi pounded away a him from the Camry's
fine stereo, he wondered why he felt that strange discomfort--something eating at him, asif he had done



something redlly bad but couldn't quite make out what it was.

Maybe it was becoming throwing-up drunk at his Sster's gpartment, just when things were getting good
with Margaret. He made amenta note to dry out. He was acquiring too much responsbility to risk doing
something like that at a business lunch. Mother had dways said that Dad's Side of the family was full of
acohalics. "Onedrink, one drunk. But you know, they were dways sweet," she would say, looking at
Dad. But when Dad drank--generdly after alate frost destroyed the emerging potato plants--everybody
avoided him.

Kevin was asweet drunk--during college he had frequently awakened next to girls he didn't know, who
had dways assured him of this. As he drove over the Missssippi, looking at the barge trains headed
downstream, he resolved that he would have to get agrip on himsalf--learn what to drink, and how much
of it.

The Chicago gtations were dying out, and al he could pick up was country and western, which he didn't
like. He turned off the stereo, fished a pocket tape recorder out of his briefcase, and began to dictate his
trip report for Professor Larsen. One of the secretariesin Larsen's pool would type it and expertly clean
up the phrases that weren't very coherent. "Arrived D.C. 3 July for gppointments at USDA's Foreign Ag
desk. Checked out the rumors that there might be some recision on our subcontinent whesat-rust grant.

Y our golfing buddy Congressman Fowler has great staff. They homed in on that sucker just asit was
coming into committee and covered our butts. The National Geographic piece till works wonders,
though it has preciouslittle to do with science.”

Whoops, better erase that. He backed the tape up while passing acouple of semisat eighty-five miles
an hour, fishtailed abit, and got back into the right lane just in time for ared Corvette to whoosh by him
doing at least one hundred. "Reggie Marsh, desk officer for Brazil, sends hisregards. Then acrossthe
Mall and down awaysto State and a chat with our friends at USAID. They wanted us to make sure to
keep in contact with your Iragi students so that in case of more hostilities between them and Iran, they
could serve as channd s for technology and funding and (reading between the lines alittle bit) intelligence.
Hugh Reinckens, one of your former students, sent hisregards. FY |, heisn't doing so well careerwise.”

He pulled over at arest stop, emptied his bladder, bought a Coke, and climbed back in for the find half
hour of the drive. "University liaison at USIA bitched at us--they are getting picky about some of the
documentation on our current stable of Jordanian grad students. Someonein town is pressuring them to
the effect that some of those students should have their papers rechecked or €l selose their sudent visas.
Probably falout from the Habibi murder. Anyway, | asked for ahaf year, because most of the
Jordanians will be gone by Christmas anyway. In aclassic example of right hand not knowing what left
hand is doing, the folks at the student visa office checked our three brand-new Jordanians right through.

"Went to the Jordanian Embassy to tak to the cultural attaché. He was very pleased to hear about the
three new students. Didn't want to talk much after that.

"The next day | celebrated our nation's independence.

"On thefifth | made the rounds of Nationa Academy of Sciences, Ag, AID officesin Rosdyn, NSF, and
Food for the Future. Good reports across the board--everyone is pleased with the work we're doing for
them, eager to continue supporting that work. NSF wants to funnel some cross-discipline work your

way--1'll passthe papersaong.”

After that Kevin had spent three days making the rounds of the embassies of countriesin Africa, South
America, and Asawhere EIU had set up research stations. He glossed over these mesetingsin his report.
There wasn't much to say about them. Everyone was happy. They had no reason not to be--much of the



money channeled through Larsen's operation ended up in the private Swiss bank accounts of the officias
concerned. Kevin barely remembered these meetings anyway, since many of these people had served
him drinks. The mere memory of this made him powerfully thirsty--the dry, cold air blasting from the
Camry'sair conditioner, combined with the hot sun coming in through the left-side window, had left him
dehydrated. A big glass of iced tea, perhaps with a shot of whiskey init, would go down well. He could
think of little el se as he blasted across the town line into Wapsipinicon and headed for his duplex north of
the universty. He punched the button on his garage-door opener, pulled inside, and entered the place
through his kitchen door. The blast of the air conditioner almost knocked him down--he had forgotten to
turn it off before held left. The dectric bill would be athing of excess. Dad would never have left any
room or building without firgt turning off everything that wasthere to be turned off.

There were fifteen cals on the answering machine, most of them telephone sales--lots of no-load mutua
funds. Apparently he had found hisway onto some list of newly affluent suckers that was circul ated
among marketing companies.

Larsen had called to tell him to check in as soon as he got back. He left a message on Larsen's answering
machine. "Everything went grest, I'll have the report on your desk by noon tomorrow."

Mom called to say that she wanted afull report on Betsy in D.C. He called and assured her that Betsy
was okay, that he was okay, that D.C.was beautiful with al of the fireworks (none of which he had
seen).

And then avaguedly familiar voice, clearly Midwest born and bred. "Howdy, Dr. Vandeventer, sorry to
bother you again--thisis Deputy Sheriff Clyde Banks. Cameinto thejail this morning and found out that
Sayed Ashrawi had been deported in the middle of the night. He's back in Jordan now, | guess. Just
wondered if you had any comments. Good-bye."

There was something deeply troubling to Kevin about the whole Habibi murder, and especidly about the
doggedness of Clyde Banksin pursuing theissue. Hearing Banks's voice coming out of hisanswering
machine, hefdt the pit of his ssomach tighten up right away. He should have stayed in D.C., where dl he
had to do wasride around in taxis and have foreigners buy him drinks. He felt suddenly sweaty. He went
to the fridge, pulled out a container of iced teathat had been sitting there for aweek and ahalf, and
poured someinto a Hintstonesjelly glass. Then he opened the high cabinet above the fridge, took out a
bottle of Jm Beam, and dumped somein--he thought it looked like about one jigger, maybe ashade
more. In his haste to get home he had forgotten to buy groceries or even to stop a a drive-through, so he
grabbed ahandful of sdtinesfrom acupboard. His bowelswent into action at the mere sight of food, so
he strode to the bathroom, set the jelly jar and the crackers down on the counter, dropped his pants, and
took a sest.

Banks had not divulged histheory of the Habibi caseto Kevin, but Kevin could read between thelines
eadly enough: Banks believed that Marwan Habibi had been dead that night in Lab 304--that Kevin had
seen not adrunk and unconscious colleague, but awarm corpse. It followed that dl of the other menin
Lab 304 that night had been not jovia party animals but cold-blooded plotters hatching a schemeto
dump Habibi's corpsein the way least damaging to them, their activities, and--by extensgon--Larsen's
rainmaking operation.

It was a preposterous theory. But the mere ideathat Kevin might have been that close to abunch of
foreign agents coldly manhandling a dead man around the Sinzheimer gave him chills.

His cordless phone was sitting there on the counter in front of him. Kevin picked it up and dided the
direct-line number of one of hisbuddiesin the Jordanian Embassy in Washington. There must be some
smple explanation of the sudden deportation of Sayed Ashrawi. But the voice a the other end was that



of asecretary. She palitely but firmly rebuffed him. She must have been anew hire, because thiswasthe
firgt time Kevin had been treated so rudely.

The doorbdll rang. Kevin didn't move, hoping that whoever it was would go away. But he had Ieft his
garage door open, so everyone who came by knew perfectly well that he was at home.

He pulled his pants up and went to the door. The image in the peephole was that of the paperboy.
"Hello, Scott," Kevin said, hauling the door open.
"It'sCraig," the paperboy said. "Uh, you owe mefor two months--fourteen fifty."

Kevin had taken hiswallet out of his pocket when held comein, so he went back into the kitchen to get
it. It was till full of crisp twentiesfrom aD.C. cash machine, so new, they stuck together treacheroudly.
He walked back to the front door, trying to pick them apart, and when he looked up, he was sartled to
seethat Craig had been joined by alarge and sturdy man with a stubbly haircut, looking sweeaty and
awkward in nestly pressed jeans and a striped dress shirt.

"Deputy Banks!" Kevin said weskly. "Just got your message--I just got back afew minutesago.” He
thrust atwenty at the paperboy and hardly noticed when the change and receipt were handed back to
him. "The business with Ashrawi--1 don't know what to tell you. I tried making a phone call--"

"Thisisn't about that," Banks said, blinking in surprise through histhick glasses. "Asyou may've heard,
I'm running for sheriff, and I'm trying to knock on every door in Forks County. And now it'syour turn.”

The paperboy had moved on to the next duplex. Bankslooked at Kevin gppraisingly. "Y ou okay?"
"Just got back from D.C. Bad airlinefood," Kevin essayed.

"They tdl meit's pretty bad,” Banks said. " Speaking of which, mind if | use your bathroom? Too much
iced tea”

"Sure" Kevin said.

"| dready know the way. All these duplexes are the same,” Banks said. He entered the duplex, seeming
to nearly fill the doorway, and found hisway back. Kevin heard a clattering sound and amuffled curse.

When the deputy came out aminute later, he looked sheepish. "Knocked your glass and your crackers
intothesink," hesad. "'l oweyou."

"Don't worry about it."
"Can| at least mix you another drink or something?'
"Please don't give it another thought,” Kevin said, appalled that Banks had smelled the whiskey.

"Say, aslong as1'm here, | waswondering if you could tell me again what old Marwan Habibi was
working oninthat lab."

"A kind of bacterium that livesin the bovine digestivetract," Kevin said automatically. He had dropped
into Interrogation M ode without even thinking about it.

Banks blinked in surprise again. Kevin reminded himsdlf that, as of four hours ago, he was back in the
Midwest, where he was actudly alowed to take histime in conversation, where hasty responses might
strike some people as suspicious. He wished Banks hadn't spilled hisdrink.



"Could they livein ahuman?' Banks asked.

"I don't know the specifics. But I'd be surprised if they couldn't,” Kevin said.
"Could he have died from those bacteria, then?"

"Not unless he died from farting too much, Deputy.”

Banksdidn't seem to find that very funny. But he did change the subject. " Seemsthat Ashrawi was
suspected of having killed someone in Jordan--some kind of family-feud type of deal. Supposedly, while
he was sitting in our jail in Nishnabotna, some new evidence happened to turn up over there, and they
just had to bring him back so that their courts could have firgt crack a him. Then we can have him back.
What do you think they'll do to him--cut his head off?"

"l believe you're thinking of Saudi Arabia," Kevinsad.

"I'm not sure we could have convicted him anyway," Banks offered.

"Redly?| thought you had great evidence."

"Widll, | did, too, until the quarterly deeth statistics came out at the beginning of July.”
"Quarterly death satistics?"

"For the whole state of lowa. Hedlth department plots all the deaths on alittle map. Color coded. Most
of the dots are on nursing homes and they're green, which means, more or less, that the person died of
old age. A few red dotsin Des Moines and the university towns--those are AIDS desaths. Y ellow dots
for traffic accidents.”

Kevin wanted Banks to go home. Banks was supposed to be here on a brief campaign stop, acharade
that had now vanished. This mercilesdy detailed explanation of the desth map had to have apoint. Kevin
kept waiting for the nightstick to come out and crack him over the head.

"Could | please have aglass of that iced tea?' Banks said.
"Sure," Kevin said, and got up.
"No whiskey in mine, thanks," Banks said as Kevin left the room.

There were no clean glasses, only athermd coffee cup from APCO to which hed lost thelid. Kevin
filled it with the tea, threw a couple of cubesinto it, and came back to find Banks leafing through some
scientific papers held left on the coffeetable.

"So you were saying?' Kevinfindly sad.

"Well, usudly each quarterly map looks the same as the last. But during the second quarter of thisyear, it
was different.”

"Different how?"

"Along the lowaRiver, between Nishnabotna and where it joinsthe Mississippi, there were awhole lot
of deathsfrom lung and heart ailments. Way more than usua. Now, the state health department came
and checked it out, but you know bureaucrats--their dream isto have aquiet day. So they said that the
lung deaths were a consequence of the flu epidemic, and the heart deaths were a statistical anomaly.”



Kevin couldn't help noticing that Banks pronounced the words "statistical anomaly” easily and perfectly,
asif the sheriff's department forced every deputy to passamonthly diction test.

What do you think they'll do to him--cut his head off? Bankswas good at playing stupid.
"Y ou have adifferent theory?' Kevin asked.

"Funny thing is, none of the deaths occurred upstream of Lake PlaMor," Banks said. "And none
occurred prior to the night you saw Marwan Habibi carried out of Lab Three-oh-four.”

"Ah," Kevinsad.

"Half of these cases werein Forks County, so our county coroner, Barney Klopf, signed the death
certificates. And | know old Barney, so he let me have apeek at the records. And you know what? The
lung desths looked just the same as the heart deaths. There was no difference between 'em.”

"Isthat your opinion, or--"

"And you know another thing? All of those people had had contact with fish from the river before they
died. Lutefisk makers, fishermen, fellows out shooting carp with bow and arrow.”

"Oh_”

"Well, | got lots of doorsto knock on,” Bankssaid, "so | think | better see mysdlf out. Thanksfor the
tea. And don't go eating any fresh carp, dl right, Kevin?"

Kevin retrieved his glass from the sink, went to the kitchen, and made himself another drink. Ashewas
doing s, it occurred to him for the first time to wonder whether Banks had just made up that whole story
about the death map. It didn't make much sense, when he thought about it. Kevin couldn't believe held
fdlenfor theruse.

twenty-three

JUST AT the moment Clyde was hafway between his unit and Thomas Charles"Tick" Henry's
screened-in porch, Henry's dog made its presence known by coming round the corner of the garage,
raisng its hackles, crouching, and beginning to emit alow growl amost like the purr of anidling diesd.
The dog had not revealed itself until Clyde was hafway between the unit and the front door, exposed on
abarren glacis of cregping Charlie, crabgrass, and faded auminum beer cans. Clyde unsnapped his
holster.

Theimportant thing was not to show fesar.

Clyde changed direction and lunged straight toward the onrushing dog, which, like al other bad dogs he
had ever seen, was some kind of offshoot of the race of German shepherds (or, as people around there
caled them, perhapsironically, police dogs). Tick Henry's dog was so startled that it actually fatered;
and when Clyde shouted, "Get the hell out of here!™ into itsface, it planted itsfeet and cameto a
complete stop, its scraggly dewclaws snagging long skeins of cregping Charlie so that the whole surface
of the lawn moved around him.

There was amoment of silence, and Clyde heard alow hissing noise from the screened-in porch. The
sound of someone drawing on acigarette. Clyde looked that way, but the only illumination now came
from the big hissing farm light on the garage, which was enshrouded by amore or lessinfinite number of
small insects. Larger black shapes briefly eclipsed it from timeto time: bats going after the bugs.



Findly the dog's earsrotated to the side afew degrees, flattened just a bit. Ingtantly Clyde stomped
forward two more strides and shouted, "Get the hell out of herel” The dog turned, ran away, and looked
back at Clyde, beginning to wag itstall.

"Y ou maced my dog!" shouted Tick Henry, kicking the screen door open. ™Y ou maced my dog!" He
stepped out into the yard, moving stiffly on the front steps, hindered by his football-ravaged knees. He
must be pushing fifty, Clyde redlized.

"Y ou maced my dog," Tick Henry said. It was clear from the conviction on hisface that he was one of
that breed of mankind, frequently encountered in Clyde's line of work, who could make themselves
believe anything smply by uttering it three times.

"I don't carry Mace," Clyde said, "because | got agun. And if your dog had taken one more step toward
me, | would have shot it."

"That's police brutaity!"

"If you could read, Tick Henry, you would know that | ain't police but sheriff's department. Y ou know
the difference?"

"Huh?'

"The sheriff's department's main job seems to be serving papers on the likes of you--and your
houseguest,” said Clyde, stepping forward and waving a court summonsin theair.

Tick Henry said nothing at all, just drew on his cigarette and squinted at Clyde. The farm light went out
for amoment as an especialy large bat, or perhaps even an owl, eclipsed it.

"I know he'sinthere," Clyde said. "Everybody knows you've been sheltering him.”
"So Grace went out and got hersdf agoddamn lawyer," Tick said, and shook hishead in disbelief.

"Everyonesentitled to alawyer,” Clyde said. "Buck could have got one if held been on histoes. Then the
divorce could have happened right here. Asit is, it's going to happen in Seettle--more hasde for Buck.”

" Seettle? Grace took off to Seettle?' Tick Henry shook his head again. "'l suppose Sedttle's dyke
paradise or something.”

"Let'sget thisover with," Clyde said. "Whereishe?'

Tick jerked his head back toward the house. Clyde gave the dog one last warning glare and then climbed
up onto the screened-in porch.

Buck Chandler wasfast adeep on the living-room recliner, illuminated by the light from the tube, which
was showing a baseball game on the West Coast.

Buck had been an intermittently brilliant quarterback in high school and had been demoted to tight end
when held matriculated a EIU and joined the Twisters, which was amuch easier teamto join back in his
era. Heand Tick Henry had scored quite afew touchdowns between them; in 1961 the Twisters had
actually beaten both lowa and lowa State in the same year, which had not happened since and would
probably never happen again.

After graduation he had done agtint in the military, then came home and knocked around town for a
while, sdlling cars and insurance, and eventualy became the Voice of the Twigters, announcing dl the



football and basketball games on thelocal 250-watt AM station. As ayouth Clyde had listened to these
broadcasts every Saturday afternoon while raking leaves or shoveling snow. But afew years ago the
rights to broadcast the Twisters games had been bought up by abig mediacompany out of Aurora,
[llinois, and Buck Chandler had lost hisjob and hisidentity. He and Grace had eventually got into the
red-estate thing. Grace had passed the redtor's exam immediately. Buck had taken six runs at it. When
Clyde had gotten around to buying some real estate, he had sought out the Chandlersto act as brokers,
not because they were the best company but because he felt sorry for Buck.

And now Grace was off in Seattle making anew life, and Buck was passed out in arecliner in Tick
Henry'sliving room, reeking of whiskey.

Clyde unfolded the divorce papers and put them on Buck's chest.
"Hope you're proud of yoursdlf,” Tick Henry said.

Clyde walked back to hisunit, backed out into the highway, and departed. He had not even madeit to
the next section-line road before the dispatcher had called him up to inform him that Tick Henry had
caled the sheriff's department to complain that a deputy had threatened to shoot his dog.

"Threatened nothing. | promised to,” Clyde said.

"Did you serve the papers?’ the dispatcher said. She was a shirttail relative of Mullowney's, implacably
hodtile.

"I did," Clyde said. The dispatcher did not respond. Various deputies had been trying to serve those
papers on Buck Chandler for six weeks. Clyde Banks, the Summonater, had, for the umpteenth time,
come through where others had failed.

twenty-four
AUGUST

AUGUST 1 was not agood day for James Gabor Millikan. Saddam Hussein was marching into Kuwait.
Millikan was being clobbered. All of the geopalitica brilliance he had expended in the service of his
country was for naught. First he had been tripped up internally by a GS-11 who should have been shot
for disrupting the elegance of his carefully laid out policy scenario, and then externally by theimbecilic
actions of Saddam Hussein, who had not played the role he should have played.

Millikan carried a heavy burden, that of omniscience--and he carried it gracefully, most of thetime. He
aways had known what was best. He dways had known that God had intended for him to be the mind
behind the throne, the man who would actudly have the ideas, who would save the country but who
would sdflessy not claim credit. It was atough role, but one he savored. Now his classic geopolitica
formulato bring peace to the Middle East, to block the Iranians, to foil what was|eft of the Soviets--all
of thiswas unraveling. And worst of al, as he set up the President's schedule for hisvacation in
Kennebunkport, he had to include the bottom-fish analyst who had done so much to upset his plansand
histiming. Ashe sat at hiskeyboard looking out of his officein the Old Executive Office Building toward
the White House, he was bitter.

Millikan was not a Saddam Hussein enthusiast. 1t could be truly said that except for some colleagues at
S. Antony'sand Harvard, he was an enthusiast for no human being except himself. Millikan wanted to
achievein foreign relations the degant perfection that mathematicians achieved in cdculating the digits of
pi. Hedid not ded in terms of individual human beings, hedid nat, in the long term, believe that human
beings, or what they thought, had anything more to do with the carrying out of state policy than had the



antsand thelr little universesin affecting individua human life. He saw alarge and imposing caculus
dominating the affairs of state, and he saw himself asthe Newton to gpply that caculusto manipulate
internationd affairs.

Ashelaid out the national-security arrangementsfor the President's vacation, he knew that his
Middle-Eastern scenario had failed. The question now was how to change policiesin midstream without
getting wet, how to find someone to blame for the debacle. But he had to remind himself that it was not
his debacle: it wasthe failure of aman for whom he had contempt, George Herbert Waker Bush, and his
total inability to move. Bush had scuttled the chance to take advantage of the Gorbachev opening, and
Millikan felt deeply each and every one of the knives deftly shoved into his back by George Shultz's

people.

While he was staging the normal-seeming vacation of the President at the Maine compound, he had
tasked his assstant, Richard Dellinger, to go back through his collected, classified memos to remove any
record of his appearing to be too pro-Irag, adifficult task, given the fact that he had been one of the
foremost proponents of Baghdad. But Millikan knew his Orwell.

In the face of the fact that Saddam had invaded Kuwait, that the administration had already cut both
open- and back-channel communications with the PLO, that he had aready lost whatever leverage he
had on the Hill, it was apparent that he had to do something to maintain his high ground. Gnawing &t the
back of his mind was the knowledge that Hennessey had adossier on him afoot thick, that Hennessey
could nail him anytime he wanted by throwing him to the wolves of the Democratically-controlled
congressional committees, that he could spread rumors that would make him out to be the long-sought
Big Molein the nationa-security network, that Hennessey had, asthe result of his shocking,
unprecedented, and possibly illegd lateral jump to the FBI, becomethe heir of al the secret photos that
J. Edgar Hoover had assembled on the Harvard boys and all the Oxford types. He had to find some way
to short-circuit Hennessey, get back on top of the curve on Irag, convince the President that he was
redly serving well. He needed a hook.

As he gazed over thetop of hisworkstation out the window at the White House, it suddenly struck him
what his salvation would be. How he could smultaneoudy outflank Hennessey, impress the President,
and grab the next-best issue of the war--the public fear of the Iragis poison gas and
bacteriological-warfare capabilities, soon to be widely publicized by the scare-mongering press.

It was at moments like thisthat Millikan always felt a certain sense of satisfaction and renewed
self-esteem. He drafted aNationa Security Council Decision Directive setting up an interagency task
force to include Hennessey from the FBI, Spector and Vandeventer from the Agency, some of thefolks
from the chemicals branch at NSA and the Pentagon, and some of the germ people from the NSF. They
would start work immediately, in Kennebunkport. He typed it up for that morning's meeting. He knew
that it would be approved without question. If American boys were going to die, the administration had
better ook asif it at least knew there was adanger. If they died, Millikan looked good, because he'd
been on top of it from the beginning. If they didn't die, Millikan looked good, because histask force
could claim the crediit.

twenty-five

"WE HAVE areport of abloody horse on the south Boundary Avenue extension,” said the dispatcher's
voice. Clyde was dumbering so deeply that, when he woke up, he was not sure whether he had heard it
correctly. Surely she had said "runaway" and not "bloody."

He had stayed up late listening to the dumbfounding news of the Iragi invason of Kuwait on histransstor
radio, which was gtill squawking away on the dashboard. The news reports, his own dreams, and the



words of the dispatcher must have got al mixed up in hisseepy head.

"It'sinthevicinity of the vet 1ab," she continued. " Sounds like it might be another case of you-know-what.
All unitsrespond.”

"All units?' Clyde said doud, staring & the celling of hisunit. He was only talking to himsdlf. At the
moment "al units" amounted to three Forks County sheriff's deputies.

When Tab Templeton had materialized before the gates of NishnabotnaMest like abiblica gpparition,
liquored up and swinging an ax handle, a single deputy--Clyde--had been dispatched to dedl with the
problem. If Charles Manson, Abu Nidal, and a pack of rabid wolves had been sighted on Lincoln Way,
the Forks County sheriff might have found the Situation sufficiently grave to merit the dispatch of two
deputies. And now they were sending three after ahorse.

Deputy Hal Karst came on the radio, not bothering to disguise the fact that he'd been laughing. "We
gonnajust grab that horse by thereins, or actualy rasdeit to the ground?!

No answer. The digpatcher was flummoxed.

Ha Karst continued. Hewasin hislate forties, the oldest deputy on the force, and he didn't care what
the digpatcher or Mullowney or anyone else thought of him. ™Y ou want usto rasseit, Clyde can take
point, and me and JmM'll help. But if you just want usto grab thereins, | can handlethat al by my
lonesome, and Clyde and Jim can go back to deep.” Hal was an old farm boy and still kept horses of his
own.

"Hal, go after the horse," the dispatcher said, sounding more than a bit frosted. "Clyde and Jm, you are
to throw adragnet over the area.”

Clydejackknifed to asitting position and hollered, "A dragnet?' He snatched the microphone with one
hand, killing thelittle transistor radio with the other. "Did you say dragnet, Theresa?' He did a poor job
of conceding the grinin hisvoice. He had never heard thisword actualy used in an officia context. Then
he got himsdf under control and didn't say anything more. They were recording histransmissons, and if
he got overly lippy, they could play it on theradio and TV and make him look like abad deputy.

" Sheriff's standing orders,” Theresashot back, "in the event of another mutilation case.”
"Oh, shit,” Clyde said to himsdlf. So it redlly was abloody horse.
Deputy Jm Green came on the horn for thefirgt time. "Which one of us getsto be Joe Friday?"

"That's enough horsing around!” Theresasaid. "Clyde, you handle the northern end. Jm, you comein
from the south. Converge on the vet |ab. Report anything unusual .

Clyde was severa miles north of town, in the hilly, sparsely wooded country between Pdisades State
Park and Lake Pla-Mor. He pulled out onto the road and accelerated south, wiping fog from theinside
of thewindshield with one hand, then groping for the switchesthat turned the lights. He would have been
judtified in using the sren, but the farmers didn't like being woken up in the middle of the night and dways
complained.

On second thought he went ahead and turned the siren on. When they complained, they'd blameit on
Mullowney.

And Mullowney would call them back very respectfully, or (since thiswas an eection year) perhaps even
stop by their house persondly in hisunit, pausing in their driveway to pop amint into his mouth so that



they would not smell the alcohol on his breath. He would enter their house, taking his Smokey Bear hat
off respectfully, and accept the proffered coffee and pie only with the greatest reluctance, and would
apologize to them deeply for the disturbance caused by the nocturna sirens; but, he would say, abit of
noisein the night wasasmal priceto pay, and al the citizens of Forks County must be ready to make
smdl sacrifices, playing their own little partsin the War on Satan.

Kevin Mullowney had declared War on Satan only yesterday. The Times-Dispatch had carried his news
release on the front page, unedited except that they had corrected al the spelling and grammatica errors
that had dipped past Mullowney'stypist (histhird cousin once removed). When the sheriff became avare
of theinvasion of Kuwait, he would be chagrined, for it would surely drive the War on Satan back to the
second page for the next week at least.

The news release had been accompanied by alarge photograph of Kevin Mullowney paying asurprise
vigit to a head shop in campustown, where he inspected arock-band poster emblazoned with a
pentagram. One of Mullowney's flunkies held the poster up between the sheriff and the owner of the
store--a sallow, bearded fellow with an earring. Mullowney had both index fingersin action, asure sign
that he had roused himself to action; with one he was tracing the pentagram on the poster, and with the
other he was pointing at the chest of the owner, nearly prodding him in the sernum. The owner was
blinking when the flash went off, and his eyes were neither open nor closed but somewhere in between,
giving him an aarmingly moronic, possibly drug-addled appearance.

The War on Satan was, of course, actualy a counterattack--a purely defensive measure. Forks County
had (Mullowney explained) been infiltrated silently over aperiod of years, and only recently had the local
satanist contingent felt confident enough to come into the open. They had announced their presence by
initiating acampaign of cattle mutilation.

Thefirst attack had been a couple of weeks earlier. A heifer had been found missing by its owner, who
had discovered ahole cut in hisfence and followed atrail of blood down into a creek bottom where the
victim had concealed hersdf. Some mysterious runes had been carved into her flanks.

The second incident had been about aweek later. A horse had been led from astable at alocal riding
school, through a gate that had been cut open, down to the woods aong the riverbank, and had had an
upside-down, five-pointed star carved into its shoulder. This second incident demonstrated a pattern
even Kevin Mullowney could not fail to notice, and the War on Satan had been launched as soon ashe
had sobered himself up enough to dictate the manifesto to histypist.

Now perhaps the mutilators had struck again, probably at the vet lab--afedera installation, tied to EIU's
Vet Med College. This made sense; the vet lab had lots of livestock and, being agovernment operation,
tended not to supervise them as carefully asfarmerswould. It was exactly where Clyde would go if he
wanted to mutilate some animalswithout being caught.

Deputy Karst came on the horn. "I'mintheareaand | seetracks,” he said. "I'm along the eastern edge of
the Dhont farm. I'll tie it up to afence or something, then return to my unit and notify you so'syou can
send out aveterinarian.”

Clyde went straight down Boundary Avenue, aong the western edge of Wapsipinicon. The northern
stretch passed aong nice neighborhoods, where, he hoped, many influentia constituents were erupting
from their beds as his unit screamed past, and concluding that Sheriff Mullowney's War on Satan was
sheer madness.

A mile south of Lincoln Way was Garrison Road, which formed the southern border of the city;
everything south was farmland. But instead of the wall of corn that usually marked such boundaries



around here, the south side of Garrison Road was amotley spectacle of peculiar and outlandish crops
planted in small patches and individua rows, and greenhouses of varioustypes. sometraditional ones
built of glass, othersjust poly film stretched over improvised frameworks. These were the EIU College of
Agriculture experimenta farms, and they stretched for another mile south to the next section-line road.
Beyond that wasthe Nationad Veterinary Pathology Laboratory and Quarantine Center, in the vicinity of
which the bloody horse had been sighted. Hal Karst was probably traipsing around that area right now,
proffering odds and ends of his sack breakfast to the terrified critter.

If Clyde were asatani<t, and had just finished mutilating a horse at the vet lab, he would make his escape
northward across the experimental farms, which were unpopulated, poorly fenced, and never patrolled.
Clyde checked around the areafor the injured horse but, finding nothing, returned to the vet |ab.

The gates there were well secured--there was a guardhouse, manned only during the daytime, and to get
in at night, you had to shove amagnetic card into allittle box that would raise the gate for you. A
closed-circuit TV camerarecorded al comings and goings. Thiswas of little interest to Clyde. But the
perimeter of the vet lab was dmost two milesin length. It was surrounded by a chain-link fence topped
with barbed wire, but much of it was so dark and so remote that anyone with apair of bolt cutters could
get throughiit a will.

Three sides of the vet |ab were bounded by highways of greater or lesser importance, but the southern
border was formed by the main line of the Denver—Platte-Des Moines Railroad. If Clyde were asatanist,
he would turn off Boundary Avenue onto the dirt track that ran dong the railway siding, drive down that
track until he was well away from the road, and cut the fence there. It was where al the teenaged boys
went to drink beer and smoke marijuana

As soon as he pulled off Boundary onto the track, he saw recent-looking tire marksin the dirt and
stopped the unit where it was so that he would not destroy the evidence. He plucked his nightstick,
Excalibur, from its mount on the dashboard and, after some dithering, decided to |eave the shotgun where
it was. He turned on the spotlight and shone it down the track, then proceeded on foot.

Sure enough, there was a fresh cut in the fence about a hundred yardsin from the road. 1t was high and
wide enough for ahorse. The mutilators had gpparently gone into the vet lab, selected their victim, led it
out through this opening, and cut it up there; the ground in front of the fence cut was dl churned up with
horse and human footprints, and sprinkled with blood. Tomorrow around ten o'clock, when Sheriff
Mullowney had recovered from the night's drinking sufficiently to stand erect, thiswas where hewould
come to be photographed by the Times-Dispatch and videotaped by the TV crews from Cedar Rapids
and Des Moines. He would sguat to examine the footprints, point significantly at patches of blood, and
finger the cut ends of the fence wires attentively.

Clearly, the perpetrators had comein avehicle; clearly, they werelong gone. Clyde trudged back to the
unit and got on the horn. "Got a pretty good crime scene dong therailway cut, just off Boundary,” he
announced. Then he got arall of yellow crime-scene tape out of the bumper and strung it around the
area.

As hereturned to the unit, he could hear radio traffic on the PA speaker. Deputy Jm Green and the
digpatcher were discussing the whereabouts of Deputy Karst. He had |eft hisunit by the Dhont farm a
good haf hour ago and not reported in yet.

A bad road accident in the southern part of the county demanded Jm Green's attention. Clyde backed
his unit out onto Boundary and headed south across the tracks toward Dhont territory. Lessthan half a



mile south he came across Hal Karst's unit pulled onto alittle farm road that separated one Dhont field
from another. Hal had left his spotlight shining at an angle across the soybean field to theright of thedirt
road. Beans were alow-to-the-ground crop, and arunaway horse would be more likely to gointo a
bean field than acornfield, where the ripening tassels would be above its head.

Clyde parked his unit on the turnout of the dirt road, behind Hal Kardt's, then reached in the open
window of Ha's car, grabbed the handle on the spotlight, and swung the light dowly back and forth
across the bean field. Asthe beam came round nearly paralle to the dirt road, two closely spaced red
sparks suddenly jumped out of the darkness, so far off in the distance that he could barely resolve them.
They blinked out, then on again. Either the Dhonts bean field had been invaded by alarge and
exceptionally calm buck, or else thiswas the horse. It was near the fence, and it didn't seem to be going
anywhere. Maybe Ha had succeeded in tying it to afence post. Clyde aimed the spotlight directly down
the center of the road, expecting to pick out the burly form of Hal walking back toward his unit, swesty
and out of breath from chasing the horse around the field. But that was not exactly what he saw. He did
see Hal Karst, only a stone's throw away--clearly recognizable by the light-tan color of his sheriff's
uniform. But Hal was not walking up the road. He was lying down in the dirt and he was not moving.

The nature of police work in Forks County was such that when a deputy saw a colleague down on the
ground and not moving, he did not immediately think about desth and violence, asabig-city policeman
would. It seemed much morelikdly that Deputy Karst might have tripped and falen on hisface. But
though he was moving around weakly, he made no red effort to get up.

Clyde lunged in through the window of Hal Karst's unit, grabbed the mike from his dashboard radio, and
saidin atight voice, "Hal isdown. Hal isdown. Send an ambulance." Then he dropped the mike onto the
seat and took off running.

Hal Karst was thrashing weskly from side to side. He had fallen first on hisface but had rolled over
severd times since then and was now coated with dust from the road. He had crossed hisarms over his
body and was clutching hisribs and gasping for air. "What'swrong, Hal?' Clyde said, but whatever was
wrong with Hal seemed to concern his heart and lungs and rendered him incapable of speech.

Clyde yanked the big black cop flashlight from his belt and shone it over Hal's face and body, looking for
aclue. He was startled to see blood smeared on the hands and uniform shirt, and for amoment his heart
jumped as he thought that perhaps the bad guys were il out there and had done something to Hal.
Controlling the panicky urge to shine the light around him in asearch for perpetrators, Clyde took stock
of Ha's stuation as camly as he could. He did not see any wounds, and the blood was thinly smeared
around, not coursing out the way it would if Hal had been knifed or shot.

Hd's motions were getting steadily weaker. Clyde shonethe light on hisface, which had gone dl pae.
Hal'slipswere violet. His eyelids were drooping. Clyde dropped the flashlight, put one hand under Hal's
neck and lifted it up so that his chin tilted back. He reached a couple of fingers down into Hal's mouth
and made sure he hadn't swallowed histongue. Then he clamped Hal's nose shut, bent down, pressed his
lipsover Hal's, and forced air into hislungs.

Clyde spent along time there giving Hal Karst mouth-to-mouth resuscitation. After aminute or two he
reached down with his free hand and groped hisway around Hal's chest until he could find apulse. It felt
weak and fluttery, asthough the heart of ahummingbird were begting in there, and so Clyde Sarted
dternating CPR with the mouth-to-mouth, ramming the hedl of his hand into Hal's slernum very hard so
that the rib cage bulged with each thrust.

The amount of blood did not increase, and Clydefinaly figured out that it wasjust ared herring. This
wasn't Ha's blood, it was the horse's. Hal had got it smeared on him when he had been getting the horse



cdmed down.

Then he had started walking back down the road to his unit, till breathing hard, his heart pounding avay
violently, and findly the old ticker had given out on him. Hal was not just the oldest deputy on the force
but also the heaviest, forever coming in last on the physica-fithess tests. He had been egting the farm diet
ever since he was born: red cream in his coffee, straight from the cow, and planks of home-cured bacon
for breakfast, tenderloin sandwichesfor lunch, doughnuts for snacks, stesk for dinner. Everyone had
been waiting for this.

Findly the ambulance came; it parked out on Boundary, and the crew came sprinting up the road
carrying their big fiberglass gear boxes. They hooked him up to anumber of tubes and machinesright on
the spot, getting aread on hisvital sgnsand radioing the information back to the trauma center at
Methodist Hospital. Clyde listened to thistraffic and knew that the news was bad. They tore the uniform
shirt off Hal's body right therein the dirt, a gesture that somehow offended Clyde even though he
understood it. They took out the paddies and they shocked him once, twice, three times, each time
shooting adifferent combination of substancesinto his heart with agiant horse needle. After thethird time
Clyde suddenly felt an overwhelming urge to start crying. He turned his back on the scene and walked up
the road until he reached the horse, whose eyes were still glowing in the beam from Ha Karst's spotlight.
Great patches of coagulated blood had thickened on its flanks and on the side of its neck, obscuring
whatever marks had been carved into it by the mutilators. But whatever Hal had done and said to it
seemed to have camed it down, and it was patiently snuffling through the line of grass and weeds aong
the fence wire, looking for something worth eating. Clyde stood there and talked to it for awhile about
nothing in particular, until the tears had drained away from his eyes and he no longer had the tightnessin
his chest. He unwrapped the reins from the fence post where Hal had placed them and led the horse up
along the fencerow toward Boundary. By thistime they had taken Hal away, and nothing was | ft & the
place where he had died except for agreat ded of colorful litter: the torn-open wrappings of various
medica supplies scattered al over the road like abouquet that had been dropped from a procession.
Thewind was picking up as dawn approached, and the litter was dready starting to tir and to tumble
back up the road.

Clyde picked up hisflashlight and afew other items he had dropped, then continued leading the horse up
theroad. Just as he was reaching Boundary, a pickup truck happened aong, awhite one with black
|etters on the door identifying it asa U.S.-government vehicle. It wastowing an empty horsetrailer,
which dmogt jackknifed around into the ditch as the truck stopped abruptly, right in the middle of the
lane. Two men jumped out, not bothering to close the doors. awhite man and a black man, young and
trim, with neet, short haircuts and in good shape, to judge from the way they sprinted toward him. "Thank
you, Deputy,” one of them said as hewas still severa paces away; then he reached out with one gloved
hand and took the reins from Clyde's hand. "Come on, Sweet Corn,” he said to the horse, leading it
forward with afirm tug. Sweet Corn roused itself to afaster gait, and the man jogged alongside it back
toward thetrailer.

The other man from the truck stayed where he was, looking at Clyde. But he wasn't looking at Clyde's
face asif he wereinterested in conversation. His eyes were traveling up and down Clyde's body,
ingpecting him. Findly he focused on Clyde's nameteg.

"Deputy Banks," he said digtinctly, as though committing it to memory, "thank you for your assistance.”
"Hope Sweet Corn'sokay,” Clyde said.
"Shel'salot tougher than you'd imagine," the man said.

Clyde stopped, faced the man, straightened to attention, and snapped out asaute. Uncertainly, the man



returned it. Ashedid, Clyde could not help noticing that he was wearing latex surgica gloves.

"Thanksagain," he said weakly, turned away, and jogged toward Boundary. The other military man--for
they were definitely military--had dready got Sweet Corn loaded into thetrailer. They took off as quickly
asthey had arrived, leaving Clyde alone with two unitsto look after. The sight of Hal Karst's abandoned
vehicle made him depressed, so he busied himself stringing crime-scene tape around the place until
reinforcements began to show.

twenty-six

BETSY HAD worked with Spector enough to know when things were redly bizarre. Usualy Spector
had the taciturn, understated approach to life, degth, joy, and tragedy that American men had al picked
up watching TV and movies during the Peter Gunn and Dragnet era. He could even handle the
possibility of his ship going down if Betsy screwed up in abig way. But today, as he walked into her
office, hewas visbly shook up.

He shut the door, sat down, ran his hands over histrand ucent buzz cut, and silently passed a sheet of
paper across the desk to Betsy. It was an "Eyes Only" memo. Betsy focused in on the letterhead: the
Nationa Security Council. The memo didn't take long to read.

"Goodness" she exclaimed.
Spector was staring at her in astonishment. "Goodness?"

Betsy started sorting through the documents on her workstation, trying to figure out what tasks she could
delegate to her staff to keep them out of trouble, and to keep the flow of words up during the next three
days. "Seeyou at National, then?"' she asked.

Spector said nothing, just stared at her coolly.
"Or should we drive down together?' Betsy continued.

"You'vegot ared tdent for denid, or something,” Spector findly said. "Thishasn't sunk inyet at dl, has
it?"

"I don't think I'mindenid,” shesaid. "I'm just trying to concentrate on the here and now.”

Spector grinned. "That," he said, "is definitely aform of denia. See you there." He stood up, took a
couple of deep breaths, grabbed his military-issue duminum briefcase, and departed.

She spent another hour delegating three days worth of tasks and planting emergency contact numbers.
She said good-bye to Thelmathe secretary, walked down to the gpartment, |eft anote for Cassie,
packed, and lugged her briefcase and garment bag down to the Rosslyn Metro Station.

Ten minutes later she was at National, wishing she hadn't packed so much.

If she'd been hopping a Deltaor USAIr flight, she'd have known exactly whereto go. Asit was, she
blundered around the place for awhile. They had signs up for people who wanted to find arest room or
abaggage clam. They didn't have any signsfor people like her. It was fortunate that her good-girl
ingtincts had prompted her to arrive amost an hour early.

Eventualy, by process of dimination, she found hersdf & the civil-aviation wing. She trudged through a
couple of commercia maintenance operations, now cursing hersdf for every extrablouse and pair of
shoes she had stuffed into her bag. Some kind soul directed her through adoor marked Staff Only, and



shefound hersdlf in awaiting room manned by the same kind of Agency security personnel who sat by
the elevators at the Castleman Building. Betsy was the only person there. A couple of dark-tinted
windows looked out toward the apron, where a government Gulfstream jet was being worked over by its
crew. Betsy recognized the construction of these windows:. the same beefed-up, surveillance-proof
numbersthat dwaysimplied the presence of Agency people.

Half an hour later Spector came. He was followed by some hassled types from the NSA who had been
helicoptered down from Fort Meade; an Army and aMarine colond who had taken the metro down
from the Pentagon, and--at the last possible minute, bringing up the rear, wiping sweet from his bading
head with adirty handkerchief and puffing on his asthmainhalers—-Ed Hennessey.

A woman in ablue uniform entered through adifferent door, bringing an exhaation of muggy,
diesdl-scented air with her. Her uniform was amost calculated to be nondescript and bore no discernible
inggniaor nametag. "Welcome to the Kennebunkport Express. I'm your pilot. My nameis Commander
Robin Hughes. Please follow meto the plane. Please stay as far away as possible from the open hangar
doors." Robin Hughes had the enviable poise and sdlf-possession that Betsy had learned to associate
with women who had graduated from one of the three service academies.

They had al been chatting and even joking until this moment; suddenly, now, they became hushed and
reverent. Robin Hughes turned and led them out the door and into the hangar where the Gulfstream was
sitting, ready to go. The hangar's doors were wide-open, and Betsy understood why they had been told
to stay back from them; if they got any closer, atourist or reporter standing in one of the concourses
would be able to pick their faces out with atelephoto lens.

Thelittle jet had two rows of seats. They had bardly settled into them when Commander Robin Hughes
began to taxi out onto the apron. Thiswas air travel with an unfamiliar twist: no waiting. No one came
back to demonstrate how to fasten their seat belts, no one hasded them about their seat backs or tray
tables. Robin Hughes blithdy cut in front of an outraged Trump shuttle and adightly mystified American
Airlines 757, siwung the plane around to its takeoff vector, and pinned the throttles. The plane ripped
down the runway and jumped into the air like a bat out of hell, and they were athousand feet above the
Potomac no more than sixty seconds after they'd chosen their seats. It was, in other words, not like flying
commercid.

It was not ata kative bunch. Everyone had awindow seat. Some took advantage of it, gazing and
pondering, others snapped open briefcases as soon as the plane was airborne and hunched over
documents and laptop computers. Betsy saw the wide mouth of the Delaware below and even caught
sight of the vee-shaped wake of the Lewes—Cape May ferry, giving her fond memories of the weekend
when she had met Paul Moses.

Ed Hennessey was Sitting across the aide from her; he jammed his seat back into the face of one of the
NSA people and fell adeep, wheezing and snoring loudly enough to be heard over the engine noise. By
sitting up straight and craning her neck, Betsy was able to see aglimpse of Manhattan through his
window.

She sensed someone was looking at her. It was Spector. He was sweating and chewing gum obsessively.
He shook his head in amazement. He was permanently dumbfounded by his Idaho girl. Looking out the
window &t the pretty view!

They were already descending toward Kennebunkport. Cape Cod was on the right, the sandbars around
Provincetown perfectly resolved. Hughes came on the intercom, telling them they were about to land, and
jokingly apologizing for the quaity of the cabin service. "I request that nobody leave until the buses have
pulled into position and we've been given the go-ahead. It'simportant, for national-security reasons, that



you not be seen together.”

Something about this statement tore alarge rent in the curtain of denia that had been hanging before
Betsy'seyes.

National-security reasons.
Saddam wasin Kuwait. The United States was, for al practical purposes, in astate of war.

For the people in this airplane to be spotted in this place, in this combination, could, in some
as-yet-unimagined way, cause peopleto die.

She turned back and looked at Spector. He was eyeing her now with ahint of agrin. The growing shock
must have been obvious on Betsy's face.

The plane taxied way, way back to the far end of arunway. Betsy didn't even know what airport they
had landed at; somewhere with lots of trees. Robin Hughes swung it around so that the door faced
toward the trees, away from any buildings. Very shortly acouple of school buses and a blue government
van arrived--ten times the seating capacity they needed. The buses, empty except for their drivers,
maneuvered back and forth on the gpron, forming an L-shaped barrier that would block the view of
anyone spying on them back in the trees. The van pulled up very close to the Gulfstream. Doorswere
flung open, asigna was given, and everyone hustled up the aide, down the steps, and into the van.

Except for Hennessey, who was till sound adeep, and Betsy, who stayed behind trying to wake him up.
No one else on this plane, with the possible exception of Robin Hughes, had any stomach for the job of
trying to wake up this leprous pariah. Devil take the person who was seen being nice to him; God help
the person who incurred his resentment. The combined efforts of Betsy Vandeventer and Robin Hughes
were needed to get him on his feet and down the steps without breaking his neck.

The buses pedled away and parked themsalves somewhere. The van was atinted-window specia with
two security men on board, not making any effort to hide their Heckler & Koch submachine guns. As
they pulled out of the airport, another vehicle fdl in behind them--amassive Suburban with government
plates.

The sight of the wegpons, and of what was obvioudy a government war wagon behind them, tore down
most of what remained of Betsy's curtain of denid. She began rubbing her pdms againgt her skirt; they
were sweating even though the air-conditioning in the van was turned up high. Her heart was pounding
and she had alump of apprehension in her throat.

The van took them severa milesthrough rocky country with occasiond, surprising views of the ocean.
They turned into progressvely narrower and windier roads, edging closer and closer to the sea, glimpsing
large waterfront homes from time to time. They turned onto adrive and passed through a security
checkpoint. A few hundred yards later they pulled up before abarnlike structure, asort of utility and
machine shed, surrounded on al sides by trees. It looked smple and bucolic except for the forest of
antennae sprouting from itsroof.

A largeroll-up door opened. Standing in the center of the dark aperture was aman in an impeccable
dark-charcod pingtripe suit: James Gabor Millikan.

Spector leaned over to Betsy and whispered, "Watch this."

Hennessey had boarded the van last and had the front passenger seet. He shoved his door open and
climbed stiffly out of the vehicle, ignoring aMarine who held out one hand to help him down. Hewalked



toward Millikan, and Millikan walked toward him. Everyone on the van had hisface pressed to a
window; those who were unfortunate enough to be on the wrong side stood up to peer over the others
shoulders.

Millikan extended his hand to Hennessay, grinning broadly. Hennessey looked taut and grim and tired,
like aman walking into ahospital for prostate surgery. But he shook Millikan's hand firmly and, asan
afterthought, patted Millikan on the back, asif to say, "Y ou got methistime." Insde the van everyone
exhded.

They climbed out of the van one by one. Millikan was still making small talk with Hennessey; he had
positioned himself so that he could look over Hennessey's shoulder and watch them emerge. Heignored
al of them except for Betsy. When he zeroed in on Betsy's face, he nodded to himsdlf, asif mentally
checking an item off achecklist. "Welcome to Kennebunkport, Ms. Vandeventer," he said. Betsy did not
think that he sounded terribly sincere.

A White House aide, a perky young woman who seemed out of place around dl of these saturnine
spooks and burly machine-gun-toting guards, stepped toward Betsy holding a White House blazer, extra
large. Sheintroduced hersdf--Betsy forgot her name ingtantly--and explained, ™Y ou're coming to dinner
tonight, and you haveto look like agtaffer. Careto try thison for Sze?"

Betsy tried it on. It fit perfectly. Shewas glad to haveit; late afternoon above the ocean in Maine was
much cooler than running toward National Airport at midday carrying heavy bags.

A government sedan awaited. Millikan stepped toward Betsy. She dmost flinched, half expecting him to
sock her inthe jaw, but instead he offered her hisarm and nodded significantly toward the car.

Shetook Millikan's arm and looked back at Spector, who saluted her and said, " Bon appétit.” It was
clear that the rest of the new arrivals were going to be dining on the Colond's Best Extra Crigpy Chicken,
with gravy and biscuits.

Millikan continued to be the very picture of refined manners during the brief drive to the house. Hewasin
an expansive and jovia mood. "The President, asyou well know, likesraw intelligence. He has great
respect for the anaytical branch of the busness and wantsto meet you. But you should not misinterpret
this™ Millikan held up one finger and shook it in agentle and saf-mocking way. "Thisisasocid
event--not an opportunity for you to circumvent the system. Y ou are to keep substantive conversation to
aminimum. Y ou've been named part of the working group on nonconventionad warfare--asigna honor.
That group isateam, and | am the leader of that team--everything important goes through me. Do you
understand?'

Betsy, till remembering the abuse that Millikan had showered on her, nodded her head and said
nothing.

"Y ou bypassed me once, but you'll never do that again. Do you understand?”
Betsy said nothing. The car pulled up to the residential compound; Marines opened the doors.
"Remember," Millikan said, "aslong as we are out-of-doors, you are a White House staffer.”

Marlin Fitzwater was giving a briefing to the press. Off to the Sde thefirst lady was entertaining some
kidswith Millietricks. A tal man with ahigh forehead was poking around in alarge net bag of life
preservers and other boat stuff. He straightened up, mumbling, "Well, | thought I'd put the darn thingsin
here, but I'll be goddamned if | know where they went." He focused on Millikan. "Oh, howdy, Jm. And
good evening, Betsy. What say we go for arun in the boat?"



Betsy could sense Millikan tensing up.

"Ha, hal" thetal man said. "I forgot Jm hates the water. He won't admit it, but he does. Y ou can stay
home, Jm. Bar'll fix you adrink.”

"It'squitedl right,” Millikan said. "I'll come with you and Ms. Vandeventer, Mr. President. | would just
ask that you not try to make the boat flip over thistime."

On cue aWhite House staffer, ayoung man in ablue blazer, stepped out of the house and approached
them. "Dr. Millikan? Telephone call for you, Sir."

Millikan glowered. It was clear, even to someone as new to Washington as Betsy, that dl of thishad
been staged. "Unfortunately, | won't be able to take you up on your invitation, Mr. President. Enjoy the
ride, Ms. Vandeventer."

"Youlook likealargeto me. Er, maybe amedium,” said George Herbert Waker Bush. He rummaged in
his net bag and pulled out a couple of life jackets. "Try these on for Sze. We probably won't need them,
but"--antici pating the joke--"must be prudent.”

Bush and Betsy went down to the dock, where asmdl contingent of Coast Guard and Secret Service
waited next to the President's Cigarette boat. "Bet you didn't have anything likethisin lowa," Bush said.

"ldaho," Betsy blurted before she realized what she was doing. But Bush seemed easygoing, not the type
who would mind being corrected. She was so embarrassed that the next sentence came out in atumble.
"Hell's Canyon--jet boats. They have them there. Big jet boats in the canyon.”

"Oh, yeah. | know 'bout that. Big controversy down there with those jet boats,” Bush said.

The motors were dready idling, getting warmed up. Bush made sure that Betsy was properly squared
away with her life jacket, then eased the boat away from the pier and ran the throttle up. The boat shot
out and gtarted pounding through alight chop. The water was rougher than Hell's Canyon, the ride much
wilder. Betsy shrieked asthe spray dapped her in the face, and found it difficult to get her breath back,
such was the speed of the boat. The President spent afew minutestrying to hit every large wave that
came within range, trying to get the nose of the boat pointed as close to vertical as he could makeiit.
Betsy spent half the time genuindly terrified and cried out more than once.

Then he cut the throttle and let them drift.
"Good work, Betsy. | know about dl the nonsense you've been going through. Keep plugging away.”

Betsy was till catching her breath. She fdlt rlaxed and energized now and suddenly understood that the
boat ridewasn't just aboat ride. It was atool Bush used to shake visitors out of the daze that came with
being in the presence of the most powerful man in theworld.

"Thank you," shesaid.
"What's the story on this Iraq bioweapons thing? Been on my mind recently.”
"Dr. Millikan said | should keep it generd.”

"I'm the President, not Millikan, and you tell me what you want to." The President throttled the boat back
up, not nearly asfast, and began to runit in long, lazy figure eights.

Betsy laid out the whole thing from her first discoveriesin 1989, trying to concentrate on the facts and not



stray into whining about how the system had failed, how Millikan had trested her. The President said
nothing, merdly frowned. Findly he said, "Don't you just wish that we could smply go after the bad guys?
But dl of this stuff islike abad tumor, with millions of tentacles. We cut out the main tumor, the rest
grows back."

"Wdll. That's as may be, Mr. President. But--" She stopped, unable to bring hersalf to disagree with him.
"Spit it out, Betsy."

"Wadl. I'm not supposed to do domestic. Y ou know that."

"That'savery important rule, Betsy. Got to take that rule very serioudy.”

"But there are some things I've become aware of accidentaly.”

Bush snickered. "Accidentd intelligenceismy favorite kind, Betsy. Good stuff.”

"That is, | wasn't doing domestic intelligence gathering or exceeding my task. | learned of this because of
afamily member who stumbled acrossit--or maybe | should say, sumbled into it."

"Gimmethe upshot.”

"Something's going on at Eastern lowa University in Waps pinicon. There are some people there who
should bewatched.”

Bush nodded. "' Got the Waps pinicon thing covered.”
Betsy was stunned, ddlighted. "Y ou do?"

"Yep!
"Who's coveringit, if | may ask?"
"Bureau. Hennessey."
"Hennessey?"

"Got aman on the ground there." Bush nodded toward the house. "Bar'swaving a me like mad. Better
get back." He ran up the throttle so fast that Betsy screamed again. "Gonna have anice dinner,” he
shouted. "A nice socid thing."

twenty-seven

DEPUTY CLYDE Banks stood stolidly in acolumn of steam that writhed and swirled all about him,
wielding aspatulain each hand, stirring through ahegp of shredded potatoes asif trying to find apearl of
great pricethat had somehow fdlen into the frying pan. It was agreat big industrid frying pan about the
gze of asadlite dish, and the flame ring underneath it was consuming so much gas that the buckle of
Clyde's belt was beaded with condensed water vapor. The giant industrial-range hood above his head
howled like atornado sren, drowning out the ceaseless catcals of the prisoners.

Mrs. Krumm, the official cook of the Forks County Jail, sat in the corner, another cigarette in her mouth
and adisposable lighter in one of her hands, trying to bring those two things together despite the constant
shivering to which her advanced age, nervous disposition, and incredible nicotine consumption made her
ligble. Mrs. Krumm wanted to retire from thisjob and probably should have along time ago, but she
needed the money, and so she clung to thework asif it werethe last carton of Virginia Sims on the face



of the earth. Whenever Clyde was assigned to jail duty--increasingly often, since it was considered the
worgt of al duties-it was evident to him that Mrs. Krumm was just not physicaly capable of doing the
work.

Clyde should have been thinking about the sheriff campaign, but there was not much to think about there.
His bumper gtickers had all long since fdlen off and blown away to lllinais, or ese washed down into
storm drains and formed anew variegated red-and-white lining for the regiona sewer system. He had it
on good authority that raccoons and other midsize animals were lining their nestswith "'V ote Banks'
bumper gtickers. The only thing left was the doorbell-ringing campaign. Whether or not thiswas useless,
Clyde was determined to seeit through to the bitter end.

So the campaign did not occupy his mind anymore, except that he would visudize the next block of
houses or row of apartments in Wapsi pinicon that he would visit when his shift was over. He was much
moreinclined to ponder the recent eventsin Kuwait.

For about aweek the whole invasion business had been just another conversation starter for use in coffee
shops and convenience stores, awelcome respite from many years of talking about the weather or the
condition of the old one-lane bridges on County Road E505.

For Clyde, however, the war had suddenly come much closer to home this morning, over breskfast,
when Desiree had made some passing mention of calling up the reserves.

Desiree had been inthe Army Reserve for severa years. She gave them aweekend amonth and an
annua two-week gtint; they sent dlong a check; and that was that.

But now it sounded asif it might be ahdl of alot more than that.

It was inconceivable that they would need to call up the reservesto dedl with apiddly-shit country like
Irag. But they said on the newsthat Iraq had the fourth-largest military intheworld. The U.S. Army,
accustomed to facing down the Sovietsin Europe, could surely handle even the fourth-largest military
with one hand tied behind its back. But they said on the news that the military was short in severa key
areas-such asmedical personne. Clyde's mind had been seesawing crazily back and forth like thisdl

day long.
They couldn't possibly cal up the mother of alittle baby.
Why not? They called up fathers of little babies dl thetime,

The potatoes were burning; the prisoners had smelled their lunch going up the chimney and set up enough
pandemonium to be heard even under the range hood. Clyde grasped the handle of the frying pan with
both hands, swung it around, and dumped the potatoes into a huge stainless-steel serving bowl.

When Clyde turned around, he was Startled to see another person in the room--atall black man, stoutly
constructed but not overweight, wearing a suit with avery clean, heavily starched white shirt.

"Deputy Banks? Marcus Berry, specid agent, Federal Bureau of Investigation,” the visitor said, holding
out abusiness card. Clyde accepted it and shook Berry's hand. For amoment he was confused; he
irrationally thought that this had something to do with Desiree, that the government had sent this man out
to take her away. That made no sense at dl, but the notion of it shook him up anyway.

"Wanted to talk to you about the horse mutilation,” Berry said, "if you have aminute.”

"Mrs. Krumm, would you mind serving the prisonerslunch?’ Clyde said.



Mrs. Krumm gathered up her lighter and cigarettes, pulled herself to her feet with adeep sigh, and got to
work.

"I've been over your report,” Berry said. He was dl business, which impressed Clyde favorably. It would
have been common for ablack man in Berry's position to spend awhile shooting the breeze, talking
about the prospects for the Twisters football season and so forth, on the assumption that the brain of a
Nishnabotnan would still be regling from the shock of actualy having seen ablack person and would
need severa minutesto get back into somekind of decent working order. But Berry gave Clyde abit
more credit than that. "1 hope you don't mind my saying this," he continued, "but usualy | hate reading
reports by local deputies and small-town cops.”

Clyde nodded, having read afew himsdf. Many fine human beingsworked in loca |aw enforcement, but
Sir Arthur Conan Doyle they were not.

"Y our report on the Sweet Corn incident was impeccable,” Berry said. "Y ou've got my vote come
November."

"Thanks," Clyde said. "Don't recall knocking on your door yet, but | guess I'll cross your name off the
lig."

"Toolate," Berry said. "Y ou knocked on it while | was out. Left me abrochure. Anyway, as| said, your
report was an exceptionally thorough account of some exceptiondly conscientious policework. So |
don't have as many loose endsto tie up as | normally would. But there's always something.” He reached
into his briefcase and pulled out a copy of Clyde's report.

There was something that startled Clyde about seeing a copy of hiswork coming out of the briefcase of a
federd agent. His shock was redoubled when Berry began to page through it, and Clyde saw that it had
been marked up and highlighted. Questions had been scrawled in the margins, and though Clyde could
not read them, he could distinguish two or three different hands. Y et there was only one person in the
local FBI office, and Clyde wastaking to him.

"Firg of dl, let me express my condolences about your friend and colleague Hd Karg."
"| gppreciate that."

"He soundslike afinefelow. Wish I'd had the opportunity to know him."

"Hal wasagood one," Clyde sad.

"I don't redlly imagine you want to talk about it with me,” Berry said, "and | gpologizefor raising adifficult
subject, but | thought | ought to say something.”

"No offensetaken,” Clyde said.
"Thisfucking shit sucks shit!" shouted one of the prisoners from the cellblock.

"Okay, down to business," Berry said without batting an eye. "There are afew big ingtitutionsdown in
that part of the county--the high-tech park, the Vet Med College, and the Federd Veterinary Pathology
Labs. Before you went to the scene of the incident, you visited dl three of those places. Why did you do
thet?"

"I'd read the reports on the first two mutilation incidents," Clyde said. "They werewell organized, 0|
thought I'd swing through the logica escape routes and look for any unusua vehicles.™



"But you didn't seeany.”
"Nonethat | knew to be unusud."
"What were you looking for?'

"Oh, if I'd seen avan or something stopped in one of those lots with its engine running, pointed at the exit,
and the windows steamed up, that would have caught my attention.”

"But instead all you saw were the kinds of cars you'd expect to seein such places.”

"I hit each one with my spotlight. Didn't see anyone sitting in any of those cars. No steamed-up windows.
Nothing that stuck out."

"No black van?"
"Nope," Clyde sad.

A cow had been mutilated two nights ago in Cedar County, half an hour's drive away, and ablack or
navy-blue van had been sghted in the vicinity. Sheriff Mullowney had wasted no time in proclaiming that
the War on Satan had dready forced the evildoersto take their business out of Mullowney'sjurisdiction.

The van had |eft no tire tracksin Cedar County. But the tracks | eft dong the railway siding on the night of
Sweet Corn's mutilation had been identified, and it was atype of tire that might commonly befound on a
van.

Those tracks suggested that the van, or whatever it was, had turned south on Boundary after leaving the
scene of the incident; in other words, it had headed away from Wapsipinicon, probably to limit the
chances of being noticed by someone like Clyde. Deputy Jim Green, heading north on Boundary, hadn't
passed any vehiclesat dl coming hisway; but he had seen one turning off Boundary onto a section-line
road ahead of him and heading off to the east. That road led to ajunction with New 30 and Interstate 45
somefour and ahdf miles distant. Once reaching the interstate, the vehicle could easily have fled north
toward Rochester or south toward St. Louis, or just turned back into Nishnabotna afew milesto the
north and made its way back to wherever the satanists lived.

So it seemed quite clear that there had been one vehicle, adark van; that it had been right there dong the
ralway sding; and that Clyde's probe of the nearby parking lots, while not awholly bad idea, had been a
waste of time. It was funny, then, that Berry kept asking about it. "What would you consider to be an
unusua vehicle in those locati ons--setting asi de the obvious things?”!

"Theré's janitors who work those buildings a night. | sort of recognize their cars. Other than that the only
thing you'd see would be the grad students cars. Sometimes high-school kidswill go there to make out
or smoke dope--you can tell them right away because they park in the far corner of thelot and the cars
aredifferent.”

"Different how?"

"Either it'll be ahot rod, or dse anice car someone borrowed from Dad. Whereasthe classic
grad-student car is aten-year-old import station wagon."

“Why?

"Because most of the grad students are foreign, and most of them have families”



"And you commonly see such carsthere at night.”
"All thetime. They work on these research projectsin the labs and have to be there at odd hours.”

"Okay," Berry said, seemingly satisfied. He flipped forward acouple of pagesin thereport. "Let'sturnto
the actua scene of the mutilation, along therailroad tracks. | know you've dready covered thisin your
report. But I'd like you to go back and search your memory one moretime, trying to recall if you saw
any sort of debrisor litter or any other man-made junk lying around on the ground there.”

"Wadl, as| said inthe report, that areais used by alot of kids who go there to drink beer and smoke
pot," Clyde said. "So theresawaysalot of litter strewn around the area. It's very difficult sometimesto
tell ten-minute-old litter apart from the litter that's been there afew days."

"Y ou know that the horse was hobbled?"

"Hobbled?'

"Y es. The veterinarians found marks around itslegs.”

"l didn't examine the horse that carefully. But now that you mention it, it Sandsto reason.”

"Did you see any straps on the ground?' Berry said. Then he added, "Or anything e se that might have
been used to hobble ahorse?!

"Well," Clyde sad, "whichisit?"
"Say again?

"Wasit straps, or something else?"
"I'm asking you," Berry said.

"Y ou said that there were marks on the legs of the horse. Were they strap marks, or some other kinds of
marks?'

Berry shifted uncomfortably. Clyde had trapped him without realy meaning to. Berry had given avay
information that was supposed to remain secret.

"l didn't see any strgpson the ground,” Clydefinaly said, "or anything e se that might have been used to
hobble a horse.”

twenty-eight

FAMILIESLIKE the Bankses passed objects like ropes and tarps down through the generations the
way other families did houses or silver. Clyde knew that the Big Black Tarp had been acquired by
Ebenezer around the time of the War and that it had originally been used to cover Manhattan Project
machinery that had rolled into town on aflatbed truck in the middle of the night in 1944. He knew that
the Little Brown Tarp had been purchased by hisfather from a surplus store around the time of the
Korean War and used to cover the family's possessions when they'd moved to Illinois and back. In the
ord tradition of male Bankses, each of the tarps was as storied as atapestry or handmade quilt, and
when Clyde noticed a bent grommet or a patched tear or an oil stain, he needed only think about it for a
few moments to remember which camping trip, move, natural disaster, or construction project had
occasioned it.



To Desreethey werejust dark, dirty thingsthat lurked in the garage reeking with an ominous, gunlike
odor, and s0 as Clyde used the Big Black Tarp to cover up Desireg's possessions in the back of the
pickup truck, he found himsalf worrying about what would become of the tarp when she reached her
new homein Fort Riley, Kansas. It would be like her to drag the tarp over to a Dumpster and leave it
there asif it were nothing more than a sheet of plastic from the hardware store. Fort Riley must be
crawling with new arrivals now, most of whom had amore practical bent than Desiree, and some
sharp-eyed master sergeant would surely snap it up within minutes, dry it out in hisdriveway, and soreit

lovingly in hisgarage.

Clyde worked late into the night, worrying about histarp. Desiree kept bringing more things out; she
brought out her sawing machine so that she could sew things for Maggie. She had inssted, quite rightly,
that she drive the truck and not the station wagon; the wagon was the family car, amuch safer and
cleaner vehicle for Maggie to be squired around in, and the truck was the right vehicle to take to war.

Clyde was worried about the truck, so he changed the oil and checked al the other fluids and rehearsed
Desiree on how to change aflat tire. He was worried that rain would get in and destroy her things, so he
laid the Big Black Tarp out on the empty bed of the truck, loaded her things on top of it, then folded the
tarp over the top when she had promi sed--ins sted--that she had brought out the last of her things. Shiny
luggage, clothes in white garbage bags, shoe boxes filled with family photographs, framed photographs
stashed in glossy department-store bags, the sewing machine, a couple of spare pillowsin bright flowered
pillowcases, a disconnected telephone with its cord wound around it, the garment bag containing
Desregsfull-dress uniform, astack of novels and magazines, al vanished benegth the oily shroud of the
Big Black Tarp.

It started to move, seemingly of its own accord. Clyde looked up, startled, and saw Dick Dhont. Dick
had pulled up and parked on the street, come up the driveway without saying aword, and grabbed an
errant corner of the tarp. It was about a quarter to one in the morning.

The tarp was more than large enough to cover Desireg's things and to wrap generoudy around the Sides,
but both men knew that Desiree liked to limit her speed to between eighty-five and ninety miles per hour,
unless shewasin the city, where shewould hold it to under thirty. Without having to discussit, they set to
work tying down the tarp so that it wouldn't flap loose as Desiree barreled down the interstate.

They walked severad more times around the truck and each man concluded with some reluctance that the
job wasfinished, Desireg's things were immobilized as securely asafreshly pinned Dhont wrestling
opponent, and there was nothing more to worry about. Dick Dhont rummaged under the seat of the
truck, found Clyde'sfive-year-old Rand McNally Road Atlas, opened it up to the map of Kansas, and
carefully arranged it there on the seat next to where Desiree would sit tomorrow. Clyde was ashamed
that he had not thought of this.

Dick went inside to check on Desiree; he had to work in the morning and would not be able to see her
off. Clyde sat down in the grassin the front yard and waited. A batch of plastic went bad out at
Nishnabotna Plastics and erupted from the tower like a detonating oil well, filling the neighborhood with
faint, ghostly light. Dick came out of the front door after afew minutes, closed it gently, then turned and
ran to hiscar. He sat behind the whed for afew minutes, his shoulders hunched and heaving, then started
the engine and drove away, forgetting to turn on his headlights.

Clydeturned off the garage light and went insde. He found Desiree lying on the couch in the living room
with Maggie nestled up againgt her. Her nightgown was unbuttoned and one breast was peeking out. The
deeping Maggie nuzzled &t it. Her lips began to suck on air, and alittle smile came onto her face.

Clyde had been working the night shift so frequently of late that he did not imagine he would have much



luck getting to deep; the adjustment was just too difficult to make. So he made himsdlf comfortablein the
living room, turned the TV around toward his chair so that itsflickering light would not disturb the girls,
and watched TV for awhile, mostly CNN. It all had to do with Desert Shield. President Bush was
buzzing around Mainein hisboat, and convoys of heavy military vehicles were converging on air bases
around the country, mostly in the Southeast. There was alittle feature story about a schoolteacher in
Ohio who had been called up, and who had appeared before his classin his Army uniform to give alast
lecture, explaining to the kids where he was going and why. The kids looked stunned, much the way
Dick Dhont had.

Then the doorbell had rung and its sound was dying away and the front door had been flung open. It was
Mrs. Dhont and two of the Dhont wives. It was morning. Clydetried to sit up in the La-Z-Boy but found
Maggie had been deposited on his chest dl wrapped in pink blankets. Desiree was not in the room
anymore. She wastaking a shower. He heard the whine of the house's plumbing and could smell her
shampoo.

Becky, the eldest Dhont wife, came and plucked Maggie off Clyde's chest and cuddled her, leaving
Clydethere done, asif he had some preordained role in the upcoming ceremony that had nothing to do
with looking after Maggie. Mrs. Dhont and the other Dhont wife busied themselvesin the kitchen making
ahearty Dhont breakfast. Knowing that Desiree had strayed from the family dietary traditions, they had
brought the necessary staples with them: two-inch-thick patties of homemade pork sausage, eggs till
warm from the chickens, bottles of raw milk with cream still making itsway to the top.

Clyde found himself with nothing to do. He went out and walked around the truck a couple of more
times.

When he came back inside, Desiree was out of the shower, her hair wet and smelling of peaches. She
had changed into jeans and a T-shirt for the drive. They spent afew minutes smooching and flirting in the
bedroom asif thiswere any other day, then went down, hand in hand, to breakfast. The Dhont females
had prepared ameal adequate to feed the entire Seventh Army Corps. Clyde expressed rote amazement
but was hurt on theinsde; it reminded him too much of what wasto come.

Stll, he thought as he chewed his sausage, it wouldn't have been any better if Desiree had pulled into the
drive-up window on the way out of town for an Egg McM uffin. There was nothing wrong with marking
the occasion, with bringing al of the heavy emotions straight to the forefront, as women in generd and the
Dhont women in particular tended to. It just wasn't aBanksway of doing things, and he would never
adjusttoit.

After breakfast Desiree drank awhole big tumbler of water, the way she aways did when she was about
to breast-feed, and took Maggie into the den for aquarter of an hour. When the two emerged, Maggie
was gurgling and happy, and Desiree had tears running down her face, knowing that she would never
breast-feed her daughter again--now that she was going away, her milk supply would soon dry up. She
hugged and kissed her mother and ssters-in-law very hard, then handed the baby over to Clyde, who
handed her over to Becky. Clyde followed Desiree out to the garage, feding light-headed.

"Bye" shesad. "I'll call you from the road somewhere." She hit the starter and the engine whined for a
long time and Clyde's heart jumped as he hoped it might not start; then the engine caught, and he felt
himsalf go limp and helpless. Desiree gunned it afew times, the way Clyde had awaystold her not to,
then backed it dowly out of the garage.

All of the neighbors had come out onto their front porches and were waving American flags and
handkerchiefs and yellow ribbons at her. She honked the horn, shifted it into first gear, and drove away,
holding down the horn button intermittently as she moved down the block, occasionally turning around to



wave a Clyde, her little fingersfluttering in the truck's rear window above the shadow of the Big Black
Tarp dl crisscrossed with ropes.

Then she was gone. Goneto war. Everyone in the neighborhood looked a Clyde, standing therein the
middle of the garage door. He turned his back on them and, finding himself trapped with nowhereto go,
climbed into the station wagon and punched the opener. The garage door closed behind him. He closed
the station wagon's door and found himself alonein adark, quiet place. He leaned forward until his brow
was resting on the wagon's maroon dashboard. Finaly his body began to heave and shudder, and he
cried for the first time since he was fourteen years old.

twenty-nine
SEPTEMBER
"THISYOUR first one of these?"

Dean Kenneth Knightly, piloting his rust-ravaged ZX acrossthe Mississppi River bridge on 1-80,
glanced over a Kevin Vandeventer, who was Sitting in the passenger's seat with the window rolled
hafway down, trying to fight back Knightly's cigarette smoke. Though the wind blowing in through the
rust holesin thefloor did that better than any window.

"Thesewhat?' Kevin responded with a bit of an offended edgein hisvoice. He didn't like the dean, his
scuffed cowboy boots, his unfiltered Camels, his Texas accent, his blue blazer from Kmart. In short, he
did not like the fact that the dean, despite his high position, made no effort to disguise his agro-American
roots. "I've gone back to the beltway anumber of timesfor Dr. Larsen, but | believethisisthefirst time
I've had the opportunity to attend this particular meeting.”

Knightly wastickled. He didn't like this mousse-haired tadpole anymore than Kevin liked him. Partly, he
didn't like him for the smple and obvious reason that he was an arrogant little shit with afreshly minted
Ph.D. and acloset full of suitswith the outlet-mal price tags still on them. But that al came with the
territory. Heredlly didn't like him because he worked for Larsen, and Larsen was crooked.

"Well, then, let metdl you a bit about where we're going today, representing the Eastern lowa
University. Well be attending the thirty-eighth--1 believe the program hasit in Roman numerds, | believe
that is ea-ecks, ea-ecks, ea-ecks, vee, eye, eye, eye. It isamong the oldest postwar white-dave
exchangesin theworld, athough most of the people we move now are brown, black, and yellow."

Hewasjust trying to provoke Kevin, and Kevin was too provoked to figureit out. "It'sfine for you to be
cynical, but our job, in our shop, is saving lives and making the world a better place.”

The dean began to laugh. "What's the Rainmaker up to now? A quarter of abillion lives?' Hefinished a
cigarette and poked the butt through arust holein the floor of the car. "Look. Don't get mewrong. There
are some good things that come out of your shop, as you call it--people get fed, students get trained. But
there are some wonderful babies born out of whorehouses, too. And you, Dr. Vandeventer, are working
intheintdlectud, multinationd equivadent of awhorehousein which, in the pursuit of legitimate gods, your
pimpo magnifico, the fucking son of abootlegger, provides services for amassive profit, breaking laws,
treaties, mora and ethica guiddines--and working againgt his own country's nationa interest.”

"Jesud" Kevin exclaimed. Hed aways been trained to be nice, polite, and not bring disagreements out
into the open--especially with someone he was about to spend the whole day with, cooped up in cars
and airplanes. He was knocked off balance by Knightly's sudden double-barreled attack.

"Oh, he does have the best accountants between Chicago and Denver working for him. Just don't give



me that ‘ making the world a better place' jive. What about al those fake Jordanians you've brought in?"
"What are you implying?'

"Hell, Dr. Vandeventer, | know the region. I've fucking been there. | know the accents. | know the way
those people talk, walk, dress, and think. And if those people are Jordanians, then you're Kim
Basnge."

"They aredl legdly cleared internationd students, certified by the Jordanian government and confirmed
by our embassy in Amman. They arelegdly in this country and have the proper visss."

"Yeah. Sure. Well, I've got my own network and my own experience, and | can tell you that most of
those people are Iragis. And you know what? | suspect that deep down under al of this
making-the-worl d-a-better-place crap, you know that they're Iragis.”

Kevin'sface reddened, and he clenched his teeth and was shocked to realize that tears had begun to
form. Thiswas alittle too much like the old days on the potato farm, being tongue-lashed by hisfather.

Knightly wasright. Kevin didn't know it totally--it wasn't a conscious redlization yet--but he had begun to
piece things together in the back of hismind.

Along with the incipient tears his nose had begun to run. He cried too easily, goddamn it. He pulled a
handkerchief from his pocket, blew his nose, and blinked back the tears. He thought he/d done agood
job of controlling himsdf without Knightly noticing. But when Knightly resumed hisrant, hisvoice was
much gentler, asif held noticed it and felt bad. Kevin was indescribably humiliated by this.

"Look, Kevin. Maybe I'm just jedlous. I'm in the same game--though at adifferent level, and I'm legal.
But it'sthe same game. That'swhat this meeting is about.”

Oddly, Kevin fdt himsdf starting to relax. Ever since the magic with hisW-2 forms, held had questions,
but he'd never let himsalf ask.

Knightly continued. "Let metell you about the National Association of Internationa Science Students,
NAISS--we pronounceit ‘nice.’ Larsen's PR department must have thought that one up. Y ou'll see
people from virtualy every school in the United States and officids from virtudly every country inthe
world. It'samarket. The foreigners-—-especially the really poor countries--will let ustake their smartest
people for afew years and use them--kind of like an indenture--but we make money out of it. Then we
send them back with some initids after their names, and funny hats that they can't wear, eterndly
dienated from their cultures and their identities. We take these talented people and the money they bring
with them, we use them to run our labs and teach our classes and do our research for four or five years,
and then we send them back to become our satdllites. Sort of like the athletic department and their
wonderful sudent-athletes off whom they make millions of dollars, wrecking their bodiesin the process,
and then gecting them into the world. Anyway, NAISSisthe market in which the bureaucrats and the
universities piece together agreementsthat guarantee the supply of gray matter from Timbuktu.” Knightly
shook his head wryly. "And we say were doing them afavor. Y ou have any ideawhat would happen to
our system if the flow of these foreign kids stopped?’

They didn't talk much more as Knightly dammed his ZX acrosstherolling territory of northern lllinois,
through the outskirts of Chicago, and into Midway Airport. Kevintried to put al this out of hismind by
running through his menta checklist for the dozenth time. Hed turned off the air conditioner in his
gpartment, the oven and burners were off, the iron unplugged. He'd | eft forwarding addresses and
numbers. Larsen'sfull-time, in-house travel specidist had reserved him aroom at the Rosdyn Holiday
Inn, right across the Key Bridge from Georgetown where the meeting would take place, and only four



blocks from Betsy's apartment building--and Margaret's.

Once he had cleared his menta desk of al the reassuring normality, redlity came back, and the fear and
anxiety with it. For the last several months he had been congtantly worrying that the IRS would audit him.
The Habibi case, and Clyde Banks's ongoing interest in the subject, also bothered him. Now to these
nagging low-level anxieties was added amuch more profound fear of this businesswith the new
Jordanian students. Prior to the arriva of these new people in Wapsipinicon in mid-July, he had been on
the phone with hisfriends at the Jordanian Embassy every day--sometimes severd timesaday. Since
then they hadn't called him once, and when he called them, they were dwaysin meetings, or out of town.

It had occurred to himthat if he ever did find himsdlf in trouble, he could expect very little help from the
Rainmaker. Larsen treated Kevin with the same respect as he treated the keyboard of his
laptop--something useful, functiond, and eminently replacesble. The more authority Larsen gave him--the
deeper into this business Kevin got--the more Larsen withdrew from him personaly. Kevin's bowels
gpasmed and he felt short of breath.

He went through hismantra. I'm really okay. Nothing has changed. | just have to watch my drinking
and stay calm. I've done nothing wrong.

They went on board with their garment bags and found places to stuff them. Thelir seats were together.
Dean Knightly took the window seat and seemed to enjoy the view of the Chicago skyline contrasted
againg the deep-blue waters of Lake Michigan. He could peer dmost directly down into his beloved
Wrigley Field, where the Cubs were being daughtered by the Pirates.

After theflight attendants had come through with sandwiches, Knightly picked up where hed [ft off.
"Look, NAISS has all of these panels, luncheons, banquet speakers, and the like. Y ou can goif you
want to. Youll ether runinto people like yourself, many of whom arejust looking for away to drink on
someone else's tab and get laid in someone else's bed, or the NAISS gerontocracy, who want to have
their hands shaken and get awards for their distinguished service. The red businesswill take placein the
bars and hotel rooms. | like to watch the people work each other and to see my old friends--al two of
them. So you won't see anything more of me after we hit National."

That was fine with Kevin, who wanted to see only one person in Washington. To hisgreat delight
Margaret had left amessage at his hotel, saying that she would swing by after work so they could have a
drink together. Kevin had every reason to think he could stretch the drink into dinner--and if he could,
what wasto prevent him from stretching dinner into something more intimeate?

Hetook a shower and shaved for the second time that day, leaving hisface hot and razor burned, then
made dinner reservationsin afunky Caribbean restaurant in Adams-Morgan.

He met Margaret in the lobby, and they took the elevator to the top floor of the hotel. She looked too
good to be true--he couldn't believe sheld just come off along day at work. Betsy always|ooked blown
and frazzled when she came back from work--maybe it was because she inssted on walking
everywhere.

Margaret blew past the "Please Wait to Be Seated" sign and grabbed the choicest table in the bar, by a
window looking down toward Roosevelt Idand. Margaret ordered club soda; Kevin ordered Stoli
straight up and hold the water. " And we need some finger food."

"Finger food," the waiter echoed, coolly mimicking Kevin's country vowels. "Thumbs or pinkies?'



"Pretzels and nuts, asshole,” Kevin said. Thewaiter raised his eyebrows, turned, and walked away,
punching keys on his eectronic order pad.

"Not agood evening, huh?' Margaret said, resting her hand on hisfor amoment. The sensation ran up his
arm and exploded in his brain. "What's bothering you?'

Kevin sat back. He wanted to stare at Margaret's face al night long, but she was looking back at him
with a penetrating gaze that forced him to look away. Instead he looked out the window at the traffic jam
on the parkway and the Roosevelt Bridge, the planes landing at Nationd. "It'salong way from Forks
County, lowa," hesaid. "And Forksisalong way from the potato farm. A lot of people come hereto
D.C. likeit's nothing--they use the city like a public phone booth. To methisisabig ded." He shook his
head. " Shit. I'm so jealous of Betsy. The work she does. The access she has. She talked to the
President!”

"Kevin, if youonly knew . . ."

"Yeah, yeah, | know her job has abig downside, too. But so does mine. If you only knew about my
downside!" Helaughed. "I put up with it becauseit gets me here. To D.C. Where | canlook down the
river every night to the Jefferson. And go out with incredibly beautiful women like you.”

"Women? Y ou've got more than one?"
Kevin blushed, horrified to have made such agaffe. But Margaret laughed--just teasing.

Hed never opened up to her thisway before. Until tonight held been all pretense. He had done his best
to make her think that he really was one of those beltway insders. It felt wonderful to unburden himsdlf.
Margaret didn't seem to mind--she hadn't jumped up and stormed out of the place yet. In fact shewas
amiling a him warmly, eager to hear more. "Tell me about the downsde," she said. "What's troubling
you?"

"I've probably made some bad choices, Margaret. If | get out now, | can get ajob as an untenured
teacher at some dipshit four-year school in centrd Mississippi. If | ridethiswave I'm on, | might get out

okay."
"Depends on wherethe wave isgoing,” she said.

"Okay," Kevin said, and drained hisglass. "I'll tell you about it. Hell, youre CIA, yourefire-walled from
al domedtic affairs, and thisis domestic, so this shouldn't interfere with your work--right?”

Margaret shrugged. "Can't talk about my work," she said.

"I know about your work," Kevin said. "Y ou st in front of aworkstation and write reports, like my
sger.” But Kevindidn't redly care. It dl had to come out now. So he arted telling her about
everything--how held found hisway into the Rainmaker's empire years ago and worked hisway to the
top, and how an odd hit of work had come across his desk in May, involving some new Jordanian grad
students who absolutely had to get into the country no later than mid-July, and who seemed to have an
infinite amount of money and influence behind them. About al of the strings heéld pulled, bureauicracies
he'd manipulated, little white lies hedd told, laws and regulations he had bent to make it happen. How,
having used him for this one purpose, his Jordanian friends had cast him aside like a used condom, and
how Larsen himsaf was becoming ever more distant in recent weeks.

At some point he realized heldd been talking for asolid hour and had made hisway through three or four
Stolis. He paid the bill and led Margaret down to the garage where he had parked hisrentd car.



"Now that I've shucked my pretense of being the ultimate Washington insder,” he said, "do you think you
could give me directionsto Adams-Morgan?'

"Easy," shesad. "Give methekeysand I'll drive”

"It'sarental--you're not an authorized driver," he said.

"Neither are you, when you've had five shotsin an hour and ahdf,” she said. "Shdl we take acab?'
"Okay, okay," he said, and handed her the keys.

She drove them across the Key Bridge, through the strange mixture of posh and tawdry that was
Georgetown, and got them onto the Rock Creek Parkway. " Secret shortcut to points north,” she said,
accdlerating around a curve into the darkly forested vale. A few minutes later they shot up a steep exit
ramp and resurfaced in adifferent part of the city. Margaret took them eastward, into the border zone
between the affluent west side of the Didtrict and the war-torn east Sde, and onto a crowded and neon-lit
street of ethnic restaurants, fast-food outlets, newsstands, and bodegas. It was the antithesis of
Wapsipinicon, and it was pretty exotic even by the standards of D.C. Margaret braked to astop in front
of the restaurant. "Hop out," she said, "and grab our table. I'll park.”

"Areyou kidding?' he said. "I'm just enough of an old-fashioned macho shithead that I'm not going to let
you walk around here done.”

"Haveit your way," she said, and then spent fifteen minutes circling for aparking space. The widening
gyre of their search took them into darker and less pleasant parts of the neighborhood; findly they found
agpace on the street, undernegath a streetlamp, a block away from the main drag. It looked dark and
hazardous from inside the car, but when they got out and began walking down the sidewalk, it didn't
seem s0 bad. Therewere alot of pedestrians about, Hispanics of al ages and both sexes.

The restaurant was great--Kevin had cdled it right. Dynamite Caribbean beer, ice cold. Chicken, black
beans, rice, curried meat wrapped in flat bread, grilled marlin. They did not talk anymore about Kevin's
troubles--instead they talked about his research, and his dreams.

In the back of hismind Kevin was dimly aware that they had spent al their time together talking about
him and that he barely knew anything about Margaret. But it wasn't hisfault. It was hard to get the
woman to open up when her work was classified, and her family background was apparently atender
subject to be carefully avoided. He made a mental note to redress thisimbal ance one of these times.

But not right now. Everything was going too well.

Kevin racked up the mea and the drinks on his Gold Card, and they stepped out into the night. The
crowd on the streets was different now, mostly young people, not the cross section of ages they'd seen
earlier in the evening. And when they turned off the main street and headed into the desolate
neighborhood where they'd parked, they found the sidewa k deserted--except for a couple of young
Hispanic maes carrying a car battery they'd just stripped from avehicle.

"Hopeit wasn't ours," Kevin said, and couldn't help laughing.
Margaret let go of hisarm and unzipped her purse.
"What are you doing?' he said.

"Getting the car keys" shesaid.



They walked another few yards.

"So where arethey?' he asked.

"What?'

"The car keys. Y ou said you were getting them.”

She said nothing. Then Kevin took the car keys out of his pocket and jangled them. "Y ou gave them to
me, remember?' He laughed delightedly, but she didn't seem amused. In fact she didn't seemto be
paying atentiontohimat all.

"Where's that damn streetlight we parked under?' he said, looking up the street.

"Three cars ahead of us," she said. "It's gone out for some reason.” She stopped in her tracks. "Kevin, |
don't likethis. Let'sget out.”

"Get out? What do you mean?'
"l mean, back to the main street.”
"Margaret, the car'sright there. If you want to get out, we should get in the car and go.”

This seemed obvious enough to Kevin. For some reason Margaret wasn't buying it. She stood there
indecisively for afew moments, then strode forward and snatched the keys from Kevin'shand. "Let'sdo
it," shesad.

Shewasin her seat and shoving the keysinto the ignition before held even got his door open. By thetime
he'd sat down and closed the door, she was furious about something. "Goddamn it!"

"What's up?'
"Car won't gart.”
"Want meto giveit atry?'

"Sit back and don't movel" she said in astrong voice, avoice of someone who was used to giving
commands. Kevin looked over a her, astonished, and saw that she was gazing out the windshield.

Kevin looked up and saw aman on the sidewalk right outside the car, abulky man wearing a hooded
swesatshirt with the hood pulled up around his head. He had brown skin and athick mustache and dark
glasses. He was pulling something out of hiswaistband.

Therewas acrisp metalic sound in hisleft ear. Helooked over to see that Margaret had reached down
between her legsinto her purse and pulled out something big and heavy.

It wasagun. A semiautomatic. Right in front of Kevin'sface. He could see the maker's mark and serid
number stamped on the barrel. She had just chambered around. The hammer was cocked. She shouted
something, not at Kevin but at the person outside. Two different mae voices began shouting in an
unfamiliar language outside the car. They seemed startled and upset. But Kevin's eyes were fixed on the
guninfront of hisface. He actudly saw the hammer spring forward.

For along time, then, he didn't hear anything except explosions.

Thewindshied shattered immediately. It held its shape but turned into aweb of findly spaced hairline



cracks, so that it was nearly opaque. The figures outside were vague shadows, desperately out of focus.
Kevin had noticed another one in the Street, on Margaret's side of the car.

The cracksin the glassdl flashed brightly when flames erupted from the barrdl of Margaret'sgun or the
guns outside the car, and at these times the entire windshield seemed to become a sheet of fire. From
placeto place the glass had alarge circular holein it. The number of holes increased as the explosions
continued.

After awhile heredized that he hadn't heard any explosonsin along time. They were dtill Sitting there, he
and Margaret, just asthey had been afew moments ago, when she'd been about to start the car, about
to drive back to Kevin'shotel room for some to-be-specified additiona socidizing. Except that now

most of the windshield was gone and the car was full of smoke. The key chain till dangled from the
ignition, swinging back and forth like a pendulum.

He remembered, then, the thing Margaret had shouted after she had pulled out her gun, and just before
the explosions had started. She had been shouting, "FBI! FBI!"

"What was dl that about?' he said.

Margaret didn't answer.

thirty

OTHER THAN the sporadic vistations of the mighty Antonov transport ship, the twelve-thousand-foot
runway at the Forks County Regionad Airport was used only for acouple of weeks each year, when the
Guard unit would perform its annua maneuvers. Boyswould converge on the airport, leaning their
bicycles againgt the fence, watching the C-141's and occasional C-5A's stain the runway with long
streaks of molten rubber.

The Guard unit had been mobilized immediately after the invasion, and the runway had begun to see more
use. Doug Parsons, the shop teacher at Nishnabotna High School, was pulled away from his classes and
put back in uniform and back in the cockpit, flying C-141's hither and thither, first on short hauls within
the continental United States and then on epic journeysto Saudi Arabia

A good dedl of traffic was going to and from Fort Riley, where Desiree had been stationed, and so she
was able to make it back to Forks County three different times during the month of September--easing
her concern that her fast-growing baby daughter might forget her face and voice. When aweek and a
half went by, and Desiree was unable to find aflight back, Clyde bought a plane ticket and took Maggie
on astress-ridden three-leg flight down to Fort Riley. They stayed illegally in the officers quartersfor a
couple of nights and then flew home.

Each individual moment of September seemed to last forever. When Clyde was at work, he worried
about Maggie, who was usudly in the care of one of the Dhont wives. There was nothing redlly to worry
about, but heworried anyway and could not wait for his shift to be over. When he was out campaigning,
going door-to-door with Maggie strapped to his back, he checked hiswristwatch between houses and
was dways crestfalen to see how little time had gone by. And the time spent taking care of Maggie was
worgt of al. Heloved thelittle critter, but he just couldn't concentrate on her the way Desiree could. The
baby was the center of Desireg's attention; she could concentrate on Maggie and Maggie aone for hours
at atime; the baby chased dl other thoughts from her mind.

It wasn't like that for Clyde. He and hiswife had worked out an arrangement whereby she handled the
tactics of child rearing and he handled the Strategy, dwayswalking a couple of paces ahead of them, club



in hand, looking out for tar pits and saber-toothed tigers. He was always thinking about how to rewire
the ceiling fixturesin the gpartment building so that he could get some tenantsin there next month and get
some cash flow to divert into Maggi€'s college account, keeping track of the oil-change schedule for the
station wagon. Hetried to retool hisbrain for Desireg'srole and just couldn't do it. HEd sit there
gpooning mush into the child's mouth, and instead of making each spoonful into alittle event unto itsdf,
and lavishing praise on Maggie for her advanced mush-durping capabilities, hewould just movethat little
spoon back and forth like an industrid robot, Staring at asquirrel out in the yard or some other irrdlevant
focus point, saying nothing whatsoever.

Desiree wrote |etters, even though they talked on the phone every night and saw each other amost every
week, so that Clyde ended up getting each individua piece of news three times. Even though the Army
appeared to be gearing up for war, the nurses were not unusualy busy. She had been posted not at the
main base hospitd, but a an outlying clinic, filling in for other nurseswho had been sent off to Cdifornia
for desert exercises. She was much more apt to see the spouses and children of soldiers, and retirees,
than soldiersthemsalves. After a couple of weeks, though, her role changed.

Firgt big batch of reservists hits town next week. We are gearing up to in-process them. Trandation: your
wifewill spend the next couple weeks sticking needlesinto butts. So I'll pack up my stuff again and move
to new quarters nearer the main hospital. No more private rooms, I'm afraid. Army called up abatch of
cardiovascular surgeons and put them in barracks with no blankets. They flew off the handle, but Army
doesn't care because Army has them and there's nothing they can do about it. Making some friends with
the other nurses now. Found out | was wearing my rank in the wrong place. But everyonesalittle rusty,
and things are dways looser in the Medical Corps, S0 they didn't make me ped potatoes or anything. But
| was warned that thingswill get stricter if/when | get closer to the action.

Despite the fact that each individua moment of September seemed to last forever, the month asawhole
flew by. Starting on Labor Day, Dr. Jerry Tompkins, asaway of garnering some free publicity, had
begun to release weekly polling results to the newspaper, and they showed that Clyde's popularity had
surged to within afew points of Sheriff Mullowney'sin the weeks following Desiree's moveto Fort Riley.
Thiswas smdl comfort to Clyde, who no longer cared about the eection. It did help give him the energy
to keep campaigning for another week or two, until more poll results came out showing that his standings
had dropped to a bit short of where they had been to begin with. Man-in-the-street interviews on the
front page of the Times-Dispatch suggested that, in the view of the electorate, Clyde ought to be
concentrating on taking care of his baby and not out campaigning, or for that matter trying to run the
sheriff's department.

| see buttsin my deep: white butts, black butts, hairy butts, smooth butts, pimply butts. Some of the
owners of these butts squawk and fuss, but generally they takeit pretty well. Some of these people were
even more surprised than | was when they were cdled up. They beieved (like me) that the call-up would
never happen. Some of them are claiming hardship, which makes me PO'd because some have fewer
hardships than we do. All the motels and campgrounds are full of wivesand kids. If you bring Punkin
down again, we will have a harder time sneaking you into the BOQ. Maybe we could rendezvousin
Kansas City.

Do you remember the Post Gas Chamber?

Clyde remembered it. It was alow concrete-block structure standing off to itself near the entrance to the
pogt, identified as such by astark generd-issue Army sign. When Desiree had picked him and Maggie up
at the airport, she had dowed down and pointed it out to him, and they'd laughed at the very Army-ness
of it.

Well, it'sbeen busy, if you can believeit. They march the men in there, give them gas masks, expose
them to tear gas, and then make them practice getting the masks on under "combat™ conditions. Hopefully

they won't make us medica weeniesdo it. But they say Saddam hasalot of NBC capabilities, and so
we aregoing to get alot of training in MOPP gear and chemical mass casudtiesand dl therest. Talked



to adoc who saysthey are hitting the books and learning al about good old anthrax. | wonder why.
Anyway, | told him I grew up on afarm and amimmunetoit.

That wasjust like Desree: turning it into ajoke. Clyde put his hands over his face when he read that and
wondered whether anyone elsein the Medica Corpswas laughing.

The doorbell rang just then, and Clyde got up and ran to answer it, fearing that a second ring might wake
Maggie from her nap.

"How do people die in Forks County?"

Dr. Kevin Vandeventer was asking the question. He had shown up unexpected, much as Clyde had
materidized on Kevin's doorstep afew weeks earlier. But Vandeventer wasn't running for anything and
s0 had no clear excuse. He looked about ten years older than he had during their last conversation.

"Beg pardon?' Clyde said through his screen door. VVandeventer hadn't got around to saying
hello-how-are-you yet. Clyde could see that Vandeventer was al worked up and did not redly want this
man bringing histroublesinto the Banks home, which was troubled enough. Maggie was insde napping,
s0 Clyde stepped outside and joined Vandeventer on the front porch. It was about ninety-five degrees
out there. Clyde immediately began to sweat fredly--something that VVandeventer had evidently been
doing for hours.

"How do people die around here?
"What are you getting at? Would you like someiced tea?'

Vandeventer didn't seem to hear the offer. "In D.C. it happens severd times ayear that some black kids
will come over to the west sde of town, mug awhite guy in asuit, and end up shooting him to death in
the bargain.”

"Dang,” Clydesad.

"So when that happens, of course everyone's shocked and outraged and al that--but the important thing,
Clyde, isthat no oneis surprised. That kind of thing doesn't make anyone suspicious." Heleaned
forward into Clyde's face as he delivered this punch line, then bounced back avay from him with a
triumphant ook on hisface.

"Sounds pretty suspiciousto me."

"But what I'm saying is, if you wanted to assassnate someone, and you set it up to look like just another
one of those crimes, no one--not even the D.C. police--would have any reason to suspect it was
anything different.”

"Okay," Clyde said, after cogitating for awhile. " So the reason you came round this afternoon isto ask
meif you wanted to assassnate someone in Forks County without making the cops suspicious, what kind
of crimewould you et it up as?'

"Precisdy.”

Clyde sucked histeeth and squinted off into the distance, getting hisbrain in gear. But Vandeventer
interrupted him. "Just let me say that if anything of the kind happensto me, Clyde, look alittle deeper. |
know that when Marwan Habibi died, you were the only cop in Forks County who bothered to look a
little deeper. And | have confidencein you."

"Areyou sgying someonestrying to nate you?"'



"That's exactly what I'm saying.”

Clyde looked searchingly a Vandeventer, then decided to let this passfor the time being. "Well," he
findly sad, "usudly when | seeadiff in my line of work, it'satiff in asmashed-up car." He was about to
launch into a canned peroration about Sheriff Mullowney's abysma record when it came to catching
drunk drivers, but Vandeventer didn't seem to bein the mood for it, and, besides, it appeared that Clyde
had aready earned hisvote. "Also," he offered, "alot of people get drowned in therivers, especidly in
that Rotary at the dam where Habibi spent a couple of weeks caught in the spin cycle. Then ther€'s
hunting accidents, but thisisn't thetime of year for that.”

"Widl, Clyde, just for therecord, | don't plan to go swimming or hunting.”
Clyde's cop ingtincts were finaly coming into play. "Who do you think isgoing to nate you?'
"Thelragis," Kevin sad.

From timeto time Clyde got the job of driving a prisoner down to the state menta-hedth facility in lowa
City for testing, observation, treatment, and, sometimes, an open-ended stay. Consequently, Dr. Kevin
Vandeventer was not the first Forks County resident--not even the first Ph.D.--who had insisted to
Clydethat hewasthe target of secret, carefully disguised assass nation attempts by foreign governments.

He had learned afew rules of thumb for identifying certain broad categories of menta illness and now
began to gpply his rudimentary knowledge to Kevin Vandeventer. He seemed sincere, rationd, and
convincing. But these guys dways did--especidly the oneswith Ph.D.'s.

"I hadn't known until now,” Clyde said carefully, "that Baghdad was running those kinds of operations
inside our borders."

Vandeventer laughed, much too loudly. ™Y ou and me both, Clyde, were both babes in the woods. Shit.
The univerdty isonebig nest of foreign spooks.™

"l know itis" Clyde sad. In part hewas just trying to placate Vandeventer so that he would go away
and leave the Bankses done. The absence of Desiree was ahowling void in their household and their
lives-—-a sucking chest wound. Clyde felt like a soldier on a battlefield who has been shot in the abdomen
and isusing both hands just to keep hisinsides from falling out on the ground. All he wanted wasfor
Desireeto be back in this house. And so when people came to the house who were not Desireg, it just
emphasized her absence and aggravated the pain. He frankly could not care less about Kevin
Vandeventer and hisimpending nation.

But Clyde wasn't precisely lying. In the months since he had recovered the fatal rowboat from the rushes
of Lake Pla-Mor, in the course of following the Marwan Habibi murder case, and of getting to know
Fazoul and hisfamily, he had cometo redize that Eastern lowa University was, asKevin averred, a
snake pit of foreign intrigue.

And he could hardly care less. He had overwheming problems of hisown.

"If you see anything goofy, call the cops,” Clyde said. "If you have evidence that foregners are invol ved,
cal Marcus Berry down at the FBI."

Kevin nodded eagerly, asif thiswere al incredibly new advice to him. He kept staring expectantly a
Clyde, hiseyesdlittering.

Clyde heaved a big sigh. Through the screen door he could hear Maggie shifting around in her crib,
beginning to fuss. "If that doesn't work, givedl’' Clydeacall," he said, wishing that he could kick himself



inthe asseven ashewas sayingiit.
Kevin nodded and took half a step back. But he was still waiting for something.
Clyde said, "If you turn up dead or mangled, | will attempt to look beyond the obvious.”

"Thank you, Clyde," Kevin Vandeventer said. Like every other paranoid schizophrenic Clyde had ever

humored in this fashion, he then said, "Watch your back!" And he turned his back on Clyde and walked
down the front steps of the Banks home in the cautious, measured gait of aman who was convinced he
had a bull's-eye painted between his shoulder blades. Or maybe he just didn't want to work up a swest.

thirty-one

LARKIN SCHOENDIENST had told Betsy that in D.C. there were two ways to murder policy
without appearing to have committed a crime. One was cobwebbing, in which aperson with an
idea--usudly ayoung and bright person with agood, new idea-would fall victim to the surrounding
bureaucrats, who would exclaim, "Why, that's agood ideal" and throw out aweb of reporting
requirements, consulting requirements, or new budgeting procedures. Soon the person and hisidea
would be totally immobilized by a shimmering silken cocoon, to be put away and devoured another day.

The second method was the interagency task force.

"Y ou have to remember, Betsy," Schoendienst would say, "that D.C. is not about solving problems. If we
solved problems, there would be nothing e se left to do and we would al haveto go out and do
something honest--like fry hamburgers. No, D.C. is about keeping jobs, which we do by managing
problems. Thereisno higher achievement than making a problem your own, managing that problem,
nurturing that problem aong until you've madeit to retirement and hopefully mentored awhole new
generation of young bureaucrats to whom you can bequegth the problem. The purpose of the interagency
task force isto bring the resources of severa agencies and many bureaucrats to bear on apromising new
problem that needs specid care and nurturing.”

By that time Betsy had grown used to the cynicism of this alcoholic old man, but hiswords came back to
her forcefully during the first meeting of the group in the big antenna-covered barn at Kennebunkport. It
soon became evident that thiswas a dog and pony show for Millikan--a chance for him to demonstrate
his superior clout, especidly to Hennessey. It al'so became painfully evident that there was absolutely no
reason for them to be there--they were just having their chains yanked.

Some new satdllite photos were displayed, which would have meant nothing to Betsy in and of
themsalves. But the DIA representative led them patiently through an eaborate chain of analyssand
deduction to demongtrate the true import of these photographs. namely, that the Iragis had adapted their
South African G-5 missilesto carry chemica and bacteriologica payloads. Thiswas not unexpected; no
one had shown agreater willingness to use such wegponsin the past than Saddam. However, two weeks
after the invasion the thought that Americans might be the target--not Kurds or Vakhan Turks--lent a
gpecid and ominous urgency to the information.

After that they flew back to D.C., and each went his or her separate way in hisor her separate
bureaucracy. Betsy went back to her job, and, she assumed, so did the other members of the task force.
The only difference was that they had to meet once aweek, on the tenth floor of the New Executive
Office Building, to discusstheir progress, in aliving reenactment of the old Indian tale of the blind men
and the dephant. All of the members had been terribly busy even before they'd been named to the task
force, and the weekly two-hour meeting was a huge bite out of their time budgets. Since everybody
could smply read everybody else's stuff, Betsy didn't understand, at first, why they had to go through the



formal ord presentations every Monday.

Each member of the task force had his or her weekly presentation ready and weekly paper turned in on
time, with the exception of Hennessay, who played mum. Thefirg time this happened, Betsy assumed
that it was an oversight. The second time she redlized it was apattern, and al her good-girl instincts were
gppalled. What would the taxpayers say? When Hennessey showed up for the third meeting with nothing
to say and nothing to hand out, a subtle change came over the task force. Smply by not having said
anything, Hennessey had taken on acertain air of authority. Millikan, of course, did not preside over the
meetings--his assstant, Dellinger, did. Since Dellinger's only role seemed to be to remind the group over
and over that anything of substance had to go through Millikan, the members of the task force rapidly
stopped paying attention to him. An unspoken competition arose. When people took their seats around
the table, they turned toward Hennessey. When they gave their presentations, they faced Hennessey.
When one of them handed out anewly minted classfied document, the author would watch Hennessey's
face as he scanned through the pages; and if Hennessey didn't bother even to leaf through it, the author
would be humiliated and defensive for the rest of the meeting. In thisway, smply by doing nothing--by
withholding information--Hennessey took on a certain gravity that made him into the éminence grise, the
undisputed defacto leader of Millikan'stask force.

The NSF guys believed that the Iragis had been carrying out some advanced research in DNA
technology, to develop ameansto dter their forces genetic codesin such away so that when they
attacked with their chemical/biologica agents (the distinction between chemica and biologica was blurry
inthis case) only those with the genetic protection would survive. This had the advantage that changesin
wind would not ater the wegpons usefulness, and conquered territory could be occupied without delay.
They had some subgtantia evidence that the Iragis had tried to work with such techniques in experiments
with animals, and Betsy was able to bolster that theory with the information she had developed about the
disgtribution of Iragi student visas to schools with advanced veterinary-medicine programs.

The Army knew gas. Had worked with gas since World War |. Was afraid of germs. Knew little about
them. The military guys camein with their flip charts and meteorologica chartsto explain how and why
the Iragis would use gas. They were not stupid. Asthe group that had to actualy put the rubber to the
road, they had to ded with the Situation with the toolsthey had at hand.

The people at NSA aways prided themsel ves on knowing things--which they did. But they weren't good
at organizing their knowledge into a decent presentation. They were like people who owned alarge
furniture store but had no idea about how to arrange things. They had incredible infrared satellite imagery,
they could spot smdll buildings that might be rather large biological warfare Sites, they had phone
intercepts, they had every Iragi checking account under surveillance. But they had no overdl notion of
what Saddam wasup to inthisarea.

A couple of treasury types sat in and had interesting ideas on the flow of cash to and from Iraqg, aswell
asacomplete guide to thefinancid structure of the European chemica industry asit had evolved since
the daysof |. G. Farben. But nothing came together.

The State observer updated the group on his department's current policy: apsychological attack on dll
fronts to convince people of the Hitlerian tendencies of Saddam, the beginnings of the drive through
Mubarak to isolate Saddam within the Arab community, the freezing of dl Iragi assets, and the use of the
UN asardlying point for the coming counterattack. Domestically, the spin doctors were trying to figure
out the best way to justify the sending of American people out to avast and foreboding desert to face
unknown thrests.

Spector and Betsy represented the Agency, and they split the work. Spector reviewed everything the
Agency had done on the subject, from al aspects of the vast resources available to Langley, with no firm



conclusion except that Saddam was probably up to something. Betsy pulled together al her records since
1989, and dl the little think pieces she had written to herself, together with what she had learned, and
what she suspected, about what was going on in the domain of Professor Larsen--and all the other
Larsens at the other universities.

The night that Kevin and Margaret were attacked in Adams-Morgan was the one, ghastly interruptionin
the cobwebbed life that Betsy led in the weeks following her trip to Kennebunkport. On that Friday
night, she had come home late from work, where sheld been trying to pull her report together in
preparation for the Monday meeting. The streets of Rossyn had been crowded with foreign sudents and
officiasin town for the NAISS convention, which had only reminded her of the futility of her quest.

When she got back to her gpartment, she smelled vomit in the hallway, not quite masked by the sharp
scent of ammoniafloor cleaner. She knew that it must be connected to Kevin somehow.

She opened her door and found Kevin sprawled across the living-room sofa, looking sick unto desth,
and Cassiein the kitchen talking on the telephonein low tones. Cassie was wearing a T-shirt. On top of
that she wore ashoulder holster with alargeguniniit.

Casseinterrupted whoever was on the other end of theline. "Can | call you back?' sheaskedina
hoarse voice, and then hung up without waiting for an answer. Sheturned and leveled her gaze at Betsy.
Her eyeswere red. "Found him passed out in front of our door with abottle of gininhislap,” she said.
"There was quite amess."

"I'm so sorry, Cassie. Y ou shouldn't have to put up with his behavior."
"Skipit. Y ou want to know why he wasthere, in that condition?"
"Because he's an dcoholic?!

"He and afriend got mugged.”

"Mugged! Where?'

"Adams-Morgan. Two young Hispanic males approached them while they were sitting in their car. Pulled
guns. Demanded their money. Something went wrong. Or maybe they just got jumpy. Shots were fired.
Couple of them went right by your brother's head. Few more went into hisfriend's body.”

"Heshurt?'

"Who was he with?"

"Our neighbor."

"Margaret'shurt?'

"Margaret," Cassesaid, "isdead.”

Kevin had got up the next morning, declined to talk about anything, declined to est, refused to accept a
ride to the airport. Had told a vague rendition of the story more or lesslike Cassi€'s. He had flown back
to Wapsipinicon and stopped answering his telephone. But he continued to change the message on his
answering machine severd timesaday, just to let people know hewas il there.



So if someone had been trying to shut Kevin up, they had succeeded.

Margaret's body had been flown back to Oakland, Caifornia, her parents hometown, for a
closed-casket funeral.

The Post and the Times had run their boilerplate, fill-in-the-blank crime stories about the assault, which
had competed for space against stories of the five other murders that had taken placein D.C. and Prince
George's County on the same night. These had been followed the next day by boilerplate analysis of how
the incredibly high murder rate on the east Sde of the Digtrict rarely leaked over into the west Side, and
when it did, people were aways more shocked than they should be. Police were till on the lookout for a
pair of Higpanic maeswho had been seen tampering with anearby streetlight shortly before the attack.

After that the assault on Betsy's brother'slife, and the death of Margaret Park-O'Nell, had been
forgotten entirely by the news media, which seemed to be preoccupied with eventsin Kuwait, and with
newer and fresher murders.

The executive summary of Betsy's fifty-page report was clear and to the point, and even Hennessey read
it:

--Baghdad has for years been coordinating a high-tech, high-science effort among like-minded Arab
states using the resources and expertise of the American academic community.

--During the last two years mgjor land-grant universities across the United States have been targeted by
Baghdad for mgjor research effortsto perfect a bacteriol ogical-warfare agent that is smple, effective,
and transportable.

--There have been substantia movements within the scientific faculties of Irag, the gapsfilled by adjunct
professors brought in at short notice, and high pay, from across the Arab world.

--USIA student/research visas show a three-hundred-percent increase in the number of students coming
from the region to study at eight mgjor land-grant universitiesin the United States. We have reason to
believe that many of these sudents are traveling under cover.

--The Iragis are carrying out substantial bacteriological-warfare investigation using U.S. facilitiesand
personne in order to assure that even if there were preemptive strikes on their known ingtallations, their
efforts could continue.

In comparison with the other reports, the thoroughness of Betsy's report was overwhel ming, so much so
that there was a respectful silence acrossthe room. As had become the norm, everyone turned to look at
Hennessey, who made an"'I'm impressed” face and paged dowly through the document.

Délinger didn't even read it. He closed the meeting by saying, "The Nationa Security Council has seen dll
of these reports and recommends going full speed ahead on dl inquiries, except Ms. Vandeventer's.”
With quiet scornin hisvoice he said, "Y ou evidently did not see the specid-committee report--the
Universities Report of March 1988--that concluded that there was absolutely no threst to the national
security of the United Statesin the full and open exchange of scientific and technicd work."

Hennessey caught Betsy's eye and shook his head, telling her to keep quiet. But she did not. The thought
of bulletswhizzing past her brother's head had made her fed somehow reckless. "Yes, | know that
report. It was written by abunch of sdf-interested university presidents who needed foreign-student
funding and brainsto keep their own research efforts going. It was supported by anumber of
international research organizations that needed USG fundsto carry their work now that their capital has
dwindled. It was written by abunch of ivory-tower researchersto whom the entireworld isas
interchangeable asairports. | know that report.”



Délinger listened to thiswith a brittle and condescending smile, then turned to Spector and said, "I'm sure
that Mr. Spector can continue to supply Agency input into this process. Ms. Vandeventer's contributions
have been duly noted, and her participation will no longer be needed. This meeting is concluded. I'll see
the rest of you next week, sametime, same place.”

After the meeting in March with the agriculturd attaché, in which Betsy had spilled the beans about her
extracurricular research, Howard King had grabbed Betsy's breast and then shoved her into afiling
cabinet. She had, by dint of atremendous effort of will, made it through that entire experience without

arying.

Now it was Millikan's turn to punish her for the same infraction. He had tried to do it in the meeting at
Langley back in April and been stymied by the tactic that Spector had suggested. But he hadn't forgotten.
Hed been watching and waiting for the opportunity to shove in the knife. And now he had doneit.

A year ago she might have burst out crying on the spot. A week ago she would have gone home and
done her crying in her bedroom, which was private except insofar as it was bugged.

She waked camly to the elevator and checked out at the security post downstairs. Spector |eft her
alone. She caught the tube, got off at Rosdyn. Walked up the hill. Got to the apartment. Closed and
locked the door behind her. Put her stuff down and took a seet on the living-room sofa

But she didn't even think about crying. A strange kind of anesthetic calm had settled over her. She picked
up the remote control, turned on CNN to watch the latest news from the Gulf, and wondered, idly,
whether thiswasthe last phasein her dow metamorphosisinto an iguana.

thirty-two

WHILE THE disassembled corpses of ten or adozen chickens wrestled in aturbulent pot of boiling
lard on Mrs. Dhont's smdlter-grade stove, Clyde and the Dhonts and various shirttail relatives and
neighbors played footbal in the recently harvested cornfield. The corn stubble had mostly been plowed
under, but much of it ill projected from the ground at crazy angleslike pungi stakes. Despite these and
other hazards, Clyde acquitted himsdlf honorably, considering that severad members of the opposing team
had won Olympic wrestling medas. Clyde had developed survival strategies over the years. for example,
rather than trying to block a Dhont, he would smply dive to the ground in the youth's path, like an
exposed farmer crouching down before the ondaught of afunnd cloud, and often as not the attacker
would crash into him, jackknife forward, and plant hisface securdly in the earth.

Mrs. Dhont rang the dinner bell, which according to Dhont rules meant that the game had entered its last
series of downs. Clyde was beginning to entertain the notion that he might escape from this game with no
broken bones, just afew lacerations and widespread bruising. Then, while out on the left wing trying to
block one of the older and smaller Dhonts, he heard Dan, Jr., the quarterback of histeam, yelling at him,
and turned around. There wasthe bal, no more than ayard away from him, boring in like adirty artillery
shell. He caught it on impulse. Given more time to think about the implications, he might have dropped it.
A generd cry of approva and bloodlust rose from the defense, which was now scattered over
approximately asquare mile of churned black ground. The barbed-wire fence that marked the god line
was at the other end of this expanse, though Clyde's view of it was partly obscured by the curvature of
the earth. He tucked the ball into the pit of his ssomach and crossed both arms over it, which was an
ungainly way to run, but de rigueur when playing against massed Dhonts. Then he began to run. One side
of hispelvis had been staved in by the knee of Dylan Dhont when held blocked him on the previous play,
and so he moved in anearly Sdeways, crablike stutter.

A bulky mass materidized in his periphera vison: Ha Dhont, one of the cousins, a



three-hundred-pounder who was on Clyde'steam. Hal churned forward, tearing acrossthe soil likea
rogue combine, and they gained a quarter mile of yardage before encountering any organized opposition.
Hal converged on DeWayne Dhont, who tried to evade him; but at the last moment Hal stuck onearm
out sdeways and clothedined DeWayne. Hal then dammed his body into another Dhont and came
amogt to astop. Clyde rear-ended him, spun around his back, and broke into the open. He was unsure
of hisbearings, the size of the playing field almost forced the playersto carry compasses and sextants.
When hefindly identified the god line, he was dismayed to see that no fewer than three Dhonts were
guarding it. One of them was Desmond--currently afirs-string Twisterswrestler, who, asal locd police
officers knew, went out with his teammates and hunted football playersfor sport.

It would be severa minutes before he reached them, and there was no point in trying his courage with it
just yet. Hejogged for awhile, attempting to catch his breath and to get his mind on other things. He put
some more thought into the recent murder of Dr. Kevin Vandeventer.

Clyde came into the sheriff's department at four in the afternoon and saw the report coming in on the
wire. Hetoreit off and read through it three times carefully. It had originated from a South Dakota
Highway Peatrol base in the western part of that state. Last night a trooper, westbound on 1-90, had
pulled through arest areaat four in the morning and noticed a car with Idaho plates stopped in the
parking lot, one occupant adeep in the passenger seat, which had been reclined. Thiswastechnicaly
illegdl, but the highway patrol wasin the habit of looking the other way; in that part of the country, where
towns and motels were few and far between, it was a common practice for long-haul truckersto park
their rigsin therest areas of the interstate at night and to deep there.

Severa hours|ater another trooper had noticed the same car in the same place with the same personiiniit.
It was midmorning, the outs de temperature was dready eighty-five, the sun was blagting in through the
windows of the car, yet this motorist was still sound adeep with ablanket over him. He did not respond
to knocking on the window. The trooper Slim Jmmed the door open. Although thiswas not explicitly
stated in the report, Clyde knew that when the trooper had opened the door of that car, he had taken a
deep breath and held it, and perhaps stepped back away from the vehicle for afew momentsto let the
firgt roiling wave of stench dissipate. If Clyde had been there, he would have opened both doors of
Kevin Vandeventer's car so that the South Dakota wind could blow throughit.

Vandeventer had been dead since about three in the morning. Thelocal coroner's report stated that his
neck had been broken by someone who had done avery nest job of it. There was no physical evidence
anywhere--and if it had been done in the men's room, there never would be, because it had been
thoroughly scrubbed and sterilized by the custodid service at eight in the morning.

The state patrol kept records of which trucks passed through its weigh stations at which times. From
these it was possible to draw some inferences about which trucks had been in the vicinity of that rest area
at the time of the murder. They were il trying to track down the truckersin question by telephone and
radio, interviewing them when they stopped at other weigh stations along 1-90 in Wyoming and Montana
So far none of them had seen anything, except for one insomniac who had seen headlight beams sweep
acrossthewalls of his deeper cab at about three in the morning. He had |ooked out the window to seea
car inthefind stages of making anillegd U-turn in the median strip of the interstate. He could not
remember any details about the car, which had taken off eastbound. Headed for lowa.

The troopers had found tracksin the grass of the median strip that corresponded to this report. But the
ground was hard and dry, and no ussful impressions had been made in the dirt. A couple of speeding
tickets had been issued to eastbound vehicles on 1-90 during the wee hours of the morning, and these
driverswere being interviewed. But Clyde knew that these |eads would not amount to anything. If he



were an Iraqgi secret agent on hostile territory during wartime, and he had just broken aman's neck with
his bare hands out in the middle of nowhere and was driving back to his safe house 650 miles away, he
would be sure to observe posted speed limits.

It was athirteen-hour drive from there to Wapsipinicon if you drove at exactly the speed limit and never
stopped at al, which wasimpossible. Clyde figured that fifteen or sixteen hourswas moreredidtic. They
would come east on 1-80 from Des Moines, head northeast on [-45 for a short distance, and then, most
likely, take the University Avenue exit, which would bring them due north into the center of
Wapsipinicon.

At sx o'clock in the evening Clyde drove into Waps pinicon and headed south of town on University
Avenue, then took that several miles down to the cloverleaf whereit intersected 1-45. The geometry of
the intersection was such that northbound traffic on -45 had to make a 315-degree right turn, nearly a
completecircle, in order to head north on University. People ran off the road there dl the time, especialy
during the winter; before Twisters games afew RVsawaysrolled over into the ditch asthey tried to
negotiate the turn in too much of ahurry. It was posted at twenty miles per hour and festooned with signs

prophesying doom to speeders.

Clydeknew it well. He parked his unit where he would have aclear view of dl traffic on the ramp. Then
he made himsdlf comfortable and waited. A car or truck swung round the ramp every few minutes and
headed north into town.

At 6:47 by his dashboard clock one such car happened to catch his eye. It was amaroon Bronco, a
couple of yearsold. It had dark-tinted windows, which was a bit out of the ordinary, but still common
around the university, being apparently some kind of status symbol among hot-rodders and party animals.
But what redlly caught Clyde's eye was that the front of the Bronco--its bumper, grille, hood, and
windshield--were encrusted with the smashed and dried remains of insects. Thiswas obvious and
incontrovertible proof that this vehicle had just been driven for severd hundreds of milesat high speed
acrosstheplains.

Clyde zapped it with hisradar gun and noted that it was taking the ramp a an even nineteen milesan
hour. He waited for another car to go by him, then pulled onto University and discreetly followed the
Bronco north into the city of Wapsipinicon. It was the sort of vehicle that rode high on its suspension,
which made it easy to track from adistance.

A few blocks short of Lincoln Way, the Bronco turned right onto agravel aleyway that ran aong the
backs of saverd commercid buildings that were part of the old business didtrict. Clyde gunned his unit
forward, fearing that the vehicle might lose him back there. He turned into the alley and did not seeit
anywhere ahead of him. He ran the unit forward to the end of the block, pulled out across the sdewalk,
and looked both directions up and down the street but did not see the Bronco in either direction. He
threw the unit into reverse and backed down the way he had just come, looking for possible turnsthat his
quarry might have taken.

He found the Bronco parked in thelot behind Stohlman's Stationers, next to asted door in the back of
the building, which had been propped open. Therear doors of the Bronco were likewise open, and
Roger Ossan, three-time winner of the North Central Regiond Stationery and Office Supply Retallers
Association Salesman of the Y ear Award, was unloading some boxed photocopying machinesthat he
had apparently just picked up from adistributor in Des Moines or Omaha. Seeing Clyde Banks staring at
him glumly through the window of a sheriff's car, he set hisload down on the rear shelf of the Bronco and
threw Clyde afriendly wave. He was a thoroughgoing Republican.

Clyde gave him afriendly tap on the horn, shifted the unit into drive, and idled up the dley to the street.



Threeright turnsin arow got him northbound on University once again. Three blocks later he pulledin at
McDondd's for some drive-through. But the lane was filled with waiting students as usua, so he parked
in the parking lot and went insde to place his order.

As he emerged from the McDonad's with his Quarter-Pounder and fries, he heard awet hissng sound
from the next lot and glanced over to see a car emerging from Nor-Kay's Car Wash.

He plucked out three french friesto tide him over, then set his dinner on the hood of his unit, which would
act asahot plate, walked acrossthe lot, and onto the property of Norman and Kay Duvall, monarchs of
the Forks County car-washing industry. A solitary employee was holding down the fort this evening--an
earnest fellow of maybe sixteen years.

"Hullo, Deputy Banks. Come campaigning?'

"Nope. Not on company time," Clyde said. "l wasjust wondering if you'd washed any carsin thelast
couple of hoursthat had alot of bugson ‘em. | mean a lot of bugs." But the boy was aready nodding
vigoroudy.

"Y ouwouldn't believethiscar | did just alittlewhile ago," he blurted, asif the mess had left him so
traumatized he couldn't wait to share hisfedlings. "It was covered with an encrustation,” he said. "Came
in from out west."

"How do you know that?"

"Youlearn," the boy said. "Bugs are different out there--when you see alot of big old fat grasshoppers
suck inthegrille, that tells you they camein from thewest."

"What kind of car wasit?"
"A light-blue Escort. Couple of yearsold.”

Clyde winced. The Escort was aubiquitous car. "Anything specid about it? Any accident damage, any
aftermarket add-ons?'

"Except for tinted windows, it was just aplain old stock Escort.”
"Can you describe the driver?'

"Nope. Tinted windows."

"But didn't he at least roll the window down?"

"Just about an inch. Stuck aten-dollar bill out through the crack. Didn't want any change. Didn't say a
word."

"Well, did you at least see his hands?'
"He had big old hands. A couple of ringson 'em.”
"Classrings? Wedding rings?'

The boy scrunched up hisface, at alossfor words. "Not redlly either one, cometo think of it. Just sort of
nice-looking rings."

"Expensve?



"Yeah. Kind of flashy. Gold."

"Thanks," Clyde said. "Give meacal down &t the sheriff's department if you see him come through here
agan."

"Will do."

But Clyde knew, as he walked back to his car, that the man in the light-blue Escort would never come
back to the same place again. A big old crow was flapping around Clyde's unit with an eye on the sack
of food; Clyde ran forward and shooed it away, surprisng himsdf with how angry he was.

Someone gpproached him from behind, and he turned to see twenty-one-year-old Del Dhont, who was
on histeam.

"Clydel" he gasped.
Clyde sped up asfast as he could.

"Clyde!" Del said again, sounding abit wounded. They were somethirty yards from the god line now,
and the defenders had begun to run toward Clyde, building up speed for an apocayptic collision.

"Clyde!" Dd shouted, outraged by Clyde's pigheadedness. "Slow down for half asec and I'll block
Ie,n!ll

Clyde pounded forward another ten paces, then turned back and lateraled the ball toward Ddl, whose
finely honed Dhont reflexes took over; he caught the ball and tucked it expertly beneath one arm before
his brain had worked out the implications. One of the defenders--not Desmond--smacked into Clyde
and knocked him on his backside. Desmond and the third defender plowed into Del a warp speed,
sending him flying backward through the air for some distance before he even hit the ground. The ball
bounced loose; the defender who'd bumped into Clyde scooped it up and started running the other way.
Clyde stuck around long enough to check Ddl's vitd signs, then trudged back toward the house. The
dinner bell wasringing.

Fried chicken came out borne on an oval platter the size of a stretcher; Mrs. Dhont and one of her
daughters-in-law each had to take an end of it as they maneuvered through the doorway from the
kitchen. Mr. Dhont had fashioned atable from a single four-by-e ght-foot sheet of inch-thick plywood,
which was suitable for intimate dinners but nowhere near big enough for these larger family feeds. At such
times he had a couple of his sons go down to the rec room, fold up the five-by-ten-foot Ping-Pong table,
wrestleit up the stairs, and graft it onto the old four-by-eight-footer. This provided atota of somefifty
feet of linear seating space, plus generous acreage in the center for stockpiling of strategic food reserves.

Asarule of thumb Mrs. Dhont liked to daughter and cook one chicken per guest, and the heap of
grayish, blood-flecked feathersin the Sde yard testified that she had done her best this morning; but there
had gtill been ashortfal, and so she had aso heated up some sdlections that had been mellowing in one
of her deepfreezes: aside of roast beef, and a ham the size of a short-block Chevy V8, which
continuoudly orbited the fifty-foot circumference of the makeshift table on their own platters. Clyde was
hardly ableto eat for dl of his platter-passing obligations.

He snapped out of areverie. Someone had just asked him something, and everyone was watching him
and waiting for an answer. They al seemed to have vagudly mdicious|ooks on their faces.

"Beg pardon?' he said.



"l said," Darius said, "Princess cooked up rea good, didn't she?' He nodded at the big haunch of meat
on the platter.

Princess was Desireg's horse. Sheld been presented to Desiree as a Christmas present when Desiree
was twelve. She must be twenty-five years old by now; Desiree still came out to fuss over her every
week or two. She had not been ridden, nor done any productive work, in adecade. The Dhonts, who
liked their humor predictable, could scarcely make it through adinner without speculating asto Princesss
possible merits as a source of nutrition.

Clyde was obligated to play dong. "Findly retired her, huh?'
Much smirking around the table. "No kidding thistime," Darius said. "Go and have alook."

They wouldn't leave him done until he looked. So he excused himsdlf and went over to awindow from
which he could see the stable that had been Princesss home.

The stable was gone. A new concrete dab had been poured in its place, bolts and pipes sticking up out
of it.

Everyone laughed at the surprise on Clyde'sface.

He returned to the table, eyeing the big piece of meat. "Princess must've spent too much time hanging out
with the cattle," he said, "'cause she sure tastes like beef to me.”

More laughter. Clyde continued, "I'll tell Desiree next time she calls™

Thisforced them to own up. "Werejust pulling your leg, Clyde," Dick said. "Wetook her over to the vet
lab. She'sfine

"What are they going to do to Princess over at the vet |ab?"

No one was exactly sure. Finaly Mr. Dhont spoke up. " She's doing her patriotic duty. Just like Desiree.”
"What's that mean in the case of an old horse?’

Mr. Dhont shook his head. "Don't redly know. We weren't encouraged to ask,” he said significantly.

"They put out acal for old horses," Dick said. "If you had a horse who was about to end up in ahopper
a Byproducts Unlimited, you could just call the vet |ab and they'd come around and take it off your
handsfor free.”

"Y ou were going to knacker Princess?’

"Of course not, honey,” Mrs. Dhont said, "we'd never do that. But the man from the vet |ab said that all
these horses had to do was give blood every so often.”

"Whét're they doing with horse blood?!
"They won't divulgethat,” Mr. Dhont said bluntly. He looked alittle miffed at Clyde's prying.

"Wefdt that since dl Princess ever did was mow the lawvn anyway, she might aswell do it for agood

"How many horses they have over there now?" Clyde asked, trying to sound offhanded about it.



No onewas sure; al the Dhonts looked back and forth at each other. "Bunch of people have
participated in the program,” Dick findly said.

"When did the program start?' Clyde said.
"Lot of questions,” Mr. Dhont grunted.

"Dedregsgoing to ask medl thiswhen | tell her about Princess" Clyde explained, "so we might aswell
get it over with."

Dan Dhont, Jr., finished chewing something big and said, "Thefirgt time | heard about it was amonth
ago."

"Middleor late August?' Clyde said.
"Yup," Dan, Jr., said.

That put an end to the conversation; Dan had as much as admitted that the mysterious horse program had
something to do with Saddam Hussein, and Saddam was a forbidden subject at that table ever since
Desiree had been called up.

thirty-three

THE SECURE phonein the closet began to ring just after lunch one Saturday afternoon. Betsy'sfirst
thought wasthat it must be Kevin caling from the road to give her an update. Hed | eft amessage
yesterday morning announcing that he was bailing out of hislife: hed resigned from hisjob with the
Rainmaker, packed some stuff into his Camry, and was about to hit the road, westbound. He wasn't
going to stop until he reached Nampa, or perhaps even the West Coast. The funny thing wasthat he
didn't sound drunk at al. He sounded more sober than he had in months.

But it wasirrationa for her to think that Kevin could reach her on the secure phone. Only afew people
seemed to have accessto that. She picked it up and heard the familiar voice of Edward Seamus
Hennessey: " Nice afternoon--the temperature's not more than a hundred, the humidity's not more than
ninety-five percent, the ozone count is setting records. Meet you at Iwo Jmain fifteen minutes.”

It was afive-minute walk for Betsy to the Iwo Jmamemorid. During the summer she went there on
occasionad Tuesday eveningsto watch the Marine Corps color guard do their precison drill--she
especidly liked the"slent drill" inwhich, for afull twenty minutes, the beautifully schooled Marines
performed with better than clockwork precision while the sunset turned the buildings dong the Mal and
the Capitol into infinite shades of pink and orange.

Today was not aday to be out at the monument. As Hennessey had pointed out, the wegather was
typicdly appaling. But Betsy had been indoors since yesterday afternoon, doing laundry and cleaning
house, and she needed to get out even if the day was miserable. She walked around the base of the
statue and read the names of all the battles the Marines had fought. She stopped at the south end of the
statue, looked up the flagpole, and saw the hands reaching to plant it in the forbidding soil of Mount
Suribachi.

At timeslikethis, or when she walked the Vietnam Wall searching for the name of her cousin who had
died there, or went to the Lincoln and read the walls, sheloved her country. And when she loved her
country, she could actudly wax indignant about what she'd been going through. She should have fdt that
way al thetime, of course, but nowadays it took atrip to amgor national monument to get her into the

right perspective.



She knew that to be seen having a private téte-a-téte with Hennessey was a career-ender, but that hardly
mattered at this point. It wastimeto get out of D.C. Timeto bail, just as Kevin had bailed.

She didn't know what she would do in Nampa. But as she read the names of the battles and thought of
the young people who had died, sometimes wastefully, for the U.S., she began to understand. Wars were
more than battles between declared enemies; they went on at dl levelsat al times, and sometimesthe
innocent got killed. She had given her best, she had taken it in the neck, but shewas till dive, and there
was awhole world outside the beltway where her name had not yet been sullied and where her career
prospects ought to be fine. She turned to look through the ozone and pollen and humidity acrossthe
Potomac, across the Roosevelt Bridge, and saw the different shades of gray on Lincoln, Washington, and
the Dome, the beautiful Dome, and then on to her right at the rolling waves of white headstones at
Arlington. The thought that others may have died in these wars, some needlesdy and stupidly, didn't
make her fed judtified--merely not alone.

She kept walking around the Iwo Jmareading the battles, and she ran into Hennessey, who did not see
her.

"Niceday," Betsy said, aming for acertain sense of irony.

Hennessey didn't answer. He was smoking a cigarette, looking nowhere in particular, and then he said,
"My brother's up here." He motioned at aname. "He would have ended up drunk and injail if he hadn't
goneinto the Marines and become anationa hero. My family drinkstoo much. Always has. But we do
interesting things, too. I'll never get my name carved in stone, of course.”

He il hadn't looked at Betsy, and she moved over to lean againgt therail around the monument. They
were both exhausted, pained, frustrated. "Why do you stay?"

"I don't know. I guess I'm one of the few people around here who remembers what it was like to be
proud to work for the government.” Hennessey paused a bit. "Y ou're agood kid. | wish you could have
experienced this town during Truman--when | came onboard--or even under Kennedy." He paused
again. "But that's not what | wanted to talk about. | brought you here so you could have some privacy.”

"Privacy?' Betsy grinned and looked over a theline of idling tour busesin the parking area, the gangs of
American and European tourists going to and fro.

"Y ou know what | mean," Hennessey said.
"lan't the phonein my closet good enough?”

"The enchanted telephone isn't appropriate for what I'm about to tell you," Hennessey said. He threw
away hiscigarette, turned to face Betsy, and drew himself erect, suddenly looking very much the
government officid.

Betsy remembered getting atooth pulled once when she was agirl. Once the decision had been made
and the go-ahead had been given, the dentist and his assistant had suddenly shifted into ahigher gear and
got thejob done with startling speed. Ruthless, practiced efficiency. In away, it seemed cold. But it was
better that way.

Hennessey was operating in that mode right now, doing something he had obvioudy done many times
before. HE'd made the decision and nothing could stop him. He took a step closer to Betsy, reached out,
and grasped her upper arm firmly, looked her straight in the eye. Then he spoke some wordsto her that
shedidn't hear. But that didn't matter, because at some level she dready knew, had known the moment
Hennessey had reached her on the enchanted telephone.



The sweating, tired tourigts circling dutifully around the Iwo Jmamemoria were distracted, for a
moment, by awoman's scream. It was acry of anguish, not of fear. A heavyset female had collapsed to
her knees and thrown both arms over her head and was clenching her thin auburn hair with both hands,
asif shewanted toripit al out. An older gentleman was bent over her with one hand on her shoulder,
talking to her quietly. Some of the older tourists, who included many Marine veterans, felt astrange
sensation of jumping back in time to the late 1940's, when the young widows of America'swar dead hed
gone to the dedi cations of monuments such as this one and suddenly been overcome by grief.

Thiswoman was far too young to have known anyone who had died in the war. The milling tourists could
only speculate. But the older ones knew what they were seeing.

thirty-four
OCTOBER

COLUMBUSDAY weekend was nearly over, and Tab Templeton still had not shown up for work.
Clyde had arranged with him last week to help out with some demolition in the basement of the
gpartment building. Demolition awayswent quickly when Tab wasinvolved.

Clyde had encountered Tab at Hardware Hank a couple of weeks ago, pushing a cart |loaded with PVC
pipe. Rumor had it that Tab had been working regularly, doing odd jobs for someone or other, and
Clyde had learned that he could no longer smply cruise the streets, pick him up off apark bench, and put
him to work; he had to have an appointment.

But for Tab to make an gppointment and for him to remember it were two unrelated propositions. Hed
gpparently forgotten this one. Clyde had spent the weekend dithering. He would pound away with the
dedgehammer for awhile, grow tired, and remember that Tab could get thiswork done four timesfaster;
S0 time spent searching for him should be time well spent. He would get in the car and cruise by Tab's
usual park benches, vacant buildings, bars, and restaurant Dumpsters, then become despondent after an
hour or two when he thought of al the time he had wasted. He would go back to the dedgehammer and
repeet the cycle. Now twilight was approaching on the last day of the three-day weekend. He had an
appreciable heap of debrisin the back of histruck but nothing close to what he'd planned on. And he
was due to pick up Maggie from one of the Dhonts in another hour or two.

He did something so unexpected that he surprised even himsdf: he went out for abeer. All weekend long
he had been driving past the old Stonefield Brewery, a blazing red-sandstone building in downtown
Nishnabotnathat might have passed for afortressif it hadn't been so ornate and Victorian. Jack Carlson,
adescendant of one of the less august branches of the Stonefield family, had bought the place ten years
ago after it had gone out of businesstrying to make the same sort of thin yellow swill that came out of the
big Milwaukee breweries. All the old copper vessadlswere il intact. He had begun brewing darker,
heavier stuff and had succeeded beyond anyone's wildest imagination.

Jack Carlson and Clyde Banks had known each other since they'd been kids, and Jack was always
urging Clydeto stop by and have abeer. Clyderarely did, but tonight he wastired and dirty and
lonesome and thirsty and felt that he could consume a beer without being racked by guilt.

Besides, he could dways claim it was a campaign appearance.

He sat at the bar, anice mahogany one that Jack had scavenged from afailed tavern in Chicago, and
ordered apint of bitter.

After afew minutes Jack Carlson himsdf came out from the office in back and made afuss over Clyde.



He drew himsalf abeer, reasoning that this was a specia occasion, and then the two went to a booth and
sat down to catch up with each other. Clyde had to explain why he was covered with Sheetrock dust,
and thisled him to the subject of Tab Templeton.

"Saw him acouple of timeslast month," Jack said.

"Hewas here?'

"A few times" Jack said, savoring Clyde's astonishment.

"Heard he was working for someone. Wouldn't think he'd earn enough to drink here.”

"Hewasn't drinking," Jack said. Then, seeing the look on Clyde'sface, he corrected himself. "Wdll, he
was, of course, in the general sense. But he didn't come here to drink beer. He cameto pick up yeast.”

"He cameto pick up yeast," Clyde repested.

"Brewer'syeadt,” Jack said. "Forms quite athick layer of dudge down there in the bottoms of our
fermentation vessels. We clean it out and try to find something to do with it besidesjust throwing it away
and polluting the water. Lot of timeswe sdll it to hedth-food companies—-it'sfull of vitamins. Last month
we sold someto Tab."

"How much?'

Jack shrugged. "Maybe hdf adozen sted drumsfull.” Jack grinned at the memory. ™Y ou should see Tab
ding adrum around. He's like ahuman forklift."

"Well, what the heck would Tab want with that much brewer's yeast?'
"Seemed clear from the way he was talking that he was moving the stuff for hisemployer.”
"And who was that, do you suppose?’

Jack shrugged. " Someone who needed yeast and didn't have the muscle to hump the drums around
town."

"Did they pay for it?"

"Y eah. We chargeanomind fee"
"Whose name was on the checks?'
"Tab paid cash."

Clyde dumped back in his seat and tried to imagine such athing: someone entrusting Tab with awad of
bills

"Maybe someone's doing an experiment with the stuff up at the university,” Jack said, nodding toward the
bluffs. "Or maybe some vegetarians up there are trying to start up their own health-food company.”

"What was hedriving?'
"A bigoldvan."

"Can you describe the van to me?”



"Dark and old. Probably a Chevy."
"Could it have been ablack van?'
"Couldve. Why?"'

"Just curious.”

"Yeah," Jack Carlson said, "and I'm just brewing beer for ahobby."

Lotsof mail camethe next day, including afew |ettersfrom Desiree. They'd done amass-casudty drill
that weekend, so she hadn't been able to come home and Clyde hadn't been able to visit her. Shewas
deding with the guilt by writing every day and caling at bedtime to coo into Maggi€'s ear over the
phone.

Still sticking needlesinto butts like mad. Lots of nice diseases over therein the Gulf. Many of the
reservists not up to snuff physically--can't believe some of them got into the service in thefirst place. Had
ayoung man in here with ascar up his chest like a zipper--he'd had open-heart surgery as aboy and
somehow got into the Army anyway.

Getting geared up for the mass-casudty drill thisweekend. Lots of triage tags floating around--oneis
enclosed.

She had enclosed a cardboard tag on aloop of string, apparently made to go around a patient's neck.
The tag was about three by six inches and bore linesfor the patient's name and notes on his condition. At
the bottom were three colored strips attached by perforations, so that they could easily betorn off. The
strip on the bottom was green and bore a cartoon of atortoise.

If we leave the bottom (green) strip attached, it meansthe patient isbasicaly okay, theré's no big rush. If
wetear it off, what'sleft isthe yellow strip with the picture of the hare on it--that means better hurry and
get this one some attention. If we tear that off, what's left isthe red strip with the picture of the speeding
ambulance onit.

Tectfully, shedidn't explain what Clyde could see with hisown eyes: if the red strip wastorn off, what
remained was a black strip with alittleicon that might have been a cross; but when he looked closer, he
saw it was probably supposed to be adagger.

We know dl about nasty old anthrax now and so they are training usin something more exatic: botulin
toxin. They think Saddam may have some of that in his stockpile, too. | hope they're wrong, because
though we have tons and tons of anthrax vaccine, the botulin serumisin very short supply. | supposethey
aretrying to make more, but it'sasow process. Apparently you can't just crank the stuff out like
sausage. They gave us some handouts to read--mostly copies of research papers. Gave my little lowan
heart athrill to seethat alot of thisresearch comes from our very own hometown. Remember Dr.

Folkes, the old man who rides his bicycle to work? Turns out what he's been doing dl thistimeis
studying botulin. So his name and the name of our fair city aredl over thisresearch.

Givethelittle one abig hug and kissfor me. I've been thinking that when | get out of thisin one piece, we
should give her anew little brother or Sister as a present for Christmas ninety-one. We've been holding
off, I know, but now | want to do everything right away.

thirty-five

"DR. FOLKES? Clyde Banks. Sorry to disturb you in the evening like this, but as you may have heard,
I'm running for Forks County sheriff, and I've made a personal commitment to knock on every door in
the county before the ection, and, well, your turn just came up.”



Dr. Arthur Folkes had emerged onto the porch and now peered at hisvisitor through large glasseswith
lenses even thicker than Clyde's. Between the two of them they must be separated by agood inch of
expensvely ground glass. Rumor had it that he wasin hismid-eighties. He certainly looked that way from
the shoulders up; his blotched scalp was completely bald, and loose flesh sagged from his neck and
jowls. But he moved like a sixty-year-old fencing master. For decades he had been making a spectacle
of himsdf by riding his Raeigh to the university every day, snow or shine. Every few years, just to bresk
the monatony, he got run off the road by a thoughtless student or careening school bus and racked up a
few weeksin abody cast.

"That's okay. Haven't had any peace anyway," he said. "Door's open.”

Clyde opened the screen door, wiped hisfeet carefully on the mat, and stepped in. Dr. Folkes had
aready retreated insde the house, so Clyde crossed the porch, made another show of wiping hisfeet on
asecond mat, and entered. It had the wet human smell that he had learned to associate with houses
where people had grown old. There was another smdll, too, a hospital smell, though Clyde didn't
conscioudy recognizeit for awhile.

Hehad lost Dr. Folkesstrail and stood uncertainly in the foyer until he heard the old professor's voice
from the kitchen. "Don't worry, I'm not going to trap you herefor hours. Y ou get alot of old people
doing thet to you?'

"Somefolks are quite pleased to receive avisgtor," Clyde alowed.
"Got something going on the stove and want to keep an eye oniit," Folkessaid.

Clyde found hisway into the kitchen and discovered Folkes frying up some Itdian sausages. "I'd offer
you some, but I know you probably want to exchange some pleasantries and move on.”

Clyde said nothing to thisremark, still trying to work out whether his host was trying to be polite or rude.
"Not much of apoalitician, areyou?' Folkes said, eyeing him through a column of fennd-scented steam.

The telephone began ringing. Dr. Folkesignored it. Clyde wondered whether he was hard of hearing; but
he'd heard the doorbell.

"No, sr, | don'timaginethat | am."
"I'm kind of aknee-jerk Democrat. Like most academics, | guess.”

"That'sadecison | respect, sir. But you may find that the traditiona policy differencesthat separate the
two parties don't have much relevance in the position of county sheriff.”

"Ah. Well-ailed ripogte”

The phone stopped ringing after nine or ten times, then immediately started ringing again. "Hate it when
people cal during dinnertime,” Dr. Folkes said.

"I have ahandout here with some drunk-driving statistics--comparing lowals ninety-nine counties.”" Clyde
laid a sheet of paper on the spotless avocado Formica of Dr. Folkes's kitchen counter.

"Hdll," said Dr. Folkes, squinting at it from across the room. "Y ou handwroteit. Don't you have a
computer or atypewriter or something?'

"Thought the numbers spoke for themsdves.”



"What do they say?'

"We have the lowest rate of drunk-driving arrests and the highest rate of drunk-driving fatalitiesin the
date.”

"Ah. And you're thinking that as abicydlig, thisoneis near and dear to me."
Clyde sad nothing.

"Well, I'll review your statistics and probably votefor you. Satisfied?”

"No, gr."

Dr. Folkeswasin the midst of transferring the sausages onto amarred plagtic dinner plate decorated with
large daisies. He stopped and peered at Clyde. "How'sthat? | said I'd vote for you. What do you want
me to do? Go out and distribute campaign literature for you? I've dready spent enough time pulling your
bumper stickersout of my chainwhed."

"When | knocked on your door, you told me that you never got any peace in the evening. That makes me
wonder whether you are having any problems that might be of interest to the sheriff's department. So
evenif | have your vote, | can't honestly say I'm satisfied until I've--"

"Oh, shit, no, it'snothing like that," Dr. Folkes said. Laughing, he turned his back on Clyde and carried
his plate into the dining room. Clyde followed him there. "It's the goddamn phone calls, Mr. Banks."

"Prank calls?'

"I wish they were. No, it'swork related. And it's nothing that you can help with. But thank you for
meaking the offer."

"What'syour line of work there at the university?' Clyde said, trying to sound conversationd.
"I'mamicrobiologist,” Dr. Folkes said through amouthful of sausage. "I study thingsthat are yucky."
llYud(y?l

"Mogt of the time when people ask what | do, they don't realy want to know. They arejust being polite.
If | redly tell them, they get uncomfortable. Since | suspect that dl you really want isto extricate yoursalf
from this conversation and move on to the next house, I'm giving you an easy out." Helooked at Clyde

expectantly.

"Copwork islikethat,” Clyde said after athoughtful pause. "Lots of high-speed road accidents. Farmers
caught in grain augers and such.”

Dr. Folkes nodded enthusiagticdlly, seeming to find thisandogy indgghtful.
"So | wouldn't say that | am easily grossed out,” Clyde continued.

"Well, then, what | do isstudy a particular genus of bacterium called Clostridium, of which the best
known is C. botulinum--the manufacturer of botulin toxin."

"People ever bring you tainted soup?*

"All thetime. Mogt of it isn't tainted at al--just old. And the tainted stuff isn't dwaystainted with C.
botulinum. But | have acquired some interesting strainsthat way, yes."



"What do you do with them?"
"Modlly freeze'em. But | grow someof it."
"Pardon?’

"I grow it," Dr. Folkes said, mildly irritated. "Come here." He wadded up his napkin and threw it onto the
table, then jumped to his feet, wheeled, and strode back through the kitchen to a door. The door opened
onto anarrow, steep stairway descending into adark basement. Dr. Folkes stomped down into

darkness, his hand flailing above his head until it caught alength of twine strung through aline of screw
eyes. Bluish light flickered from down below and then exploded as severd long fluorescent fixtures came
tolife. Clyde followed him down the nearly vertica steps, hunching to avoid banging his head on the
ceiling. The hospital smell became much stronger.

The basement was perhaps half the sze of the house. Onewal was bulging inward as the foundation wall
gave way to the pressure of the soil and was being held a bay by afew massive timbers propped against
it and anchored to the floor. An antique toilet was fixed to another wall, arust-streaked porcelain tank
above it with a cobwebbed pull chain dangling. In one corner, next to an ancient, stained laundry tub,
was a heavy workbench made from a particleboard door set up on four-by-four legs. The workbench
held a plethora of laboratory glassware, some of which was upside down on arack of dowels, drying
out, the rest containing fluids that were elther trangparent or muddy brown. Larger jugs sat on the floor
underneath, containing what Clyde took to be bulk raw materials.

The most prominent object was afive-gallon glass carboy in the middie of the workbench, filled to the
shoulder with brown fluid veiled with yellow foam. Dr. Folkeswas dready there, eyeing it carefully. He
waited until Clyde was standing right in front of it and alowed him to have agander.

"See, now, right there," he said, "is enough botulin toxin to kill everyonein the sate of lowa."
Clyde stepped back apace. "Areyou joking?"

"When I'm joking, Mr. Banks, | try to say thingsthat are actudly funny."

"Well, isn't it dangerousto haveit here?'

"Let meputitthisway," Dr. Folkessaid in atired tone of voice, asif hewere running through this
explanation for the thousandth time. He went over to a Peg-Board where numerous tools were hanging,
negtly arranged, and selected a clawhammer. "This hammer right here could kill everyone in the sate of
lowa-if you went around and bashed their headsin with it. True?"

"Theoreticdly."

"But no one thinksiit's unsafe for me to have ahammer in the basement. Now, do you want meto carry
through with the andogy, or are we clear?”

"| follow," Clyde said. "But why are you doing it here? Don't you have alab at the university?"

"Yes. But thisisn't university work that I'm doing here. Thisis private. Y ou know how Professor Larsen
has al those spin-off companies out at the technology park?’

"I've heard he has several companies going there."

"Widl, thisismy spin-off, and it's got a better profit margin than anything that son of agun will ever do.
No overhead--except for this door and these four-by-fours from Hardware Hank."



"Y ou make money from this?'

"Y ep. Not afortune by any means, but enough to buy me some nice vacations.”
"How?"

"Y ou mean, where exactly isthe market for botulin toxin?*

"Right."

"It'sused in medica trestments. The toxin works by paralyzing muscles. So, for example, if you havea
wandering eye because some of the eye muscles are out of whack, the doctor injects atiny amount of
thistoxin into the musclesthat are too strong, pardyzing them."

Clyde mulled thisone over. "If thisis enough to kill three million people, thenisn't that overkill for afew
people with wandering eyes?"

"Very good,” Dr. Folkes sad. "It's massive overkill. Mogt of this stuff goesto the military.”
"For weapons?"

Dr. Folkeslooked disappointed in Clyde. "Nah! Thiswouldn't be enough for weapons production.
They'd build agold-plated assembly line somewhere for that. My stuff isused in preparing the antidote.”

"How's that work?"

"They inject botulin toxin into horses. Small amounts at first. Asthe horse builds up animmunity, they
inject progressively higher doses, until the amount of toxin running through that horse's bloodstreamisa
thousand times what would kill ahuman. They draw blood from the horse and i solate the immune protein,
then shoot it into soldiers.™

"Doesit work?"'

"Who knows? No one's ever used botulin toxin on an actud battlefield. Saddam'sworking onit,
though."

The phone upstairswas ringing again.

"And that," Folkessaid, "iswhy | never get any peace these days. Military." He shook his head and
rolled his eyes as he uttered the word, asif words could never express the depth and complexity of his
relationship with the military. "They must have my phone number posted above every urind inthe
Pentagon. So it's nice of you to ask, Mr. Banks. But I'm afraid you can't help me with the kind of hasses
I've been getting.”

Dr. Folkes turned away and began stcomping up the gairs. "Kill the lightswhen you're done. Just don't
touch anything if you want to makeit out of this basement dive.”

Clyde came up afew minutes after and found Dr. Folkes polishing off the last of hisdinner. "Saw you
had some brewer's yeast down there on your workbench," he said.

"Bacteriafood,” Dr. Folkessaid. " C. botulinum needsthat and afew other goodies.”
"Such as?'

"Why? Going to grow some of your own?"



"Just curious”
"Sugar and chicken soup.”
Clyde pondered the matter of chicken soup at some length. "Would beef or pork work?"

Dr. Folkes grimaced. "Don't take meliterdly. It's not realy chicken soup. It'sasolution of various
proteins. Remember, the stuff growswild in al kinds of soup that's been canned wrong. And | won't tell
you anything more, because you aready know enough to grow theselittle bugsin your own basement
and compete with me and my little spin-off."

"Dr. Folkes, | redize that that was afacetious comment. But isit redlly that easy to grow this stuff?"
"Y ou saw my setup down there. That ook like million-dollar technology to you?"

"W, Dr. Folkes, it sure has been interesting getting to know you abit and talk about your work."
"Well, I hope you go out and catch some drunk drivers.”

"I'll be sure and do that, sir, and | appreciate your vote. I'll see mysdlf out.”
thirty-six

IT WAS two o'dock inthe morning of Clyde's night off. But he wasin uniform anyway and brandishing
an unfamiliar weapon: ametal detector. He had borrowed the implement from the frugal Ebenezer, who
occasionaly used it to seek lost treasure in the mud-covered floodplains of theloca rivers after seasonal
floods. When he had explained the nature of the night's errand, Ebenezer had even offered to deep over
at hishouse and keep an eye on Maggie. As Clyde stalked up and down the warehouse floor of
Byproducts Unlimited in abobbing pool of yelow light, he could not help wondering whether Maggie
was awake, and what she would think when the gaunt, spectral face of Ebenezer swam into view above
her crib.

Clyde was accompanied by one Chris, an edgy, chain-smoking, thirtyish rent-a-cop who had been
deputized to hold Clyde's big black cop flashlight. In more blessed circumstances Clyde might have been
annoyed to find himsalf wrapped in amoving cloud of acrid tobacco smoke, but there he was glad of
anything that might deaden his sense of smdll.

The warehouse adjoined the rendering floor on one side and the loading dock on the other. It was
divided into long aides by stacks of wooden cargo pallets, each pallet occupied by bulging plastic sacks
stenciled with the legend "MegaPro: Packed with Pride a Byproducts Unlimited.” For aslong as Clyde
could remember, Byproducts Unlimited had been a part of the landscape, its fleet of ramshackle box
trucks careening down gravel farm roads with the tiff legs of dead livestock poking out the top. The
animals fat ended up in drums, destined for restaurants, and their protein ended up as MegaPro powder,
used to make dog food and other ddlicacies.

The rent-a-cop dropped Clyde's flashlight while trying to light another cigarette, his hands gone clumsy
with the October chill. He cursed, picked it up, apologized. Clyde said nothing, just moved on to the next
pallet and scanned each sack in turn with the big disk of the metdl detector.

The rent-a-cop had reason to be jJumpy. His company had been hired on short notice afew days ago,
when Byproducts found evidence of abreak-in at one of their back doors. It seemed that these
break-ins might actudly have been going on for aslong as afew weeks. Nothing important had been
stolen, though, despite the fact that toolsand VCRsand TV setswerelying out in plain Sght in the



company's workshops and offices. Tire tracks were noted in the dirt behind the building.

In aseemingly unrelated devel opment, early-morning fishermen noticed alarge, persstent gasoline dick
near the end of apublic pier up at Lake PlaMor. A diver was sent down and came up with the news
that ablack van rested on the bottom, fifty feet beneath the surface. The van was hauled out and
examined, not only by local detectives but by some FBI people who drove out from Chicago. It was
suspicioudy free of useful evidence. Some prints were lifted from the driver's-sde door, which had been
found hanging open; they matched the prints of the oft-arrested, oft-fingerprinted Tab Templeton, who
was gill missng.

Thetires of the van were examined and found to match the tracks behind Byproducts Unlimited. They
also matched the tracks that Clyde had discovered at the Site of the mutilation of Sweet Corn, the
government horse. Sheriff Mullowney was photographed and videotaped standing proudly by the
dripping, dudge-filled hulk of the Satan Van. He had wasted no time declaring that the War on Satan
was over and won.

Clyde had examined the van himself. He had opened the driver's-side door and put his handsin the
placeswhere Tab's handprints were found. He had leaned againgt it, asif trying to push it forward, and
satisfied himsdlf that Tab had made those prints while shoving the van down the pier. Thisal made sense
to apoint; if Clyde wanted alarge vehicle moved without using its engine, Tab would bethefirst and last
candidate for the job. Rumors continued to circulate that Tab's skeleton had been found near the scuttled
van, picked to the bone by the walleyed pike with which Lake PlaMor was stocked. But Clyde knew
that Tab had been hired to sink that van, and that, if he was dead, he was dead for some other reason.

A handyman had discovered anest of empty Night Train Express bottles and Twinkies wrappersin an
unused janitor's closet at Byproducts Unlimited. Tab'sfingerprintswere dl over the place. Sheriff
Mullowney, eager to wrap up this case with aribbon and abow before Election Day, had set up acrisis
headquarters on the riverbank out back--a borrowed RV with alarge coffeemaker and donated pastries,
patched into Byproducts by long, thick extension cords--and begun dragging theriver day and night,
hoping to find Tab's corpse.

It was three-thirty in the morning before Clyde found anything. Chris the rent-a-cop, adeep on hisfed,
was startled once more by the squed of the metd detector and swung the light around to see that Clyde
had it pressed up against one of the MegaPro sacks.

"Just hold the light right whereit is," Clyde whispered, too scared and excited to speak out loud. He shut
off the metal detector and laid it gently on the floor. He took an old Boy Scout knife out of his pocket,
opened up the long blade, and dit the bag from top to bottom. Reddish-brown powder hissed onto the
floor, smelling like dog food.

Something glinted yellow in the midst of it. Clyde thrust his hand into the pile of MegaPro, groped
around, and withdrew along colored ribbon. Something heavy followed and siwung back and forth in the
light of theflashlight, glinting arich yelow. Clyde held the mangled treasure up in the light and gazed at it
for along time, and it suddenly dawned on Christhat, like an archaeologist in a pharaoh's tomb, hewas
looking at the glint of gold. But thiswas lesswell preserved; it had been hacked and twisted amost to
shreds by some kind of swinging industria chopper.

"What isit?" Chrisfindly blurted.
"Olympic gold medd," Clyde sad. "Montredl, 1976. Wrestling. Heavyweight.”

"Oh, Jesug!" the rent-a-cop cried. He looked down at the pile of red powder in which Clyde stood
ankle-deep. "Oh, holy Jesus!" Then he dropped the flashlight and ran for the open loading-dock door.



He amost madeit out to the back lot before losing his doughnuts.

"God have mercy on your soul, Tab," Clyde said. Helaid the meda down where he'd found it, picked up
the flashlight, shook the red dust from hisfeet, and struck out in search of atelephone.

thirty-seven

ASTHEY stepped out of the station wagon onto the circular driveway of the big house, she came out to
greet them, arolling thunderhead of white satin preceded by awall of dense, sweet perfume. Anita
Stonefield was clutching a stick with a glittery five-pointed star on the end of it, both thickly coated with
something like ground glassin an epoxy subsirate, and as she threw her arms around Desiree and
Maggie, the star szzled through the air in awide, cometlike arc, catching Clyde under the nose and
leaving him incapacitated with pain.

Another car pulled into the drive and Anita broke away and wafted toward the new arrivaswith the
same leve of intense niceness that dways made the candidate for sheriff break into a cold sweet and
want to run away. Desiree had surprised Clyde by showing up for the weekend; she'd wangled acouple
of days leave out of her commanding officer and hitched aride home with two Chicago-bound nurses.
Clyde took the commander's generodity asasign that grim tidings were in store for everyone at Fort
Riley. Desreewas certain that he wasjust doing it "to be nice.

But Desiree didn't watch CNN the way Clyde did. Just the day before, Clyde had seen Dick Cheney on
the tube, announcing that many, many more troops were going to be needed in the Gulf. Clyde had
aready accepted an invitation to Anita Stonefidd's annua UN Day picnic. He could not imagine apolitic
way to cancel, and Desiree seemed to like the idea of getting out and socidizing. So here they were,
making their way around the Sde of the Stonefield mansion, following the shrill sound of excited children's
voices toward the vast backyard.

It had been adamp, gray autumn afternoon, and dusk seemed to befaling afew hours earlier than it had
the day before. The Stonefields had set up ayellow-and-white tent and brought in some heavy barbecue
capability. As Clyde surveyed the diverse cuts of meat Szzling on the massive grills, taken from severd
anima species, he found that he could not keep inappropriate memories of Byproducts out of hismind.

Anitathrew one of these picnics every year, just prior to the UNICEF trick-or-treat night, of which she
wasthe regiona organizer. It was an afternoon affair--all the kids came in their costumes, were issued
their little orange trick-or-treating boxes, and got the opportunity to gawk at actua foreign people
brought in as part of the party's theme. With the assistance of Dean Knightly, Anitawas ableto pick out
aguest ligt that covered as many as sixty different nations. Iraq had been dropped from the list thisyear;
inits stead was a Kurdish family studying on a Syrian passport.

Clyde had been getting alot of invitations lately to events where he was completely out of place, or at
least irrlevant, probably out of sympathy. Dean Knightly called every so often to check in on him. And
the Stonefieldsinvited him to every socia function they mounted. Asthe result of this series of
engagements, Clyde had cemented his vote among the Republican upper crust even more firmly than
ever; Dr. Jarry Tompkins said that in recent weeks his share of this sector of the vote had skyrocketed
from ninety-9ix to ninety-nine percent, with an error margin of Sx percent.

Clyde was given thejjob of handing out the little orange boxes to the children and acquitted himself well
enough that he probably raised his standingsin the crucia too-young-to-vote segment of the electorate.
Then he prowled around the Stonefields one-acre yard with one of Jack Carlson'sfancy beersin his
hand, trying to settle his mind, and happened across severd foreign students working around a portable
gasgrill. One of them was built asymmetricaly and moved with acharacterigtic limp.



"Isthisthe halal section?' heinquired from adistance. He was afraid that he might defile something by
coming too close with acohoal in hishand.

Fazoul was delighted and inssted he come closer. It had been much too long, they both agreed. Fazoul
had been busy with his research, and because the absent Desiree handled dl of the Bankses social
contacts, Clyde hadn't seen many of hisfriends, new or old.

Fazoul heaped a plate with kabobs and thrust it upon Clyde. Seeing that Clyde could not talk with his
mouth full, Fazoul shouldered the burden of conversation. He ways seemed to wander back to the
subject of the Middle East, and the extreme perfidy and demonism of Saddam Hussein and, by
extension, most Iragis, and, to alesser extent, agreat many Arabs. It was clear that this subject obsessed
him; when heredlly got ralling, he would become spitting mad, waving his hands around and quoting
verses from the Koran in Arabic and then trandating them into English in order to bolster his points, asif
he feared Clyde might be a secret admirer of Saddam. Clyde chewed and nodded, thinking that a show
of agreement might calm Fazoul down; but it only seemed to egg him on.

One of Anitas operatives soon drew Clyde away to shake hands and eat dinner. Much later Clyde
redized he had lost track of hiswife and daughter and learned thirdhand that they had gone home so that
Maggie could get to bed. Anita Stonefield had arranged aride home for Clyde so that he might stay late
at the grown-up phase of the party.

John Stonefield had bought all of the land there, and built the country club and the neighborhoods
surrounding it, during thefifties, handing over the choicest lotsto hissons. Terry'sinterest in houseswas
limited to the purely financid dimension, and he did not care about their architecturd style or interior
decoration any more than he cared about what kind of paper his blue-chip stock certificates had been
printed on. He ceded all control to Anita, who had designed, and caused to be built, an immense
sructure directly acrossthe fairway from the clubhouse. She had been aiming for something out of Gone
with the Wind but was forced to make some concessions to the lowa wesather: the spacious veranda
waswalled in behind thermal glass, and the widow'swalk had been enclosed in an odd hybrid of gun
turret and cupola. Banks of powerful searchlights had been planted around the place, set in massive
subterranean footings, dl aimed upward a the house and bouncing off its white duminum sding so
brightly that, according to loca legend, it was used as atraffic cone by jumbo jets suck in holding
patternsfor O'Hare.

That was the setting in which Clyde and various other Republican candidates, Fazoul and various other
foreign students, and a couple of dozen local country-club members and other movers and shakerswere
now trapped for the next few hours.

At some point in the evening Clyde found himself wandering through the place with Fazoul in tow, trying
to get away from the sound of Anita's stereo, which was piped into every room through speakers hidden
in the cellings. She had put on atwo-CD set of recycled sock-hop favorites performed by an ersatz
group caled the Origind Artists, and the place was jumping with drunken Republicans performing
archaic dance steps.

They wandered, squinting, through an arctic brightness of snowy rugs and glass objets dart pierced by
powerful haogen spatlights, and into asmulation of alibrary. Thewalswere hung with paintingsand
photographs of scary Germans with giant mustaches, looking asif they were about to pop an aneurysm
because of the music.

From thisroom a spira staircase ascended to the second floor and from there continued up to the
cupola, which, to judge from the drifts of cigar ashesin the giant ashtrays and the beer-bottle capsin the
wastebaskets, Terry had installed as arefuge. It worked in that role for Clyde and Fazoul insofar asthere



were no speakersthere, and no dancers either. A ring of windows provided a 360-degree view of Forks
County: the golf course to the north, and, to the south, gently rolling farmland, with woods down in the
folds of the earth, doping imperceptibly toward the city of Wapsipinicon and the confluence of therivers.

Closeto the house they could clearly see Professor Arthur Larsen taking Anita behind theimported Irish
gazebo and groping her ample breasts while she grabbed his head and pulled hislips down to hers. Clyde
turned his back on this scene, worse than anything he had seen at Byproducts. Fazoul saw it but did not
react visibly; for him it was apparently just part of the normal scenery of the modern United States. Clyde
found this embarrassing, but there was nothing he could do about it.

"How may | help you, Clyde?' Fazoul said.
"Pardon?'

"Y ou said you wanted to pick my brain. If | understand that idiom, then for you my brain is aways ready
to be picked.”

"Well." Clyde thrugt his handsinto the pockets of hisuniform's trousers and balled them into fists, then
sared fixedly a Terry Stonefield's telescope for agood minute or so0. "Been noticing afew things, isdl.”

Fazoul raised an eyebrow. He had sized Clyde up in the months since they had met and had apparently
realized that when Clyde took to noticing things, and bothered to mention those things to someone, a
lengthy conversation might be in store. So he backed up a couple of paces and lowered himself gingerly
to awindow seat, made himself comfortable, and waited for Clyde to continue.

" think something funny isgoing onin Forks County. | think it'sserious. | think it has something to do
with foreign students--probably ones from Irag. And it hasto do with botulin toxin."

Fazoul nodded at him reassuringly until Clyde spoke the find words. Then he did adouble take, asif he
could not believe Clyde had said what he'd said. He heaved a degp sigh and ran one hand across his
gnarled scalp, pulling what was left of hishair back from hisforehead. He shook hishead and closed his
eyesin deep thought. "Please continue," he said quietly.

"Well, alittle earlier you were voicing some opinions about Saddam. And it so happensthat I've been
studying up on old Saddam ever since he started threatening to kill my wife. And | can't clamto beabig
Saddam expert by any means, but | do know he's been working like mad on nukes and Superguns and
missiles and biological and chemicd warfare. To hear dl the things he's been working on, you'd think Irag
must be just one big laboratory, and al the Iragis must have Ph.D.'s. But I've seen Iragon TV, and |
know it's not abig laboratory. So where does he keep all his scientists? Well, when Dean Knightly told
me that there were fifty-three Iragisright herein Wapsipinicon, | started to put it together. EIU isn't even
that big of auniversty. There are dozenslikeit. If Saddam hasfifty-three propdlerheads here. . . well,
you can work out the math. | cruise through the university a couple times a night, because the campus
cops are short-staffed and they've asked usto pick up some dack for them. And I've seen the foreign
students through the windows of the academic computing center at three, four in the morning. I've heard
they can use computers to exchange information with friendsin other states or countries.

"So | got to thinking, just to be paranoid for aminute, what if al these Iragi grad Sudents were actualy
part of Saddam's big plan to kill my wife? When | started thinking of it in those terms, it got me kind of
worked up emotionaly.”

"Of courseit did," Fazoul said. Clyde thought Fazoul's eyes were glistening just abit.

"So let'sthink it through. What would the Iragis be up to herein Forks County? EIU's got a decent



engineering schooal, or so they claim, but what it does better than anyone is veterinary medicine. Now, if |
was Saddam, why would | send my propellerheads to vet-med school ? Well, the first thing that popped

into my head was anthrax. That's aveterinary disease, but ever Snce August the media can't stop talking
about how Saddam isgoing to useit asabiologica weapon.

"Y ou might have heard that at the beginning of August, dmost on the same day astheinvasion of Kuwait,
we lost adeputy. He was running down arunaway horse from the vet-path lab that had been cut up by
cattle mutilators. He died of acoronary. | tried giving him CPR but it didn't work. For some reason the
FBI wasred interested in this case.

"Then | heard through my in-laws that the government was recruiting old horses to bleed for their country
at the vet-path [ab. And | heard from Desiree that the Army had plenty of anthrax vaccine but was short
on botulin antitoxin. And | talked to an old fellow who's a botulin expert, and he explained that the way
they made that antitoxin was by injecting horses with botulin so that they built up a powerful immunity to
it, then drawing their blood. | looked it up in thelibrary and learned that botulin toxin kills by paralyzing
muscles--especidly the heart and breathing muscles.

"So putting two and two together, | figured that my friend the deputy didn't die of acoronary likewe
thought. That horse he was chasing was one of the Army's four-legged antitoxin factories, and itsveins
were full of enough toxin to kill athousand men, and that toxic blood was streaming out of it because it
had been mutilated. When Ha was chasing it around, he got some small cuts on his hands from vaulting
over barbed-wire fences, and when hefinally got that horse calmed down and was stroking its neck or
whatever, he got some of the horse's blood into those cuts, and suddenly his heart and lungs became
parayzed. The coroner didn't think to do atest for botulin toxin and naturally assumed that it was a heart
attack. When the government heard that one of its two botulin horses had been assaulted, it sent out the
FBI to investigate. They must have known that Hal didn't redly die of a coronary, but they aren't talking
about it becauseit's a national -security thing.

"So that |eaves us with the question of who mutilated that horse and why. Were supposed to think it was
satanigts. But | think that the whole spate of cattle mutilations was just ablind that someone dreamed up
S0 that they could mutilate the botulin horse without drawing too much attention.

"Why would someone want to mutilate a botulin horse? Well, maybe they wanted to obtain asample of
that horse's blood. If they could do that, they'd have a sample of the antitoxin that the Army isgoing to
useto protect Desiree and al the other soldiersif war actualy breaks out. According to my professor
friend, there are many different strains of Clostridium botulinum. So having asample might enable this
someoneto pick out astrain that would produce atoxin againgt which the government serum wasless
effective. Then this someone could produce large amounts of the toxin in afairly smple factory.

"Well, Fazoul, if that was dl therewasto it, | wouldn't have much more thinking to do. | would conclude
that the samples had just been Federal Expressed to Baghdad and production was under way there. But
therésmoreto the story."

Through most of this narration Fazoul had been staring out the window &t the lights of Wapsipinicon,
nodding frequently, asif he agreed with Clyde but did not find the information especialy new or
interesting. But at this moment he startled just abit and turned to look Clyde in the eye. For thefirst time
in the conversation, it seemed, he did not know what Clyde was going to say next.

Clyde continued. "I havethis crazy ideathat no one except meis ever going to believe. No one except
me, and maybe you, because | just have the feding you might be crazy enough.”

"What isyour idea?' Fazoul said, dightly provoked by Clyde's sudden reticence.



"That Saddam has a biol ogica-wesgpons production facility under construction--maybe even up and
running--right herein good old Forks County."

Fazoul did something surprising: he smiled. Hetried not to, but he could not keep the smile from
gpreading onto his devastated face. "May | hear your thinking?"

"l don't have this one nailed down aswell asthefirg part,” Clyde said. "But, to begin with, it just makes
sense. He's got hisrocket scientists here. Why not make the stuff here? It's easy to get hardware in lowa,
and he doesn't have to worry about satellite photos, or getting bombed by the Israglis. Dr. Folkes says
that the stuff is so potent, if you had, say, atruckload of it, you could change the direction of thewar.
And moving atruckload of suff from lowato the Middle East isn't very difficult for aguy like Saddam."”

"| agree with you that theideaisplausible,” Fazoul said in asoft, reassuring tone. Then, more urgently:
"What isyour evidence?'

"The bacteriahave to be fed certain things. brewer'syeast, sugar, and aprotein solution,” Clyde said.
"Wadl, | heard from Jack Carlson that Tab Templeton bought aload of brewer's yeast around the first
week of October and drove it away in avan matching the description of the van used by the supposed
satani<t cattle mutilators. And we know that in hisfinal week or two Tab wasliving out of acloset at
Byproducts, where they've got sacks of protein just sitting out on the warehouse floor for the taking. |
went by Nishnabotna Corn Processors and talked to the fellows at the shipping department there and
learned that Tab had purchased some drums of corn syrup just aweek before his death. And |
personally saw him down at Hardware Hank with aload of PV C pipe. In thelast week I've been out at
the Co-op and the other farm supply places around here, and I've learned that Tab also purchased a
number of large fiberglass storage tanks of the type farmers use to store pesticides and other bulk
liquids

"l figurethat if | wasapencil-neck Iragi graduate student trying to build a botulin-toxin factory in an old
barn or garage in the middle of lowa, I'd have a couple of problems. For one thing, thered be lots of
heavy physicd labor--moving drums and such. For another, I'd be certain to attract attention standing in
the checkout line of Hardware Hank with aload of sewer pipe. So the smart thing would beto hire
someone like Tab Templeton to do dl that for me.”

Fazoul said, "Do you redly believe that someone as security conscious as Saddam would place a secret
of such importance in the hands of an American drunk?'

This one stopped Clyde in histracks, because it was an objection he had made to himsdlf many times.
Hefaltered, broke eye contact with Fazoul, stared out the window.

"You'reright. It'simpossible” Clydesad. "I'm just being paranoid.” Then he remembered something.
"Theonly thing isthat Tab is dead. Which doesn't exactly come as asurprise, because we've al been
waiting for him to diefor along time. But it's hard to believe that even someone as drunk and stupid as
Tab would have just falen into that hopper by accident. And it doesn't explain how he got accessto that
van, or why he shoved it off the pier into Lake PlaMor."

"Itisavery interesting piece of thinking," Fazoul said after alengthy silence. "With your permisson | may
take it up with some friends of mine who have some familiarity with the current state of affairsin the Gulf.
Perhaps they might be able to supply some smal additiond clue that would prove or disprove your

hypothesis”

"Wadll, that'd bered nice," blurted the astonished Clyde. He had merely wanted to use Fazoul asa
sounding board and had hoped only that he wouldn't laugh in Clyde's face. He was startled and
somewhat embarrassed to learn that Fazoul might actualy repeat his wild-ass theories to personages



even more exotic and sophisticated than himself.

Down below, ared Corvette backed out of a parking space on the sodden lawn, peeled out, shot
halfway around the circular driveway, and screeched to ahdt in front of the front door. The horn began
honking. Voices drifted up the spird stair from below, caling Clyde's name.

"l guessthat'smy ride. Hope | don't haveto arrest him for DWI," Clyde said. "Stay in touch.”
"Don't worry about that," Fazoul said.

Clyde made hisway down to the first floor and out to the foyer, where he nodded good-bye to severa
guests. He exchanged an air kisswith Anitaand walked out the door toward the Corvette, which was
revving its big motor impatiently. Clyde opened the passenger door and leaned way down to look inside
the low-dung vehicle. Behind the whed, reeking of European cologne, was Buck Chandler.

"Let'sblow this pop stand, Clyde boy!" he hollered, dapping the whed.
"How drunk areyou?' Clyde said.

"Hey!" Buck said, asif he were glad Clyde had been rude enough to ask. He shoved the 'vette into Perk,
threw the door open, and hopped out as lightly as aman his age could on football-battered knees.
"Check thisout," he said. He shrugged his shoulders and shot his cuffstheatricaly, held his hands out to
his sides, then closed his eyes and picked onefoot off the ground. Standing on oneleg like aflamingo, he
began touching thetip of his nose with hisindex fingers, aternating between the two hands. "One hundred
... ninety-three.. . . eighty-9x . . . Sseventy-nine. . . seventy-two . . . and so on and so forth," he said,
findly opening his eyes and putting hisfoot down. He raised his eyebrows expectantly.

"Spent al your booze money on your car, huh?' Clyde said, climbing into the passenger seet. Buck
laughed heartily and climbed in behind the whed. Clyde fastened his belt and cracked the window a bit,
hoping to get somefresh air.

"Been on the wagon for a couple of months, Clyde. Never felt better.” Buck punched the gas, and the
Corvette soun around the drive with shocking acceleration.

"W, that'sagood thing, because when | get dected, I'm going to be hell on drunk drivers.”

Buck laughed again. "That'swhy | stopped boozing," he said. "1 knew old Clyde wouldn't cut me any
dack. That, and | knew | had to tend to my businessif | was going to pay al the goddamn divorce

lavyers”

"Well, normaly | think it'sared tragedy when adivorce happens,” Clyde said, "but it lookslikeit kind of
suitsyou.”

"Couldn't have said it better, Clyde," Buck said. The Corvette veered from Stonefield Drive out onto the
River Road and screamed in toward the heart of Wapsipinicon like a descending Scud.

thirty-eight

COMPASSIONATE LEAVE lagted for aweek, which didn't seem very generousto Betsy until she
realized that, in those circumstances, aweek lasts ayear. Paul Moses came out to hel p with the details of
transferring the body and dealing with the funera directors. It did not occur to Betsy to wonder why an
NSA cryptographer should pull that particular duty. Or, rather, it occurred to her and she decided not to
think about it.



Shedidn't begin thinking about those things until her compassionate leave was al used up, Paul had gone
back to Washington, and she had chewed through afew weeks of her vacation leave. She knew that
Cassie would have some pungent observations to make about this: awoman who would use her vacation
days only when an immediate family member had died, so that she could spend those daysin abject

misary.

She spent many days Sitting at the kitchen table in the farmhouse in Nampa. Long breskfastswith Mom
stretched into long lunches. They read every word of the local newspaper, watched afair amount of
daytime TV. It wasn't very productive, but that was okay.

She knew sheld gone along way in her own recovery when she began to think about everything that had
happened. And then she redlized that she had figured out alot of things subconscioudy in the last few
weeks.

For example, the mugging in Adams-Morgan hadn't been amugging, it had been an attempt on Kevin's
life concealed as a mugging. Margaret Park-O'Neil wasn't just a neighbor who happened to become
Kevin'sloveinterest; she had been planted in his path by someone who knew Kevin well enough to
know that he had aweakness for Asian women. She was working for someone, for one of the "good"
guys, and her job was, among other things, to act as Kevin's bodyguard. She had died in the line of duty.

What followed was alittle more difficult to swalow.

If Margaret--Kevin's perfect love interest--had been planted in his path, what did that tell Betsy about
her own perfect loveinterest, Paul Moses? What on earth was Paul doing in Nampa handling the funerd
arrangementsif heredly worked for NSA?

How about Marcus Berry--Cassi€'s supposed love interest, who spent al histimein the Midwest? The
President himself had told Betsy that Edward Seamus Hennessey had aman on the ground in
Wapsipinicon, lowa, looking &fter the Iragisthere,

Which meant that Casse hersdlf was part of the game. Betsy ran over the chronology in her mind: she
had given the fateful briefing to the Ag attaché early in March. Two days later her previous roommate
had suddenly been sent off to another post. Two days after that Cassie had shown up, the ideal
roommeate, and moved into the gpartment.

She and Kevin were pawns, that was obvious. Like many pawns, Kevin had aready been sacrificed.
Cassie, Paul Moses, Marcus Berry, and Margaret were rooks and bishops and knights. Who wasthe
king? Almost certainly Hennessey. But thiswasn't a chess game with only two armies and two kings. The
board stretched off in dl directions, its boundaries |ost in darkness and distance, and she sensed that
other parts of it were crowded, and furioudly active.

On Halloween evening Betsy was driving her mother back home from atrip to the Nampa shopping
center, and as they passed through the streets of the town, they saw the trick-or-treaters making their
way down the sdewaksin their flimsy store-bought disguises, carrying their bags of loot.

"Look at dl the children in thair costumes,” Mrs. Vandeventer exclamed. "lan't that adorable?"

For thefirst timein about amonth Betsy smiled. "We have the same thing in Washington, D.C.,
Mother."

Mom got avaguely distressed look on her face. "lsn't it dangerous out there?”

"Yeah," Betsy sad, "but some peoplelikeit that way."



thirty-nine

STANTON COURT had been acornfield on the edge of Waps pinicon until sometime during the War,
when the university had annexed it and thrown up row after row of long, low, jerry-built barracks,
sheathed in tar paper and roofed with corrugated metd. It was supposed to be atemporary measure, but
the additiona housing space had become indispensable, and the city had grown up around it in the years
since then. Sometime during the sixties the barracks had been re-covered in duminum sding, asatacit
admission that they were probably going to stand there as long asthe university did. A few months|later
an enormous hailstorm had come through, pelting the south and west sides of the buildings with knobby
fists of ice moving horizontaly a sixty milesan hour.

The markswere dill clearly visible aquarter of acentury later asthe high beams of the Murder Car

swept across them. Clyde was using the country brights because it was Halloween night, and Stanton
Court probably had the highest dengity of small children of any location in the state of lowa. The
university used these barracks as cut-rate married-student housing, and they were populated by members
of ethnic groups who, unlike their American counterparts, had no hang-ups about having children.

By the standards of the average lowan, it always|ooked like Haloween on these narrow streets, where
saris and turbans were more common than T-shirts. But however determinedly the parents might cling to
their cultures, their children were growing up American and were aware of the fact that on this one night
of the year they could obtain virtualy unlimited amounts of candy smply by knocking on doors and
demanding it. They were dl out in their Batman and Ninja Turtles gear, much of which waslarded down
with reflective tape that glared acid colorsin Clyde's headlights. But some of the parents had ginned up
homemade costumes that wereinvisible at night, so Clyde used the high beams.

He stopped in front of abarracks and put the station wagon in park. Thetiny front yard lacked the usual
assortment of plastic tricycles and sword-fighting equipment, but looking through the tiny kitchen
window, which was wreathed in steam, Clyde could see baby bottles drying on arack, and he could see
the back of Farida's head as she labored over the stove.

Maggie was still adeep in the backseat, and Clyde knew sheld wake up if hetried to move her. Clyde
got out of the car, pushed the door shut without latching it, and tripped down a short front walk that had
been plowed up from underneath by the roots of a scrawny crabapple tree.

He was hoping they wouldn't make abig fuss over him, but they did; Farida had tea going and had baked
some kind of little pastry, extremely swest, and flavored like Earl Grey tea. When they redlized that
Clydewas rductant to leave Maggie donein the car, Farida made abrief phone cdl. Something like
fifteen seconds later ateenaged Vakhan Turk girl arrived, acalculus textbook under her arm, and
cheerfully agreed to St in the car and look after Maggie for aslong as might be necessary.

Clyde was directed to the best piece of furniture in the house, an overstuffed chair that had been draped
with aheavy, colorful woolen fabric to hide the fact that dl the stuffing wasfalling out of it. The fabric was
rough and nubbly, with little desgnswoven into it, and Clyde figured that it was probably homemade. If
this tapestry was replaced with atatty afghan knitted of garish polyester yarn, the chair would be just like
al thefurniture that Clyde had grown up on, so heimmediately felt right a home. A cup of teaand plate
of pastries were set before him, Fazoul took a seat on an equally devastated hide-a-bed sofa, and they
munched and sipped and discussed westher and football and infant rearing for some half an hour.

After Clyde had esten enough of the pastry to satisfy Farida's ferocious and implacable hostessing
ingtincts, he dlowed himsdlf to relax and sit back in the chair. He could see more of the tapestry when he
did this, and as he listened to Fazoul going on about his son's latest round of ear infections, his eyes
began to focusonit.



He dowly redlized that it was not an abstract geometric design. The border of the fabric wasalong train
of green boxes on whedlswith curlicues on them that Clyde took to be some kind of letters. The wheded
boxes had mustachioed heads popping out of the tops. The heads had green helmets on them. Others
had black sticks poking out of them in various directions, and some of the black sticks had red dotted
lines coming out of them. The red dotted lines converged on little brown huts that reminded Clyde of the
tent that Fazoul and his cohorts had erected in Albertson Park. There were small human figures around
these tents. Some were lying on the ground with red stuff coming out of them. Otherswere carrying little
black sticks of their own. Spreading his legs apart and shifting back into the sunken recesses of the chair,
Clyde could see that he had been sitting on top of an eaborate rendition of ahelicopter with red lines
radiating from it in al directions. Headed directly for Clyde's crotch, and for the helicopter's tailpipe,
gtting on aroogter tail of yellow-and-orange flame, was a surface-to-air missile.

If Fazoul noticed that Clyde was noticing dl thesethings, he didn't show any sign of it, just kept talking
about normal parent things--now it was the relative merits of cloth versus disposable diapers. Farida kept
jumping up to get candy for trick-or-treating children.

"Let'sgo for adrive" Fazoul said suddenly when the conversation had arrived at anatura stopping
place.

"Mind if | useyour washroom?' Clyde said. Here, if held been among fellow Americans, he would have
made alame crack about how the teawas getting to him.

"Not at al," Fazoul sad.

On hisway to thetoilet Clyde happened to pass by the open door of the unit's single bedroom. He
glimpsed apicture on the bedside table: afamily portrait of ahandsome young man, abeautiful young
woman, and four children. While he was peeing, his mind was working on thisimage, and when he
finished, he walked past the bedroom more dowly and took aong, hard ook at the photograph. The
handsome young man, he redlized, was Fazoul before whatever terrible thing had happened to him. The
young woman was not Farida, however.

He was startled by anoise within the room. Fazoul emerged from the closet carrying a plastic grocery
sack with something heavy in it and saw Clyde.

"My firg wife," heexplained, "and our children.”
Clyde looked at Fazoul. He could not bear to ask the question.
"All dead," Fazoul said gently. " Saddam cameto our village with gas™

Clyde's head swam and tears welled up in his eyes. He turned around in the doorway and staggered
down the narrow hdl and out into the cold night air, terrifying asolitary trick-or-trester dressed up asa
commando. Fazoul gave him afew moments aone out there, then came out of the house quietly and
clapped him on the shoulder. "Don't worry, Khalid," he said. "Wewill seeto it that Desiree has nothing to
fear from that man. | am personally committed to it."

Not until Fazoul spoke these words did Clyde understand that he was in the grip of two emotions: not
just shock over what had happened to Fazoul, but fear for what might happen to himsalf and hisfamily.

Theteenaged girl jJumped out of the car, exchanged pleasantries with Fazoul, and skipped off into the
night.

" She watched her mother getting gang-raped by the Iranians when she wasfive years old," Fazoul said.



"Nicegirl," Clydesaid. It wasdl he could think of.

They climbed into the Murder Car and sat there for afew minutes while Clyde collected hiswits. Then he
darted the engine, shifted it into drive, and let theidle pull them forward. Maggie stirred in her seat and
said "bvab bvab bvab."

"Did you say ‘Iranians?' Clyde said a couple of minutes later, asthey were pulling out of the maze of
Stanton Court and onto amain street.

"We have bad luck with red estate," Fazoul said. "We have dways been transhumant people, which
means that we follow our flocks. We have a problem with fixed borders. So we are equally despised by
thelragis, the Iranians, the Chinese, Russans, Kazakhs, Armenians, Azeris, and so on."

"That'satough Stuation to bein," Clyde said.
"Not for long," Fazoul said.
"What do you mean?'

"Technology ismaking bordersirrdevant. The governmentswho still value their bordersrefuseto
understand this basic fact. We are way ahead of them. Of course," he added sheepishly after abrief
pause, "governments and borders are dtill very important for the time being, as the Kuwaitis could
tedtify.”

"Did you want to drive any particular place?’
"Theinterstate would be good.”

"North or south?’

"Doesn't matter."

Clyde headed south out of town, hooked up with New 30, and took it east to the interstate. He had got
the clear impression that Fazoul wanted to get away from the city, so instead of heading north, which
would have taken them through the outskirts of Nishnabotna, he turned south, following the signsfor S
Louis.

Fazoul made himsalf comfortable and said nothing for saverad minutes. Every so often he would reach out
and adjust the rearview mirror mounted on the outside of his door, apparently looking back at the lights
of the twin cities. Clyde checked the mirror, too, trying to figure out what Fazoul waslooking at. The
only thing visible at this point were the blinking red lights on the water tower and the radio tower.

They drove for another ten minutes or 0. Since Fazoul didn't seem to be in much of atalking mood,
Clyde turned up the radio afew notches. He kept it tuned to an al-news clear-channel station out of Des
Moines and reflexively reached for the volume knob whenever he heard the jingle that preceded a
newscast.

The voice of George Bush came out of the dashboard. Clyde and Fazoul listened to him asthey drove
through the lowa night. He was giving a peech somewhere, explaining the situation in Kuwait City right
now, telling some awful stories about what was being done to the people there, saying how it was just
like Nazi-occupied Europe under the hedl of the SS. Clyde saw no reason to disagree with the
comparison; but he resisted it anyway, because he knew where the President was going withiit.

"That's a clear-channd station--it bounces off the ionosphere,” Fazoul suddenly said. "But it isan



exception. Mogt radio transmissions are line-of-sight affairs. Radio doesn't bend around corners very
effectivey."

Clyde turned down the volume. He checked the mirror again and saw that the red lights had dropped
below the horizon.

Fazoul opened up his crinkly plastic grocery bag and pulled out atangle of wires. Somewherein the
midst of it was an off-white plastic rectangle about the size of abusiness envelope, riddled with small
holesin agrid pattern. Numerous & ectronic components were stuck into those holes and hooked
together with abird's nest of tiny colored wires. A long wiretrailed out of the tangle with aplug onit;
Fazoul shoved thisinto the Murder Car's cigarette-lighter socket. Red and green LEDs cameto lifeon
the circuit board. Fazoul pressed buttons and watched LED bar graphs surge up and down on the thing.

"Someone has bugged your car,” Fazoul announced.
Clyde nearly drove off the road.

"But the bug does not include a tape recorder. Only atransmitter. They can't hear us now, unlessthey are
trailing uswith airplanes or hdlicopters.” Fazoul looked up through the sun roof. Clyde resisted the
temptation to do the same.

"Who would bug me? Sheriff Mullowney?' Clyde said. He was embarrassed by the stupidity of this
guestion as soon as the words came out of his mouth. Fazoul chuckled quietly and did not make abig
dedl out of it.

"If we ripped the bug out of your car and examined it, | could tell you exactly. We have the fingerprints of
al theloca Iragi agentsonfile. But it's safe to say that it was either the Iragis, the Isradlis, or FBI
counterintelligence. Probably the FBI--we have no reason to think that the Iragis or the Isradlis are
aware of your prowess as a counterspy.”

"What the heck isgoing on?' Clyde said.

"Y ou know as much about that as anyone, Khalid. All you lack is context."

"Y ou have figured out some very interesting things about Iragi activitiesin Forks County.”
"But | never actudly believed any of it wasfor red.”

"Imaginethat itisfor red. Imaginethat you areright. Thentry to imagine dl the ramifications”
"I've done nothing but, Fazoul. | have nightmares about Desiree.”

"That's not precisaly what | mean. Those are persona ramifications. I'm talking about the realm of
politics. I'm talking about repercussonsin places like Washington and Baghdad and Tdl Aviv."

"l don't know anything about Washington and Baghdad and Tel Aviv."
"That," Fazoul said, "isyour biggest problem at the moment.”

They droveonin slencefor awhile. Clyde laughed hollowly as he worked something out in his head:
"They didn't put atape recorder in my car because they knew | was alocal yokel who'd never, ever
drive out of sght of home."



Fazoul did not contradict him.

They were driving down along, straight stretch of interstate with nothing in the median strip except tall
grassthat had withered with the first hard frost. An oncoming semitrailer rig roared northward, doing a
good eighty or ninety milesan hour, and its running lights receded into the darkness.

Clyde angled sharply across the passing lane and the shoulder. The big wagon rolled sharply to theleft as
the whedls plunged off the edge of the shoulder and into the median. "Clyde!" Fazoul blurted, reaching
out with one of hismangled claws to brace himsdalf against the dashboard. Clyde sent the wagon plunging
down into the median like adiving B-52, braked hard, and swung the whed around. The massive back
end of the car swung around of its own momentum, negtly reversing their direction. Clyde punched the
gas, and the mighty 460 hauled them up out of the ditch and onto the shoulder of the northbound lanes.
The entire operation took just afew seconds, and then they were headed back into town again at a
comfortable Sxty miles per hour. Maggie murmured, shifted in her car seat, and went back to deep.

"Frgt inmy class at the lowaLaw Enforcement Academy,” Clyde said. "They taught us Suff like that."
"Very impressve,” Fazoul sad, sncerely enough.

"But the FBI, or whoever, isexactly right. I'm just alocal yokel," Clyde continued. "lowaLaw
Enforcement Academy didn't teach me anything about Baghdad.”

"Widl, would you take it the wrong way if | offered asuggestion?' Fazoul said gingerly.
"'Course not."

"Come clean to the FBI. They probably know most of what you've learned anyway. If you didn't
gpproach themwith this; it just lookslike you're hiding something.”

"| sort of pride myself on doing good fundamenta police work,” Clyde said. "And | don't have what it
takesright now. | don't have solid evidence. They'll laugh a me."

"They may laugh at you because that's part of the gamethey haveto play,” Fazoul said. "But everything
you tell them is going to end up in Washington, on the desks of people who aren't laughing.”

"Fazoul, who the heck areyou?' Clyde said. It felt good findly to ask this question.
Fazoul said, "Y ou saw the photograph. Y ou have seen my new son. That'swho | am.”
"But beyond that--"

"I have friends with access to more information about this matter," Fazoul said. "Since our chat at the
Stonefidds | have been in communication with these friends, over channd s that neither the FBI nor the
Iragis nor anyone e se can monitor. They tell methat your wild ideaiis quite plausible.”

Another long sllence. Clydefindly forced himsdlf to say something. He spoke through clenched teeth.
"The FBI felow looked at my report on the horse mutilation and said it was very well done" he said. "'l
don't like to toot my own horn, but that's what he said. Hetold methat | should consider sending in an
application to the FBI someday.”

"Ah," Fazoul sad very quietly.
"I'm going to lose the election, Fazoul. I'm just going to get my ass kicked."

"Sothey say."



"And it got meto thinking, well--"
"l see" Fazoul said. "The FBI thing is very important to you."

"Yeah," Clyde confessed, feding kind of thick inthethroat. "1 didn't redize it until now. Theideaof
coming in with ahaf-assed report--something that would go into my file--"

"Would it help," Fazoul said, "if | told you that the local FBI man might not have been entirdly sincere?’

"Well, that did occur to me," Clyde dlowed. "All I'm saying isthat it'sapoint of pride for me not to hand
inaMickey Mousereport.”

Fazoul was slent for aminute. Then he said, "They tell methat, in the middle of July, three men carrying
Jordanian passports came to Eastern lowa University in the guise of graduate students. The late Dr.
Vandeventer arranged the entire business. These men are not really Jordanians. They are lragis. One of
themisavery highly placed member of Saddam'sinner circle--aman who was involved with the
Supergun program and other such adventures. Oneis a security man acting as bodyguard and muscle for
thefirst. Thethird isahbiologica-weapons expert.”

"Y ou say they camein mid-July. Two weeks beforetheinvasion.”

"Saddam made the find decision to invade Kuwait in mid-July," Fazoul said. "At that moment any
number of contingency planswent into effect. Thiswas one of them.”

"Why areyou telling methis? Tofill out my report?”
"Yes. You sad you lacked hard evidence.”
"But you said that the FBI aready knows about dl of this."

"Someone at the FBI probably does. Others do not--or perhaps they are unwilling to believein it for
reasons of their own."

"Areyou talking about, like, internd politics?'
"Exadtly."
"I've never been very good at playing politics. Y ou can ask Mullowney.”

"Think of it likefootball. Y ou don't have to be the coach or even the quarterback. Those roles are being
played by people you don't know, peoplein Washington. Y ou are like acenter. All you havetodois
snap the ball on cue.”

"And then get hammered into the ground by a three-hundred-pound defensive lineman.”
"Something likethat," Fazoul said. "1 cannot promise an easy resolution, or even a safe one.”
They came over asubtlerise, and suddenly the lights of Nishnabotnawere laid out before them.

"The Vecro digper coversare handy," Clyde said, "if you can afford them.”

forty
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I'T WAS the second of November, the Friday before Election Day. At five o'clock in the morning
Desiree had cdled from Fort Riley, wide-awake and very serious. Orders had been filtering down from
on high, expanding and ramifying as they made their way through the chain of command, and last night
she had got word from her commanding officer that her division, the Twenty-fourth Mechanized Infantry,
was going to go over to Saudi Arabiato hammer Saddam'slegionsinto dust. She had been trying to get
through to Clyde al night to tell him the news, but dl the long-distance lines out of Fort Riley had been

busy.

Clyde had been light-headed and woozy al day long. Many people were honking at him as he drove the
Murder Car into Wapsipinicon; he couldn't figure out why until he chanced to look at the speedometer
and redized he had been driving fifteen miles an hour. The ample flanks of the station wagon were
adorned with "Vote Banks' signs, and he didn't think he was doing much for his dready desperate
standing in the polls by holding up traffic. So he pulled into aMcDonad's, got alarge coffee, and burned
his mouth on it, trying to get himself sngpped back to redlity. He turned off the radio, which carried no
news of the impending deployment anyway--just endless repetition of George Bush giving a speech the
day before and fulminating about the Iragi soldiers "outrageous acts of barbarism.” He took afew deep
breaths, got Maggie's Binky back into her mouth, and then forced himsdlf to drive into Wapsipinicon at a
snappier pace. When he picked up speed, the wind flowing over the sides of the station wagon caused
the campaign placardsto flutter and buzz darmingly.

They parked in the expansive lot of the University Methodist Church--acrucia repository of strategic
espionage data. Clyde chose a space near the street, reckoning that it couldn't hurt for the officia Banks
campaign vehicle to be seen at achurch, and on aFriday no less. One or two closet Republicans honked
their horns at him and waved as he was disengaging Maggie from the automotive trangport module and
socketing her little fuzzy pink-clad body into the backpack system. He swung her around onto his back
and walked into the side entrance of the church. It wasacrigp fal morning, but he ill felt asif he were
wading through syrup. The thing he had feared most since the beginning of August was happening.
Desiree was going to the Gullf.

The Howdy Brigade worked out of a spare office donated by University Methodist, which was a
sprawling and mighty church with agreat ded of office gpace to spare. The church's adminigtrative wing
had a particular churchy smell to it that took Clyde back to his boyhood; asif al churches, or at least dl
Protestant ones, used the same brand of disinfectant. Back in the sanctuary he could hear an organist
practicing footwork, playing deep, rumbling scaes on the pedas. He walked quickly by the pastora
offices, lest he cross paths with aminister and get caught up in endless socidizing of the type he used to
avoid but that was obligatory since he had become a candidate. Finally he came to adoor festooned with
sngpshots of foreign students of al shapes and colorsthat had been laminated into amultiethnic collage
and labeled "Howdy Brigade."

"Well, howdy, Clyde, aren't you the punctual onethismorning,” said Mrs. Carruthers. "What can the
Howdy Brigade do for you today?'

"I understand you've got adea worked out with Dean Knightly's wife where you get word of al the new
internationa students coming into town."

"That'sright. It's part of our mission to make sure that within twenty-four hours of their arriva in
Wapspinicon, each foreign visitor is greeted by amember of the Howdy Brigade with afood basket and
athree-W packet."

"Three-W?'

"Welcome to Wonderful Waps. It's a package of maps, phone numbers, coupons, and so on that helps



them ease the trangtion to their new home.”
"Maam, do you keep records of which students arrived in town on which dates?"

Mrs. Carruthers considered it. "Well, we receive the notifications from Sonia K nightly--she usudly faxes
themto usor dropsthelist by in person. And | think we should have them filed away somewhere."

She opened up one drawer of amassive battleship-gray ingtitutional surplusfile cabinet and picked
through it uncertainly for awhile. Maggie was fussing to a point that inhibited further conversation, so
Clyde hustled her down the halway to the nursery and changed her digper on the table there.

By thetime he got back, Mrs. Carruthers had drawn out one file folder and was spreading a miscellany
of curly faxes and hand-scrawled notes out on atable. "Was there any particular time period you were
interested in?"'

"Mid-duly of thisyear."

"Oh. That would be an unusual time for new studentsto arrive--usually they come aweek before the
semedter beginsin August.”

"I'm pretty certain about it, maam."”

She picked up anote handwritten on EIU stationery. "Thisis Soniaswriting. It'snot dated. But | haven't
seen it before--Roger and | were on vacation in mid-July."

Clydetook the note from her hand and scanned it for amoment. "Thisiswhat | was looking for," he said.
"May | takeit with me?"

Mrs. Carruthers looked stricken and put one hand to her breastbone.
"What isit, maam?'

"Wadl, it'sjust thet, as| said, | was out of town when these students arrived, and I'm afraid they must
have dipped through the cracks.”

"Cracks?"

"I have no recollection of assigning ahost family to those poor fellows. | don't think they've been visited
by the Howdy Brigade."

"Mrs. Carruthers, it's funny that this should happen.”
"Funny inwhat way?"

"Asyou may know, I've madeit aspecia part of my lifein recent monthsto reach out to our
Middle-Eastern vigtors.”

"Y es, Dean Knightly told me!" Mrs. Carruthers said, her face lighting up. Then anew redization flashed
into her mind, and she became stricken al over again.

Clyde was having to run his stressed and preoccupied brain in overdrive to keep up with dl the stray
notions running through Mrs. Carrutherss head. Hefinaly put it al together: not knowing the reason for
Clyde'svigt, she had put two and two together and got five: she thought he had come to upbraid her for
not having sent the Howdy Brigade around to visit these charactersin July.



Having worked dl this out, and seeing Signs of an gpproaching nervous breakdown on Mrs. Carrutherss
face, there was only one option open to him. "Maam, | wonder if you might allow meto take these new
arrivals under my wing alittle bit, and serve asthe Howdy Brigade's representative asfar asthey are
concerned.”

Mrs. Carruthers was so overwhelmed that she nearly blacked out and appeared to suffer from acute
inner-ear malfunction for afew moments. "Would you and Desiree be so kind?' she whispered.

"Oh, | don't think of it as kindness, Mrs. Carruthers.”

Sheremained skeptical that any human being could be capable of such generosity of spirit and required
severa minutes of additiona convincing. In the end, though, she fell for it; rummaging through her purse
for akey chain, she opened a storage closet in the back of the office and invested Clyde with the full
inggniaof Howdy Brigade authority: afood basket consisting largely of tiny wax-encased cubes of
smoked cheese, and the all-important three-W packet. Clyde then had to wait for severd minutesas she
composed a handwritten letter of gpology to the July arrivasfor having neglected them for so long; while
thiswas being accomplished, he took Maggie down to the nursery, changed her digper again, and let her
taste dl of thetoys.

"Y ou have an address for these fellows by any chance?' he said offhandedly when he got back.

"I'vejust been on the phone to Mrs. Knightly about that,” she said, and handed him a piece of scratch
paper with the crucid datawritten out in flawless cursve. Clyde could dready seethe housein hismind's
eye; he'd knocked on the door four months ago as part of his campaign and encountered afamily of
Indianswaiting for the moving truck, milling around in the front halway amid stacks of boxed VCRsand
laundry machines.

It was asplit-level housein aneighborhood of prosperous split-leveldom. Clyde made surethat dl the
car doors were locked and that Maggie was still sound asleep. Then he hung the food basket over his
wrist and stuck the three-W packet under hisarm and strode up the walk, trying to manage awelcoming,
Howdy Brigade kind of smile.

He had made it only halfway up the walk before the front door was opened; as he'd suspected, someone
had been watching him through the pink gingham curtainsin the upstairs bedroom windows. Clyde didn't
want to stop in the middle of the yard, so he kept striding forward, focusing his attention on asquirrel that
was bounding awkwardly across the brown grass carrying a hickory nut the size of its head.

"Yes? Sr?Helo?' said avoice from the door. Clyde covered another couple of strides ashe was
looking around for the source of thesewords. "Can | help you, sr?"

"Howdy!" Clyde finaly said, bounding up onto the concrete front porch, which was asbare asit had
been during hislast vist there. "Mrs. Knightly sayswe owe you fellas one heck of abig gpology! And I'm
here to do the apologizing.”

"Yes, dr, one moment please,” said the man in the doorway, who then retreated inside, closed the door,
and shot the dead bolt.

Therefollowed severd minutes of internal discusson, which Clyde could hear only dimly through the
houseswalls. During thistime he stood there on the porch with afixed smile that was beginning to wear
out hisfacial muscles, which were rardly exercised s0. He looked around and tried to gather useful data,
but to al appearances the house might as well have been vacant. He supposed that if he'd been Sherlock,
even this absence of datawould have been asignificant clue. But it didn't seem to be getting him
anywhere at the moment. The tidiness was a positive detriment to clever detective work.



The door opened wide. "Please comein, gir,” said the man held talked to earlier. "Comein.”

The foyer was paved with bluish-green flagstones and contained no furniture of any kind. Dead ahead
was aliving room carpeted in scul pted ivory shag with little sparkly thingswoveninto it. Two sofas, a
coffeetable, and a TV were neatly arranged there, looking as clean and unused asif they had just been
delivered from the furniture-rental place. Sitting on one of the sofas was aman in asuit, twiddling the
TV'sremote control nervoudy in his hands, though he kept the channel fixed on CNN.

Thefirst man was awrestler; Clyde could tell because, like many Dhonts, he looked asif he had anylon
stocking over hisface even when he didn't, and he had cauliflower ears. He seemed to be paying alot of
unwarranted attention to Clyde's armpit and wai stband, and so, as a confidence-building gesture, Clyde
set the food basket down on the floor and shrugged his jacket off. The man legped forward and took it
from him but, rather than turn his back on Clyde to hang it in the closet, smply draped it over one
forearm while his eyestraveled over the lines of Clyde's neatly tucked-in flannel shirt, looking for
untoward bulges. "Can't stay for long anyway,” Clyde said. "My daughter's out in the station wagon.”

There was an awkward moment of silence, asif thisman couldn't believe the bit about the daughter.
"S0," Clyde said, "what's your mgor?
The manintheliving room made atiny little coughing noise.

"Mease," said the wrestler, and backed a couple of paces onto theivory shag, holding out onethick arm
toward the living room. "Please." His hand was decorated with a couple of none too tasteful gold rings.

"Oh, do you mind?" Clyde said, and stepped forward into the living room. The second man hit the mute
button on the remote control and stood up. With some effort this man caused alarge, toothy expression
to spread across hisface, asif he were athespian-in-training doing strange facial exercises. Clyde
responded with agrin that probably looked about aslifdike.

"Wdll, howdy!" Clyde said, stepped forward, and extended his hand. "Clyde Banks."

"My nameis Mohammed,” said the man in the suit, shaking Clyde's hand. He was wearing awatch that
looked to have been hewn from asolid brick of gold bullion.

"Mohammed. Isthat a common name where you are from?' Clyde said, speaking very clearly and
digtinctly and not using contractions, the way Anita Stonefield dways did when addressing foreign
students.

"Yes. Very common,” said the man.

"Well, Mohammed, | am surethat your studies here at Eastern lowa University are keeping you very
busy, and so | will not waste your time. | am from the Howdy Brigade. It isour duty to be ambassadors
of goodwill to our foreign visitors. Wewould like you to have thisfood basket and this three-W packet,
which contains much useful informeation about Wapsipinicon.”

Clyde proffered the two items. Mohammed's eyes shifted in the direction of the wrestler, who stepped
forward briskly, took the basket and the envel ope from Clyde, and set them down on the coffee table.

"Itisagreat honor,” Mohammed said through clenched, grinning teeth. "Mrs. Knightly is afine woman,
and any friend of hersisafriend of ours.”

"How areyour sudiesgoing so far?'



"Excdlent, thank you,” Mohammed said, exchanging asecret ook with thewrestler, asif he had just
uttered awitticism. Then, forcing theissue: "Can | get you tea? Coffee?"

"Oh, that isvery kind of you, Mohammed, but there are other foreign guests fill waiting for avist from
the Howdy Brigade."

"Then it would be a bad thing for me to keep you here one second longer,” Mohammed said, taking a
step toward Clyde, and more or lessforcing Clyde to step back toward the exit.

"I hope you enjoy that cheese," Clyde said, reaching for hisjacket. But the wrestler actudly held it out for
him. Clyde had helped many an old lady on with her coat and knew how the procedure was done on that
end, but thiswas thefirgt time anyone had performed the service for him, and he managed to get hisarms
al twisted around behind himself before the transaction was finished.

"Its smoky aromais most enticing,” Mohammed said flatly. "We will have arare feast tonight.”

"Please extend the Howdy Brigade's greetingsto the other fella," Clyde said. "Is he off at thelibrary
studying now?"

"Yes" Mohammed said, denching hisfist and making alittle punching mation. "Hitting the books.”

The wrestler opened the door. "WEell, it'sbeen red nice meeting you fdllas, and keep in mind that my wife
and | areyour host family for aslong asyou arein Wapsipinicon. So if you ever have any questions or
problems, giveusajingle."

"Y our generogity would put aking to shame," Mohammed said. "Good-bye, my friend."

"'Bye now," Clyde said, stepping out onto the porch. He walked out into the yard, turned around, and
looked back; Mohammed was gone, but the wrestler was still watching him through the open door. By
the time he got back to the station wagon, the door had been closed; but he thought he could see the
wrestler peering through a gap between the kitchen curtains. Clyde waved one more time and the gap
disappeared.

forty-one

IT WAS 3:33 A.M. on Election Day, and Clyde was aready up and dert, Stting in hisliving-room
LaZ-Boy trimming his nose hairs and watching CNN with the sound turned off. Maggie had awakened
him for abottle and adigper change, and now he could not get back to deep; the dightest thing kept him
awake these days. And wild nose hairswere hardly adight thing. They had never troubled him until his
early thirties, when his nostrils had begun to sprout anew type of hair with the consistency of baling wire.
Whenever one of them got long enough to reach the other side of the nostril, parayzing discomfort
resulted. The only solution wasto push arapidly spinning motorized knife up into his nose.

Thefirst time Clyde had done this, he'd considered it the bravest act he had ever performed. Now it had
become amost routine but till gave him amild thrill of danger. 1t dways made him fed much better. But
the freshly cut hairs were square and sharp on the end and would only send him into aworsefit in afew

weeks when they got long enough. In that sense the nose-hair trimmer was as addictive as cocaine.

Clyde'sinsomnia had got pretty bad the last few months, for any number of reasons, including the fact
that Sheriff Mullowney kept changing his schedule around, dways giving him the most inconvenient and
unpleasant shifts, never giving hisbiologicd clock a chance to settle down. This position--La-Z-Boy,
muted CNN, nose-hair clipper--had become common. CNN seemed to show less nonsense at thistime
of day, concentrating on real news. This morning the news from the Gulf was dominated by images of



Saudi women driving around in big Mercedes-Benzes and being arrested. Apparently it wasillega for
women to drive there. Clyde shuddered to think of what would ensue if one of his Saudi Arabian
counterpartstried to prevent Desiree from operating amotor vehicle. Shewould end upintheclink in
Dhahran, no doubt, sentenced to amputation of her gas-pedd foot, plus twenty years hard labor for
putting the gendarme in afull nelson and teaching him some manners.

Clyde had only onething left to endure before his political career came to amerciful end: the victory
party that the Stonefields were throwing for al the county GOP candidates, out at the country club. He
had spent enough time with thelocal Republicans to know their style and could hardly stand to imagine
what it would be like this evening, once they dl got into the Canadian Club and news began to flow in of
how the people of Forks County had rejected their wisdom and leadership yet again. Clyde had
tolerated them reasonably wel until the UN Day party, when he and Fazoul had seen Anita Stonefield
and Professor Larsen making out behind the gazebo. That image had impressed itsalf as deeply on
Clyde's mind as anything hed seen dl year.

He stayed up long enough to catch thefour A.M. newscast. CNN aways made him want to stay in front
of the tube for another twenty-five minutes, just to seeif anything new had happened in the last half hour.
The sparse, ominous drumbeet of the "Crisisin the Gulf" logo had worked itsway into his subconscious
and triggered as many emotions asthe cry of hisbaby. Heforced himsdf to switch it off.

Theonly light in theliving room now came from the blinking LED on hisanswering machine. He turned
the volume way down and listened. There was only one message, and it was from Jack Carlson: "Clyde,
I'm trying to organize a Clyde Banks defeat celebration at the pub Tuesday night. Wouldn't be the same
without you. Hope you can makeit. 'Bye. Oh, and it's okay if you should happen to win."

Thiswas not adifficult decison. None of the Republicans would have anything to do with him after
today, anyway, so there waslittle harm in offending them by not going to the country club.

So that night, when Maggi€'s bedtime approached, he put her in her jammies, drove down to the old
brewery with her, set up her Portacrib in Jack's office where it was dark and quiet, put her to bed, and
then came out into the pub. He was received as a conquering hero by avery small audience: Jack
Carlson, Ebenezer, Dean Knightly, a sprinkling of mature Dhonts, afew other old family friendsfrom
around town, and--to Clyde's surprise--Marcus Berry. Jack began the proceedings by confiscating
Clyde's car keys. "If | let you have these, Clyde, you're going to end up being the only person the sheriff's
department arrestsfor DWI thiswhole year." Then alarge glass of something brown, hitter, and thick
was in Clyde's hand, and it tasted good.

A few pints of that and other of Jack’s creations, plus the good company, hel ped to put some distance
between Clyde and the disastrous numbers that soon began ralling in from Dr. Jerry Tompkinss exit
polls. It wasamogt asif he were not experiencing it in redl time but remembering some tragicaly funny
misadventure severa years after it had happened. All of the Dhonts came by Clyde'stable to pound him
on the back, punch himin the deltoid, or give him crushing handshakes or bone-snapping high fives.

Marcus Berry didn't stay for long and didn't drink anything, but he managed to get Clydeaoneina
corner for afew minutes. "Have you given any more thought to filling out one of these?' he said, taking
some papersout of his breast pocket. Clyde uncreased them and held them up to the light. It was an FBI
job application.

Clydefelt himsalf getting very excited and had to take an extraswalow of de. "Well, | wasn't sureif you
reglly meantit."

"Wouldn't have said it otherwise," Berry said.



"Kind of hard toimagine--meinthe FBI," Clyde said.

Berry turned around and squinted at the chakboard on the wall, which usualy announced the night's
specias but today held the numbers coming in from the polls. "With athird of the votein, Mullowney has
seventy-two percent, you have twenty-five. Have you given any thought to your future in the Forks
County Sheriff's Department, Clyde?"

Clyde sucked histeeth. "Would working for the FBI require me to relocate?"
Berry grinned. "Do | look like a Nishnabotna native to you?”'
"Hard to imagine--usliving someplace else.”

"C'mon, Clyde. | know you're more cosmopolitan than you let on. And when Desiree gets back from the
Gulf, shell be an experienced traveler, too. A little change of scenery never hurt anyone.”

"Well, | don't see any reason not to fill thisthing out,” Clyde alowed. "It'sjust that--with the Gulf thing
and dl--"

"Y ou can't make any decisons until things have settled. Of course, Clyde." Berry reached out and
chucked Clyde on the shoulder. "That's understood. Thisisn't ajob a McDonald's we're talking about
here. Y ou don't have to start tomorrow. It'saprofessona situation, and we are used to making
accommodations for people we redly want."

Berry excused himself and strolled out, leaving Clyde aglow with excitement. An hour later, when his
gtanding in the polls surged to twenty-nine percent, he even experienced amomentary feding of panic a
the thought that he might inadvertently win the eection and blow his chanceswith the FBI.

"Damn, | need asmoke,” said a Texan at hiselbow. "Care to keep me company out there?"

It was Dean Knightly. Clyde scooped up some chipsin hisfree hand and followed Knightly out the sde
door into the aley, which was paved with old brick polished satin smooth by acentury of traffic. It led
straight back toward the grass-covered levee just a stone's throw away. Knightly stopped just outside
the door to light a Camel, then began strolling toward the river. He and Clyde clambered up the steep
dope of the levee and stopped at the top, looking down at the river. The black water flowed swiftly but
glently, reflecting thelights of Wapsipinicon on the bluff. When the water caught the light thisway, and
when the surface of the river was not chopped up by wind, you could see al the patterns of turbulencein
the flow: ephemera whirlpools and sudden upwellings that combined with one another and transformed
themsalvesinto other shapes and patterns. It was as mesmerizing as staring into a bonfire. Both men
watched theriver in slencefor severa minutes.

"Kind of amazing,” Knightly said, "that your wholelife, every minute you've been dive, this has been
going on. Hell, you could have come here anytime in the last ten thousand years and watched thisriver
and never seen the samething twice."

"Yeah," Clyde said. "Makes you wonder whet al €se you've been missng.”

Knightly laughed and took adrag on hisCamd. "Yeah," he said. Then, aminute later, he continued: "As
amatter of fact, Clyde, I've been wondering the same sorts of things about some of my little foreign
scholarsright up therein Wapsipinicon.”

"That 07"

"Oh, yes. | do think we have some crafty ragheads up there."



"Anything of interest to law enforcement?’

This question seemed to touch off alarge interna debate in Knightly's mind, which necessitated the
consumption of another cigarette. "1 want to be clear,” he said. "So listen up.”

"I'mligening.”

"My students comein for al kinds of crap from the people here. Not just from rednecks but from people
who are supposed to be educated and enlightened.”

"I know that." Fazoul was not the first foreign student Clyde had pulled out of a scrape.
"I know you know it. I'm just chaking it up on the blackboard, so to speak, asathing to keep in mind.”
"Il kegpitinmind."

"Good. So we're being redl gentlemen about this so far. We are being politically correct academic leftigts,
fully aware of the extent of racism in our society. And that's good. But we aso have to be very clear
about something thet is not very politicaly correct.”

"And that is?'

"Wapsipinicon is crawling with foreign spooks. Always has been. Hell, during the heyday of the shah we
had our own local office of SAVAK here--the shah's gestapo--and they would do surveillance on Iranian
students and actually carry out wet opson asmall scale--like riddling some student's car with bulletsin
the middle of the night, just to intimidate him. Most of our foreign students come from developing
countries, Clyde, where they don't have things like democracy and human rights, never have, and
probably never will. They come here with amind-set that isfar more dien to our college-town openness
than we can possibly imagine." Knightly shook hishead and laughed darkly. "Those Howdy Brigade
peoplejust kill me."

"I know what you mean," Clyde said.

"In these countries sending a student overseas for severd yearsisabig ded. It'snot just aluxury for
spoiled kids who haven't decided what they want to do for aliving yet. It's dead serious. It'salarge
expenditure of money, made by a government--usually sort of a nasty government--that expectsto get a
healthy return on itsinvestment. So when you look at the foreign students from countriesin the Middle
Ead, Africa, and Asa, there are few of these who haven't been thoroughly vetted by their country's
equivaent of SAVAK. Many of them have actudly signed up with such organizations. Many have had to
leave wives and children behind, as hostages.

"The message being that there are dl kinds of scary governmentsthat have flung out tendrils of power
into places where you'd never expect it. If you could do athorough sweep on dl the places frequented
by my students--run-down houses in campustown, those tacky gpartment complexes on Universty
Boulevard, the offices and labs where they work--you'd find countless listening devices. Y ou'd find bugs
on top of bugs."

"Wadl, ar," Clyde said, "I know you're expecting that I'm not going to believe you. But | do bdieveyou."
"Okay," Knightly said. "So what do we have on the chakboard now?"

"Number one, thereisracism and prejudice,” Clyde said. "Number two, that doesn't mean that alot of
these foreign students aren't up to"--he groped for aword--"shenanigans.”



Knightly laughed hollowly. " Shenanigans. | like that. That's Ebenezer'sword, isn't it?'
"Yeeh"

"Wl I've got used to the shenanigans. It's part of my job. These guys know the rules, they dways Say
within certain boundaries, and we rarely have serioustrouble. Fazoul isafine example. HEsup to all
kinds of shenanigans. But his behavior isflawless. If only they could dl be like Fazoul."

"Y ou having trouble now?"

Knightly sighed in exasperation. He started to speak two or three times and then stopped himself before
afull word had escaped hislips. "It's not that theré'strouble per se" he said. "Hell, maybe I'm just fedling
alittle jumpy because of the Gulf War."

"I know | suream.”

"Of courseyou are. But | can't escape the impression that we have some very naughty studentsin town
nowadays. Studentswho arelooking at some big-time detention if they ever get caught.”

"Where are they from? What are they doing?' Clyde said.

"Youredizethat it'stotaly unethica for meto say anything,” Knightly said, "becauseit lookslike I'm
feeding the racism and prejudice, which isabig no-no right now. And there's another reason that, if this
getsout, I'min deep shit. I'll get to that reason later."

"Okay."

"We seem to have some Jordaniansin town right now who are not redly Jordanians,” Knightly said.
"Which makes me wonder, what are they? | happen to think they are Iragis.”

"Oneof themis, a least,” Clyde said. "One of themis Abdul a-Turki of Mosul, Irag. Thirty-two years of
age”

Knightly turned to look at Clyde to see whether he was joking. He was silent for along time. "Now, how
inthe fuck did you know that?' he said.

"Noticed one of the Jordanians was awrestler,” Clyde said. "Went over to the EIU wrestling department
and looked through al their old wrestling magazines, found pictures of him from someinternational meets
back in the early eighties. He was on the Iragi nationd team. He was disqudified for the eighty-four
Olympics because of steroid use.”

"Well, I'll be damned,” Knightly said. "Hell, I'll bet the CIA doesn't even know what you know."
"CIA?'

"I mean the FBI," Knightly said, "they're the ones who do counterintelligence.” He shook hishead. "I'll be
damned. So they are Iragis.”

"Theoneis, anyway."
"If oneis, they dl are.”
"What kind of shenanigansarethey up to?' Clyde said.

"l don't know," Knightly said. "I just know they're not doing what they said they were coming hereto



do."
"Which was?'

"One of Professor Larsen's goddamn things,” Knightly said. " Supposedly these guys were coming to do
some research sponsored by one of Larsen'slittle spin-off companies.”

"Was it supposed to be an academic thing? Or a private-enterprise thing?'

"Hell, Clyde, there's no difference anymore,” Knightly said. "The boundary has been erased, there are no
rules. It'sthe most corrupt aspect of the United States right now.”

A few beers plus getting hammered in the e ection had made Clyde abit moreinquisitorid than usual.
"Tell meto shut up if you want to, but you did more than just teach people how to raise food when you
traveled, didn't you?"

"I'mtelling you the truth. That'sdl | did. Oh, | was on the edge of abunch of things. And | knew abunch
of people. But | never did any kind of work like that--never. It would have been fata for somebody like
me. Where | worked, | wastotally hanging out by mysdif. | was tolerated because | was useful for
everybody. But | learned enough to know that what's going on with Larsen, here, is something different.
Casein point: Kevin Vandeventer didn't get killed in ahighway robbery. He was working visasfor
Larsen.”

"Y ou think he got killed over visas?'

"Visas are hot shit. Anyone can get in to do anything on astudent visa."
"Aslong as someone like you iswilling to vouch for them."

"Exactly. And | have no choice but to vouch when I'm told to vouch."”
"Who'stdling you to vouch?'

"My boss, the president of EIU," Knightly said, "who takes his marching orders from the board of
regents, and they take their orders from whoever provides the funding--which used to be the State of
lowaand the dumni. But now these hybrid operations like Larsen's have become hugdly important.”

"Okay," Clydesaid, "I ssewhy thisis off the record. Becauseif Larsen finds out that you're throwing a
monkey wrench into his machine--"

"All fucking hell will breek loose," Knightly said. "Come on, I'm freezing my ass off."

They sidestepped carefully down the levee and began strolling back up the alley toward the brewery.
"Do you have any specific information about what these guys are up to?' Clyde said.

"Nah. I've heard from their neighbors. They keep their curtains drawn day and night. When they go
out--which they usualy do a odd hours--they use one of two vehicles, both of which havetinted
windows, and they've got a garage-door opener, so they never have to show ther faces out-of-doors.
They seem to eat alot of pizzaand take-out food.”

"Why'd you hear from the neighbors?* Clyde asked. "People just cal you up to gossip?!
"They cdl meuptocomplain.”
"What do they have to complain about? These guys aren't being friendly enough?'



"Theradio transmissons,” Knightly said.
"Redio?'

"None of their neighbors can watch TV, or listen to amessage on their answering machine, or usetheir
wireless phones or their baby monitors, without getting al kinds of strange radio noise.”

"InArabic?'

"It'snot in any language,” Knightly said. "I've listened to it--one irate citizen played her
answering-machine tape for me. It's scrambled or something. They've played with the signals
electronically so that not even an Arabic spesker can understand what they're saying.” Knightly pulled the
side door open and held it for Clyde. Clyde wanted to ask more questions, but he got the feeling that
Knightly must havetold him everything he knew by this point.

Much later he went out and transferred Maggi€'s car seat into Ebenezer's car, and his grandfather gave
them aride home. Maggie woke up during the transfer and spent most of the ride fussing and crying, so
they didn't converse much. Clyde had Ebenezer swing by the sheriff's department, whichwas only a
block out of their way, not far from the brewery. Ebenezer orbited the block, singing fragments of
forgotten lullabiesin his hoarse voice--worn to leather from eight decades of shouting hymns--while
Clyde ran insde and borrowed a sheet of paper and a ballpoint pen from the duty officer. He scrawled
out atwo-sentence note to Kevin Mullowney, congratul ating him on hisvictory, and giving him notice that
Clyde would serve out the remainder of 1990, minus any accumulated vacation days, and then leave his
job therefor good. He folded it up and shoved it under Mullowney's door before he could think better of
it, then ran outside and waited for Ebenezer to swing by again.

Clyde got Maggie into the house and settled back in her crib. He listened to the messages on the hated
answering machine, mostly from reporters asking him to comment on hisfailed campaign. When held got
to the end of the new messages, he unplugged the machine and put it on ahigh, dusty shelf in the back
corner of the garage. Then he went into the house, locked the doors, turned on CNN, and settled back
into the La-Z-Boy.

He had been awake for twenty-four hours and did not fed deepy. He should have been thinking about
the things Knightly had told him. Insteed, though, his mind was stuck on one comment he thought he had
heard from Marcus Berry. If memory served, Berry had said something like, "Come on, we know you're
more cosmopolitan than you let on."

"Cosmopolitan” was not an adjective commonly used to describe Clyde or any other lifelong Forks
County resident. It must have been areference to the fact that Clyde had done some traveling around the
world asayounger man. Or perhaps Berry was talking about Clyde's relationship with Fazoul. Or even
Desireg's mysterious ancestry.

In any case Berry must have been referring to something that Clyde had never mentioned to the FBI.
Which meant that the FBI had been learning about Clyde independently. Someone, probably Marcus
Berry, had been checking Clyde out.

Which wasto be expected if Clyde had actualy applied for ajob with them. But he hadntt.

He remembered the job application in his pocket and took it out and tried to read it by the flickering light
of the tube.

The next thing he knew, it was morning, and Maggie was crying upstairsin her crib. CNN was il
running, going on and on about the Saudi women drivers, which meant nothing important had happened.



Thejob application had fallen to the floor and remained there until Maggie went down for her nap, at
which time Clyde sat down over it with abalpoint pen and began to fill in the blanks with smdl, neat
block letters. As he did, he could not help imagining that maybe, at thistime next year, hed bein
Washington, D.C., where losers and incompetents like Mullowney were not tolerated, and where people
redly knew how to get things done.

forty-two

BETSY WAS not surprised when, aweek after returning to work from her long absencein Nampa, she
was called out to Langley for a polygraph. When she'd entered the Agency, they had done atest to
establish abasdine againgt which dl subsequent tests were compared. An emotiona shock could change
the basdline, making anew polygraph necessary.

She didn't care. She had come back to the Agency to discover that she was no longer interim branch
chief--the position had been filled by one of her former officemates. Thiswas not the career blow it might
have seemed--she had given them notice that she was going to outprocess 12/31/90 in any event. Inthe
meantime they had stripped her of virtually al access sheld once had, revoked her passwords and
privileges and clearances. Now they assigned her meaningless scut work on a day-by-day basis and
didn't raise any eyebrows when shefailed to turnit in. Instead she worked in the third-floor library filling
out applications to graduate school on the West Coast, hoping to get in under the deadline for the spring
semester.

So when she presented hersdlf at Langley's main entrance and went to the reception area staffed by the
ever-so-nice-wives-of-spies, she was relaxed. The receptionist motioned for her to come inside to meet
her polygraph operator. Kim McMurtry wasfairly new in this position, but that didn't mean she was
unknown in the rumor mills of the Agency. She had come out of Texas A& M, where she had been a
cheerleader. But she was no airhead. She had served in the Agency asasummer intern after her
freshman, sophomore, and junior years, specidizing in what was euphemigticaly caled personne work.
She was now the ace of the poly staff, a swest little five-foot-three blond beauty with anice Texas
twang, atight ass, and amind like asted trap. She believed in the poly, and she loved to crack people,
especidly people like Betsy who never fluttered. Betsy knew al of these thingsjust from ligening to
office scuttlebutt. Poly operators|loomed very large in the careers of Agency employees, and if Agency
people were good at anything, it was gathering and exchanging intelligence.

They went acrossthe hdl in front of the security guardsto the row of poly rooms, and Kim cheerily
asked Betsy to St in the cunningly uncomfortable straight-backed chair. ™Y ou know the drill, I'm sure.
But before we hook you up, you'll have to sign thisrelease.”

"What kind of release?' Betsy asked. Thiswasanew wrinkle.

"We have reason to bdieve that you have committed afelony while pursuing your work with the
Agency.”

"What?"
"Thisrelease waives your Fifth Amendment rights. Y ou're welcometo read throughiit.”

Thetactic had already worked; Betsy's calm was thoroughly shattered. "Thisis bullshit! What kind of a
stupisthis?’

McMurtry smiled sweetly. "Could | just recommend that you take your seat again and lower your voice?
Asl sad, you are under investigation for afelony.”



"So I'm not alowed to get angry?'
"Please st down, or | will summon asecurity guard.”
"That'smore bullshit."

"We have asigned and sworn statement from the DCI's executive secretary, Mrs. Margaret Hume, that
you physicaly assaulted her, right here on these premises, in April. Given that, and your size advantage, |
think | have every reason to fear for my safety.”

Betsy fell back into the wooden chair and uttered the only sentence she could think of that wouldn't get
her in deeper. "'l want alawyer."

"You don't get alawyer. Y ou signed away those rights when you came on board. Now, are you going to
sgnthisrdeass?

Betsy considered her stuation. She didn't believe for amoment that the Agency would ever charge her
with afelony. She was being mind-fucked, pure and smple. She knew it. She didn't care anymore. She
sgned. What the hell.

Kim was happy. She aready had Betsy on the defensive. She hummed alittle tune to hersef asshe
wrapped corrugated hoses around Betsy's torso above and below her breasts to track her respiration.
She attached fingertip detectors to note changesin the galvanic skin response. And then she put on the
blood-pressure cuff and pumped it up--tight, tight, tight. Betsy'sarm felt like an iron pipe.

Kim McMurtry took on a stainless-sted sheen when she began to ask the control questions: Isthe sky
blue? Isyour name Betsy Wilson? Isthis November? Did your brother commit treason.. .. ?

Betsy felt her heart pound into high gear and knew that the needles must be bouncing al over the chart.
"No."

Kim said nothing, just began another round of questions, most of them of no consequence. Betsy tried to
control her breathing, but she knew that for the first time in taking the poly she was shook. She had the
feding that, up on the saventh floor, where dl of thiswas being monitored in real time, money was
changing hands. Vandeventer had been rattled; McMurtry took the pool.

"Do you need to go to the toilet? Y ou don't look well," Kim said.
"NO."
"Wewant you to be relaxed.”

"I'm dead," Betsy said. "Let'sget thisover with." A deep-red rash had spread down her arm. The
petechiae--little vessels under the skin--had begun to burst from the pressure of the cuff. She knew that
within acouple of hoursthe rash would spread down the full extent of her arm.

She had done nothing, but she was guilty. She had bought into a closed system. She had seen theinsde
of theinsde, and as Hennessey had pointed out months and months ago, there was nothing there. She
must now pay.

"What do you want?' Betsy asked Kim after she had returned from talking to somebody outsde in the
hallway.

"Nothing dse," Kim said brightly. "Thank you for your cooperation.” She took the sensorsfrom Betsy's



body and said with real sincerity, "Have anice day now, yahear?"

She got up and walked out through the check-in point, presumably for the last time. The job that had
taken her two yearsin waiting and security checks and polys and interviewsto get had cometo this. She
walked, asif in adream, to the desk staffed by the nice-old-wives-of-spies, turned in her badge, and got
her coat.

"Bye-bye, dear," one of the nice-old-wives-of-spies said. Betsy ignored her and, on her way out,
stopped in the middle of the CIA sedl set into the lobby floor and read the inscription on thewall: ™Y ou
shdl know the truth, and the truth shall set you free." Shetook onelast look at the stars on the wall and
went out into the chilly November afternoon.

Asshewalked out, dry-eyed and numb, she heard afamiliar voice. "Good afternoon, madam, would you
be needing aride downtown?"

"Sure." She got into the cab and then noticed that Ed Hennessey was waiting for her in the backseat with
two cups of coffee.

"Let'sgo. You'relate for your welcome-back party.”

forty-three

NISHNABOTNA'S COURTHOUSE Sguare was lined with hundred-year-old buildings of
rough-hewn, flame-red sandstone. Local legend still spoke of the day, early in the century, when the
skies had turned purple and a tornado had approached, as they dways did, from the southwest. The
people of Nishnabotna had gathered there in Courthouse Square, just a couple of blocks northeast of the
lowaRiver, and watched it churn itsway across the smdl village of Wapsipinicon; everyone knew, in
those days, that tornadoes could not cross rivers. Many had crowded onto the roofs of the sandstone
buildingsto get a better view. The death toll had been well into the double digits, and the facades of the
buildings were gtill pocked with tiny craters made by riverbank pebblesthat had been picked up by the
whirlwind and snapped through the air like bullets. A sentimental memoria had been erected in
Courthouse Square, balancing the Civil War memorid, and a commissioned statue depicting the brave
men of Nishnabotnatrying futilely to shield the women and children with their bodies.

Having survived that cataclysm, the red buildings had been immuneto just about dl other ravages except
for the human failings of bad taste and cupidity. Some of the best ones had been torn down and replaced
with modern boxes, sheathed in metal and glass and covered with flat, leaky roofs. The First Nationa
Bank of NishWap had established its Courthouse Square branch in one of these. The upper story
contained asmal| office suite that was occupied primarily by buckets and plastic garbage cans positioned
under the worst leaks. From time to time their custodians would swing through and empty out the
buckets.

A few years ago they had found amore lucrative use for that top-floor suite: they had rented it to the
federa government, which had sited the Forks County office of the FBI there.

And so it wasthat, two days after his crushing defeeat in the 1990 election at the hands of longtime
incumbent Kevin Mullowney, Clyde Banks angle-parked his big wagon in front of that glass-and-metd
box in Courthouse Square and turned off its big 460.

Hedid not, however, turn off the radio, because an interesting item was running on the news. It was
President Bush, explaining to the nation that he was going to send awhole lot more troops to the Gulf. A
whole lot more. Clyde sat and listened to the President for awhile, drumming on the steering whed. This



did not exactly come as newsto him, because Desiree had told him last week that the Big Red One was
deploying. Knowing this so far in advance of the President's speech gave him quite an unfamiliar sense of
being asavvy indder. This, Clyde supposed, was probably how Terry Stonefield felt every day of his
life

Clyde did not listen to President Bush because the information was new to him. He listened because his
heart fluttered and skipped beets dl the time; because he could not deep at night for thinking about
Desiree; because he had lost his appetite and would only pick at hisfood; because a powerful urgeto
weep came over him at the oddest times. His courage needed bolstering. In some strange way the
campaign had served this purpose for him until the day before yesterday.

Now there was nothing to occupy him except worry, and so he sat therein his station wagon for afew
minutes, itswoody sidesal gummed up with duct-tape stickum from the recently stripped-off campaign
sgns, and listened to President Bush, hoping that he would hear something reassuring. He had inherited a
skepticism of paliticians from Ebenezer and was not in the habit of looking to Washington for comfort
and spiritual guidance. But today he would take comfort wherever he could get it.

Hedid fed alittle better by the time he switched off the radio and got out of the car. He wasn't sure why;
the speech had been dl about how hundreds of thousands of military personnd, including hiswife, were
going to Saudi to clobber Saddam. But it dways hel ped alittle when the President complained about
what ason of abitch Saddam was. And it helped more to know that Desiree would be accompanied by
half amillion other people. If the President sent half amillion people off on afool's errand, it would hardly
bethefira time. But half amillion people possessed agood deal of common sense among them; if they
were sent off on afool's errand, there would be repercussions. Half amillion good people with tanks and
helicopter gunships and telephone charge cards ought to be able to take care of themselvesto some
degree.

It was late afternoon and dusk aready. Heavy November clouds had sedled off the sky like stedl plates.
Light shone from the windows on the top floor. Clyde entered the door in the corner of the building and
ascended along, narrow flight of stairs. Numerous empty buckets and garbage cans were stacked on the
landing at the top; weather had been dry recently. Clyde rapped on the door and then pushed it open.

Marcus Berry had the whole office to himsalf. He'd spread out some papers on abig old folding table
and draped his jacket over the back of a chair as he worked. When Clyde camein, he thrust hisarms
into the deeves of the jacket and shrugged it on and stood up al in the same motion, then crossed the
room to shake hands.

"It was niceto see you a Jack's place the other night,” Clyde said.

"Hey, when Jack Carlson invites meto adefeat party for Clyde Banks, who am | to turn it down?' Berry
sad. "Have asedt, Clyde."

"Can't say. Left my baby with the neighbors.”
"Well, | hope you're hereto drop off thejob application,” Berry said brightly.
Clydefdt himsdf blushing. He handed over the completed form. "Excellent,” Berry said.

"Well, you might change your mind after you read this" Clyde said. He was about to lose his nerve, so he
took asheaf of handwritten notes out of his back pocket and threw it into the middle of thetable, likea
desperate riverboat gambler laying down apair of sixes.

"Typewritersal busted down there at the sheriff's department?’ Berry said.



"Thisaint an officid report,” Clyde said. "It'satip from aconcerned citizen."

Berry pondered this as he waked dowly up and down the length of the room, stretching his muscles.
"Not to bring up a sore subject,” Berry said, "but have you raised thiswith your boss?"

"| think it'smore of afedera issue," Clyde said.

"Some bad guys crossed agtate line, huh?”

"| think these bad guys have crossed some nationa borders," Clyde said.

"Ah. Y ou think we should send a copy to the DEA?"

"It'snot adrug thing," Clyde said.

"Not adrug thing," Berry repeated.

Clyde was getting less and less sure of himsdlf and felt hisface getting very hot. The report looked foolish
resting there on the table, handwritten on lined paper like a child's homework assgnment. "If | tell you
draight out, you'l laugh," he said.

" doubt it."

"But if you read that," Clyde said, nodding at hisreport, "I've got it all explained from start to finish, and
maybe it won't seem so foolish.”

"Wadl, I'll be certain and have agood look at it, then,” Berry said. "Isthere anything else | can do for you,
Clyde?'

"You dready didit," Clyde said. "I'll see you around, Marcus."
"Watch your step,” Berry said, "those sairs are not for the faint of heart.”

Clyde considered these words as he walked down the steps, wondering whether he was faint of heart.
Sometimes he sure felt that way.

forty-four

"JUST TO expeditethis" Hennessey said asthe cab pulled away from Langley, "let'sjust tipulate that
I'm an amoral, manipulative son of abitch and that whet | did was unforgivable.”

The man did have an infuriating talent for taking the wind out of Betsy's sails. She heaved abig sigh and
looked away from him, staring out the window &t the wooded parkland surrounding the G.W. Parkway.

"If you needed a Trojan horseinto the Agency,” shefindly said, "why didn't you just ask? Why go to the
trouble to set me up with afake life and fake friends?’

"Thefirg thing that ought to be said,” Hennessey said, "isthat athough those people have gotten to know
you for professiona reasonsthat are sort of nasty and sneaky, some of them have cometo love, or at
least like, you for persona reasonsthat are perfectly sincere, and you should not make the mistake of
rgecting them.”

"| gppreciate your saying that," Betsy said. "But | know that I'll never forgive you."



Hennessey sipped his coffee and thought about that one for awhile, tilting his head back and forth ashe
worked through some kind of internd debate. "No," hefinaly said, gently and dmost reluctantly. "No.
That's not acceptable.”

"What do you mean, it's not acceptable? What you did sucks and I'll never forgive you. Accept that!”

Hennessey held up one hand. "Oh, by al means. I'll stipulate from the very beginning that | suck. A lot of
my associates suck, too--or ese | wouldn't bother to hirethem. We dl suck for aliving. But what's not
acceptableisfor you to be high-handed and condemnatory.”

"What'swrong with condemning it?"

Hennessey sat up straight and became coolly angry. "What the fuck do you think you've been doing the
last five years, Sitting a that workstation? Y ou type in requests for information, and the information
appears, asif by magic. Where the fuck do you think that information comesfrom?Y ou think it'sal from
the Encyclopedia Britannica?'

"Of course not!"

"Of course not. It comes from the world, Betsy. It comes from sourceswho are redlly out there
embroiled in thefly-blown streets of shitty Third World citiesal over the globe. And I'm not talking
about noble James Bond types, ether. I'm not romanticizing this. That information is gathered in any way
possible. Any way. Up to and including killing people, or sending them to their deeths. Blackmailing
them. Threatening them. Buying them off. Stealing from them. Defrauding them. Preying on their
weaknesses for cute boys or cute girls. Y ou ever seen war, Betsy? | have, and | cantell youitislikea
fucking universe of total mora degradation. That's the kind of environment that the information comes out
of. And you sit there a the Castleman Building and pull it up on your screen like some kind of afucking
librarian and have no concept of how it got to be there. So don't get high-handed and condemnatory with
me. Y ou wanted to work for the CIA. Y ou got what you wanted. And whatever naughty things I've done
to you don't even register on my mora Richter scae.”

Betsy could find nothing to say to Hennessey. But she knew better than to challenge him. He could blend
into the background when it suited his purposes. But when he wanted to command aroom--or the
backseat of ataxicab--he could do that, too.

They rodein slencefor afew minutes. Findly she said, "Just tell methat it wasworth it. Tell methat
something good has come out of dl this"

Hennessey amirked. "Good?'

"Useful, then. Is anyone paying attention to the problems | was talking about?'
"Weve been working onit," Hennessey said. "Expanding on your idess.”
"Expanding how?"

"Well, you assumed, and we agreed, that the Iragis are using university classroomsto train their people.
Univergty lab facilitiesto do their research. University computersto store their dataand send their
E-mail. And dl that istrue." Hennessey took another gulp of coffee and sat up straight, warming to the
subject. "But you didn't go far enough, and neither did we. Until now. And now it's probably too
goddamn late to do anything about it."

Betsy was till nonplussed. She shrugged, waiting for the rest. Hennessey stared out the window at the
Potomac for aminute and then continued. "Production. The sons of bitchesmay have set up a



biol ogical-weapons production facility somewherein this country. Probably Forks County, lowa."
"Anthrax?'
"Botulin."

"Figures. That would be easier to grow," Betsy said. "Y ou know, it makes sensein away." She thought
about it for awhile, then shook her head. "But | don't buy it. Why would they do it on foreign ground?”

"Millikan and the task force agree with you. They refuse to believe the story. Millikan won't go to Bush
with thisinformation.”" Hennessey nodded at the notes. "Not unless we can back it up with something
respectable. And | have to admit that what we've got is pretty tenuous. | believeit on even daysand
don't believeit on odd days."

"What do you have?'

"At thismoment, Betsy, the linchpin of our nationa security vis-&visbiologica wegponsisthe random
observations of abig, dumb-looking deputy county sheriff who just got the shit beat out of him in aloca
election and whose wife isanurse going off to the Gulf."

"lsan't Marcusthere? Can't he dig anything up?'

"What'sto dig up? Thiswhole operation is so far under the radar that there Smply isn't any objective
evidenceto support it. Oh, yeah, | dmost forgot: the deputy county sheriff hasasidekick. A Vakhan
Turk nationalist and suspected terrorist who has been personally running amole at Langley for the last
three years. | dmost have enough evidence to arrest this character, and | definitely have enough to arrest
his goddamn mole. But instead |'ve got to play hands-off because | don't want to blow the botulin thing."
Hennessey shook hishead sourly. "Lifeisfucking crazy sometimes.”

"So what do we do?"

Hennessey threw up hishands. "I don't know. If Millikan hadn't cobwebbed me with this goddamn task
force, I'd move our whole office out to Nishnabotna. But the fact is| am cobwebbed. The only person
who has any freedom of action isthis poor son of abitchinlowa."

The cabbie took them to Arlington and dropped them off in front of a barbecue restaurant. Hennessey
got out and said, "Thanks, Hank, good job."

From the Bangladeshi came aMississippi accent so thick that Betsy couldn't understand it. Hank looked
around, enjoying the surprise on her face, and said, "1 was atheater mgjor a Ole Miss. Couldn't make it
on the stage. Ended up joining Hennessey'sli'l group.” He waved his hand dismissively. "Heck,
Renaissance Man, | guess!'ll tell you my life story some other time."

Paul Moses had emerged from the restaurant and was standing there looking sheepishly a Betsy. He and
Hennessey exchanged nods, and then Hennessey got back into the cab with Hank and drove away,
leaving the two of them standing on the Sdewalk staring awkwardly at their shoes.

Paul had handled dl of the details after Kevin's death, even flying out to Idaho with the body. He had
presumed nothing, had given Betsy plenty of space, and had been flawlesdy polite and professiona from
gart to finish. He had stayed at the Days Inn in Nampa and dedicated one day to driving up to the
Palouseto vist his parents, then, after making sure that Betsy needed nothing more, had flown back to
D.C. Betsy had been back for dmost aweek now but hadn't seen him yet. For that matter, she hadn't
seen any of the other members of the gang--not even Cassie, who had been out of town on TDY .



"Welcome back," Paul said. "We put together alittle shindig for you, if you're not too aienated to come
inandsay hi."

She could not keep from fedling awave of affection for him. What had happened that night in Wildwood
said everything about his character. He had been hard as alead pipe for two hours while they'd necked
on the couch, but when the time had cometo actually do it, he had lost his erection and been unable to
get it back. Betsy understood that there were many factors that could cause mae impotence. But she
liked to think that in Paul's case, on that night in Wildwood, it had been caused by his own fedlings of
shame--shame over the deception that he and Hennessey's other people were practicing on Betsy. Paull
had talked in Wildwood about how much he looked forward to escaping from D.C., and while that might
have been part of the deception--away of getting Betsy to drop her guard--she was convinced that he
had been sincere.

"I might aswell at least poke my head in," she sad.

Paul led Betsy into the restaurant and straight back to a private function room, where several people
jumped up and shouted, "Surprise!” Cassie was there, and Marcus Berry, and so were their friends Jeff
and Chrigtine who had been on the Wildwood trip. They'd hung up a banner: WELCOME BACK
IDAHO!

Hennessey had chosen hiswords carefully in the cab: he had allowed that some of these people genuindy
liked Betsy and hadn't been faking it the whole time. Looking around at their faces, Betsy could rapidly
tell who really cared for her (Paul and Cassie) and who had just shown up to be socia (everyone ese).
And, indeed, most of them drifted away after having adrink and shaking her hand, and the party
dwindled to Paul and Cassie and Betsy. After an hour or two Paul gave the women aride back to the
Bdlevue, and findlly Betsy and Cassie were |ft to themselves, sprawled out on thefurniture, staring
acrossthe living room at each other.

"Sorry," Cassie said after several long minutes had gone by.
"Casse" Betsy sad, "it doesn't even register on my emotiond Richter scae.”

They talked for an hour or so, about nothing in particular, and both were reassured to see that the
friendship was much the same as it had been before. Cassie had gone through astriking changein
demeanor: cooler, more sober, much less the party girl, but till with a perverse sense of humor.

"How about you and Marcus? Isthat for red? | can't resst asking you," Betsy said.

Cassegot ahint of asmileon her face. "Marcusisgay. So am |. We're probably the only two gay black
agentsin the whole damn Bureau. So it'sanatural we'd end up in Hennessey's shop.”

"Why? |s Hennessey black and gay?'

Cassielaughed. But she didn't throw back her head and scream with laughter as the old Cassie would
have. "Straight and Irish,” she said. "But he hires unconventiondly."

"Why'd he pick me as his Trojan horse? Because I'm single and alone and aMormon from [daho?"

"Partly that," Casse said without hesitation. "Partly because you had aready been working on the Iragi
thing. But when he found out that you had a brother working in Larsen's shop, that wasit.” Casse
winced. "Sorry. Sore subject.”

"I'm over it, Casse" Betsy sad. "Asmuch as!'ll ever be."



forty-five

"CLYDE, THANKS alot for calling in to Washington today," said the voice of Marcus Berry, sounding
hollow and distant. Clyde pressed the phone againgt his ear alittle harder. He was standing in the
Hy-Vee grocery storein north Nishnabotna, right next to the little snack bar where dl the oldsters
gathered each morning for the ninety-nine-cent breekfast specid. They had interrupted their socidizing
and politicd discourse when Clyde had pulled up in hisunit, comein from the cold in his deputy-sheriff
uniform, ordered a cup of coffee, planted himsalf by the phone, and, a six-thirty A.m. on the dot,
punched in the collect cdl to Washington.

Now they were getting back into it, and Clyde was having a difficult time hearing the person or persons
on the other end of the line. He pushed the stainless-stedl button on the front of the phone that made it
louder--a popular feature here. Now he could hear chairs creaking and papers shuffling at the other end
of theline,

"Sorry to put you on the box," Berry said.

"Box?'

"Got you on a speakerphone.”

Clyde said, "I've heard of those."

"Isthisagood timefor you? Or--"

"Good asany,” Clyde said. "Just got done working the night shift. So I'm well rested.”

"Okay, well, just wanted to go over some thingswith you," Berry said, shuffling papers and not even
noticing that Clyde had made ajoke. Clyde was crestfdlen and alittle bit irritated. But he could hear dim
chortling way in the background, and amuffled voice interrupting Berry and pointing something out to
him.

"Oh, sorry, that one went right by me!" Berry said. "Y es, well, hopefully we can find you somework
that's not so relaxing. By theway, | passed your application on through the proper channels, so you may
be hearing from the regiond office soon."

"Appreciateit,” Clyde said. So the purpose of this cal was not to discuss hisjob application, but his
report. That was asurprise.

"Y ou dug up someredly interesting stuff here, Clyde," Berry said. He spoke dowly, with long pauses,
shuffling the papersagain and again. "Your 1D of Abdul d-Turki isthetak of the counterintelligence
divison. Quiteavictory. Congratulations.”

"Well, thanks," Clyde said. "It was the cauliflower earsthat did it. Uh, | don't know much about
immigration law--that'swhy | cameto you guys. Can we arrest this guy?'

"Pardon?' Berry said after along pause.

"We can prove he'sIragi. But he's here on a Jordanian passport, under a different name. So canwe
arrest him for animmigration violation?'

Berry seemed stunned and uncertain. The muffled voice in the background surfaced again for ashort
exchange. "That'sagood question, Clyde," Berry said, sounding like ateacher complimenting a
second-grader. "'l can't say | know that much about immigration law."



That seemed to close the issue as far as Berry was concerned.

"Been doing some extracurricular work," Clyde said. "The people who live across the street from these
threefellas are the brother and sister-in-law of some friends of my sster'sneighbor. So | got their
permission to Sit in their spare room and keep an eye on the house for aday.” Clyde left out the fact that
he'd had Maggie with him the whole time. "' Got the license plates of their two vehicles--the ones with the
tinted windows--and ran the plates. One of them isregistered to one of thelocd Iragi graduate students
who has been herefor acouple of years. The Escort was bought from aused-car lot in Davenport in late
July. The sdlesman there say's customer paid cash. Windows were not tinted at that time--the tinting
appearsto be an aftermarket product applied recently. We may be able to get them on aminor violation
there--there are limits on how dark the windows are alowed to be."

Another muffled conference in Washington. "Excuse me, Clyde, I'm not sure if we understand the part
about thewindows," Berry said. "Y ou are accusing these guys of running a biol ogica -wegpons
production facility, correct?"

"Not accusing. Suspecting,” Clyde said.
"So why would you want to hasde them about their windows being too dark?"

Clyde was startled that Berry needed to ask this question. "If you can stop them for aminor, legitimate
violation, you may have probable cause to search the vehicle and uncover evidence of larger crimes--say,
awegpons violation, or something.”

"And then what?' Berry said, playing dumb.
"Well, then you can arrest them for the wegpons violation, maybe get them kicked out of the country.”

"Ah, | see" Berry said, gpparently finding thisanove and interesting thought. He mulled it over for a
minute. "But what do we learn from something like thet?"

"Pardon?’ said Clyde, shoving hisfinger into hisfree ear and leaning so far forward that hisforehead
pressed againgt the cold stedl of the pay phone.

"What do we learn? We dready know they're traveling under fake IDs. And we can be damn certain
they've got wespons, probably unlicensed. If we arrest them for those things and kick them out of the
country, we don't learn anything new.”

Clydewas at aloss for words. He had never heard police work characterized as an educational process
before. But maybe the FBI was different. He decided to try another tack. "What about the FCC?' he
sad.

"You mean, asin Federd Communications Commisson?"
"Yegh"
"What about them?"

"Wadll, theradio transmissons from this house are coming in over peoplestoasters,” Clyde said. "That's
clearly in violation of FCC regulations.”

The muffled voice said something to Berry; Clyde could just make out the words "Iragi military
frequencies.”



"They know their phone lines aren't secure,” Berry said, "and they're not stupid, so they're using, uh,
some frequencies they shouldn't be using in this country.”

"Now, | don't know anything about that kind of law," Clyde said, "but someone therein Washington
must. They must be violating alaw somewhere. We ought to be able to turn that into awarrant that
would get usinsdethe house.”

"I haveto say your dtrategy escapes me, Clyde," Berry said. "These al seem likeredly minor violations.
We could give these guystraffic tickets, too, right?"

Clyde couldn't believe that Berry didn't understand this. It wasjust basic police work. Y ou used minor
violationsto work your way up to the big stuff.

Something Berry had said to him earlier findly went off in his head, like afirecracker with adow fuse.
"Y ou said that they know their phone lines aren't secure?!

"Yegh"

"Well, are they secure, or aren't they?”"

"What do you mean?"

"Do you guys dready have atap on their phone?’

"Clyde, I'd be reluctant to get into specifics about that over the phone.”

That sounded like ayesto Clyde. "That's great," he said. "How'd you get the warrant?'
"Pardon?'

"In order for you guysto get the warrant for the phone tap, you must have had some evidence on these
guys! What have you got on them?"

"What weve got on them isthat they stink to high heaven,” Berry said, laughing. "Listen, Clyde, were
operating under atime constraint here, and we need to jump ahead real quick.”

"Aheed?'
"Wheat can you tdll us about your friend Fazoul 7'

Clyde was taken aback and stumbled around for aminute. "Oh, well, | don't know. He's not an Arab.
Doesn't care much for the Arabs.”

"Weknow that."
"Seemsto be red smart with technology. Staysin touch with the other members of his ethnic group.”
For some reason these observations caused Berry and the other man in the room to laugh giddily.

"Y ou participated in aceremony with Fazoul and some of his buddiesin the park afew months ago,”
Berry said when hed calmed himsdlf down. "What was the ded with that?"

"Oh, somekind of traditiond shindig they do with their infant sons,” Clyde said. "He named his son after
me and some other fellows."

"He named his son,” Berry said, gpparently writing the words down, "after more than one person?”



"Well, for darters, they're dl named after Mohammed,” Clyde said. "And then the boy got some other
names, | supposeto tell him apart from al the other Mohammeds."

"What were those names?"

Clyde was at alossto understand what this had to do with Iraqgi biol ogica-weapons production. But he
answered the question. "Khdid, which is how they pronounce my name.”

More muffled conversation. "Clyde, not to burst your bubble or anything, but Khalid isavery common
name among Mudims. Khaid was agreet Idamic generd--they cdl him the Sword of the Faith. So lots
of Mudims--especidly oneswith revolutionary leanings—-nametheir sonsKhdid."

Clyde didn't say anything, but he resented this. He knew al about this Sword of the Faith stuff. The fact
that there had been area Khdid didn't mean that Fazoul might not have chosen that name because it was
amilar to Clyde's.

"Any other names?’ Berry said.

"Y eah. The name of some other fdlla. I-you something.”

"Clyde, isthere any possibility that that name might have been Ayubanov?’

"Yeeh. That'sit."

"That'sit?'

"Yegh"

"You're postive?"

"Y eah. But this Ayubanov character wasn't there."

More giddy laughter from Berry and his anonymous cohort. They laughed at the strangest times.
"So they just used apicture of him askind of astand-in,” Clyde said.

The laughter stopped ingtantly and was replaced by along silence. "Y ou saw it?"

"Yegh"

"Y ou sad picture--you mean photograph, | hope?”

"Yeah. It was acolor sngpshot.”

"Y ou've persondly seen a photograph of Mohammed Ayubanov?' Berry said.

"l guesss0."

"Okay, welll get asketch artist out from Chicago sometime soon,” Berry said after conferring with his
friend again. "In the meantime, can you give us adescription of the man? Any identifying marks, any
remarkable physica characteristics?'

"Well, tall and dark and sort of Middle-Eastern looking," Clyde began.

"What color are Ayubanov's eyes?' Berry said.



"Scuseme," Clyde said, "I got acal coming through from the dispatcher.”
"What color are Ayubanov's eyes?’ Berry said again.
"Sorry, fellas, but duty calls. Talk to you again soon,” Clyde said, and hung up the phone.

Everyonein the snack bar was staring at him interestedly. As soon as he turned around, twenty sets of
dentures bit into as many ninety-nine-cent breskfast specias, and conversation resumed. Clyde walked
dowly out to hisunit and sat there behind the whedl for ten minutes or so, Staring off acrossthe
cornfields, covered with frozen stubble.

There were so many strange things about this conversation, he hardly knew where to begin.

They were trying to send him amessage. They couldn't just come out and say it, for some reason, and so
they were saying it in other ways.

He had expected that either they would believe him, in which case reinforcements would arrive shortly, or
elsethey'd think hewasfull of shit, in which case they would ignore him. But instead the message seemed
to be, We believe you and you're on your own.

And there was another thing, too. Something about the way their minds operated.
"Those guys aren't cops,” he said to no onein particular.

Out on the highway someone stretched ayellow light into red. Clyde pulled out of the Hy-Vee, chased
them down, and wrote them aticket. Which iswhat real copsdid.

What we've got on themis that they stink to high heaven.

What was that supposed to mean? Y ou couldn't get awarrant with some vague nonsense like that. Any
evidence they were getting from their phone tap was usdessin court. A complete waste of time.

Except that they didn't seem to care about what would or wouldn't stand up in court. These guys acted
asif thejudicid sysem didn't exist.

They acted asif they'd never stepped into a courtroom their whole lives. By cop standards they were
clowns. Amateurs who never could have graduated from the lowa Law Enforcement Academy, who
would have been drummed out of even Sheriff Mullowney's department.

So who the hell were they, and what were they doing pretending to be FBI agents?

forty-six

I'm writing this about Six hoursinto our luxury charter flight to the Gulf. They picked usupinabig, nice
new 747. Strangeto see dl these folksin Army green, piling their duffel bags on the edge of the runway
and climbing up onto this nice plane. We have stewardesses and everything. For once everyone sat up
straight and paid attention when they showed how to use the oxygen masks. Weve aso got our gas
masksin the overhead luggage binsin case a Scud hitsthe airport in Dhahran.

They served us amed--not too bad, but nothing like the hot dishes you are probably getting from the
Dhonts. Doused the lights afew minutes ago and | tried to deep but can't. Walked back to the rest room
and looked at the faces of dl the peoplein their green camo (Army doesn't have enough desert camo to
go around yet!). All these regular-looking folks just listening to their Walkmans, or leaning back trying to
deep, or dtting in pools of light like I am right now writing to loved ones. Not asingle G.1. Joe among
them. Just plain old people like you see on the street, except we al wear the same clothes and call



oursalves soldiers. | hope when the time comes we will be.

Clyde read the | etter severd times over as he sat there in the station wagon in the parking lot of
Wapsipinicon Senior High Schoal. Directly in front of him was the breezeway where, long ago, he had
watched Desiree handle that Nishnabotna boy and decided that he had to marry her.

Maggie woke up and needed to be changed and fed, which occupied body and mind for afew minutes,
agood thing, sncethe Sght of the breezeway had led his thoughts down a sentimenta and dangerous

path.

Another letter was resting on the front seat of the Murder Car. This one had been postmarked in
Washington, D.C., and bore no return address. It was addressed to Clyde in care of the Forks County
Sheriff's Department. It contained a single sheet of paper that had come out of alaser printer or
something. It said:

The man with the cauliflower ears murdered my brother. Regardless of what the Bureau does or doesn't
do, you must stop him.

Y ou must not rely on the United States government to do anything worth doing. Y ou must get it through
your head that you aretotally on your own.

Bdieve me, it's better that way.

Clyde heard arapping on the window and wiped fog away with one hand to reveal the face of Jonathan
Town, steaming like alocomotive as he breathed into his clenched fists. Clyde beckoned himin. Town
pulled at adoor handle and was startled to find that it was locked. Clyde was alittle bit startled himsalf
and reached across the car with one arm to unlock the door while holding Maggi€e's bottle steady with the
other. He snatched up the mystery letter from D.C. and stuffed it into his coat pocket as Town climbed
into the car.

"Sorry," he said as Town camein from thewind.

"That's okay," Town said quickly. "Can't be too careful here. Someone might force their way in and try to
&l you some band candy.”

Jonathan Town had got ajournalism degree at |owa State and done time on some newspapersin
Minneapolis and Chicago. He had come back from this sojourn with aquick, sarcastic wit that eterndly
set him gpart from most of Forks County. Clyde aways had to remind himself not to be offended by it; in
away, Town was giving him some credit, assuming Clyde was smart enough to get the joke. It wasjust a
differencein style, nothing more.

Clyde reached up above the sun visor with his free hand and took out ascrap of paper on which he had
written the words, Car is bugged--just small talk for now, please. He handed it to Town, who pulled a
face and looked askance at him. " Soon as Maggie finishes her bottle," Clyde said, "1 can take you out
and show you that property.”

"Okay, whatever," Town said, and settled back into his seet, prepared for along spell of boredom. But
thiswas nothing new for Town, who aways acted bored.

"How'sthings at the school newspaper?*

"The usua. My footbd| reporter forgot to mention some third-stringer in his story about the Waterloo
game, and | heard about it from the parents. Someone's been sneaking into the darkroom to smoke pot.
And theyearbook isaready in crigis.”

Maggie pushed the bottle away. Clyde shifted the wagon into drive and pulled out of the parking lot, glad
to be out of sght of that breezeway. They made small talk. A few miles out of town, the road plunged



into the Wapsipinicon Valley. For the most part it was thickly forested, with big old hardwood trees that
had lost most of their autumn color several weeks back; most of them were just naked black sticks now,
though the oak trees held on to their dead brown leaves tenacioudly. The road became rather steep and
then broke from its ruler-gtraight trgjectory and began to wind. Outcroppings of shale and sandstone,
poking out through the thick carpet of falen leaves, could be seen among the trunks of the big trees.
Down below them in the river bottom, the Waps pinicon had carved a meandering path deep into the
sandstone.

"l guesswe can talk now," Clyde said. "They say theradio can't makeit out of the valley."

"Wadl, that'sardief,” Town sad. In the corner of hiseye Clyde could see his passenger giving him a
searching look.

"l suppose you think I'm a paranoid maniac now," Clyde said.
"Crossed my mind,” Town said. "What makes you think Mullowney is bugging you?"

Clyde laughed out loud for thefirst time in afew weeks and whacked the steering whed with theflat of
his hand. In the backseat Maggie echoed him, grestly relieved to see her saturnine father behaving so.
Clyde turned around and smiled at Maggie, then returned his gaze to the winding road. "It's not
Mullowney," hesaid. "Actudly, I'm not surewhoiitis. Firg, | figured it was some foreign students down
a theuniversity.”

"Ah," Town said, seeming to find thisdightly lessimplausible. "Wdll, I'd believeit. But youll haveto
make your caseto my readers." He shifted position for the first time since held got into the car,
rummaging in the breast pocket of hisblazer for areporter's notebook and a balpoint pen. "Why would
some foreign students want to do that?"

"Well, but then | decided it was the FBI, because they knew more about me than they ought to,” Clyde
said. "And then | decided it was some other folks just pretending to be FBI agents.”

"Uh-huh," Town said quietly. "'l hateit when that hgppens.”

Clyde downshifted the big wagon and let itsweight pull them down into the valey at not much more than
ajogging pace. He told Jonathan Town an edited version of the story, leaving Fazoul out of it.

This shifted attention away from the truly wild part about fake FBI agents and toward more
down-to-earth elements of the story, such as Tab, who had been atried-and-true news item for
decades--ever since held become the heaviest ninth-grader in the history of lowa. Town wroteit al
down and asked the inevitable question: ™Y ou told your boss about this?"

"FBI handles anything that crosses ate lines. They dso handle counterespionage. So | told them about it
acouple of weeks ago, right after the election.”

"How do you think Mullowney would fed about your going over hishead?' Town asked, smiling at the
thought of it.

Clyde cracked aamile, too. "It don't much matter what he thinks" he said. "He couldn't like me any less
than he dready does.”

"How can you stand to work for him?”

"l can't. Went ahead and handed in my resignation. But that's another story.”



"When'syour last day as a deputy sheriff, then?’
"End of the year. But | got some vacation days stored up, so it'll realy be sometime around Christmas.”
"What'sthat going to do for the family finances?"

Clyde heaved abig sigh and ground histeeth. "Desireg's getting specia combat pay,” he said. "When she
gets back, if things get bad, she can dways go back to nurang full-time."

"Well, back to the main story,” Town said, sensing he was wandering into aminefield. "How'd the FBI
react to the news that Saddam Hussein is building a biological-wegpons production facility in Forks
County, lowa?"'

Clyde winced. "Well, they haven't done anything dramétic, if that's what you mean.”
"Anything dramatic?'

"Anything that would be obvious.”

"In other words, asfar asyou know, they haven't done diddly."

"Yegh"

Clyde saw Town writing this response down in his notebook and thought about how lameit would look
inaDes Moines Register story. "Theloca agent went to D.C. just to show thisreport to his higher-ups,”
Clydesaid. "I know they'rered interested.”

"But that's not news. At least it's not lowanews. lowanewsislots of new FBI agents coming into
Nishnabotna and fanning out acrossthe city, or something like that."

"Well, I'm not sureif that's the tack they want to take with the investigation,” Clyde said.
"What tack do they want to take, then?"

"Sort of await-and-see approach, | guess. They seem to agree that these guys are shady characters, but
they don't just want to swoop down and make arrests and file any charges--the way a cop would.”

"But FBI agentsare cops.”
Clyde sghed again.
"Oh, yeah," Town said. "Y ou said something about their not redly being FBI."

"I don't know how the G-men operate,” Clyde said, "but acop is very organized and disciplined about
gathering solid evidence that will stand up in court, and then filing charges and securing convictions. No
one seemsto have explained that to these guys."

"Well," Town said, Stting up in his seet and flipping way back to the very beginning of hisnotes, "the thing
about the horses producing botulin antidote for the Army is definitely story materia. Thefact that the
military only had two horsesin the whole country for this purpose seemslike alack of preparednesson
their part and would make anicelittle exposé. And the fact that one of them got mutilated--by someone
--makes the Sory even better because it dramatizes the vulnerability of the program.” Town stared out
the windshield for aminute, chewing thoughtfully on hislip. "Would the Register runit? Well, | don't
know, I'm only agtringer. But I'm inclined to think they might spike the story, or at least put it on ice until
the crigsin the Gulf hasresolved, so it doesn't look like they're undermining the military effort. Of course,



you're going way, way, way beyond that story and into an incredible, amazing espionage thing. Which
isn't bad in and of itsalf, because amazing espionage stories really happen sometimes. But dl you're giving
mein theway of evidenceisthe Tab Templeton story--which was aready covered to death on the
sports page--and amemo from the internd files of the Howdy Brigade, and this little black-and-white
photo from an old wrestling magazine. Isthat right?"

Clyde ground histeeth. "Y egh, that'sright.”

"And on top of that dready amazing story, you have awhole 'nother story brewing about something fishy
happening with the FBI. And the only evidence you havefor that isthat you talked to some FBI guyson
the phone and ended up with agut fedling that their heads were not where a cop's head should be."

Town sad nothing for awhile, letting al of this spesk for itsalf. Clyde ground histeeth some more.
"Okay, okay," he said, "separately, each one of those sounds like awild story. But together they
reinforce each other.”

"Could you explain that?"

"Theideathat Iragis are up to some shenanigans here might sound pretty wild. But if they were, you'd
hope that someone in the government would be worried about it. Like the CIA or something. And that
might explain why the folksin Washington have been acting kind of funny.”

"From my point of view that makes it aworse story, not a better story,” Town said, "because | can't
break it down into bite-sized chunks. I've got to explain this huge tapestry of events. I've got to write a
damn book."

"I'm not used to dedlingswith the media," Clydefindly said, "so | don't know thedrill. But isn't it the case
that sometimes a paper will send out an investigeative reporter to dig for more information?”

Town drew adeep breath and let it out, and Clyde got the impression that, out of politeness and respect
for Clyde, he was making an effort not to break out laughing. "Theinvestigative-reporter thing islargely a
Hollywood myth," he said. "No one really does that. No one has the attention span. No one hasthe
budget. Not that many people have the talent.”

"Okay. Wdll, that clears up alot of misconceptionsfor me," Clyde said.

"Badcdly you need to give the Register, or the Trib or whomever, this story on aplatter.”

"No on€e's going to investigate this thing except for me," Clyde said.

"Yougotit."

"Okay, well, let's get out of thisdang valey, and I'll buy you acup of coffeefor your time," Clyde said.

"Nah, you don't haveto do that,” Town said. But afew minuteslater, asthey were winding their way
back up, hesaid, "I tell you what. I'm going to bounce this off my editor at the Register. Like | said,
based on what you've told me, thereé's no story here. But it would be such abig ded if something was
going on--1'd hate to missit."

"Whatever you think isbest,” Clyde said.

"But eveniif they likeit, they won't move unless you can give them asmoking gun. Something they can
take apicture of "



"Likewhet?"'

"Comeon, Clyde" Town sad, findly sounding alittleimpatient. "Y ou're claiming that Tab Templeton
congtructed a botulin factory for these guys. Where the hdll isthe factory?'

"Could be anywhere," Clyde said. "In ahouse or an old barn or garage. None of the neighbors saw Tab
or the van at the house wherethe Iragislive, soit'snot there.”

"Show me the goddamn factory. That'swhat it comes down to, Clyde."

"I'll seewhat | can do," Clyde said.

forty-seven
DECEMBER

GEORGE BUSH had always got abad cold around the beginning of December, and he had one now
on the morning before Pearl Harbor Day as James Gabor Millikan gave him his early-morning
nationd-security briefing. Millikan, on the other hand, was exultant. He had retrieved himsdf from the ruin
that he had amost suffered from being too pro-Saddam. Through his Iraq task force he had blocked
both Hennessey and that bottom fish in the Agency whose name he had forgotten, but who had been
gternly dedlt with and who would soon be cast back into the outer darkness. He had had a triumphant
time organizing the United Nations effort, for which he had received so much approva from the President
and from the press. All was going well--except that the President had that ook on hisface.

George Bush, undernesth al the stiffness and Y ainess and mal apropisms, had one big problem for James
Gabor Millikan. He was asofty. Heredlly liked people. He worried about people. He worried himself
sick about gas atacks and chemicd warfare and his precious Americans dying in the sands of the desert.
Thisirritated Millikan.

"So what about the biologica and chemica developments?’ the President asked as heturned to his
military adviser.

"Nothing new. If they launch anything, it will be out of those South African weapons, and it will be
nothing that we can't control."

"Areyou sure? Areyou redly sure?'

Millikan interjected. "If | could, Sir, you were unduly upset by the reports written by that analyst who has
been mugtered out of the service after miserably failing aroutine polygraph examination.”

Bush had away of looking through people, and at this point he began doing it to Millikan. Bush said
nothing, which made it even worse. Millikan at times like this could not stand the silence. "' Our task force,
which you yoursdlf said was blue-ribbon al the way, ison top of this."

"What about Hennessey?!

"He'son board, Sir."

"Who's he working for now? | can never remember."
"The Bureau, Mr. President.”

"Oh, good! So he can do domestic stuff without kicking up afussin the press.”



"If need be, Mr. President. But we don't see domestic as being amajor concern.”

When Millikan left the meeting, his assstant, Dellinger, was waiting for him, looking troubled. " Out with
it" Millikan said as they walked down the corridor together.

"The Des Moines Register hasgot wind of awild story again and, once again, is asking some funny
questions," Dellinger said, and went on to tell abizarre little tale about a backwater university townin
lowa.

"Jesus Chrigt," Millikan said, "do whatever it takesto kill that story. That's just what we need! For the
President to get wind of something likethat."

"Yes, gr. | anticipated that you'd fed that way and dready set somethingsin motion.”
"Isthere anything el se?'

"Yes. Y ou should know that Hennessey has had a couple of meetings with Vandeventer--the CIA
person. Nonetoo discreetly, | might add.”

"| am getting o tired of that woman,” Millikan said, and heaved adeep sigh. "What access does she
have? Weren't dl her clearances removed?’

"Affirmative, as per your orders.”

"Then | would like for you to investigate the possibility,” Millikan said, "of making Hennessey'slife very
complicated and unplessant for awhile--using Vandeventer as the smoking gun. This pretense of working
for the FBI isa paper-thin charade. Anyone with an IQ out of the single digits knows he'sredly CIA.
And | didn't care aslong as he was chasing Turks around, or whatever he was doing."

"Yes, gr. Chasing Vakhan Turks."

"But now he's stepped into this other business. And | think he's got rather careless by dealing so openly
with awoman who isonly afew hours out of the Agency. Redlly, what isthe point of having alaw againgt
the Agency operating within the United Statesif thiskind of leakageistolerated? | think that Hennessey's
actionsin this case raise deeply troubling ethical issues that would make a much better newspaper scoop
than any of this nonsense about Iragis and botulism.”

"I know of some editorswho are highly sensitive to issues of government ethics," Ddllinger said, "and
who have no love for Republican administrationsin generd. If you don't mind, | will passyour insgght on
to them--anonymoudy, of course.”

But Millikan was just warming to the task. The more he thought about it, the broader the horizons that
seemed to open before him. A wonderful idea.cameto him, and he toyed with it for afew moments
beforevoicingit. "Infact, | think that thisisjust the sort of thing that we have inspectors generd for." He
raised an eyebrow at Dellinger, who looked stunned at the audacity of this notion.

But Dellinger's astonishment rapidly devel oped into a sort of mischievous excitement. "That's rather heavy
atillery,” hesad.

"Werea war," Millikan said. "That upsal antes.”

"Then | will look into theidea," Dellinger said, and threw hisboss a crisp saute. He exited the White
House and headed for his car a arun, off in search of ingpectors generd.



forty-eight

Weared| miffed at our Saudi hosts. They invited us hereto protect their country, but they don't want us
to mingle with their people and so they have put us on sort of areservation--an old cement factory on the
edge of Dhahran. We arein long rows of tentsliving on this grest big dab of dust whilewewait for the
Big Green Machineto get us sorted out and sent off to the desert. Was Sitting in the mess tent yesterday
waving both hands over my plate trying to shoo al the fliesaway. Then the wind shifted and | smelled
something foul and saw the latrines only afew yards away, with the same flies swarming around them.
Pointed this out to my commanding officer (not that | was the only nurse or doctor who had noticed it!),
and now thewhole Medica Corpsisin an uproar over what some people are cdling "Civil War
Hygiene." But that's not entirely the Saudis fault. It's pure Army.

Clyde had arrived at the Happy Chef afew minutes early, and read this and two other |ettersfrom
Dediree as he sat on the bench just ingde the entrance, waiting for his breskfast date to arrive.

Happy Chefs dways had to be close to the highway, because each one was marked by a giant fiberglass
effigy of an ebullient, potbellied chef in abig white hat, holding a huge wooden spoon over his heed,
much like a Civil War colond brandishing his cavary saber. This one looked pretty big as Happy Chefs
went; it had to be, in order not to be dwarfed by the Wal-Mart behind it, which looked like something
out of Abu Simbel.

It was the first week in December, and the Happy Chef (both the fiberglass satue and the restaurant
itself) had been adorned with garlands of emerdd-green tinsdl and blinking lights. Christmas advertisng
supplementsto the Des Moines Register and the local paper were strewn like red-and-green chaff dl
over the bench and the lunch counter, reminding Clyde of theill-fated business with Jonathan Town.
Town had called him afew days ago, sounding irritated. "Thanksfor nearly getting mefired,” he had
sad.

"Youintroubleat school ?*

"No, no, I'm talking about my stringer job."

"The Register 7'

"Yeah. | taked to my editor in Des Moines about your Iragi thing. He said held take it the next level up.
Four days later | hear from my boss's boss's boss directly--he calls me on adamn cell phone from
Washington. He reads metheriot act, tellsmethat if | breathe aword about the story to anyone, they
will disavow any knowledge of my actions, fire meingtantly, and let it be known that I'm some sort of a
crackpot who has no connection with the Des Moines Register whatsoever.”

Clyde had mulled thisover. "I supposethisisn't anormal way for them to reject astory idea.”

"Let me put it thisway. When one of my kids comesto mewith alousy story ideafor the school paper, |
usually break the news persondly--1 don't have the secretary of education call him from Washington and
ydl a himfor fifteen minutes.”

"Why do you suppose they did it that way?'

"Y our guessis as good as mine. The guy who bawled me out livesin Washington, if that tellsyou
anything."

"I'm not sureit does," Clyde had said, remembering his and Fazoul's conversation about how clugless
Clyde waswhen it came to the big bad world.



"Look, al I'm saying isthat this guy sounded scared,” Town had said.

And then Clyde had had an insight: Town was talking about how thisbig Register honcho was scared.
And that might very well have been true; but what he redly meant was that he, Jonathan Town, was
scared. And when Clyde had understood that the big Register honcho and Jonathan Town were both
scared, he had begun to fed scared himsalf. Not that he didn't already have plenty to be scared abouit.
But it wasdl locd stuff, persond stuff, and the newsthat people who lived in Washington were scared
threw awhole new layer of generdized dread onto the thing.

The areain front of Happy Chef's cash register had two benches facing each other about six feet apart,
and for several minutes an older fellow had been stting across from Clyde, reading the newspaper and
chewing on amint toothpick that he had plucked from the cup next to thetill. Clyde had glanced up a
this gentleman when hed comein. Not recognizing him, he had turned back to hisintensive study of al
itemsfrom al newspapers pertaining to Desert Shield. Someone had left a Chicago Tribune on the
bench, and this provided alode of datathat Clyde wouldn't otherwise have seen.

"Hell, | don't know," the older fellow said, tossing anewspaper onto the bench. "My niece saysit'sall
about oil."

"Beg pardon?’ Clyde sad.
"My niece. Nicegirl. College sudent--you know how they are."

"l suppose.” Clyde hadn't been a college student himself, but he had arrested enough of them to know
their patterns.

"So last week I'm trying to carve the goddamn turkey, and dl she wantsto do istalk about how the Gulf
thing isjust agrubby squabble over ail "

"What do you think?" Clyde said. He had participated in enough lunch-counter discussionsto know that
thiswas always a sure-fire comeback.

"Well, | suppose she'sgot apoint, in her self-righteous college-student way. | don't imagine we'd have
haf amillion people over thereif it was some shitty little country in Africa. So maybeit is about oil."

"l supposeyou'reright,” Clyde said.
"So should we be over there like we are, just to keep dibs on a shitload of il ?
"Yep," Clydesad. "We should.”

"But dl we hear about from Bush isthat Saddam islike Hitler. It's dways gestapo this and Hitler that,
and how we're going to uphold democracy in Kuwait--which isafeudal aristocracy, for Christ's sake."

Clydeput his Trib in hislap and nodded out the window. The man turned round to see what Clyde was
nodding at. The only thing in that direction was aFirst Nationd Bank of NishWap; beyond that the
barren cornfields stretched away to infinity. "What you looking at?' heinquired.

"Thedectricsagn,” Clydesad.
The sign on the bank said 8:37, and then it said 6°F and then the equivalent in centigrade.

"Six degrees,”" Clyde said. "Pretty damn cold. And | don't see many trees out there that we could use for
firewood. So. We get ail, welive. We don't get ail, we die."



The man turned back around and looked at Clyde. "Simple asthat,” he said.
"Oh, theré's probably alot moreto it that | don't know about,” Clyde said, "but that'show | look at it."

"Six degrees," the man repeated. He picked up a USA Today and looked at the weather map on the
back page. "That's forty degrees cooler than Washington. Big difference. Forty degrees clarifiesalot of
issues, doesnt it?"

"I don't know," Clyde said, "I've never been to Washington."
"Well, you haven't missed anything,” the man said. ™Y ou can take my word for it."

Something finally occurred to Clyde. Helooked out into the parking lot and saw a couple of large
navy-blue cars gitting in the lot with greet clouds of steam coming from their tailpipes. Y oung men in suits
and sunglasses sat in the carstalking into cdllular telephones. He looked back at the other man, who had
adightly sheepish look on hisface.

"Youtheguy?' Clydesad, risngto hisfeet.

"I'm the guy. Ed Hennessey," the man said, rising and extending his hand. " Shit, you're abig guy. But you
weren't aheavyweight?"

"Nah," Clyde said. "Oneweight class below heavyweight. I'm not that big by loca standards.”

"Well, certainly not compared to this Tab Templeton. He was afucking behemoth,” Hennessey said. "l
remember watching him years ago in the Olympics with this kind of morbid fascination. So when thefile
came across my desk, it was area blast from the past. That poor son of abitch.”

Hennessey beckoned Clyde forward and into the restaurant. Clyde fdt alittle edgy walking past the
"Please Wait to Be Seated” sign so cavdierly. But Hennessey, asif he owned the place, led him straight
back to alarge booth in the corner, which could have sested the whole Dhont family. They drew afew
gares as they sat down--not because Clyde was semifamous as awrestling and politicd failure, and not
because Hennessey was a stranger wearing a suit, but because only two of them were taking up awhole
booth. Hennessey folded up hislong overcoat and laid it out on the orange vinyl seat, and Clyde,
knowing that the corner of the restaurant would be cold, just kept his parka on. Hennessey corrdled the
table's ashtray and set up apack of cigarettesand aslver lighter in front of him, asif thisfue would keep
him from freezing in the chill draft pouring down off the big picture windows. "1 likethis place" he sad,
looking around. "Everyoneisared human being here"

Clyde did not redlly understand what Hennessey was talking about; it seemed like an odd thing to say.
"They are pretty good with hash browns here," he said.

"Good! I'll keep that in mind," Hennessey said. He seemed sincerely pleased, asif thiswere the best
news held heard dll year. "Anyone can flip aburger, but hash browns are ablack art,” he said.

"I'vefried up afew potatoes down &t thejail," Clyde said, "and dwaysfound it hard to achieve the right
baance."

"I'm shanty Irish. A south Boston boy--you'll hear the accent when | get excited or drunk,” Hennessey
said. "We know potatoes. But most of us till can't make a decent dab of hash brownsto save our lives.
We can boil stuff like nobody's business, but frying istoo exatic.”

The waitress came around with an insulated pitcher of coffee. Hennessey thanked her warmly and
poured mugs full for both Clyde and himsdlf. Both men reached for the mugs asif they werelife



pr%servers inthe wintry North Atlantic. "Didn't redlize your duties extended to cooking,” Hennessey
sad.

"It'salong story," Clyde sad.

"Anyway, you'll be out of the deputy business-when?"'

"Chrigtmas Day at four in the afternoon.”

"Shit. That bastard stuck you with the Christmas Day shift?"

"I volunteered,” Clyde said, "since my wifeisn't home anyway."

"So that the others could spend it with their families. What amensch,” Hennessey said. "What happens
for you after Chrigmas?'

"Try to live on Desreg's combat pay. |'ve got some red-estate things going. Well find away," Clyde
sad.

"Y ou know, I'm tremendoudly impressed that | wasn't able to sucker you with the prospect of an FBI
job," Hennessey said. "l did sucker you for a couple of weeksthere, didn't 1?7 But not for long--which
makesit al the moreimpressve.”

"l guessyou did have me going for awhile,” Clyde said, taken aback by Hennessey's frankness. The man
used speech in acompletely different way from anyone Clyde had ever known. People around here
gpoke like the Nishnabotnain February, when it was al jammed up with ice, and the movement of water
underneath was only suggested by occasiona groans and pops. Hennessey spoke like afree-running
stream. Like aman whose speech was atool of histrade, atool he'd spent many decades perfecting.

"Thought | was playing you like afish,"” Hennessey said, "and then | get this" He reached into his breast
pocket and took out a sheet of lined paper covered with Clyde's neat handwriting. He pulled a pair of
half glasses out of his other pocket and dipped them on. "I am withdrawing my application to the Federa
Bureau of Investigation,” heread, "as| do not think it would advance my persona goasat thistime." He
looked up over the glassesinto Clyde's eyes. Hennessey had emerad-green eyesin an otherwise
colorless and withered face. They could be very cold and penetrating eyes, Clyde redized. "Now, that's
an interesting sentence. * Advance my persona goals.' What does that mean, Clyde? Other than the
obvious stuff likeraisng your kid."

Clyde's heart jumped to a higher gear. He said nothing.
"Doesit have anything to do with Fazoul and the Iragis? | need to know."
Clydefelt his chest getting al tight. He took a couple of deep breaths, trying to calm down.

"Clyde, you're scaring me," Hennessey said. "Coal it with the emotions for asecond. | want to know
what are your intentions regarding those fucking ragheads and their botulin factory.”

Clyde looked out the window and started grinding histeeth.

"Y esterday," Hennessey said, "you spent an hour and ahaf on the telephone with aJAG lawyer at Fort
Riley, drawing up alast will and testament. True? Y ou don't have to speak. Just nod.”

Clyde nodded.

"Clyde, I'm athree-pack-a-day smoker with four kids and three ex-wives, and | didn't draw up awill



until acouple of years ago. What's going on with you?'

"Bullshit," Clyde sad. "That's bullshit."

"Pardon me?'

"YoureCIA," Clydesad. "l dont think they'd let you out of the country without awill.”

Hennessey raised his eyebrows and whistled. "Okay. Let me rephrase. | know some heavy smokers with
kids and ex-wives who don't work for the CIA, and who didn't get around to thinking about their wills
until they weretwice asold as you, and awholelot closer to the end of their life expectancy.”

"What'sthe CIA doing inside the United States?' Clyde said. "That's uncondtitutiond.”

"Oh, nice change of subject, Clyde. Don't think | won't come back to this. By theway, it isn't
uncondtitutiond. It'sjust illegd ashell,” Hennessey said.

"What areyou doing illegdly, then?"
"Promisenot to tell ?'

"Yup."

"Crossyour heart and dl that shit?'
"| either promiseor | don't."

"Okay. Clyde, | shouldn't tell you any of this, but | know my secrets are safe with you. None of the
people who want to know this stuff will take you serioudy--which istheir fault, not yours. But that
doesn't matter. Y ou'll never tell because you promised you wouldn't. Y ou'll never revea what I'm going
to tell you here at the Happy Chef, any more than you'll describe to me the face of Mohammed
Ayubanov. Just as Fazoul entrusted you with the face of Mo, aswe affectionately call Mr. Ayubanov in
certain precincts of northern Virginia, I'm entrusting you with the Tale of Ed."

The waitress came by. Hennessey ordered the number five, with extra hash browns on the side, and
Clyde ordered the same thing; he reckoned that Hennessey would probably pay the tab, and so the extra
potatoes did not seem extravagant.

"Okay, Sherlock. Asyou have correctly deduced, | redlly work, and have dways worked, for the CIA,
which happensto be a dangeroudy screwed-up and mole-ridden organization. We recruit the most
wonderful youngsters from places like Wapsi pinicon and send them off to exotic lands and they never
come back. Someone is selling them out--perhaps severa someones are. We call these someones moles.
Now, if you were running such an organization, how would you find the moles, Clyde?"

"l guess|'d try to hire better people.”

Hennessey threw his head back and laughed ddlightedly. When held got camed down, he said, "Bt it's
the fucking federal government, Clyde. That's not an option. We take what they send us. Now, in al
seriousness, if you knew that moles existed, and you were pretty certain that they were posted herein
CONUS, what would you do?"

In the last couple of months Clyde had seen enough military paperwork to know that CONUS meant
"continental United States.” "Well," he said, "it'sillegd for you to actudly do anything here."

"Right."



"Doesn't the FBI handle counterintelligence?!

"Y es. They keep saying so, anyway."
"Wouldnt that extend to mole hunting?”

"So far you are one hundred percent right, Clyde. It'sjust that, at this point, thereisalittle hitch. See,
catching foreign agentsis one thing. Usudly they are posted at foreign embassies, or at placeslike
Eagtern lowaUniversity. They are on dien soil. They are more vulnerable. They are easier targetsfor the
FBI's counterintel people. But amoleisadifferent thing. A moleisan American, hence operating on his
own home territory, which makes everything ahundred times easier for him. And rather than having to
penetrate our ingtitutions from outside, he's dready ensconced in the holy of holies--the CIA. Do you
have any ideahow hard it isfor the FBI to tackle a problem like that?"

"Pretty hard, | guess."

"It'safucking nightmare. They can't possibly make any headway without extensive cooperation from the
CIA itsdf. And when we start down that road, we run into legdity problemsin notimeflat. Thelinesare
terribly ambiguous. If we st down in aconference room with the FBI guys and tell them about someone
wethink isalittle suspicious, are we violating the law againgt operating in the U.S.? Who the fuck
knows? Theway things are in Washington now, amost anything we do could be exposed and picked
gpart in some congressiond hearing.

"Besides, Clyde, if you think about it, weve got something of a catch-twenty-two here anyway. If the
CIA iscompromised by moles, then any effortsthe CIA makesto find the moles, or to help the FBI find
them, are dso compromised. Makes you tear your hair out," he said, running one hand back over his
scalp, thinly veiled with steel-wool-colored hair. " So afew years ago, this one tired old war-weary son of
abitch came up with an idea. He was going to dedl with thismole problem once and for dl. He officidly
resigned from the CIA. He spent ayear doing basically nothing--supposedly he was teaching on a
part-time basis at Boston College, but that was bullshit. Then he came back down to Washington and
began anew career--working for the FBI, in the counterintelligence office. And he brought afew
handpicked people along with him from the Agency--some of those better people we should have hired
to begin with, asyou said. And he set about trying to root out moles from the CIA. For dl intentsand
purposes, hewas a CIA man. But he was operating under an FBI flag of convenience, which did two
thingsfor him: one, made the wholething legd, and two, created afirewa| between him and the
mole-ridden Agency, so that his efforts would not be compromised before they could cometo fruition.”

"So how has your plan been working so far, Mr. Hennessey?!

Hennessey grimaced and shrugged. "It was okay for awhile," he said. "We made some headway. But
last week the shit redlly hit the fan. There are some people out there in Washington who don't like me
very much, and al of a sudden they are shocked, shocked to find that I'm doing what amountsto CIA
work insgdethe U.S. They have managed to launch an investigation of yourstruly by an inspector generd,
which, in D.C., isvery scary and serious business.”

"Y ou going to prison?"

"Oh, hell no. I'm much too careful. I'll be back in anice office a Langley within amonth. But it does
cramp my style pretty badly.”

"What have you been doing in Forks County? The Iragi thing doesn't have anything to do with moles,
doesit?"



"No, it doesn't. Weve been here keeping an eye on your friend Fazoul."

“Why?

"Wefound a CIA person a Langley who was doing the wrong things--had too much money in his bank
account, didn't do so hot on the polygraph, etcetera. We put him under survelllance. We found that he
was being run by aforeign agent based in Wapsipinicon, lowa, of al places-obvioudy agraduate
student at your fine university. This person turned out to be very hard to pin down--he was very good.
We put Marcus out here with the task of finding which foreign graduate student was running the mole.
And dthough we never found a smoking gun, we did build up some circumstantial evidence that the
culprit was none other than your friend Fazoul. Which was a big surprise, because Fazoul isaVakhan
Turk--aman without acountry. Y our average dispossessed, landless ethnic group doesn't have its act
together well enough to place and run moles at the CIA, s0 | took an interest in Fazoul and his boss,
Mohammed Ayubanov. The Vakhan Turks have become sort of like my hobby.

"Then this goddamn horse-muitilation thing happened. Then | find mysdlf in aturf battle Marcusismy
guy, remember, and he'sin Nishnabotna for one thing and one thing only, and that isto keep tabs on
Fazoul and his merry men and wait for them to get in touch with their supposed mole at Langley. But dl
of asudden the FBI issaying, ‘ Hey, we've got aman stationed there, let's get him working on the
horsies." So Marcus, who as you noticed is not acop and never will be, suddenly hasto pretend to be a
cop in order to preserve the fucking cover story about why he'sthere, and instead of chasing Fazoul he's
running around after a bunch of goddamn horses." Hennessey rolled his eyes. "Jesus. Never work for the
government, Clyde."

"Doesn't seem likdy thet | ever will."

"That's good. People go into the government thing with these romantic ideas—-just like you, afew weeks
ago, when you filled out the job gpplication. Then they encounter the redlity and become cynicd and
jaded. Most of them quit at that point, which istherational thing to do. But some of us stay on. Why
would anyone stay on even after he had become cynical and jaded?”

"| can't guess. Maybe to pay the mortgage?'
"That's part of it,” Hennessey said. "But the redl reason is character defects.”

Hennessey |et that one hang in the air for awhile as the waitress showed up with the two number fives.
Shefeigned surprise at their nearly empty coffee thermas, filled both their mugs, and replaced the
thermos with afresh one.

Both men went for the hash brownsfirst: disks of golden brown, the outer shell ascrip asiceona
puddle, the center moist and soft but till chewable. Their eyes locked across the table. Hennessey sighed
and looked asif he were about to weep. "Oh, yeah," he said through hisfood. "Oh, yeah."

"What'syours?' Clyde said after they had been eating for aminute or two.
"Pardon?'
"What's your character defect?’

"Exactly!" Hennessey said, stabbing hisfork at Clyde. He spoke the word so loudly that heads turned
around the room. Then he quieted down. "That's exactly how you haveto think in D.C. If you're dealing
with anyone who's been there for more than five years, you have to ask yourself, * Okay, what'sthisguy's
character flaw? After awhile you develop ataxonomy. A classification system. So you have your



people-on-a-power-trip. Y our salf-deluded types. The occasiond fanatic, though the system tends to
weed those out.”" Hennessey paused long enough to pop another bite into hismouth. "Me? 1 liketowin."

"That'syour flav?'
"Itiswhenyoulikeit asmuch as| do. It'skind of asck thing, the pleasure of winning."
"I wouldn't know," Clyde said.

Hennessey laughed ruefully. ™Y our problem with thisIraq thing isthat you've got tangled up, unwittingly,
with people who long ago decided it wasn't sophigticated to be sincere, that sincerity wasfor fools, that
sincere people were put on earth to be manipulated and exploited by people like them--for the greater
good, of course. Thisis currently the most common character flaw in the Washington
establishment--attempts to be Machiavellian by people who lack the talent, the panache, to pull it off. So
here you are, good old Clyde Banks, desperately trying to deal with thisvery rea problem here on the
ground, and it'sasif you'rein anightmare where these fucking bush-league Machiavellis listen to what
you're saying but don't redly understand.”

"That's pretty much what it fedslike," Clyde said, frowning at his corned-beef hash and nodding his
head.

"You and | know that something is going on in Forks County, and we would like to do something about
it," Hennessey said, "but between the two of us are about ten thousand of these people who are too busy
looking down their noses at usto actualy grasp the problem and take action. Y ou must know that taking
action islooked down upon, Clyde. Thisisthe postmodern era. When events come to a cusp, were
supposed to screw our courage to the sticking place and launch areandysis of the e eventh draft of the
working document. Actualy going out and doing stuff in the physical world is smply beyond the
comprehension of these people. They're never going to do anything about the Iragisin Forks. Never."

"That sort of confirmswhat | wasthinking," Clyde said.
"Which brings us back, unless I'm mistaken, to your sudden desirefor alast will and testament.”

Clyde nodded and ate for awhile. Hennessey did the same, both men gathering strength for the next
round.

"'Course," Clyde said, "Army wants you to have awill anyway, when one of you goes overseason a
combat misson."

"Of course" Hennessey said.

"But you'reright in what you'rethinking," Clyde said. He swallowed hard and turned his head to ook out
the window. Hisrib cage shuddered like an old truck engine trying to start up, and hot tears suddenly
sprouted from his eyes and ran down his cheeks. He shifted his body toward the window, rested his
head on one hand, and let the tears run for a minute or so, knowing that no one but Hennessey could see
him.

Hennessey spped coffee and |ooked out the window, too. " Sheriff Mullowney won't help. FBI won't
help. CIA can't hdp,” Hennessey said after awhile. "Old Clydeis on hisown, and thistime he's not going
tolose, ishe?’

Clyde shook his head and tried to say "Nope," but hisvoice didn't work.

"That'sthe spirit," Hennessey said. Y ou've got to love to win. Should we go out and win one, Clyde?"



llWe?l

"I'm not going to Sit here and bullshit you. In alittle while I'm going to fly back to D.C., and | probably
won't leave until thisthing isover. | won't be here with you on the front line, | won't berisking my life.
Currently my stock isvery low with both the CIA and the FBI, because | haven't been winning recently.
I've been getting my ass kicked, frankly, which redly pisses me off--but that's neither here nor there. The
point isthat | cannot arrange for planeloads of heavily armed federal agentsto descend from the skies.
Or anything like that. But | may be able to make mysdlf useful in smaller ways."

forty-nine

BETSY THOUGHT it was gppropriate that she would have her session with the ingpector general on
the winter solstice, the darkest day of the year. Aslong as she had been in government work, the two
most awesome words in tandem were "inspector” and "generd." These people had, depending on one's
point of view, the power of God at the minimum, or, at the maximum, of the IRS. IGs could be
Torquemadas--who ddlighted in giving pain--or Thomases--who falsely embodied tiresome
principles--or, perhapsworst, Siricas, who would nibble you to desth. They wrote their own charges,
and it was aleged that in the Agency there were no procedura niceties like habeas corpusto get in their

way.

Betsy had hardly been surprised when her supervisors at the Agency had informed her that her polygraph
with the redoubtable Kim McMurtry hadn't gone very well. It had, in fact, gone so badly that it had set
into motion anew investigation of which little was revedled to her. But from its very downess sheinferred
that it must be agigantic, multiagency engine of destruction. Now, amonth and ahalf later, it had cometo
this. bein such-and-such an office on the tenth floor of the New Executive Office Building at nine-thirty
A.M. on 21 December, to have alittle chat with the inspector generdl.

No formal statement of the charges against her had been made. She knew she wasin trouble, but she
could not tell how seriousit might be. She knew only that there was one way out of Washington, and it
passed through a certain doorway in the NEOB.

She took the metro over to Farragut West and checked through security at nine-fifteen. She took the
elevator to the tenth floor and went to the ladies room to wash her face and get ready for what wasto
come.

She was shocked by the facein the mirror. In the last year new lines had creased her forehead. The
beginnings of a permanent frown could be seen. She had never been the kind of girl who dotted her i's
with smiley faces. But she didn't think of hersalf asasad or tragic person and was disturbed to see that
she now wore the mask of avictim, of onewho had undergone grest pain.

The door was a solid unmarked dab of wood that could have led to ajanitor's closet. There was no
answer to her knock, so shetried the knob and found that it was unlocked. She entered adimly lit
anteroom with adesk, a chair, no telephone, and the standard picture of George Bush on thewadll. She
thought back to that day in August when he'd taken her out on his Cigarette boat and told her to hangin
there. She could take some satisfaction in knowing that shed done that.

It was nine thirty-three and no one seemed to be around, so she went to the next door and knocked. A
thin, rather high-pitched voice said, "Comein, please.”

She opened the door and entered a conference room, much more brightly lit. One person wasin there,
seated at the end of atable that could have handled twelve people. She was struck by how large he was,
for aman with ahigh-pitched voice. He had a high forehead, emphasized by advanced badness, and



worerimless glasses. On the tablein front of him was ablotter with ayellow legd pad onit, three
government-issue Skilcraft pens, and an archaic redl-to-red tape recorder.

Betsy looked around reflexively. He said, "There are no cameras, no one-way mirrors, none of that.

Y ou'll be dedling with just me. And our government in its wisdom appointed meto find the truth, whichis
apretty smplejob description by local standards.” He stopped for amoment, then mused, " Probably the
next generation will have no need for human beingsin thisjob--just chemical tests and voice-stress
andysis. Hmm, hmm." Then he sood up. He must have been six-seven or six-eight. "My nameis Richard
Holmes. | dwaystell people that's no relation to Sherlock. I'm actualy ashirttail descendant of Oliver
Wendell. He used up six or seven generations worth of brains, so the rest of us have labored in obscurity
as bureaucrats or tax lawyers. Though | do have a granddaughter who shows promise.”

Betsy shook his hand and said, "Pleased to meet you. Betsy Vandeventer." Sheld been around long
enough not to fal too quickly for thiskind of folksy, salf-deprecating chatter. But Holmes did not seem
blatantly insincere.

"That'sardief,” Holmesjoked. "Wdll, shal we get on with this?"

He sat down and motioned for Betsy to Sit to hisleft, near the tape recorder. "Y oull liketheview," he
said, and shedid. A little snow squall was coming down, and it looked glorious--for those who weren't
driving. "Before | get started asking questions of you, do you have any for me?"

"Isthisit? Just you and me?"

"Yes" And then, leaning toward her, sotto voce: "I hope peoplewon't talk." He ddlivered his jokes
ponderoudy and amost gpologeticaly, like aprofessor.

Betsy smiled politely. "Onemore. Am | in trouble? Are there charges against me?'

"That was two. The answer to thefirst questionisyes. Dr. Millikan feelsthat you have committed
security violations--passing information around to those with no need to know, or, to be specific, to Mr.
Hennessey. That's a hard one to make stick. Y ou are very conscientious about basic security
procedures. Asto the second question, no. There are no charges against you. Y ou never handled
budget, which iswhere most of the problems come from. Y ou never hired or fired anyone, whichis
another common source of trouble. Y ou were never in Operations, so you didn't kill the wrong people or
overthrow the wrong government.” He paused, reached under the table, and brought up a thermos and
two cups. "Y ou're going to betalking alot, so | brought something to wet your whistle. | hopeyou like
hot chocolate.”

"That would belovey."

"Now I'm turning on the tape recorder. This should be the only recording of this conversation, because
thisis supposed to be one of the designated secure roomsin this building." He cleared histhroat and
turned on the machine; the reels spun smoothly and silently, exerting asort of hypnotic effect on Betsy.
He spoke for afew moments, rattling off the who-what-where-when-why of theinterview. Then he
turned off the machine and stared directly into her eyesfor the first time since she'd entered the room.

"Y ou know were quite close to war in the Gulf. Y ou aso know that you were largely on the mark with
your views. Based upon your unofficia consultation work with Mr. Hennessey, | think you think that
some dements of thiscrissareto be found in the middle part of this country. | will ask you to tell me
your views on this. Y ou have total immunity on this subject. Y ou must trust mewhen | tell you that.”

Even after all shed gone through, Betsy believed the words of this strange, tall old man. She wanted to



ask many questions about where this report would go after he'd finished it. It was strange thet the
interview was happening in the NEOB and not at Langley.

He reached for the switch on the tape recorder. She held up one hand to stop him and said, "What's the
downside for me?"

"If your hypothesisiswrong, you will be scapegoated, for internal USG consumption. It isalmost
inconceivable that any actua pendtieswill be levied againg you. Y ou'll never work for government

agan."
"Sounds like agood ded to me," Betsy said. "Rall that sucker."

He gstarted the machine again. "Ms. Vandeventer, | understand from your file that you will be leaving your
current position at the end of the year."

"Thet is correct.”
"What were your duties?”

Betsy recapitulated her five years at the Agency, out of practice describing her work only in the most
generd terms.

"Ms. Vandeventer, | should have reminded you that thisinterview is classfied at the very highest level, s0
fed freeto go into detail, complete with any discusson of sources and methods that may be relevant, and
any commentary you may wish to make, pro or con, on Agency personnd and practices.”

Twenty minutes later she was dlill talking. Holmes refilled her hot chocolate and gently reminded her to
move on to the fateful briefing with the Agricultura attaché.

Betsy burned her lips on the chocolate, fresh and boiling hot from the thermos, and forged on. With the
exception of atime-out to turn the tape over, Holmes did not interrupt her. He smply looked at her
through the scratched and smudged lenses of his glasses and made incredibly intricate doodles on his
tablet. Findly shetold thetae of her fina polygraph test and summarized the ensuing severa weeks of
meaningless make-work.

"Isthat dl?'
"| bdieves0."

"Then onelast question. During your time at the Agency you were strongly enjoined from doing
forward-leaning analysis. When you broke this rule, you were severdly reprimanded. Now | would like
you to do some forward-leaning analysis for me. Based on everything you've seen and experienced in the
last year, what isyour andlysis of our current Situation vis-a-vis Saddam?"

It was avery strange request from an ingpector genera, but Betsy saw no harm in playing along--they
had only ten more daysin which to persecute her. She cleared her throat, drained the last of the hot
chocolate, sat up straight, and composed her thoughts for amoment before answering. " Saddam has
shown abaffling level of subbornnessin Kuwait. It's crazy for him to keep hisforcestherein the face of
such enormous odds. No one can figure out why he hasn't backed down--most people just shrug their
shoulders and say he must be amadman.

"But | don't think hesamadman. | think that his strategy relies on the assumption that he's holding a
weapon of mass destruction in his hands. When we get down to crunch time, he can lob
biologicd-warfare agentsinto Isragl and force the |sradlisto attack him. Thiswill destroy the codition



that Messrs. Bush and Baker have worked so hard to build. The anti-Saddam forces will fal into
disarray, and theré's agood chance helll be able to remain in Kuwait with no repercussions other than
Some economic sanctions.”

"And you think that the wegpon in question isnow within our borders.”

"| think that some very bad men were dispatched from Baghdad and inserted into this country shortly
before Saddam'sinvasion of Kuwait. They must have been sent to do something extremely important.
They killed my brother, and Margaret Park-O'Nell, to cover their tracks. | think it is not unreasonable to
suspect that these men may be producing biologica weaponswithin our borders even as we speak, most
likely somewherein thevicinity of Forks County, lowa."

That was as smply and clearly as she could put it. Holmes seemed satisfied; he nodded deeply and
turned off the tape machine with asatisfying clunk. He stood up and |ooked out the window--the snow
was dready melting under abright winter sun. Y ou know," he said, "at momentslikethis| awaysliketo
recdl Bismarck's statement that God protects drunks and the United States of America”

Betsy fdt invigorated and renewed. Holmes |ooked drained and exhausted, asif she had passed her
burden of knowledge onto him and it was dready weighing him down. He looked a her somberly and
sad, "l understland why you're leaving government service. But it's a shame. We need people like you.”
He unplugged the tape recorder and began neetly coiling up its power cord. When thiswasfinished, he
put his pens and papers away into abig lawyer's briefcase. Then, asif suddenly struck by athought, he
took off his glasses and looked at her with the nicest, degpest blue eyes sheld ever seen. "Please believe
me when | tell you I'm so sorry about your brother.”

"Thank you," Betsy said, and then, to her own surprise, dissolved into tears. She pulled anew packet of
Kleenexes from her purse, put oneto her face, and began to sob out loud. It was a strange combination
of sadness over Kevin combined with rdlief that she wouldn't be thrown into jail, that she could get out of
town and begin her life again, that she'd told someone who had listened.

Holmes sat down. He didn't know what to do. He patted her on the shoulder once or twice and waited.
"Boy ohboy," Betsy findly said when it was over. " Sorry about that.”

"Quitedl right."

"l hope I've been of some help.”

Holmeswinked at her. "It's safe to say that you have," he said. He opened the door and held it for her.
Betsy walked into the darkness of the anteroom and nearly tripped over Ed Hennessey, drinking coffee
from a Styrofoam cup the size of a paint bucket.

"What are you doing here?' she blurted.
"Christmas shopping,” Hennessey shot back, "which iswhat you should be doing.”

"I cantakeahint. I'll get lost," Betsy said. Shewaked out through the dablike door, and asit closed
behind her, she could hear Hennessey greeting Holmes and chaffing him mercilessly about his badness.

fifty

MOST OF Eastern lowa University's seniors wanted to graduate in spring, when they could do their
walk infront of the regents and the president of the university, and some worthy speaker such as Dan



Quayle or Mike Ditkawould be there to talk and receive an honorary doctorate. Besides, the campus
would look pretty and there would be plenty of parties.

The December ceremony, on the other hand, had the ambience of an Organization of Asan and African
States meeting. The foreign graduate students had to go through the ceremony for the picturesto take
back home, not only for their families but for their governments as well--a photograph of a scholar
standing in his robes and hood next to his graduate adviser seemed amore tangible proof of completion
than afaked-up piece of sheepskin. Most of them had to be out of the country within aweek after
finishing their degrees, so the winter ceremony aso had an air of findity about it.

On the morning of Saturday, the twenty-second of December, Clyde and Maggie werein the TV room.
Maggie was pulling hersalf up on things, clearly intending to be an early walker. Clyde waswaiching Iragi
schoolchildren running air-raid drillson CNN, and going through aweek's worth of mail. Hefound a
cream-colored envelope made of nice heavy paper and opened it, expecting another wedding invitation
from some shirttail Dhont Six times removed. Instead it was an invitation from Fazoul to attend his
graduation ceremony. As part of a package deal the Twister Bookstore had thrown in ten personalized
invitesto people renting robes and hoods from them, and Fazoul had been nice enough to put Clyde on
hisligt.

It was anicelittle bright spot in abad month. And the business with the Iragis was putting him through an
emotiona mangle. Part of the time he was anxious that he would never figure out where the Iragis had
built their facility. When he was chasing down a promising lead and began to convince himsdf that he had
amogt found them, he came face-to-face with the redization that he was very likely to die soon. HEd
aready made up hismind, in an abstract and theoretical way, that he would settle for that.

The notion of never seeing Maggie again was imposs ble to entertain when he wasin the same room with
her. When he was out in the station wagon by himsdf with a pump shotgun and a high-powered rifle
resting on the seat under an old blanket, following a suspected Iragi agent and beginning to think that he
might be close, then the possibility seemed very redl, and his heart pounded so hard, it most knocked
him over, and he wondered whether he would be any use when it came down to actualy doing
something.

Inthe midst of dl thisthe notion of going to see Fazoul receive hisinternationd-business MBA lifted his
spirit. Even that was bitterswest, for he knew that Fazoul's visaran out immediately after graduation, and
that he would never see the family again after today unlessthey dl lived through the next couple of
months and then made atrip to wherever the VVakhan Turks were currently encamped.

He wrested the remote control from Maggi€e's grasp, sending her into atantrum, and switched over to the
Weather Channd just in time for the Gulf weether report, which was hisfavorite part of thetelevison
coverage. It made him fed somehow closer to hiswife. It was somehow reassuring to see the familiar
high- and low-pressure symbols advancing across the Tigris-and-Euphrates region.

The phone rang, and he knew that it was Desiree. Her unit held adrawing to see who and in what order
people would be able to make phone calls. "Hi, darling,”" she said, and Clyde knew something was
wrong. Thevoice had lost its snap, its confidence.

"Y ou okay?'
"Y eah. Better et metalk to my baby."
"She's deegping on top of me here”

"Let me hear her breathe."



He put the mouthpiece as close to Maggie's mouth as he could without waking her up. On the other end
of the line he could hear Desiree beginning to come gpart.

"Niceto hear from you, babe," he said. He knew they had only three minutes.
"Honey," her choked voice came through the ether. " Always remember, | love you.”

In the upper Midwest people generdly didn't say they loved each other unless one of them was on hisor
her deathbed. Television provided the bizarre, alien spectacle of actors kissing total Strangers asthey
strode onto the sets of talk and award shows. People hugging while they extended the "peace of the
Lord" to each other in church drew sharp frowns. People loved each other. That was enough;, it wasn't
necessary to talk about it. Desiree loved Clyde; she knew it, he knew it. They didn't talk about it. They
lived it. Clyde knew something was terribly wrong, that Desiree had learned something. That shewas
scared to desath.

He went to the kitchen, carrying the baby on his hip, mixed up some formula, and then went back to the
recliner to feed the baby and watch CNN. He amost fell adegp again and was awakened by agrumpy
noise from the baby when the bottle fell from her grasp. Hefdt too drained to go through the motions
anymore. He changed her digper, got her Stuff together, and left for the graduation ceremony, leaving her
with the Dhonts.

At onefifty-five he pulled into the vast, mostly empty parking lot of the Flanagan Multipurpose Arena,
which they used to call the armory until they had put anew high-tech roof on it and painted over the
cinder blocks. As he approached the entrance, he spotted Ken Knightly standing there, smoking his
Camed inamogt seriousway.

"How'sit goin', Dean?"

"Hey, Clyde. Big day. Our buddy Fazoul is heading back to Vakhan land. Hold thisfor me, would you?'
He handed Clyde a half-smoked Came while he reached in abackpack for hisrobes and hood, which
had evidently been tightly wadded together and stored in adamp location since the spring ceremony.
"Don't want to immolate mysdlf," he explained, nodding at the cigarette. " These robes are made out of
frozen gasoline, you know." The robe was aready zipped up, so hethrew it on over hishead likea
T-shirt. Then he pulled out something floppy and violet: agaudy, oversize beret. "Got thisas afreghie
with an honorary doctorate at the University of Dubai. Doesn't blow off in the wind as easy asthe
goddamned mortarboard, which is an important consideration out here on the prairie. Wed better go in.
Thanks." He took the cigarette back, smoked it down to abutt in several long draws, and stamped it out
at the threshold of the Flanagan's main entrance.

The gym was about one-quarter full. Knightly led Clyde down onto the maple floor of the basketball
court and pointed out some empty seats close to the dais where he and other university dignitarieswould
be seated. "'If you would do me alittle favor and sit there, Clyde. Weve gottatalk after thisis done.”

The Twigters pep band, dressed in their blazers and gray flanndls, began to play "Pomp and
Circumgance.”

Clyde was asoftie for ceremonies--even the flag ceremonies at Cub Scout meetings. He looked around
the haf-filled gym and saw afew parents, but mostly wives and children, dl dressed in their best. He saw
one of the Iragis he'd been following and wasn't sure whether to be glad that the man was getting out of
Dodge, or frustrated by hisinability to catch the guy red-handed.

The degree candidates were led in by the president of the university, his adminigtration, and then the
faculty in their robes and hoods. Then came the students themselves with their different specidities



represented by different series of colors on the hoods. By the time they were dl in, the pep band played
with abit lessflair. Then the " Star-Spangled Banner" was played, and then a suitably neutrd prayer ("O
Creator of the Universe") was uttered by the local Unitarian pastor.

Clyde sat down and stood up on command, like atwelfth-century newly converted peasant at hisfirst
Mass, but his mind was el sewhere. He didn't even redize the ceremony was over until hefelt agentle
sueeze on hisleft arm, and there was Farida. "We're so happy you could come.” She extended her
baby son over to Clyde. "Could you hold him while we take pictures?’

The baby was sound adegp, an angelic, honey-skinned creature with astonishingly long and thick
eyelashes. Clyde watched as Fazoul stood bedecked in hisM.S. hood next to his adviser, Chung-Shin
Kim, and then with Dean Knightly, who seemed blinded by all the mini-sirobes and badly in need of a
smoke. Then Fazoul motioned for Clyde to come up. Clyde was surprised when he was dragged in with
the entirefamily.

"Thisisgood-bye, my friend," Fazoul said as he held Clyde's hand in along handshake. Then he hugged
him. "Don't forget me."

Faridacame up, tearsin her eyes, and said, "Know that we are praying for your wife. Weareadl in the
same struggle here.”

Fazoul said something sharply to her, and she responded in English, "We aretogether. That'sal.”

Knightly stepped in and said, "Wed better get you folks down to the train station. The Amtrak’s showing
up in about forty-five minutes. I'll give you aride. Y ou want to come dong, Clyde?"

"Got gpace?’
"Got a Suburban.”
"Sure. My shift doesn't start for a couple of hours."

When they arrived at the station, it became clear that the next train to Chicago was going to befilled with
newly minted Ph.D.'sand M.S. students going to Union Station, then catching the El to O'Hare for flights
back to ther various homes around the globe. It was an incredible multiethnic crowd in adecidedly
mixed set of moods--many didn't want to go back to their homelands, while others couldn't wait to be
free of what they saw asthe cultura barbarism of Americain genera and the Midwest in particular. But
al of them seemed to agree that Dean Knightly was the best thing about this place, and so Clyde enjoyed
standing there, leaning back againgt thewall of the station, watching the graduates and their familiesline
up to shake hishand, hug him, kisshim, presssmall giftsinto hishands. By thetimethetrain pulled into
the station, tears were running fredy down Knightly's face.

Clyde and Knightly stood together asthetrain pulled away, and Knightly said, Y ou know, it ripsme
gpart every time we send a bunch of them on. They haveto go back. They can't Say. It's better that they
go. But working with these peopleisthe best job any man can have in thisbusiness.”

"Y ou've got some bad ones, t0o."

"Sure, but at least they're smart and motivated bad ones. | hate to say this, but | have real contempt”--he
caught himsdlf--"I have astrong fedling of disgppointment about most of our American kids. They dont
know why they're here." Knightly heaved abig sigh, stretched, then turned his back on the receding train,
putting that particular batch of students out of hislife. "Okay, Clyde. Let'sgo get abeer.”

"Can't do that. Got to go to work."



"How about tonight, after you get off work?"
"Ken, | don't get off until midnight.”

"That's okay."

"Then | haveto go collect Maggie and get in bed.”

Knightly appeared not to hear any of this. "Cometo my place, Clyde. Go ahead and bring that darn
baby. My wifewill look after her. Weve got sometalking to do.”

There was black ice on the roads that day, the shortest day of the year, and as soon as dusk fell, the cars
gtarted going into the ditches, and Clyde and the other deputies on duty began to litter the highway's of
rura Forks County with road flares and to jam the airwaves with requests for tow trucks. Thiswasal
good for Clyde, because he needed something to make the time go by faster. He had findlly got it through
his skull that Knightly had something important to say to him, and the end of his shift could not come soon
enough. He watched the tow-truck drivers carefully, wondering just how afellow went about getting a
job likethat, and what the pay was like. Certainly you could make alot of money at it on aday like
today.

Then heremembered hislarger mission and reminded himsdlf that he had other concernsfor thetime
being.

He went back to the department and dropped his unit off for the second-to-last time; his next and last
shift as a sheriff's deputy would begin fifty-ax hours from now, Christmas Day, from eight in the morning
to four in the afternoon. He fired up the Murder Car and went out to Dick Dhont'sto pick up Maggie.
By now he had perfected thetrick of easing her from crib into car seet, and of spiriting her out into the
station wagon, without waking her up. Dick Dhont handed off the baby-supply bag, and Clyde judged
that it had sufficient provisionsto keep Maggie dive for another few hours. He tossed it onto the
passenger seet, on top of the blanket that concedled the two long guns, said good night to Dick, and then
drove straight to Knightly's house,

Ken Knightly did not seem to care for the company of professors or for the architecture of the
yuppie/academic suburbs that had grown up to the north and west of Wapsipinicon. Rather, helivedina
part of Nishnabotnathat many locas referred to smply as"Nigger Town" in recognition of the fact that
something like twenty percent of the residents were black. Knightly had bought the mansion constructed
by Reinhold Richter, the town'sfirst and last lumber king (he had cut down al the trees), back in the
1870s. Hewent in and ripped out al the stuff hedidn't like and al the wires and pipesthat didn't work
anymore, then got it declared a historic-preservation site for the tax advantages, then put in
date-of-the-art infrastructure. All told, there were nineteen roomsin the Richter mansion, and Knightly
and hiswifewere going tofill dl of them with the assembled evidence of their twenty yearsof living
abroad.

Theyard was till torn up from construction, asea of churned black mud frozen into ahard and brittle
moonscape. Clearly it didn't matter where Clyde parked, so he parked close to the door and carried
Maggie gingerly up the steps onto the veranda, which was wide enough to race horses four abreast.
Clyde looked for the doorbell and couldn't find it. But a hand-lettered sign had been tacked up where
you might expect to find adoorbell, reading "Pull the Rope." An arrow directed his attention upward to a
brass handle projecting from the door frame. It required a hefty yank. Some eighteen inches of frayed
nineteenth-century rope eventually came out. As soon ashelet it go, an internal mechanism began to red
it dowly back in, and abox of chimesrang out "Seegpers Awake." Maggie sartled and began to shriek.
The door opened, five feet wide and three inches thick, and there was Knightly.



"Got to muffle those goddamned chimes, Sonia," Knightly barked. Hiswife shouted something equally
strong back, Clyde thought, but not in English.

Sonia came down the giant Sairway. She was brilliant and tiny, with olive skin and alovely smile framed
in perfectly applied red lipstick, asif it were not one o'clock in the morning. "Nice to meet you, Clyde.
Ken has said good things about you." She said thisasif it were dl that she demanded in the way of a
character reference. Then she turned the full powers of her charm and energy on Maggie, who was
anxiousfor afew moments, then fell silent, fascinated by the sounds and fragrances emanating from
Sonia, and consented to be taken avay somewhere and rocked back to deep.

Clydefallowed Knightly through the living room, the library, and finaly to the back porch, where his host
yanked aflashlight off awall bracket and aimed its powerful halogen beam at hisfeet. "Watch your step,”
Knightly ingtructed, "we haven't fixed the sairsyet." Indeed, they were rotten, buttressed by concrete
blocks. He picked hisway over the treacherous, ankle-breaking tire ruts frozen into the mud of the side
yard and entered the garage, athree-car mode with ahigh roof. Clyde knew better than to ask, and
smply followed.

The garage was completdly filled with dusty junk, except for anarrow winding passageway between
sofas, filing cabinets, shipping crates, and old foreign motorcycles, which led to a crude ladder made of
two-by-fours and nailed to awall. It led to atrapdoor in the ceiling. Knightly climbed up afew rungs and
knocked on it with the butt of hisbig black cop flashlight--three longs and two shorts.

The trapdoor opened. Knightly shone the light up, piercing the square of blackness, and illuminated a
ghastly face that would have sent Clyde running al the way to thelllinois border if he hadn't recognized
it.

"Fazoul!" Clydesad. "I'll bedarn.”

They clambered up the ladder and into the attic. Clyde was surprised to find awarm, well-furnished,
windowless space. There was adesk, awet bar, and the smell of Knightly's Camels, asmall but good
home entertainment center, aurina plumbed into one wall, apool table, but no telephone.

"Wevedl got to have ahidey-hole," Knightly said. " Someplace where nobody can find us and we can
do what we want to do.”

"How many people know about this?* Clyde said.

"Sonia, Fazoul, and now you."

Fazoul threw his good arm around Clyde's shoulders and said, "We haveto talk."
Clydesad, "l figured you were halfway over the polar ice cap to wherever."

"Ah that, that was easy. | have a brother who works at O'Hare. He has accessto the
international-departures area.”

Knightly turned to Clyde and drawled, "Ain't that convenient?Y ou would be surprised, Clyde, if you
knew how often convenient things happened to Fazoul and his thousands and thousands of brothers.”

"Well," Fazoul admitted, "I am using the word ‘ brother' in an extended sense. Heisa compatriot. When |
went into the men's room, he happened to be there, working on adefective air-drying machine. Heis
now over theice cap somewhere with my wife and little Khalid.”

"How did you get back here?' Clyde asked.



"In hiscar. After | had fixed the drying machine.”

"l suppose | ought to check your driver'slicense” Clyde said, "but | have the feding you got one that
looks pretty good.”

"Anyone who can fix adrying machine," Fazoul said, "can forgeadriver'slicense.”

"S0," Knightly said, "I'm going to get the coffee machine fired up, becauseif | break into the bourbon
collection now, I'll fall adeep, and Fazoul wouldn't approve anyway. And you can help yoursdf to those.”
He nodded at a Dunkin' Donuts box on the top of the bar.

"'Some coffee would be not bad at dl," Clyde said.

"| called this meeting because I'm getting tired of waiting for something to happen,” Knightly said. "1 keep
waiting for the C-130's to descend on Forks full of SWAT teamsin protective moon suits, and it never
seemsto happen, and I'm getting the ideathat it never will."

Clyde looked questioningly a Fazoul. Fazoul said, "Dr. Knightly knows quite afew things. We consider
him one of us"

"Soniais haf Kurd and aquarter Azerbaijani and aquarter Russian,” Knightly said, "and when she
became the center of my life, well, my life got even more complicated than it wasto begin with, whichis
redlly saying something. It'savery, very long story, but sufficeit to say that I'm on Fazoul's Sde--whether
or not | want to be. But | do want to be."

Knightly finished prepping the coffeemaker and fired it up. "We have to compare notes on this Iragi thing.
| havetotell you that | just got fed up with these SOBs after about mid-November and told them that
they had to clean up their act. Even doing that was a hasse and a half because they refused to comein
and see me, or to answer my phone cals. But when | did get through to them, they were insolent, and |
got redly pissed. So | went to the feds to see about getting them kicked out of the country, and | got
cobwebbed. And when | complained about that, | wasfindly told, confidentialy, some shit about how
there might be difficultiesfor our students abroad if we got tough here. And that's about al | know of my
own knowledge, though Fazoul here hasfilled mein on the botulin thing."

"I've been following them around town," Clyde said. "Sometimes | do it on my days off, and sometimes|
do it when I'm on shift, if theré's nothing else going on. But | just keep coming up dry. None of them ever
changes his movements. They get up, they go to the university or the vet-path lab, they come home &t the
end of the day."

"Whet do they do during the day?' Knightly said.

"All of them work in buildingsthat have key-card entry systems" Clyde said, "because of the
anima-rights protesters. So | can't follow them in. But | don't imagine they've got their factory built insde
one of the campus buildings. So | can't figure out who's tending the factory, wherever it may be."

Aningpiration cameto Knightly. "They're using the goddamn steam tunnels! All of those buildings are
connected by steam tunnels. Those boys must know you're tailing them. When one of them wantsto go
to thefactory, he goesto work likeit'sanorma day, then dips down into the steam tunnels and emerges
half amile away, hops on abicycle or something, and goes wherever."

"That sounds believable," Clyde said. "But if that's true—-if the students we've been watching are the ones
doing the work--then they have to shut down the operation soon. Because | just watched most of them
graduate. They have to be out of the country within seventy-two hours.”



"l agree," Knightly said. "So the question is, are they going to release the toxin herein the States, asa
terrorist operation--or threaten to do so--or ship it back to Iraq somehow?"

"Wethink they are going to shipit," Fazoul said. "They have been making transport arrangements within
the last few days. One of those who received his Ph.D. today went directly to Ryder after the ceremony
and rented a flatbed semitrailer rig. The Iragis and their various front organizations have leased severd
shipping containers designed for transporting bulk fluids.”

"I'll betit'sashdl game," Knightly said. "They'redl decoys. They're not going to ship the stuff out of the
States."

Clyde found Knightly's theory perversely encouraging, because it suggested that Desiree would be safe.
"Why do you say that?"

"It just doesn't make sense,”" Knightly said, pouring out mugs of coffee. "Why would they makeit here
and then ship it to Irag? Why not just make it in Iraq? The technology is nothing specid.”

Fazoul shook his head no. He seemed very sure of himsdlf. "It was out of the question for them to build it
inlrag. If they did, word would get out to the Isradlis, who would bomb the facility and send tons of
botulintoxininto theair.”

"But it'satiny thing! Couldn't they just hideit under agas station or something?”

This seemed logica to Clyde. It had occurred to him before, in fact. Knightly wouldn't stop pressing
Fazoul until he answered: "The Iragi ministry responsible for this research has been penetrated and
compromised by a hostile organization. No matter wherein Irag they conceded the facility, word would
be sureto lesk out--lsradli and American military planners would soon have the precise coordinates.”

Knightly laughed. "A hostile organization. The Vakhan Turks, maybe?'

Fazoul wouldn't say. Knightly laughed again. "Did it ever occur to Ayubanov that if he weren't so
goddamned good, he wouldn't force peoplelike the Iragis to hide their bioweapons facilities among
innocent bystanders out in the middle of fucking lowa?'

Fazoul cringed a Knightly's mention of the name Ayubanov. He did not laugh at Knightly's good-natured
but sharply pointed heckling. Findly Knightly gave up. "Shit," he said, "Mo Ayubanov. What aguy |
picked to owe favorsto.”

They sat and sipped coffee and ate doughnuts for awhile.

"That'savery important piece of information--what you just told us about the  hogtile organi zation,'? "
Knightly said. "Has Mo considered passing that along to someone in Washington?'

Fazoul blanched &t this suggestion.

"Because the people in Washington are probably in the same boat that | was until you enlightened me just
now," Knightly continued. "They see no reason to bdieve the Iragiswould build such athing in lowa. If
Mo made one phone cdl and set them straight, maybe they'd take some goddamn action!”

"I doubt it,” Clyde said. He sketched out the vague understanding of the Washington situation that he'd
got from Hennessey. When Clyde mentioned the interagency task force, Knightly rolled hiseyesand
moaned. When he mentioned the inspector genera, Knightly set his coffee down, put hisfacein his
hands, and remained in that position until Clyde was finished.



"Jesus," hesaid, "1 know how those Washington people operate. Were realy fucked now.”

fifty-one

WHEN CLYDE wason duty, he usudly did hisdining at placeslike the drive-through window at
Wendy's. No shift was complete without running a Dustbuster over the driver's seat of hisunit to pick up
al the spilled sdlt, french-fry ends, and straggly bits of lettuce he had | eft behind.

But thiswas hislast shift, possibly the last time he would ever wear alaw-enforcement uniform, and it
was Christmas Day, and nothing was going on. There weren't enough cars on the road to make the
necessary quorum for aroad accident. And he had spent the last two days chasing Iragis on numerous
different modes of transport, at al hours of the night and day. So he decided to take his breskfast in
st-down luxury at Metzger's Family Style Buffet in downtown Nishnabotna, which could be relied upon
to have afine soread laid out dong its mighty banks of steam tables.

As he came down the street, he saw ared Corvette with vanity license plates reading BUCK in front of
the restaurant. Hisfirst impulse was to gun the motor and get out of there; held dmost rather park ina
frozen barnyard and eeat french fries behind the whed than share Christmas dinner with Buck Chandler.
But he mastered this urge to flee and parked next to the Corvette. Buck had parked it badly, angling
across two parking spaces, and one corner of the bumper was actualy rammed up againgt the high curb.

Metzger's, Where lowa Meets and Eats, had a big neon sign to that effect on itsfacade. After Clyde
clambered up the high and precipitous stone curb, he involuntarily turned and looked up into the west,
which iswhat most people around there did severad timesaday inlieu of tuning in aweather forecast.
The sky in that direction conssted of amass of dense and featurel ess gray extending hundreds of miles
from south to north. A gauzy veil of highice crystals had dready drawn itsdf across the face of the sun,
smudging it into abright soft-focus splotch in the southern sky, within which the disk of the sun could be
crisply resolved. The empty streets of Nishnabotnawereilluminated by bright but bluish light that cast no
shadows.

The big picture windows of Metzger's Buffet were framed in synthetic green garlands and platic hally,
and thickly fogged by the vapor escaping from the steam tables. Clyde hauled the massive door open,
jangling innumerable deigh bells and detonating a cacophony of synthesized eectronic carols from various
motion-sengtive gewgaws that had been hung from the doorknob. The"Please Seat Y oursdlf” sgnwas
up; Metzger's was running on a skeleton crew.

Clyde was pleased to find himself there. He had eaten so many medls and attended so many banquets
and rehearsdl dinnersin this place that it made him fed more a home than he would have felt in hisown
house without Desiree.

It had been an active couple of days. Fazoul had told him, during their late-Saturday-night conference in
Knightly's hidey-hole, that the Iragis had rented atruck, so Clyde had done a routine records search and
discovered that one of the newly arrived "Jordanian” Ph.D. candidates had, in the last few months,
somehow found the time to obtain atruck driver'slicense. This person was none other than Abdull
a-Turki, the wrestler with the cauliflower ears.

On Sunday, Clyde had taken it upon himsdlf to follow a-Turki around town--not very difficult, given the
gzeof hisrig. He had to admit that the Iragi handled it asif his postgraduate studies had been not in the
field of chemica engineering but rather in advanced theoretical truck driving. Clearly theyearssince his
gection from internationa wrestling had been put to good use learning an honest trade.

But the chase had been short-lived. Al-Turki had driven the rig down to the Matheson Works on Sunday



afternoon and swung it expertly through an arrow gate in the high brick wall that surrounded that vast
property. The gate was promptly closed and locked behind him.

There were three possible exits from the Matheson Works. Clyde had dept in the station wagon near
one of them, Fazoul in the Knightlys Mazda near another, and Knightly himsdlf, in his capacious
four-whedl-drive Suburban, near the third.

On Monday morning--yesterday--the truck had emerged from Clyde's gate with areconditioned
shipping container on its back and made the short trip down to the barge terminal, where the container
had been loaded on a barge bound for New Orleans, which departed immediately. Clyde drove down
theriver afew miles, hiked out onto a sandbar he knew, and checked it out asit went by, using abig pair
of binoculars he'd borrowed from Ebenezer; "Aqgaba,” its port of destination, had been freshly stenciled
onto it. Clyde had caled Hennessey, who had called some of hisfriendsin the brown-water division of
the Coast Guard, who had done an investigation of the container a Lock and Dam Number Thirty-one,
wherethe lowaRiver joined the Missssippi. The container was found to be full of corn oil, and nothing
dse

Almost immediately after dropping off the container at the barge termind, the Ryder semi had returned to
the Matheson Works, followed closely by Knightly, vanished through the now-familiar gate, and emerged
an hour later with anew container loaded on its back. Al-Turki proceeded to head east on U.S. 30.
Fazoul chased him, just to make sure he didn't double back, and Clyde, when he returned from his
excurson to the sandbar, called Hennessey again. Hennessey pulled some strings at the lllinois Highway
Patrol. They pulled thetruck over on the pretext of searching for drugs. Once again, nothing but corn ail.

Then, latein the afternoon yesterday, afreight train had pulled out of the Denver—Platte-Des Moines
yards adjacent to the Matheson Works, headed west, carrying several hundred shipping containers,
severa hoboes, and--by the timeit had cleared the metropolitan area--three Ph.D. candidates belonging
to the Vakhan Turk ethnic group, al dressed in the same gear they would have used for riding ponies
over Centrd Asan mountain passesin the dead of winter. Asthe big freight had lumbered acrossthe
sate of lowa, these three had crawled up and down itslength, one car at atime, checking the seria
numbers and destinations of the shipping containers, and relaying them via citizens-band radio to none
other than Ken and Sonia Knightly, who were shadowing the train in the four-whed-drive Suburban.
Ken did the driving, and Soniawrote down the numbers and the destinations. Ken pulled in at every pay
phone he saw so that Sonia could relay the information back to Fazoul, who typed it into hislaptop,
encrypted the data, and E-mailed it God knows where to be checked over by whatever intelligence
apparatus Fazoul's people were running.

By the time Clyde had got back from the Christmas Eve Mass late last night, they had identified one
suspicious container, leased by a Jordanian company that was thought to be afront organization for Irag
interests, and bound for Agaba by way of Tacoma--an odd bit of routing that was suspiciousin and of
itself. While the VVakhans on the train could not get the container open to inspect its contents (and dared
not, lest they spill botulin toxin aong hundreds of miles of track), they did notice some suspicious welds
and fittings along the bottom, which looked asiif they might have been added recently. Perhapsit wasa
tank within atank, the outer one containing corn oil to deceive any customs ingpectors, the inner onefull
of toxin.

"Third timeésacharm,” Hennessey had said, and had proceeded to ruin the holidays of many FBI agents
by mobilizing a C-130 and vectoring it westward. Notwithstanding his pessmigtic satementsin the
Happy Chef, he seemed, within the last day or two, to have suddenly amassed tremendous power and
resources.

As Clyde entered Metzger's diner, Hennessey was probably passing overhead, making ready to intercept



thetrain in alittle crossroads town in western Nebraska where not too many people would bekilled if it
turned out to be booby-trapped. The rendezvous was going to happen in about four hours. Until then
Clyde had nothing to do but be nervous, and to try to keep himself from foolishly hoping for too much.
He had just talked to Ken and Sonia Knightly, who had encountered heavy snow on their way back
across the state and had checked into a Best Western on the northern outskirts of Des Moinesto wait
the storm ouit.

"Morning, Clyde. Merry Christmas,” said aman's voice, a polished and fine voice. Clyde looked to the
end of the smorgasbord and saw Arnie Schneider sitting there before a bloody mastodon roast, gripping
agiant two-pronged fork and aknife or short sword, using them to tap out ametallic rhythm on the edge
of the butcher block. He was listening to a Wakman, probably to drown out the sound of the
Christmas-music tape on the overhead speakers. He was eerily lit from below by the red glow of a
powerful battery of heat lamps, and his bifocals, flecked with tiny droplets of juice and blood, reflected
the meat table, upside down and miniaturized, a carnal microcosm. Clyde nodded at the mighty roast,
eschewing the amost equally stupendousturkey. Arnie did hiswegpon through the mest, cutting off an
inch-thick dab, and the newly exposed face Sighed out a glittering sheer waterfall of juices.

Thefirst room had eight or ten circular tables, each capable of seating adozen people. Solitary male
diners were scattered across the room, one per table, listening to the fuzzy, rasping, oddly distorted
Christmas music and having at their meat and potatoes. One of them was Buck Chandler. He had his
back turned to the room, facing the corner, and sat hunched over, chewing hisfood very dowly and
garing fixedly at awaterfowl murd that had gone dl brown with cigarette smoke.

Buck hadn't seen him yet, and o, in the short term, Clyde could get away with choosing another table.
But Buck would probably see him eventualy and then be offended. So Clyde shuffled forward
awkwardly, bumping into an empty chair in an effort to make some noise so that Buck would notice him.
But Buck kept staring at those ducks on the wall. As Clyde came around the table, he was shocked by
Buck's appearance: his eyeswere red and bleary, and he had not shaved, or even combed his hair, ina
couple of days. Buck inhded convulsvey through amouthful of beef and then uncorked adow, gassy
belch that inflated his cheeks and eventualy escaped through his nogtrils, suffusing the corner of the room
with astrong chemical vapor that reminded Clyde of his soon-to-be-ex-boss.

"Buck," Clydesad, "you mind?"

Buck swiveled his eyestoward Clyde, then dropped them toward his plate and bowed his head. Clyde
took a seat.

"Merry Chrigmas," Clyde said. It might have been acrud thing to say. But Clyde reminded himself that
hislife Stuation was, if anything, worse than Buck's, and he was keeping his chin up.

Buck Chandler did not respond to this sdlutation for severd minutes, and when he did, it was with the
words, "Fucking camel jockeys."

Clyde had grown up listening to Buck Chandler's voice announcing Twistersfootbal gamesfrom the
press box at the stadium, the roar of the crowd in the background, and he could never get over hearing
that voice saying such words.

He didn't know what to say in response to "Fucking camel jockeys' and so he kept eating. After some
minutes he noticed that Buck was staring at him disgustedly.

"Oh, | know you're buddies with those kinds of people.”

"Would you like meto leave you done?' Clyde said.



"That'sredl nice of you, Clyde, to be buddies with our foreign guests. But you keep in mind something.”
Buck set his steak knife down with exaggerated caution and began shaking hisfinger at Clyde, gripping
the edge of the table with his other hand to steady himsdlf. "Don't trust ‘em, Clyde. 'Cause they got no
principles.”

Since Buck Chandler was not being too coherent, Clyde brought his Sherlockian capabilitiesto bear on
the problem. One good hypothesiswas that Buck had got involved in ared-estate transaction with some
foreign students, which had ended badly.

"Shit,” Buck said, "you might have thought they'd at least wait until after Christmasto burst my goddamn
bubble. But no. Hell, they don't even have Christmas. Why would they?!

"Don't know," Clyde sad.

A new, and apparently terrifying, thought occurred to Buck. "My ‘vette," he blurted. "Y ou cameto repo
my ‘vette, didn't you, Clyde?!

"Sheriffsdon't do repo work, Buck. Y ou can rest easy about that darn Corvette.”
"Oh, yeah. Thank God."

Clyde chewed and pondered. When held dropped off the divorce summons at Tick Henry's housg, it had
been sometime in midsummer. Buck had been homeess and living in squalor. After that he hadn't seen
Buck until around Halloween, when he was on the wagon, well dressed, and driving anew Corvette.

He didn't know much about the real-estate business, except that it worked on a commission basis--a
large number of smdl transactions, the income accumulating dowly and steedily over time. It did seem
remarkable, now that he thought about it, that Buck had turned his business around dramatically enough
to buy a Corvette--in no more than three months time.

On the other hand, if he had made one very large sdle, he could have got the whole bundle at once. But
sdesthat large were unusud inthisarea.

"Y ou got into a business deal with some Arabs?’ Clyde said.
Buck scoffed and shook hishead in disgust. "Ded? Swindleismorelikeit.”
"How much do you figure you got swindled out of ?*

Buck lowered his head and stared into hisfood again. Thelook on hisfacetold Clyde that Buck
Chandler hadn't been swindled out of anything. "They just pulled out on me, that'sdl. Cut and run.”

"I never heard about this ded of yours, Buck."
"W, course not! That's'cause it was a secret deal from the word go.”
"Isit Hill secret?”

"Hell no. Fuck no," Buck said. Hetook abig breath and his eyes blazed up as he redized something: "I
don't have to keep any secretsno more! To hell with 'em! What're they gonna do, sue me?”

"I'd liketo see'em try," Clyde scoffed, getting into the spirit of the thing. "What kind of aded did you put
together, Buck?'

"With the Kuwaitis," Buck said.



"Areyou pulling my leg?'

"AsGod ismy witness," Buck said. "Round the middle of August, a couple weeks after that invasion of
Kuwait, thisfellacomesto my office. Arab fela. Spoke redl good English. Told methat hewas
representing asheikh from Kuwait. Said they'd just got out of Kuwait City by the skin of their teeth.
Brought abunch of their money out with 'em.”

"And came out here to Forks County, lowa?"

"That'swhat | asked him!" Buck said, alittletoo ingstently. "Why the hell would they come here? Well,
turns out that the nephew of this sheikh was a student here at EIU and had a nice big house rented for
himself--you know how these Arabs throw money around--and so when they escaped from the Iragis,
thiswas as good a place as any for them to go to ground.”

"Did you meet these people?”’

"I wouldn't believe aword of it until | saw the sheikh persondly,” Buck inssted. " So thisfellatook meto
the house and | met the guy. He was the real thing, boy, al dressed up in the robes, with thetowel on his
head and the whole bit, Stting there watching CNN twenty-four hours aday. He shows me a carry-on
bag full of cash--must have been hundreds of thousands of bucksinit.

"Well," Buck continued, fortifying himsalf with aswig of coffee that had astrong odor of schnagppsrising
fromit, "thissheikh isared operator. He was|ooking for someplace to put hismoney. And I'm sure he
put alot of it into stocks and other investments, like any sane person would. But he wanted to launch a
little venture right here in Forks, too, and that's why they needed yourstruly.”

"What kind of venture?' Clyde asked.

Buck frowned and leaned his head toward Clyde's, still reluctant to blurt out the secret he had held for
the remarkable span of three months. "A high-tech thing. | told you his nephew was at EIU, right?"

"Right."

"Guesswhat he's sudying there.”

"l cantimagine”

"Chemica engineering. And what's the most important chemica in theworld, Clyde?"

Looking at Buck, Clyde was tempted to answer that it was ethanol. But he shook his head and shrugged
in mystification.

"Water. They don't have enough fresh water in that part of the world. So this nephew was working on
desdination technology. And he came up with an invention, Clyde. A new technology that could take the
salt out of seawater much chegper than the way they do it now. He made it work at the test-tube level,

but in order to test whether it would work commercidly, they had to build apilot facility. I'm just telling
you what they told me, Clyde."

"So the shetkh needed you to sall him abuilding that was suitable for housing asmdl chemica plant.”

"Just for starters, Clyde. Any real-estate agent could do that. But they needed more. They needed a
full-fledged partner. That'swhy they cameto me."

"You lost methere, Buck," Clyde confessed. "Why didn't they just buy the building and send you on your



way?'

"Because of the need for absolute secrecy and discretion. If word got out about thisinvention, the big
boyswould be dl over them in no time--Du Pont, Monsanto, al those guys. They'd reverse-engineer the
processand gtedl it."

Clydesad, "I ill don't follow."

"Aw, come on, Clyde. Y ou know what kind of town thisis. If some raghead with a
twenty-thousand-dollar Rolex comes waltzing in and plunks down a sack of C-notesto buy an
abandoned building, you don't think word's gonna get out? Hell, they might aswell just broadcast it over
the tornado Sirens.”

"l see," Clyde said. "They needed you to front for them."

Buck was offended. "Wadll, therésalittle moreto it than that, Clyde, or else they wouldn't have cut mein
for such anice chunk of the dedl. | wasthelocd partner, the man on the ground, on the scene. You
know what | mean.”

"Sure," Clyde said.

"So | was the one who bought the building, and | was the one who hired the laborers and so on and so
forth."

"Laborers?

"Yeah. Thebuilding was adisaster area, s0 | hired Tab to clean it out. And when they started building the
pilot plant, | made the arrangements with Tab to go out and pick up the materids and deliver them. The
grad studentstook care of actually putting it together.”

"But they never showed their faces outside.”

"Now you're getting it, Clyde. We had to arrange thiswhole thing so that not a single raghead face ever
showed itsdlf to the outside world, not a single raghead voice was ever heard on the phone. Instead, it
was yours truly who handled dl interface functions™

"Did they get their equipment al put together, Buck?'

Buck shrugged and copped a"Who, me?' look. "I don't know, Clyde, | guess so. They wouldn't let me
insde the place--didn't want me to see any of their trade secrets.”

"Y ou got orders on the phone from the sheikh,” Clyde said, "and you went out and spent money and
gave ordersto Tab, but you never saw anything.”

"Right. Except it wasn't on the phone, it was on this radio thing that they gave me. These guyswere so
paranoid, they wouldn't even use the phone."

"Did Tab see anything?'

Buck looked nonplussed. "I don't know. | guessif he was helping them put therig together, he must have
got insde and seen something, at least, before he went off and killed himself." Buck's voicetrailed off
uncertainly as he spoke thislast sentence, and he suddenly got awoozy |ook about him.

"What happened yesterday?' Clyde asked. He had dropped the conversational front now and was
interrogating Buck Chandler like a suspect.



"They pulled out,” Buck said. "I went by their house. But they're gone. And then | went by the barn, too,
and they're not there either.”

"Barn?'
"Yeah"

Clyde's heart started to best alittle faster. He carefully Sipped someice water. "This place that you
bought for them. The place where they built their pilot plant. For some reason | was picturing it in one of
the old buildings on the grounds of the Matheson Works. That'swhere | figured it would be. 1t'd be
perfect--it'sempty, the whole thing is surrounded by ahigh wall. But you say it was abarn?”’

"They as0 leased a space at the Matheson Works," Buck admitted. "They stored some shipping
containersthere. But the facility itself wasat abarn.”

"Buck," Clyde sad, "whereisthat barn?"

The slverware began to hum, then to buzz, then to rattle. A deep rumbling noise came down from the
sky, up through the ground, in through the walls. The gadgets hanging from the doorknob began to play
their tinny Chrigmas carols.

"It'sout by the airport,” Buck said. "It'sthat old dairy farm that went out of business a couple of years
back. Just a stone's throw from the runway."

Clyde dapped his napkin down on the table and ran out into the middle of River Street and |ooked up
into the sky, which had gone solid gray. Half of the firmament was blotted out by an immense shape
passing low overhead, in the direction of the Forks County Regiond Airport. Rows and rows of massive
whed strundled out of giant bomb-bay openingsin the underside of the Antonov freighter, so close,
Clyde could see that the tires were bald and threadbare. Then it was gone, and afine mist of kerosene
descended on the street, and the rumbling gradually died away to be replaced by the sound of distant
tornado srensand car larmsthat had been set off by the disturbance. Findly there was nothing | eft
except afine rain that was beginning to fall out of the clouds, coating Clyde and everything in the street
with athin lacquer of ice.

fifty-two

CLYDE RAN toward hisunit, tried to stop too late, and found no traction. He skated the last few fest,
damming heavily into the side of the car. For amoment he thought that he was glad his career was over
so that he wouldn't have to go out and haul people out of ditches during what promised to be aday of
nasty wesather. Then he remembered that what he would actually be doing would probably be much
worse than that.

Hegot in his car and drove the haf mileto Knightly's place, ignoring the radio calls coming in from the
digpatcher: acar in the ditch here, aMexican in need of ajump Start there. He was tempted just to switch
theradio off but left it running in case something of interest camein.

Fazoul had heard him pulling into the Knightlys side yard and was already on hisway down the ladder,
wearing his Twisters sweatsuit with its hooded swesatshirt pursed tightly around hisface. "The arplane,”
hesad.

"I know wherethey didit," Clyde said. "Right next to the airport.”
Fazoul rolled his eyes and shook his head. He led Clyde across the yard to the Knightlys back door, no



longer caring whether the neighbors noticed, retrieved a hidden key, and opened up the house.

For the dozenth timein the last couple of days, Clyde fished ascrap of paper out of his pocket bearing
ten or deven different Hennessey-rel ated phone numbers and started diding them. At some length he got
through to someone who was actualy working on Christmas Day, and who forwarded his cal to what
sounded like a skyphone on an airplane somewhere. "Y élo!" Hennessey barked over the engine noise.

"Merry Chrisgmas," Clyde said.

"Yes, Clyde. Merry Chrissmas! We just flew over you about haf an hour ago.”
"Got to talk to you about those Iragis.”

"Did they build apipdine?’

Hennessey sounded ebullient, dmost giddy. Clyde wondered if he himsalf had been so overconfident an
hour ago when hed walked into Metzger's.

"Nope. They landed an Antonov."

"Jesusfucking Chrigt!" Hennessey said. Then he said it acouple of more times, hisvoicetrailing off with
each repetition.

"What do we do?' Clyde asked. On the other end he could hear Hennessey yelling to someone: "Get me
al the gtatistics on the Antonov trangport ship and have them ready. It'sabig Soviet plane.” Then:
"Clyde, I'm dtill here. I'm thinking." Then he said nothing for thirty seconds. Then he said to someonedse,
"Tell the pilot to plot a hypothetica great circle route from Nishnabotnato Baghdad. It's got to refuel
somewhere. Move!"

"Could you shoot them down over the ocean somewhere?' Clyde asked. Then he bit histongue,
remembering the Russian crew he had helped out of the cornfield last spring.

"If the President ordered it," Hennessey said. "But | don't imagine our Soviet dlieswould be too keen.”
Clyde said, "Don't you need some sort of passport check and export permit on internationa flights?"

"I'll check on that." Hennessey shouted more orders at someone; Clyde got the impression that there was
an endless queue of FBI agentsin the aide of the plane, standing there waiting for their turn to be barked
at. Hennessey continued: "1'm looking out the window at your westher, or rather the westher that's going
to be hitting you in afew hours, and looksto melikeit sucks. Am [ right?"

"It'sbeen icing down for about an hour. Temperature is dropping like a stone. Now it's turning to snow."
"Soif they were stalled long enough by the local red tape, they might get snowed in.”

"If it comes down to that," Clyde said, "I can just pull my car across the runway and stop them from
taking off."

Hennessey pondered that one for awhile. Fazoul didn't have to ponder it for very long; he was aready
shaking his head no.

"Clyde," Hennessey said, "I think that making these guysfed trapped is not what we want to do. See,
something kind of funny has happened in the last twenty-four hours.”

“Fumny?



"Yeah, if you like sick humor. Suddenly everyone woke up. Peoplein D.C. are actudly taking this botulin
thing serioudy dl of a sudden. Otherwise | wouldn't have been able to requisition this damn plane. But
now it'stoo late."

"What do you mean, too late?'

"Clyde, they dready made the damn toxin. And it's Sitting there on the edge of fucking lowa, practicaly
in the suburbs of Chicago, directly upwind of the Loop, if you know what | mean. Let me put it thisway:
if they had made the stuff in Iraq and were trying to ship it into the U.S., we would do anything to stop
them, right?'

"Yeah, | supposewewould.”

"Well, it'sdready here. We would like nothing better than to get the shit out of our country. And that's
what they want, too. My girl Betsy figured it dl out.”

llBaw?l
"One of my people here. Shefindly put it dl together. The Iragiswant to lob thisshit into Isragl.”
"How do you figure?"

"If they useit on us, Bush will go nutsand just kick the shit out of them. On the other hand, if they useit
on the lsradlis, then the Israglis go nuts and bomb Baghdad and bring down our whole codition--the
Arab countries pull out and line up on Baghdad's side. So your Iragis, asit turns out, are currently
engaged in trying to do exactly what most people in our government would like them to do.”

"Y ou want to let them go?' Clyde exclamed. Fazoul stiffened and went into the next roomtoligeninon
another extension.

"Asfar as| personaly am concerned,” Hennessey said. "If they get snowed in by natura causes, we can
get some G-men on the ground there and ded with the situation in acalm and controlled fashion. That
might work. But kamikaze sheriffs pulling station wagons across runwaysis bad. Itll get them excited,
and for dl we know, they've got that container packed in ablanket of high explosvethat'll send it right up
into the prevailing winds of this big goddamn storm, which is headed straight for Chicago.

"But that'sjust my opinion,” Hennessey continued after pausing for amoment to let Clyde savor that last
image. "Asfar asalot of other people are concerned, it would be afinething if those Iragis got out of
Dodge with their Antonov and relieved us of agreat threat--and a greater embarrassment.” Hennessey's
voice became muffled for afew minutes as he conferred with one of his agents. Clyde thought about what
Hennessey had just said and redlized for the first time that this entire Situation might never be brought to
light--that Jonathan Town might never get to write his scoop for the Des Moines Register, and that the
people responsible for this messin Washington might get out of it with absolutely no damage to their
caregrs.

"Good news, Clyde, and whoever'slistening on the other extension," Hennessey findly said. "The pilot
worked out some course calculations for that Antonov. We know the approximate range of the plane. So
we can say with certainty that if he's going to get that sucker to Baghdad by the greet circle route, he's
got to refuel somewherein the North Atlantic, most likely in lceland. So there's a solution that works for
everyone. They fly the shit out of the country. They run low on fuel, and we wait for them to land in some
godforsaken place rather than shooting them down, which would blow our dliance with the Sovietsto
little bits. And we nall them there.”



"So you want meto do nothing,” Clyde said.

"Hell, Clyde, you've dready done ahdl of alot. Y ou broke the goddamn case. It'sjust that Washington
took too long to wake up. If you do anything now, you're putting haf the Midwest at risk."”

"l understand.”
"Over and out, Clyde. I'll talk to you later.” And the connection went dead.

Fazoul camein from the other room. "I would liketo be on that airplane” he said, "so that | can
persondly ensurethat | do not lose another family intheway | lost my first one. Will you give me aride
to theairport?’

"Hdl," Clyde sad, "if al Saddam wanted to do wasrile up the Israglis, he wouldn't have had to make
such alarge amount of the Stuff. So | wasjust thinking | owe it to my wifeto go to the airport myself and
seewhat'swhat."

Theice was now covered with athin but growing layer of dry, floury snow that made it even dicker, like
dancing powder on a polished ballroom floor. Clyde put the chains on the unit'srear tires and set out for
the airport with Fazoul riding shotgun.

Conditions were terrible, and Clyde spent most of the time steering into whatever direction he happened
to be skidding. He hit two different parked carsin the space of as many blocks but kept going, reasoning
that if he was till dive tomorrow, filling out the accident reports would be a pleasure to be savored.

Interstate 45 had been closed. Semitrailer rigs had begun to stack up in the vast parking lots of the
Star-Spangled Truck Stop, enginesidling, lightsand TV setsglowing inside their cabs. The enterprise
was made up of severa modules: amotdl, arestaurant, afilling station, atruck wash, a convenience
store. Clyde pulled up in front of the convenience store, set the parking brake, and went inside.

"Merry Christmas, Clyde," said Marie, the cashier, who, like Clyde, aways seemed to pull the worst
shifts.

"Merry Christmas, Marie," Clyde said. He pulled out his credit card and dapped it down on the counter.
"What can | get for you?'

"Cigarettes”

Mariefrowned. "I didn't think you smoked."

"Dont."

"Well, how many cigarettes you want?'

"All of 'em,” Clyde sad.

Hefollowed the section-line roads down to the airport. Vishility was poor, but when they got to within
haf amile of theairport, they could dimly make out Perestroika's fuseage, which crested ahump in the
skylinelike adigtant bluff, itstail thrusting to a height that exceeded most of the buildingsin thetwin
cities.



"What are you thinking?' Clyde said.

"With al due respect to you and your fine country,” Fazoul said, "your government's performancein this
affair has not been such asto command my respect. There are many thingsthat could prevent
Hennessey's plan from working. What if the Iragis claim they have hidden a container of thetoxin
somewherein amgjor city and threaten to blow it up, or dump it into the water supply? The President
will let them have dl thefud they want in lcdland. Hewill give them an escort to Baghdad.”

Clyde said nothing. He was not entirely sure that Bush was aslily-livered as Fazoul made him out to be.
But he had to agree that healthy skepticism was probably agood policy.

Rather than zeroing in directly on the airport, Clyde orbited hafway around it and came at it from the
south, passing directly in front of the bankrupt dairy farm that Buck had mentioned. The detour was not
made gtrictly out of curiogity; it would aso enable them to approach the Antonov from an unexpected
direction and reduce the chance that they would be noticed.

The farm was separated from airport property by atal chain-link fence, and even from the road Clyde
could seethat asection of it had been cut down and flopped onto the ground, and a pair of fat tire

tracks, rapidly filling up with snow, ran through the gap, leading from the barn directly to the apron of one
of the shorter runways.

From there they could look directly acrossthe airport and get aview of Perestroika. The blowing snow
madeit into a dark-gray silhouette in the midst of a universe of white. They could seethat its nose had
been tilted back to exposeits cargo bay, making it look like agiant aluminum crocodile that had opened
its mouth wide to swallow something: abig red capsule that sat on the apron, ready to be towed on
board by asmdll tractor.

He kept on driving aquarter of amile past thefarm, in case any Iragis were there acting aslookouts, and
finally eased the unit down into aditch. It could not be seen there, and even if it was noticed, it would
smply appear to have did off the road. As a sheriff's deputy on duty, he could easily have come up with
aplausble excuseto drive right onto the tarmac and start poking around, but it had occurred to him that
the Iragis must be in an extremely nervous frame of mind about now, and a sheriff's car, or even a
sheriff'suniform, might get them dangeroudy excited.

The unit waswell stocked with cold-weether gear; sheriffs were supposed to help people during
blizzards, not get frostbite and end up needing help themselves. Clyde and Fazoul helped themsalvesto
hats and mittens and even ski masks, which, in this part of the country at thistime of year, were actualy
worn by people who were not bank robbers or terrorists. Clyde checked himsdlf carefully to make sure
he waan't wearing anything that would identify him aslaw enforcemen.

They got out of the car and unloaded four cases of cigarettes from the trunk and backseat. These were
awkward to carry, so Clyde unrolled a deeping bag that was stashed in the trunk. They |oaded the boxes
into the deeping bag and then began making their way down the ditch in the direction of the airport,
climbing up onto the shoulder from time to time to survey the scene. They traded off dragging the deeping
bag behind them like Santa Claus's giant sack of goodies. The snow was coming down heavier now, and
it seemed asif the sun had set half an hour ago, even though it wasredlly high noon.

Two carswere parked near the Antonov, illuminated from within by their domelights. It wastoo cold for
anyoneto stand outside. Clyde immediately recognized one of the cars as part of the Iragis fleet of
tinted-window specials. The other was a big navy-blue Caprice sedan.

"That blue car isgovernment-issueif | ever saw one," Clyde said. "Probably the INS guy, or
Commerce."



Headlights flashed in the distance as anew vehicle appeared on the driveway that connected the airport's
main parking lot with the highway. The parking lot was empty and trackless except for someforlorn
rental carsthat would have to be chisdled loose from their sarcophagi of ice tomorrow morning. The front
doors of thetermina building were locked, the building itself completdly dark. The new arrival wasa
four-whed-drive Blazer moving dong crisply onitshbig, fat tires, chains making adistant ticking noise as
they whacked againgt theingdes of itsfenders.

"Mark Lutsky," Clyde said, "the airport manager. Bet he's happy to be called in on Christmas.”

Lutsky swung around into his private parking space and clambered out of the Blazer, dl bundled up and
hunched againgt the driving snow. He scrambled to aside entrance, windmilling hisarmsto keep his
balance on theice, and keyed hisway into the terminal building. Lights began to comeoninsde. A
minute later doors popped open on the cars Sitting on the apron, and men began to scramble and skate
into the building, as did some figures from the Antonov. Even the Iragis, and the continent-hopping crew
of Perestroika, had to bow to the supreme power of the world: filling out forms, presenting documents,

getting papers stamped.

Vishility kept dropping. Clyde and Fazoul made their way down the shoulder a ajog, no longer
particularly worried about being seen. Clyde couldn't take his eyes off thered container. It was a
cylindricd tank with some plumbing and valves underneeth it, the whol e thing contained within a
rectangul ar-space frame the exact size and shape of anormal shipping container, so that it could be
moved and stacked like any other cargo.

Despite Hennessey's observations about the desirability of getting the toxin out of the country, Clyde kind
of hated to seeit go. He couldn't help but share Fazoul's concerns about where it would end up if they let
it leave Nishnabotna. So he was disgppointed to see that the runways were still dark and mostly snow
free, skeins and whorls of snow skimming across the pavement in thewind, but none of it sticking. A few
low dunes of snow had begun to march across the long runway, but they looked insgnificant compared
to the bulk of the Antonov.

Fazoul wasn't talking any more than Clyde was. But he had other things on hismind. "What iswrong with
thispicture, Khadid?' he said, pointing to the Antonov.

"l wouldn't know," Clyde said after examining it for aminute. "'l don't know much about planes.”
"But you do know that they need fue.”
"Yegh"

"And as Hennessey pointed out, fud iscritica to the Iragis misson--if their misson isto get thetoxin dl
the way to Baghdad."

"Yeah." Clydefindly figured it out. "But they aren't refuding the Antonov." He pondered it. "Maybeit's
because the airport is shut down for Christmas.”

"This operation must have been planned for monthsin advance,” Fazoul said. "They could not have been
S0 stupid asto forget about getting the plane fuded.”

"So what do you think isgoing on?"
"| fear that the Iragisintend to crash the planeinto Chicago.”

They dogged on for another minute. Clyde tried to get his heartbeat under control.



"l don't think s0," Clyde said. "Firgt of dl, if they wanted to nail Chicago, they would have just towed the
container into the city, which takes dl of an hour and ahaf, and blown it up.”

"True," Fazoul sad.

"Secondly, | know the crew of this plane, and they may not be what you cal upstanding citizens, but they
are not kamikazes for Saddam Hussain ether.”

"Then explain to methe mystery,” Fazoul said. And he did sound genuindy mystified, which was
something new. Clyde had got used to Fazoul knowing everything he didn't.

"How do you know the crew?' Fazoul asked.

Clydetold him the story about how they had driven off the road in May. " So they owe me afavor," he
sadin conclusion.

Fazoul shook his head and laughed.

They waked straight across the tarmac as if they belonged there. They walked past the red container,
trying not to stare at it; but Clyde could see work had been done on it recently, the torch burning away its
red paint to expose dull sted undernegath, laying down new silver welds where rectangular containers
about the size of cigar boxes had been attached to the outside of the tank. There were at least adozen of
these. They were wired together with armored cable of exactly the same type Clyde had seen Tab
Templeton buying at Hardware Hank back in September. Clyde could not see inside these boxes, but he
assumed they were packed with explosives.

It was incredible that the tank was just Sitting there unguarded. But the Iragis car wasidling not far away.
Clyde assumed that the defogger was running full blast, and that on the other sde of the tinted windshield
someone was watching him and Fazoul as they approached, and that this person was ready to detonate
the explosives on the toxin container by remote control.

Fazoul was dragging the cigarettes. Asthey approached the Antonov, Clyde began waving hisarms over
his head and hollering, "Tovarisch! Tovarisch! Vitdy! Vitdy!"

One of the Russians came cautioudy down the cargo ramp, wearing afur hat that looked like ayearling
bear cub curled up on his head. Clyde recognized him; it was the guy who had suffered a broken arm
back in May, the beneficiary of the Big Bosssinflatable splint. Clyde saw no Iragisinsde the Antonov,
s0 he turned his back on the car, hooked athumb under the bottom of his ski mask, and pedled it back
to expose hisface for amoment. Then he pulled it back down; but the Russian had recognized him and
looked ddlighted. " Sheriff!" hesaid.

Clyde winced and glanced in the direction of the car. This could not have been very obviousto the
Russian, given that Clyde was standing twenty feet away and wearing a ski mask; but something about
growing up in atotditarian state had made him exquisitely senstiveto thiskind of body language. "Moi
drug,” he corrected himsalf. He held up hisformerly broken arm and dapped it heartily, demonstrating
its soundness. Then helooked a Fazoul quizzically.

Fazoul stopped at the base of the ramp, unzipped the deeping bag, hauled out one of the cases, and
ripped the lid open to expose the familiar Marlboro logo--making surethat all of thiswas clearly visible
to whatever Iragis might be watching from the car.

“Qy," sadthe Russian, and glanced nervoudy toward the termind building. “In, in." He beckoned them



up the cargo ramp with movements of hisbig furry head.

Theinterior of the Antonov was like the vault of a cathedra. But most of it wasfull thistime. It was
stacked three high and five wide with shipping containers. Like the one resting out on the gpron, they
were tank containersfor carrying bulk liquids. The resemblance ended there; these did not appear to be
wired with gobs of plastic explosive, and Clyde did not imagine that they were full of biologica-warfare
agents. They were plumbed together with ajury-rigged network of wrist-thick hoses. The planewas
redolent of kerosene.

“Itisjet fud," Fazoul muttered, “the whole planeisfull of jet fud.”

fifty-three

CLYDE AND Fazoul and the Russian had an awkward several minutes sitting around in the back of the
plane's cargo hold, in anarrow space aft of the enormous jungle gym of fuel tanks. From timeto time
they would make aforay into sign language, which never led anywhere. Fazoul seemed to know one or
two words of Russian but wasin areticent mood.

Clyde's head was spinning, trying to figure the angles.

The government was going to let the Antonov |eave the country and wait for it to land in Iceland. But it
would just keep going. By thetime NATO, or whoever, figured out that it was carrying an extrafud
supply, it would be over Europe. Was NATO going to shoot down a Soviet plane full of botulin toxin
over Europe? Clyde didn't think so.

Fazoul pulled awakie-talkie out of his pocket, turned it on, and spokeinto it afew times, until he got a
response from some other V akhan Turk—speaking scholar in the area. Then he spoke rapidly for half a
minute or so.

Inthe middle of this Vitaly the pilot showed up, fresh from having his passport stamped. He was sartled
to see Clyde sitting in hisairplane with adisfigured Turk and alarge cache of cigarettes. Then he warmed
to the occasion and gave Clyde a hearty greeting dripping with fake sentiment. Fazoul turned off his
walkie-talkie and put it back in his pocket.

“I guessyou won't be able to take off in thisweather,” Clyde said hopefully.
“Oh, no. Thisisnothing. Y ou forget, we are from Russia
“But don't they haverules?'

“If wewere at one of your big airports, they wouldn't let us out, but Mr. Lutsky isour droog, he likes us,
helikes Black Seacaviar, helikes Stoli. He will let us do thistrip, no problem.”

“But theré's no deicing equipment here.”

“Do you think theré's deicing equipment at Magadan?' The thought of modern equipment at Magadan
made him laugh so hard, he dmost had to st down. “No, Sheriff. Thisisnothing. ThisplaneisaRussian
plane. A Siberiaplane. Nothing can stop it."

“What arethe Iragisdoing in there?' Clyde said, nodding toward the airport.

Vitaly did not missabest. “The Jordanians are turning in their visas. They have specid visasfor sudents.
Much paperwork." Herolled his eyes.



“Who's paying you?' Clyde said.

Vitaly blinked in surprise, then held his mittens out, pams up, and shrugged, asif thiswerethefirst time
payment had occurred to him. “Clyde, moi drug. If we havelegd problems here, we can certainly make
some arrangement. Y ou want me to buy your cigarettes? | am delighted to buy them. Cash on the
barrelhead.”

“Y ou can have the cigarettes,” Clyde said. “Hereiswhat | want. My friend and | want to exchange our
coats and hats with two members of your crew. They will go out of the plane carrying this degping bag,
empty, wearing the ski masks over their faces, and they will go in that direction.” Clyde pointed toward
Nishnabotna. “ And they will keep walking until they find a church or aconvenience store or something
and then they will wait."

“Khdid--" Fazoul began, but Clyde held out one hand to silence him.
“Wait for what?' Vitay sad.

“For the plane to take off."

Vitaly was stunned. “Clyde. Y ou want to travel to Azerbaijan with us?

Clydewastempted to tell Vitaly that they probably weren't going to stop at Azerbaijan. But it would do
for now. “Yes" Clydesad, “| have always wanted to see Azerbaijan.”

“But my crew. | need my crew.”

“Y ou need the money that the Jordanians are paying you for thisvery specid trip," Clyde said. “And if
you do not do thisthing for me, | will arrest dl of you now. | have more sheriffswaiting outsde the
arport to back meup.”

Vitaly pondered it for avery few moments. “Clyde," he said brightly, “you will love Azerbaijan. | am
sorry to say that it is much more beautiful than lowa."

Vitaly summoned the least important two members of his crew and explained mattersto them. Their
faces betrayed only the merest traces of surprise; clearly, flying Antonovs around the globe was not ajob
for thefaint of heart or rigid of mind. The exchange of clothing went quickly, the Russians remarking
about how much better the American stuff was. One of them jokingly offered to give Clyde afistful of
rubles. Vitaly was unnerved by Fazoul, his Turkic DNA and ghastly war injuries o clearly evident, but he
averted his gaze from the VVakhan with a conscious effort and smiled charmingly a Clyde.

Bascdly, Clyderedized, Vitdy wasin the middle of the biggest dedl of hislife and had dollar Sgnsin his
eyebd|s even as he was shitting his pants with anxiety. Clyde's presence on the plane was a problem; if
he could make the problem go away by jettisoning two of his crew members, so beit.

The stack of fud tanks made asort of jungle gym within which it was possible for Clyde and Fazoul to
move around to whatever vantage point they wanted and get a clear view down the fuselage toward the
open nose of the aircraft. They climbed up to near the top of the stack and watched the conclusion of the
regulatory ballet down on the tarmac.

Thefederd officid who had shown up in the big government sedan came out of the termina building with
asheaf of papersand did adow walk around the red tank, then waved his clipboard at it dismissvely
and began to scrawl on some forms.



“Y ou must get out of the plane now, Khalid," Fazoul said. “ After thisthereisno other chance.”
“And leave you heredl by yoursdf?'

“yes"

“What are you going to do then?"

Fazoul didn't answer.

The Commerce officid finished writing on his clipboard, handed the yellow copy to Vitay and the pink
copy to one of the Iragis, and then got back into his car and drove away, hoping he could return to what
was | eft of his Christmas before the roads got totally snowed in. While this was happening, the two crew
members wearing Clyde's and Fazoul's clothes went down the ramp with the empty deeping bag and
vanished into the blizzard.

“What did you say on the wakie-talkie, Fazoul ?*

“In order to reach Baghdad, this plane will haveto fly over the Caucasus, and then over some parts of
Turkey and northern Iraq where my people are. My people have ways of making airplanes crash.”

“Y ou're going to make the plane crash on your own territory? How's that any better than letting Saddam
drop the stuff on you later?"

A blast of wind, ice, and snow hit the Antonov broadside, rocking it on its suspension. The Iragis--three
of them--ran onto the plane to get away from the wesather, laughing and joking at the viciousness of the
storm, snowflakes caught in their lacquered black hair. Clyde recognized the important one, Mohammed,
whom he had given the Welcome to Wonderful Waps pinicon package. One of Vitay's crew had started
up thelittle tractor and was driving it up the loading ramp, towing the red tank behind it.

“Y ou're going to sabotage this plane somehow--blow it up over the North Atlantic and kill everyone on
board. Aren't you?' Clyde said. “ That's the only thing you can do. Because there's only one of you, and
there arethree Iragis.”

“Four," Fazoul said, and nodded toward the ramp. A fourth Iragi came running in from the car with the
tinted windows, carrying asmall black box with an antenna sticking out of it--the radio detonator,
presumably. Clyde was only haf-surprised to see that this person was none other than d-Turki, whom he
hed |ast seen driving a Ryder truck loaded with corn oil toward Chicago. Al-Turki must have ditched it
there and made hisway back last night.

“But if there'stwo of us on the plane, and we have the advantage of surprise,” Clyde said, “we can wait
until we're someplace safe, like over Greenland, and we can subduethe Iragis, and Vitaly can land it
safely somewhere. Y ou don't haveto die, and the Russans don't haveto either.”

Fazoul glared a him. “Get off the plane, Khalid. Y ou should not be worrying about what happensto
these Russians. They are cockroaches.”

“Too late" Clydesaid. “Thelragisthink I'm acrew member. If | leave, they'll know something's up.”

“They probably know something's up dready,” Fazoul said, “but they know they will have plenty of time
tokill usintheair.”

The whine of ahydraulic pump could be felt through the structure of the plane and the stack of fuel
containers. The cargo door was closing, even as the crew members were securing the tank and the



tractor in place. Either they had brought the little tractor with them, or e sethey were smply ripping it off
from the Forks County Regiond Airport.

One by one, they heard the engines start up. The crescent of blue light coming in from outside grew
narrower and narrower, likeamoon in eclipse, and finaly vanished, leaving nothing but yellow indoor
light. The cargo door was sealed.

“I am angry with you, Khalid," Fazoul said. “The correct thing would be for meto kill you. Because your
plan ismuch less certain to work."

Now that the nose of the plane was horizonta again, there was space up there for the
passengers--padded seatsin a partially noise-proofed compartment sandwiched between the cockpit
and the cargo hold. Three of the Iragis went thereimmediately. Al-Turki stayed behind for aminute,
fiddling with some connections on the outside of the tank. Clyde and Fazoul clambered to adightly
different position so that they could see what he was doing. Al-Turki began to back away from the red
tank, paying out wire from ared, wrapping it around the occasiond fixed object. He backed al the way
into the passenger compartment and then shut the door.

Clyde looked questioningly a Fazoul, who shrugged. “Maybe they are afraid that if they continueto rely
on the radio detonator, perhaps your clever dectronic-warfare specialistswill figure out how to trigger
the bomb in midair by beaming asigna into the plane. Thisiswhat | would be afraid of. So they turn off
the radio and hook up a hardwired detonator instead.”

Sheets of something cold and wind driven wereflaling againgt the metd skin of the Antonov, sounding
like wet concrete sprayed out of a pressure hose. The enginesthrottled up, but the plane didn't move; the
whedswereiced up. Up in the cockpit Vitay began to dternate the thrusts on the engines violently.
Findly the whedls cracked |oose and the ship jerked forward. Tons of fuel doshed back and forthin dl

of thetank containers, causing the whole jungle gym to strain againgt its moorings, and yanking the
Antonov back and forth on its suspension in adow oscillation that took a minute or two to die away. But
the plane was moving--plowing and skidding to the southeastern extreme of the airport, wherethe
twelve-thousand-foot runway began.

Vitaly turned the plane around very, very dowly, trying not to get that fud doshing. When hehad it aimed
intheright direction, he sat for aminute or two, perhaps running through a checklist, perhapsjust
screwing up his courage. Clyde hoped foolishly that they would call the whole thing off and that he would
get to stay home today.

Then Vitay released the brakes and racked the engines up as high as they would go. The combination of
the engine noise, which must have been breaking windows in town, and the wind and ice and deet diding
off the skin of the plane overwhelmed Clyde's hearing and made it impossible to think.

The Antonov accelerated weakly but steadily, its tires pounding through snowdrifts. The takeoff run
lasted forever; Clyde could not believe that they were dtill in the airport. The runway could not possibly
be long enough for this. But then the noise of the tires diminished and went away entirely. Theridewas
till rough, but now it was the roughness of an airplane in turbulence, no longer that of afour-whed-drive
vehicle speeding across rough ground. Hydraulics whined and the doors over the landing gear dammed
shut like the gates of hell. The Antonov hit an air pocket the size of a city block and seemed to lose about
haf its dtitude; tremendous doshing noises came from dl the fued tanks, and the whole jungle gym began
to creak and pop and bend out of shape. Clyde could not see outside, but he knew the territory and
caculated that they must be about to crash headlong into the bluffs of University Heights.

Theright wing dipped as Vitay banked the ship northward, which would be necessary to avoid the



bluffs. Clyde counted to ten, then twenty, then ahundred. They didn't hit anything. Theride got smoother.
Clyde's ears popped, then popped again.

They had cleared the twin cities.
Maggie wasn't going to die today.

And Clyde was going far, far away from home.

Clyde checked hiswatch. It wasjust past one in the afternoon. “How far to Icedland?' he said to Fazoul.

Fazoul had wedged himsalf underneath one of the fuel tanks and was busy working on something. Clyde
clambered down for a better look. “How far to Icdland? Y ou have any idea?'

Fazoul rolled hiseyes. “It isnot a place frequently visited by Vakhan Turks." He had taken some items
from abelt pack that he had been wearing under his Twisters swesatshirt and was deeply involvedin a
project of some sort.

“Just off thetop of my head," Clyde said, “1 figure that by the time we've gone athousand miles, weve
cleared most of the parts of Canadawhere people are living. Two thousand probably gets usway up into
the Arctic. Three thousand, and we're over the ocean. Four thousand istoo late--getting close to Europe.
Does that sound good to you?"

“Yes" Fazoul said absently, snipping acouple of smal wires.

“How fast you figure this crate flies? Five hundred?!

“Something like that."

“Soinsx hourswe jump the Iragis, and if we screw it up, the only thing that diesisalot of fish.”

“Fine" Fazoul said. He began pushing buttons on asmall dectronic box he had just lashed to the fuel
tank with some black dectrician'stape. “And in seven hoursthis brick of plastique explodes." He pointed
to alump of tranducent clay jammed between afue tank and areinforcing gusset. “ Unlessone of uslives
long enough to disconnect it.”

“And how isthat done?"

“By cutting these wires. Or jerking them out, if you areinahurry. And if you want to detonate it
immediately, just turn on thisred switch." He gently fingered asmall red toggle switch wired into the
crcuit.

Clyde sat there for aminute or so, looking at the timer, counting down the digits from 07:00:00. The sight
of it filled him with astrange fedling of peace. Maggie had not died, and because of thisdevice, Desree
wouldn' die either. At least not from botulin poisoning.

The climb to cruising atitude seemed to last about an hour. Then the engines throttled back and the plane
settled into a steedly attitude. The skies must be clear up there, Clyde thought, because the flight was
smooth, and when the door leading to the passenger deck was opened, he was startled and disoriented
to see bright sunlight shining down the stairway from the windows above.

Al-Turki came down with one of the crew members and waked around the red tank a couple of times,
checking its moorings, his breath steaming out of his mouth as he asked questions. Then heretrested to



the warmth and quiet of the passenger compartment.

About an hour later acrew member came back into the main cargo area carrying a stainless-sted!
thermos and staring up into the jungle gym, trying to catch sght of them. Finally Clyde stuck one hand out
and waved to him.

The crew member climbed to their level and handed off the thermos, threw them amock salute, and then
climbed back down. Clyde opened it up and gave it asniff; it was hot tea, and no beverage was ever
more welcome.

There seemed to be no more point in hiding high up in the reeking stack of fud tanks, so they climbed
down to the deck and retreated toward the tail section of the plane, where they could not be observed,
and sat down on some duffdl bags. Clyde poured someteainto thelid of the thermos, and he and Fazoul
passed it back and forth for awhile. It was made in the Russian style, almost too bitter to drink. But the
trudge through the blizzard, and two hoursin the cargo hold of the Antonov, had |eft them dehydrated
and chilled to the bone. Thiswas perfect.

Which madeit dl the more disappointing when Fazoul dropped thelast third of it, afull cup, onto the
floor. The sted lid bounced down the tread plates for some distance, and Clyde had to run it down.
When he came back, Fazoul was leaning againgt a duffdl bag, breathing raggedly. Clyde amed his
flashlight at Fazoul's face and saw that hislips had gone purple.

“We have dways avoided rdigious discussions,” Fazoul said in athick, durred voice. “Now, at the risk
of being rude, | would like to recommend that you accept Idam here and now. We have only afew
minutesto live. It isunfortunate. But our wives and children are ssfe”

“What's going on?"' Clyde said. He was afraid Fazoul was having a heart attack or something.

“Thetea," Fazoul said, now stopping after dmost every word to fight for breath. “Iragis--know that--we
are here. Russians told. Cockroaches.Couldn't shoot us--because of fud tanks--so--the tea--with
botulin."

Clyde knew that Fazoul was right. He recognized the symptoms now; Fazoul's eyelids were drooping
just asHal Karst's had done.

“Red switch. Now! Y ou--have--poison--too," Fazoul said.

“Fazoul," Clyde said, “you can count on meto blow this plane up if that'swhat it takes. And if | ever see
Faridaand little Khalid, I'll tell them you went straight to heaven like ajihad man, and that you were
thinking of them thewholeway."

“Red--switch," Fazoul said. His body went into convulsions, racked by oxygen deficiency, and Clyde
threw hisarms around him and held him so he wouldn't batter himsdlf against the cold meta of the
deckplates. The convulsions grew weaker over aminute or so, and then Fazoul's body went entirely
limp.

Clyde arranged Fazoul on the deckplates and closed his eyes. He said aprayer over him, trying to make
it something ecumenica that would not offend the dead Vakhan. Then he took afew deep breaths,
dretched hisarms, and wiggled hisfingers, checking for any sgnsof numbness. Hisfingersfdt alittle tiff,
but that could have been due to the bitter cold.

Dr. Folkes had been taken aback when Clyde had shown up on his doorstep a couple of weeks before
Thanksgiving and started asking alot of pointed questions about botulin immunization. The torrent of



phone cals coming into the old professor's kitchen from the Pentagon had, if anything, only increased
during the weeks since hisfirst encounter with Clyde, and he knew that Clyde'sinterest in the subject
must have some kind of deep significance. At some length he had dragged the whole story out of Clyde.

“So you're afraid of being exposed to the stuff right herein Nishnabotna?' Dr. Folkes had said. | see.
That's remarkable.”

“And normd civilians can't get their hands on the vaccine--even during peacetime,” Clyde had said. “ But
| know you and al your lab workers are immunized. So. How about it?"

Folkes had given him thefirgt shot then and there and had been building up hisresistiance with
twice-weekly injections ever since. Last week he had proclaimed Clyde Banksto be the most
botulin-resistant human being on the face of the earth, unlessthe Iragis were up to smilar tricks.

Theincredible noise of the engines and the wind and the cresking and doshing jungle gym of fue
overwhelmed dl other sounds. Clyde did not realize until amost too late that someone was approaching,
picking hisway between the fud containers and theingde curve of the fusdage with aflashlight. The
Iragis had sent someone back to make sure they were dead.

Clyde had dmost no time. He didn't know how many of them were coming. And he was trapped in the
tall of theaircraft. So he did the only thing he could think of. He rolled Fazoul's body over onitssde and
pushed itsarms and legs thisway and that, so that the body no longer looked composed, and then flung
himsalf facedown on a duffel bag next to the empty thermos and played dead. He had barely cometo
rest when theinsides of hiseyelids glowed red in the beam of the flashlight.

He could dmost fed thelight traveling up and down his body, like agroping hand looking for sgns of
life

The ambient noise was his enemy now. He had not heard the man, or men, with the flashlight approach.
He could not now hear whether he, or they, had departed. He counted to a thousand and then alowed
one of hiseydidsto come open just acrack. Dim light was scattering back into this space from some
lamps hanging near the toxin tank, and by that light he could not see anyone. He opened hiseyesdl the
way and tried to count to a thousand. But the cold was too much for him in histhin clothes, and he had to
move. So he moved decisively, rolling to hisfeet asrapidly as hisfrozen joints and muscles would alow,
and looking al around for anyone who might have been lurking. But there was no one there.

He turned once more and looked at Fazoul's body. His friend's death was just beginning to hit him. He
tried not to think about it; it would just make him scared and despondent, which he could not afford right
Now.

He had no training for this, no real ideawhat to do. For some reason he remembered his surviva training
from Boy Scouts. When you realize you are lost in the wilderness, STOP: St, Think, Organize, Plan
. S0 he sat down in aposition where he could not see Fazoul and moved on to the Thinking. Clyde did a
lot of thinking; he reckoned he could handle this part.

It was aterrible Stuation. But he shouldn't get emotiona about it. It had been astupid and crazy chance
to begin with, climbing on board this plane, and he had no right to expect better. It would be childish to
whine about the way things had turned out. Ebenezer would be disgusted with him: You made your bed,
you haveto lieinit.

It was best to think of it like a cop, hefindly decided. He wasin a plane with abunch of perpetrators.
Hejust had to make the proper arrests and bring the situation in hand. They were a couple of thousand
miles out of hisjurisdiction a the moment, but these men had, after al, stolen atractor from the Forks



County Airport, and hefdt acertain judtification in playing the role of Long Arm of the Law.

He had faced much worse odds at the Barge On Inn, against men who were in some respects more
formidable than these, and had prevailed just by the force of hisuniform and badge.

Clyde Banks stood up and stretched, which felt good. He did some toe-touches and windmills, getting
the blood flowing, the interna furnace fired up. Then he began to make hisway forward between the
tanks and the fusdage, following the gentle curve of the Antonov's body.

The stack of fudl containers ended ten or fifteen yards aft of the bulkhead that walled off the insulated,
heated passenger compartmentsin the nose. The toxin tank rested in the middle of this space, strapped
and chained to floor rings. The stolen tractor was il hitched to it, pointed aft, its lowallicense plates
now looking bizarrely out of place. Asout of place as Clyde.

A tremendous weight knocked Clyde forward. Someone had tackled him; but the tackler had failed to
wrap hisarmsfirmly around Clyde's body. Clyde came closeto faling down facefirst on the cold, stedl
floor plates. But areflex took over. As he had been trained by various wrestling coaches starting in
elementary school, he took the weight on his upper right arm and rolled through to a standing position.
Heturned and found himself looking at a-Turki from adistance of perhagps six fedt.

Al-Turki had not been fooled by Clyde's playing possum in the back of the plane. Judging from the look
on his mashed-in wrestler's face, he was surprised by the way Clyde had rolled through his attack. And it
was not an entirely unpleasant surprise. He advanced, and Clyde ingtinctively fell into the traditiond
match opening position, then dropped hisright leg back haf a step and went into the stutter-step stance,
extending his basdline for the charge he knew a-Turki would make.

Al-Turki grinned. He squared off and bent his knees, patiently regarding his prey, readying an attack. He
gtarted talking to Clyde about something. Clyde couldn't hear him. It was probably some kind of chatter
about wrestling.

Clyde knew he would have to move quickly and decisively. His opponent probably outweighed him by a
few pounds and was alate-modd hard body. In wrestling, weight and strength were the ultimate trump
cards and would eventualy win out, even over the vastly superior wrestling skillsthat Clyde had learned
from wrestling againgt Dhonts hiswholelife. Timewas on d-Turki'sside. Eveniif it wasn't, he presumably
had a gun, and though Clyde hoped the man would not be stupid enough to fireit in acargo hold full of
Jet fuel and botulin toxin, he did not want to tempt him.

Clyde launched his attack first, wanting desperately to look like ablur, but knowing that, suffering from
the combined effects of age and cold, he moved at freeze-frame speed. He feinted toward a-Turki's right
and then ducked under the Iragi'sleft arm, spun behind him, and, with hisright leg, kicked the insde of
the man'sleft knee. His momentum combined with al-Turki's surprise at the move dlowed him to
complete the motion and take the other down. Clyde, no featherweight, fell fully and hard on top of
a-Turki, but feding the muscles undernesth his opponent's suit, he ingtantly sensed that he would have
little chance of holding him down. He thought about trying ajudo chop--he had practiced them once--but
he had as much chance of penetrating the muscles of a-Turki's neck as he did of biting through the
arplane's deckplates with hisincisors.

Al-Turki tried to reestablish his base on hands and knees, but Clyde kicked out hisright leg. Then
a-Turki executed an escape maneuver called a Granby roll, which worked more or less perfectly; he
was dmost out of Clyde's control when Clyde, in desperation, laid acrossface on the Iraqi, putting his
full weight behind the blow, damming the bone of hisforearm acrossthe Iragi's nose and shatteringit.
Blood spurted out. Al-Turki'slips moved, and Clyde could barely hear him uttering some kind of



exclamation of pain and surprisein Arabic. While the Iragi wasin shock, Clyde reached around his body
and jerked the gun out of his shoulder holster, then flung it back into the darkness of the cargo hold; it
spun off into the jungle gym and disappeared. One less thing to worry about.

Al-Turki inhaled deeply and shouted for help asloudly as he could. Both he and Clyde knew that this
was hopeless, but only a-Turki knew that the shouting was just a cover for another maneuver: with his
free hand he reached around and got a grip on Clyde'stesticles. Clyde felt it coming at the last moment
and twisted away, losing hisgrip on a-Turki, who was quick to capitaize on the Stuation with achicken
wing on Clyde's left arm. Clyde hollered. The pain from the testicles was bad enough. Al-Turki twisted,
trying to wrench Clyde's arm out of his socket.

But here a-Turki's tremendous strength and Clyde's dight weight disadvantage led to an outcome neither
man expected: Clyde waslifted completdly off hisfeet. Thisreminded him of atrick maneuver that
Dhontsliked to execute when they were showing off: kicking againgt d-Turki'slegs and midsection for
traction, he did asomersault and straightened out hisarm. Al-Turki gtill held the [eft, but Clyde'sright was
free, and s0 he returned the favor, reaching out to grab a-Turki's balls. Al-Turki let go. Clyde got away
fromhim.

Al-Turki was till shaking his head in annoyance and, Clyde thought, genuine fear. You should have
anticipated this, you son of a bitch, Clydefdt like saying. Of all the hick towns in the world, you
picked the wrestling capital of the universe. . . . You made your bed, you havetoliein it.

Clyde kept his eyesfixed on his opponent's--rule number one. Asthe two men circled each other,
a-Turki was looking around for awespon, or something. Clyde didn't dare take his eyes off the Iraqji to
see what hewaslooking .

Almost too late Clyde figured it out. Al-Turki had maneuvered around to the point where he had aclear
path to the door in the bulkhead. Clyde saw him gather hisfeet benesth him and make arun for it. Clyde
ran him down just short of the door and tackled him around the legs, sending a-Turki facefirst into the
stedl deckplates. They skidded for a couple of feet and thumped into the bulkhead; Clyde prayed the
impact hadn't been loud enough to dert the other Iragis.

Clyde jumped on a-Turki's back and established control, but not before the Iragi had struggled to his
hands and knees. Al-Turki paused for amoment to gather his strength, then exploded off the floor in
another well-executed escape maneuver. If they had been of equal size and sirength, Clyde might have
dragged him back down, but a-Turki was ssimply too strong; Clyde ended up on his knees behind the
standing Iraqji, hisarmswrapped tightly around the other'swai <.

Al-Turki lunged for the door handle. Clyde managed to drag him back haf astep, just out of reach.
Al-Turki reached down, grabbed one of Clyde's pinkies, and wrenched it back.

Clyde knew he couldn't hold on to the Iragi for more than another three seconds.
He remembered a bridging maneuver that Dick Dhont had used to pin him once.

He got hisfeet undernesth him and thrust upward, lifting the Iragi straight up inthe air with Clyde'sface
buried between his shoulder blades. At the sametime, Clyde arched his spine asfar backward asit
would go, bending his body back into ahorseshoe. This sent d-Turki's head plunging down toward the
deck like aspiked football, even as hislegsflew up into the air.

The imba ance sent them both falling backward, adding the weight of both men to the force with which
a-Turki's head smashed into the deckplates.



For amoment they formed an arch: Clyde'sfeet firmly planted a one end, al-Turki's head at the other.
Every musclein a-Turki's body suddenly went limp, and the arch collapsed. Clyde ended up lying on his
back with a-Turki's body on top of him.

Clyderolled him onto his scomach and zipped a-Turki's wrists together behind his back with some
plastic handcuffs he had stuffed into his pocket when held abandoned his unit. Then he did the ankles. He
dragged d-Turki back among the fuel tanks where he could not be seen from the door in the bulkhead,
Zipped the wrists and ankles together, and then, just for good measure, zipped the whole messto a heavy
iron loop recessed into the floor. He didn't really expect a-Turki to wake up, but there was no point in
taking half measures. He went through the Iragi's pockets and found anumber of passports and other
miscellanea, but no knives he might useto cut himsdlf loose.

Hisbdls hurt so badly hefelt he might throw up, and at least two fingers were broken. Clyde thought of
the time Dan Dhont had jogged six milesto the emergency room after an especidly perverse chain-saw
accident and found the strength to ignore it. He was haf-numb from cold anyway.

The wire running from the passenger compartment to the explosives on the tank container wasasmple
two-strand lamp cord. Clyde wrapped it around his hand a couple of times and then ripped it off.

There were five Russians and three Iragis | eft on the plane. The Russans were bad guys, but Clyde knew
they weren't willing to die. On the other hand, some of the Iragis might be willing to givetheir livesfor this
project. The only thing he knew was that he couldn't walk into the passenger compartment and assaullt dl
of them a onetime.

Sooner or later someone el se was going to come out of that door. Just in caseit was aRussian, Clyde
dug a Forks County traffic-citation form out of his pocket, stole a pen from a-Turki's breast pocket, and
drew acartoon of abomb--abundle of dynamite sticks hooked up to an darm clock. And just in case it
was an Iragi, Clyde did somerooting around in the crates and lockers where the crew stored their spare
parts and eventualy dug up achunk of iron pipe about two feet long. It wasn't Excalibur, but it would
probably obviate any more wrestling matches.

Asit happened, thefirst person to emerge from the door, some twenty minutes later, was a Russian.
Clyde kicked the door shut behind the man and blocked his retreeat, then hefted the pipe asawarning.
The Russian was suitably shocked to see Clyde dlive, then deeply impressed.

Clyde held up the bomb cartoon. The man raised his eyebrows.

Then, redlizing a carrot-and-stick gpproach might be even better, Clyde took out the pen and added
something new: alarge dollar sgn. He handed it to the Russian and said, “Vitay."

By way of response, the man pushed up his deeve afew inchesto expose hiswrigt. It had ared welt
around it, obvioudy from a handcuff that had been recently removed.

So dl the Russians were handcuffed up there, except when they were sent back on errands.
“Clyde" Clyde shouted, pointing to himsdf.
“Boris" the crewman shouted.

Clyde beckoned Boris back to the locker where he had found the pipe, and dug out another. He tossed
it to Boris, who was so surprised he nearly dropped it. He looked quizzicaly at Clyde.

“Tovarisch?' Clyde shouted.



“Da," Borissad.
“Let'sboogie," Clyde said, and pointed Borisforward, till not trusting him enough to goin front.

Borisflagged him down and pointed at the pen. Clyde handed it to him, and Boris proceeded to draw a
little floor plan of the passenger compartment, with little boxes representing the inhabitants. “Rooski,
rooski, rooski, Iraqi, rooski, Iraqi, Iragi,” he said. Then he pointed to the last of these Iragis and made
hishand into apigtal.

“Okay, hesmine" Clyde said, pointing to himsdf. “Y ou get these other two."

The door in the bulkhead led to asteep metal staircase. The brilliant light of the sun filtered down from
the windows of the passenger compartment above. Boris went first, cregping to the bottom of the
stairway with his pipe hidden in his deeve, and looked up. Then he beckoned Clyde forward; none of the
Iragis had heard them coming through the door.

Clyde couldn't stand waiting anymore, so he jumped through the doorway, ran up the sairsthree at a
time, and burst into the passenger compartment. The leader of the Iragis was seated farthest forward,
closest to the cockpit door, so that he could keep tabs on Vitaly. He was about four strides away from
Clyde, and Clyde had covered haf of that distance before he had even looked up.

Clyde had spent enough time in the Barge On Inn, hitting dangerous people with nightsticks, to know that
if he wound up and swung the pipe like a basebal|l bat, the man would see it coming and dodgeit or
block it. So he lunged forward, thrusting the end of the pipe at the Iragi's face like the point of asword,
and caught him in the temple hard enough to snap his head back against the bulkhead. That didn't knock
him out, but it did leave him stunned long enough for Clyde to go upside his head with the pipe one more
time

Heturned around to see one of the Iragi Ph.D.'slaid out in the aide, and the other one curled up in afeta
position in his seat as Borisrained blows on him. It appeared that Boriswasin arather vindictive mood,
or maybe he had decided it would be ussful to demonstrate his commitment to Clyde's sde of the
dispute.

Clyde confiscated the Iraqgi leader's gun and handcuffed him, then cuffed the mauled Ph.D.'saswell and
let Borisworry about freeing his comrades. He opened the cockpit door and was amost knocked flat by
theintengty of the sunlight coming in over Vitay's shoulders.

“Clyde, my good droog!" Vitaly said. “1 am so happy to seeyou well. And | am sorry that my crew
members did not keep your secret very well. But the Iragis were suspicious about these two mysterious
cigarette smugglerswho came out of the blizzard, and they were very persuasive.”

Clyde knew al about peoplelike Vitay; he arrested them dl the time, and he knew that there was no
point in trying to pin him down and prove his guilt. Vitay would have plausible excuses stacked up like
jumbo jets above O'Hare Airport on afoggy Thanksgiving. “ Speaking of persuasive,” Clyde said, “you
can ether keep flying this crate and get blown to bits pretty soon, or land it and get lots of money from
my government. It'sup to you."

Vitaly throttled the engines down and banked the Antonov into aturn. “Thereis a Canadian Air Force
base not far away, with abeautiful runway,” he said. “Did you get adl four of the Iragis?”

“All four."

“Good," Vitaly said. “Let's crank sometunes." He reached over his head and punched a button on a car



stereo that had been jury-rigged into the Antonov. It was a Jane's Addiction CD--*Been Caught
Seding." It came through magnificently, even over the engine noise--the Russians had converted the
Antonov into the world's largest ghetto blaster. “Have you ever tried Crimean brandy?' Vitaly shouted.

It was | ate afternoon now, and the sun plummeted below the horizon in the space of afew seconds asthe
Antonov lot dtitude. Ghostly bluelights appeared in the sky around them; Vitaly identified them asthe
exhausts of fighter jets, which had been sent up to escort themiin.

Fifteen minutes later the big runway at the Canadian base could be seen, like astring of diamonds against
black velvet, and Vitaly brought the Antonov down onto it, occasondly glancing away from the landing
lightsto fire up another cigarette or to reach for his QuikTrip plastic insulated go-cup of Crimean brandy.
The Antonov landed much more gently than it had taken off. But when Vitaly put the brakeson, the
doshing in thefuel containers was much worse and jerked the plane violently backward and forward a
dozen timesbeforeit gradudly died down; tremendous wrenching and popping noises could be heard
even through the two bulkheads between the cockpit and the hold.

They were directed onto an apron. Powerful lights were pointed at them, and they weretold to remainin
the plane. They did, for about three minutes; then one of the crew members came forward and
announced that some of the plumbing in the hold had ruptured, and that the plane wasrapidly filling up
with jet fuel. So they took the party out onto the runway.

Clyde checked hiswatch. Severa hourswere |eft before Fazoul's time bomb exploded. When al of the
Russians, with their lighted cigarettes, had cleared away from the plane, he climbed up into the twisted
and partidly collapsed jungle gym, avoiding therivers of jet fuel that were coursing down al around, and
had alook at the bomb. He saw the wires that Fazoul had told him to cut. He put the jaws of thewire
cutter around them, then stopped himsalf. Sometimes wires sparked when they were cut, and a spark
would be abad thing in these circumstances.

So he pulled thewad of plastique out of the cranny where Fazoul had wedged it, and stripped off the
electrician's tape holding the timer in place, then smply took the entire bomb with him, being careful not
to bump the red switch. He climbed down carefully through the jungle gym, not wanting to lose his
footing on the fuel-dickened bars, and walked out of the plane.

It was unbelievably cold out there. The Russians were nowhere to be seen; Canadians had apparently
come around and picked them up, and Clyde was strangely aone.

A smdl jet planelanded on the adjacent runway, bearing the inggnia of the United States government.
Looking up into the clear night sky, Clyde could see the landing lights of more planes, coming down
behind it in the same pattern.

The Gulfstream taxied onto the gpron, keeping arespectful distance from the Antonov. Clyde ran toward
it; it must be warm in there. By the time he reached it, its door had been opened and its sairway
deployed, and afamiliar figure was standing on the ground, trying to get acigarette lit, cursang the cold.

“Deputy," Hennessey said, “you're out of your jurisdiction. But | promise not to tell on you.”
“Got any bomb experts?' Clyde said, holding out the plastique.

Hennessey looked at it and raised his eyebrows. “We got every kind of expert known to the United
States and Canadian governments," he said, pointing to the train of jets stacked up into the stars. An Air
Force C-130 touched down, and they watched it roar to anear halt and taxi onto the apron. “ See,
Clyde, it isamazing what feats of organization our government can accomplish--if you don't mind waiting
until it'stoo late."



fifty-four

JAMES GABOR Millikan was not entirely unhappy on the morning of Boxing Day, 1990. He il had
hisjob at the Nationa Security Council. Moreover, he had managed to position himsdlf in such away
that the pivotd role he had played in turning Irag into amaor military power would end up asa scholarly
footnote, while his strenuous exertions on behalf of peace and freedom and democracy would appear in
headlines and newscasts the world over.

Despite dl that, it had been aterrible year. While he had been pursuing the pure science of diplomacy, he
had been deceived by his diplomeatic colleague of decades, Tariq Aziz, one of the few people with the wit
to appreciate what he was doing. As aresult, he had had to scramble to maintain his position. He had
been forced to do some undignified and injudicious things. He il didn't know exactly what costsand
damages he had racked up in the process; the accounting would take a decade to sort out. He had
inflicted some grievous blows on hisrival, Hennessay, but Hennessey had shown more than his usua
resourcefulness and had managed to emerge from the thing as ahero. Millikan could only thank God that
Hennessey's exploits would remain unknown outside asmadl circle of high government and military
offidds.

Millikan stood outside a discreet side entrance to the Hotdl Crillon with hisassstant, Richard Dellinger,
waiting for the Iragi limousineto pull up for afina meeting with Aziz--one last atempt to avoid war.

Iraq was going to be ground to pieces by the twenty-three-nation codlition that Bush and Baker had
assembled. Millikan and Aziz, great respecters of each other's skills, were no longer aliesworking to
bridge the gulf between the massive and unfocused power of the United States and the quixatic vision of
Saddam Hussein. Events had passed them by, and they now had to wait for eventsto conclude so that
they could come back on the stage and try to keep the world together.

Thelraqgi stretch Mercedes pulled up to the door, preceded and pursued by a motorcycle guard from the
French Foreign Ministry. Once again Aziz was accompanied by Gérard Touvain, the French Foreign
Minigtry liaison. Millikan strode forward to be presented by Touvain to Aziz. After aperfunctory
handshake with the Frenchman, Millikan gave his best warm, two-handed grasp to his old colleague.

“Mne ochen' zhal'," Millikan said to Aziz. I'mterribly sorry.

“We did our best, mon vieux," Aziz responded, and the two entered the Crillon arm inarm. Touvain
tagged behind, pointing out for whoever would listen the "belle lumiére" of the hotel. They soon came
to the same smdll, exquisite dining room where they had lunched in March. Millikan introduced Richard
Délinger. Aziz introduced his chief assstant--a new man, coarser and meaner looking than the one
Millikan had seenin March. Touvain was politely told to buzz off.

On the smdl table was atray with abottle of iced Stoli, beluga caviar, and plates of black bread, butter,
onions, chopped hard-boiled eggs. "It looks as though it will be some time before we will meet thisway
agan," Millikan said with honest regret in hisvoice.

"Unfortunately, you couldn't be more correct, Jm," Aziz responded.

"A toadt," Millikan said when the shot glasses werefilled with the now syrupy Stoli. "To diplomacy, when
you and | will work to bring Irag back into the community of nations after Saddam'’sinevitable defeat.”

"I'm afraid that | will not be ableto drink to that," Aziz responded, setting his glass on thetable
untouched. "1 do not share your opinion of the military situation in Kuwait, mon vieux. Before your
leader launches afool hardy assault on the new Iragi province of Kuwait, he should understand that we



have devel oped anew weapon. If we are forced to use this weapon by the aggressive behavior of other
nations, it will cause such terrible casudtiesin the heart of theillega Zionist entity that the Jewswill have
no choice but to enter the war--which will destroy your codition and bring the Arabsinto aunified front
led by my nation. And it will cause such terrible casuaties among your forces that Americans, who do not
have the somach for brave enterprises, will demand an end to this stupid and thoughtless aggression.”

Millikan, holding his shot glassfull of icy, syrupy Stali, listened calmly to his peroration, thought for a
moment, and then downed it anyway--a breach of etiquette that startled Aziz. "Mr. Dellinger?'

Ddlinger stepped forward and pulled a piece of fax paper from his pocket. It was abrief typewritten
document written on the stationery of the Roya Canadian Air Force.

"Would you careto share the latest intelligence with His Excellency?' Millikan continued.

Richard Dellinger read the document, refolded the paper, and put it back in his pocket. Aziz dumped
againg the back of hisLouis XV chair. Helooked first a Dellinger and then at Millikan.

"Hennesey?'
"Please, Tarig. Y ou offend me."

"Then who?Y ou blocked any action in Washington with your task force. Y ou caused the anayst who
understood what was happening to be isolated. Who?"

Déllinger stepped forward and said, "We are not &t liberty to divulge that. Y ou understand--sources and
methods."

Aziz sat there with hands folded for amoment and blinked. Then he stood, filled the four glasses, and
sad, "A toast--to my colleague Jm Millikan, who proved to be more resourceful than | had thought.”

Millikan did not raise his glass. He considered thisfor amoment.

What the hell. In the past he had not received due credit for some of hisfiner accomplishments. Andin
the game that he and Aziz were playing, it was useful for Aziz to think that thiswasdl Millikan's doing.
Heraised hisglassand drained it.

They carefully prepared and savored their dices of black bread with butter, onions, pieces of egg, and
caviar. Millikan proposed atoast. "To our continued association, Tariq, despite this unfortunate problem
between our two countries.”

A hdf hour later the caviar was gone, the vodkadrained, and lunch well under way. Millikan had ordered
the same menu as he had in March, as an unspoken symbol of the underlying continuity in the relationship
between him and Aziz. He could not help noticing that Aziz ate quickly and seemed impatient for each
courseto arrive. In light of the new information, he had much work ahead of him.

"Something has come up,” Millikan announced, "and | am afraid that | must rudely cut thismeeting
ghort."

Azizwasvisbly relieved and wasted no time getting up. In amost no time they were sanding by the sde
entrance waiting for the Iragi limousineto pull up.

"Thereistruly nothing we can do, isthere?" Millikan asked, looking at Aziz.

"No, my friend, and | do regard you as my friend. As we have both discovered in the past year, we



diplomatsredly havelittle control over events.” He paused and mused, Y ou know, when | wasyoung |
aways thought that being able to define events meant that you had gained partia control. But | think that
maybe Tolstoy had it right. That the Napoleons and great men are no more important in determining
history than the most humble soldier in thefront lines.”

"| refuseto bdievethat," Millikan shot back.

"Yes, mon vieux, | know. And that iswhy I'm going hometo put on amilitary uniform and you are
going--as| hear it--back to the university.”

"You and | both know that we will be back. We will have another day.”
Tariq Aziz leaned back, looked at Millikan, and chuckled. "Of course we will."

Within moments he was gone, talking on his cdll phone. Dellinger fell in besde Millikan as he strolled out
into the Place dela Concorde.

"Shewasright,” Millikan said.
"Pardon me?'

"Betsy Vandeventer. She had it exactly right: the Iragi strategy was to use biologica weaponsto force
Isradl into the war, thus destroying the codlition. Very clever srategy. Very nice andysison Ms.
Vandeventer's part.”

Délinger seemed stunned and confused. "Would you like me to put acommendation in her file?'
"I'd likeyou to hire her," Millikan said.
"Hire her?'

"Y es. Now that she has a clearer understanding of how the chain of command works, shell bean
excdlent addition to my staff."

Délinger grinned. "I'll get right oniit, Sir."

"She despises me," Millikan said, "but she's human. So figure out what she wants, and make her an offer
shecan't refuse.”

fifty-five
JANUARY 1991

JUST GETTING on I-66 and heading west seemed too easy, and Betsy had forgotten how to do
anything easy and straightforward. So shetook to smaller streets and wandered, keeping the sun
generdly on her left. She drove through Arlington National Cemetery, got caught in the swirl of traffic
around the Pentagon, and ended up blundering southward into the city of Alexandria: first a
dangerous-looking border neighborhood, but then into Alexandria proper, with its beautiful curving
sreets of lovely southern mansions, well-endowed churches, and private schools, al surrounded by
nicely tended azal eas and dogwoods that would explode into bloom sometime later, after she had |ft the
city behind.

"Y ou want meto get out the map?' said the man in the passenger seet, abig man injeansand aflanne
shirt, who had been shifting uncomfortably and biting his tongue as Betsy wandered amlesdy around



northern Virginia. "We're never going to see Steptoe Buitte at thisrate.”

"What's your hurry?' she said. Both of them had two months severance pay coming in, and Betsy had
just got her security deposit back infull.

Paul Moses leaned his seat back in resignation, reached out with one long arm, and turned on the radio.
He began punching the scan button and soon found a news station, which was doing alive phone
interview with areporter in Baghdad. The bombing was going to start any day now.

"What do you think?" he said. "Where should we stay tonight? | was thinking maybe Colonia
Williamsburg.”

"Theres only onelandmark | want to reach today,” Betsy said, "and thereitis."

They were headed west on Duke Street, which turned into the Little River Turnpike. Up ahead of them a
tangle of ramps surrounded the approaches to amassive, ten-lane overpass, the beltway that ringed the
city and marked--in some sense--the town limits of Washington, D.C. All ten lanes, in both directions,
were filled with traffic, and traffic was staled. Betsy accelerated above twenty miles an hour for the first
time all day--adthough the rented car, burdened with much luggage and pulling aU-Haul trailer, didn't
have much zip. Asthey passed through the shadow of the overpass, she suddenly let out amost
un-Betsy-like Indian war whoop. And then they emerged into the blesk January sunlight again.

Staled motorists on the outer ring of the beltway had the monaotony of their morning commute broken by
an unusud sight: awestbound car and trailer pulling onto the shoulder of Little River Turnpike just below
them, and a couple of heavyset people in comfortable, rumpled clothing jumping out, throwing their arms
around each other, and exchanging along kiss. After afew momentsthe novety of thissight wore off,
and they turned up their radios to hear the latest report from the Gullf.

fifty-six
FEBRUARY

IT WAS three thirty-seven A.M., and for once Maggie was adeep. She had got to be a pretty good
deeper in thelast few months. Clyde was prouder of thisfact than anything. Out of al the hundreds of
baby books, Clyde, through lengthy reading and scrutiny, had picked out the one that worked.

Clydewas not deeping. He had hardly dept in three days, since the ground war had been launched and
Desireg's unit had gone thundering forward into Irag. Casudties were light. But earlier today he had seen
areport that severd members of Desireg's divison had been killed when they had hit aminein their
Humvee. They were medics who had been coming to the aid of an armored personnel carrier that had
been struck by friendly fire. At least two of the dead medics were female.

As soon as Clyde had heard this report, he had known in his heart that Desiree had been in that
Humvee--probably driving it. That would be just like her. He had called the Pentagon hot line for families
of servicepeople over and over, but it was dways busy. Right now at least a couple of dozen Dhonts
were awake around Forks County, hitting the auto redia buttons on their telephones, trying to get
through. Clyde had given up and settled into hisLaZ-Boy in front of the televison, waiting for detailsto
come through on CNN.

So far the Iragis had not used any nonconventiona wegpons. Though that shouldn't have surprised
Clyde, of al people. They'd been raining Scudson Isradl, but it ssemed that Scuds weren't accurate
enough to do much damage unlessthey had chemical or biologica warheads. The lsradiswere
controlling themsdlves, just barely.



His nose had been itching for two days, and he had just become conscious of it. One of those big
baling-wire nose hairs had made contact with the opposite side of hisnostril. He went to the bathroom,
groping hisway in the dim light scattered off the TV tube, and got hisrotary nose-hair clipper, then
settled down in front of the TV again, turned it on, and began to nuzzle the clipper around, waiting for the
satisfying click that it would make when it severed the offending hair.

The buzzing of the trimmer dmost drowned out the sound of the telephone. He snatched it up, afraid that
it might have been ringing for sometime as held sat there grinding away. "Hello?"

There was along pause, during which he could hear only static. Then some sound broke through: a deep,
rhythmic whumping that got suddenly loud and then quickly died avay. The sound, Clyderedized, of a

helicopter passing by at high speed.

"Hdlo?' hesaid again.

"Hi, itsme," Desree said. "Tdk loud, baby. My Humvee hit amine. My earsare il ringing.”
"Where are you, honey?" Clyde blurted out before he had time to get choked up.

"Phone booth," Desree said. "Oh, wow!"

A loud whining and roaring sound came through for afew moments, then died away. Clyde could hear a
lot of people whooping and cheering at the other end. "That was an M-one tank going by!" Desiree said.

"Wherée's that phone booth, sweetie?'
"Somelittle crossroadsin Irag.”
"Youreinlrag?'

"Yeah. But | gotta go--lots of people are waiting. | just wanted to remind you to take the mest out of the
freezer--some of it's about to expire.”

"I'll take care of it," Clyde said. "Y ou hurry home now, okay?'

"That'sthe plan, Clyde," she said. "That'sthewholeidea.”
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Springfield Central had started out as your basic Big Old Brick Hospital with a centra tower flanked
symmetricaly by two dightly shorter wings. Half adozen newer wings, pavilions, sky bridges, and
parking ramps had been plugged into it snce then, so that looking at it from the window of the chopper,
Mary Catherine could see it was the kind of hospital where you spent al your time wandering around
lost. Theroofswere mostly flat tar and pea-grave, totaly dark at thistime of night, though in areas that
were perpetudly shaded, patches of snow glowed faintly blue under the starlight. But the roof of one of
the old, original wingswas a patch of high noon in the sea of midnight. It bore ared square with awhite
Swiss cross, ared letter H in the center of the cross, and some white block numerals up in one corner.
Wl off to the Side, new doors--electrically powered dabs of glass--had been cut into the side of the old
building's centrd tower.

It made her uneasy. Thiswasn't Dad's style. Asthe governor of one of the biggest statesin the union,
William A. Cozzano could have lived like asultan. But he didn't. He drove his own car and he did his
own oil changes, lying flat on hisback in the driveway of their house in Tuscolain the middle of the winter
while frosthitten media crews photographed himin the act.

Zooming around in choppers gave him no thrill. It just reminded him of Vietnam.

Hetook thisto the point where he probably wouldn't have known how to get a chopper if he had needed
one. Which iswhy he had to have people like Md, people who knew the extent of his power and how to
useit.

"We have limited information,” Me said, on the way down. "He suffered an episode of somekind in his

office, shortly after eight o'clock. Heisfineand hisvital sgnsaretotally stable. They managed to extract
him from the statehouse without drawing awhole lot of attention, so if we play thisthing right we may be
ableto get through it without any lesksto the media.”

In other circumstances, Mary Catherine might have resented Md'stalk of medialesksat atimelikethis.
But that was hisjob. And thiskind of thing was important to Dad. It was probably the same thing that
Dad was worrying about, right now.

If he was awake. If hewas Htill capable of worrying.
"l can't figure out what the problem would be," Mary Catherine said.
"They'rethinking siroke," Md said.

"He's not old enough. He's not fat. Not diabetic. Doesn't smoke. His cholesterol level isthrough the floor.
There's no reason he should have astroke.” Just when she had hersdlf reassured, she remembered the tall
end of the message she'd heard on her answering machine, the one that mentioned Sipes. The
neurologist. For thefirgt timeit occurred to her that the message might have been about her father. She



felt asick panicky impulse, aclaustrophobic urge to throw the helicopter door open and jump out.

Me shrugged. "We could burn up the phone lines getting more info. But it wouldn't help him. And it
would just create more potentia leaks. So just try to takeit easy, because in afew minutes well know
for sure”

The chopper made an annoyingly gradua soft descent onto the hospital roof. Mary Catherine had anice
view of the capitol dome out her window, but tonight it just looked maevolent, like asnister antenna
risng out of the prairieto pick up emanations from distant sources of power. It was atall capitol but not
abig one. Its smalness aways emphasized, to Mary Catherine, its unnatural concentration of influence.

Springfield liked to hill itself as"The City Lincoln Loved." Md dwaysreferred to it as"The City Lincoln
Left.”

Me and Mary Catherine had to Sit insde for amoment and let the momentum of the rotor spin down a
little. When she got the thumbs-up from the pilot, Mary Catherine put her hand on her hair and rolled out
onto the white crossin her running shoes. She had thrown atrench coat on over her sweatshirt and jeans,
and the buckle whipped back and forth on the end of its belt; thewintry air, traveling at hurricane speed
under the rotor blades, had awindchill factor somewhere down around absol ute zero. She didn't stop
running until she had passed through the wide automatic glass doors and into the quiet warmth of the
corridor that led to the central eevator shafts.

Mél wasright behind her. An elevator was aready up and waiting for them, doors open. It was a
wide-mouth, industrial-strength lift big enough to take a gurney and awhole posse of medica personnel.
A man waswaiting insde, middle-aged, dressed in awhite coat thrown over a Bears swestshirt. This
implied that he had been called into the hospital on short notice. It was Dr. Sipes, the neurologist.

She was used to being in hospitals. But suddenly the redlity hit her. "Oh, god," she said, and dumped
agang the elevator's pitiless tainless sted wall.

"What's going on?' Md said, watching Mary Catherine's reaction, looking & Dr. Sipesthrough ditted
eyes.

"Dr. Sipes," Sipessaid.

"Mée Meyer. What's going on?"

"I'maneurologist,” Sipesexplained.

Méel looked searchingly at Mary Cathering's face for amoment and figured it out. "Oh. Gotcha."
Sipesskey chain was dangling from akey switch on the control panel. Sipes reached for it.

"Hang on asec,” Md said. Since he had emerged from the chopper his head had been swinging back
and forth like that of a Secret Service agent, checking out the surroundings. "Let's just have achat before
we go down to some lower floor where | assume that thingswill bein astate of hysteria”

Sipes blinked and smiled thinly, more out of surprise than amusement; he wasn't expecting folksy humor
at thisstage in the proceedings. "Fair enough. The Governor said that | should be expecting you.”

"Oh. So heistaking?'

Thiswas asmple enough question, and the fact that Sipes hesitated before answering told Mary
Catherineasmuch asaCAT scan.



"He's not gphasic, ishe?" she asked.
"Heisaphasic,” Sipessaid.

"Andin English thismeans?' Md sad.
"He has some problems spesking.”

Mary Catherine put one hand over her face, asif she had aterrible headache, which she didn't. This kept
getting worse. Dad redlly had suffered astroke. A bad one.

Mé just processed the information unemotionally. "Are these problems things that would be obvioudy
noticesble to alayman?”'

"I would say 0, yes. He hastrouble finding the right words, and sometimes makes words up that don't
exig."

"A common phenomenon among politicians,” Me said, "but not for Willy. So he's not going to be doing
any interviews anytime soon.”

"He'sintdlectudly coherent. He just has trouble putting ideas into words."
"But hetold you to expect me."

"He said that aback would be coming."

"A back?'

"Word substitution. Common among aphasics.” Sipeslooked at Mary Catherine. 'l assumethat he
doexn't have aliving grandmother?"

"His grandmothers are dead. Why?'

"He said that his grandmother would be coming too, and that she was a scooter from Daley. Which
means Chicago.”

"So ‘ grandmother' means ‘ daughter' and ‘ scooter--'? "
"He refersto me and al the other physicians as scooters,” Sipes said.
"Oy, fuck me" Md said. "Thisisgonnabe aproblem."

Mary Catherine had a certain skill for putting bad things out of her mind so that they would not cloud her
judgment. She had been trained that way by her father and had gotten a brutal refresher course during
high school, when her mother had falenill and died of leukemia. She stood up straight, squared her
shoulders, blinked her eyes. "'l want to know everything," she said. "This Chinese water torture Stuff is
going tokill me"

"Very wel," Spessaid, and reached for hiskey chain. The devator fell.

All that Mary Catherine was doing, redlly, was coming to the hospital to vist asick rdative. The
chairman of the neurology department did not have to guide her persondly through the hospital. She was
getting this trestment, she knew, because she was the Governor's daughter.

It was one of those weird things that happened to you dl the time when you were the daughter of William



A. Cozzano. Theimportant thing was not to get used to thiskind of treatment, not to expect it. To
remember that it could be taken away at any time. If she could makeit al the way through her father's
political career without ever forgetting this, she'd be okay.

Dad had a private room, on aquiet floor full of private rooms, with an Illinois State Patrolman stationed
outsdeit.

"Frank,” Md said, "how's the knee?'
"Hey, Md," the trooper said, reached around his body, and shoved the door open.
"Changeinto civvies, will ya?' Md sad.

When Sipesled Me and Mary Catherineinsde, Dad was adegp. He looked normal, if somewhat
deflated. Sipes had aready warned them that the left Side of hisface was pardyzed, but it did not show

any visblesagging, yet.

"Oh, Dad," she said quietly, and her face scrunched up and tears started pouring down her face. Me
turned toward her, asif he'd been expecting this, and opened his armswide. He was two inches shorter
than Mary Catherine. She put her face down into the epaulet of histrench coat and cried. Sipes stood
uncertainly, awkwardly, checking hiswristwatch once or twice.

Sheletit go on for acouple of minutes. Then she madeit stop. "So much for getting that out of the way,"
shesad, trying to makeit into ajoke. Md was gentlemanly enough to grin and chuckle hafheartedly.
Sipes kept hisface turned away from her.

Mary Catherine was one of those people that everyone naturaly liked. People who knew her in med
school had tended to assume that she would go into amore touchy-feely specidty like family practice or
pediatrics. She had surprised them dl by picking neurology instead. Mary Catherine liked to surprise
people; it was another habit she had picked up congenitally.

Neurology was afunny specidty. Unlike neurosurgery, which was al drills and saws and bloody knives,
neurology was pure detective work. Neurologists learned to observe funny littleticsin patients
behavior--things that laymen might never notice--and mentally trace the faulty connections back to the
brain. They were good at figuring out what was wrong with people. But usudly it waslittle more than a
theoretica exercise, because there was no cure for most neurologica problems. Consequently,
neurologists tended to be cynical, sardonic, remote, with a penchant for dark humor. Sipeswasaclassic
example, except that he appeared to have no sense of humor at all.

Mary Catherine wastrying to make apersond crusade of bringing more humanity to the profession. But
standing by her stricken father's bedside crying her eyes out was not what sheld had in mind.

"Why ishe so out of it?' Md said.

"Strokeisamajor shock to the system. Hisbody isn't used to this. Plus, we put him on anumber of
medications that, taken together, dow him down, make him drowsy. It'sgood for him to deep right

"Mary Catherinetold methat guys of hisage, in good shape, shouldn't have strokes.”
"That's correct,” Sipes said.
"So why did he have one?'



"Usually stroke happenswhen you are old and the arteries to your brain are narrowed by deposits. This
patient's arteries are in good shape. But a big blood clot got loosein his system.”

"Damn," Mary Catherine said, "it was the mitral valve prolapse, wasn't it?"
"Probably,” Sipessad.
"Whoa, whoa!" Md said. "What isthis? | never heard about this."

"Y ou never heard about it becauseit'satrivia problem. Most people don't know they haveit and don't
cae

"What isit?'

Mary Catherine said, "It's adefect in the valve between the atrium and the ventricle on the left sde of
your heart. Makes awhooshing noise. But it has no effect on performance, which iswhy Dad was able
to join the Marines and play footbdl."

"Okay," Mdl sdid.

"The reason it makes awhooshing noiseisthat it creates a pattern of turbulent flow insde the heart,"”
Sipessaid. "In some cases, this turbulent flow can develop into a sort of stagnant backwater. It's possible
for blood clotsto form there. That's probably what happened. A clot formed insgde the heart, eventually
got large enough to be caught up in the norma flow of blood, and shot up his carotid artery into his
bran.”

"Jesus," Mée said. He sounded amost disgusted that something so prosaic could fell the Governor. "Why
didn't this happen to him twenty years ago?"

"Could have," Sipessaid. "It's purely achancething. A bolt from the blue.”

"Could it happen again?'
"Sure. But we're keeping him on blood thinners at the moment, so it can't happen right now.”

Meél stood there nodding a Sipeswhile he said this. Then Md kept nodding for aminute or so, just
gtaring off into space.

"I have eght hundred million phone calsto make," Md said. "Let'sget down to business. List for medl
of the other human beingsin the world who know the information that you just gave me. And | don't want
him being whedled around this hospital for everyoneto look at. He staysin thisroom until we make
further arrangements. Okay?"

"Okay, I'll passthat along to the others--"

"Don't bother, I'll doit," Md said.

It was like the old days in Tuscola, when a hot, portentous afternoon would suddenly turn dark and
purple and the air would be torn by tornado sirens and the police cars would cruise up and down the
streets warning everyone to take cover. Dad was aways there, guiding the kids and the dogs down into
the tornado cellar, checking to see that the barbecue and lawn chairs and garbage can lids were stowed
away, telling them funny stories while the cellar door above their heads pocked from the impacts of
baseball-sized hailstones. Now, something even worse was happening. And Dad was deegping through



it.

And Mom wasn't around anymore. And there was her brother James. But he was just her brother. James
wasn't any stronger than she was. Probably less so. Mary Catherine was in charge of the Cozzano
family.

Sipesand Mary Catherine ended up in adark, quiet room in front of ahigh-powered Calyx computer
system with two huge monitors, one color and one black-and-white. It was a system for viewing medica
imagery of al kinds-X-rays, CAT scans, and everything else. Thishospital had had them for severa
years dready. The hospita where Mary Catherine worked probably wouldn't get one until sometimein
the next decade. Mary Catherine had used them before, so as soon as Dr. Sipes set her up with access
privileges, shewas ableto get sarted.

After awhile, Me somehow tracked her down and sat next to her without saying anything. Something
about the darkness of the room made people hush.

Mary Catherine used atrackball and aset of menus and control windows to open up alarge color
window on the screen. "They put his head in amagnet and baloney-diced hisbrain," she said.

"Comeagain?' Md said. It was funny to see him nonplussed.

"Did aseriesof CAT scans. Had the computer integrate them into a three-dimensional model of Dad's
melon, which makesit alot easer to visuaize which parts of hisbrain got gorked out.”

A brain materidized in the window on the computer screen, three-dimensiond, rendered in shades of
grey.

"Isthisthe way doctorstalk?' Me said, fascinated.

"Yes" Mary Catherine said, "when lawyers aren't around, that is. Let me change the palette; we can use
afase-color schemeto highlight the bad parts," she said, whipping down another menu.

The brain suddenly bloomed with color. Most of it was now in shades of red and pink, fading down
toward white, but smal portions of it showed up blue. "When lawyers and family members are present,”
Mary Catherine said, "we say that the blue parts were damaged by the stroke and have a dim chance of
ever recovering their norma function.”

"And amongst medica colleagues?'
"We say that those parts of the brain are toast. Croaked. Kaput. Not coming back.”
"l s2¢" Mel said.

"Been taking astroll down memory lane," Mary Catherine said. "Check thisout." She played with the
menus for amoment and another window opened up, ahuge one filling most of the black-and-white
screen. It wasachest X-ray. "Seethat?' she said, tracing a crooked rib with her fingertip.

"Bears-Packers, 1972," Md said. "l remember when they carried him off the field. | lost athousand
bucks on that fucking game.”

Mary Catherine laughed. " Servesyou right,” she said. She closed the window with the chest X-ray. Then
she used the trackball to rotate the image of the brain back and forth in different waysto reved sdlected



aress. "This stroked area accounts for the paraysis and thissmall one hereisresponsible for his aphasia
In the old days we had to figure this stuff out just by talking to the patient and watching the way he
moved."

"| detect from your tone of voicethat you think thisisdl basicaly superficid crap,” Md said.
Mary Catherine just turned toward him and smiled alittle bit.

"| likevideo gamestoo,” Md said, "but let'stalk serioudy for amoment here."

"Dad's mixed dominant, which isgood,” Mary Catherine said.

"Meaning?"

"He does some things with his right hand and others with his|eft. Neither Sde of the brain predominates.
People like that recover better from strokes.”

Mél raised his eyebrows. "That's good news."

"Recovery from thiskind of insult is extremely hard to predict. Most people hardly get better at dl. Some
recover quite well. We may see changes over the course of the next couple of weeksthat will tell us
which way he'sgoing to go."

"A couple of weeks," Md said. He was clearly relieved to have a specific number, atime frame to dedl
with. "Yougot it."

"Guesswhat?' Md said to the Cozzanos the morning after the stroke. It was six A.M. None of them had
dept except for the Governor, who was under the influence of various drugs. James Cozzano had arrived
shortly after midnight, driving his Miatain from South Bend, Indiana, where he was a graduate student in
the political science department. He and Mary Catherine had spent the whole night Sitting around in the
Executive Mansion, which was nice, but not exactly home. Mary Catherine had tried to deep in bed and
been unable to. She had put on her clothes, sat down in achair to talk to James, and fallen dead adeep
for four hours. James just watched TV. Me had spent the same time el sewhere, on the telephone,

waking people up.

Now they were dl together in the same room. The Governor's eyes were open, but he wasn't saying
much. When hetried to talk, the wrong words came out, and he got angry.

"What?' Mary Catherinefindly said.

Mél looked William A. Cozzano in the eye. Y ou're running for president.”
Cozzano rolled hiseyes. "Y ou swebber putter,” he said.

Mary Catherine gave Md awary, knowing look, and waited for an explanation.

James got flustered. "Are you crazy? Thisisno timefor him to be launching acampaign. Why haven't |
heard about this?"

Hisfather was watching him out of the corner of hiseye. "Don't squelch,” he said, "it'samillion fudd.
Goddamn it!"

"| spent the whole night putting together a campaign committee,” Md said.



"Youlig" Cozzano sad.

"Okay," Méel admitted, "I put together acampaign committee along time ago, just in case you changed
your mind and decided to run. All | did last night was wake them up and pissthem off."

"What'sthe scam here?' Mary Catherine said.

Me sucked histeeth and looked at Mary Catherineindulgently. "Y ou know, ‘scam'’ isjust a Yiddishized
pronunciation of ‘ scheme--amuch nobler word meaning ‘plan.’ So let'snot beinvidious. Let'scall it a
planinstead.”

"Méd," Mary Catherine said, "what'sthe scam?”
Cozzano and Mé |ooked soberly at each other and then cracked up.

"If youturnonthat TV inacouple of hours,” Md said, "you will seethe Governor's press secretary
releasing astatement, which | wrote on my lgptop in the lobby of this hospital and faxed to him an hour
ago. Inanutshel, what it saysisthis: in the light of the extremely serious and, in the Governor'sview,
irrespons ble statements made by the President last night, the Governor has decided to take another ook
at theideaof running for president--because clearly the country has gone adrift and needs new
leadership. So he has cleared his gppointment calendar for the next two weeks and is going to closet
himsdlf in Tuscola, with his advisers, and formulate a plan to throw his hat into thering.”

"Sodl themediawill goto Tuscola," Jamessaid.
"l would guess s0," Md said.
"But Dad'snot in Tuscola"

Mel shrugged asif thiswere aminor annoyance. " Sipes says he's transportable. Well use the chopper.
More private and presidentia ashdll.”

Cozzano chuckled. "Good backing,” he said. "WEell go to the buckyball.”

"What's the point?' James said. He actually shouted it. Suddenly he had become upset. "Dad'shad a
stroke. Can't you seethat? He's sick. How long do you think you can hide it?"

"A couple of weeks" Md said.

"Why bother?' James said. "Isthere any reason for al this subterfuge? Or are you just doing it for the
thrill of playing the game?"

"People my age get their thrills by having good bowd movements, not by playing games,” Md said. "I'm
doing it because we don't yet know thefull extent of the damage. We don't know how much Willy is
going to recover in the next couple of weeks."

"But sooner or later . . ."

"Sooner or later, well have to come out and say he's had astroke," Mée said, "and then the presidential
bid isstillborn. But it's better to have anicelittle planned stroke at home, while trying to lead the country,
than abig ugly surprising one while you're picking your nose in the statehouse, don't you think?"

"l don't know," James said, shrugging. "Isit?"

Mé swiveled hishead around to look directly at James. Hisface bore an expression of surprise. Hewas



able to mask his emotions before they developed into disgppointment or contempt.

Everyone had aways assumed that James would one day develop from a bright boy into awise man, but
it hadn't happened yet. Like many sons of great and powerful men, he was till trapped in alarval stage.
If he hadn't been the son of the Governor, he probably would have developed into one of those
small-town letter-of-the-law typesthat Mel found so tiresome.

But he was the son of the Governor. Me accepted that. He didn't say what was on his mind: James,
don't be a sap.

"James," Mary Catherine said, speaking so quietly that she could barely be heard across the room, "don't
beasap.”

Jamesturned and gave Mary Catherine the helpless, angry look of alittle brother who hasjust had his
cowlick pulled by hishbig sgter.

Mel and the Governor locked eyes across the bedspread.

"Hut ond" Cozzano sad.



