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“In the case of every horrible crime since the beginning of 

civilization, there is always that searing, fundamental question: 

what kind of person could have done such a thing?...Behavior 
reflects personality.”

--John Douglas, Mindhunter

“Serial killers are inadequate types to begin with.”

--John Douglas, Mindhunter

“None of the serial killers that I’ve had the occasion to study or 

examine has been legally insane, but none has been normal, 
either.  They’ve all been people who’ve got mental disorders.  

But despite their mental disorders, which have to do with their 

sexual interests and their character, they’ve been people who 
knew what they were doing, knew what they were doing was 

wrong, but chose to do it anyway.”
--Dr. Park Dietz

“[The serial killer] is a case history and, perhaps above all on the 
popular understanding, a childhood.  This follows in part from 

the modern belief that childhood experience forms the adult, the 
founding premise, for example, of psychoanalysis.”

--Mark Seltzer, Serial Killers: Death and

   Life in America’s Wound Culture

“The more experience an investigator has, the more that 
experience gets in the way of interpreting data for the purposes 

of profiling.”

--Peter Vronsky, Serial Killers: The

   Method and Madness of Monsters

“Catching serial killers is often a matter of luck.”

--Larry Siegel, Criminology





Chapter One

A small brown rabbit poked its head out of the 

underbrush in Rock Creek Park and listened, nose twitching.  

Its ears caught the sharp click of one stone striking another a 

short distance away.  The rabbit froze and waited.  Picking up 

the sound of heavy breathing, it pulled back into its warren 

and began negotiating its way to another exit, shielded by 

yards of packed earth from whatever was happening above its 

head.

The man who crossed the rabbit’s burrow at a run and 

sent grains of dust trickling into its fur had no idea that he was 

inconveniencing someone else.  Had he known, he wouldn’t 

have cared.  He was in the business of inconveniencing other 

people in order to ensure that his particular crowd would 

benefit.  And it was a profitable business, too.  His shoes would 

have cost a week’s income for the average nature-loving jogger 

who might pause along the trail to admire the rabbit.  His 

Italian tracksuit, dyed a sober and trademarked shade of blue, 

would likely have set the hypothetical watcher back a month’s 

pay.

For all of his obvious affluence, there was nothing 

remarkable about the man himself.  His eyes were dark as a 

rule, halfway between blue and gray, though some observers 



professed to find green in them.  His hair was blonde.  Or 

brown, depending on the time of year and the amount of 

humidity in the air.  Or strawberry, if the lighting was right.  

He wore no beard and his tan was carefully cultivated rather 

than being the product of natural outdoorsmanship.  The 

prominence of his cheekbones was offset by the fullness of the 

cheeks beneath them.  His height was an inch over the average, 

his weight right in the middle of the range on his doctor’s 

chart.  Altogether he was a figure that had just missed physical 

distinction of any kind.  But he prided himself on his good 

health and athleticism anyway and took pains to demonstrate 

them both.

He’d run this particular trail three times a week, 

schedule permitting, for the last eight years.  It was far enough 

removed from the more crowded areas of the park to deter 

petitioners and autograph seekers while still being close to his 

office and townhouse.  And its isolation kept anyone from 

spotting him at a moment when he was not at his photogenic 

best.  A veteran of being in front of the cameras, that 

consideration weighed with him more than all the others.

Right now his mind was on the day’s agenda.  Breakfast 

with a colleague.  Three meetings.  Lunch with a lobbyist.  Two 

floor votes.  Then back to the office to play nice with a group of 

kids on a school trip from Boston.  A show at the Kennedy 

Center later on.  His feet followed the path instinctively, down 

into a slight depression and around a curve, then slowing as he 

began to climb the opposing hillock.

It crossed his mind that he needed to call his campaign 

manager and see if they couldn’t get five thousand a plate for 

that dinner.  Surely--

He never heard the bullet that shattered his skull.  Nor, 

for that matter, did the rabbit.

* * * * *
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“Nuts,” Detective Riley Lewis said.

He guzzled his coffee down, ignoring the burn in the 

humid heat of a late summer morning.  Then he passed the cup 

off to a uniformed officer and stepped under the barrier tape, 

escaping the onslaught of another cameraman by about thirty 

seconds.

It didn’t help the press problem, he reflected sourly, 

that the murder had taken place at the bottom of a dip in the 

ground.  Spectators on either side of the trail--and there were 

lots of them at both ends--could look right down at the corpse.  

With a good enough lens, they could read the engraving on the 

ring that sparkled on its hand.

“Why don’t you move them around the corner where 

they can’t watch us like that?” he snapped at the cops who 

were waiting nearby.  They bolted.  Lewis ignored the protests 

of his audience in the distance and crossed the trail gingerly to 

where the body lay.

“Hey,” Adam Herrera said, looking up from his 

inspection.

“Where’s the medical examiner?”

“Came and gone.  Said he’ll take a closer look when we 

get this guy back to the morgue.”

“Is it what I think it is?”

“If you thought a large caliber gunshot wound to the 

head, then yes.”

“Rifle or pistol?”

“Roth couldn’t tell.  Said it was ambiguous.  He wanted 

to compare it with some other things first.”

“Found the bullet yet?”

“Nope.”

“Nice clothes.”

“Goes with the job.”

“Investment banker?  Lobbyist?”

Herrera turned and gave him more than a cursory 

glance for the first time.  “You don’t know?”
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“They didn’t tell me when I got the call.”  Herrera 

passed him a wallet.  “Coldicott Williams IV.  Nice.  Very 

upper crust.  Doesn’t ring a bell.”

His partner sighed.  “That would be Senator Coldicott 

Williams IV, Democrat from Massachusetts.”

“Wait--hell, this is an actual United States Senator?  Not 

a Massachusetts state senator?”

“The genuine article.”

Lewis rocked back on his haunches.  “Holy shit.”

“That’s why the press is out like this,” Herrera noted, 

bagging the wallet.  “And all the uniforms.”

“When was the last time a sitting senator was 

murdered?”

“No clue.”

“Has a sitting senator ever been murdered?”

“No clue.”

“Typical of a senator to get himself killed in what’s 

practically an amphitheatre,” Lewis groused.  “The better to 

attract attention even when he’s dead.”  He peered at the 

ground.  “Have you looked at the spatter yet?”

“Not particularly.”

“You should.”  The older detective was already edging 

away from the body, his eyes scanning the ground.  “This 

would have been a pain to do three months from now with 

leaves all over the ground.”  Here and there tiny specks of red, 

some of them larger than others and not quite dry, stood out 

against the brown soil and the greenish-tan of grass.  “Look at 

how he’s lying in relation to the blood.”

“Sideways.  Almost at a right angle to where the spatter 

really begins.  You’d have expected him to tip backwards on 

top of it, especially if somebody capped him right in the head 

with a big gun.  Like a lever.”

“But he didn’t.  See that his right leg is twisted?  He was 

moving.  He was out for a jog this morning, right?  The shooter 

didn’t stop him first.  He caught the good senator as he was 
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running up the hill, just as he lifted his leg for another step, and 

so our victim toppled sideways instead of back.”

“Pretty good shooting, a headshot on the move like 

that.”

“And it suggests that our killer isn’t someone who 

either knew Senator Williams or wanted to get to know him,” 

Lewis grunted.  “Very clean.  Very impersonal.  I take it there 

isn’t much left of the back of his head?”

“That was one of the things Roth was indecisive about.”

“Why?”

“He seemed to feel there should be more of it.  If it was 

a rifle at long range.”

Lewis made a noise.  “Did they photograph the ground 

already?”

“Finished just before you got here.”

“Go stand where the senator was standing.”

“Isn’t that a bit dangerous?” Herrera joked.

“Only if you’re not the same height.”  Lewis sighted 

along the line of the senator’s footsteps in the moist earth.  

“Turn a little to the left.  That’s it, close as we can get it.”

“Looking for something?”

“An angle,” Lewis said.

“Literal or figurative?”

“Literal.”  He dug around in Herrera’s response kit and 

pulled out a folding ruler.  Then he began to backtrack along 

the line of the bloodstains.  They fanned out in the shape of a 

rough cone, flattened and widened by gravity, from the spot 

where the senator had fallen.  Every so often, as he retreated, 

he sighted along the length of the ruler, trying to establish a 

line between his partner’s head and the drops on the ground.

“Getting anywhere?” Herrera called.

“Yeah.”  Lewis stood up and beckoned to the nearest 

officer.  “Get a metal detector and start sweeping this area”-- he 

indicated it with a gesture--“and find me the bullet, or what’s 

left of it.  It’s probably in pieces.”
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“So...”

“I think we need to look up that hill,” Lewis 

interrupted.  He took off in that direction, Herrera trailing him.

“Got an idea of where the shot was fired from?”

“Farther away than we think.  The spatter started too 

close to the body.  The bullet came down on him at an angle 

and didn’t send the blood flying as far afterward as it 

otherwise would have.  Go slow.”

The two detectives swept the ground systematically, 

trying not to lose their balance in the process.  In a couple of 

minutes’ time they were well outside the marked crime scene 

area, since the responding officers hadn’t thought to restrict the 

hillsides as well as the regularly used section of the trail.  Lewis 

felt annoyance building in him at the thought of idle hangers-

on climbing all over the spot from which the shot had 

originated and trampling out any evidence the shooter might 

have left behind.  He let it grow, not bothering to control it, and 

stared at the ground as if he wanted the twigs and dead leaves 

to say something.  They didn’t.  They also appeared 

undisturbed, which meant that the patrolmen might just have 

gotten rid of the spectators in time.  Step by step, he looked for 

signs of a human presence, but there wasn’t even a cigarette 

butt or discarded condom to encourage him.

Herrera let out a low whistle.  Lewis straightened up.  

“Anything?”

His partner just shook his head.  Lewis forgot his usual 

caution, took a few quick steps to his side, and looked in the 

direction he was gazing.

Hidden in the shadow of a moss-covered log, sheltered 

from the eyes of anyone who might venture off the trail, a black 

rifle with a suppressor on its muzzle sat on a bipod as if 

waiting for the shooter to crouch down behind it for a followup 

shot.

“That should not be there.”
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“Is this guy crazy?” Lewis demanded.  “Why the hell 

would he leave his gun behind?”

“To save us the trouble of searching for the bullet?”

“The bullet...”  Lewis stared at the rifle’s muzzle and 

bent over it for a closer look.  “That explains the bullet.”

“Not really following you.”

“That rifle is chambered for .300 Blackout.  Big cartridge 

designed to get as much energy as possible out of a round that 

can be chambered in the AR-15 platform.”

“So that’s why the senator has no head.”

“Basically.  And some of the cartridges are subsonic.  

Easy to silence.  We can canvass all we like, but unless we find 

someone who was standing next to Senator Williams when he 

was killed, nobody will have heard the shot.  And even then 

they might not have at that range.”

“This is looking more and more like an assassination.”

“Call the photographer and get him back up here.  And 

find the cartridge case, it should be nearby.”  Lewis turned and 

plunged back down the hill towards the body.

“Who the hell are you?” he demanded of a tall woman 

standing over the senator’s remains.

She stared back at him, amused.  “Special Agent Sandy 

Colfax.”

“I don’t recall asking for you.  And I don’t think the 

Department has had time to call in the feds yet.”

“You’d be surprised how fast people can move when a 

member of Congress turns up dead.”

“I’ll bet.  You’re avoiding the question.  Did we ask for 

FBI help on this one or not?”

“Sorry, Detective.  Orders from the Director.  He wants 

his own pair of eyes on this.  Not to cast aspersions on the 

Metropolitan Police, but you may need us later, and wouldn’t 

it be better to have us in the loop from the beginning?  To save 

time and confusion?”
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“‘Cast aspersions?’  Wow, that’s a mouthful.  Where’d 

they get you from, Berkeley?”

“Bard, actually.”

“Fucking fabulous.  Just what my morning needed, a 

smartass FBI agent.”

Agent Colfax didn’t turn a hair.  “You could be worse 

off.”

“Oh?”

“You could have someone from the Federal Protective 

Service breathing down your neck.”

“If anyone’s going to be doing that, it’s me on their 

necks.  They think we don’t have enough problems that we can 

go around picking up after them?”

“I suppose that’s one way to look at it.”

“Damn right it is.”  He turned to Herrera, who had just 

come sliding down to meet him.  “Got the photographer taking 

care of that?”

“Caught him in time.  And a couple of uniforms 

standing guard over the gun.”

“Gun?”  Colfax’s expression became distinctly lupine 

for an instant.

“Probably unrelated,” Lewis lied, wishing he’d 

remembered to punch his partner in the head.

“Uh-huh.  You just happen to find a discarded gun at 

the scene of the murder?  Bullshit.”

“Our problem, not yours.  So nice to have met you.”  

Lewis pushed past her and went to take a second look at the 

senator.

“Not quite,” Colfax called after him.  “It may be my 

problem too.”

“How do you figure?” Herrera asked.

“Do the math, Detective.  There aren’t a lot of gun shops 

in the district.  Which means there’s a good chance whatever 

rifle--it was a rifle, right?--that was used to kill Senator 

Williams was brought in from outside the District.  I’m 

8



guessing it was a suppressed weapon to prevent other runners 

from hearing the shot.  Given the hoops anyone who wants to 

buy a suppressor has to jump through, that suggests the killer 

would have stolen it to avoid having his name on record.  And 

a stolen weapon transported across state lines for the purpose 

of committing a murder is smack in the middle of our 

jurisdiction.”

“I think he would prefer you hadn’t reminded him,” 

Herrera pointed out.  Lewis was very deliberately ignoring the 

two of them as he went through the senator’s pockets.

Colfax shrugged.  “I don’t like brains for breakfast 

either, but I do my job.  Mind giving me the serial number?  

Then I might not have to bother you again.  And at the very 

worst I can get priority on the trace faster than you guys.”

Herrera sighed and pulled up a picture of the rifle’s 

receiver on his phone.  “Just don’t tell him I gave it to you.”

“I heard that!” Lewis shouted.

* * * * *

“She didn’t call?” Lewis demanded triumphantly.

“She didn’t call,” Herrera acknowledged.

“Good,” Lewis said, dropping a stack of forms on his 

desk and pushing others aside to make room for them.  “Now 

we can actually get some work done.  Simonson?”

Bart Simonson pulled his headphones off but didn’t 

take his eyes from the computer screen.  “Yep?”

“Senator Williams.”

“Right.  Coldicott Williams IV.  Forty-three.  Old money 

and new.  Family’s got an estate outside of Boston.  And one on 

Long Island.  And a spread here in DC.  Second term in the 

Senate, previously a couple terms in the state house.  

Committees on agriculture and health.  Middle of the road 

Democrat.  Reelected with a comfortable margin.  Married; 

wife and daughter are in Italy for the summer; son is 
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backpacking in Costa Rica.”  For the first time Simonson looked 

up.  “Not a lot of people who’d want to kill this guy.  You 

know how polarizing some members of Congress are?”

“Yeah?”

“Williams was definitely not one of them.  No hundred 

percent approval ratings or zero ratings from interest groups.  

Never made waves.  Missed a bunch of votes but not that many 

more than the average.  No particular commitments to any 

program, ideology, or issue, at least as far as his constituents 

could see.  He was boring.”

“So he shouldn’t be dead.”

“Boring people sometimes stumble into things they 

don’t expect.”

“Get on the phone with Customs and verify that his 

family are all out of the country.”

“Convenient break if they are,” Herrera observed.  

“Given that there’s money in the case and all.”

Lewis rolled his eyes.  “Can you picture a college kid or 

a spoiled trophy wife stealing a rifle, setting up a murder like 

that, and then running off and leaving the gun behind?”

“Okay, maybe the stealing the rifle part is a bit of a 

stretch.  But the rest makes better sense that way.  His family 

would know he was in the habit of running that trail, and 

afterwards, one of them might have panicked and left the gun.”

“Doesn’t fit.  Motive?  Means?”

“Well it’s either that or start looking for someone who 

wanted him out of the way for political reasons, and it doesn’t 

look like he was the kind of person who makes enemies in that 

direction.”

“Actually that’s not entirely true,” Simonson said, his 

fingers tapping away.

“Entirely true?  Explain.”  The phone on Lewis’s desk 

rang.  “Hold that thought.”  He pushed the speaker button.  

“Lewis here.”

“Detective Lewis, this is Agent Colfax.”
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“I’m not going to be able to escape you, am I?” Lewis 

said bitterly.

“Nope.  And I don’t think you’ll want to after a while.  

I’ll grow on you.”

“Terrific.  Is this a social call or have you been making 

yourself useful?”

“Got your trace back on that rifle.”

“And?”

“Nothing.  Nadda.  Zero.  If it was stolen it was never 

reported.  Or it never was stolen.  Sounds a bit too easy, doesn’t 

it?”

Lewis was thinking the same thing but wouldn’t have 

admitted it to her for two promotions and three raises.  “Right.  

Well, thanks, we’ll take it from here.  We’ll check the 

manufacturer’s records and--”

“There’s a faster alternative.”

“Say what?”

“I can run it through a different database.”

“I thought you already did.”

“I ran it through the ATF’s trace database and came up 

with nothing.  Now I could call the NSA and have them run it 

through their records.”

“Since when does the NSA keep a list of stolen 

firearms?”

“Oh, not stolen firearms.  All firearms.”

“They don’t have one.”

Her chuckle was loud and clear even coming across the 

cheap speaker in the police-issue phone.  “Really?  You really 

think that the NSA isn’t tapping the ATF’s phone lines and 

keeping a record of all the background checks that the ATF 

isn’t allowed to keep records of?”

“And you really think the NSA will admit that to you 

and run a check on the number all nice and cooperative?”

There was a slight hesitation.  “They will if the Director 

of the Bureau asks on national security grounds.”
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“Screw national security grounds!” Lewis snarled.  “I 

want this guy convicted.  I swear to God, if you go poking 

around and do anything to taint my evidence--”

The line went dead.

“She’s going to do it anyway,” Simonson said.

“Then we get there first.  What was the name on the 

receiver?”

“Hardened Arms, Friday Harbor, Washington.”

“Call them!”

“Already dialing.”  Thirty seconds went by.  “No 

answer.”

“Oh, great, a mom and pop shop.  Pull up the names of 

the owners and run them.  We’ll get in touch with them 

directly.”  Simonson was running the FFL and cross-

referencing it with the Washington state driver’s license 

database when the phone rang again.  Lewis shook his head.  

Herrera reached over and picked up.

“Agent Colfax, I presume?”

“Detective Herrera.  How nice to speak to someone who 

doesn’t greet you with a threat.  For that, you win the prize.  

That rifle was sold to a man named Jerry Skarsgaard, in 

Pocatello, Idaho.  I’ll have someone from the local field office 

check it out.  Any questions?”

“No, thanks,” Herrera said.  Lewis was steaming.  

Simonson was already switching to a new line of electronic 

inquiry.

“See, that wasn’t so hard, was it?”

“Says the man who never managed to keep a girlfriend 

for more than a month but always has one on his arm.”

“I think you just don’t like her.”

“I don’t,” Lewis declared.  “She’s annoying as hell.  

Smug.  Trying to pretend she wants to help and then pulling a 

stunt like that.”

“We’ve got a dead senator.  That’s going to cover a lot 

of faults in the eyes of the average jury.”
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“Yeah, right, because we Americans love our politicians 

so much.  Anything on this Skarsgaard guy?”

“Wait for it,” Simonson intoned.  “It would be faster if I 

had an address.”

“See?  She wasn’t so helpful after all.”  Herrera shook 

his head.  Lewis nursed his coffee.

“All right,” Simonson said a minute or two later.  

“Gerald Skarsgaard.  Age fifty-seven.  Two speeding tickets, a 

DUI, and a fine for what looks like breaking the window of a 

truck.  Works for Union Pacific.”

“Okay.  That...doesn’t sound like our killer.”

“Cover for a professional hit man?”

“What professional hit man leaves his weapon at the 

scene?  That’s what I don’t get.”

“Someone who wanted to frame Skarsgaard?”

“Considering that he’s probably never even been near 

DC, that might be hard to do.  Besides, what possible 

connection would Skarsgaard have to a Massachusetts 

senator?”

“I’ll look,” Simonson offered.

“Don’t bother.  Colfax will take care of that.  In the 

meantime, you find whoever runs Hardened Arms and 

confirm that Skarsgaard actually bought the rifle.  That way we 

at least have something better than an appeal to the NSA to 

take to court if we have to.  Oh--and what did you mean when 

you said it wasn’t entirely true that Senator Williams didn’t 

make enemies?”

“He did make one enemy.”  Simonson spun his screen 

around to reveal a headshot of a tall, grinning, balding man in 

a blue tie.  “Jack O’Malley.  Formerly president of the 

Massachusetts Senate.  He wanted Williams’s seat last election.  

He wanted it bad.  The primary was vicious.  There’s one series 

of articles here...yes.  He said in public that Williams was not 

the sort of man that parents could trust around their teenage 

daughters.”
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“Nasty.”

“He backpedaled, of course.  Sort of.  Claimed he meant 

that Williams was a bad political influence on the rising 

generation.  The story didn’t do his campaign any good and he 

started dropping in the polls shortly thereafter.”

“That probably made him hate Williams even more.”

“Does he look like the kind of guy who’d kill a rival?”

“In a barroom brawl, maybe.  But even if he didn’t he 

could hire the murder out.  He must have connections from his 

time in the legislature.”

“So do we go talk to him or ask Colfax to do us a 

favor?”

Lewis made a gagging sound.

* * * * *

Congressman Brian Redmond beckoned his chief of 

staff into his office.  “Get the door, too,” he added.

“If this is about that new FDA requirement for 

slaughterhouses--”

“Nope.  I won’t rake you over the coals about that till 

Wednesday.”

“Good to know.”

“What I do want is gossip.”

The chief of staff nodded.  “Ah, yes.  The untimely 

demise of Senator Williams.”

“Nothing untimely about it.  The man was the biggest 

bore in Congress.”

“Yeah, but we lose a vote in the Senate.”

Redmond snorted.  “It’s Massachusetts.  It’s a 

guaranteed Democratic seat.  Name one Republican senator 

from Massachusetts in the past fifty years.  There!  Knew you 

couldn’t.”
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“Incumbent’s advantage.  The governor will no doubt 

appoint a Republican temporarily.  And when the continuing 

resolution comes up--”

“It will get passed anyway.  Skip the analysis, that’s 

what we get the Washington Post for.  What I want is the 

details.”

“He was shot.”

“No kidding?  You missed your calling, Sherlock.”  The 

chief of staff grinned.  He was a known lover of murder 

mysteries and his boss teased him about it constantly.

“Sorry, but the police aren’t talking.”

“They have to give a press conference sooner rather 

than later.  He was a senator.  They can’t shuffle him off into a 

cold case file without some pomp and circumstance.”

“For the moment they’re keeping quiet.  Rumor says 

that when the police showed up at his office there was an FBI 

agent with them.”

“Wouldn’t the FBI be handling this anyway?”

“Not as a rule.  Their services have to be requested.  Or 

there has to be an interstate element to the crime.”

“You’d think that would be automatic in DC.”

“Not if it was a simple mugging or something like 

that.”

“So one of his rivals knocked Williams off?  Good thing 

I’m in the same caucus as him.”

“I gather their main suspect was his opponent in the 

primary two years ago.”

“Well, damn.  Caucusing with a man is no protection 

these days.  Heartbreaking.”

“I don’t think you’re quite what they had in mind for 

their killer.  They were grilling his staff all morning about the 

relationship between Williams and his old patron.  O’Malley.  

Whether there’d been any recent contact between them, when 

Williams had been back to Boston last, that sort of thing.  Oh, 

and they weren’t ruling out his family, either.”
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“Don’t know them.”

“Wife and two kids.  All out of the country.  But with all 

that money floating around a cop is naturally going to be 

suspicious.”

“They can’t suppose a teenager shot him.”

“I caught a glimpse of the detective in charge of the case 

as he was leaving.  He looked sour enough to pin it on the 

doorman, let alone a greedy heir.”

“Sour at having a high-profile case dumped in his lap, 

or was there another reason?  You’re hinting at the latter.”

“He had a woman with him.  I’m guessing she was the 

one with the Bureau because she was talking about having her 

people in Boston find O’Malley.  She must have really rubbed 

him the wrong way.  Probably trying to be too helpful and he 

took it for the feds trying to steal the credit before there was 

even an arrest in sight.”

“Lovely people they have out east,” Redmond said, 

admiring the stitching on his boots.  “As for Williams, it 

couldn’t have happened to a nicer guy.”

“You should put that on the wreath you send to his 

funeral.”

“And lose my reputation for simple backwoods 

virtue?”

“Or forthrightness.  Honesty is very popular among the 

voters right now.”

“As long as it’s honesty of opinion, you mean.”

“Well, sure.  Who has time for facts?”
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Chapter Two

“Skarsgaard checked out,” Herrera said.  “The rifle was 

stolen out of his truck two years ago and the local police had 

no leads on who was responsible.  So did O’Malley.  He was 

having breakfast with three investment bankers and one of the 

pretenders to the French throne when Williams was shot.  

Turns out he’s not very happy about it after all.  He’d be next 

in line for the seat except that the current governor is a 

Republican and will undoubtedly appoint a crony of his to fill 

it for the time being.  Which means O’Malley will have to work 

twice as hard in the special election.”

“And the wife and daughter?”

“On their way back from Italy now.  The US consul 

escorted them on board the aircraft.”

“No word on the son?”

“Still looking for him.  Trying to trace him through a 

string of hostels in a country with spotty phone service isn’t 

easy.”

“What about forensics?”

“Nothing,” Simonson put in.  “No fingerprints on the 

gun except a couple of smudges that might have belonged to 

Skarsgaard.  None on the cartridge case.  No DNA or body oils 

on the receiver.  No hairs, threads, buttons or other convenient 

markers lying around on the ground.  Three footprints, all 

17



ambiguous.  Like the killer was wearing a moccasin-type shoe.  

Too big for him and padded so the weight was distributed in a 

way that wouldn’t leave much of an imprint.”

“That’s a start.  We can canvass people who were in the 

park that morning, see if they noticed anyone wearing odd 

shoes.”

“We can,” Herrera said, “but do you really think a 

shooter whose self-control is so great that he apparently 

doesn’t breathe would walk around wearing something so 

recognizable?”

“You think he took them off after he left?”

“Along with whatever coat or cloak he was using to 

camouflage himself.”

“We don’t have any indication that he had a coat like 

that.”

“It’s likely, though.  Professionals use camouflage.  And 

this operation was way too professional.  Makes me nervous.”

“We’ll see about getting a warrant for O’Malley’s 

finances.  If he hired someone to shoot Williams, he may have 

gotten careless with the payment.”

“But the timing is wrong for him.”

“The alternative is that a world-class assassin woke up 

one morning and decided to kill a senator for kicks.  And that’s 

even less likely.”

“Robert Kennedy,” Simonson said.

“What?”

“Robert Kennedy was the last senator killed while in 

office.  One of only three.  But with a name like Kennedy, 

people tend to forget he was a senator at the time.”

“If we extend our investigation to everyone who had a 

beef with Williams’s politics that’s a pretty wide swath.”

“And anyway, it doesn’t fit,” Herrera insisted.  “You 

want to talk about Robert Kennedy?  That’s what an amateur 

killing looks like.  Sirhan Sirhan pops up out of the crowd, 
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shoots him, tries to escape through the kitchen and gets tackled 

by a bystander.  What about the other senatorial murders?”

“Murder, singular.  One of the senators killed in office 

was fighting in the Civil War at the time.  The other one was 

Huey Long.  Shot by a doctor who was a member of a family 

opposed to Long in local politics.”

“And the doctor?”

“Shot sixty-two times by Long’s bodyguards.”

“Exactly.  People who kill politicians are generally 

pissed and trying to make a point.  They want their targets 

dead and don’t worry about a clean getaway.  And that puts 

this murder in another category altogether.”

“Maybe we should call the CIA and ask if they have a 

directory of professionals we can borrow,” Lewis suggested.  

“Nothing like interservice cooperation in the national interest, 

right?”

“You still sore about Agent Colfax?”

“Okay, so she tied up our loose ends pretty fast.  Where 

does that leave us?  Sitting here with no leads and no prospect 

of a lead.  And with the kind of evidence we almost never get 

in a garden-variety murder.  It’s galling.”

“And we’re expected to pull the killer out of a hat 

soon,” Herrera added gloomily.  He let that implicit threat 

hang in the air for a while.

“Speaking of interservice cooperation...” Simonson 

finally said.

“What’s up?”

“Remarkable unity in Congress.  Congresswoman 

Marzec of California is bringing forward a new assault 

weapons ban and a background check law said to be garnering 

bipartisan support.”

“Well that was inevitable,” Lewis said.

“How do you figure?”

19



“They don’t care if kids or members of the public die.  

But let someone threaten them and they’re all for cracking 

down.”

“And it’ll do us no good, either,” Herrara said.

The three detectives went silent again.

* * * * *

Bistro Bis was humming.  Its regular dinner crowd was 

in position a trifle earlier than usual tonight.  Lawyers and 

lobbyists congregated noisily at the bar.  Couples out for a 

night on the town occupied the center tables, or family groups 

celebrating special events.  Wedged into the corners were the 

tourists, noticeably underdressed and stealing constant looks at 

the other patrons in the hope of spotting a celebrity.

After all, Bistro Bis was a favorite watering hole for 

members of Congress of both parties, though it skewed 

somewhat Democratic.  Multiple Speakers of the House had 

favored its crisp-lined black-and-brown ambience.  In an 

election year it collected a third of a million dollars from 

campaign lunches and dinners alone, excluding its regular 

custom.  The chef had been known to speak with regret of Ted 

Kennedy.

At a corner table Congresswoman Marita Marzec of 

California was exchanging platitudes with a handsome and 

debonair executive high in the councils of the Nature 

Conservancy.  A waiter trickled through the crowd, tray held 

high, and drew up soundlessly next to them.  “Steamed 

mussels?”

Marzec raised her hand.  The waiter deposited the 

seafood in front of her and an endive salad before her 

companion, then flitted away.

“Excellent,” Marzec sighed, tucking into her food with 

an eagerness that was unexpected from a petite and dignified 

middle-aged lady.
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“Is this why you always come here?”

“It’s better tonight.  Spicier.  Usually it’s on the bland 

side.”

Someone else dashed up to the table to refill their 

glasses.  Ten minutes later the remains of the mussels and salad 

were removed and replaced with trout and pork loin.

“A Robert Parker red,” the Nature Conservancy man 

remarked, sampling it with an air of detachment.

“You say that with a certain disdain.”  Marzec 

represented enough wine growers that she was sensitive to 

criticisms of the industry.  Her escort, on the other hand, 

prided himself on a sophisticated palate.

“Grape juice and sawdust, Congresswoman.  He’s 

ruined so many good things for the discerning among us.”

“And boomed an industry grateful for a voice in the 

right place and willing to pay for it.”

“Too true.  More water?”

“Thank you.”  Marzec could still feel her mouth tingling 

from the garlic in the mussels.  Her stomach was burning, too.  

She put it down to the stress of the day, including a violent 

confrontation with a member of the Texas delegation, and tried 

to relax, joining in and responding to her host’s patter and 

organizing her thoughts for the proposal she knew was certain 

to follow.

The entree plates vanished, Marzec’s almost untasted in 

spite of her earlier hunger, and yet another waiter presented 

them with dessert menus.

“I’m not sure what your tastes are tonight, but I’m 

leaning towards the white chocolate mousse,” her companion 

said.  “What about--are you feeling all right, Congresswoman?”

Marzec forced a smile.  “It’s been a long day.  And 

seafood might have not been the best choice.  Maybe just a 

sorbet to cool down.”
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And then her eyes rolled back in her head and she 

twisted sideways in her chair, vomiting what was left of the 

mussels onto the immaculate checkered tiles.

Someone shrieked.  Conversation died away as if a 

master of ceremonies had shut off a speaker that had been 

providing the background noise.  Most of the guests averted 

their eyes sympathetically.  Not so the bar crowd.  They stared, 

relishing the new sensation and memorizing it in order to retail 

it among their coworkers on the following morning.  The 

manager appeared from behind the scenes, sensing a disaster.

“I’ll call an ambulance,” he offered.

“No,” Marzec moaned, still trying to pass the incident 

off without losing too much more of her dignity.  “Just...a bad 

mussel.  If I could make it home...”

She tried to stand with her escort’s assistance and lost 

her balance, toppling into his arms.  Her forehead was beaded 

with sweat.  A muffled scream forced its way through her lips.

“If you’d like to wait in my office till we can get a taxi?” 

the manager suggested.  The congresswoman managed to nod.  

With the help of her host and one of the waiters, she stumbled 

out of the dining room.  The manager beckoned to another 

regular customer, a well-known doctor, who put down his 

napkin and followed the retreating trio.

Half a dozen waiters whisked away the remains of the 

dinner and in three minutes there was no sign that 

Congresswoman Marzec had ever been there.

In the manager’s office, the doctor was holding a bucket 

for her.  “What other symptoms do you have?” he asked 

gently.

“Stomach,” Marzec gasped.  He touched it and she 

howled, writhing.  Her dinner companion and the manager 

exchanged anguished looks.  “And my head...”

The doctor took her pulse.  “Very irregular,” he 

muttered.  He was about to stand up, but the congresswoman 

had another vomiting spasm, this one longer and more severe.  
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At last she settled back onto the couch, sucking air into her 

lungs in gulps, as if she couldn’t get enough of it.

“Has anyone else reported symptoms?” the doctor 

quietly asked the chef.

“No one.”

“I’d advise that you stop serving mussels until we 

figure out what triggered this.”

“Already done, and we’re going around pulling them 

from tables where we can.”

“Good.  And I think you should call for an ambulance 

anyway.  If this is food poisoning, it’s pretty severe.  I can’t do 

anything about it here.”

The manager whipped out a phone and went out of the 

room.  Marzec, hearing him go, tried to push herself upright 

but sank back again.

“Keep still,” the doctor advised, coming back to her 

side.  “Is the nausea worse?”

“Yes...”

“Anything else?”

“I...see...”

“You see what?”

“I...can’t...see.”

The doctor turned and raced to find the manager.  “Get 

that ambulance here fast!” he snapped.

“They may not be able to get here for twenty minutes.  

Heavy traffic.”

“She doesn’t have that long!”

Five minutes later Congresswoman Marzec was no 

longer able to move her fingers.  Ten minutes later, she stopped 

breathing.

“Fuck the inspector for not catching those mussels!” the 

chef hissed in the background.

* * * * *
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Senator Peter Haines disembarked from the Acela 

Express at DC’s Union Station shortly after seven in the 

evening.  The train was running slightly late due to high 

volumes of tourist traffic on the lines at the height of the 

summer season.  He didn’t particularly mind.  He’d always 

claimed to the press that he did his best work on trains, and the 

trip from Portland to Washington was an excellent excuse for 

being able to miss a few meetings.  Although he couldn’t miss 

the one he was due to attend in half an hour with the Senate 

Majority Leader.  That, and a dinner afterward to plan strategy 

and an orchestrated response to Senator Williams’s death and 

the problems it raised.  He sped up, his aides trailing behind 

him.  The yellow-and-white details of the Great Hall’s domed 

roof flickered by overhead, invoking the mustard color 

schemes of half the baroque palaces in Europe.  The senator 

didn’t notice or care.

“Car waiting?” he demanded as they neared the doors.

“Yes, sir,” his aide replied obsequiously.  It was the 

same routine every time.

They passed out through the center arch of the three 

that formed the entrance to the elegant neoclassical building 

and bore left.  The sidewalks were crowded, more so than 

usual, with arriving and departing passengers, shoppers, and 

theatregoers.  The senator’s aides moved ahead of him, waving 

people aside and trying but not succeeding to make a lane for 

him to the Town Car that was idling at the curb.  A laughing 

group of a dozen or so students appeared out of nowhere and 

the senator swerved to avoid them.  Someone cannoned into 

him from behind.  The blow took him between the shoulder 

blades and was surprisingly hard.  He stumbled, recovered, 

craned his neck halfway around to look for the author of the 

accident, saw only an indistinct figure hurrying away, and 

thought better of demanding an apology.  This was not the 

moment to stand on his dignity, or that of his office.  Haines bit 
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off a curse and slid into the car.  His aides followed.  The car 

pulled away and headed for Capitol Hill.

“Your notes for the meeting, Senator.”

“We already reviewed these.”  Haines pushed them 

back at the officious young man.  “What’s new in 

Washington?”

The other aide was scanning his phone.  “Since ten 

minutes ago?  Nothing.”

“No cancellations?”

“The meeting is still on.  Sorry, sir.”

“Oh, well,” Haines said agreeably.  He was feeling 

slightly worn out from the trip, not an unusual occurrence.  He 

had to remind himself now and then that he was aging.  “Wake 

me if anything does happen.”  With that, he made himself 

comfortable in the corner of the car and closed his eyes.

Fifteen minutes later--twice the time the trip should 

have taken, due to the visitors crowding into the city and the 

dinner rush--the car halted before the Russell Senate Office 

Building.  The aides leaped out of their seats and hurried to 

open the senator’s door.  He emerged, blinking and looking 

groggy.

“Already?” he mumbled.  Then he seemed to recall 

what was expected of his position and drew himself erect.  He 

led the way into the lobby, where the guards recognized the 

special pins issued to congressional staffers and waved them 

around the metal detectors.  The elevator carried the three men 

up to the second floor, which was largely deserted.  It wasn’t a 

busy season for legislation, and Haines met no one he knew as 

he slowly traversed the hall before letting himself into his 

private office.

“Is there anything you need, sir?” one of the aides 

asked him anxiously.  The other was arranging the senator’s 

papers on his desk.

Haines shook his head, ignoring the buzzing in his ears.  

“I can get it.”  His fingers fumbled the bottle, but he still had 
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enough dexterity to tumble a generous portion of whiskey over 

a couple of ice cubes and take a generous pull at it.

As he felt the alcohol hit his stomach, he lost 

consciousness and tumbled to the floor.  The glass rolled away 

across the carpet.

Two minutes later one of the aides stepped back into 

the office.  “Senator, the Majority Whip just called and--”  His 

eyes took in the prone legislator and he froze.  Dropping to his 

knees, he pushed his panic aside and recalled his summer 

camp training from several years before.  He touched the 

senator’s neck.  No pulse.  He slid closer, about to start CPR, 

and noticed the red stain spreading across the carpet from 

underneath the body.

“Oh, God,” he groaned.  He turned and ran out of the 

office, slamming the door behind him.

“Call the police,” he said to the other aide.  His own 

hands were shaking so badly that he couldn’t manage to dial 

911.  “He’s dead.  He’s dead.”

* * * * *

“How long has the US Senate been around for?” 

Detective Lewis asked rhetorically.

“Two hundred years and then some.”

“Two hundred years, and two murdered senators in all 

that time.  Now we have two in two days.”

“Someone doesn’t like senators,” Herrera observed.

“Yeah, great.  Makes our job about twenty times as 

hard.”  He turned to the medical examiner.  “No chance this 

one is shamming?”

The medical examiner, whose name was Roth and 

whose moustache was so luxuriant that interns joked that he 

always had to inspect corpses for stray bristles lest he 

inadvertently pin a murder on himself, shook his head.  “No 

chance at all.  He would have made it if he’d gone straight to 
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the hospital after he was injured.  He might--might--have lived 

if an ambulance had been the first call that squirrelly aide of his 

made instead of one to you guys.  But that’s a big maybe.  He’s 

certainly dead now.”

“Cause of death?”

“Stabbing.  Rather unusual the way it was done, too.  A 

very thin, short blade that went between his ribs, through the 

lung, and pierced the right ventricle without actually 

transfixing the heart.  That caused cardiac tamponade.  Blood 

slowly leaked out of the damaged chamber into the 

pericardium and the chest cavity, lowering his blood pressure 

while at the same time putting additional pressure on the heart 

and keeping it from pumping effectively.  Eventually his blood 

pressure dropped far enough that he went into cardiac arrest.  

And since there was no one around to restart his heart or put 

blood back in his veins...”  Roth shrugged.

“How long could he have survived like that?”

“Anywhere from a few minutes to an hour.  Back in the 

nineteenth century Empress Elisabeth of Austria was stabbed 

in a similar fashion and survived for a full hour after the attack, 

but she was also wearing a corset that compressed her heart 

and delayed the onset of cardiac tamponade.  Senator Haines 

didn’t have that going for him.  Fifteen, twenty minutes 

maybe.”

“So one of his aides couldn’t have done it?”

“Not if he walked into this building under his own 

power at the time the guards observed him doing so.  He’d 

have already been wounded at that point.”

“What about in the car?”

“He’d have noticed someone stabbing him in the car,” 

Lewis chided his partner.  “And that rules out the train as well.  

Which leaves us with a stabbing that happened while he was 

inside or just leaving the station, with lots of people around.”

Roth nodded.  “Leaving the station would be about 

right in terms of time.”
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Lewis’s phone buzzed.  He picked it up.  “Lewis.  Yes, 

sir.  Captain, we can’t--yes, sir.  Yes, sir.”

“Enlightening conversation?” Herrera asked.

“The Senate Majority Leader is already sticking his 

fingers into the pie,” Lewis spat.  “The first thing Haines’s 

aides did after they called us was call him.  And he’s talked to 

the chief, and apparently he doesn’t want us to reveal that 

Senator Haines is dead.  They fear a crisis of confidence in the 

party.  And since this death happened in the privacy of his 

office, the chief agreed to go along with it for now.”

“So much for canvassing for suspects.”

Lewis turned to Roth.  “Anything else about him that 

strikes you?”

Roth pursed his lips.  “Well...there’s an awful lot of 

blood.  The wound is tiny.  Typically a wound like that, even 

directly into the heart, doesn’t show much blood on the outside 

of the body.  But this one bled.  I’m curious.”

“Get him quietly back to the morgue without anyone 

noticing and see what you can find out.”

The door to the outer office lurched open and slammed 

shut.  A minute later Simonson came panting into the late 

Senator’s sanctum.  His face was grim.

“What have you got?” Lewis demanded.

Simonson paused to catch his breath.  “Earlier this 

evening, Congresswoman Marita Marzec began to suffer from 

the symptoms of food poisoning while at dinner.  She died a 

few minutes ago.”

For a few seconds, nobody said anything.

Lewis was the first to break the silence.  “That’s not 

food poisoning.”

“There was a doctor at the scene and he’s skeptical.”

“Have them put her autopsy first.”

“Ahead of the Senator?” Roth asked.
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“We know what killed the Senator.  If Congresswoman 

Marzec didn’t get a bad bite of something...”  He left the 

implication there.

“Is this one going to be kept quiet, too?” Herrera asked.  

Simonson nodded.

“The rest of the diners think she was taken home with 

food poisoning.  Only the chef, the manager, the doctor and her 

dinner guest were present.”

“All right,” Lewis said.  “You start combing footage 

from Union Station to see if you can spot who stabbed Senator 

Haines.  Because if I’m reading this right, without an ID from 

the cameras, we’ve got zero clues.  Herrera and I will go 

interview the restaurant staff.  Where was the congresswoman 

eating?”

“Bistro Bis.”

The three of them exchanged a look.  “Easy walking 

distance to Union Station,” Herrera said quietly.

* * * * *

“The inspector should have caught it,” the chef insisted.

“Wait, hold on.  What inspector?  Caught what?”

“There was a food safety inspector from the 

Department of Health around here for a couple of hours this 

afternoon.  He seemed pretty thorough at the time.  He wasn’t 

just running through a checklist, he was watching us cook, 

taking temperatures, keeping track of the orders--he knew 

what to look for.”

“And you think he missed whatever it was that was 

responsible for the congresswoman’s illness?”

“Well, we were all on our toes to make sure he was 

satisfied.  I don’t think we’d have undercooked anything with 

him around.”

“But apart from that he couldn’t have told if any of the 

meat or vegetables were bad?”
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“I guess not.”

“So you’re pissed that he didn’t prevent the accident, 

basically.”  The doctor had not been forthcoming about his 

conclusions to the kitchen staff, which simplified Lewis’s job.  

“Did anyone else report feeling unwell after their meals?”

“One woman who turned out to be a chronic 

hypochondriac.”

“Nice.  And the inspector, how long was he here for?  

Did he leave before or after the congresswoman was served?”

The chef considered this.  “After, I think.”

“Long after?”

“No, immediately.”

Lewis’s lips tightened for a moment, which was the 

only sign he gave of repressing a fiendish grin.  “Got his card?”  

The chef didn’t but said the manager would.  “What did he 

look like?”

“Middle-aged, I guess.  Medium height.  Balding, dark 

hair.  Chunky.  Looked like he enjoyed spending a lot of time in 

other people’s kitchens, if you know what I mean.”

“And he was paying attention to who ordered what?”

“And making sure we got it right, yeah.  Especially 

before he left.  Even checking the finished dishes.”

“Okay.  I’m going to send some men down to 

fingerprint your kitchen, see if there was anyone in here who 

shouldn’t have been.”

“We’re still serving,” the chef said dubiously.

“I’ll talk to your manager.  I think in the interests of 

cooperating with the police he’ll be willing to close early.”

* * * * *

“Your inspector is a phony,” Simonson declared.  “The 

DC Department of Health employs no one by that name, and 

the description fits none of their inspectors.  Any fingerprint 

results yet?”
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“The team just got started.  Anything from the train 

station cameras?”

“Nothing.  A large group walked between the senator 

and the camera right before he was stabbed.  You can see 

someone passing him, you can see him stumble, but the 

passing figure is wearing a jacket and has his head turned.  No 

chance of making out his features.  And he isn’t even the same 

body type as your fake inspector.”

“So two different people.  Could it have been a 

mugging that failed?”

“Given the weapon used and the precision it took?  

Unlikely.”

“Three murders, presumably related,” Lewis mused, 

“and two separate killers.  One hands-on, who shot Williams 

and stabbed Haines, and the other a more discreet type who 

poisoned Marzec’s dinner.”

“That’s your working hypothesis?”

“I narrowed it down,” Lewis said.  “Marzec shared a 

bottle of wine with her companion, and then ordered mussels 

for an appetizer and trout for an entree.  He showed no 

symptoms of poisoning, food or otherwise, and the manager 

saved the wine in anticipation of another visit from the DOH.  

Our phony inspector left while the entrees were still being 

prepared.  Which means it was probably the mussels that he 

tampered with.  Another point: Bistro Bis serves their mussels 

with a strong dose of garlic and spices.  That would have likely 

covered the taste of whatever poison was added to them.”

“And now?”

“Now you dig through every bit of footage you can find 

from any camera that was even remotely in the vicinity of 

Bistro Bis and see if you can catch the pseudo-inspector leaving 

the scene.”

“Agent Colfax called for you,” Simonson said, changing 

the subject.

“Let me guess: she wants in on the investigation.”
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“She feels that the killings are related--”

“No shit.”

“--and that the Bureau is entitled to at least an 

observer’s role, given the eminence of the victims.”

“Eminence?  She means high profile.  What did you tell 

her?”

“I managed to suggest that you weren’t really looking 

for more help.”

“Did you tell her to fuck off?”

“Not in so many words, no.”

“Then she won’t get the message.”

“Do you want the director of the FBI to call you over 

the carpet?  To say nothing of our esteemed chief?”

“I want Colfax to disappear and never bother me 

again.”

“Not going to happen.  After last night I guarantee that 

the chief is going to be calling in the feds at any minute.  Colfax 

was probably trying to soften the blow by approaching you 

personally.”

“If you keep trying to sell me on her good intentions--” 

Lewis’s rising irritation was cut abruptly short by his desk 

phone ringing.  He picked it up, listened for a few seconds, 

barked “Be right down,” and slammed it back onto the 

receiver.  “Roth finished his autopsies of Marzec and Haines.  

Come on.”

Herrera was already waiting for them in a conference 

room downstairs.  Roth was fiddling with his files and looking 

disturbed.

“What have you got for us?” Lewis demanded.

“Details,” Roth said.  “Both deaths are substantially the 

same as we originally believed.  Haines was stabbed; Marzec 

was poisoned.”

“With what?”

“Aconitine.  Derived from plants of the Aconitum genus, 

variously called wolfsbane or monkshood.  As you may have 
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gathered from the attending physician’s report on 

Congresswoman Marzec’s death, it causes stomach pain, 

numbness or tingling in the mouth and throat if taken orally, 

vomiting, nausea, sweating, headaches, and eventual paralysis 

and asphyxiation.”

“So the symptoms could be mistaken at first for the 

sudden onset of food poisoning.”

“And they were.  Long enough for Marzec to be beyond 

help.  She received an enormous dose.  Going by what I found 

in her system, probably a full gram was administered.  A 

hundred milligrams would have been sufficient to kill a 

woman of her weight.  Lethal doses for laboratory animals are 

a fraction of that.”

“And her escort reported that she complained of a 

tingling sensation in her mouth, which she put down to the 

garlic used in the mussels.”

“That fits with the symptoms caused by the drug, yes.”

“Can you determine where it was obtained?”

“The plants grow in mountainous regions throughout 

the northern hemisphere.  They were known and used both 

maliciously and therapeutically in ancient Greece and China.  

Obtaining pure aconitine from any of the species is not 

complicated.”

“What about an isotope analysis of the remaining 

aconitine to narrow down the area where it was grown?  You 

can compare the atomic structure of what’s left to soil profiles, 

can’t you?”

“I can try,” Roth said, “but that’s not going to point you 

to your killer.  He could have traveled anywhere to get the 

stuff.  Highly unlikely that he picked it up in his backyard.”

“It’s still a shot,” Lewis insisted.  “And we have a 

suspect.”

“Good luck linking it to him based on forensic 

evidence.”

“Every little bit helps.”  Lewis started to get up.
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“There’s a catch,” Roth added, stopping him.  “Senator 

Haines.”

“I thought you said it was a stabbing.”

“It wasn’t a simple stabbing.”

“Explain.”

The medical examiner drew a deep breath and frowned.  

“It wasn’t a mugging gone wrong, if that’s what you were 

hoping.  The wound profile is not from an ordinary knife or 

even a makeshift knife.  It is too narrow and the edges are too 

clean, almost surgical in their precision.  Haines was murdered 

with a knife specifically designed to produce the kind of 

wound he died from.  Such a blow would have inflicted very 

little damage on any other part of his body.  It took nerve and 

a knowledge of anatomy for the killer to strike him in that 

fashion, requirements which are complicated by the way it was 

done in public.  Furthermore, the wound was not clean.  I 

detected traces of three chemical compounds in the 

surrounding tissues and to a lesser extent in Senator Haines’s 

bloodstream: lidocaine, prilocaine, and heparin.  Lidocaine and 

prilocaine are analgesics.  They would have numbed the 

wound so that the senator was unlikely to feel any lingering 

pain from so tiny an injury.  Heparin is an anticoagulant, a 

blood thinner.  It ensured that the wound could not clot and 

intensified the bleeding, which explains why the aide found the 

senator lying in a puddle of his own blood, something that 

would be less likely with such a wound.”

“Christ,” Herrera muttered.  “Where would he get these 

drugs?”

“Any medical supplier, open or black market.  Any 

hospital or doctor’s office or lab.  They’re standards employed 

everywhere in the world.”

“The use of drugs in both murders links them without 

a doubt.”

“Yes, but did the same person commit both murders?  

The same brain might have directed them, but the same hand?”
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“Just remember,” Roth advised them, gathering up his 

papers and preparing to depart.  “In forming a mental picture 

of your suspect, rule out everything about his personal 

appearance he can change.  Why do you think the same person 

didn’t commit both murders?  Someone could easily have 

walked from Bistro Bis to Union Station in the time that 

elapsed between them.”

“But the glimpse of the killer we got from the station 

cameras--which isn’t nearly good enough to ID him, by the 

way--shows a different body type from the man who poisoned 

the congresswoman’s mussels.”

“Was the height different?”

Simonson leaned forward, suddenly intent.  “I can 

check the footage, but from what I recall, it wasn’t.”

“Then it could very well have been the same person, 

temporarily padded.  It worked on Poirot.”

“Huh?”

“The TV show about the famous detective.  The actor 

who plays the detective looks nothing like him, but add a ‘fat 

suit’ and it changes his shape completely.”  Roth blinked and 

faded away through the door.

“I take it back,” Lewis said slowly.  “It wasn’t two 

people.  It was one.  The same man.  The same colossal nerve 

that allowed him to hang around the restaurant for hours and 

spike Marzec’s food in front of an entire kitchen staff and then 

stab a senator within reach of hundreds of people who could 

have reached out and grabbed him at any time.”

“And who shot Williams in a busy public park?”

“That too.”

“Somebody is killing members of Congress,” Simonson 

said, articulating their shared thought aloud for the first time.  

“And he’s not going to stop.”

“I’m calling Chief McGarr.”
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Chapter Three

At exactly four-thirty every afternoon, General Joseph 

Holahan’s senior aide, a lieutenant colonel with fifteen years’ 

service and half a dozen decorations for valor, entered the 

general’s office at the Pentagon and placed a champagne flute 

on the general’s desk.  He added two ice cubes and solemnly 

poured a fresh can of Dr. Pepper over them before 

withdrawing.  The refreshment would keep General Holahan, 

Commandant of the United States Marine Corps, fortified until 

the end of the day, which wasn’t far off.

At seventeen minutes past six o’clock, the general 

exited the building and received the salute of another and more 

lowly aide before stepping into his waiting sedan.

“Saint Patrick’s,” he told the driver.  The aide dropped 

into the passenger seat and the car pulled away.  It crossed the 

Potomac and wound its way through the residential areas that 

surrounded the capital before arriving at the stone church, the 

heart of the District’s oldest Catholic parish, which had been 

completed in 1884.  General Holahan, as the highest-ranking 

Catholic officer in the American armed forces, considered its 

seniority to be a fitting match for his own.

He entered the building alone.  His aide, who was 

Lutheran, remained standing ready at the door of the car so 

that the commandant could depart without any delay.  
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Pleasing the general was more important than the stares of 

pedestrians who were wondering why a Marine captain in 

dress uniform was parked in the middle of the sidewalk.

General Holahan made the sign of the cross and 

approached the altar.  The luxury of his Pentagon office always 

pleased him, but so did the austerity of the church, with its dim 

lighting and undecorated walls.  He produced a rosary from 

his pocket and, kneeling, allowed the beads to slip through his 

fingers.

“I believe in the Holy Spirit, the holy catholic Church, 

the communion of saints, the forgiveness of sins, the 

resurrection of the body...”

His mind couldn’t help recalling the glory of that day 

when the Vicar of Christ had stood only a few paces from 

where he now knelt.  The devotion and submission of the ranks 

of parishoners behind him.  The universe ordered as it should 

be.

“Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us sinners, now 

and at the hour of our death...”

Life out of death.  The rows of men in uniform who had 

filled this building times without number for weddings and 

funerals and baptisms.  Defenders of the faith in every sense of 

the word.  He saw no distinction between his job and his piety.

“O my Jesus, forgive us our sins, save us from the fires 

of hell...”

He heard the swish of a cassock on the floor but kept 

his eyes closed and focused his mind on the mysteries.

“Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us sinners, now 

and at the hour of our death...”

* * * * *

“This doesn’t fit,” Lewis said.  Herrera was too horrified 

to say anything.

“It might,” Simonson disagreed.
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“How?”

“Step back.”

“I am.”

“Not from the body.  Intellectually.”

“Still nothing.  He is--he was--the Commandant of the 

Marine Corps.  He’s not a member of Congress.”

“But still of high rank in the government.”

“He was an officer, not an elected or appointed official.”

“There’s a correlation between this murder and 

Marzec’s.”

“How do you figure?”

“The killer is being either meaningful or sarcastic.  For 

starters, Marzec was poisoned.”

“So?”

“So Williams was shot.  Marzec could also have been 

conveniently shot at any time, she didn’t have bodyguards.  

Instead she was poisoned.  Do you think that’s a coincidence--

right after she introduced legislation to enact a new assault 

weapons ban?”

“You’re saying the killer was making a point that he 

didn’t need a gun to get his way?  Okay...and that has what to 

do with this one?”

“Pay attention,” Simonson said patiently.  He pointed at 

the altar.

In front of them, the corpse of General Holahan was 

stretched out on a floor that looked as if it had been pieced 

together from red sandstone, its fingers still grasping the 

jeweled rosary.  A yard away rested the general’s head, eyes 

closed.  The detectives didn’t need a medical examiner to figure 

out the cause of death, even if beheading, as an actual means of 

murder rather than a ritual activity performed after a murder, 

was something that almost no police officer ever encountered.

The killer had left the murder weapon, a simple 

broadsword, leaning up against the altar.  Lewis crossed the 

nave and examined it more closely.  The hilt was holding a 
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church copy of the New American Bible open to a page in the 

Gospel of Matthew, and there was a tiny drop of blood next to 

one of the verses.

“Then Jesus said to him, ‘Put your sword back into its 

sheath, for all who take the sword will perish by the sword.’”

Herrera turned away and threw up.  Lewis squirmed.  

Only Simonson was unperturbed.  As a transhumanist, he 

would no doubt have argued, given the opportunity, that the 

general would have been fine if somebody had dropped his 

head into a bath of liquid nitrogen as soon as it had been 

removed.

“He’s trying to make a point by associating the method 

of the murder with the profession of the victim.”

“In two cases.  In the other two there’s no apparent 

connection.”

“Connections in some places but not in others.  There’s 

no real pattern here.”

“Except that the victims are important.”

“What is he trying to do?  Shut down the government?  

He can’t kill them all!”

“But he’s off to a pretty decent start.  And we’re sitting 

on our asses looking stupid.  Maybe that’s the point.  He’s 

getting off on our helplessness.”

“Start from the beginning,” Lewis ordered.  “Who 

found the body?”

“The general’s aide.  He didn’t normally come in with 

his boss and waited outside.  When the general didn’t appear 

after the usual interval for his devotions, however, he came 

looking for him.  He found that Holahan had already departed, 

in one sense of the word.”

“No witnesses, I suppose.”

“And no security cameras.  I found someone who said 

they saw a priest leaving the church around that time, but it’s 

not clear whether that was before or after the murder.  They 
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didn’t see anything beyond the cassock and collar and thought 

nothing of it.”

“It’s not as if it’s a secure building.  Anyone could have 

come in and hid.”

“There may be a point to the priest sighting, though.  

The killer could have concealed that sword underneath a 

cassock and no one would have noticed.  If he was walking 

around with a three-foot long package under his arm, that 

would have attracted a lot more attention.”

“What about the sword itself?”

“No fingerprints.  None on the Bible, either, if you were 

about to ask.  I really don’t know why we even bother checking 

with this guy.  He’s not going to make it that easy for us.  As 

for the sword itself--”

“It’s authentic,” Herrera said.  He was shaky but 

composing himself.  “It’s genuine fifteenth century.”

“That narrows our field of inquiry.  If it was sold at an 

auction house or stolen from a museum or a collection, there 

will be a record.”

“Yes--if that was where it originated.  But if it was 

brought into the country without a customs notice, or if it was 

handed down in a particular family, it’s invisible up to this 

point.  Our killer could be a collector himself and have 

acquired it in any number of places.”

“His collection would have to be expensive.”

“A Bruce Wayne of assassination,” Simonson offered.

“Sounds like a good starting point to build a picture of 

the killer,” another voice added.

“Oh, hell,” Lewis swore.  He turned around and stared 

at Agent Colfax, who had appeared from a side entrance while 

he was contemplating the murder weapon.  With her was a tall, 

cadaverous man who looked more like a killer himself than one 

on the side of the angels.

“Sorry, Detective.  Your chief requested Bureau support 

this evening.  Ask and you shall receive.”
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“I didn’t do the asking.  I’ll bet they didn’t have to let 

your phone ring very long to wake you up and get you out 

here.”

“I don’t usually go to bed this early.”

“Just waiting to poach other people’s cases, eh?”  

Herrera grabbed his arm and he checked himself.

Agent Colfax ignored him.  “This is Special Agent Mike 

Gallagher of the Behavioral Analysis Unit.  He’ll be looking 

over your reports to see what we can glean from them.”

“You haven’t requested a ViCAP search yet,” Gallagher 

pointed out.  His voice was oddly high, almost petulant as he 

referred to the national database of unsolved murders.

Lewis snorted.  “Agent Gallagher, how many headless 

corpses have you come across in your time as an investigator?  

There’s not a lot of unsolved murders kicking around the 

country somewhere that fit this profile.”

“Agreed.  But I was thinking in terms of practice.  You 

can train yourself to cut the head off a kneeling man with a 

stationary target.  You can train yourself to shoot someone in 

motion by hunting deer.  However, poisoning is easier to 

mismanage.  There can be problems with dosage, with the 

purity of home-refined poisons, and in this case, with the 

ability to slip the poison into the victim’s food while being 

watched.  There are a sufficient number of variables for the 

killer to desire some assurance that he can execute the crime as 

planned.  He may have tested both his means and his method 

before.  Again, the same applies to a stabbing, particularly one 

that requires a considerable degree of precision, as was the case 

in Senator Haines’s death.  Muggings and stabbings take place 

by the dozen in every major city on a daily basis.  A test run by 

our killer could be hiding among them, inconspicuous by its 

mundane nature.”

“Fine.  We’ll do that.”  Lewis yielded the point.

Simonson cleared his throat.  “So you believe that 

there’s only one killer involved?”
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Gallagher and Colfax exchanged glances.  “If not, then 

we have as many as four extraordinarily unusual coincidences.  

Are you aware of how rare it is for a member of Congress to be 

killed?”

“Until now, only fourteen in the history of the United 

States.  Only four since the start of the twentieth century.”

The FBI agent looked slightly put out that Simonson 

had his figures ready.  “Yes.  In three days we have seen as 

many killings as the last hundred years have.  This is a serial 

killer, gentleman.”

“Pretty atypical serial killer,” Lewis grunted.  He was 

prepared to argue against his own convictions and deductions 

out of a dislike for having the FBI on his turf.

“Serial killer aside,” Colfax said, “what do we know 

about General Holahan’s death?”

“It had a point?” Lewis chortled and choked it off.  “No, 

seriously.  Show her the book, Herrera.”

Colfax pursed her lips over the verse.  Gallagher 

actually smiled faintly and rubbed his hands.

“I didn’t realize anyone actually did that outside of old 

movies,” Simonson said, watching him with fascination.

“This is very distinctive behavior,” Gallagher reproved 

him.  “Clearly our killer sees himself not as a murderer but an 

executioner on a high moral level, removing someone whom he 

believes to be guilty of war crimes or human rights 

violations--”

“Congresswoman Marzec was a committed anti-war 

activist,” Colfax pointed out.  Her colleague’s smug expression 

dissolved in confusion.  She turned to Lewis.  “Do you want to 

take charge of the corpse?”

“Not especially, but our ME would probably want it for 

his collection.”

“And what about the aide?”

“Look, Agent Colfax, you’re the one who represents the 

people who like to cover things up.  I’ve already been informed 
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by my captain that Congresswoman Marzec is at home 

recovering from food poisoning and Senator Haines is off 

somewhere in a high-level meeting with the top GOP 

leadership.  If it was me, I’d announce it at a press conference 

in the morning.”

“The Pentagon does not think it advisable to reveal the 

fact of the Commandant’s death at present.”

“Great.  So he’s off on a snap inspection of overseas 

bases, I guess?”

“That will probably be the story that will emerge.”

“Jesus Christ, what a bunch of gibberish!”

“How can we maintain order in Washington if it’s 

public knowledge that a serial killer is waltzing around 

murdering members of Congress and generals at will?” 

Gallagher pointed out in a more reasonable tone.

“Begging your pardon, Agent Gallagher, but that’s my 

problem, not yours.”

“It’s a joint problem,” Colfax interjected.  “And 

Detective, you can have your press conference as soon as we 

have a solution in sight.  Until then, it’s not a good idea to 

make these deaths public knowledge.”

“We’re missing potential witnesses that way.”

“Speaking of witnesses, how did the murderer know 

that General Holahan would be here tonight?”

“I checked with his aide,” Simonson said.  “The general 

came to pray twice a week when he was in Washington.  Came 

straight here from the Pentagon on every occasion.  The only 

variation was whatever time he actually walked out of his 

office.”

“And the aide never joined him?”

“He’s a Lutheran.  Also I gathered that Holahan didn’t 

like subordinates placing themselves on a level of equality with 

him in church.”

“That was a dangerous habit of his, sitting alone in an 

empty building with multiple entrances.”
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Colfax shrugged.  “We all have at least one habit that 

makes us vulnerable to someone who’s really trying to kill us.”

“And some of us should know better,” Lewis gloomed.  

“There are five hundred and thirty-two members of Congress 

left.  Only the most politically savvy Americans would 

recognize even the most important of those on the street.  The 

rest are invisible.  Anything could happen to them and it 

would pass unnoticed.  They don’t get that.  They’re like the 

general.  Irresponsible when it comes to their personal safety.”

“We’re working on a solution,” Colfax said.

“There isn’t a solution.”

“Have you had a visit from NCIS yet?”  The Naval 

Criminal Investigative Service was sure to want a role in 

investigating the death of a ranking Marine officer.

“Not so far, thankfully.”

“I’ll make a call.  They’re stretched thin right now, but 

under the circumstances I think they can assign us someone.”

“Oh, gee, don’t trouble yourself too much.”

“Like it or not, this investigation is a group effort.  Do 

you really want to spend your next two weeks trying to run 

down where that sword came from?  I can put a dozen people 

on it in five minutes.  Take advantage of what we’re offering 

you here, Detective.  When the public and Congress realize that 

there have been four deaths instead of one, they’re going to 

want blood.  Yours.  The only way you save your career at this 

point is by finding the killer.”

Lewis brushed past her and went to consult with the 

forensic team.

“He doesn’t like being reminded of that,” Herrera said 

confidentially.

“He gets on my nerves.”

“You get on his.”

“I handle his criticisms with a better grace.”

“That’s a point to you, because that drives him crazy.”

“This isn’t a very healthy working environment.”
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“Oh, I don’t know.  A little friction helps keep us 

sharp.”

* * * * *

Edgar Costas, Undersecretary of State for Arms Control 

and International Security Affairs, strolled quietly through the 

lobby of the Willard Hotel.  He received a discreet nod from the 

clerk at the front desk, which he returned with an 

imperceptible inclination of his head.  No one else paid him 

any attention, not even a pair of reporters arguing about 

something over by the pay phones, which was exactly what he 

desired.  As soon as he was out of sight from the lobby, he 

quickened his steps, almost running down the side hall that led 

to the ornate men’s room.  The lingering aftereffects of a recent 

bladder infection were still with him, and his first meeting of 

the morning was already running overtime.  Upstairs the 

Undersecretary of State for Public Diplomacy, several of their 

counterparts from the Pentagon, and various assorted 

dignitaries from the US Institute of Peace and other think tanks 

were giving their semi-divided attention to a British diplomat 

expanding on the situation in North Korea.  It was supposed to 

be an informal affair, an instance of the discreet back-door 

negotiations that keep diplomacy functioning everywhere in 

the world.  The sole flaw in the program was Costas’s limited 

ability to retain water.

He pushed his way through the heavy swinging door 

and gave a faint sigh of relief at realizing that there was no one 

else in the room.  The Undersecretary disliked company at any 

time and lived in perpetual wariness lest a journalist or a 

Youtube star was loitering around the next corner with a 

camera and a dozen leading questions.  Freed of that concern, 

he unzipped and let nature take its course.

Then he froze as someone else entered and crossed the 

room to the sinks behind him.  The other man didn’t appear to 
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be concerned with his presence, though.  He just went on 

washing his hands over and over.  Obsessive-compulsive, 

Costas thought smugly, making the judgment without so much 

as catching a glimpse of the other fellow’s coat.  He finished his 

business and began to turn around.

* * * * *

“Now this looks a lot more like a normal assassination,” 

Colfax remarked, surveying the scene critically.

“A very undignified one,” Lewis pointed out.  “The 

poor guy didn’t even get a chance to finish zipping up his fly.”

“That’s the cunning of it.  Even the best-protected man 

is incredibly vulnerable standing at a urinal.  He’s preoccupied.  

His field of vision is barred by the physical barriers of the stall 

and the psychological barriers that keep him from making eye 

contact with anyone else in the room.  There’s no mirror in 

front of him, so he can’t see what the man at the sink is doing.  

But the man at the sink has a mirror and can observe the man 

at the urinal without interrupting whatever he’s doing.  A 

perfect setup.  An invitation to murder.”

“You’re making me very uncomfortable,” Lewis said.

“You never thought about this scenario when going 

into a men’s room?”

“Not really, no.”

“Not very imaginative of you.”

Herrera opened the door.  Outside two uniformed 

officers were guarding it, but there was no reflective tape or 

other visible indicators of a crime scene in sight.  “The manager 

wants to know when he can get his restroom back.”

“When we’re done,” Lewis said, “and not a minute 

before.”

“He’s unusually impatient.”

“Why?”
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“Apparently he has a bunch of big shots from the State 

Department and various think tanks upstairs who are feeling 

the pressure.  They drank their way through an entire buffet’s 

worth of coffee this morning and it has to go somewhere.”

Lewis and Colfax stared at each other in sudden 

understanding.

“Of course.  The killer could read the announcement of 

the conference in the newspaper or hear about it through local 

gossip.  He couldn’t take them while they were in session 

because they have hotel security and a couple of suits from the 

DSS assigned to them.  But the Willard isn’t busy in the 

morning.  He could hang around down here and wait to see if 

one of them needed a break.  He didn’t have to seek out a 

particular target.  Any high-ranking civil servant would do, if 

he follows his rather broad pattern.  And when one of them did 

come along--”

“Click,” Colfax finished the thought.

“Click is right.  Cause of death?”

Roth looked up from the body.  “Simple as Senator 

Williams.  One gunshot wound to the head.  Except this time it 

was from the rear.  Small caliber.  Looks like a .22.”

“No one heard the shot?”

“Not a chance,” Herrera said.  “Fifteen minutes after the 

clerk saw Costas pass by the front desk, the assistant manager 

walked in here and found the body.”

“No shell casing, either.”  Lewis moved away toward 

the sinks and visualized the scene.  “Costas is doing his 

business.  Our killer walks in.  They ignore each other.  As 

Costas is finishing up, the killer spins, produces his gun--

something small, with a silencer--and puts one shot into the 

back of Costas’s head.  If the gun ejects a spent case, he leans 

down and picks it up.  Then he saunters out through the street 

entrance before Costas has stopped twitching.  What about the 

security cameras on that exit?”
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“Camera,” Herrera said.  “Somehow it ended up 

permanently fogged last night.  The security team checked it 

out and decided that since it wasn’t in a critical area it could 

wait to be replaced.  All you can make out on the feed are 

vague shapes passing.”

“And no one at the door noticed anyone unusual 

loitering nearby?”

“They don’t have someone on staff there, and tourists 

and guests use the side entrance all day long.  Hundreds of 

people come down that hallway every morning.”

“Get Simonson to start going over the lobby footage 

and see if there’s a single person he can place at any of the 

other crimes scenes.  I know it’s a long shot, but maybe there’s 

something there--a witness, even.”

Agent Gallagher had been clearing his throat in the far 

corner of the room for several minutes.  Now he finally burst 

into speech.  “Do you realize how suggestive this is?”

“Shut up, Gallagher,” Colfax said wearily.  “I haven’t 

slept in nearly thirty hours.”

“But this murder solidifies our understanding of the 

killer’s assassin-type personality--”

“Which we knew he had already.”

“Think there’s a point to this one?” Herrera asked.

Lewis shrugged.  “The Undersecretary for Arms 

Control shot?  Maybe.  But it’s ambiguous.  Williams was shot 

and he wasn’t prominent on either side of the gun control 

debate.  It was convenient.  So was this.  A small-caliber pistol 

with a subsonic round is a logical choice for murder in a 

crowded setting.  The CIA uses them.  The Mafia uses them.  It 

doesn’t tie in with anything else.”

“And there’s our signature,” Colfax said softly.

“Excuse me?”

“The signature of these crimes.  The element that ties 

them all together.  Every one is going to be different.  And not 

just a little different.  Barring the shared identity of the victims 

48



and the fact that all the murders have taken place within the 

District of Columbia, they all have been--and will continue to 

be--dramatically and strikingly different from one another.”

“So we’re looking for things that don’t look alike?  Shit, 

that’s helpful.”

“According to that line of reasoning,” Gallagher said 

pettishly, “you could tie together every murder committed in 

DC during the course of a year--on the grounds that they were 

all different and thus must represent the work of a serial killer 

striving to be different.”

“Except for the commonality of the victims, which is 

circumscribed here.  You were very ready to point out last 

night that dead members of Congress are a rarity in criminal 

investigations.”

“But that’s not enough to build a profile around!” 

Gallagher burst out.

“Try harder,” Colfax said dismissively.  “You’re going 

to have to.”  She was examining her phone.  Lewis was 

watching her closely.

“Is that anything I should know about?”

“You might as well hear it from me now as from your 

captain later.  We’ve been summoned.”

“Summoned by whom?”

“By the great ones who control our destiny.”

“You’re being flippant.”

“You’re going to wish I was still being flippant in a few 

hours.”
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Chapter Four

FBI director Patrick Foley adjusted the folder in front of 

him so that it was parallel with and two inches from the edge 

of the table.  He considered that such acts of precision gave 

observers the impression that he possessed a cool and focused 

personality.

“First of all,” he began, “I would like to emphasize the 

collegial nature of these proceedings.  This is not an attempt for 

the Bureau to assert its control over the multiple ongoing 

investigations with which our various agencies are proceeding.  

Nor is it an attempt to censure our agents and officers for their 

limited progress thus far.”

“I would hope not,” Jackie McGarr drawled.  Her soft 

Georgia accent contrasted strongly with the uniform she wore 

as Chief of the Metropolitan Police.  “Your contributions 

haven’t made our job very much easier.”

Foley inclined his head courteously in her direction.  “I 

am aware that your detectives resent the restrictions under 

which they are compelled to operate.  But we have already 

agreed that such limitations are necessary to prevent the 

situation from deteriorating any further.”

“Just putting that out there.”  McGarr grinned a 

leopard’s grin.
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“To proceed,” Foley continued.  “At the request of the 

President, we have agreed to form an inter-agency task force to 

oversee the investigation into these five murders, which touch 

all of our spheres of influence in various ways.  Responsibility 

for its oversight will be shared among myself, Solicitor General 

Theodore Cornish, and Secretary of Homeland Security Kevin 

Culligan.”  He indicated the two men in question as he spoke.

“The criminal investigation work so far has been 

conducted by Detectives Lewis, Herrera, and Simonson of the 

Metropolitan Police, with Special Agent Sandy Colfax of the 

Bureau providing liaison services.  Special Agents Gallagher 

and Donchez have now been assigned to assist Agent Colfax.  I 

propose that these six individuals remain the nucleus of our 

investigative effort.”

Culligan tapped his fingers on the table impatiently.

“However,” Foley said, showing the slightest 

annoyance, “they will be assisted as needed by Detective Al 

Watkins of the Capitol Police, Officer Edward Farris of the 

Federal Protective Service, Special Agent Henry Morgensen of 

the Diplomatic Security Service, and Special Agent Carlo 

Schiaparelli of the Naval Criminal Investigative Service.  In 

addition, Special Agent in Charge Dennis Krebs of the Secret 

Service will be observing the investigation in order to report on 

its progress to his colleagues and take any precautions they 

may find necessary to ensure the safety of their protectees.”

At the far end of the table, Lewis clenched his teeth.  

Four more partners were the last thing he wanted at the 

moment, especially with their roles so ill-defined.  And 

Homeland Security had already managed to squeeze not one 

but two stooges into the investigation.  He had a sudden 

nagging feeling of impending trouble.

Foley was continuing with his agenda without a pause.  

“Detective Lewis, as the lead investigator, you will of course 

see to it that all members of this team receive regular updates 

on any new information that emerges.”
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“Yes, sir.”

“Good.  Now, if you would care to brief us on the latest 

developments?”

Lewis would have preferred not to, but he had no 

choice.  For a moment he seriously considered tossing the bag 

to Agent Colfax, but shoved the thought aside and tried to find 

the right combination of words to avoid pissing off half the 

Cabinet.

“I did receive a preliminary forensics report from the 

medical examiner before this meeting began.  He indicated that 

Undersecretary Costas, who was murdered this morning in the 

men’s room of the Willard Hotel, was shot with a single .22 

caliber round from a Walther PPK.  No other forensic evidence 

with a bearing on the case has yet been discovered.”

“And that’s it?”  Lewis abruptly realized why Krebs 

was there: to serve as Culligan’s bulldog while protecting 

Culligan from any fallout that might result from openly 

inciting a breach within the task force.

“Agent Krebs, I don’t think you realize just how clean 

these killings have been.  There is zero--I repeat, zero--evidence 

we can use.  We would hardly expect fingerprints, but with the 

tools available to us today there should be something to point 

us to the killer.  Hairs, skin cells, fibers, bodily fluids, the things 

every criminal investigator knows to look for and usually finds.  

Except that in this case, the killer knows we’ll be looking for 

them and has taken far greater precautions than an ordinary 

murderer.  I don’t know how he does it.  Maybe he lives in a 

specially made union suit and shaves his head.  Certainly he’s 

skilled at making up, as the people who have seen him gave us 

a description that we weren’t able to trace in spite of bringing 

in every database the FBI has available.  He has selected every 

crime scene so as to minimize his risk and enable him to get 

away seamlessly, and it’s worked for him every time.  The best 

footage we have of him shows a vague shape, nothing more.  
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We are in the classic but unenviable position of having to wait 

for him to make a mistake.”

“And while you wait, congressmen keep dying?  

Suppose he goes for the president next?”

“We are also preparing a behavioral profile for him and 

will be pulling in as many resources as possible to find suspects 

who fit that profile,” Colfax interjected.  “It is the reverse of 

normal procedure, but in this case, where we have no motive 

beyond a generalization and nothing to link the killer 

personally to his victims, we have no choice.”

“Right.  You don’t.  Not with that approach.”

“Well, hell, I’m open to suggestions,” Lewis declared.  

“What would you do in my place?”

Krebs didn’t break eye contact.  “For starters, I’d take 

this out of the hands of the Keystone Cops.”

“Agent Krebs!” Foley said warningly.

“Let him talk,” Culligan countered.

“My apologies, Director, but this isn’t a time for playing 

nice.  You just heard the Metropolitan Police admit they don’t 

stand a chance of catching this guy on his own terms.  They 

can’t use evidence to draw a net around him because he hasn’t 

left them any.  So what makes them think that without any 

external pressure to force him to screw up, he’ll make a mistake 

when he hasn’t up till this point?  And what does that leave?  

Profiling.  Guessing who might have done it and going through 

all the thousands of them--the millions of them--to try to find 

the right guy.”

“The detective asked you for a suggestion, Agent, not a 

repetition of the problems he faces,” McGarr purred.

“The detective isn’t getting anywhere with this--and 

won’t--because he doesn’t understand what it is,” Krebs 

insisted.

“And if he doesn’t, then I don’t either, if that’s what 

you’re suggesting,” Foley said.  “Or would you care to 

enlighten the rest of us?”
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“This is obviously not the work of a serial killer,” Krebs 

stated.

“Oh for fuck’s sake,” Lewis said, and sat down.

“The idea that the murders were committed by a serial 

killer is frankly contemptible,” the Secret Service man 

continued.  “The police would like us to believe that it was the 

same man who poisoned Congresswoman Marzec and almost 

simultaneously stabbed Senator Haines, despite the fact that 

what little evidence there is shows no resemblance between the 

two individuals responsible and the timing is tight.  They’d like 

us to think that a trained sniper would leave his rifle behind, or 

that someone with a mindset that allows him to kill so neatly at 

close range would stand up under the scrutiny of dozens of 

curious eyes in a crowded restaurant for hours.  They’d like us 

to think that the same person responsible for the surgically 

precise kills of Williams, Haines, and Costas would depart 

from his usual psych profile so far as to hack Holahan’s head 

off with a broadsword!  And most of all, they’d like us to think 

that one single person would have a motive for going after 

three unconnected members of Congress, a general, and a State 

Department official.  Sorry, ladies and gentlemen, but that’s 

bullshit.  This is terrorism, pure and simple.  The work of a 

group quite deliberately acting to destabilize the United States 

government, with the resources and the access to a range of 

expert killers needed to carry out these killings with precision 

and immunity.”

Foley surveyed the others at the table with a limpid 

gaze.  “Your thoughts, Detective Lewis?”

“Two.  Okay, three.  First, there’s no evidence of a 

group behind these killings.  Without evidence of an 

organization, it’s bad practice to speculate about one.  And if 

there is one, where’s its website?  Where’s its list of demands?  

Terrorist groups have a point that they drive home with public 

relations.  This guy--and yes, I’m still insisting it’s a single 

killer--knows perfectly well that we’ve kept all the deaths 
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except Williams’s out of the papers.  He’s almost made it easier 

for us to do so by committing the murders in such quiet ways 

rather than out in public.  And has he leaked the stories to the 

media in response?  Nope.  He could have tweeted pictures of 

the bodies thirty seconds after he killed if he really wanted to 

make the biggest possible story out of it.  He didn’t.  He doesn’t 

really care what we think or how we react.  He’s doing this for 

himself.”  It was Lewis’s first time expressing that sentiment, 

and strangely enough, he was believing it.

“Second, back to what I said about these killings being 

more private than public, if he wanted to cause terror and 

disrupt the government, why wouldn’t he kill out in the 

middle of a crowd?  Or why wouldn’t he kill someone 

important?  Let’s face it, the death of the Secretary of State 

would make a much bigger splash than the death of an 

undersecretary nobody outside the department has ever heard 

of.  The Speaker of the House would make a better target than 

yet another congresswoman from California.  It doesn’t make 

sense for him to kill anonymous faces in the machinery of 

government if he wants publicity.

“And finally, Agent Krebs, it takes you guys months to 

find someone who does something as obvious as shooting a 

rifle at the White House, so I don’t think you’re very well 

qualified to understand how a criminal investigation works.”

Next to him, Herrera let out a nervous guffaw.  McGarr 

chuckled.  Even Foley’s lips twitched upward for a moment.  

But Culligan was leaning forward over the table, his expression 

forbidding.

Agent Krebs gave a faint sigh, as if explaining two plus 

two to a first-grader.  “Look, Detective, terrorism isn’t about 

causing terror.  It’s not about publicity.  Any person who 

attempts to forcibly change the composition or behavior of the 

government is committing an act of terrorism.”

“I’m familiar with the legal definition, thank you.”
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“Then you should also be familiar with the concept of 

treating such cases as matter of national security and not as 

simple murders that someone whose sole qualifications are a 

bachelor’s degree and a few years as a beat cop can solve.  This 

situation baffles you because it’s far above your pay grade.  

You can’t work without your precious evidence, and the only 

evidence that exists is where only professionals can find it.”

“Tread carefully, Agent.”  McGarr was no longer 

amused.  “You are implying that my officers are not in every 

way professionals.”

“Your officers are not trained in counterterrorism 

procedures.  May I speak freely?”

“Of course,” Culligan said, getting his word in before 

Foley could disagree.

“This entire meeting is a waste of time.  I agree on the 

need for a task force, but it should be composed exclusively of 

FBI counterterrorism agents, Secret Service agents, and 

representatives from the NSA who will get us the 

communications evidence we need--which is, in fact, the only 

thing that will lead us to this organization in an acceptable 

amount of time.  Rank-and-file criminal investigators are out of 

place here.”

“The Secret Service does not have jurisdiction,” Solicitor 

General Cornish said, speaking for the first time.  “The 

Metropolitan Police does, and they have requested FBI 

assistance, but the Bureau is free to determine which officers it 

will assign to the case.  As for your proposal to use the NSA to 

intercept the communications of this terrorist group, you have 

not yet demonstrated that such a group exists, or that it is 

communicating in such a fashion as would allow its signals to 

be read by our analysts.  And finally, Agent Krebs, you have 

been asked here in order to serve as a liaison between this task 

force and the Secret Service, not to pass judgment on our 

decisions.”
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“He has a right to volunteer his opinion,” Culligan 

objected.

“As does Detective Lewis,” Foley retorted.  The two of 

them eyed each other with hostility.  The breach that always 

opens between cops and spies compelled to work together was 

already widening.

“Agent Gallagher,” Cornish finally said.  “You 

represent the Behavioral Analysis Unit.  In your opinion, are 

these five murders the work of a serial killer?”

Gallagher sat up straight.  “Yes.  The killer has ever 

only committed a single murder at a time, which argues that he 

is only able to commit one murder at a time.  He is targeting a 

clearly defined group of people.  He is confining his activities 

to a very limited geographic area: the District of Columbia.  I 

have found no homicides, solved or unsolved, in the 

surrounding portions of Virginia and Maryland that are 

comparable to the five with which we are dealing.  This speaks 

to a very clearly-defined personality--a single personality.  The 

variation in the methods by which each crime is carried out, 

while unusual, is not, as Agent Krebs suggested, evidence that 

more than one killer is involved.  It is precisely the opposite.  

The way in which certain of the murders have been tailored, if 

you will, to comment on the victim’s profession or beliefs 

suggests a sense of mordant sarcasm which can only be the 

expression of an individual.  A group carrying out murders for 

political purposes would not have such a sense of personality, 

nor would it be able to express it through the nature of its 

killings.”

“Speculation.”  This from Culligan again.  “You have no 

more evidence of that ‘sense of humor’ than your friend Lewis 

does of an organization behind the murders.  Yet you’re willing 

to go on intuition and he isn’t.  Not very systematic.”

“I have based my conclusions on extensive experience 

in forensic psychology,” Gallagher said.

“Anything beyond your experience?”
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“The typical serial killer is a loner, both psychologically 

and practically.  He does not work with others.”

“Again, you haven’t demonstrated this is the work of a 

serial killer to begin with.”

“Five separate but connected homicides,” Colfax 

observed.  “The definition for a serial killer only requires four.”

“Unless the murders are connected but being carried 

out by multiple individuals,” Krebs insisted.

“Enough!” Foley said.  The discussion was unraveling 

and he saw no way of bringing it back on track, so he elected to 

salvage what he could.  At least he would be able to claim the 

credit of forging an amicable solution.  “I take it, Agent Krebs, 

that you remain unconvinced that this is a case of serial 

murder?”

“Sir, if the FBI’s resident expert can have his intuition, I 

can have mine too.  This is the work of a terrorist group.  That’s 

obvious.  Occam’s Razor.  The simplest possible explanation.”

“Perhaps the Secret Service would not be averse to 

conducting its own investigation while still sharing 

information with this task force?”

“I think we can proceed on that basis,” Culligan put in.  

There was a glint in his eye.  “However, I don’t think it’s fair to 

leave the Secret Service out on its own.  After all, Detective 

Lewis hasn’t sold us all on his serial killer.”  He shot a glance at 

Officer Farris, who was clearly in well over his head and 

terrified of his inability to protect senior members of the civil 

service from whoever had already killed one of their number.  

He was also terrified of Culligan, who was his boss about ten 

levels up.  “Ah...yes, I think we’d like to assist the Secret 

Service if possible.”  Those were the first and the last words 

that he uttered.  Culligan grinned like a shark.

“And Special Agent Morgensen?”

“We must focus on protecting our people.  Hunting 

down whoever is killing them is a secondary consideration, 

and to be perfectly honest, Director, I believe it to be more 
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likely that a foreign agent is involved.  This affair seems a trifle 

complex for a serial killer.  They are very clumsy criminals.”

“Detective Watkins?”

“I disagree that protection should be our priority.  

Senator Haines died in his office and was stabbed under the 

very eyes of his aides.  Honestly, if I’d been there, I wouldn’t 

have seen it done under those circumstances.  The best way to 

stop a killer from killing is to catch him, and it makes more 

sense to me to look for the guy doing the killing than it does to 

go chasing a conspiracy.”

“Special Agent Schiaparelli?”

The former Navy petty officer sucked noisily at the last 

of his coffee.  “Serial killer.”  His accent dripped Brooklyn.

“Isn’t that a somewhat premature judgment?” Culligan 

said with dangerous restraint.

Schiaparelli sniffed.  “I’ve seen terrorists.  I’ve killed 

terrorists.  They’re usually not too bright.  This--this guy, 

whoever he is, knows what he’s doing.  He might be a spy, but 

I doubt it.  If he was tied to the apron strings of a parent 

agency, he couldn’t be this flexible.  No, he’s doing this because 

he wants to.”

“Again, you are making the assumption that one person 

is responsible.”  Schiaparelli ignored the remark, and Culligan, 

after staring at him for a while without being able to provoke a 

response, decided to give him up as a waste of time.

“So it appears we will be running two concurrent 

investigations,” Foley said at last.  “Detective Lewis and Agent 

Colfax will approach the murders from a law enforcement 

perspective, while the Secret Service, with the assistance of 

other arms of the DHS and the State Department, will pursue 

them under the assumption that they are the work of a 

domestic or foreign terrorist group.  Detective, you will 

provide whatever evidence you uncover to Agents Krebs and  

Morgensen and Officer Farris.  Agent Colfax, you may draw on 

the resources of the Bureau to any extent you require.  Any 
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tests or searches your team needs will be given priority over all 

other operations.”

“Excuse me, sir,” Colfax said, “but you specified that 

we’re to share our results with the DHS.  What about them 

sharing their results with us?”

“That will depend on whether their inquiries comprise 

sensitive material,” Culligan interjected.

“In other words, you’re going to slap a classified 

designation on everything and show us nothing,” Lewis said 

bitterly.

“What part of national security don’t you understand?” 

Krebs retorted.

“Gentlemen,” Foley said, quietly but with enough edge 

in his voice to remind them of his authority.  “I will take this 

matter personally under advisement, and any information 

which the Secret Service should turn up will be passed on to 

the remainder of the task force.”

Culligan sniffed.  Not if I have anything to say about it, 

his body language declared.

“That brings us to the question of how to broach this 

matter to the press,” Foley continued.  “After having 

successfully concealed four of the five deaths for the moment, it 

will require tactful handling to--”

“Who says the press has to know anything about it?” 

Culligan demanded.

“We can’t hide four dead government officials 

indefinitely,” Foley said, finally beginning to lose his temper.

“We can hide them long enough to find and neutralize 

their killers.”

“But why would you want to?” Colfax put in.  “How 

can we find evidence if we can’t use the media to appeal to 

potential witnesses to come forward?  Public participation is 

often critical in identifying a serial killer or flushing him out.”

“Not to mention,” Watkins added, “that it makes our 

job a lot easier if the general public is looking out for the killer.  
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There aren’t that many members of Congress.  If everyone 

around them knows they could be attacked at any minute, they 

will be alert to a potential killer in the vicinity.  That will make 

life harder for our man and increase our chances of identifying 

him after another attempt.”

“Or that attention will make the terrorists wary, drive 

them underground,” Krebs argued.  “And we’ll lose any 

chance we have of rolling up their whole organization.”

“Publicity is far too dangerous to risk,” Culligan 

agreed.  “Security considerations demand that we keep the 

whole thing quiet until we have the perpetrators.”

Foley shook his head.  “It’s impractical.  Every 

additional murder--and we are all tacitly assuming that there 

will be more murders--is harder to conceal.  Suppose the next 

one takes place on the steps of the Capitol?  Then there will be 

no hiding the sequence of events and we’ll have to go on the 

defensive with the press.  And that’s never a very useful 

position.”

“I must insist that all information relating to these 

murders be closely held,” Culligan said nastily.  “Security and 

stability of the government is our prime consideration.”

“My prime consideration is protecting congressmen 

and senators,” Watkins said.  He was looking angry now.  “I’m 

not impressed by the way you invoke ‘security’, Mr. Culligan.  

Security to me means that the people I’m protecting aren’t 

getting killed.  And if I can’t even tell them they’re in danger, 

or if we can’t put additional officers on duty because it might 

raise questions, then I--and they--are the ones who are going to 

be feeling insecure.”

“You watch your mouth!” Culligan snapped.

“You don’t impress me much.  I work for Congress,” 

Watkins sneered.

“Detective,” Foley interrupted, “I do appreciate your 

point, but we must consider the functioning of the government 

as a whole.  Although I have misgivings, I feel compelled to 

61



agree with Administrator Culligan for the moment.  The 

murders will remain confidential at least for the time being, 

until we have a greater certainty of being able to apprehend the 

killer or killers.  I am sure that you can devise arrangements for 

the security of members of Congress that will not involve 

revealing the demise of their colleagues.”

“No, I can’t,” Watkins said.  Foley ignored him.

“That brings us to one more point before we adjourn.  I 

cannot stress strongly enough that when you find the 

perpetrator, he must be arrested and not under any 

circumstances shot while resisting arrest.  I will even go so far 

as to say that for our officers and agents to die while 

apprehending him would be preferable to his accidentally 

dying in a shootout.  Without the ability to interrogate him, we 

cannot close the loopholes that enabled him to be so successful; 

without the ability to place him on trial and convict him of 

murdering elected officials, we cannot restore faith in our 

ability to protect the public from such depredations.”

“I don’t like it,” Culligan said immediately.  “No trial is 

worth the lives of my men.”

“My instructions to my agents stand,” Foley repeated, 

“and I will place my position before the president, who I am 

sure will confirm them for everyone involved in the 

investigation.”

Agent Krebs made a face and waited for his boss to 

challenge the FBI director again, but he didn’t.  Culligan was 

biding his time.

“That, I believe, will be all,” Foley concluded.  “Agent 

Gallagher, you will have your profile complete by this 

afternoon?”

“Yes, sir.”

“I will make special arrangements for you to begin 

using it as an investigative tool as soon as possible.”  Foley rose 

and swept out of the conference room, Culligan and Cornish 
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following.  Krebs shot Lewis a look of hatred and chased after 

them with Farris and Morgensen not far behind him.

Schiaparelli produced a cigarillo and lit it in defiance of 

all federal nonsmoking regulations.  “Sweet bunch.”

“I can’t believe that guy,” Lewis fumed.  “He wants to 

find terrorists so badly that he can’t even see straight.”

“Look at it from his perspective,” Colfax said.  “If he 

finds a terrorist cell, he’s a hero.  If he doesn’t, the mere 

possibility that there might be terrorists around somewhere is 

enough to ensure that he’s still a person of importance in his 

role as a protector of the powerful.  A mundane murder?  What 

does he get out of that?”

“Typical paranoiac,” Schiaparelli grunted.  “Anyway, 

there’s not much I can do for you two.  I’m being taken off all 

other cases and assigned to the task force full-time until this 

gets resolved, but I’m not going to be very helpful.  General 

Holahan’s death is pretty straightforward, and a cold case 

already until you turn up something that ties into it.  And there 

aren’t many other admirals or Marine generals in DC, so the 

odds are against the killer trying to take one of them in the near 

future.  But if you want me to run something, just call.  I’ll be 

sitting at the computer waiting.”  He nodded and left, trailing 

acrid smoke.

“Detective, any thoughts?” Colfax asked of Watkins.

The Capitol Police representative raised his hands in 

despair.  “You find him.  I have my work cut out for me trying 

to protect the people who confirmed these jerks.”

“Not a fan of the executive branch?”

“I work for Congress.  Now, if you’ll excuse me...”  He 

made a beeline for the door.

“What did Foley mean by ‘special arrangements’?” 

Lewis asked of no one in particular.

“I think he’s going to make another phone call.”
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Chapter Five

Congressman Esref Osman made sure that both locks 

on the front door of his apartment were secure before turning 

around and taking the few steps down to the parking lot.  

Senator Williams’s death, while unfortunate, was a reminder 

that anyone could be mugged, no matter how high the office he 

held.  It would be both dangerous and humiliating if someone 

burglarized his home while he was in the middle of a sitting of 

the House.  Besides, he had his wife and two daughters to think 

of.

His car was parked about twenty yards away.  The 

extra walking distance was compensated for, in Osman’s 

opinion, by the old maple tree that shaded the spot on hot 

summer days.  He’d backed into the spot on the previous night 

for a faster departure in the morning.  The sun might not have 

been up yet, but he had lobbying to do.  It was his skill at 

securing federal contracts for local businesses that had secured 

his election in the first place, and he had every intention of 

making history repeat itself.

Something rustled in the hedge that encircled the base 

of the tree.  Osman was fumbling with his keys and didn’t 

bother to look up.  It crossed his mind that the neighbor’s 

golden retriever was wandering loose again.   He didn’t trust 

the dog around his daughters, but as an elected official he 
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knew that it was dangerous to show hostility to other people’s 

pets.  So he tried to ignore the animal on most days.

He reached for the handle on the door of his car.  Then 

something was squeezing his throat and the pain and fear he 

felt wiped out all other thoughts.

* * * * *

“That didn’t take long,” Lewis said as he examined the 

body.

“If we’re going to have a daily murder, he’s going to 

run out of members of Congress in about a year and a half,” 

Colfax noted.

“I’ve heard worse ideas.  So who is he, anyway?”

Simonson consulted his iPad.  “Esref Osman.  

Republican from Michigan.  First Turkish-American elected to 

Congress.”

“From Michigan?”

“Apparently there’s a large Turkish community in 

Detroit.”

“Turkish, eh?”  Colfax eyed the dead body 

speculatively.

“What does that mean?”

“An idea.  Remember how the Marzec and Holahan 

murders were...appropriate to the victims’ backgrounds?”

“It rings a bell, yeah.”

“I think this is another one.”  With her finger, she traced 

a swollen line that ran across the dead congressman’s throat.  

Sunken deep in the inflamed flesh was a thin cord, almost 

invisible beneath the skin.  It made a full circle around his neck 

and the ends hung loose on each side, each terminating in a 

tiny loop.

“Because he was strangled?”
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“It’s not just strangulation.  The cord isn’t a regular 

garrote.  I’m no expert on archery, but it looks like a bowstring 

to me.”

“A bowstring?  As in the string from a bow and arrow?  

I don’t get it.”

Colfax leaned back and looked at him.  “In the Ottoman 

Empire, when an aristocrat or a member of the royal family 

was executed, he was bowstrung.  The sultan sent him a 

bowstring in a box as a formal presentation, and when he 

opened the box, the Janissary who delivered it would take the 

string and strangle him to death.”

“That’s creepy.  Where’d you pick up that gem?”

“A novel I read.”

“Hmmm.  A Turk executed by a traditional Turkish 

method of execution.  That fits with the other two.”

“And it tells us that our killer is surprisingly strong.  To 

strangle a man with a thin cord, no leverage or grips, takes 

both technique and power.”

“And,” said Lewis, suddenly brightening, “if he put his 

fingers through those loops on the end for a better grasp, we 

might finally get a DNA sample off him.”

* * * * *

“No DNA,” Simonson said.

“Nothing at all?”

“No blood, no sweat, no skin cells.  Zero.  The only 

things the lab recovered from the loops were microscopic 

fragments of leather.  And before you get your hopes up, it was 

the sort of cheap pigskin that is used to make work gloves.  

You could buy a pair in any one of thousands of stores across 

the country.  No distinctive traces of chemicals, pollen, or other 

substances adhering to the leather.”

Lewis stopped and looked at his partner.  “You ever get 

the feeling that Krebs could have been right?”
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“Nope.  ‘The Secret Service makes me nervous.’  What 

exactly are you getting at?”

“That we’re in way over our heads.  This guy knows 

everything we’ll look for and has arranged to make sure that 

we don’t find it.  Not a single piece of it.  He’s smarter than us 

and he’s playing us.”

“Not a good feeling?”

“Makes me sick.”

“Well, he’s the murderer, after all.  He’s the one that’s 

screwed up.”

“Knowing that doesn’t help us find him.”

“Maybe it will if Gallagher gets his way.”  At the end of 

the hall, the FBI agent was practically dancing in his impatience 

for them to catch up to him.  Lewis scowled.  His initial 

animosity for Colfax was rapidly being transferred to the 

behavioral analyst, whose occasional pomposity and 

guesswork got on his nerves to a much greater extent.  Colfax 

might be a federal agent, but at least she was a cop.  Gallagher 

was all brain and no field skills.

“Hurry up,” he snapped, bursting with self-importance.  

“We have work to do.”

Lewis and Simonson followed him into the conference 

room.  “I thought you’d already done it.”

Gallagher locked the door behind them.  “I have, for the 

most part.  The trick is explaining to our guests how to look for 

it.”

“What guests?”

“Dr. Harrington and Mr. Volkov of the NSA.”

“Foley’s special arrangements,” Colfax explained.  

Harrington turned out to be a mathematician with three 

doctorates; Volkov was a hacker who had plea-bargained 

himself into a job that did nothing to suppress his various 

nervous tics.

“And what exactly do they do?” Lewis demanded.
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“Since we have so far been unable to find this killer by 

means of routine police work,” Gallagher elaborated, “we are 

left with no choice but trying to uncover him through his 

behavioral profile.”

“That’s no better unless we have a way to find people 

who fit the profile.”

“Which is where these gentlemen come in.  They can 

use their electronic resources to recover and collate information 

from almost any database where the contents might contain 

information that corresponds to part of our profile.”

“I’m not sure how you plan to get anything usable out 

of that.”

“First, let us review the profile,” Gallagher admonished 

him.

“Our serial killer is a young man, of course, but older 

than we would usually expect, in his late twenties.  He is 

Caucasian, of medium height and build, sufficiently average 

that he can escape notice easily and disguise himself as needed. 

 He is affluent, but suffered from a traumatic childhood and is 

lacking in formal education.  He will have attempted to join the 

police or armed forces--possibly even the Bureau or the CIA--

but was turned down given his educational qualifications.  

Given that he targets primarily elected officials, who account 

for four out of his six victims, he was very likely a candidate for 

elective office himself at one point.  He considers himself 

injured by the government for these reasons, and his 

resentment is longstanding and complex.  However, it was 

recently triggered by a stressful event in his life, a divorce, a 

death in the family, a financial loss, leading him to commit the 

first and simplest of his crimes.  He is physically strong and in 

excellent condition.  He drives either a new or a vintage sports 

car and dresses stylishly.  He has a fascination with James 

Bond; very likely he was involved, or attempted to become 

involved, in one of the recent Bond films as an extra or in some 

other capacity.  He collects weapons and is meticulously 
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organized.  He is an atheist or agnostic.  As with all serial 

killers, his egotism feeds on his success, and he will almost 

certainly have been present at the crime scene for the discovery 

of at least one of the murders.  Needless to say, he is self-taught 

in chemistry and toxicology.  He is a resident of the District of 

Columbia or the immediately surrounding area.”

“Explain, please,” Dr. Harrington said, polishing his 

glasses.

“Some elements of the profile are obvious,” Gallagher 

conceded.  “If he wasn’t a good amateur chemist, he couldn’t 

have killed Congresswoman Marzec; if he wasn’t strong, he 

couldn’t have strangled Congressman Osman or beheaded 

General Holahan.

“But serial killers overwhelmingly share common 

characteristics in their lives.  Most are in their early twenties; 

this one is so advanced in his techniques, however, that he 

arguably took longer to come to his profession.  A traumatic 

childhood destabilizes a person’s respect for authority figures 

and makes him seek to rectify the situation, which he 

subconsciously understands to be abnormal, by becoming an 

authority figure himself.  The catch is that the same trauma of 

youth which makes one aspire to authority also makes one 

unable to acquire it in the modern world.  Usually we find 

serial killers attempting to join the police, because they are an 

immediate and visible source of authority in daily life.  Fewer 

go to the armed forces because the role of the armed forces is 

largely invisible.  But given our killer’s assassin-type 

personality, which is clearly revealed by the nature of the 

crimes he commits, I consider it probable that he applied to the 

FBI or CIA in order to have a better chance of working out his 

urges in a discreet position of power.”

“Where does the James Bond fascination come into it?” 

Lewis demanded.
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Gallagher smiled in a superior fashion.  “The murder of 

Undersecretary Costas.  It was committed with a suppressed 

Walther PPK.  The iconic Bond weapon.”

“It’s also a good choice for killing people on the sly, 

regardless of its secret agent connotations.”

“Ah, but so are other weapons, Detective.  A 

suppressed Nagant revolver is even quieter than a PPK and 

throws a bigger bullet.  A Beretta is more compact.  There are 

any number of pocket guns in pawn shops all over the country 

that would have done the job just as well.  But our killer 

selected the PPK.  Why?  Specifically because of its secret agent 

connotations, as you put it.”

Lewis shook his head but said nothing.

“And the car and clothes?” Volkov demanded.

“A logical extension both of his Bond fixation and of his 

wealth.”

“And what do you want us to do with these deductions 

of yours?”

“Put them into your computers and have them find our 

killer for us.”

“It’s not that simple,” Dr. Harrington commented with 

unexpected humor.  “We can’t just walk up to a Cray 

supercomputer and say, ‘Excuse me, but have you ever heard 

of anyone who fits this profile?  And if not, can you find us 

someone who does?’”

“Let me see if I can translate for Agent Gallagher,” 

Colfax said.  “Each part of the description can be used to create 

a list of categories you can search.  To start with, the age.  You 

can program a search to rule out everyone over thirty or under 

twenty.”

“Leave that as a variable,” Lewis interjected, seeing 

where she was heading.  “I’m not entirely convinced he’s that 

young.”

“That is simple enough, to sort results by age,” 

Harrington agreed.  “And also by locale, I suppose?”
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“Yes.  If he’s getting into DC to commit these murders 

on an almost daily basis, he’s not far away.  And he’s familiar 

enough with the District to move through it without 

hesitation.”

“But a traumatic childhood is much less apparent to 

both humans and computers than his age and physical 

description.”

“It can be quantified in certain ways.  Court records are 

categorized by the offenses or disputes involved.  Divorce, 

child abuse, death of a parent, adoption, substance abuse by a 

parent or as a juvenile--”

“Our killer is not an addict,” Gallagher interrupted.  

“He is far too organized for that.”

“Fine.  But leave it in the criteria for searching his 

youth.  It won’t hurt to take a wider than necessary sweep and 

then narrow the results down.”

“Speaking of narrowing,” Lewis said, “there’s no 

guarantee this traumatic childhood of his took place here 

around DC.  He may have ended up here in recent years, or 

gravitated here to be closer to those he was planning to kill, or 

simply because, if Gallagher is right, he likes authority and 

would be drawn to a place where it was visible.”

“So you want us to scan all records, everywhere in the 

country, for these criteria?”  Volkov was taking lightning-fast 

notes on his phone.

“Yes.”

Harrington looked dubious.  “That’s...a legal gray area, 

for one thing.”

“We have the authorization.”

“Oh, I’m not disputing that.  I’m wondering, that’s all.”  

He blinked.  “And it means pulling resources off other projects.  

Not that we can’t do it--we can--it means a shakeup, though.”

“What else?” Volkov called out.

“High school and college records for dropouts.”

“Why only dropouts?”
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“If he graduated he wouldn’t have subsequently had 

problems with a military or police career.”

“And that means scanning for anyone who’s applied to 

the armed forces or the police or the security agencies.”

“And for dishonorable discharges, too.”

“The CIA will have a fit,” Harrington said.  He didn’t 

look very unhappy about the prospect.

“Let them.  On top of that, search for everyone who’s 

been a candidate for any office, state, county, or federal.”

“Easy enough in an era of accountability.  What about 

his finances?”

Colfax hesitated.  “That isn’t really a good search 

parameter.  He may be a smuggler or a drug pusher, for all we 

know, or he could run a ring of call girls.  The source of his 

wealth may be obscured, so we’ll have to run that information 

down after we narrow the search through other methods.”

“If he thinks himself injured by the government we 

should check for arrest records.”

“Wouldn’t hurt,” Lewis said.  “He may have committed 

practice crimes before, though ViCAP hasn’t turned up 

anything to that effect so far.  Or he may have been protesting 

something, gotten jailed for it, and that was the trigger event 

that set him off.”

“Checking for recent divorces and deaths is easy.  

Cross-referencing those to all surviving male family members 

is more difficult but it can be done.”

“Then there are gym memberships to consider.  

Participation in marathons or other sporting events.  Whether 

he belongs to any shooting clubs.  And your firearms registry 

as well, though it’s unlikely he bought anything that can be 

traced.  Oh, and hunting licenses, if he was rehearsing his 

murders in that way.”

“A PPK would be way too visible as a red flag in this 

case.”
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“See if you can list individuals associated with 

museums in any capacity,” Gallagher said.  “If he’s wealthy, 

he’s likely a donor; if he’s a donor, he may have privileged 

access to a collection that would contain an object such as the 

sword that killed General Holahan.”

“And car registrations...credit card bills for shopping at 

high-end retailers...MGM records on applications for 

extras...library records for chemistry books...what else?”

“You might consider adding the Macdonald triad in 

order to be thorough.”

“The what?”

“It’s also called the homicidal triad.  Again, it relates to 

a killer’s childhood.  Children who display two or more of the 

three elements of behavior are substantially more likely to 

grow up to be serial killers.  It’s an older theory, but under the 

present circumstances, we can’t afford to neglect any lead.”

“And the three elements are?”

“Cruelty to small animals, starting fires, and 

bedwetting.”

Volkov looked up.  “Where am I supposed to find that 

kind of information?”

“Court files for the first two.  Clinical and pediatric 

records for the latter.”

“If you want this stuff fast, you’re not going to get it.  

Collating it all and producing a usable list of suspects who fit 

even a portion of these criteria are going to use a lot of 

processing power.”

“How long do you expect it will take?”

“Depends on how many sets of records we have to 

access by hand because we haven’t already got them plugged 

into the system or our algorithms can’t read them.  Days.  

Weeks.”

“That means more murders,” Lewis said.  He looked as 

if he wanted to beat the information out of the hacker.
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Volkov was ignoring him.  “Apart from the fact that 

this guy is committing murders, he must lead a pretty nice life, 

don’t you think?”

“He’s a serial killer, for fuck’s sake!” Lewis howled.  

“He’s abnormal!”

“He didn’t need to be a serial killer, though.”

“They never do.”

“So if he’s not compelled, then he’s choosing to kill.  

Which isn’t abnormal, just anti-social.”

Gallagher was shaking his head so fast his lips 

wobbled.  Colfax looked blank.  Lewis choked.

“Anti-social is abnormal,” Gallagher objected.

“I can’t accept that reasoning ,” Lewis added.

Volkov looked around at them and turned his attention 

back to his phone.

* * * * *

“Weeks?” Foley said.  He looked rather put out.

“Yeah, that’s not acceptable,” Culligan agreed.

“Director, you sent the NSA to us,” Colfax patiently 

explained.  “They can run down our profile, yes, but there are 

so many factors involved, and so many databases they have 

to--ah, integrate with--that it will take time.  They have the 

capacity, but they also have no practice in electronic profiling.  

They’re not prepared for it.  We’re breaking new ground here.”

“Did they explain why they were not prepared to do 

so?”

“Because there was never a case of sufficient urgency 

for the National Security Council to approve such a sweeping 

use of their powers.”

“But after this, they will have the necessary protocols in 

place to simplify running another such profile if necessary?”

“So Dr. Harrington gave me to understand.”
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“Not good enough,” Culligan said, his hostility plain 

for everyone in the room to see.  “At the present rate, another 

two weeks means probably another dozen deaths.  If you can’t 

do something about that, Agent Colfax, you should go ahead 

and put yourself under arrest right now.”

“Perhaps if we were to assign additional agents to the 

case?” Foley suggested, treating Culligan as if he were not even 

present.

“Thank you, sir, but that won’t help.  There is nothing 

for them to do just now.  We can’t compile a list of suspects 

faster than the NSA, and until the NSA gives us a list of 

suspects, we have nothing that we can look into.  These 

murders, for all their sophistication, offer us no clues.  That is, 

in fact, the source of their sophistication.  They’re polished.  

Everything slides off.  After we have a list of people capable of 

committing them--”

“Did it ever occur to you that you’re helping the 

killers?” Culligan burst out.  It was impossible to tell whether 

he was genuinely angry or putting on a show.  “You’re wasting 

our resources on a futile search for a person who doesn’t exist.  

You are throwing away the NSA’s valuable computer time and 

expertise, both of which should be spent combing through the 

records of all communications that have taken place in DC in 

the past week.  And you’re doing it deliberately.”

“Did it ever occur to you that you’re a prick?” Lewis 

asked, losing his patience as well.  Culligan froze.

“You do not come into my office and insult my agents,” 

Foley rebuked him.  “As I recall, you were the one who pushed 

for greater NSA involvement in this case.  You got it.  I know 

for a fact that you’ve persuaded the NSC to prioritize your 

communications sweeps far above the profiling work that the 

task force has requested.  Have you found anything yet?  Any 

texts?  Any emails?  Anything that points to any killer?”

“It’s only a matter of time,” Culligan snapped.
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“And that’s an excellent argument against your 

multiple-killer theory.  If this were the work of a terror cell or 

foreign agents, they would be communicating.  You would 

have noted at least the presence of electronic exchanges 

regardless of whether your people could decrypt them or not.  

Instead, you stand here arguing.”

“I’m trying to protect the United States government and 

you call that arguing?”

“No, you’re trying to wrest control of this investigation 

from the proper authorities for your own benefit.”

“In that case, if I’m not wanted here, I’ll leave.”  

Culligan made for the door.

“As much as I regret to say this, you are wanted here,” 

Foley sighed.  “We need to talk about Congressman Osman.”

“Why?”

“Because his death could have been prevented.”

“Yeah, if he hadn’t picked a parking spot so far from his 

front door and next to plenty of cover for an assassin.”

“That is one alternative.  The other alternative would 

have been for him to be, at the very least, informed of the risk 

he was facing.  This killer takes his victims by surprise.  Had 

Osman been aware of the potential threat to his life, and 

accordingly more watchful than usual, the killer would have 

seen that and opted to wait, or to find an easier target.  I will go 

farther still and say that if Osman had been given a police 

escort, at least until he reached his office, his life would have 

been guaranteed.”

Culligan leaned over Foley’s desk, scowling down at 

him.  “Point one: no agency of the federal government has 

enough officers to spare an escort for every congressman and 

senator.”

“Right, they’re needed to protect the buildings where 

all the bureaucrats work,” Lewis said sotto voce in the 

background.
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“Point two,” Culligan continued, albeit with a vein in 

his neck throbbing dangerously, “as we have already 

discussed, revealing the extent of the murders will cause a 

crisis in public confidence.  We cannot undermine the stability 

of the government we’re trying to protect, nor can we reveal 

classified information essential to solving the crimes.”

“For someone intent on protecting the government, 

you’re remarkably cavalier about protecting its members,” 

Colfax said.

“There is a compromise solution,” Foley interposed.  

“We can inform the members of Congress and allow them to 

take their own precautions.”

“Members of Congress cannot be trusted with 

information of this magnitude.  They’ll be on the phone to the 

Post thirty seconds after we leave their offices to demand our 

resignations for having failed to save their colleagues’ lives in 

the first place.”

“I think more highly of Congress than that.”

“I don’t.  They’re self-interested poseurs with no regard 

for security,” Culligan announced with a relish that would 

have made J. Edgar Hoover proud.

“It doesn’t matter if they are.  They have both a right 

and a need to know.”

“They have neither.  Access to classified information is 

a privilege, not a right, and if your people would do their 

fucking jobs and stop these murders, they wouldn’t need to be 

aware that they might end up shot or stabbed or poisoned.”

“As I disagree with you, I will be assigning agents to 

discreetly inform them of the situation.”

Culligan flushed.  “Do that and I will take this dispute 

to the president.”

“Try it.  What do you think it would do to his approval 

ratings if it were to emerge--and it would--that he had 

overruled the FBI and forbidden it to inform elected 
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representatives of a known threat to their safety?  He’ll toss the 

request right back in your face.”

For a minute, Culligan didn’t make a sound.  Then he 

smacked the desk, hard, and stormed out of the office.

“And that settles him,” Foley said.  “Now figure out a 

way to do it, Colfax, and make sure they understand that the 

information is confidential.”

* * * * *

Congressman Redmond closed the folder on his lap and 

looked across the coffee table at his visitor.  “You’re a bit late in 

notifying me of this situation.”

Agent Donchez shifted uncomfortably in the cowhide-

upholstered armchair.  “I regret the delay, sir, but...uh...there 

was some dispute within the Bureau over how to present the 

information.”

“I may be the new kid in town, but I’m not stupid.  By 

‘dispute within the Bureau’ you mean that the national security 

crowd didn’t want us told at all and that eventually the real 

cops within the FBI managed to overrule them in the name of 

common sense.”

“I’m afraid I was not privy to those discussions,” Agent 

Donchez said nervously.  He was young and unaccustomed to 

dealing with members of Congress.  He’d already visited eight 

so far.  Redmond was the ninth.

“You didn’t have to be.  I can guess.  Mind if I keep 

this?” Redmond asked, tapping the folder.  He chuckled at the 

momentary flash of panic on Donchez’s face.  “Yeah, I imagine 

your bosses wouldn’t like that very much.”

“If we’re clear on everything...” Donchez said, 

retrieving the folder and beginning to stand up.

“Hold on.  Sit back down there.  We’re not clear on 

everything by a long sight.  All your report told me after you 

wrangled me into signing that confidentiality form was that 
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there have been six deaths, including four members of 

Congress, attributed to a serial killer and that I’m advised to be 

on the alert.  Not good enough.”

“Sir, I’m afraid that I’m not authorized--”

Before Donchez could get any further, Redmond leaned 

over and plucked the folder out of his hands so quickly that he 

couldn’t resist.

“Sir, that’s government property!”

“I’m part of the government, son.  A more important 

part than you, if that doesn’t sound too much like boasting.  

Now, we can play this two ways.  I can rip up this nice little 

agreement you made me sign and you can walk out of here and 

explain to whoever’s in charge of this investigation that you 

didn’t manage to muzzle me.  Or, you can tell me what I want 

to know, and then I give it back to you.”

“I can’t do that, Congressman.”

“Can’t or won’t?”

“Can’t.”

“You hesitated.  You’re lying, Agent Donchez.  And 

you’re not very good at it.  In fact, given your discomfort, 

which is a lot more than I’d expect you to display just from me 

backing you into a corner, you’re actually on the investigative 

team,  You’re fully read in to everything that’s going on.”

“I’m...”

“Don’t bother.”  Redmond leaned back in his chair and 

crinkled the paper he’d signed between his fingers.  “Just start 

at the beginning, with Williams.”
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Chapter Six

“A smokestack?” Miss New Jersey said, giggling.

“It used to be a factory,” Congressman Chris DiMarco 

replied.  He grinned slowly.  “Or so I’ve heard.”  He tossed the 

keys of his Cadillac to the valet and escorted the young lady 

through the glass doors into the lobby of the Residences at The 

Ritz-Carlton in Georgetown.  The doorman was rendered more 

obsequious than usual by the coarse, earthy beauty of the Miss 

America contestant.  A congressman, on the other hand, was an 

everyday occurrence in his world.

The ill-assorted pair stopped at the bank of elevators 

and waited for perhaps fifteen seconds.  The lady was short, 

dark, and buxom; the gentleman, tall, florid, and blonde.  Only 

their accents matched.  Although they were separated by more 

than a generation, Congressman DiMarco had nevertheless 

been very supportive of the girl from his hometown who had 

made good.  And no beauty queen has ever objected to dining 

out at the expense of a congressional campaign.

They stepped off the elevator into a private foyer with 

a single door opening out of it.  DiMarco flicked his key fob at 

the electronic lock and the door swung aside.  Sweeping views 

of the Potomac stretched out all around them, almost unbroken 

thanks to the careful fit of the ten-foot high glass windows that 

encircled the room.  The broad terrace offered an unparalleled 
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perspective on the skyscrapers of Washington’s business 

district and the long, postmodern lines of the Watergate 

complex.

Miss New Jersey was impressed.  Of all the thrills she’d 

experienced in the past year, she told herself, this was the best 

yet.  Being wooed by a millionaire congressman.  After fifteen 

years as a Navy fighter pilot, DiMarco had gone 

simultaneously into defense procurement and airport 

construction and had made a fortune in both.  Certainly there 

were rumors about whether his hands were clean or not, but 

then New Jersey hadn’t had a congressional delegation that 

was free of the charge of corruption in living memory.  That 

was the way business was done.  Everyone knew that.  And it 

was a good thing, she reminded herself.  It had brought her 

here.

She stepped out onto the terrace, drinking in the view.  

DiMarco, pleased to see that she was distracted for a moment, 

slipped across the hall into his office and dropped his briefcase 

onto a chair.  Then he turned, treading quietly, and entered the 

bathroom.  Its appointments were somewhat subdued for a 

residence that had set the congressman back fourteen million in 

cash, but he wasn’t concerned with that at the moment.  He 

fished around in the medicine cabinet and produced the bottle 

he needed.  Two little yellow pills from that bottle went down 

his throat, followed by a swig of tap water.  DiMarco made a 

face.  For someone who’d grown up in the slums of Jersey City, 

he was awfully particular about the quality of what he ate and 

drank now.

“Like the view?” he inquired of his guest, coming up 

behind her.

“Breathtaking,” Miss New Jersey answered, with the 

same originality that had taken her all the way to the final 

round of the national competition.

“Good.”  DiMarco encircled her with his arms, 

appreciating the fact that her minimal dress left her upper body 
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almost entirely exposed.  She didn’t budge.  “There’s a second 

patio upstairs, too.”

“You’ve got an upstairs?”

“This is a penthouse, after all.”

“Mmmm.”  The girl was satisfied with her bargain.  At 

the very least there were plenty of pickings to be made out of 

the congressman.  Dinners, parties, invitations, jaunts around 

the world with someone else footing the bill, job opportunities, 

the feeling of being so close to a man in power.  Being seen to 

be that close by her jealous friends.  And if she got 

lucky...instead of pushing that thought away, she reveled in it, 

her bosom heaving with excitement.  DiMarco appreciated 

that, too.

A knock on the door startled her.  DiMarco pulled away 

and crossed the spacious living room to the front door.  A 

waiter entered, pushing a cart before him that was loaded 

down with dishes.  His companions followed with an ice 

bucket and half a dozen bottles of champagne.

“That’s quite a spread,” Miss New Jersey remarked 

with approval.

“I thought we’d dine in.”  The congressman gave her 

his famous lazy smile again.  “Saves time later on.”

“You’re a smart man.”  The waiters didn’t bother trying 

to ignore this exchange.  They’d seen the same sort of thing too 

often for it to have any novelty left for them.

“That’s what they tell me.”  DiMarco retrieved one of 

the bottles of champagne, already iced, and opened it with a 

single squeeze of his still-powerful hands.  His guest giggled 

again.

Truffle fries and dumplings, steak, swordfish, and veal 

ravioli, cheesecake and peanut butter crisps emerged from 

beneath the shining covers.  As Miss New Jersey’s figure 

clearly attested, she’d never been one to avoid cholesterol, and 

despite being under orders from his doctor to watch his diet, 

DiMarco matched her three bites to two.  They were both 
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typical children of the eastern seaboard.  They ate more 

expensively than they had in their years of poverty, but they 

ate the same things, albeit with fancier trimmings and 2004 

Dom Perignon in place of Bud Light.

When the second bottle and most of the food had been 

disposed of, Miss New Jersey pulled herself up from the sofa 

with an effort and sauntered over to the grand piano that 

nestled beneath the penthouse’s sweeping staircase.  Through 

the windows behind her, the sky was turning pale pink.  She 

played and sang, badly.  Her talent had been urban dance.  But 

Congressman DiMarco was pleased.

He beckoned her, feeling the blood pounding in his 

head.  The pills had taken effect, although combined with the 

champagne and the straight Scotch he was nursing, they were 

causing extraordinary aberrations in his vision.  The colors 

were different tonight, all greens and yellows.  Might have the 

janitors change the lightbulbs, he thought.

Then Miss New Jersey was back at his side and she felt 

his lips close over hers.  She didn’t protest when his hands 

slipped the straps of her dress off her shoulders, or when he 

pushed her onto her back.

His movements stopped.  She lay there, waiting in 

anticipation.  Seconds passed.  She began to get impatient, and 

the congressman’s muscular weight was surprisingly heavy on 

top of her.  In hopes of stirring him to action, she shifted her 

position.  Nothing.  She shook him gently.

“Congressman,” she cooed.

And suddenly she was terrified.  A minute ago she 

could feel his heart pounding through his body, erratic in its 

power.  Now there was no movement at all, not so much as the 

slightest tremor.

She screamed.

* * * * *
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“I take it he wasn’t there when it happened,” Lewis 

said, looking down at Congressman DiMarco’s corpse lying 

goggle-eyed on the carpet.

“Nope.”  Simonson cracked a grin.  “Believe it or not, it 

took place right as they were about to get down to business.”

“You’re kidding.”

“I swear!”

“What a macabre sense of timing.”

“I know.  He pushes the girl back, lays down on top of 

her, and dies.  She realizes he’s dead, starts howling her lungs 

out, shoves him off, runs out on the balcony, and starts acting 

demented.  Why she couldn’t just scream once, like a normal 

person, and then call down to the concierge to get us over here, 

I don’t know.”

“Who is she, anyway?”

“Miss New Jersey.  The congressman’s latest 

paramour.”

“He has a string?”

“Rumor is he likes them young and, ah--busty.”

“Where’d you pick that up?”

“I’ve been nosing through the backgrounds of all the 

members of Congress looking for weaknesses that our killer 

could exploit.  This one is the sort of thing you remember.”

“It might have been useful if our killer was the prosti--

that is, the young lady.  But she’s not, is she?”

“I’ll check her whereabouts for the last few days, but 

she seems pretty unlikely.”

“Right.  What did he die from?”

“Probably poison,” Dr. Roth said.  “If we’re assuming it 

was murder.  From the girl’s description, and from what I can 

observe without an autopsy, it was cardiac arrest.  Not 

surprising, given his state of health.”

“You’re saying it might be an ordinary death?”

“Until I’ve conducted an autopsy, I can’t rule it out.”
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“I’m very suspicious of any ‘ordinary’ deaths of 

congressmen right now.”

“You should be,” Colfax said, wandering in.  “Guess 

who’s downstairs?”

“Surprise me.”

“Our friend Krebs.  He’s apparently reading our 

electronic reports in real time and acting on them.  He’s got 

three waiters lined up against the kitchen wall and is 

screaming at them.”

“He shouldn’t be tampering with witnesses like that,” 

Lewis sighed.

“I called the Director.  We’ll see if he can get Culligan to 

rein in Krebs.”

“Not likely.”

“No.  Are the waiters witnesses?”

“To the events preceding the death, yes,” Simonson 

said.  “They brought up dinner and champagne for the happy 

couple and then went back downstairs.  Security footage shows 

no sign of anyone else having entered the penthouse after that 

until the uniforms arrived.”

“So whatever killed the congressman--if it wasn’t 

himself--came in over the balcony forty feet above the ground 

or was already in the apartment.”

“I’ll work backwards and see if anything turns up.”

“What about the food?”

“Taking care of it,” Herrera said.  He was placing every 

remaining bit of food, every napkin and plate and utensil, into 

containers and bags for analysis.

Colfax nodded and examined DiMarco’s body closely 

for the first time.  “Ironic, isn’t it?”

“What?”

“He’s caught with his pants down around his ankles, or 

almost, and he gets a quick and easy death.  Didn’t even have 

time to cry out.  But Marzec was only having dinner and 

Osman was just walking to his car.  And they died in agony.”
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“There’s no pattern here.”

“There’s got to be a pattern.  Look, I know we keep 

saying that the way this guy sometimes adjusts his methods to 

his victims’ lifestyles is part of his pattern.  But it really isn’t.  It 

doesn’t repeat every time.”

“You already said that the absence of a pattern was the 

only pattern.”

“Yeah, but what if I was wrong?”  Colfax looked 

agonized for a minute.  “Serial killers work according to a 

signature.  We know that.  We’ve got forty years of research 

confirming that.  So half of my instincts are telling me that 

there is a pattern here, only it’s subtle.  Something too small to 

pick up on or too big to visualize yet.”

“You can’t accept this one being different?”

“They’re not supposed to be different!  That’s what 

makes them the same.  Predictable.  Understandable.”

Lewis shook his head.  “Not sure if you realize this, but 

with this murder, the pattern got more complicated yet again.”

“How so?”

“Look at where the previous six murders took place.  

Running trail, restaurant, sidewalk, church, hotel, parking lot.  

All public spaces.  Now, for the first time, the killer has struck 

within a private space, in a victim’s home.”

* * * * *

It was six in the morning and Lewis was making a third 

pot of coffee.  Chief McGarr was upstairs waiting for results.

“Now they’re going to start getting scared,” Gallagher 

observed.

“What I can’t understand,” Simonson said, “is why 

such a public-spirited serial killer hasn’t taken out Culligan yet.  

It would make his life so much easier, and, let’s face it, no one 

is really going to miss the head of the DHS.  Especially not his 
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own subordinates, who would be climbing all over themselves 

to get his job rather than pursuing his murderer.”

“Tread cautiously,” Colfax advised, accepting a 

steaming styrofoam cup.  “He probably has this office 

bugged.”

The phone rang and Lewis almost dropped the 

coffeepot.  He recovered and punched the speaker button.  

“Yeah?”

“Good morning to you too.”  Roth sounded exhausted 

but satisfied.

“What took you so long?”

“Caution.  Don’t worry, Detective, this doesn’t break 

your chain of events.  It was definitely murder.”

“Can you elaborate?”

“Well, the cause of death was, as I originally said, 

cardiac arrest.  The cardiac arrest, on the other hand, was the 

result of a massive overdose of digoxin.”

“Come again?”

“Digoxin.  The primary active compound extracted 

from the Digitalis plant.  Used medically, in small doses, to 

treat various heart conditions.  In larger doses, it stops the heart 

altogether.  It’s quite a classic poison, actually.  Agatha Christie 

used it.  So did Dorothy Sayers.”

“So if it was affecting DiMarco’s heart--”

“As soon as Miss New Jersey started getting frisky, the 

digoxin kicked in and he checked out.”

“Was he taking it for a heart condition?”

“No, it wouldn’t have done him any good.  You can 

rule out accidental overdose, or Miss New Jersey hoping that 

she’d be the beneficiary of his will.  He took about forty 

milligrams of it.  Twenty-five guarantees death in a perfectly 

healthy adult with no heart trouble, and therapeutic doses are 

well below that threshold.”

“And did you determine how it was administered?”
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“Oh, yes.  There were no traces of the poison in any of 

the food that remained on the cart.  Both the unopened and 

opened bottles of champagne were also clean.  None of the 

samples from the kitchen indicated any contamination with 

digoxin, and none of the waiters or kitchen staff in either of the 

two restaurants on the premises are currently being prescribed 

medication that contains it.”

“That rules out every avenue, unless he ate or drank 

something we don’t know about.”

“He did.  If you were in his place, what would you have 

done right before a dinner date with a libidinous young lady?”

“I’m not a lecherous, corrupt congressman from New 

Jersey, so I don’t know.”

“You have no imagination, Detective.  Before he ate, 

Congressman DiMarco--very understandably given his age and 

physical condition--swallowed two twenty-milligram Cialis 

pills.  Except they weren’t Cialis.  They looked like Cialis, but 

instead of tadalafil, they contained pure digoxin.”

“Wait--he poisoned himself?  How did you come to that 

conclusion?”

“Oh, he didn’t poison himself, not intentionally, 

anyway.  It wasn’t hard to figure out once I analyzed his 

stomach contents and went through the containers that you 

removed from his bathroom.  Someone swapped out his entire 

bottle of Cialis pills.  Every one of them has been altered to 

contain digoxin.”

“In other words, any time the congressman had 

someone over to spend the night, he could have died.”

“It was only a matter of time.”

“Shit!  Those pills could have been planted weeks or 

months ago!”

“Within the past fifteen days, going by the date he 

refilled his prescription.”

“Okay, that narrows it down.  Anything else?”
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“Other than that he would have been dead in about ten 

years anyway from progressive heart disease and related 

conditions, and that he’s lucky he didn’t die already, popping 

pills and mixing them with alcohol--no, nothing.”

“One more question.  Is this medical digoxin, or did the 

killer prepare it himself?”

“I’m inclined to say he prepared it himself, given 

slightly lower levels of purity than usual.  But as with the death 

of Congresswoman Marzec, I can find you no evidence of its 

origins that will lead you anywhere.”

“Fine.  Thanks anyway.”  Lewis hung up and turned to 

face the rest of his task force.

“Let’s walk this through,” Colfax said.  “Congressman 

DiMarco was a known philanderer.  The killer would have seen 

that in any DC gossip column.  He reasonably assumes that a 

man of DiMarco’s age and background would be taking ED 

medication.  So he calls at the apartment with an assortment of 

doctored pills when DiMarco is out, makes the switch--and his 

work is done.  As soon as the congressman has a date, he 

murders himself.”

“All very elegant,” Herrera agreed.  “And it leaves us 

with the question of how the killer got into DiMarco’s 

apartment in the first place.”

“What have you got on that?” Lewis demanded.

Simonson held up half a dozen pages filled with entry 

and exit logs.  “The building uses electronic keys.  For all his 

eagerness to get girls into his bed, DiMarco was exceptionally 

discreet when it came to security.  I checked with the 

management and the only person who was ever issued a key 

was DiMarco himself.  No family, no friends, no girlfriends, 

and not even one of his aides, which probably made life tough 

on them.  So we don’t have much to work with.  The 

Congressman and the maid are the only two people who 

entered that apartment in the last fifteen days.”

“Our killer was the maid?” Gallagher asked, frowning.
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“Unless he flew over the balcony.”

“He could have used a drone.”

“Someone would have noticed.  And while drones have 

come a long way in the past ten years, they still don’t make one 

that can open a medicine cabinet, extract a safety bottle, 

remove its lid, switch its contents and replace it.”

“What if he was the congressman?”

“Wait--you think he disguised himself as DiMarco?”

“Easier than doing the maid would be, and less chance 

of being questioned.”

“Not necessarily.  DiMarco is very recognizable.”

“Enough speculation,” Lewis said.  “Start looking 

through the security footage.  See if there’s a moment at which 

either of them seems different, or does something abnormal.”

“I’ve got it,” Herrera said half an hour later.

“Which one?”

“Take a look.”  He tapped a key and the large TV on the 

wall filled with an image of the penthouse foyer.  The doors of 

both DiMarco’s apartment and the elevator were clearly visible.  

As they watched, the apartment door opened, and a maid 

emerged, pushing her cart in front of her.  She latched the door 

firmly behind her and disappeared into the elevator.  Herrera 

stopped the recording to look at the rest of the team.

“You’ve probably noticed by now that the maids work 

on a regular schedule.  DiMarco’s apartment is always cleaned 

at the same time in the morning, after he’s out, and it always 

takes about the same amount of time.  The keycard swipes tell 

us that; the footage confirms it.  But there’s one deviation from 

that pattern.  On this day.”  He restarted the video.  “Wait for 

it.”

Thirty seconds passed.  Sixty.  Seventy.  Eighty.  The 

elevator doors slid open and the maid stepped back into the 

foyer, this time without her cart.  She crossed to the apartment 

and unlocked the door.  Less than a minute later, she made her 

exit.  The elevator closed on her a second time.
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“And that’s our switch,” Herrera said.

Colfax was consulting the entry log.  “Eleven days ago.  

It would fit.”

“Where did the phony maid get the pass key to the 

congressman’s apartment?” Simonson wanted to know.

“Probably borrowed one from downstairs while the 

others weren’t looking.  Are we sure it’s a different maid?”

Herrera rewound the video.  “Look at how far she--or 

he, rather--comes up next to the door.  Now look at the first 

maid.”  He scrolled back in time once more.  “See the 

difference?”

“The killer is taller than the original maid.”

“By several inches.  Nobody at Bistro Bis really noticed 

his height.  But now we have a much better estimate of it.”

“Okay,” Lewis said.  There was suddenly tension in the 

room.  “Gallagher, Herrera, you two go back to the 

congressman’s apartment.  Get the name of the maid who 

cleaned it that morning and find out what her height is so we 

have another benchmark.  Then, get a few officers or waiters or 

something and line them up against the doorframe until you 

get a match to the killer’s height in the video.  Gallagher, you 

can plug that number into your profile and see if it helps the 

NSA narrow the field at all.  Simonson, call the manager at the 

Ritz and get the security footage for the entire building on that 

day, and after that start looking for traffic cameras, shop 

cameras, Instagram posts, anything you can find that shows the 

surrounding area.  Colfax, call the Bureau and get us some 

more agents to comb through the video.  We have to trace that 

maid.”

* * * * *

Congressman Redmond’s chief of staff held out a bottle 

of Guinness.  “Last drink for the condemned man?”

“You mean yourself or me?”
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“Both of us, I guess.”

“You still think I’m overreacting?  Even after that phone 

call from the FBI this morning?”

“The odds are in your favor.”

“And getting a whole lot less favorable every day.  Just 

because you’re playing Russian roulette with a revolver that 

has more chambers doesn’t make the game itself inherently less 

risky.”

“Yeah, but it took us a hell of a lot of work to get here.”

“The game is beginning to pall now.  Besides, in a few 

hours we’ll have a new one to play.”

“You’re really confident of that?”

“We’ll be the best-loved men in Denver when we get 

home.”

They clinked bottles.  “I hope to God you’re right.”

An aide tapped on the door.  “Congressman, you’re due 

at the House.”

“Just a second,” Redmond said.  “I’m drinking during 

business hours.”

Twenty minutes later he slipped into his seat and 

listened as a very dreary congressman from Alabama was 

going on at great length about renewing the farm bill.  Then 

Kansas had a turn.  Then West Virginia.  He reminded himself 

for the hundredth time that his aides were overcautious and 

overprotective.  Still, he could drop not one but three 

bombshells in a single speech, and he intended to make the 

most of the opportunity, no matter how long it took.  And there 

was a full House today, too.  Farm bills meant a lot of graft, 

which meant a lot of representatives in attendance to ensure 

that an appropriate portion of it went to themselves and their 

friends and allies.

“The chair recognizes the gentleman from Colorado, 

Mr. Redmond.”

Redmond grinned hugely.  He stood up and sauntered 

down the blue carpet to the lectern.  Turning to face his 
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colleagues--his captive audience, as he preferred to think of 

them--he chuckled.  In his opinion, that was the best perk of the 

job.  Making people listen when you spoke.

“Thank you, Mr. Speaker, and I yield myself such time 

as I may consume.

“Well, ladies and gentlemen, you’ve had your fun, but 

now the time has come when you’re going to pay for it.”

The entire chamber went silent, partly in surprise, 

partly in outrage at being addressed with such irreverence.  

There was a corresponding stir in the public gallery.

“As far as this farm bill is concerned, why are we even 

discussing this, let alone considering voting for it?  Somebody 

wants us to spend a hundred billion dollars a year over the 

next ten years--on what?  First, let’s be clear: this isn’t a farm 

bill, this is a social welfare bill.  Eighty percent of this bill is 

food stamps, so why are we calling it a farm bill?  That’s just a 

bit misleading, if you ask me.  Second, out of the remaining 

funds that this bill proposes to allot, another eighty percent of 

those are going to end up subsidizing just ten percent of 

farms--the ten percent that are already doing well enough 

financially that they can afford to hire lobbyists and lawyers to 

get their names into circulation.  Otherwise you would never 

know they existed.  Every American taxpayer, from teenagers 

to septuagenarians, is paying over four hundred dollars in 

taxes a year for a ‘farm bill’ that is only going to end up 

sending about four percent of that money back to farmers who 

might actually need it.”

The House was audibly hissing him now.  He’d just 

kicked most of the members in the gut, regardless of their party 

affiliations.  And Redmond laughed at them again.

“I know, I know.  I sympathize with the honorable 

members.  They don’t like having it pointed out to them that 

our taxpayers get awfully poor value for their money.  

Especially when they make such a nice profit for themselves 

out of disposing of the tax dollars they rake in.
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“But, as I said, you’re all about to start paying for it.  In 

fact, you already have.  Beginning with the murder of Senator 

Williams last week.”

Silence again.  Redmond was certain that every network 

would be leading with his speech tonight.

“Most of you have probably gotten the impression that 

the Senator’s death was the result of a mugging gone wrong 

while he was out for his morning run.  A few of you may have 

whispered about the enmity of an old political rival.  Some of 

you, who have been in touch with our mutual friends at the 

FBI, know better.  But you’re not talking,  So I suppose I have 

to.”

“The death of Senator Williams was the opening act in 

a very poignant drama being staged for us by a serial killer 

whose daring is unprecedented in the history of American 

crime.  He shot the Senator at long range with a stolen rifle, 

then walked off and left both the corpse of his victim and the 

rifle lying in the dirt for the police to find.  This Congress 

responded to his actions by attempting, once again, to enact 

further arms control measures.  Meanwhile, Williams’s 

murderer killed a second time.”

* * * * *

“Turn on C-SPAN now!” Lewis shouted, scattering 

papers everywhere and groping for the television remote.

“What’s happened?  Another murder?”

“Worse.  A congressman is leaking the whole thing.”  

The screen flashed on and showed Redmond leaning casually 

against the lectern, accompanied by an emergency feed 

scrolling frantically at the bottom of the picture.  The banner 

above the text read “Serial killer on Capitol Hill.”

Gallagher came into the room, looking pale.  “The 

Director is not happy.  I think mostly because he now has 
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Culligan screaming at him.  Culligan wants to have that 

congressman yanked out of there and thrown in jail.”

“He can’t,” Colfax said.  “The Speech and Debate 

Clause.  Article I.  Anything a member of Congress says on the 

floor of Congress is protected and he can’t be held accountable 

for it.  And what’s more, it becomes a permanent part of the 

Congressional Record and the public domain.”

“So we’re helpless?”

“Pretty much.”

* * * * *

Redmond was letting his eyes roam around the 

chamber, deliberately making his pauses and his body 

language count.  The hissing had stopped.  He had their full 

attention.

“You may have observed that Congresswoman Marzec 

is not among us today, nor has she been for the past week.  

Officially, her office has revealed that she is at home recovering 

from a severe attack of food poisoning.  I regret to contradict 

them, but while the Congresswoman was indeed poisoned at 

dinner, she is not recovering.  She died that night.

“At almost the same moment, the killer, who had left 

the restaurant in disguise, walked to Union Station and stabbed 

Senator Haines with an extremely delicate knife.  Haines lived 

long enough to reach his office without suspecting he’d been 

wounded, where he collapsed.  We have since been provided 

with a convenient excuse for his absence as well.

“The fourth victim was Commandant Holahan.  Those 

of you who were unable to meet with him in the past few days 

were told he was absent on a snap inspection of our facilities in 

the Far East.  The reality of the matter is that while he was 

praying at St. Patrick’s after leaving the Pentagon, he was 

beheaded by the killer, who had very appropriately disguised 

himself as a priest for the occasion.”
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The House let out a collective groan.

“To show his impartiality, the killer then branched out 

from Congress and the armed forces into the civil service.  His 

next target was Undersecretary Costas of the State Department, 

who died rather inauspiciously in the men’s room of the 

Willard Hotel.  His ghost will no doubt stalk the lobby in 

future when the international situation begins to deteriorate, a 

spiritual barometer for those sensitive to such things.

“I see that you are looking at the empty seats around 

you and wondering.  Two more of them will not be filled again 

soon.  The day before yesterday, Congressman Osman was 

strangled while leaving his home early in the morning.  And 

yesterday evening, Congressman DiMarco was poisoned.  He 

died as he had lived, in the act of screwing over the beautiful 

state of New Jersey.

“Seven murders so far at the hands of a known serial 

killer--but only one of them was made public.  The remainder 

were concealed from us, whose duty it is to make the laws, and 

whose right it is to know that we, too, are in danger from this 

man.  In fairness to the Metropolitan Police and the FBI, they 

urged that the murders be publicized in order to enlist the 

public in the hunt for the criminal.  They were overruled by the 

insistence of the Secretary of Homeland Security and his use of 

the magic words ‘national security’.

“The police have no clues to the identity of the killer.  

He has foreseen every contingency and accounted for every 

piece of evidence that they would normally seek in a case like 

this.  He will kill again.  He will kill someone who is sitting in 

this room at this moment.  For whatever reason, he has singled 

out us as his special prey, and I honestly don’t think we need 

seek very far for that reason, do you?

“But in the spirit of candor with which I began this 

address, ladies and gentlemen, I have no intention of waiting 

around to die, to be murdered more or less creatively by a man 

against whom I have no personal grudge.  No government is 
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worth my hide!  It therefore gives me extreme pleasure to 

submit my resignation from the United States Congress, 

effective immediately.

“Thank you, Mr. Speaker.”

As Redmond walked out of the chamber, the House 

went berserk behind him.
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Chapter Seven

“We’re dead,” Lewis prophesied.

“Look on the bright side,” Colfax advised him.

“There’s a bright side?”

“We’re not members of Congress.  If we were, we’d 

stand a much better chance of winding up dead for real.  The 

most they can do now is fire us.”

“I’m surprised that Donchez hasn’t been canned.”

“It’s not really his fault.  Redmond wasn’t the only 

congressman who forced additional details out of the agent 

sent to brief him.  And once he made the public interest 

argument that Congress, at the very least, should have known 

about it from the beginning, he also made it impossible for the 

Bureau to take disciplinary action against Donchez.”

“Since that would be an invitation to a whistleblower 

lawsuit.”

“He may have tossed a grenade into the works right 

before he left, but right now his former colleagues are all too 

grateful for the warning he gave them to worry about a few 

insults.  If he wants to ask them to stand up for Donchez, they 

will.”

“And we get caught in the middle.”

“That’s the role of cannon fodder.”

“Terrific.  Did anyone find that damn maid?”
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“We had thirty agents going through every piece of 

footage we could pull.  We traced her--him--whatever--out of 

the hotel, onto a bus, and then lost him in north DC.  And that’s 

it.  We’re supposed to start canvassing for witnesses now.”

“Remind me again why we’re doing this instead of a 

press officer?”

“Foley wants to appear candid and honest to offset the 

outrage he’s facing.  Your chief agreed.”

“And here she comes,” Lewis muttered.  McGarr was 

approaching with a couple of uniforms in tow.

“Are you ready, Detective?”

“Yes, ma’am.”  Lewis was lying and she knew it, and 

part of her sympathized with him.  “Agent Colfax?  Good.  

Let’s get this done.”  She stepped through the frosted glass 

doors and into a small amphitheatre packed with reporters and 

enough cameras to shoot three feature films simultaneously.  

The shouting was so overwhelming that individual words were 

completely indistinguishable.  Lewis had heard crowds yelling 

for two decades, at protests and inaugurations and sporting 

events, but none had ever sounded so primal, so fierce as this 

one.

It took McGarr a full minute to get the noise level down 

to where she could be heard without having to scream herself.  

“Good afternoon.  Thank you for joining us today.

“First, I would like to offer the condolences of the 

Metropolitan Police Department to the families and friends of 

the victims.”  A derisory laugh echoed from the back of the 

room.  Lewis fidgeted.  McGarr didn’t blink.

“Second, I would like to apologize to the press and to 

the American people for our reluctance to publicize these 

murders from the start.  We deeply regret that decision, but I 

also ask you to consider that we acted out of the best possible 

motives.  These crimes are the work of a killer who has 

displayed a sadism and flexibility that have never been equaled 

in the experience of our department.  To have revealed them 
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would have been to give him the publicity that he craves, 

which would have encouraged him to new and more brutal 

acts of violence.  To have conveyed to him the extent of our 

knowledge would have potentially helped him to escape 

justice.  But now we have reached a point at which we can go 

no further without your assistance, which we encourage you 

and even implore you to provide.”

“She’s rewriting the narrative to her own advantage,” 

Lewis muttered out of the corner of his mouth.

“Shut up,” Colfax whispered back.

“And now I would like to introduce Detective Lewis of 

the Metropolitan Police and Special Agent Colfax of the Federal 

Bureau of Investigation, who are jointly in charge of heading 

the inter-agency task force investigating these homicides, and 

who have a statement to make.  They will then take your 

questions.”

McGarr stepped aside from the podium.  Colfax took 

her place and Lewis ranged himself alongside.

“Good afternoon,” Colfax began.  “As Chief McGarr 

mentioned, we have come to a point in our investigations 

where public assistance is critical to finding a solution.  We are 

dealing with an extremely skilled murderer, who has planned 

his crimes carefully and leaves little forensic evidence behind 

him.  In light of our limited data, we invite the public to come 

forward with any information they think may be helpful in 

solving this case.  If you know a member of Congress or a 

senior government official by sight, or live near one, and you 

notice anyone stalking them or watching their place of 

residence or vehicles, please call 911 immediately and report it.  

These are no ordinary crimes.  They require the vigilance of all 

of us to prevent and solve.

“You have all been provided with a press release 

outlining the seven murders which have been committed by 

this killer.  We are searching for witnesses who can shed light 

on the circumstances of all of them, particularly for anyone 

100



who may have noticed the killer arriving at or leaving the 

scene.  In the murder of Senator Williams, we are looking for 

anyone who saw a man arriving at Rock Creek Park that 

morning with a bag or case that could have contained a rifle.  

In the murders of Congresswoman Marzec and Senator Haines, 

we are looking for anyone who may have noticed an 

overweight man in a business suit leaving Bistro Bis by the 

back entrance, who saw him changing out of his disguise at 

some point between the restaurant and Union Station, or who 

noticed an unfamiliar figure loitering in proximity to Senator 

Haines’s car.  In the death of General Holahan, we are looking 

for an unfamiliar priest seen near St. Patrick’s Church.  In the 

death of Mr. Costas, we are looking for a man who was 

loitering in or near the restrooms of the Willard Hotel.  In the 

death of Congressman Osman, we are looking for a man seen 

in the parking lot of the Congressman’s apartment that 

morning.  Most importantly, we are looking for anyone who 

saw a maid leaving the Ritz-Carlton Residences in Georgetown 

eleven days ago, and anyone who saw that maid boarding a 

bus or walking down the street.  That maid was the killer in 

disguise, and is our most promising lead.  If you have seen her, 

or anyone else whom you have cause to suspect may have been 

involved with the deaths of any of these men and women, get 

in touch with either the FBI or the MPD immediately.  The 

faster we find witnesses who can help us trace our killer, the 

faster we can stop him.

“If there are any questions...”

The press corps all but leapt out of their seats and dove 

towards the podium.  Lewis visibly recoiled.  Colfax waved 

them down until she succeeded in narrowing the field to just 

one reporter near the front.

“Do you expect these murders to continue?” the man 

demanded.

“Yes.”  There was pandemonium again.
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“Is it true that Congressman DiMarco was screwing 

Miss New Jersey when he was killed?” another voice yelled.

Lewis stepped forward.  “No comment.”  It was the 

wrong answer, he knew, but any answer was wrong under 

these circumstances.

“Was the maid the Congressman’s jilted lover?”

“The maid,” Colfax said, raising her voice to make 

herself heard, “was a man in disguise, who was not actually 

employed by the Ritz-Carlton, but who impersonated a 

member of the staff in order to gain access to Congressman 

DiMarco’s apartment.”  She had recalled that Foley had given 

her specific instructions to exonerate all the establishments 

involved in the murders.

“What precautions are you taking to prevent future 

murders?”

“The Capitol Police will be instituting special patrols of 

the congressional and other offices under their jurisdiction.  

The MPD has arranged for officers to escort members of 

Congress between their homes and Capitol Hill each day.  They 

will also be providing this service for senior civil servants in 

conjunction with the Federal Protective Service, the Diplomatic 

Security Service, and other agencies.”

A veteran crime writer was on his feet.  “Agent Colfax, 

the Metropolitan Police has around 3,900 officers, whose time 

is already fully occupied.  If you assign two of them to each 

congressman and senator, that takes almost eleven hundred 

officers, nearly a third of the force, off the streets during 

whatever times they are needed for congressional protective 

duties.  Given the drop in policing, do you expect an upsurge 

in crime in DC until this killer is caught?”

“We are confident that we will be able to protect both 

the public and members of Congress, and that the latter will 

understand the problems we face and adjust their schedules 

accordingly to minimize the danger to themselves,” Lewis said.
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“If there is an increase in crime, how do you plan to 

deal with it?”

“We will make whatever adjustments to our schedules 

are necessary to ensure public safety.”

“Will the Secret Service assist in protecting members of 

Congress?”

“The Secret Service has opened its own investigation 

into the deaths and is following another line of inquiry.  So far 

we have not asked them for assistance and we do not anticipate 

them providing it, nor could they do so without an executive 

order expanding the scope of their duties.”

“Do you anticipate having to draft additional FBI 

agents in from other field offices?”

“Not at this time.”

“Will you if it becomes necessary?”

“We always have the option of adjusting personnel 

assignments to best serve the needs of the Bureau.”

“How did Congressman Redmond find out about the 

murders and blow the whistle on you?”

“First of all, I’d like to point out that he didn’t ‘blow the 

whistle’.  He did not release classified information; knowledge 

of these homicides was only temporarily withheld from public 

release.  Second, selected members of Congress were briefed on 

the threat to themselves when it became apparent that it would 

be ongoing.  They were asked to keep the information 

confidential until the task force chose to release it.  

Congressman Remond violated the terms of that agreement.”

“Will he be prosecuted?”

“As he made his statements on the floor of Congress, 

no.  His speech was privileged and he cannot be held 

accountable for his breach of trust.”  Colfax also had 

instructions to seem as disappointed in Redmond as possible.

“Do you think he should be prosecuted?”

“I’m afraid that question is outside the scope of my 

responsibilities.”
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“Will he be safe now that he has resigned from 

Congress?”

“We don’t know,” Lewis answered.  “So far the killer 

has not struck at retired members of Congress, but there’s no 

guarantee that he won’t do so in the future.”

“There are dozens of retired members of Congress in 

Washington who are a whole lot more accessible than the 

sitting members.  Wouldn’t you expect the killer to have 

targeted some of them by now if he intended to do so?”

“This serial killer is something of an anomaly in certain 

respects, so we cannot make an accurate assessment of how he 

will choose his victims.”

“Congressman Redmond as good as said that members 

of Congress deserved to be killed for cheating the public.  Do 

you agree with him?”

“I’m a policeman.  I can’t agree with anyone who 

proposes to kill another man.”

“If this killer is an anomaly, are you bothering to 

develop a behavioral profile for him?”

“We have already done so.”  Colfax produced a copy of 

Gallagher’s summary from a folder and read it out.  There were 

snickers in the audience when she got to the part about James 

Bond.

“Do you really expect that to be useful in finding a 

murderer without forensic evidence to back it up?”

“We are working closely with several federal agencies 

in order to collate their databases to better narrow our range of 

suspects.”

“Are you having the NSA hacking records to look for 

him?”

“I cannot comment on which agencies we are currently 

working with.”  The room went crazy again.

“If you can build a profile of the killer,” yelled another 

experienced police journalist, “why can’t he build a profile of 
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you and then design his crimes so that you can’t figure him out 

properly?”

“I am confident that when we catch him, he will be 

significantly less intelligent and cunning than we are presently 

giving him credit for.  He has the advantage of being the 

attacker.  We have to be constantly on guard against him, 

waiting for him to move.  Because he is as yet unknown, he can 

strike where he wants, waiting as long as he wants to do so.  

This strains our resources and provides him with a distinct 

edge for the moment.  It’s the story behind the success of every 

serial killer.  We’re a known factor to him; he is an unknown 

factor to us.  That doesn’t mean he’s smarter, just that the 

playing field is unequal.”

“What happens if it turns out that you don’t have 

enough manpower to protect Congress and police DC?”

“Detective Lewis already answered that.  Next 

question.”

“Do you know if the victims will be lying in state in the 

Rotunda?”

“Congress has not yet informed us of any desired 

funeral arrangements for its late members, so I couldn’t tell 

you.”

“Is it because they won’t all fit?”

“No comment.  Next question.”

* * * * *

“On the whole, I think that went well,” Colfax said.

Lewis stared ahead of him in shock.  “We were in there 

two hours.  Two hours in the same room with a bunch of 

aggressive, high-testosterone journalists trying to rip us to 

shreds.  I don’t call that ‘well’ by any stretch of the 

imagination.”

“At least your chief gave us the benefit of her moral 

support.”

105



“She was standing behind us.  We were basically being 

used as human shields.”

“Yeah, but she’ll be on the nightly news too, which 

means she’s taking responsibility.”

“Very comforting.  Then when Congress asserts its 

authority to govern the District it can fire all of us at once for 

negligence.”

“It won’t get that bad.  Do you think they got the 

question about Miss New Jersey--”

“From Miss New Jersey?  Obviously.  Look for her 

ghostwritten memoir coming out next month.”

“We could get an injunction.”

“Not worth the bother.  If we’re going to play candid to 

the cameras, an injunction to halt the release of information 

about the case is a false move.  Besides, what has she got to 

say?  That he was about to shtup her and he fell over dead.  

Riveting.”

Herrera strolled by.  “Red Bull?”

“I’ll stick to the poison I know.  How are the phone 

lines?”

“Blocked.  We don’t have nearly the capacity we need.  

With having to get the congressional escorts in place by 

tonight, the captain’s pulling in everyone who’s off duty and 

everyone reachable who’s on leave.  If we don’t make some 

progress soon, he’s going to be reaching for the sick list.  We’ll 

have officers walking around with summer colds and half of 

Congress will wind up sneezing.”

“What about the normal 911 rate?  Are we still getting 

the usual calls?  Drunks, assaults, car accidents, the works?”

“I don’t know about overall, but nothing for the last 

half hour.”

“So we lied,” Colfax observed.

“Of course we lied.  The same way you deflected about 

the NSA.  We haven’t got a fraction of the manpower required 

to adequately protect Congress.  If we put a cordon around 
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every member twenty-four hours a day, that still wouldn’t 

protect them against a sniper or tampering, to name two 

possible risks, and it would use up every single officer we’ve 

got.  The Capitol Police can’t help us, they’ve got all of Capitol 

Hill to secure.  The Secret Service won’t cooperate.  The FPS is 

mostly rent-a-cops.  Most DSS officers are stationed overseas.  

And your people have got less than eight hundred agents in 

Washington.  Unless you start pulling some out of the rest of 

the country, they’re not a reserve, either.”

“We may have to,” Colfax brooded.

“You’re serious.”

“There’s been discussion of it.”

“How high?”

“All the way.  Let’s be honest, the chances of a major 

crime happening in Montana or New Mexico or Kansas in the 

next few days are pretty slim.  We have agents sitting in field 

offices doing routine jobs while congressmen are dying here.”

“And the second you pull them out, organized crime 

will move in,” Herrera said.  Annoyed, Colfax twisted in her 

chair.

“We may not have a choice.”

“So basically we have to accept that there’s going to be 

an uptick in crime, and focus on catching this serial killer.  

Hoping that when we get him, the ensuing media frenzy will 

blot out the memory of all the lesser crimes that took place in 

the meantime.”

“Yeah, that’s about it.”

“And what if we don’t get him right away?”

“I don’t like the sound of that.”

“Most serial killers take weeks or months to catch.  A 

few have never been caught.”

“If that happens, we lose both ways.”

“We lose more than our jobs,” Gallagher said, sounding 

strangely deflated.  He’d followed in the wake of Herrera.  “We 
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lose the consciousness that we can protect the public, and the 

public--”

“Yeah?”

“The public--loses the illusion that we can protect 

them.”

“And Culligan and his crowd ride the horse of terror 

into a further expansion of their surveillance empire.”

“I don’t suppose one of them could be responsible?  I 

mean, the professionalism of these murders, our inability to 

find any evidence, Culligan’s reluctance to even allow our 

profile to be run without procedural impediments...”

“A false flag?”

“Why not?”

“This isn’t a book, for one thing.  For another, Culligan 

and Krebs were sincere when they talked about 

communications intercepts.  That’s their signature, if you will.  

Part of their profile.  They’ve never operated on their own; 

they’ve always worked within the system.  They can’t even 

envision an assassin who is a freelance, who doesn’t phone 

home to get instructions and make reports on a regular basis.  

If they were running this show, their killer wouldn’t have the 

flexibility that ours does.”

“We have another problem,” Simonson said, sticking 

his head around the doorway.  He held out a tablet.  “You 

won’t believe this, but it’s real.”

Lewis squinted at the screen.  “Lord of the Flies Fan 

Club?  A Facebook group?  I don’t get the relevance.”

“The media is calling the killer the Lord of the Flies, 

because congressmen are dropping like flies before him.”

“What the fuck?  This bastard has a fan club now?”

“Look at the numbers,” Colfax said, shocked.

“Five thousand fans?”

“That group didn’t exist before the press conference,” 

Simonson noted.  “It’s spreading.  People are sharing it and 

joining like mad.  Look at the mission statement.”
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Lewis scrolled down.  “‘To express our appreciation 

and support for the first man in American history to put 

Congress in its proper place and remind them that they are 

accountable to the American people.  This man is not a 

murderer but a public benefactor and deserves our full backing 

in his efforts to bring a corrupt government to justice.’”  The 

detective was gripping the screen so hard that little rainbows 

radiated out across it from the pressure of his fingers.  “Don’t 

hoax me right now, it’s not funny.”

“It isn’t funny, but it’s real,” Simonson protested.  

“Refresh the page.”

“Over a hundred new fans in the minute we’ve been 

standing here?”

“I’ve taken a look at the group’s metrics.  These fans 

aren’t confined to a single part of the political or social 

spectrum.  They’re coming in from all over the country.  I know 

you don’t want to believe it, Lewis, but he’s got public support.  

A surprising number of people see him as a laudable 

vigilante.”

“Call Facebook and have them take the group down,” 

Colfax ordered.

“Wait!” Gallagher barked.  He was suddenly 

revitalized.  “Don’t take it down.  In fact, call them and tell 

them very specifically they are not to take it down, or any other 

pages like it.  Then, make yourself a few disposable profiles 

and start joining this and other similar groups.”

“You want to infiltrate them?” Lewis asked.

“Don’t you see?  All serial killers love adulation and 

attention and praise.  That’s why we find them trying to join 

the police and the military in the first place.  That’s why we 

find them turning up as witnesses at their own crime scenes 

and volunteering in citizen efforts to stop crime.  So they can 

feed off that attention.  It’s virtually a guarantee our killer will 

end up joining at least one of his own fan clubs, and when he 

does--”
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“We use the profile to narrow the field!”

“And then it’s easy,” Gallagher concluded 

triumphantly.

* * * * *

Congresswoman Cynthia Moninghoff parked her Tesla 

with care and stepped out of the vehicle.  A patrol car pulled 

up next to her and one of the officers it was carrying climbed 

out.

“I’ll just accompany you inside, ma’am, to be on the 

safe side,” the officer informed her. 

“Of course,” Moninghoff agreed.  To say she was 

relieved to have a bodyguard, however temporary, was 

understating the case.  The failure of the police so far horrified 

her, and for a few minutes she had considered following 

Redmond’s lead.  If the MPD was going to do its job, though, 

that wouldn’t be necessary.

She led the way across the street to her elegant red-

brick townhouse, one of the many that surrounded Logan 

Circle.  It was a good neighborhood, distinguished without 

being elitist, and conveniently located for both her professional 

and personal life.  As per her security briefing, she handed the 

key to the officer, who went up the steps and entered first, in 

case the killer should try anything so crude as a booby trap.  

Following him inside, she saw him take a quick look around 

the kitchen and living room before heading up the stairs.

Three minutes later he came down again.  “Your rooms 

seem to be all clear, ma’am.  I would recommend keeping your 

doors securely locked at all times.  If this guy can’t get at you 

unsuspected, he doesn’t seem willing to try.  Are you all 

right?”

“I could be better,” the Congresswoman admitted, 

giving him a charming smile.  “My husband left a knife on the 

counter with the handle covered in butter.  I don’t think it 
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needs stitches, though.”  She dabbed the cut off with a paper 

towel.

“Well, if you’re sure, Congresswoman, I’ll be getting 

back to my partner.  What time would you like to be picked up 

tomorrow morning?”

“Eight o’clock, please.”

“I’ll make a note of it.  And don’t leave until an officer 

comes to the door and provides proper identification.  We’re 

dealing with a killer very comfortable in disguise.  Goodnight, 

ma’am.”

“Goodnight.”

She locked the door behind him and went into her 

office to deposit her papers.  Coming back into the kitchen, she 

frowned at the offending knife, still spotted with her blood.  A 

perfectionist, she hated when her husband left things lying 

around.  Being more careful this time, she dropped it into the 

sink and turned to go upstairs for a band-aid.

Then something on the living room floor caught her 

eye.  It moved.

Moninghoff stopped to look more closely.  It was bright 

yellow, traffic-stopping yellow, almost.  It was little more than 

an inch long, whatever it was, and sitting in the middle of the 

floor far away from any entrance.  She bent down to get a 

better look.

The yellow blob turned out to be a frog, apparently 

unperturbed by its strange surroundings.  It didn’t hesitate 

when Moninghoff approached it, or flinch when she scooped it 

up.

“Sorry,” she apologized, “but I don’t like uninvited 

visitors.  I’m sure you’ll understand.  Out you go!”  She opened 

the back door, which gave onto a small, partly-treed yard, and 

released the frog.  It hopped once and vanished in the dusk.

Moninghoff locked the door again in accordance with 

the officer’s instructions.  She washed her hands quickly, and 

then washed the knife as well, before settling down behind her 
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desk and beginning to read the emergency instructions the FBI 

had quickly put together that afternoon for the benefit of 

Congress.

It was all simple precautions, she noted.  Common 

sense.  Not to go anywhere alone--although as a member of 

Congress, the times when she was alone were rare--to inform 

the police of her movements, to wait for an escort when she 

wanted to move about...All the same, she didn’t relish the idea 

of a constant police presence.  Perhaps it was time to expand 

the Secret Service and give all members of the government 

proper protection...

She realized she was having difficulty breathing.  

Moninghoff chided herself and closed her eyes, concentrating 

and beginning to meditate.  I mustn’t allow myself to be 

panicked by a brutal killer, she told herself.  I have an 

illustrious career behind me and a great future ahead.  But her 

lungs still felt as if they were being squeezed.  In spite of her 

efforts to control her breathing, she was gasping, sucking air--

or trying to--without any results.

Suddenly her body convulsed and she fell out of her 

chair, unable to catch herself in time.

* * * * *

The frog crept noiselessly through the bushes around 

the base of the townhouse.  A tremor from the direction of the 

building startled it and it jumped, unwisely, out into the center 

of the yard.  It was fully exposed, and though it possessed no 

great intelligence, it was aware that open spaces were 

dangerous.  Slowly, it began to crawl back towards the nearest 

shrubbery that it could make out.

That move sent it right into the mouth of a waiting 

tabby, which snapped its jaws closed on the frog in midair.  

The cat thought that its new catch tasted terrible and it gnawed 

at the dying frog two or three times before spitting it out.  As 
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the frog tried to crawl away, the cat batted at it with its paws, 

taking its revenge for a spoiled meal.  After a minute or two it 

tired of that amusement and sat down, watching the 

motionless amphibian.

Then the cat too stiffened and collapsed.
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Chapter Eight

Lewis climbed out of the squad car in front of the 

Congresswoman’s townhouse less than fifteen minutes after 

the alarm went out.  He found her escorts perspiring on the 

doorstep next to a smashed lock.

“You had to force an entry?”

“She did not respond to my knocks and was not 

answering her phone,” one of the officers said.  “According to 

the instructions we received, we were to assume that anyone 

nonresponsive was in danger and act accordingly.”

“Good.  Well, good for you.  Not for her.”  Simonson 

and Colfax came racing up in another car.  “You’d better show 

us the body.”

The Congresswoman lay on the floor in her office, half 

out of her desk chair, which had toppled over when she fell.  

Her eyes and mouth were wide open, frozen in shock.  Her 

arms and legs were contorted, frozen in ungainly positions by 

the rigor.

“Poison again,” Colfax said.

“Must be.  No bullet ever killed like that.”

“What if the bullet was dipped in poison?”

“Don’t give this guy ideas.”  More cruisers were pulling 

up outside and disgorging uniformed officers, who began to 
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set up a perimeter around the house.  “I suppose there’s no 

trouble about identifying her?”

Simonson held up his tablet.  The picture on the screen 

matched the woman on the floor.  “Congresswoman Cynthia 

Moninghoff, Democrat from Washington.  Said by some, 

including her campaign website, to be the most important 

environmentalist in Congress.”

“Family?”

“Married, no children.  Husband left for Alaska 

yesterday.”

Roth came through the door, brushing aside the officers 

who were loitering outside the room, and glanced at the body.  

“This one’s not going to be so simple.”

“No obvious cause of death and no witnesses.  Can you 

at least give us a time of death?”

“Hmmm.”  The medical examiner bent over the body 

and felt the joints.  He took its surface temperature and then 

thrust a probe into the body cavity.  “Ten to twelve hours ago 

is my best guess at the moment.”

Lewis spun around and looked at the officers who had 

broken down the door.  “Are you the ones who dropped the 

Congresswoman off last night?”

“Yes, sir.”

“What time?”

“Just after nine-thirty, sir.”

“That fits,” Roth agreed without looking up from his 

task.

“And one of you showed her into the house?”

“Yes, sir,” the older of the two spoke up.  “I unlocked 

the door for her and then inspected the upstairs while she 

waited for me downstairs.  There were no signs of forced entry 

and none of her possessions or furniture appeared to be out of 

place.”

“And you advised her to keep her doors locked?”
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“Yes, sir.  I could hear her lock the front door behind 

me as I left.”

“When you came downstairs, was Congresswoman 

Moninghoff doing anything?”

The officer considered.  “She was wiping her hand off.  

It looked like it was bleeding.  And it was, because when I 

asked her about it, she said...her husband had left a knife lying 

on the counter and her hand slipped picking it up.”

“She does have a fresh wound on her right hand,” Roth 

said.

“Is there anything else you can recall?”  The officer 

frowned and shook his head.  Lewis sighed.  “All right, stay 

nearby in case I need to speak with you.”

“We’re expected to pick up another member of 

Congress, sir.”

“Call dispatch and tell them I need you here for the 

time being.”

“Lewis!”  Herrera was standing out in the living room.  

“You need to come take a look at this.”

“Where?” Lewis demanded, looking around him 

intently.

“Outside.”  Herrera had propped the back door open 

and led him down into the yard.  “There.”

“It looks like it’s a dead cat.”

“It is a dead cat.”

“And what’s that little yellow blob in front of it?”  

Lewis moved closer.  “A frog.  A toy of some kind?  Frogs don’t 

come in fluorescent yellow.”

“Poke it with a stick if you need to be convinced.  That 

frog is real.”

“Weird, but I’m not sure it has much bearing on why 

we’re here.”

“A dead woman inside, a dead cat and a dead frog 

outside.  Coincidence?”

“You’re thinking shared exposure to a toxin?”
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“Maybe not quite that.  Look at the frog.  It’s been 

chewed.  It’s got teeth marks on it.”

“So the cat tries to eat the frog, wounds it fatally, and 

then dies.  It died from the frog?”

“When I was a boy scout,” Herrera said, “they taught 

us that the brighter an animal’s color, the more likely it is to be 

poisonous, especially if it’s a reptile or amphibian.  That’s an 

amphibian.”

“But murder by frog?  Come on!”

“How did Congresswoman Moninghoff die?”

“We don’t know yet.”  Lewis turned and darted back 

into the house.  Roth was still fiddling about with the dead 

woman.

“ Do you have cause of death yet?”

“Nothing for sure.  Probably cardiac arrest, but that 

wasn’t all.  If her heart had simply stopped, she would have 

slumped forward onto her desk.  To land on the floor and take 

the chair with her--that would have involved convulsions.  

And there are signs of suffocation as well.”

“I want you to come look at something for a minute.”

“What, now?”

“Now.  You might thank me later.”

“Not likely.”  Roth heaved himself up and followed 

Lewis out into the rear yard.  “Well?”

The detective pointed.

“Ah,” Roth said softly.  He produced his glasses and 

bent over the dead frog.  “Yes, very clever.  Who found this?”

“I did,” Herrera said.

“Nice catch, Detective.  You found your murder 

weapon.”

“Then it was the frog?” Lewis stammered, unbelieving.

“Oh, yes.  Phyllobates terribilis.  The golden poison frog.  

Its skin secretes an alkaloid known as batrachotoxin, and in far 

greater quantities than any other creature known to science 

does.  Batrachotoxin causes paralysis of the nervous system, 
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suffocation, convulsions, and eventually death by cardiac 

arrest.  A small mammal will die almost instantly.  A human 

will last maybe ten minutes at most.”

“It lines up with her symptoms exactly.”

“And with the circumstances of her death.  

Batrachotoxin cannot be absorbed through the skin.  It has to 

enter the bloodstream directly, or through a mucous 

membrane.”

“The cut on her hand!”

“Most likely.  We’ll know for sure after the autopsy.”

“So the killer breaks into her house through the back--

there’s no alarm system--deposits the frog and leaves a slippery 

knife on the counter.  If Moninghoff mishandled it, which she 

did, and then touched the frog--”

“She’d be dead in a few minutes.  Even if she washed 

her hands, that may have done nothing but wash the poison 

into the wound.  The lethal dosage of batrachotoxin is 

incredibly small.  An ounce will kill a hundred thousand 

people.”

“But why would the frog let her touch it?”

“She probably thought it was harmless and put it 

outside.”

“If she was as big an environmentalist as everyone 

claims, she would have known better.  She’d have recognized it 

as poisonous.”

“Not necessarily,” Roth said.  “The interesting thing 

about golden poison frogs is that the poison in their systems 

comes from the ants and beetles they eat in their native habitat.  

They don’t synthesize it themselves.  Remove them from the 

Amazon, and the concentration of alkaloids in their skin starts 

to drop after a few months.  Frogs bred in captivity--which 

they often are for the pet trade, because of their bright colors--

are not toxic at all.”

“She thought she was handling an escaped pet.”

“In all probability, yes.”
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“This is another one,” Colfax interrupted.  “Another 

sarcastic murder.  An environmentalist killed by the thing she 

was trying to protect.”

“But it gives us something to work with,” Lewis said.  

“First, we find if anyone was spotted loitering near her house, 

trying to break in.  Second--and more importantly--we find 

everyone who’s visited the Amazon basin in the last six 

months.  All private planes, all charters, all ships and yachts.  

A passenger on one of those has to be our killer.”

“We can’t track them all.”

“We can try.”

“I can analyze the frog and see what its alkaloid levels 

are,” Roth offered.  “That could help you narrow down a date.  

And I’m curious as to why it would sit calmly and wait for 

Moninghoff to grab it, too.”

“Wait--you think our killer poisoned the poisonous 

frog?”

“Or drugged it.”

“Jesus H. Christ!”

“By the way,” Roth said, frowning, “who opened the 

back door?”

“Me again,” Herrera admitted.

“From the outside or inside?”

“From the outside.  Why?”

“If the Congresswoman touched the frog, and then the 

doorknob, then the doorknob is now poisonous as well.  Tag it 

and I’ll check it when I’m done with the corpse.”

Herrera went rigid.

* * * * *

“And Cynthia makes eight,” Lewis said, looking up 

from his computer after forty minutes of typing.  Every time 

something happened, it meant that he had to write another 
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report, one which was sufficiently neutral to avoid offending 

either Chief McGarr or Director Foley.

“His fan club membership has doubled since this 

morning,” Colfax observed.

“Shit.”

“If he’s insane, so is a large part of the population.”

“The population is always insane.  That’s why we 

exist.”

The door swung open gently.  Gallagher entered the 

office, beaming.

“What do you look so happy about?” Colfax jabbed at 

him.

“We’ve got him,” Gallagher said quietly.

“I’m not in the mood for jokes,” Lewis retorted.

“All right, maybe I’m being a little too optimistic, but 

there’s a good chance we’ve got him.”

“Where?  When?”

“Just now.  This came over from the NSA.”  He 

displayed a folder edged with red-striped tape.

“They sent you the results of a computer profile by 

hand?”

“I suppose they don’t trust the security of the machines 

they crack all the time,” Colfax said dryly.  Their sarcasm was 

lost on Gallagher.

“The profile matched someone.”

“Only one?”

“It’s not even close to being finished yet, but it 

produced a strong probable.”

“Fine.  Let’s hear it,” Lewis said, leaning back.  “Then I 

can throw you out and we can get on with real detective 

work.”

“Andrew Kozloskian,” Gallagher read.  “Age twenty-

nine.  Born New York; resident in Washington for the past five 

years.  Expelled from Phillips Andover, then expelled from 

Georgetown in his first semester.”
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“Reminds you of what the Australian said about his 

ancestors,” Colfax remarked.

“What was that?”

“That they’d been carefully selected by the finest judges 

and magistrates in England.”

Gallagher motioned to her to be quiet.  “Adopted at age 

six; father divorced and remarried three times over the next ten 

years.  Attempted to join the Navy but dropped out of boot 

camp.  Heir to a trust fund estimated at ten million dollars.  

World traveler; life member of the NRA and goes on safari 

twice a year in most years.  Ran for the New York legislature as 

a Democrat and failed to make it out of the primaries; ran for 

the Rhode Island legislature as a Republican and again failed to 

make it out of the primaries.  Drives a Maserati.  Tried to buy a 

role as an extra in the last three James Bond movies but with no 

success.  And,” Gallagher concluded triumphantly, “he also 

displayed two out of three signs of the Macdonald triad as a 

child.”

“They certainly did a good job of manufacturing your 

preferred suspect to order,” Lewis snorted.

“He also was one of the first to join the killer’s online 

fan clubs,” Gallagher said.

“It tells us next to nothing.  So he’s wealthy.  There are 

eleven million millionaires in the United States.  So he drives a 

flashy car.  Most wealthy young men do.  So he got kicked out 

of prep school and his father likes updating his trophy wife 

every few years.  That’s not the profile of a killer, that’s the 

profile of a typical spoiled trust fund kid.”

“There is necessarily some overlap, given the nature of 

our requirements, but I believe that we are on solid ground 

here.”

“I don’t.  Find someone who’s a self-made millionaire 

and who actually had a rough childhood.  And I still don’t buy 

that Bond-emulator crap.”
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“Detective, I consider this to be a very valid lead and I 

insist that we pursue it.”

“You insist?  You insist!”

“Boys!” Colfax warned.

“Fine,” Lewis snapped, controlling himself.  “Did the 

almighty NSA condescend to see if he had an alibi while they 

were at it?”

“They said nothing about an alibi.  They ran the profile 

as I requested.”

“And you want us to do the legwork?”

“That is our job, yours and mine,” Gallagher reminded 

him.

“Yours is more like it.”  Lewis reached for his coffee 

cup.  “I don’t have time to waste on this guy.  He’s not a good 

enough match.  And we have real police work to do, checking 

up on everyone who’s visited Brazil in the last six months.  I’m 

not assigning officers to work this lead.  Use your fellow agents 

if you want, but no MPD resources.”

“Fortunately I can do that,” Gallagher said frostily.  He 

left, slamming the door behind him.

“Was that necessary?” Colfax asked.

“Yes.  He’s dreaming if he thinks that a poor little rich 

kid is our killer.”

“Kozloskian fits the profile.”

“By mistake, not by intent.  That profile could give a 

false positive off some wacky socialite.”

“But it’s still grounds for him to pursue the lead.”

“Then he’s letting his eagerness to vindicate his profile 

get ahead of his good judgment.”

Colfax turned and looked out the office window.  

“Eager is not quite a strong enough word to describe what he’s 

doing.”

Heedless of Lewis’s insistence that he avoid using MPD 

officers for his side venture, Gallagher was gathering up 

detectives and FBI agents alike, going door to door among their 
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offices.  They were mortified by their failure to catch the killer 

so far and lusting for payback.  Gallagher’s offer of a share in 

the pursuit of his new suspect, however flimsy, at least gave 

them something immediate to do, something that promised far 

faster results than combing through thousands of pages of 

passport records and aviation manifests.  Within a very short 

time, Gallagher had assembled a sort of sub-force within the 

task force and was redirecting them to hunt down Kozloskian’s 

alibi.  Lewis, watching the activity from behind a sheet of glass, 

swore at them but declined to provoke another confrontation.

“I need to know how someone got into Moninghoff’s 

house, and there he is, training the few detectives we have 

available to chase their own tails!”

“Bump key,” Colfax said succinctly.  “It probably 

wasn’t any more complicated than that.  And it’s a residential 

neighborhood near downtown.  No one is going to notice a 

stranger passing through, especially after dark.”

“But there’s a chance.”

“No better than the one that Gallagher is convinced is 

the lead to end all leads.”

Herrera opened the door.  “Need anything?”

“Two aspirin and a profiler who isn’t a fool.  What’s he 

up to?”

“Ah.”  Herrera came into the room.  “He’s getting 

lucky.  He’s attempting to trace Kozloskian’s cell phone, but 

there are gaps in the coverage.”

“Gaps?”

“As if he took out his SIM card and was using a 

different one, or shielded the phone.  And there are long 

periods where it doesn’t move at all, like he left it behind.”

“There are plenty of explanations without having to 

default to ‘the owner is a serial killer.’”

“He’s also having trouble pinning down any better 

evidence of Kozloskian’s movements.  Nobody seems to have 

seen him much for the past week.  Gallagher sent out officers to 
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interview his friends, and they report that he’s been keeping to 

himself.”

“Shit!  He started talking to a suspect’s friends before 

pulling the suspect in?  Unbelievable!”

“He’s not very clever at this part of the job,” Colfax 

admitted, putting a hand to her pocket.  “Uh-oh.”  She slipped 

out of the office.  Two minutes later, she was back.

“Don’t tell me,” Lewis said.

“Okay, but I’m sure you can guess it yourself.”

“Gallagher called Foley, and Foley wants action.”

“Got it in one.  He said that he can’t understand why 

we wouldn’t pursue even the flimsiest lead at this point, and 

that it looks better for us to be arresting someone than just 

sitting here, regardless of whether an arrest is premature.  Oh, 

and he agreed with you, too.  He knows that Gallagher has 

risked tipping Kozloskian off by interviewing his friends.  

Which he used as another reason why we’re supposed to bring 

him in right now.”

Lewis groaned and reached for his jacket.

* * * * *

Andrew Kozloskian was sitting behind the wheel of his 

Maserati convertible with a cigar in his mouth when half a 

dozen police cruisers encircled him.  Lewis had admonished 

the arresting officers to be at their most professional, knowing 

that if, by some miracle, Kozloskian was their killer, they 

couldn’t afford to have their behavior questioned in court.  The 

officers listened and obeyed, but managed to handle him as 

roughly as they could within the limits of their orders.  By the 

time that Kozloskian was thrust into an interrogation room at 

MPD headquarters, he was limping noticeably.

“Is he sunburned?” Lewis asked, staring at him through 

the mirror.
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“Just flushed,” Colfax responded.  “I’m not sure if I’m 

imagining it or not, but that might be a vein in his neck 

twitching.”

“He’s afraid,” Gallagher said confidently.

Lewis rounded on him in a sudden fury.  “If you were 

half the profiler you claim to be, you’d remember that serial 

killers are almost always calm and composed when arrested.  

We’re looking for someone who’s cool under fire.  Does that 

look like the guy to you?”

“Yes,” Gallagher insisted stubbornly.  “He’s the right 

height.  His background is correct.  He has no alibi.  He’s 

obviously an antisocial personality and is furious at 

interference by the authorities he tried to flout.  Now, if you’ll 

excuse me--”

“Hold on,” Colfax said.  “You’re the analyst.  You’re not 

an investigator.  Lewis and I will take this interview.”

Now it was Gallagher’s turn to flush with anger.

“Mr. Kozloskian, I’m Detective Lewis and this is Special 

Agent Colfax,” Lewis was saying sixty seconds later.  “We have 

some questions for you.”

Kozloskian stared at them without saying a word or 

moving in his chair.  In appearance he resembled an aging frat 

boy dressed by Brooks Brothers.  His anger was evident, but so 

was his self-control.

“Okay,” said Lewis, noting the hostile reception.  “The 

arresting officers have noted that you were read your rights 

and acknowledged them.  Now, while you have not been 

charged with any crime, we are interested in knowing where 

you were yesterday from nine in the morning till ten in the 

evening.”

Then Kozloskian leaned forward.  “Two words: 

Lawyer.  Now.”

Colfax sighed ever so softly.  “Mr. Kozloskian, we are 

investigating the murder of a member of Congress, and while 
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we appreciate your concern for yourself, if you are unable to 

clear yourself, we will not hesitate to charge you.”

“And fling you to the dogs of public opinion,” Lewis 

added.

There was no reaction whatsoever from their prisoner.

“Okay,” Lewis said twenty minutes later, after cajolery, 

threats, shouting, whispering, and banging on the table had all 

failed to extract one more word from Kozloskian.  “Maybe I 

underrated him.  Maybe he is our killer.”

“No guarantees.  Killer of congressmen or not, this guy 

hunts lions in their natural habitat.  And elephants.  If you’d 

ever been charged by an elephant you’d wounded, would you 

be very impressed by a couple of cops in wrinkled suits?”  

Colfax looked down at herself.  “Dear God, I need a vacation.”

* * * * *

Mark Prentice, Assistant Secretary of Defense for 

Reserve Affairs, glanced out the window of his study and saw 

the police cruiser go past his house.  He reflected sourly that 

the police underrated him.  The new security measures called 

for members of Congress to be accompanied everywhere by a 

police officer and for their residences to be inspected nightly.  

But civil servants were not accorded the same privileges.  They 

were expected to be content with a cruiser driving behind them 

to and from work, if one was available.  The official reason 

given for this, following on a protest from every member of the 

Cabinet, was that six out of eight of the killer’s victims had 

been members of Congress, and were thus regarded as being in 

much greater danger than civil servants.  Prentice was dimly 

aware that the real reason had nothing to do with risk 

management or limited resources.  It was because he and 

everyone else like him were invisible.  The public had no idea 

they existed except on those occasions when Congress wanted 

to play kickball with human equipment and summoned up a 
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few undersecretaries to humiliate live on C-SPAN.  The public, 

he thought.  The public that believed government worked as 

depicted on The West Wing, when really it was properly 

captured by Yes, Minister.  Elected officials meant nothing, 

because they couldn’t carry out the laws they made.  Only the 

invisible bureaucrats could do that.  They were the 

government--and the public had the arrogance to despise them 

and to cheer the man who had killed one of their number!

And blended with Prentice’s vague sense of outrage 

was a very real fear as well.

He was roused from his depressing meditations by his 

wife calling him for dinner for the third time.  Their sons were 

already finished and had gone out for the night.  The late 

summer sun was setting and the yard his study looked out on 

was bathed in golden light.  It was Prentice’s dream of a perfect 

life, and he disliked the possibility of any interference with it.

An hour later he came back into the room and switched 

the lights on, consoled somewhat for his lack of public 

importance by an excellent dinner.  He’d picked up a taste for 

curry while assigned to the embassy in New Delhi earlier in his 

career.  The yard was dark now, and the breeze wafting in 

through the open window was a relief from the humid summer 

heat of the afternoon.

He glanced through the papers on his desk.  The folder 

he was looking for wasn’t there.  There was a report he was 

supposed to review on the logistics and advisability of making 

certain reserve troops available to support the police should the 

latter fail to locate the so-called “Lord of the Flies” in the near 

future.  The thought gave Prentice a great deal of mild 

pleasure.  It would be turning the tables on the dismissive 

policemen with a vengeance to take the affair out of their hands 

altogether.

He realized that he had left the report in his briefcase.  

He picked it up from the floor, set it down on top of his desk, 

and popped the lid open.  There was a hissing noise.  A vapor 
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condensed around the case and immediately dissipated.  

Prentice jerked himself away from it as fast as he could move.  

The interior was exposed to his view, and he could see that it 

contained a cylinder attached to one side of the case, a cylinder 

that was still hissing faintly.

“Oh, God,” Prentice muttered, trying not to 

hyperventilate.  He could feel his face twitching.  He reached 

for his phone, but his right hand was shaking so badly that he 

couldn’t dial properly.  With his left hand, he managed to key 

in 911 and waited.

There was a delay on the line.  The operators were still 

being overwhelmed by calls from witnesses who claimed to 

have information relating to the killer.  Attempts to redirect 

them to a dedicated hotline had failed, and rather than miss 

any lead, however small, the emergency operators were under 

instructions to record all incoming tips.  The effect on routine 

policing was catastrophic.  The effect on Prentice was worse.

He fought the nausea and dizziness that were sweeping 

over him.  His vision blurred, but he kept his eyes fixed on the 

phone.  Abruptly, without any warning, it connected.

“Nine-one-one emergency, what is the location you are 

calling from?”

“Trace...”

“I’m sorry, sir?”

“Trace...this call.”  Prentice forced himself to his feet.  

He was hanging onto the edge of the desk for balance, his 

sweating fingers slipping on its smooth surface.  

“Police...murder...gas...”

Right before he blacked out, he was swept by an 

overwhelming sense of shame that he couldn’t tell the operator 

who he was and so ensure that help would arrive more 

quickly.
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Chapter Nine

“Where is that fucking hazmat unit?” Lewis raged.  He 

was pacing up and down in front of the Prentice house at a 

speed that was almost a run.  Colfax stood helplessly nearby.

The street was full of police.  Lewis had been in the lead 

car and had raced into the house, over Colfax’s protests, to grab 

Mrs. Prentice and drag her outside without pausing to explain 

to her what was going on.  Now she was sobbing in the back 

seat of one of the police cruisers.  Uniforms filled the sidewalk 

and pushed back the curious crowd that was collecting while 

they encircled the house and its grounds with barriers.

“They’re five minutes out,” Herrera said with a glance 

at his phone.

“Five minutes!  Fuck protocol.  I’m going back in.”  

Lewis made for the door again.  He took two steps before both 

of his partners collared him.

“You got a death wish or something?”

“We don’t know that Prentice is dead.  Hell, he could be 

lying there unconscious.  We could save one this time!”

“First, our job isn’t to save him.  It’s to find who killed 

him.  Second, if he lost consciousness within seconds of picking 

up the phone, whatever he was gassed with is powerful 

enough to drop you as well if it hasn’t dissipated yet.”
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Lewis shook them off, his face twisted with anger and 

suspense.  “Maybe that would be better.”

“Shut up and wait,” Colfax said.

So they waited.  In due course a truck with flashing 

lights pulled up to the curb and half a dozen men in white 

protective suits climbed out.  They disappeared into the house.  

All up and down the street, cameras and phones were flashing 

in the dark.

“The news has already hit the fan clubs,” Simonson said 

quietly.

“And their reaction?”

“Almost gleeful.  The number of people who don’t like 

us is climbing by the minute.”

“Fuck them.”

“There’s a ray of hope.”

“Only a ray?”

“Well, we’re almost being live-streamed here.  The 

pictures of the hazmat guys just went up, and now the 

comments sections are changing their tone.  People are getting 

worried that if the killer starts using chemical or biological 

agents, the killings won’t be so targeted.”

“Play up that angle.  Start a rumor that there were 

multiple people in the house at the time of the attack.  Is it 

public knowledge yet that gas was involved?”

“Yeah.  Anyone who was listening to a police scanner 

when the dispatcher told officers not to enter the house would 

have heard it.”

“Perfect.  Make this murderer look more murderous.”

“That’s tampering,” Colfax reminded him.

“I don’t even care anymore.”

The car radio crackled.  “Detective Lewis?”

“This is Lewis.”

“Mr. Prentice is dead.  He appears to have been 

exposed to a nerve agent that was placed in his briefcase.  This 

agent is still present in the room in which he died and his body 
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is also contaminated.  We are going to attempt to ventilate the 

atmosphere but will try to preserve everything in its present 

location for you.  Do you wish to observe the operation?”

“I’ll send Detective Herrera to keep an eye on things.  

What nerve agent was used?”

“Without a more thorough test, we can’t say for sure, 

but preliminary indications are that it was one of the G-series 

nerve agents.  Probably sarin.”

* * * * *

“Definitely sarin,” Roth’s voice said.

The members of the task force were standing in 

Prentice’s study, which had been successfully cleared of the 

remaining gas overnight.  They wore heavy gloves, since the 

furniture had not yet been fully decontaminated.  The medical 

examiner was present only by telephone.

“Does sarin usually act that fast?” Lewis wanted to 

know.

“It does when the victim gets a face full of the stuff.  

Which Prentice did.”

“It appears that a canister containing the agent was 

placed inside his briefcase and connected to the lid in such a 

way that whenever he opened it, the gas would have been 

released.”

“That sounds like a reasonable disbursement method.  

Where was the briefcase?”

“On the desk.”

“Then as soon as Prentice lifted the lid, he’d have 

started having trouble breathing.  He’d have asphyxiated 

shortly thereafter.  It was much easier on him, progressing so 

quickly.”

“That’s good to know,” Lewis responded, not meaning 

it.

131



“Yes.  Well, if anything else turns up, I’ll give you a 

call.”  The connection was broken.

“This is another break in the pattern,” Colfax said.

“How?”

“The risk of collateral damage.  Usually our killer works 

almost surgically.  There is only danger to one person, the 

intended victim--unless you also count the risks he takes 

himself.  But in this case, Mrs. Prentice was upstairs and could 

have entered the room at any time.  She could have been 

poisoned, too.”

“Not quite,” Herrera disagreed.  “When I came into the 

room last night, that window was wide open.”  He indicated 

which one it was.  “And there was a breeze blowing.  The gas 

would have dispersed on its own, sufficiently so that if she saw 

the body and called for help immediately, she wouldn’t have 

been affected.”

“It’s still a big chance to take.”

“It’s an unusual chance to take,” Lewis rephrased.  

“That window was open?”

“Correct.”

“Did Mrs. Prentice say where her husband’s briefcase 

was during dinner?”

“She said he always left it in this room.”

“Then that’s how it was done.  The killer slips in 

through the open window, attaches the prepared canister to the 

inside of the briefcase, and retreats.  It’s a long shot, I know, 

but we need to check for footprints on the back lawn.”

Herrera nodded and left the room.

“What’s so unusual about that?” Colfax said.

“If he knew that Prentice would be coming into this 

room to work after dinner, why was it necessary to poison 

him?  Look at that window.  There’s a direct line of sight from 

there to Prentice’s desk.  The killer could have stood outside 

the window and shot him cleanly with a silenced gun.  Instead 

he took bigger risks--”
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“To kill an Assistant Secretary of Defense with a 

chemical weapon.  I know.  He’s taking care to make each 

crime different rather than just killing people easily.  If he 

simply was after numbers, he could probably have shot a 

dozen congressmen in one night if he wanted.  This is all of a 

piece with the rest of his work, going after the heavily 

protected and invulnerable.”

“And it raises another question.  How did he get so 

much information on the movements of all of his victims?  

How did he know Prentice would routinely sit in that chair?  

The NSA can’t find any evidence that the victims had their 

phones or computers tapped, or were under any form of 

electronic surveillance.”

“He couldn’t have used electronics, because those 

would be traceable back to him.  Which means he did the 

legwork.  And really, it wouldn’t be that hard.  Williams ran in 

the park several times a week for the past few years.  Marzec--

anyone could have let slip where she’d be having dinner, plus 

she’s been known to frequent that restaurant in the past.  

Haines was known for his Amtrak ridership; Holahan’s prayer 

patterns were obvious.  The Willard Hotel murder was almost 

random, within the limits he’s set for himself; he no doubt 

memorized the faces of all the conference attendees and would 

have shot any one of them who happened along.  Osman’s 

habits were also easy to study.  DiMarco--that was a reasonable 

guess.  And Moninghoff and Prentice required only casual 

observation.  Neither they or anyone else would notice it.”

“Which means that these crimes are not time-relevant.  

They’ve been in preparation for months, possibly years.”

“And that helps rule out the Culligan-Krebs terrorist 

theory, yet again.  Terrorists as a rule don’t indulge in such 

meticulous planning, and if they were trying to stop a 

particular course of action that these victims were somehow 

planning to take, they wouldn’t have had time to plan the 

crimes.”
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“And it rules out Kozloskian as well.”

“Gallagher’s going to be pissed.”

“He may try to switch sides on us and claim there are 

multiple murderers rather than abandon his profile.”

“He can’t do that.  His profile exists because of the 

notion that there is only a single murderer.  Without that 

provision, it collapses.”

“Good call.”

* * * * *

“Is there anything new on the Prentice murder?” 

Director Foley inquired.  He was looking strained and gray.  

The mere failure of the Bureau he could live with, but the 

failure of the Bureau to protect a senior government official--a 

man of rank comparable to his own--was personally troubling.  

For all he knew, he might be the next one to die.

Lewis fiddled with the edges of his report.  “We have a 

forensics report on the sarin.  After analyzing its properties and 

comparing it with samples held by the Army, we can be sure 

that it, like the other poisons used by the killer, was 

homemade.  It was not imported from Russia or any other state 

known to have produced chemical weapons.  It was produced 

from extremely pure precursors within the past two months, 

according to the analysis, by”--he paused to consult his 

notes--“the alcoholysis of methylphosphonyl difluoride, as 

indicated by the fact that the final product contained traces of 

hydrofluoric acid.  This speaks, again, to our killer’s familiarity 

with chemistry.  It also provides us with another potential 

means of tracing him, by attempting to discover where he 

obtained either methylphosphonyl difluoride itself--which is a 

scheduled substance--or its various precursor chemicals.”

“How much confidence do you have in that course of 

action?” Foley said.

“Frankly, Director?”
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“You may speak freely in the absence of the Secret 

Service.”

“None at all,” Lewis admitted.  “As Agent Colfax 

pointed out at the crime scene, it would have been much easier 

for the killer to shoot Prentice and walk away.  Instead he 

chose to kill him allusively, using a chemical weapon.  A man 

of sufficient intelligence to refine sarin gas in the lab would 

know that we would try to track down his precursor chemicals.  

That means he obtained them by means that we won’t be able 

to trace.  He’s anticipated our moves.  He knows how we will 

respond to every crime he commits, and so he plans his crimes 

not primarily to kill his victims, but rather to provide us with 

dead ends.”  Lewis straightened up in his chair as the 

realization hit him.  “Hell!  He’s not even thinking of the 

people he kills as his victims.  We’re his victims, Director.”

“And the only way to stop him from making us his 

victims is to find him,” Foley concluded.

“It’s not a winnable scenario,” Solicitor General Cornish 

agreed.

“It could get worse,” Colfax said.

“In what way?”

“He could go dark.  He could walk away from his 

crimes right now.  As it stands, we don’t have the evidence to 

catch him.  If he doesn’t keep going, and make a mistake, we 

aren’t going to get a break at all.  Ever.”

“Which suggests,” the Solicitor General rumbled, “that 

there will be a point at which he will stop, because beyond that 

point the damage he can do to us will taper off and will no 

longer be commensurate with the risks he is taking.”

“We can’t just wait for that to happen,” Foley objected 

querulously.

“I can make a suggestion I read about in an old crime 

novel once,” Lewis said, “but it won’t be pretty.”

“And that is?”
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“We take all the members of Congress and senior civil 

servants out of Washington and lock them up under guard 

somewhere.”

“That is utterly impractical.”

“Fort Myer and Joint Base Andrews are both located 

close enough to the city that they could continue to do their 

jobs from there, while under adequate guard.”

“And in the meantime?”

“Either the killer stops and admits defeat, or he tries to 

break into a well-defended military base and we nail him.”

“You are suggesting that Congress pick up its activities 

and move them.  Congress has not met outside of Washington 

for over two hundred years.”

“But it could.”

“That is not the point, Detective.  We must win on our 

terms, not this maniac’s.”

“Then we are left with the alternative of pretending that 

everything is all right and trying to protect them as they go 

about their daily business, with all the difficulties and 

vulnerabilities that involves,” Chief McGarr said.

“My troops are ready,” Foley countered.  “Are yours?”

“No.  And neither are yours.  I have more than five 

times the number of ‘troops’ that you do, Director, and they 

were all occupied and working overtime before this began.  

You should thank God that the press is fixated on this serial 

killer business for the moment, because if they weren’t, both of 

our careers would be over.  Do you fully realize the extent of 

the impact that this one case is having on police work in the 

District of Columbia?”

“I read your detectives’ reports.  I know the number of 

officers assigned to the case, and I realize that it’s a struggle for 

you to provide the necessary manpower, but--”

“Those reports don’t include the numbers I’m referring 

to.  In a normal year we get a murder in DC every couple of 

days.  In the last few days we’ve had at least one a day.  More 
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than double the usual rate.  Robbery and assault are up twenty 

percent.  Burglaries are up thirty percent and climbing.  Our 

detective force is too busy to solve crimes, and our patrol force 

is too busy chaperoning congressmen to apprehend anyone 

after a crime has been committed.”

“What do you propose?  Leaving Congress to fend for 

itself?”

“That would sure be a popular position with the public 

right now.”

“Speaking for the Capitol Police,” Detective Watkins 

interrupted, “we can’t handle the strain of this crisis any better 

than you.  I’ve got cars full of officers lined up outside every 

office building on Capitol Hill, and do you know what 

instructions those men have?  That if they see a little old lady 

get mugged right across the street, they’re not to move.  

They’re to pretend nothing happened, in case the killer seizes 

the opportunity--or in case it’s a diversion.  And if that little old 

lady then goes upstairs and complains to her congressman, 

what happens?  He throws us to the wolves rather than admit 

he wants those cars there to protect him.”

“Can you concentrate your forces any further?”

Watkins twisted his fingers together.  “We could start 

pulling them completely off nonessential areas.  The Library of 

Congress, office buildings that don’t regularly house members.  

We could stop the bike patrols and cut back on our others to 

hold the cars in reserve for pursuit.”

“Would you have enough officers to give each member 

of Congress personal uniformed security?”

“At the expense of cutting back security in other places, 

yes.”

“No one cares if a few books get stolen,” Foley chided 

him.  “Better that than dead congressmen.”

“That doesn’t solve our escort problem,” McGarr 

persisted.
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“Simply escorting them doesn’t work anyway,” Lewis 

said.  “These men and women need round-the-clock security.  

I suggest that each one be assigned a permanent police detail 

outside of Capitol Hill.”

“You want a patrol car to follow them around all day?”

“Ma’am, if the killer strikes personally again, that’s the 

only way we’re going to be able to defend them.”

“And what about the Capitol Police?”

“Division of responsibility.  Capitol Police puts a man 

in each of their offices and escorts them to and from the 

Capitol.  When they leave for the day, we pick them up and 

watch outside their houses all night if necessary.”

“What if the killer strikes them where a patrol can’t 

go?” Foley demanded.  “Williams was shot while jogging.  

Marzec was killed in a restaurant.  Uniforms would be too 

conspicuous.”

“That sounds like a job for your troops,” McGarr said 

smoothly.  “FBI agents are plainclothes by definition.  You can 

place an agent with every member, to accompany them into 

their homes and to meetings and anywhere else the uniformed 

force can’t reach them.”

“I don’t have five hundred agents to spare,” Foley 

objected.

“Maybe not in DC, but are you really going to claim 

that there aren’t agents doing routine work all over the country 

whom you can’t draft into Washington for the time being?  

Given the circumstances, in fact, I’m sure you’d have no 

problem finding volunteers.  Five hundred out of thirteen 

thousand isn’t all that many.”

Foley tapped his pen on the table for several moments.  

“All right.  I’ll start making the necessary arrangements.”

“This could work to our advantage,” Colfax suddenly 

said.

“Elaborate, please.”
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“If we surround each member of Congress with 

personal security at all times, that will reduce the killer’s 

possible range of action.  For example, Haines, Holahan, 

Costas, and Osman were all killed in very obvious ways--to an 

observer.  Had there been a police observer handy, we’d have 

prevented those murderers and caught the killer on his third 

attempt, or his fourth at the latest.  Once we bar the way for 

him to kill members in person, he’ll be forced to resort to other 

methods.  To sniping, or to attempting to poison something 

they’ll come in contact with.  And those kinds of murder will 

be easier for us to trace because they’ll risk exposing him to 

witnesses.”

“Detective Lewis?”

“I agree.  If we make his job harder, he’s more likely to 

make a mistake.  And we badly need him to make a mistake.”

“I don’t like it,” Foley admitted, “least of all because it 

opens us to charges of having neglected matters of greater 

importance to put all our agents on this one case, but we have 

no choice at this point.”

“Where’s the Secret Service?” Watkins demanded.  

“They’ve got as many agents and officers as the MPD and the 

Capitol Police combined.  And they can protect anyone 

designated by executive order.  Why can’t they provide 

plainclothes operatives?”

“Culligan is doing everything he can to prevent that,” 

Foley replied.  “He’s persuaded the DNI that we’re 

mishandling the case and that all DHS resources should be 

kept in reserve in order to exploit a real break when it 

develops.”

“So congressmen are going to keep dying because he 

thinks we’re wrong?”

“In essence, yes.”

“Screw him,” Watkins said.  No one bothered to express 

disagreement with that view.

139



* * * * *

The Town Car swung up to the entrance of the Kenyan 

Embassy on R Street and a uniformed flunky hastened to open 

the door for its passengers.  Sherman Esterly gave him a 

gracious nod before pausing to adjust his tie.  His aide at his 

heels, he moved on into the building, to be greeted by a 

secretary lying in wait for him.  The secretary beckoned to 

another secretary, who tapped a third man discreetly on the 

shoulder.  The third man turned around and approached the 

new arrival, beaming.

“Ambassador Esterly, so good of you to join us.”

“Thank you, Ambassador Ngiri.”  Esterly was the 

newly appointed United States Ambassador to Kenya, and the 

embassy was naturally expected to give a reception for him 

before he departed for Nairobi.  Ngiri led him into the 

reception room, where a half-dozen members of the diplomatic 

staff and several visiting members of parliament were waiting 

to be introduced.  Esterly put his Yale-trained mind to work 

and committed their names and faces to memory.

The immediate topic of conversation was, of course, the 

murders.  Ambassador Ngiri went so far as to insinuate that 

Washington was not a very safe place to be, but forbore to 

emphasize the logical conclusion that Esterly might be very 

happy to be leaving town just now.  That would have been 

impolite.  As no foreign diplomat had been a victim of the 

killer, the staff seemed more fascinated than threatened by the 

events that surrounded them.

The evening progressed with fewer than the usual 

number of gaffes.  Ngiri gave a commendably brief welcoming 

speech.  Esterly replied by invoking what promised to be the 

two main issues of his tenure, AFRICOM and economic 

development.  He tossed in a few mild jabs at the Chinese for 

good measure.  The Kenyans laughed politely but declined to 
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commit themselves, no doubt remembering certain recent 

investments made by Beijing.

After the speeches came another series of introductions, 

this time mostly to non-diplomatic guests.  Authors who had 

written about eastern Africa or were planning to write about it, 

scholars, returned aid workers, businessmen with an eye to 

investments in an emerging market, hunters who had returned 

from safari or were leaving soon--anyone who thought that 

knowing an ambassador to a developing country would be 

worth the price of an introduction.  They had been required to 

pay for it, after all.  Like an American political party, the 

embassies of smaller nations had begun selling tickets to their 

dinners, which helped keep their wine lockers stocked for the 

next function.  It was a cycle that could be repeated 

indefinitely.

Esterly escaped from the crowd after half an hour’s 

small talk and succeeded in making his way to the buffet.  The 

Kenyans put on a good show, he decided, stacking his plate.  

Someone bumped into him from behind and made him fumble 

a glass of champagne, which clattered onto the table and 

ruined the cloth with its contents.

“Pardon me,” a voice drawled.  Esterly found himself 

confronted by a red face, a sandy moustache, and a paunch that 

could have comfortably housed a baby kangaroo.  The man 

reached past him, grabbed a second glass of champagne, and 

offered it to him.  “Can’t let you go dry, now can we?”

“Thank you,” Esterly replied.  He realized the man 

expected to shake his hand and hurriedly put the glass down.  

He regretted it when the stranger latched onto him with 

delight.  Unlike diplomats, who are trained to be gentle, his 

grip was downright painful.

“Larrabie,” he said.  “Art Larrabie, San Antonio.  Glad 

to know you, Mr. Ambassador.”

“A pleasure,” Esterly said, extracting his hand from the 

other’s fingers.  He felt no sensations at the moment that were 
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remotely akin to pleasure.  “You have interests in Kenya, Mr. 

Larrabie?”

“Well, I will by the end of the year if this deal goes 

through.  I’m in cattle.  I’m told it’s good cow country over 

there.”

“They have a long tradition of herding, yes.”

“That’s good enough for me.  Say, I’ll look you up and 

show you the spread I’ve got my eye on once you’re settled.  

Okay?”

Without waiting for a reply, the Texan turned and 

began parting the crowd with his stomach.  Esterly reached for 

his champagne.  It was everything he hoped it would be and 

more.  His eyes were swimming as he finished the glass.  Not 

the best situation to find himself in at a diplomatic event, he 

realized.  Making his excuses to a romance novelist who 

fancied her own descriptions of the Nile, he sought the men’s 

room and the relief of a cold towel.

It didn’t help.  His eyesight was blurring and he was 

feeling all too relaxed.  He began to wonder if the Kenyans had 

spiked the champagne with something stronger.  As he stepped 

back into the hall, he came face to face with his host.

“My apologies, Ambassador.  I hate to admit it, but the 

wine seems to have gone to my head.”

Ngiri was not put off by the admission.  He grinned.  

“We keep an excellent cellar, Mr. Esterly, but I am terribly 

sorry that it has not agreed with you.  Perhaps if you would 

like to rest in my office for a few minutes?”  Without waiting 

for a reply, he took Esterly’s arm and guided him upstairs to 

his private office.  The two aides followed, discreetly taking 

seats at the back of the room.

“Very kind of you,” Esterly acknowledged.

“My motives are not entirely altruistic,” Ngiri said.  “I 

have been asked to speak with you on a matter that concerns 

my government deeply.”

“You have my full attention, Ambassador.”

142



In all fairness, Esterly did try to pay attention, but he 

found his mind wandering.  He was dimly aware that Ngiri 

was expounding a long and complicated point concerning the 

underhandedness of Chinese businessmen in the Kenyan 

markets.  It seemed like a pointless subject to him, although he 

knew that it would have absorbed all of his attention earlier 

that morning.  If he could just rest a little while...

“Ambassador Esterly?”  Ngiri’s concerned face swayed 

above him, its lines blurred.

“Mmphm,” Esterly muttered.

His arm was aching and burning, and he couldn’t seem 

to find the words to ask for an aspirin.

The Kenyan ambassador was perturbed.  He beckoned 

Esterly’s aide.  “How much did he have to drink?”

“Just a single glass of champagne, sir.  That I observed, 

anyway.”

“This is more serious than a single glass of 

champagne.”  He pressed a button on his phone.  “Find my 

doctor and bring him to my office immediately.”

The embassy doctor had gone out five minutes ago.  It 

took another five minutes for the staff to locate him, bring him 

back at a run, and smuggle him into the building through a 

rear entrance so as not to alarm the guests.  He found Esterly 

collapsed and unconscious in the armchair opposite the 

ambassador’s desk.

“Can he be moved?” Ngiri demanded.

“Moved?” the doctor said, unbelieving.  “Sir, he’s 

barely breathing.  The only place we can move him is to the 

floor.”  The aides lowered Esterly to the ground, and the doctor 

put the American staffer through an intense but uninformative 

interrogation concerning what medications or drugs his boss 

might be using.  Halfway through it, he waved his hand for 

silence, then bent over Esterly in a rush.

“He’s stopped breathing.  Get my emergency kit and 

call for an ambulance.”
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The doctor was skillful, and had a tube down Esterley’s 

throat in next to no time, but he had barely finished the 

intubation when the ambassador’s heart stopped beating for 

good, and no amount of electricity or stimulants could restart 

it.

* * * * *

“You’ll never believe what killed him,” Roth said.

“Try me.”

At the request of a deeply perturbed Ambassador Ngiri, 

Esterly’s corpse had been removed from the embassy in secret 

as soon as the doctor declared him dead.  The reception was 

still going on downstairs, as the ambassador had judged it to 

be a convenient way to keep all possible witnesses on the 

premises without alarming them.  He was hovering in the 

background, observing every move that the detectives made.

Instead of responding directly, Roth turned to Ngiri.  

“Mr. Ambassador, did Esterly complain of any particular 

symptoms before he died?”

The Kenyan considered this.  “He said at first that the 

champagne had affected him excessively.  He seemed 

disoriented and unsteady and wanted to get away from the 

party for a little while.  I brought him up to this office, where 

he became drowsy and inattentive.  Then he stopped speaking 

and I summoned my physician.  After that...”  He shivered at 

the memory.

“Did he mention any pain?”

“I noticed that he was holding his right arm 

awkwardly, but he said nothing about it.”

“That lines up,” Roth said.

“So what was it?” Lewis persisted.

“Haditoxin.  Venom from the king cobra.”

“Our killer’s sense of humor strikes again,” Colfax 

noted.
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“Are you certain?”

“It was pretty obvious from a blood test.  The toxins in 

the venom cause pain, localized or general, drowsiness, blurred 

vision, and eventually paralysis, coma, and respiratory failure.  

An easy diagnosis.”

“So Esterly was poisoned with the venom in his 

champagne--”

“Oh, no, no, no,” Roth protested.  “If he’d taken it in his 

champagne it probably wouldn’t have harmed him at all.  

Cobra venom is not a poison.  By definition, venoms must be 

injected into the bloodstream.”

“But how could the killer stick a needle into him in the 

middle of a crowded room?  Somebody would have noticed.”

“All I know is that I found the venom in his blood and 

a puncture on the palm of his hand, with a high concentration 

of haditoxin in the surrounding tissues.”

“On his hand?  That makes no sense.”

“Maybe it does,” Simonson said.  He was already 

scanning the embassy’s surveillance footage, having linked up 

his tablet to the ambassador’s computer.  “Take a look at this 

one.”

The picture showed a fat Texan shaking hands with the 

deceased Esterly.  As they watched the video, something 

glittered on the former’s hand.

“Can you zoom in on that?”

“No.  This isn’t a cop show.  I might be able to enhance 

it a bit later on.”

“If that’s what I think it is--”

“A ring?”

“A big flashy ring.  Consistent with a flashy personality.  

No one would notice that, and the stone or bezel would have 

plenty of room to hold a dose of poison--sorry, venom.”  He 

turned to Roth.  “Would it have?”

“Oh, yes,” the examiner agreed.  “Preliminary analysis 

suggests Esterly received about two hundred milligrams.  For 
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a visual comparison, that’s about one two-hundredth of a shot 

of alcohol.”

“But a ring with a hidden needle is straight out of a 

medieval movie,” Colfax objected.

“This guy does strange things.  And now we’ve got 

another of his personalities on camera.”  Lewis showed the 

picture to Ambassador Ngiri.  “Do you recognize him?”

“His appearance is familiar, but we were not 

introduced.”  The ambassador snapped his fingers and his aide 

materialized at his side.  “Who is that man?”

“A Mr. Larrabie, Excellency.  He is in the market for a 

ranch at home and was hoping to find a prospective seller.”

“Is he still in the building?” Lewis said, suddenly tense.

The aide looked surprised.  “No, sir.  He was asked to 

leave by our security after Ambassador Esterly came up to this 

office.  He was very drunk.”

A painstaking search of R Street for ten blocks 

surrounding the Kenyan embassy in every direction revealed 

no traces of the late Mr. Larrabie or his disguise.  Nor could the 

embassy staff provide any information on him beyond a false 

address, as they were not in the habit of running background 

checks on everyone willing to pay for a ticket to their little 

affairs.

“Send a memo to the State Department,” Lewis said 

bitterly.  “No more state dinners until we find this guy.  Or 

there are two hundred potentially dead ambassadors out 

there.”
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Chapter Ten

“I’ve been thinking,” Gallagher said.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Lewis replied with every 

appearance of genuine regret.  The FBI agent flushed.

“Rudeness is not helpful,” he snapped.

“And failure to be helpful is also not helpful.”

Gallagher ignored him and glanced over at his Bureau 

colleague.  “I think we should expand our profile.”

“Using what information?”

“Taking into account the sexual nature of the crimes.”

“Here we go again,” Lewis muttered.  Colfax shook her 

head.

“These murders are about as non-sexual as it’s possible 

for a set of related homicides to be.  I’m aware that serial killers 

often commit crimes that involve sexual urges or fantasies, but 

this time--”

“That’s my entire point!  We think these crimes break 

with a pattern, but they really don’t--it’s just taken us this long 

to spot it.  Why discount the decades of experience we have, or 

all the evidence that demonstrates the close relationship 

between sexual behavior and criminal behavior?”

“Okay, I’ll bite.  What did you have in mind?”

“That all of these murders have a sexual component 

that we’ve missed so far.  The most atypical one is the Osman 
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murder, which involved strangulation.  But strangulation can 

be employed erotically by a dominant attempting to assert his 

authority over a submissive during coitus.”

“I really hope you have something better than that,” 

Lewis said.

“If you were listening, you’d recall that I said the 

Osman murder was the most unusual.  Of the remaining ten 

murders, four were penetrative crimes.  Williams, Haines, and 

Costas were all physically penetrated by the murderer--in each 

case with bullets.  I count the Holahan murder as a penetrative 

crime as well since it was committed with a sword, which is 

essentially a phallic substitute.  Those are instructive, but the 

remaining murders are even more so.  What do they all have in 

common?”

Colfax thought about it for a few seconds.  “They were 

all poisoned.”

“Precisely.  Just as the killer sees his weapons as phallic 

substitutes, he sees his poisons as spermous substitutes.  The 

act of poisoning is, to him, an act of impregnation.  Each of 

these murders is expressive of his attempting to assert sexual 

dominance over the victims--an act of rape without overt sex.”

“That’s ridiculous,” Lewis said.

“No, he may have a point,” Colfax disagreed.  “We 

know that serial killers are usually driven by their sexual urges.  

That’s beyond dispute.”

“That’s a psychologist’s game.  This guy isn’t fixated on 

his victims--he’s not even concerned with his victims.  We’re 

his targets.  He’s simply using congressmen and various 

government officials to get at us.”

“Would you say he’s trying to give us a feeling of 

impotence?” Gallagher asked smugly.

“Well--”

“Thank you!  Even if we regard ourselves as his true 

victims, his actions are still those of a sexual dominant.”

“You’re playing on words to make your case.”
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“I can use whatever words I like, and the underlying 

metaphor of these murders is still there.”

“Metaphor?  Your deductions are nothing but second-

order guesses!  You observe that this guy is a serial killer.  You 

assume that because he’s a serial killer he must be motivated 

by sex.  And because you assume he’s motivated by sex, you 

further assume--I’m not sure what exactly, but it’s something 

far-fetched yet concrete that you can program the NSA’s 

computers to search for and call it profiling.”

“What did you want to look for?” said Colfax, 

intervening.  “Arrests or convictions for rape and sexual 

assault?”

“We can include those, yes, but according to my 

analysis”--he paused to glare at Lewis--“this man will be 

inspired by something more subtle.  His attempt to force 

himself sexually on the most powerful men and women in the 

country is a substitute for his lack of a normal sex life.  So we 

must add to our profile the elements of this failed sex life.  A 

man who is under-endowed or damaged, and has sought 

medical treatment for his condition.  Records of corrective 

surgery.  Or impotence.  We can cross-reference our search 

with prescriptions for ED medications and sales records for 

generics.  The NSA should be able to skim all of those.  Or 

perhaps we are looking for a man who is technically intersex, 

who has lived his entire life unable to have the sex life that he 

feels is his due.”

“You’re grasping at straws.”

“And you’re looking for snakes and frogs and not 

finding them.”

“Do you know how many illegal animal importers there 

are in New York City alone?”

“No, and I assume you don’t either, or you’d have 

called the New York field office to bring all of them in.”

“I certainly would.  It’s called police work.”

“Profiling is also police work.”
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“Do we really have anything to lose at this point?” 

Colfax said.

“Our self-respect?  Do you want to be the one to call up 

the NSA and tell them to start searching for this crap?”

“It’s not crap if it can give us a lead,” Gallagher insisted.

Lewis slammed his hand down on his desk.  “Fine!  It’s 

ridiculous.  But go knock yourself out.  And next time you drag 

in a perfectly innocent suspect who just happened to fit your 

profile, like you did with Kozloskian, I’m going to ask Director 

Foley to ruin your sex life with a good swift kick in the balls.”

“Kozloskian was a valid result until ruled out by 

further evidence!”

“Bullshit!”

“Sorry to interrupt,” Herrera said, “but we have a new 

tip that might be worth looking into.”

“Go fuck yourself,” Gallagher said, his face beet red, 

and stalked out of the office.

“Ouch.  What’s eating him?”

“He offered a suggestion and Lewis wasn’t nice about 

it,” Colfax said in her best superior babysitter manner, as if 

Herrera had found her trying to manage two unruly grade-

schoolers.

“His suggestion was nuttier than he is.”

“I disagree, and I think we should leave it there.  

Herrera?”

“Well,” the detective began, unsure of whether he was 

going to be allowed to continue or not, “dispatch got a call 

about half an hour ago from a woman who lives over in the 

Adams Morgan neighborhood.  Apparently she saw one of her 

neighbors in the building with a gun--or rather, she saw inside 

his apartment and saw a gun sitting there.”

“That’s not illegal, even in DC.”

“The thing is, she said it was propped up on the dining 

room table in front of a window.”
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“I clean my gun on my dining room table in front of a 

window because the light is better,” Colfax said.  “Did she 

actually see the owner pointing it out the window?”

“No.  From what I gathered, she didn’t see the owner at 

all and the next time she walked by, the door was closed.”

“So we have a nosy neighbor.  What a breakthrough!”

“Yeah, but we have to at least run it down,” Lewis said, 

“or if our bosses find out we didn’t, we get an earful from 

them.  Did she leave an address?”

Herrera handed it over.  Simonson, who had ignored 

the previous argument, keyed it into his computer and waited 

for the results.

“Anything?”

“Nothing very interesting.  It’s another apartment 

building of advanced age.  That neighborhood is full of them.  

Some from the turn of the century, some from the forties and 

fifties.  Average rents.  Hmmm.”

“What?”

“I wonder what side of the building the apartment is 

on.  I can’t tell from the address alone.”

“Pull up the building plans from the city surveyor’s 

office if you really want to.  Why?”

“Because given the height of the building and the floor 

the caller said she lived on,” Simonson said, “the apartment in 

question could possibly overlook Connecticut Avenue.”

“You mean a shot down from the building could hit a 

car on the street.”

“It seems possible.”

“Okay,” Lewis said, beginning to feel an interest, “do 

we have any members of Congress or senior civil servants who 

live in that area?”

“Not in that area specifically.  There are plenty out past 

it in Cathedral Heights and Chevy Chase and Bethesda.”

“Map their probable routes to and from Capitol Hill.”  

Simonson’s screen filled with overlapping red lines.
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“We have quite a few possible routes that all converge 

on Connecticut Avenue.  It’s the most direct path for that trip.”

“Which means that congressional cars pass our caller’s 

building every day.  Get into the city’s records and check to see 

which side of the building that apartment is on.”  Lewis was 

moving now.  “Herrera, start contacting congressmen and 

inform them--this is absolutely confidential--that they must 

under no circumstances take Connecticut Avenue, and that 

they are to instruct any drivers or bodyguards accordingly.  If 

this guy is as good as we think, he will have already scoped out 

their cars and know what his potential targets look like, and he 

could hit them at any time.”

“Where are you going?”

“Colfax and I are going to take a look at this place in 

person.  He may have just made his mistake.”

* * * * *

“Dumb luck,” Colfax said.

“Don’t knock it.  It’s all we’ve got going for us.”

They were loitering on the sidewalk outside a turn-of-

the-century brick building.  Samba music floated down from an 

open window above their heads.  In the distance, cars flashed 

by on Connecticut Avenue without pause.   Colfax was 

carrying a tray of Starbucks cups.  Lewis was nibbling a pastry.  

To the average bystander, they looked like any other 

midmorning commuters, walking to work or to the nearest bus 

stop.

“But really.  A woman just happens to call in with the 

address of our killer and invites us to come over?”

“First of all, you were the one who was going on and on 

earlier about how profiling is founded on proven evidence and 

statistics.  Well, unless I’m mistaken, there have been a fair 

number of serial killers who have been caught thanks to the use 

of tips from the public.”
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“Point taken.”

“And second, we don’t know that this guy is our killer 

yet.”

“He could be.”

“Yes, he could be.  He has a clear line of sight from the 

building to the street.  But that doesn’t mean he’s actually 

planning on shooting someone.”

“Not a lot of people in the DC area keep a rifle on a 

bipod in their apartment.”

“We don’t know it’s a bipod.”

“Don’t pick at the details.  If it was ‘propped up’, as the 

caller said, a bipod is logically indicated.”

“Guesswork, Miss Holmes.”

“Very funny.  Did Simonson find out the name of the 

tenant yet?”

“Nope.  He called our friends at the NSA and they’re 

drawing a blank.  The rental of that particular unit wasn’t 

handled through a website, so there’s no database they can 

hack to find out the information.  They’re trying to get into the 

computer in the manager’s office now.”

“If that fails we’re down to paper records.”

“Yes.  He picked a good spot.  Access to a major traffic 

artery he could be sure that his targets would use, and lots of 

low-income families who would be likely to pay in cash or 

recommend someone else with similar proclivities to take over 

their lease if they moved.  Not much record-keeping.”

“Now you’re the one talking as if this suspicious tenant 

is the killer.”

“Hypothetically only.”

“Uh-huh.  There’s a downside to such a choice, too.  

Adams Morgan is a mostly Hispanic neighborhood.  Lots of 

socializing and community events.  Not the best area for a man 

who wants to go unnoticed.  Moving into a building full of 

nosy middle-aged women who want to know all about his life 

sounds like a recipe for getting caught.”
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“Okay, so there are pros and cons to it.”  Lewis’s phone 

vibrated against his hip.  “Yeah?”

“The good news,” Simonson’s voice said through the 

speaker, “is that Dr. Harrington’s team was able to get into the 

building manager’s computer.  The apartment we’re looking at 

is rented to a man named Corey Ramos.  He’s a petty officer in 

the Navy stationed on the USS Decatur.”

“Homeported in Norfolk?”

“Homeported in San Diego.”

“Damn.  There goes the easy way out.”

“It gets worse.  Ramos is on leave and we haven’t been 

able to trace him yet.  I’ve got Schiaparelli digging around to 

see if any of his shipmates happen to know what his travel 

plans are.  The manager noted in his records that Ramos did 

sublet the apartment but he only recorded the name of the new 

tenant: Mike Anderson.  No copies of his ID, no check stubs, 

nothing.  Paid cash for six months in advance.  Apparently 

Ramos was a good enough tenant that the manager accepted 

Anderson on his recommendation alone.”

“And I’m sure Ramos was well paid for it.”

“We’re looking into his financials.  Apart from that 

we’ve got nothing.  There are thousands of Mike Andersons, 

and in all probability that’s not even the guy’s real name.  

Nobody with that name has a driver’s license, ID card or 

passport at that address.  Nobody at all is on record at that 

address except Ramos, who’s still the official tenant.”

“Keep looking,” Lewis said, and disconnected.

“That’s not promising.”

“No, it means we’ll have to scope out this guy the hard 

way.”

“And we’ll have to do it fast.  If our bosses find out that 

we have a potential suspect--”

“They’ll order us to grab him regardless of evidence 

and to hell with the consequences.”

“I’ll start rounding up the team.”
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* * * * *

Detective Herrera knocked on the door numbered 1A.  

He flashed a smile at the woman who opened it after a 

minute’s wait.

“Good morning, ma’am.  I’m with People for the Ethical 

Treatment of Animals, and if you could spare me a few 

minutes...”

Down the street a police car pulled over next to the 

sidewalk and a city maintenance truck followed its lead.  The 

officer who got out of the car began placing reflective cones 

around a manhole between the two vehicles.  Oncoming traffic 

veered away as Agent Donchez, in jeans, work boots, and a 

reflective vest, clambered down from the truck’s cab, 

accompanied by another agent.  While the second man lifted 

the manhole and prepared to climb down into the guts of the 

District, Donchez unpacked a bright yellow tripod and set it up 

on the sidewalk next to the open pipe.  It was supposed to be, 

and looked like, a theodolite.  But its scope canted crazily up at 

the sky, oddly enough in the direction of the window that the 

detectives had been stealing glances at earlier.

“Fine,” Lewis said from a surveillance van two blocks 

away.  “A little more to the left.  Okay, perfect.  Leave it there.  

Start a conversation with your partner or something, make it 

look like you’re goofing off.  No one will question that.”  The 

dilapidated theodolite was really an infrared spotting scope 

that communicated with the computers in the van.  Lewis was 

hoping to be able to tell if the apartment was occupied or not, 

but the day was too hot to allow the scope to function properly.  

Sunlight radiating off the exterior wall, combined with the 

absence of an air-conditioned interior, deprived it of the 

temperature differential it needed.

On the roof of a building across the street, Colfax was 

adjusting her camera.  She was also dressed in work clothes, 

155



which were obscured in any case by the way she was neatly 

tucked behind an air conditioning unit.  The powerful 

telephoto lens in her hands brought the window of the 

suspect’s apartment into sharp relief on the camera’s large LCD 

screen.  She focused it and took a preliminary shot.  The old-

fashioned sliding casement was apparent in the resulting 

photo, as well as the cheap, faded curtains fluttering gently as 

air leaked through the gaps in the wooden frame.  What was 

behind the window and filmy curtains was not as obvious.  The 

sun was in the south, and its glare turned the glass to a blazing 

solid, a radiant shield that flung back whatever was aimed at it.  

Colfax tried time and time again to pierce it, but without luck.

She glanced up at the sky.  “Okay, come on.”  A cloud 

was drifting in the right direction to give her the conditions she 

needed.  A few seconds of heavy shadow, and she’d be able to 

get a much better glimpse of the apartment’s interior.

Her earpiece crackled.  “Colfax, hate to do this to you, 

but we’ve got to pull you out.”

“Not now!” she hissed in response.  “I’ve almost got it!”

“We’ve been found out and your boss wants to see you.  

Well, both of us.  And right now.”

“He can wait.”

“I don’t want to have to send a uniform up there to get 

you.”

“By the time you could get someone up here I’ll have 

what I need and be gone.  So cool it!”

Lewis went silent.  Colfax held her breath.  She could 

see the darkness creeping across Washington in the distance.  

Closer, closer...and then the invisible line passed over her and 

the sunlight faded to gray.

She snapped three more shots and wiggled back away 

from the rusting piece of machinery that had shielded her.  

“I’m coming down.”

* * * * *
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“Your actions in this matter have been completely 

inappropriate,” Director Foley reprimanded them.  Chief 

McGarr gave a sniff that indicated her disagreement, but she let 

him talk.

“With all due respect, sir, we had to act on this tip, if 

only in self-defense.  If you had found out that we had received 

it and had failed to investigate, you would have censured us 

for failure to do our jobs.”

“That is not the point.”  Lewis’s office was too small to 

contain the Bureau’s head and his ego at the same time, but 

both had nevertheless been crammed into it.

“And if you’ll look at the results we achieved, you’ll see 

that our inquiries were justified.  The tenant is an unknown 

man using an alias and, as these photographs show, there is a 

rifle bipod with attached rifle sitting next to his window.  A 

window with an excellent view of a main traffic artery that 

multiple members of Congress use on a daily basis.”

“Agent Colfax!” Foley snapped.  “I am not concerned 

with what your investigations have turned up since this 

morning, or with what additional suspicions you may have 

formed.  The only question I wish you to answer is this: why 

was this building not raided and the occupant of that 

apartment arrested immediately?”

“You’re out of order, Director,” Chief McGarr said.  

“That’s a question for my detectives.”

“Then your detectives can answer it.  Well?”

Lewis cleared his throat.  “Sir, we did not have probable 

cause to obtain a search warrant based solely on a tip from a 

neighbor.  There could be an innocuous explanation for what 

she saw.  And even with what we’ve uncovered now, we’re 

still on shaky grounds.”

“Nonsense.  That kind of problem is what Illinois v. 

Gates exists to resolve.  Under the circumstances, any judge on 
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the District Court will grant a warrant without question.  I 

expect you to secure one and to execute it immediately.”

“Chief?” Lewis asked.

His superior shrugged.  “Go ahead, Detective.  But do it 

by the book.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“And while you’re doing it by the book,” Foley added, 

“make sure that your book covers the entire building.”

“Sir?”

“Detective Lewis!” Foley almost screeched.  “You are to 

surround that building and detain everyone in it.  Not just the 

tenant of a single apartment.  Everyone!  Is that understood?”

* * * * *

“This is ridiculous,” Lewis said.

“But after the past week, no court will ever overturn it.”

“Foley is losing his grip.”

“Can you blame him?”

“If he feels that bad about it, he could make like 

Congressman Redmond and resign.”

“Then he’d have to live with the burden of public 

scorn.”

“He couldn’t deal with that.”

“Nope.”

Eight armored vans carrying SWAT teams swung into 

the parking lot of the apartment building.  Police cruisers 

blocked off all streets surrounding it and closed Connecticut 

Avenue completely for a block on either side.  In the space of 

sixty seconds, a peaceful section of Adams Morgan became an 

occupied territory filled with soldiers.  The relaxing music that 

Lewis and Colfax had heard drifting on the wind earlier was 

silenced.

“Well,” Lewis sighed, “if we get lucky again, this will 

be over in a few minutes.”
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“Would you like to bet on it?”

“Just my life.  And my career.”  He heaved himself out 

of the car.  The teams were already sprinting into position, 

deploying around the building to guard every door and 

window.  He and Colfax were only observers for the moment.  

Direction of the operation was in the hands of the commander 

of the FBI’s Hostage Rescue Team, flown up from Quantico for 

the occasion.  Overhead, federal and city helicopters swooped 

down on the building, and in the distance, scenting their lead 

the way a buzzard senses a hawk’s kill, television copters 

turned and closed in around them.

The paramilitary troops stormed the lobby, sweeping 

aside an astonished woman and her two children and handing 

them over to the police for interrogation.  They locked the 

elevators, then seized the emergency stairs as well.  Until the 

commander gave the word, those stairs would be the only way 

in or out of the building.

Floor by floor, the SWAT teams spread out.  They lined 

each hallway from end to end.  If an uneasy resident poked his 

head out the front door to see what all the fuss was about, he 

was immediately ordered back into his apartment and 

threatened with arrest if he didn’t comply at once.  Securing the 

second and third floors turned out to be easy.  It was at the 

fourth floor that their problems really began.

The team leader was in such a hurry, and his nerves so 

keyed up thanks to the blend of caffeine and adrenaline in his 

veins, that he never noticed a gray thread, almost invisible, 

which crossed the stairs.  He remained unaware of its existence 

until he and his men found wisps of vapor raining down on 

them.  Belatedly, he realized that they must have tripped a 

sensor somewhere, which had set off smoke grenades or gas 

grenades or both.  The teams had been issued gas masks, since 

the killer was known to have used sarin, and those kept them 

from being incapacitated by the unknown substance.  But it 

was a clear warning that their presence was known, and the 
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leader threw away his mental plan for an orderly clearance at 

that stage.

“Go!” he shouted to his men through his headset.  They 

raced onto the fourth floor.  It was clear of gas, which appeared 

to be concentrated in the stairwell alone.  The moment he 

received word they were in position, he charged ahead with 

the rest of his team.  If they’d lost the element of surprise, they 

had nothing more to lose by throwing all of their resources into 

a terrifying frontal assault.

Something fell off the stairs ahead of him and tripped 

him.  The rest of his team piled on top of him.  Struggling, 

squirming, dark bodies filled the endless gray world of the 

stairwell and jammed it.  The well-ordered formation went to 

pieces as every man struggled both to extricate himself and to 

be the first one onto the fifth floor.

The team leader found himself moving again, 

scrambling up on his knees and one hand.  His men passed 

him.  Then he was running out of the entry door into a long 

hallway filled with smoke, turning automatically to the right in 

accordance with the instructions he’d been given in his 

briefing.  Two of his men were ahead of him.  They hit the door 

of the apartment together, so hard that hinges and lock alike 

burst and let the flimsy panel go crashing into the room.

The apartment was clear of gas.  Only the hall had been 

booby-trapped, the commander realized.  Across the living 

room, the window that overlooked Connecticut Avenue was 

open, and the rifle that still sat on the table could be tilted 

down to take aim at a passing car with ease.

Five seconds was all it took for the SWAT team to 

inspect the apartment.  “Clear!  Clear!  Clear!” the words came 

back with deafening finality.  The HRT commander in the 

lobby, hearing those announcements, ground his teeth with 

rage.

“They say there’s no one in Ramos’s apartment,” Colfax 

reported.
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“We waited too long,” Lewis said.  “But we’ve had 

surveillance on the building since this morning.  Everyone who 

left it has been trailed.  I’ll have them all pulled in for 

questioning.”

“He could still be here.”

“Hiding in one of the other units?  That would take a lot 

of trust from someone who’s a loner.  Serial killers who work 

with a partner always get betrayed by their partner.  This guy 

is clever enough to understand that and avoid it.  Besides, what 

you’re suggesting is awfully close to the Culligan-Krebs 

heresy.”

“We’ll know in a few minutes, after we start going door 

to door.”

“Let the uniforms go door to door.  I want a look at that 

apartment.”  Lewis started towards the staircase.  A member of 

one of the SWAT teams came down it and brushed past him.  

The air inside was hazy, but the smoke was dissipating.  It had 

turned out to only be smoke, not even tear gas.  “In line with 

his policy of no collateral damage,” Lewis grunted.

They climbed to the top in silence.  At the fifth floor, the 

team leader, his mask pushed back, greeted them.  “Nothing,” 

he said, his voice loaded with bitterness.  “Unless he’s visiting 

friends.”

“Not likely.”  Lewis nodded in the direction of the rifle.  

“Is that it?”

The weapon in question was the brother of the one 

found at the scene of Senator Williams’s murder, except that 

the receiver had been turned out by a different manufacturer.  

Colfax called it in and turned up a three year-old theft report 

within thirty seconds.  The forensics team began sweeping the 

apartment for prints and DNA, but their preliminary searches 

revealed nothing but smudges and traces left behind by the 

former occupant.
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“We found him, by the way,” Lewis said.  “Petty Officer 

Ramos.  He’s been hiking near Palm Springs.  Schiaparelli 

tracked him down.  So he’s definitely not our man.”

“The question is, was our guy ever here?” Colfax asked.  

“No clothes, no food, no sign that anything has been touched 

apart from the kitchen table, which was moved slightly to get a 

better line of sight to the street.”

“Clearly he didn’t live here.  This was a vantage point 

for him and nothing more.  That doesn’t tell us where he is 

now.”

Two hours later, everyone who lived in the building 

had been accounted for.  The residents who were at work or 

out running errands had been traced and interviewed.  Most of 

them had immediately apparent alibis.  None of them fit the 

description of the killer, so far as the MPD and the FBI could 

provide a description.  None of them were more than vaguely 

familiar with the occupant of apartment 5C.

“He either got lucky and missed us,” Lewis said, “or he 

got wise to us this morning and walked out.”

“He would have had to have recognized us on the street 

when it was just the two of us scouting.  If he hadn’t noticed 

anything was amiss until we put the teams in place, we’d have 

picked him up with the rest.”

“You do realize what you’re saying.”

“That if it wasn’t a chance movement, he left this 

building right under our noses.  But that’s not possible.”

Lewis flicked his radio on.  “All posts, report whether 

any person has passed your lines since the cordon was 

established.”

A string of negatives came flying back to him.  Except 

for the final report: “No one except one of your officers.”

“Twenty-seven, say that again?”

“The only man we allowed past our lines was one of the 

officers you had with you.”

162



“Simonson, do a head count!” Lewis shouted, 

perturbed.  A horrible suspicion was forming at the back of his 

mind.

“We have all the men we brought with us,” Simonson 

said a minute later.

“Twenty-seven, did you get this officer’s name?”

“Jameson, sir.”

“No, we definitely did not bring an Officer Jameson,” 

Simonson confirmed before Lewis could ask the question.

“Then where did we get a spare policeman?”

“There is no way the killer could have sauntered by us 

in a uniform,” Colfax objected.  “I won’t buy that.”

Lewis shook his head and called the SWAT team leader 

on the fifth floor.  “Are all your men present and accounted 

for?  Just check for me, will you?  Okay.  Then you didn’t send 

someone down after you seized the apartment?  You didn’t?  

You’re sure of that?”

“Oh, no,” Colfax said, realizing what he meant.

“Oh, yes,” Lewis agreed.  “The SWAT guy who passed 

us on his way out?  Not one of ours.”

“Shit!  But how--”

“That’s easy enough to reconstruct.  He had an MPD 

uniform on under his riot gear.  He pops a few smoke grenades 

and gets the breaching team all tangled up with each other.  He 

jumps into the middle of them and helps them clear his own 

apartment.  Then, while everyone’s attention is on the building, 

he walks downstairs, steps into the SWAT van for a minute, 

steps out as a perfectly believable policeman, and strolls past 

the cordon on the pretense of carrying out his instructions, 

whatever they were.  We gave the patrolmen orders to stop 

anyone leaving the building--but not to stop one of their own 

who arrived with us, or so they would believe, from leaving.”

“We’ll never get him now.  Not with a two hours’ 

start.”
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“Nope.”  Lewis grabbed his radio again.  “Twenty-

seven, did it never occur to you that anyone trying to leave the 

scene might be the killer we were looking for?”

“Not this guy, sir.  I thought our suspect was white.  

This Officer Jameson was black.”

“And suddenly his ability to disguise himself gets a 

whole lot scarier,” Colfax observed.
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Chapter Eleven

Congressman James Yasso, Republican of Oklahoma, 

descended the steps of the Rayburn Office Building with a 

satisfied smirk on his face.  He was being trailed by a friend of 

his, an equally obese middle-aged man who was called 

Yackley, and the inevitable Capitol Police officer, who looked 

nervous at the thought of a member of Congress wandering off 

into the city without sufficient escort.

“Say, where’d Kyle finally find a parking spot?”

“Down Capitol Street somewhere.”  Yackley dug 

around in his dilapidated sport coat and fished out a senior 

citizen phone with large, friendly buttons.  “He says he’s in 

front of the DNC headquarters.”

“That boy has a sick sense of humor.”

“He’s just careless.”

“Want him to come get us?”

“Nah, we can be there by the time he manages to get 

out of the lot.  No big deal.”

“Excuse me, Congressman,” the policeman put in, “but 

it would be safer for you to wait here.  Your MPD escort can 

trail you more easily that way.”

“Son, I really don’t care what the MPD finds easy or 

difficult.  That bunch of fuckwits can’t even catch a man who’s 

committed eleven murders when he walks right by them.  I 
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intend to go about my own business as usual and they’d damn 

well better get off their tails and do their jobs without 

inconveniencing me.”

“Well, sir, I’m supposed to accompany you until they 

pick you up, and--”

“You do that.”

“But if we’re leaving Capitol Hill--”

“Look here,” Yasso said belligerently, “who do you 

work for?  Congress, right?  That means you work for me.  So 

you’d better do your job, too.  Got it?”

“Yes, sir.”

The ill-assorted trio headed south on Capitol Street.  

Crossing through the Spirit of Justice Park, Yasso started telling 

a story that made Yackley roar with laughter and the 

policeman very uncomfortable.  They crossed D Street and then 

turned onto Canal Street beneath the yellow glow of the lights.  

Dusk had settled long ago and the urgent traffic that filled the 

streets when Congress was in session had vanished.  A few 

tourists straggled here and there along the sidewalks, almost 

all of them carrying cameras with which to capture the floodlit 

Capitol.

“There he is,” Yackley said as they entered the parking 

lot next to the building that housed the Democratic National 

Committee.  He gestured at his son’s spacious Chevy.

“You can have the MPD take over here,” Yasso 

instructed the policeman.

“If you’ll just wait till they can dispatch a cruiser--”

“They should have it here already.  Get to work.  Who’s 

that?”

His last remark was in reference to a dirty, ragged 

panhandler who had emerged from somewhere between the 

rows of cars and was holding out a tray of Vietnam Memorial 

buttons for inspection.  “If you could spare a dollar,” he began, 

whining.
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“Fuck off!” Yasso said, all his amiability disappearing.  

“Can’t you run him in or something?”  This to the policeman.

“Sorry, sir.  Maybe later.”

“Now!  Get him out of here!”

The officer sighed and moved towards the tramp.  The 

tramp moved faster.  His hands left his tray hanging in midair.  

One shot out towards the policeman; the other pointed at 

Yackley junior.  A cloud of spray burst from each of them, 

catching the two young men full in the face.  They collapsed, 

wheezing, retching, and crying.  The tang of mace filled the air.

Yackley senior surged forward, tugging at his belt.  

Yasso could see that he was grabbing for the snubnosed 

magnum revolver he always carried--in this case without the 

least shadow of legality.  He never got it out of its holster.  The 

panhandler shifted his right hand and the burning mist filled 

Yackley’s lungs.  He doubled over and crashed to his knees.  

Yasso jumped back in shock, slamming into the side of the 

vehicle.

The tramp took two steps towards him.  He flicked his 

left hand.  The can of mace dropped to the pavement, replaced 

by something--a flask, perhaps?--from the inside of his baggy 

sleeve.  Yasso gasped, horrified, as the man raised it to the level 

of his head.

* * * * *

“The vacation’s over,” Lewis announced.  “Two days 

without a murder--and now this.”

“I wonder,” Colfax mused.

“You wonder what?”

“This is getting awfully close to home in a sense.  Sure, 

Haines died in his office, but he was killed at Union Station.  

But here we’re a block from the congressional office buildings 

and within sight of Congress itself.”
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“Between this and his escape, our killer is getting pretty 

audacious.  Don’t say that he’ll make a mistake now because of 

it.”

“There’s always the chance we’ve thrown off his plans.”

“We can’t.  He’s anticipated our forensics, our profiling, 

and our security precautions.  And each murder is a self-

contained unit.  Even if we did break his stride in Adams 

Morgan, he simply moves on to the next name on his list or 

takes the next opportunity.  His plans are compartmentalized.  

Speaking of security, why didn’t Yasso have an FBI escort with 

him?”

“It’s taking time to reassign agents.  He wasn’t deemed 

important enough to warrant immediate attention.”

The Capitol Police officer, exasperated and still wiping 

his eyes, was telling his story to Herrera for the third time.  

Yackley senior was lying on a gurney some distance away and 

cursing the paramedics who were trying to treat him.  Yackley 

junior refused to leave the side of his precious Suburban but 

had to keep his eyes averted from the body of his father’s 

friend.  He’d already thrown up once.

“The Congressman’s friend is a pain.”

“You could always arrest him for carrying a concealed 

weapon without a proper license.”

“He’d call every name in his phone if I did that, and 

some of them are probably other members of Congress.  Not to 

mention that he’d run screaming to the press with a story of 

how we’re wasting our time on petty details right after his 

noble friend was brutally killed before his very eyes.”

“Okay, fair enough.  But without a viable threat he 

won’t shut up.”

“He can scream his lungs out for all I care as long as he 

keeps away from the crime scene.”  Lewis knelt next to the 

body.  “What have you got for us?”
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“Intriguing,” Roth muttered.  “It’s pure 

speculation...and yet I can’t think of anything else that would 

cause this...”

“Poisonous pepper spray?”

“Nothing so crude.  The policeman and the 

Congressman’s friends may have been maced, Detective, but 

Congressman Yasso himself certainly was not.”

“But Yackley junior said he caught a glimpse of the 

killer spraying him.”

“Oh, he sprayed him all right, but not with mace.”

“What’s wrong with his throat?” Colfax asked.

“Ah, you noticed,” Roth said, pleased at her 

observation.  Yasso’s throat and part of his neck looked as if 

they had been turned into wet pulp.  “That is what is so 

unusual about this murder.  The cause of death was--

probably--asphyxiation, but the cause of the cause was liquid 

nitrogen.”

“Isn’t that something that high-priced chefs use in fancy 

cooking?”

“That’s one use for it.  Actually they don’t use it as an 

ingredient, but as a means to supercool other ingredients.  It is 

sometimes added to cocktails for the same reason.  However, it 

must always be removed before the dish is served.  As it heats 

up and returns to its gaseous state, a fractional amount of 

liquid nitrogen can expand into a volume of gas greater than 

the volume occupied by the human body.  Place that same 

amount of gas inside a human body and the effects can be 

catastrophic.  People who have accidentally swallowed liquid 

nitrogen typically present with ruptured lungs and stomachs 

from the expansion of the gas, to say nothing of severe tissue 

damage resulting from the intense cold.”

“So Yasso’s throat exploded and that’s why it looks like 

this?”

Roth made a noncommittal sound.  “Yes--and no.  I 

have no doubt that we will find damage to his internal organs 
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from whatever amount of the liquid nitrogen he happened to 

swallow--but that was a secondary effect.  The killer did not 

intend for him to swallow the liquefied gas.  Instead, he 

sprayed it, as testimony indicates, directly into the 

Congressman’s mouth.  In those quantities, it would have 

frozen his esophagus and the surrounding tissues solid almost 

instantly.  The brain stem and major arteries may also have 

been frozen, causing immediate brain death.  Then, as the 

nitrogen vaporized from the residual heat of the body, it 

expanded.  The frozen tissue surrounding it was brittle and 

fragile from being frozen and gave way under the pressure.  It 

was a progressive outgassing rather than an explosion.”

“That’s horrible,” Colfax said.

“Not really,” Roth replied.  “Yasso’s senses would have 

been cut off immediately due to the shock.  He hardly felt a 

thing.  An outre murder is not necessarily a painful one.”

“I suppose if liquid nitrogen is used in cooking, we’re 

not going to have much luck tracing the source,” Lewis sighed.

“Not a chance.  The equipment is easy to come by, and 

a man who can make his own sarin would find supercooling 

nitrogen a simple task.”

“Still, we’ll run it through the system.  This will throw 

Gallagher’s new theory out of joint.”

“Knowing him, he’ll find a way to work it into his 

scheme.”

“Does he always do this?”

“Usually he’s not so glaringly wrong, because, in his 

defense, most serial killings do involve sex.”

“If he’s out of his depth, he needs to admit it like the 

rest of us.  As for the rest of us, the next question is why Yasso 

was killed in such a...unique and drastic manner.”

“I think I can tell you that,” Simonson said.  The glare 

from his laptop screen was reflecting off his glasses in the dark.

“So there is a reason for it?  This is another killing with 

a point?”
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“Oh, yeah.”  Images flickered across Simonson’s lenses, 

hazy and indecipherable.  “Yasso had a pretty typical record 

for a midwestern congressman.  But he only ever came to 

national attention once, for a single piece of showmanship.  He 

absolutely denied that global warming was taking place, and to 

prove his point, he carried a snowball onto the floor of the 

House and tossed it around.”

“Wait--that guy was Yasso?”

“None other.  Seems appropriate--from the killer’s 

perspective, anyway--for him to die from the cold that he 

championed.”

“The fan clubs are going to go nuts for this one,” Lewis 

groaned.

“It reminds you of Oscar Wilde, in a way,” Simonson 

said.

“It doesn’t remind me of Oscar Wilde at all.  Explain.”

“‘Each man kills the thing he loves.’  Five out of these 

twelve murders have involved a reversal of that principle.  

Each man has been killed by the thing he loved.  Holahan by a 

sword, DiMarco by sex, Moninghoff by an endangered species, 

Prentice by poison gas, Yasso by cold.”

“Don’t go there, please,” Lewis begged.  “That is the 

kind of reasoning that Gallagher would twist around to 

support his idiotic theory about our killer’s thwarted love life.”

“It’s just a philosophical point.”

“Save it for your tell-all book.”  There was a footstep 

behind them and Lewis swung around to discover Detective 

Watkins approaching.  The Capitol Police detective nodded 

brusquely at him.

“This is a disaster,” he said.

“You’re not inured to dead congressmen by now?” 

Colfax asked.

“I’ve almost reached that stage, if I’m not quite all the 

way there.  But this goes beyond a routine Congressional 

murder.  First, it took place in the presence of an officer of the 
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Capitol Police, who failed to prevent it.  I just finished talking 

to him.  The kid isn’t to blame, but he’s done for as far as police 

work is concerned.  The Speaker of the House personally 

informed me that he wants criminal charges filed against him.  

As an accessory, if possible.”

“That’s vicious.”

“Yes, it is.  I have a feeling that Culligan’s been getting 

at him behind our backs.  But there’s worse than that, too.  This 

murder took place within the jurisdiction of the Capitol Police, 

which means that we have a great many explanations to make 

in the morning.”

“But this is a parking lot, not Capitol Hill.”

“Technically, this parking lot is also supposed to be 

under our jurisdiction.  It’s not routinely used by members or 

even by their staffers, which is why it’s not controlled like the 

lots closer to Congress.  Which is why Yackley junior could 

park here temporarily and why the killer was on the lookout 

for such an event.  Now we’re going to have to put officers in 

every lot twenty-four hours a day and check people’s ID.  This 

is going to be a procedural nightmare.”

“If there’s anything we can do...”

“The Speaker isn’t too pleased with the MPD right now.  

Thanks, but we have to handle this one on our own.”

“Staffing problems getting worse?”

“We’re considering pulling all officers off the Supreme 

Court building because none of the justices have yet been 

targeted.”

“The flip side is that if you do, they might be.”

“I know.”  Watkins closed his eyes in agony.  “Excuse 

me.”  He wandered off in the direction of the corpse, struggling 

to believe that murder could be committed so easily on his turf.

“Now we start looking for a panhandler,” Colfax said.

“Hold that thought.”  Lewis had observed someone else 

standing at the edge of the parking lot.  The man hadn’t 

crossed the crime scene line, but he was gazing at the activity 
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with obvious interest.  He didn’t look like a reporter, and the 

officers on duty at the entrance to the lot had stepped aside 

respectfully when he paused next to them.  Lewis walked 

across the tarmac towards him.

“Can I help you?”

“Just looking, Detective, but thank you.”

Lewis peered at him more closely.  “Congressman 

Redmond?”

“Used to be,” Redmond grinned.  “I find it safer not to 

be anymore.  Who got it tonight?”

“Yasso.”

“The man was a pig,” Redmond said without rancor, 

“and the only people who will miss him are his equally swinish 

friends.”

“I never met him.”

“You’re the better for the lack of his acquaintance.  

What about Krebs?”

The question caught Lewis off guard.  “I’m the worse 

for the pleasure of his acquaintance.”

“The displeasure, you mean.  And you’re about to get 

even more displeased.”

“How so?”

* * * * *

“Don’t do this,” Colfax said, racing down the hall to 

catch up with Lewis.

“And let him get away with it?”

“We don’t know--”

“Bullshit!  We know he did it!  We know!”

“Redmond may not be the most reliable source.”

“Has he been wrong yet?  If it weren’t for him breaking 

the news about the murders, we couldn’t have put out a 

request for public help, and we’d never have gotten the tip that 

led us to Adams Morgan.”
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“You’re rationalizing, and that’s not a good sign.”

“Yeah, well, he’s got access to areas we never will, and 

people still talk to him.  He doesn’t have to be in Congress to 

keep working his connections for information.”

“But even if he’s right, you can’t make a scene, or Foley 

will have no choice but to request that you be taken off the 

case.”

Lewis turned on her, fury in his eyes.  “So I let him get 

away with it?  So I go in there and kiss your boss’s ass and be a 

good little boy?  While that dirtbag smirks at me from across 

the table?”

“If you get taken off the case you can’t help anybody!” 

Colfax yelled.  It was no use.  Lewis was storming away from 

her again.

He threw open the door to the conference room with no 

regard for the delicacy of his entrance.  Before anyone at the 

table could react, he seized Agent Krebs by the collar and 

hurled him against the wall.  His left hand closed on Krebs’s 

throat, half suffocating him.  The Secret Service man, startled 

into a reflex action, grabbed for his gun.  Lewis caught his wrist 

with his free hand and twisted it.  The snap of a bone breaking 

or dislocating was audible in the stunned silence of the room.  

Krebs hissed through his teeth but made no other sound.

“Detective, have you gone mad?” McGarr purred.  

Foley was too overwrought to speak.

“No, ma’am.  Beating the stuffing out of this little prick 

would be the smartest move I’ve made since this case started.”  

Lewis never took his eyes off Krebs.

“Well, I understand that you’ve been under stress 

lately, and that the Secret Service hasn’t exactly 

been...ah...helpful to your investigation, but that’s no reason for 

violence.  Put him back in his chair, please.”

Lewis hesitated.  Finally he backed off and dropped 

Krebs into his former seat.  The latter’s wrist hit the table, 

eliciting a short bark of pain from him.
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“Now that you’ve finished roughhousing,” Foley said, 

“would you mind explaining yourself?”  His hands were 

trembling and one side of his face had developed a nervous 

twitch.  He’s closer to losing it than I am, Lewis realized, and 

the thought was reassuring.

“I’d be happy to explain myself, Director.  I’d also be 

happy to have this--”  He indicated Krebs with an obscene 

gesture, unable to refer to him directly.  “I’d like him to explain 

when it started to be okay for criminal investigators to kill 

suspects.”

“Detective Lewis, you are dangerously close to 

committing a breach of national security,” Culligan said.  He 

was in deadly earnest.

“Hold on!” Foley snapped.  “Killing suspects?  What 

are you talking about?”

“Two days ago, the Secret Service team working this 

case grabbed a nineteen-year-old kid who’d joined one of the 

killer’s online fan clubs.  Somehow the NSA picked him out of 

a hundred thousand others as likely to have some connection 

to the killer--or to the fictional terror cell they pretend is 

committing these murders.  Agent Krebs waterboarded him to 

death in search of a confession.”

Foley stiffened.  “Agent Krebs?”

“Don’t answer him, that’s privileged,” Culligan 

intervened.

“For God’s sake, I know the drill around here as well as 

you do, and pleading that you can’t tell us about something 

discreditable means it’s true!” Foley roared.

“This is clearly a sick fantasy that Detective Lewis 

wishes to use to discredit the Secret Service because they 

disagree with his assessment of the situation--”

“My source was ex-Congressman Redmond, who had it 

from a friend of his on the National Security Council,” Lewis 

said.  He reached into his coat and tossed a sheet of paper onto 
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the table.  It was a copy of an internal DHS memo summarizing 

the incident.

“This is very serious,” Culligan said.

“Now you admit it’s serious?  Only now?”

“It didn’t become serious until sixty seconds ago, when 

your detective revealed that he had obtained illegal access to 

classified information and then perpetrated a physical assault 

on an officer of the Secret Service based on what he believed he 

had discovered from that information.”

“And what about this?” Foley demanded, waving the 

memo at him.

“I have no way of knowing if that’s a forgery or not,” 

Culligan said smoothly, “and in any case, if such a death had 

occurred, I have every confidence that a commission of inquiry 

would concede that enhanced interrogation techniques are 

warranted, given the present situation.”

“You’re claiming justification?”

“I’m claiming nothing.  I’m demanding that you 

prosecute Lewis for the two felonies he just committed in front 

of half a dozen witnesses.”

“Dream on,” said McGarr, whose thirty years in police 

work left her with no patience for federal agents who violated 

the norms of her profession and then claimed immunity on 

national security grounds.  “My detectives fight fair, Mr. 

Culligan.  I’d be willing to bet that Lewis could lay his hands 

on a dozen guys with prior convictions who would be only too 

happy to work Agent Krebs over on some dark night.  But he 

didn’t go to one of them.  He came in here and confronted him 

personally.  He had every reason to do so and I don’t intend to 

take administrative action, let alone criminal action, against 

him.  Now it’s time that your man explained to us what he’s 

done.”

“He’ll explain nothing.  The Secret Service does not 

answer to a bunch of civilians.”

“Oh, so we’re civilians now?”
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“Chief McGarr, you do not have the requisite security 

clearance to question us or to be privy to the results of our 

investigations.  Nor do your foolish and intemperate 

detectives.”

“What happened to our agreement?  That we would 

pool our information?”

“Naturally it is necessary for the DHS to be informed of 

all leads obtained in a terrorism investigation, but that does not 

mean that the foot soldiers who secured those leads have a 

right to be informed of where those leads end.”

“You want us to give you information but you won’t 

share it, in other words.  Because you regard us as foot 

soldiers.”

“Stick to rolling drunks, Chief.  You are not competent 

to handle matters pertaining to the security of the United 

States.”

McGarr flushed with anger.  Foley’s jaw sagged.  “And 

what about the FBI?” he demanded.  “Are we also lacking in 

the qualifications you deem essential to fighting high-level 

crime?  Brutality?  A willingness to break the law?  A firm 

conviction that a life is nothing in comparison with the good of 

the country?”

“We’re not the Spanish Inquisition, so don’t try to paint 

us as such.”

“I don’t have to try.  You’re not only supplying the 

paint, you’re applying it, too!”

“Vivid imagery, Director, but inaccurate.”

“For the final time, will you explain to us how you 

came to make such a mistake?”

“No mistake was made, and no misuse of the Secret 

Service’s authority ever occurred.”

“That’s your final word?”

“My final word.”  Culligan stood and Krebs bounced 

out of his chair in sync with his boss.  “I’ll expect to receive 
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your latest report on the death of Congressman Yasso 

sometime this morning.”

“The only thing you will receive,” Foley said shakily, 

“is an endless series of phone calls from the press.  As of now, 

your connection with our investigation is at an end, and it’ll be 

doubly gone by this evening, by which time public outcry will 

have forced you to hand in your resignation.”

Culligan actually laughed.  “You won’t tell the press 

about Lewis’s accusations.  If you do, you’ll be aiding the 

terrorists.  You’ll be helping them destabilize the government 

by removing a critical leader in the War on Terror at a moment 

of crisis.  Not only will the backlash hit you all personally, 

you’ll have weakened the nation in the process.  And I don’t 

think any of you really want to do that deliberately.  Maybe 

through carelessness and indifference, but not deliberately.  

Besides, if you do so, I’ll have to arrest every one of you for 

treason.”  He circled around the table and looked Lewis in the 

eye.  “Oh, and by the way, Lewis, your boss’s spirited defense 

isn’t going to save you.  I’m prosecuting you anyway.”  Krebs 

followed him out the door, a ghastly grin on his sweating face.

“Little bastard,” McGarr said.

“Which one?” Foley countered.

“I’ll speak to the local judges,” Solicitor General 

Cornish, hitherto a silent spectator, said.  “None of them will be 

willing to issue a warrant on the grounds Culligan has.  

Besides, if Lewis were to be charged, he could produce the 

memo in extenuation of his actions, and that would place 

Culligan in the position of having undermined public 

confidence in the government.”

“Culligan could get a gag order.  Or he could have 

Krebs arrest Lewis and kill him privately.”

“He wouldn’t dare,” McGarr said.

“You all realize, of course, what he wants,” Schiaparelli 

opined.  The atmosphere in the room was such that no one 

cared he was addressing senior officials without invitation.  
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“He sees the biggest payday in the world for himself.  Another 

expansion of the DHS.  The ordinary police barred from 

investigating anything that can be declared terrorism.  Maybe 

he even hopes to subsume part of the FBI.  More power, more 

money--and I’ll bet he’d love to tear the NSA away from 

Defense on the grounds that its real purpose these days is 

domestic surveillance rather than gathering foreign military 

intelligence.  It’s a perfect storm.  A potent enemy on one side 

and an ambitious man on the other.”

“You talk as if he’s the enemy.”

“Hell, Director, he’s not our friend anymore.  As for the 

killer, we’ll get him.  It’ll just take time.  And maybe it’ll be a 

good thing in the long run.  Maybe personal courage will 

become an unwritten requirement for members of Congress.  

That is, if we don’t start screwing with ourselves in the 

meantime.  As for Culligan, what do you want to bet he’s 

already trying to cut us out of this investigation?”

“But it’s our investigation!”

Foley’s phone buzzed.  The Director answered it and 

spoke a few monosyllables in a low tone of voice.  “Yes.  Yes, I 

understand.  Goodbye.”  He put the phone down and stared at 

Schiaparelli.

“There will be no bet, Agent.  That was the Speaker of 

the House.  He has just informed me that Culligan is 

demanding that the National Security Council assign the Secret 

Service exclusive jurisdiction over this case.  Fortunately, the 

Speaker is firm on the matter.  Such a move would cut 

Congress out of the investigation of the deaths of its own 

members, and Congress refuses to tolerate that.  He is 

confident they can block any executive action by the 

administration.”

“So we’re back where we were all along,” Colfax 

summarized.
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Chapter Twelve

“Nine-one-one emergency, how may I direct your call?”

The voice on the other end of the line sounded 

breathless, but the speaker went rambling on without a pause 

for the operator to get a word in.  “Ah, yes...yes, you know that 

serial killer?  I think he may be next door to me.  I don’t know 

the man who’s there now.  I think he’s new.  Yes, he’s new.  

Fred’s boy used to live there.  Such a nice couple they were.  

But this man is pacing around his house.  I can see him through 

the windows.  He’s waving a gun around.  Oh!  He just shot 

something with it.  It looks like a picture on the wall...a picture 

of Congress...”

“Ma’am, you need to get away from there now--”

“He’s bald.  Is the serial killer you are looking for a bald 

man?  I hope so.  He’s less likely to look sympathetic that way.  

Now he’s taking out another gun.  I think it’s a shotgun.  I 

know about shotguns.  My husband and I used to go duck 

hunting when we were young...”  The voice died away into 

incoherence and the operator was unable to get another word 

out of the caller, who disconnected shortly thereafter.

The message was kicked upstairs to Lewis and Colfax, 

along with another one received a minute later that reported 

gunshots in the same area.  The second caller, who was not 

senile, had the presence of mind to give an address.  Simonson 
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cross-referenced it with the phone number of the first caller, 

along with the information about Fred, and produced an 

accurate location for the shots.

“Washington Heights,” Lewis said.  “Not good.  Is it an 

apartment?”

“Nope.  Detached house.  Average lot size.  Foreclosed 

on a few years back but I can’t find any info about a current 

occupant.  Could be a squatter, or the bank could have rented it 

out.”

“And there’s a crazy old woman living next door.  

That’s bad.”

“Yeah.  You should get her out of there first.”

“We don’t have time.”

“This probably isn’t our killer anyway,” Colfax said.

“No, but if it’s a guy who’s drunk or high, and he’s 

shooting up a picture of Congress, it could turn into a copycat.  

Which makes it our responsibility.  Call the SWAT team.”

They were en route in five minutes.  Since the 

Congressional murders had begun, a SWAT team was kept on 

standby at headquarters at all times.  Lewis and Colfax were in 

the lead cruiser.  Colfax had objected at first to heading the 

charge in person, but Lewis was firm.  “If Congress complains 

about our failure, we can at least show we’re putting our own 

lives on the line,” he had said, and she was forced to 

acknowledge the reasonableness of the argument.

The deserted street turned into a disco as the lights of 

ten police cars and a SWAT van cascaded off the walls of the 

houses that lined it.  No lights went on, though it was only ten 

o’clock in the evening.  Washington Heights had the highest 

crime rate and the highest murder rate in the District.  Its 

residents knew better than to display untimely curiosity with 

regard to police activity.  Lewis supposed that the situation had 

not improved over the past two weeks, now that policemen 

had become a rarity in most of DC.
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He knew at once they were in the right place.  They had 

pulled up in front of a ramshackle house with an old, old 

woman on the porch.  She was leaning on her walker and her 

housecoat was a disaster, but she was beaming at them.  And 

waving.  Waving at the police as if they were her expected 

entertainment for the evening.

“Get her back inside!” Lewis ordered an officer.

A shot rang out from the house next door.  The bullet 

went through the window of the cruiser, and Lewis came 

tumbling to the ground as Colfax jumped on top of him.  

Behind them, the SWAT team fanned out, taking cover behind 

the bushes and the neighboring buildings.  The uniformed 

officers, not so well armored, crouched behind their cars and 

waited for something to happen.

“We’re exposed,” Lewis muttered.

“Don’t move and you won’t attract attention,” Colfax 

said quietly.

“Did Herrera get the old bat into her house?”

“Nope.  She’s grinning in a way that would shatter 

glass.”

On cue, a volley of shots was succeeded by the tinkle of 

broken windows.  The SWAT team had made its first move.  It 

proved to be an ineffective one, as the shooter indoors started 

firing again.  He was aiming at the vehicles, Lewis thought.  He 

could hear bullets striking metal, and smell gasoline leaking 

onto the pavement.

“Don’t think about it,” Colfax said, reading his mind.

He turned his head.  He could see the front of the house 

above the curb.  A dark shape appeared in front of the window.  

It raised a bottle and drank.  Somewhere behind Lewis, an 

officer took the shot.  The figure in front of the window folded 

up and vanished from sight.

The night was lit up by a brilliant magnesium flash as 

the SWAT team took the house from the rear.  The suddenness 

of it knocked the old woman next door off her feet and into a 
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rotting cane chair, where she stuck, mewling feebly, until 

Herrera came to her rescue.  As for the shooter, he proved that 

police marksmanship still left a great deal to be desired.  When 

the SWAT team rushed into the living room, he was not only 

alive but reloading.  He emptied the contents of a twelve-gauge 

into the first officer who came along and was dead before the 

team leader could stop his own men from firing.

“Gunman down!” one of the SWAT troopers shouted 

out the broken window.  Lewis clambered to his feet and 

looked around.  Behind him, the uniformed officers were 

slowly emerging from whatever cover they had taken.  All 

down the street, there was not a single light on in any of the 

houses, nothing but the occasional dim lamp glowing on a 

distant porch.

“Weird,” Colfax said.

“How do they know we’re not a gang?” Lewis replied.  

“It’s reasonable enough, from their point of view.”

A moaning sound emanated from the porch of the 

adjoining house.  It was produced by the old lady as Herrera 

removed her from the remains of her furniture.  On cue, a large 

ginger tomcat strode silently down the sidewalk, ignoring the 

police completely, and up her steps, where she greeted him 

with enthusiasm.

“As if to drive home the point that we’re not welcome,” 

Colfax said.

“We’re going.  As soon as we see what happened in 

there.”

Half of the living room was speckled with blood.  Lewis 

wrinkled his nose at the metallic smell of it.  “Christ!  You were 

supposed to take him alive!”

“He shot Officer Davis,” the team leader said 

defensively.

“Davis had a vest on and will be fine.  That guy--is 

there any chance?”
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“None.”  Colfax shook her head.  “I tried for a pulse, 

but there almost isn’t enough left of him to find an artery on.”

“You could have used tear gas at this range.”

“Then he would have come out into the street shooting.  

It was less risky to storm the building.”

“Risky to whom?”

“To the bystanders.”

“Have you looked down that street out there?  There 

are no bystanders.  I swear to you, Lieutenant, if by some lucky 

break this guy turns out to be the serial killer we’ve been 

looking for--”  Lewis broke off, shaking his head.  The SWAT 

team departed in a huff, carrying their battered but very much 

conscious comrade with them.

“Appalling.  They have strict orders from the chief that 

we’re to take the killer alive.  And then they go into a situation 

where they could be facing him and unload with everything 

they’ve got.”

“They like playing with their toys.  Like the Navy pilot 

who came back from his final mission over Iraq during a 

deployment to the Persian Gulf.  No sooner did he land on the 

carrier than he threw a temper tantrum--in front of a watching 

documentary crew--because he didn’t get to drop his bombs on 

somebody.”

“They’re as twisted as our killer is.”

“Maybe, but don’t tell them that.”  She carefully picked 

up the shotgun, which had had a splinter carved off its stock by 

a passing bullet.  “Ithaca.  Not exactly what we’d associate with 

a high-class killer, but sufficiently anonymous.  What else did 

he have?”

“I don’t see anything but that Glock.”  The pistol was 

lying on the table where the shooter had dropped it.  “Let’s go 

through the place while the photographers are setting up in 

here.”

A search of the house turned up a few boxes of 

ammunition but no other guns.  One wall, which had a poster 
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of the Capitol pinned on it, was pockmarked with half a dozen 

holes where the shooter had used it for target practice.  The 

upstairs was unfurnished; the downstairs boasted a beaten-up 

sofa in addition to the rickety table and chairs.  The remains of 

a Happy Meal were slowly petrifying in the refrigerator, which 

had been unplugged, and three empty bottles of Wild Turkey 

explained why the squatter had suddenly become a shooter.

“Definitely not the guy we’re looking for,” Lewis and 

Colfax agreed in the same breath.  They were deferring to the 

profile as a matter of instinct, even if they never mentioned it 

aloud.

The manager of the local bank showed up, wanting to 

know why the police had filled a company property--it was a 

foreclosed house, after all--full of bullets and what they 

intended to do to compensate the bank for its loss.  Lewis set 

Simonson and Herrera to taking statements from the members 

of the SWAT team before they had a chance to coordinate their 

stories.  He knew an internal investigation would be the first 

thing on Chief McGarr’s desk in the morning, and he wanted to 

anticipate the additional demands that would be made on his 

time.

“Dr. Roth!”  The medical examiner was standing in the 

front doorway, looking around him.  “You didn’t need to come 

out here tonight.  This one could wait till morning.”

“I’m not so sure about that,” Roth said.  “Is it true?”

“What?”

“That the SWAT team shot him?”

“Afraid so.”

“Then I’ll take a look now.  Saves time come the 

Christmas rush.”  He bent over the body and clicked his 

tongue.  “Nasty.”

“I instructed them--”

“I know what your instructions were, Detective.  No 

need to cover your ass with me.”  Roth’s lips moved in silence 

as he counted the number of wounds visible on the body.  

185



“There are still a number of slugs in the victim which we can 

match to the guns used by the men who entered the house 

tonight.  That will save you time.”

“For now, I only need to know one thing.”

“Is he the killer we’ve been after?  Hmmm.”  Roth took 

an impartial survey of the entire body.  “Not a lot left to base 

an assumption on.  He’s a lot older than your profile suggests--

mid-forties, I think.  Thick hair--that’d make it harder to 

disguise himself.  Muscles weak...poor physical condition...”  

He examined one of the dead man’s hands, which had been 

torn open in the firefight, and then the other.  “He’s not your 

killer.”

“You can tell that so easily?”

“Arthritis.  With the joints exposed, the deterioration is 

visible.  Fairly advanced, too.  He would never have had the 

strength to strangle Congressman Osman.  And if he didn’t kill 

Osman...”

“Then he’s not our man,” Lewis finished.  “I suppose 

two valid tips in a row was too much to ask for.”

* * * * *

A jet soared off the runway at Ronald Reagan National 

Airport.  The wasp that was flitting erratically across the 

general aviation parking area paid it no attention.  Instead, it 

singled out a Cessna 400, drifted under its left wing, and settled 

to rest on the pitot tube.

The rest was a brief one.  It gathered its faculties and 

crawled down the tube to the tip.  A clear substance began to 

extrude from its mouth, which it collected with its feelers.  It 

then packed this substance into the ram air opening of the tube.  

The process was not a long one.  The wasp buzzed off again, 

and returned a few minutes later with a fresh mouthful.  It 

repeated the process three more times, always unloading its 

cargo into the tube but never trying to push in after it, as it 
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would have done if it were building a nest.  Finally it gave up 

its efforts, after the tube had been partially obstructed, and 

switched to a spot on top of the wing.  This proved equally 

unsatisfying and it flew away.  As it passed through the 

perimeter fence, it struck one of the links of wire, and a faint 

ringing sound vibrated in the air.

The airplane sat on the tarmac and the sun warmed it.

* * * * *

Congressman Jeffrey DeAngelis of Texas jerked his two 

suitcases out the door of the FBO.  His FBI escort followed him, 

lugging a third, and they were accompanied by a TSA officer, 

who was eyeing the congressman with concern.

“Sir, if you’re certain that you don’t require an escort--”

“Look, I appreciate the offer,” DeAngelis cut him off, 

“but all I need is to be out of this town so I can see when 

someone’s coming after me.”  Washington gossip said, with 

considerable truth, that DeAngelis had been a leading sponsor 

of the legislation that had removed the TSA requirement for 

armed officers on board each private flight into and out of 

Reagan Airport mainly because he wanted to operate his own 

plane from the airport with fewer hassles.  It also said that his 

seat on the Transportation Committee was responsible for him 

getting a waiver to base his aircraft there in the first place.

The Congressman heaved his bags into the back seat of 

the elegantly streamlined Cessna, not bothering with the 

baggage compartment, and waved the FBI agent away.  

“Thanks, but I can take it from here.”

“If you’d like me to accompany you, Congressman, I’m 

sure I can get clearance from my supervisor.”

“No thanks.  I’m pretty safe now.”

“You’re not out of Washington yet, sir.”
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“Technically, I’m in Arlington County, Virginia.”  

DeAngelis grinned.  “Your killer has never struck outside of 

DC, is that right?”

“That’s correct.”

“Then I’m fine.  He plays by his rules, you play by 

yours, and you both run fucking rings around each other.  Call 

me when the game is over.”  The Congressman grabbed his 

checklist and began a quick walkaround.  His two escorts, who 

were not yet willing to let him out of their sight, retreated to 

the shade of the terminal.  They watched him finish his 

inspection and climb into the aircraft.

The Cessna 400 boasted the best air conditioning system 

of any production aircraft, which DeAngelis appreciated on a 

scorching summer day in either Texas or Washington.  He 

powered up the dual Garmin displays in front of him and 

started the engine.  Three hundred and ten horsepower spun 

up the propeller at a touch of his fingers on the throttle.  He 

settled himself comfortably, put on his headset, and touched 

the transmit button on his stick.

“Washington Ground, Cessna five-eight-one-three-delta 

at GA parking for taxi to one-niner.”

There was a lull in the traffic and he got his clearance 

immediately.  He sighed with satisfaction.  He’d be back in 

Texas in time for dinner and out of the way of this lunatic that 

the FBI seemed unable to catch.  Now he understood why turn-

of-the-century novelists used to call a policeman a “flatty”, 

short for “flatfoot”, in reference to their clumsiness.

“Washington Tower, Cessna five-eight-one-three-delta 

holding short runway one-niner, ready for takeoff.”

“One-three-delta, cleared for takeoff.”

“Cleared for takeoff, one-three-delta, roger.”  DeAngelis 

pushed the throttle forward and the airplane gathered speed.

He felt personally injured by the FBI’s failure to do 

anything about this killer.  He’d always prided himself on 

supporting the police throughout his career.  Budget increases 
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to hire extra officers, new equipment, better training 

programs--if their hearts desired it, he’d voted for it.  The 

country needed more law and order.  But now they were 

confronted with a serious threat that was becoming more 

menacing on a daily basis and they were helpless.  It was 

downright insulting.  Had he wasted all those years 

patronizing them to have his life threatened with impunity?

The end of the runway was coming up fast, he was 

surprised to see.  It was a hot and humid day, but he was well 

past his rotation speed by now.  He eased the stick back.  The 

airplane struggled, then slowly climbed.

“Cessna one-three-delta, contact departure,” the radio 

said in his ears.

“Switching to departure, one-three-delta.”  DeAngelis 

reached for the knob on the control panel to change 

frequencies.

Without warning, the aircraft stalled violently.  His 

seatbelt tautened around his torso, and his hand jerked on the 

sensitive sidestick with which the Cessna’s designers had 

replaced the stable old yoke.  The plane swung into a left-

handed spin, then inverted.  It smacked into the water upside 

down, to the horror of the yachtsmen who were watching from 

the marina on Daingerfield Island.

* * * * *

Lewis ducked around a forklift and took a good look at 

the airplane in front of him.  It had the appearance of having 

been stepped on and crushed only halfway in the process.  The 

top of the aircraft was ruined; the underside was almost 

immaculate.  Puddles of water had collected beneath it on the 

stained concrete floor.  At the far end of the hangar, the glare of 

the Washington summer leaked into the building through the 

great double doors without lending any cheer to the scene.  

Two armed Air Force police stood guard over the plane.
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“Detective Lewis?”  The woman addressing him was 

wearing jeans and a rumpled polo, oddly casual for someone 

working at Andrews Air Force Base.  “I’m Catherine Turner, 

investigator in charge for this case.”

“Pleased to meet you.  That was quick work on your 

part, recovering the plane within a few hours.”

“There was a congressman inside and a Navy salvage 

ship nearby.  The NTSB, just like your agencies, can get things 

done faster when the government is enthusiastic about the task 

at hand.  No enthusiasm, no performance.”

“I should stress that we don’t yet have any evidence 

that Congressman DeAngelis’s death is part of the series of 

killings that have been taking place over the last two weeks.”

“Understood.  That’s what we’ll be looking to prove or 

disprove.  Is this your team?”

“Part of it.  Agent Colfax of the FBI and Dr. Roth, our 

medical examiner.”

“Great.  Shall we?”  Turner led the way across to the 

aircraft.  “Doctor, I take it you’ve established cause of death?”

“Nothing exotic.  You won’t find evidence of murder in 

the Congressman’s corpse.  He died from the effects of the 

crash, plain and simple.  There was blunt force trauma to the 

head--seeing the remains of the aircraft, we can assume it was 

caused by the collapse of the cockpit windows--which rendered 

him unconscious.  After that, he drowned.  His lungs were full 

of the Potomac and he displayed no symptoms that were 

inconsistent with that diagnosis.”

“In other words,” Turner summarized, “if he was 

murdered, he was murdered by means of tampering with his 

aircraft.”

“That’s a fair conclusion,” Roth agreed.

“What exactly happened yesterday?” Lewis said.  “I’m 

aware your investigators have been taking witness statements, 

but unless this turns out to be murder and not accidental death, 

it’s not a high priority for us.”
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Turner ran her fingertips over the wing of the plane and 

examined the thin film of oil they picked up.  “Congressman 

DeAngelis was escorted to his aircraft by agents from the FBI 

and the TSA.  Both volunteered to accompany him.  He 

declined, stating that he was no longer in Washington and thus 

was no longer in danger from your killer.”

“I’m sorry.  He was clear on that point?”

“Not only clear but emphatic.  Is it important?”

“Given our killer’s MO, yes, it’s very important.  But 

please continue.”

“There weren’t many operations out of Reagan 

yesterday and DeAngelis was cleared for takeoff right away.  I 

should mention that he’s been a licensed pilot for thirty years, 

with over five thousand hours total and nearly a thousand in 

this particular aircraft.  The controllers and ground crew are 

familiar with him.  He commutes between Washington and his 

district almost weekly at certain times of the year.  The 

controller who observed the takeoff noted that it used a lot of 

runway--far more than it should have.  Runway one-nine, 

which DeAngelis was using, is over seven thousand feet long.  

A Cessna 400 should get off the ground in about fifteen 

hundred feet.  Granted, it was hot and humid yesterday, which 

tends to extend the takeoff roll.  But even so, using most of the 

runway was extremely abnormal.  Either DeAngelis wasn’t 

paying attention--which the best pilots do sometimes--or there 

was something amiss with his aircraft.

“When he finally lifted off, the tower controllers said 

that he struggled to gain altitude.  He had reached about three 

hundred feet above ground level when they handed him over 

to departure control and told him to switch frequencies.  Before 

he could do so, the aircraft stalled.  It entered a spin and then 

inverted, probably due to the Congressman jerking the control 

stick in surprise.  With only a few hundred feet between him 

and the water, he didn’t have time to recover.  The aircraft 

pancaked into the river upside down, breaching the cabin, and 
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sank within a matter of seconds.  There were dozens of 

observers along the shoreline, particularly at the Washington 

Marina, and one man who was filming the takeoffs caught it on 

video, so there’s no ambiguity involved in establishing the 

chain of events.”

“Did DeAngelis issue a mayday call?”

“No.  He was likely too shocked to do so in time.”

“Did he make any attempt to exit the aircraft?” Colfax 

asked.

“Also no.  His seatbelt was still fastened and his hands 

were nowhere near it, nor did he have a knife with which to cut 

the belt in an emergency.  If Dr. Roth is correct, he would have 

been knocked unconscious on impact, which corroborates what 

we found.”

“None of us know airplanes,” Lewis said.  “You do.  

What’s the most likely cause of this crash?”

“Pilot error,” Turner said without hesitation.  “The 

number one cause of death in aircraft accidents is stalls in the 

pattern--that is, while circling the airport before landing or 

after takeoff.  And the most common cause of stalls is the pilot 

mismanaging the power.  I’ve seen it happen to students and 

airline captains alike.  DeAngelis was a good pilot, but if he 

was getting out of Dodge in a hurry to save his neck, he might 

not have been paying attention to what he was doing.”

“And there’s no way to tell if he made a mistake.”

“There is one suggestive indication so far.  When we 

pulled the plane out of the water, his original throttle setting 

was intact.  He was using less power than he normally should 

have for that takeoff, which is surprising.  After a thousand 

hours in one airplane, you set your controls automatically 

without thinking about it much.”

“If it wasn’t pilot error, what do you look for next?”

“Does this airplane have a glass cockpit?” Colfax said 

abruptly.

“Yes, a Garmin G2000.”
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“Is there any chance someone could have hacked the 

software and modified it to crash the plane?”

“Directly, no,” Turner said.  “The G2000 is a display 

only.  It is not a computer that commands the controls--fly-by-

wire is the usual term.  The control inputs are all hydraulic and 

mechanical.  Indirectly--I suppose it’s possible.  You could 

interfere with the software to cause it to give a false airspeed 

reading, which would lead to a stall.  But to do so, you would 

have to be physically connected to the aircraft’s computer with 

a cable.”

“We’ll review security footage to see who had access to 

the Congressman’s aircraft since his last flight.  We can also 

have our crime lab take a look at the computer to see if there 

was a breach.”

“I’ll check with my boss, but that should be fine,” 

Turner agreed.  “You’ve got the resources for it.”

“If it wasn’t pilot error,” Lewis said, “and it wasn’t 

hacked software, what would you look for next?”

“The mechanical equivalent of the tampered software 

hypothesis.  Specifically, a flaw in the pitot-static system.  The 

pitot tube is the device that feeds air to the plane’s instruments, 

which work off a pressure differential between the ram and 

static pressures.”  Turner indicated the silver tube underneath 

the aircraft’s wing.  “This is the pitot tube.”  Her eyes narrowed 

and she bent down to take a closer look.  She produced a lens 

from her pocket and scrutinized the end of the tube through it.

“Dr. Roth, would you hand me a dental pick off that 

table over there?”

Roth obliged.  Turner inserted the sharp end of the pick 

into the tube and pressed it.  To the detectives, she appeared to 

be trying to scrape something out of it.  Then she shook her 

head and stood up.

“There’s your murder,” she said.  “The inside of that 

tube is coated with some kind of hard resin or glue.  It’s 

manmade.  Usually when the pitot tube gets blocked, it’s by a 
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wasp trying to nest inside it, but this stuff is like cement.  It’s 

transparent and it doesn’t yield.  With that obstruction in place, 

DeAngelis would have gotten a faulty airspeed reading.  His 

instruments would have told him that he was moving faster 

than normal, and so he would have throttled back, when he 

was really moving slower than normal.  That’s why he 

struggled to climb out.  And as he climbed, the gap between his 

real airspeed and perceived airspeed would have grown due to 

the altitude change, leading him to throttle back even more or 

increase his angle of attack.  The result?  A stall and a spin into 

the Potomac.”

“And he wouldn’t have noticed this obstruction?”

“Not on a casual walkaround on a sunny day, 

especially if he was in a hurry.  It explains the atypical throttle 

setting as well.”

“Isn’t there an alarm system in place to warn when 

something like this happens?”

“Of course.  The stall warning horn.  Get too close to a 

stall and it screams in your ears.  Let’s examine that next.”  

Turner touched a tiny metal tab that jutted out from the wing’s 

leading edge.  She wiggled it with her fingers, or attempted to, 

but it didn’t move.  “This is glued shut.  DeAngelis would have 

had no warning of his danger.”

“So his death was intentional,” Lewis said, “and 

whoever damaged his plane is our killer.”

“That sounds about right.”

“And getting onto the tarmac at Reagan is not easy.  We 

find a man with the opportunity to do so--we catch our guy.”

* * * * *

“Sorry to disappoint you,” Simonson said, “but nobody 

tampered with DeAngelis’s plane.”

“You’re kidding, right?”
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“I went over every minute of security footage from the 

hangar and tarmac since he last took it out.  The only two 

people who went anywhere near the aircraft were ground 

crew.  They both live in Arlington and they both were 

conveniently at home when we sent the Arlington PD over to 

take a look.  Neither one of them has anything to do with the 

other murders.  They both have alibis for most of them.”

“Someone put the glue in that pitot tube!” Lewis almost 

shouted.

“Neither of them touched the pitot tube.”

“Then how the hell did it get blocked?”

“I have no idea.”

“His crimes are moving from the merely difficult to the 

impossible,” Colfax said.

“Impossible or not, it happened.”

“That’s another one that Gallagher can’t work into his 

sex theory, at least.”

“Not a very comforting thought.  Did you get a 

statement from the Congressman’s staff?”

“Herrera did.  The chief of staff was coy and cagey.  He 

said that DeAngelis was just paying a routine visit to his 

district.  But Herrera got hold of a couple of interns who agreed 

that the late Congressman was pissed at us for not catching the 

killer and wanted to pull a Redmond without having to give 

up all the benefits of his position.  He tried to leave.  He didn’t 

make it.”

“Well, he can be pissed at the Arlington PD now for not 

solving his own murder.  It’s outside our jurisdiction.”

“Actually, it isn’t,” Simonson said.

“Excuse me?”

“DeAngelis died when he fell into the Potomac.  Unlike 

most border rivers, the Potomac isn’t split between the 

competing jurisdictions of the states on either side.  The DC 

border is the Virginia bank, not the center of the river.  Which 
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means DeAngelis was technically killed in DC, and our killer 

hasn’t broken his pattern.”

“Great,” Lewis said, sinking into his chair.  “The fan 

clubs are going to love that kind of detail.”

“They’re already loud in their appreciation.  And 

there’s more.”

“More?”

“Someone at the NTSB talked.  The internet is now very 

aware that DeAngelis’s aircraft was sabotaged.  It’s clear that 

the killer could have done the same kind of damage to a 

commercial jet carrying hundreds of passengers, but instead he 

picked a plane carrying one member of Congress.  He’s being 

hailed by his admirers as a true man of the people.”

“Just what we need.”

“Seriously, though,” Simonson said, “the chief came 

down here while you were out.  This won’t hit the news till 

tomorrow, but two more congressmen are going to be 

resigning their seats.”

There was a dead silence in the office.

“He’s winning.”
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Chapter Thirteen

“You have something for me?” Director Foley asked.

“A report on the incident involving the suspect who 

was killed by our SWAT team the day before yesterday,” Chief 

McGarr said.  “As a courtesy, I thought I’d deliver it in person 

and ask if you had any revisions you’d like to suggest.”

“That was quick work,” Foley replied, accepting the 

folder from her with a hand that didn’t so much as tremble.  

Her eyes lingered on it for just a second too long to escape his 

notice.  Instead of taking exception to the faint surprise her 

look revealed, he smiled.  “My doctor has me on some excellent 

medications.  Would you like a referral?”

“Thanks, no.  I worked cases as a patrol officer that 

were a lot more stressful than this one is.”

“I’m surprised.”

“When you’re fresh out of college and having to look at 

dead bodies on a weekly basis, when the most tragic thing you 

ever saw growing up was a dead goldfish, the shock is a lot 

greater than when you’ve spent a career dealing with hundreds 

of them.  And you feel emotion more keenly when you’re 

young.  At this point--I don’t care much who dies.  I’ve done 

my job.”
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“Your detachment is admirable, but some of us don’t 

have that to fall back on,” Foley said politely.  He flipped 

through the report.  “This is unusually brief.”

“Easier for the press to comprehend that way.”

“You intend to release it immediately?”

“We can’t afford to wait.  Waiting is a bad policy in any 

accidental shooting.  In this case, where the department has 

higher priorities to deal with and a public that already feels it’s 

been cheated by a lack of official candor, it’s an even worse 

policy.”

“Hence your interest in my views.  Would you like me 

to read it now?”

“Unless you’ve got something more pressing than a 

dozen homicides on your plate.”

Fifteen minutes later Foley closed the folder.  “I see 

nothing in that document that requires explanation.  The 

Bureau was not directly involved, except for the fact that two of 

our agents were present at the scene.  Your officers seem to 

have reacted appropriately under fire.”

“Then you’ll endorse our views publicly if it comes 

down to that.”

“I see.  You’re fishing for influential support.”

“The MPD isn’t going to win any popularity contests 

for taking out a violent drunk when there’s a serial killer 

roaming Washington.  Having the FBI behind us doesn’t make 

all the difference, but it does make a difference.”

“I have no choice in the matter.  We must present a 

united front until this case is solved.  In self-defense if nothing 

else.”

The phone on Foley’s desk buzzed.  “Sir, Secretary 

Culligan is on the line.”

“What the hell does he want now?” McGarr said.

“Can’t you guess?”  Now that he was no longer in a 

constant state of panic, Foley’s keen brain and political savvy 

were functioning again.  “He’s scented this and wants to head 
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it off.”  He tapped the folder he’d just closed, then pushed the 

speaker button on his phone.  “Put him through, please.”

“Good morning, Director.”

“Good morning, Mr. Secretary.”

“I’d like to speak to you about a report that the MPD is 

planning to release to the press without proper due diligence.”

“Mr. Secretary,” McGarr said in her sweetest voice, 

“may I ask how you became aware of my department’s 

intentions?  I certainly did not inform you of them.”

There was a momentary hesitation in Culligan’s voice.  

“Through channels, Chief.  I was, however, unaware that you 

were consulting with the FBI on this report.”

“I was asked to review its contents, not to contribute to 

it,” Foley interjected.  “It seems to be an accurate and concise 

statement of the facts.  There is no reason the MPD should not 

release it to the press whenever they see fit.  I understand that 

the press have been asking questions.  They deserve answers.”

“I disagree with you completely, Director.  That report 

cannot be released.”

“As a matter of security, of course?”

“It is incomplete, to begin with.  Forty-eight hours is not 

sufficient time in which to ascertain all the relevant facts 

surrounding a police shooting.  More importantly, it is an 

admission of guilt.”

“Mr. Secretary, the American public is already well 

aware that a SWAT team shot a drunk who was waving a gun 

around.  There is nothing secret about this affair, and there 

shouldn’t be.”

“This report further damages the reputation and 

standing of the United States government and the forces of law 

and order at a period when they are already under siege.  It is 

not in the national interest for any law enforcement 

organization to admit to any violations of protocol or abuse of 

their authority.”
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“What about waterboarding a suspect to death?” 

McGarr asked.  “Doesn’t that count?  Or does the abuse of 

one’s authority only matter if one admits to it--or is caught 

abusing it?”

“That was uncalled for,” Culligan’s voice rasped.

“That was most definitely called for,” Foley said.  

“Really, Mr. Secretary, your flagrant hypocrisy--”

“Director, that is not the issue under discussion.  I had 

hoped to find you in a sensible, and dare I say patriotic, mood 

this morning.  Will you support the DHS’s view that the MPD 

report ought to be withheld for the time being?”

“No.”

“That’s your final answer?”

“Are you suddenly Regis Philbin or something?  Yes, 

that’s my final answer.”

“Then I regret to have to inform you that the President 

has decided that the report should be filed away for now.”  

Culligan didn’t sound the least bit regretful.  “He has spoken to 

the mayor, who will instruct Chief McGarr accordingly if she 

has not already heard from him.  Any attempt by Chief McGarr 

to leak the report to friendly journalists or to release it before 

she is instructed not to do so will be regarded by the Oval 

Office as a hostile action for which she will be prosecuted.”

Then Foley was guilty of an act of pique.  He hung up 

on the Secretary of Homeland Security.

“I want to know who the snitch is,” McGarr said softly.

* * * * *

“Hey!  Redmond!”

Brian Redmond turned around and inspected 

Representative Bruce Guthe with a critical eye.  The Tennessee 

Republican was flushed from a combination of unexpected 

activity and sudden anger.

“What the fuck are you doing here?”
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“Visiting,” Redmond said.  “And you?  You can’t be 

working here.  You haven’t done a lick of work in all the years 

I’ve known you, and it would be too much to ask for you to 

start now.”

Guthe’s skin tone began to shade from pink to purple.  

“You’re not welcome here.  Get out.”

“I have an appointment.”

“I said get out.  You quit.  You’re a coward.  You don’t 

belong in the same building with men and women fighting for 

their country’s good.”

“The only thing you ever fought for was a better space 

in line at McDonald’s.  I’ll leave when I feel like it.”

“I’ll call security and have them throw you out on your 

ass.”

“They like me better than you.  They always have.  And 

you know it.  Besides, if the Speaker vouches for me--”

“The hell he’d vouch for you!  So now you’re a liar as 

well as an ingrate?”

“Because I didn’t stand around and paint a target on 

my back?”

“This guy should have killed you first.”

“He’d have saved us all a lot of painful hours listening 

to you if he’d just cut your tongue out.  I’d have proposed a bill 

publicly thanking him if he’d done that.”

Guthe lunged at his former colleague.  Redmond 

ducked and tapped him neatly on the jaw.  The Tennessee 

congressman stumbled, shook himself, and struck out again.  

This time Redmond’s right fist connected with his eye and he 

went down, sliding across the polished marble floor.  His aides 

rushed to the rescue.  Redmond strolled away, ignoring the 

mess he left behind.

The doctor at George Washington University Hospital 

was unsympathetic.  “If you call a man half a dozen names and 

then attack him, he’s going to deck you.  Congressman or not, 

you should know that.”  He pulled a stitch taut and gave Guthe 
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another opportunity to exercise the more profane words in his 

vocabulary.

“Shut up and fucking sew,” Guthe snarled.  He was 

holding an ice pack to his damaged eye.  He had considered 

having his staff retain a makeup artist, but there wasn’t time 

for that.  Besides, it might look better on camera if he was 

visibly damaged.  “How many reporters turned up?” he 

demanded of the aide hovering nearby.

“Over a dozen, sir.  And some local bloggers who 

happened to be in the area.  And we have a strong contingent 

of student journalists as well.”

“Good.  See about arranging an exclusive interview 

with one of the latter afterwards.  If they want it.”

“I’m not going to bandage the wound,” the doctor 

interrupted.  “It’ll do better exposed now that it’s stitched up.  

I’ll give you a prescription for some painkillers if it begins to 

ache.  And if you experience any blurred vision, headaches, or 

nausea, those could be signs of more extensive trauma, so get 

yourself to an emergency room right away.  As for the eye--”

“I’ve had black eyes before.  I can see fine.  Are we done 

here?”  Guthe heaved himself off the exam table.  “Give the 

prescription to him, I’ve got work to do.”  He headed for the 

elevator.

Eager to capitalize on his newfound status as 

Redmond’s victim, Guthe had called a press conference on the 

steps of the hospital.  Administrators were hovering in the 

lobby, but they made no move to stop him as he crossed to the 

doors, his staff trailing behind him.  It does not pay to offend a 

congressman, especially one who is both battered and 

temperamental.  Outside, a microphone had been set up and 

was waiting for him.  He grinned, then composed his 

expression in a hurry.

“Good afternoon,” he said to the crowd.  There were at 

least fifty or sixty people there, he estimated.  Members of 

Congress do not often give impromptu press conferences on 
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college campuses.  “Thank you all for coming, and I apologize 

for my unkempt appearance.  I would like to thank the medical 

staff here at GWU for their care and assistance at a difficult 

time.

“My injuries are a result of an altercation this morning 

with Mr. Redmond, who until recently represented Colorado in 

the House.  I was surprised to see him loitering outside the 

offices of some of my fellow legislators, and I took the 

opportunity to remonstrate with him on the weakness of his 

behavior in resigning from Congress at such a critical juncture 

in our nation’s history.  My reward for my efforts--well, you 

can see what it was.”  He gestured in the direction of his 

swollen cheek.

“Are you saying Redmond hit you?” someone in the 

crowd demanded.

“I’m not saying he did.  He did.  Pure and simple.  But I 

guess we can’t blame him too much, right?  He’s feeling guilty 

now.  He backed out of his sacred duty as a member of the 

United States government.  He deserted his constituents in a 

time of need.  So naturally he lashed out at someone who 

pointed out to him the reprehensible nature of his actions.

“I mean, what else can you call a man who gives up and 

goes home when his job puts him in danger?  We’re here to 

serve, not for our own personal benefit.  What Mr. Redmond 

did was shameful.  And I’m disgusted to have learned since 

that no fewer than three more members of Congress have 

resigned their seats.  It’s appalling.  It’s downright yellow.  

Now, more than ever, we’re needed by the people of this great 

country.  It’s our time to lead by example.  And here some of 

their leaders are running away scared!  I can only hope that 

when the voters replace them, they’ll choose candidates who 

have backbone for once.  I don’t want to end up dying of old 

age all alone in the House chamber because all my associates 

have resigned.  Sure, a serial killer is a threat, but let’s face it, 

he can’t get us all, either.  And before he can, we’ll get him.”
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“Congressman, do you think that when the killer is 

caught, he should get the death penalty?” one of the reporters 

yelled.

“Absolutely.  The way I see it, he deserves it about 

seven different ways.  For killing members of Congress, for 

conspiracy, for using chemical weapons, for hijacking an 

aircraft, for using stolen firearms--all the separate offenses of 

which he’s guilty are clearly outlined in Title 18.  Would I 

regret his death?  No.  I only regret that he doesn’t have seven 

lives, so that we can take one in return for each separate capital 

crime of which he’s guilty, or twelve, so that we can take one in 

return for each life he’s stolen away.  In fact--”

Guthe stopped and looked at the arrow protruding 

from his chest before collapsing backward onto the sidewalk.

* * * * *

“Don’t say it.”

“I can’t help myself.”

“Try harder.”

“Nope, can’t resist.  Do you think--”

“Colfax!”

“All right, all right.  But do you think Guthe got the 

point?”

“That was awful.”

“I know.”

“You’d better pray that one of these guys hasn’t got a 

parabolic microphone.”  They were standing at the center of a 

circle of reporters and bystanders held back by a few scattered 

patrolmen.  The clicking of the cameras was audible, even on a 

busy street corner.  Between them was the red smear left 

behind by Guthe’s body before the doctors and nurses had 

rushed out from the hospital to drag him indoors.  “At least the 

murder wasn’t being broadcast.”
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“Actually,” Simonson began, “it was.  Slow news day 

and one local channel was carrying the Congressman’s press 

conference live.  And a blogger was streaming it to his 

followers.  That video may get pulled by Google, but it’s still 

up for now.  Which means it’s already been copied and 

distributed beyond recall.  Should I ask them to delete it?”

“No.  Get in touch and ask them to keep it online.  That 

works to our advantage.  People who think this killer is a hero 

for standing up to Congress might change their minds once 

they see a congressman’s blood pumping out of his heart in 

real time.”

“This isn’t the eighties.  You know, when Robert Budd 

Dwyer shot himself at a press conference.  People aren’t so 

squeamish anymore.  And the pressure for ratings is worse.  It 

may not have the effect you hope.”

“But we can at least try.  Suppressing the video would 

look foolish.”

“Still tender about that conversation with the chief this 

morning?”

“Tender doesn’t do justice to my feelings.  Culligan--”

“Just be thankful he never decided to go into our line of 

work.”

“At this point I really can’t be thankful for that.  What I 

am thankful for is a potential break in the case.”

“How do you figure?”

“Can you pull up the footage of Guthe’s death again?” 

Lewis asked.  Simonson obliged and held out his tablet.  “Fast 

forward it to the moment the arrow hit him.  Right there.  

Okay.”  Lewis threw a blanket over the bloodstain and stepped 

onto it.  He placed himself in front of the microphone, right 

where Guthe had been standing when he was shot.  “We can 

see the position of the arrow in that video, and we can see 

where it’s embedded in the body as well.  Both pieces of 

evidence show that it was shot down into the Congressman’s 

chest at an extreme angle of depression.  It was also angled 
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slightly to the side.  So it was shot from above and to the right 

of Guthe.  Where does that tell us it came from?”

Colfax circled around and crouched down next to 

Lewis, putting her eyes on a level with his chest, where she was 

imagining a hypothetical arrow would be.  “The roof of that 

building over there, whatever it is.”

“Right.  Simonson?”

“That’s Ross Hall.  Houses GWU’s medical school.”

“It houses classrooms and labs?”

“Yep.”

“Perfect,” Lewis said.  “People can walk in and out of it 

all day since it would be unlocked during business hours.  It’s 

the start of the semester, and most of the students coming and 

going won’t know each other by sight yet.  Or the professors or 

lecturers, for that matter.”

“What about roof access?”

“Let’s go take a look.  Simonson, come with us and start 

going through their surveillance video.”

They left him at the security office, where an 

uncomfortable guard watched him begin the process of 

plugging into the GWU network.  Lewis and Colfax followed a 

nervous janitor to the top of the roof access stairwell.  The door 

that confronted them was securely locked.

“Doesn’t appear to have been picked,” Lewis observed.

Colfax examined it more closely.  “BEST brand.  Used 

by institutions all over the country.  Seven pins.  Harder to pick 

by hand, but a bump key or pick gun would open it in a few 

seconds.  Without an electronic lock, there would be no real 

access barrier to our killer, not with his known skills.”

“I doubt he left anything behind, but we’ll take a look at 

the roof anyway.”  Lewis motioned to the janitor.  “Open it, 

please.”

The roof of Ross Hall was filled with elaborate air 

conditioning and heating machinery.  Tangles of pipes and 

utility boxes filled most of the vacant space except for an 

206



uncluttered walkway near the parapet.  It had a clear line of 

sight to the hospital curb where Guthe had been shot.

“Thirty or forty yards total distance,” Lewis estimated.  

“Not a very long range for a competent archer.  And gravity 

was working in his favor.”

“But a bow isn’t like an AR-15 or a nice shotgun,” 

Colfax said.  “You can’t break it down and conceal it.  He’d 

have had to have walked out of here with a case that looked 

like it was holding a weapon.”

“Not necessarily.  When I was a kid I had a recurve bow 

that broke down into three pieces.  Depending on the size of 

the killer’s weapon, he could have disassembled it and put it 

into a backpack or briefcase with no trouble at all.”

“And the arrow?”

“He could have slid it up the leg of his pants.  It might 

have made him walk funny, but it would have passed for a 

limp.  And once he’d fired it, he would no longer have an 

impediment to his getaway, either.”

“If it was next to his skin we should be able to pull 

DNA off it.”

“We can try, but I’m not optimistic.  Given that we 

haven’t gotten results from anything he’s touched so far, I’m 

sure he’s taken precautions.  He’s wearing some kind of suit 

that covers his body or something.”

“Which brings us to the next major question.”  Colfax 

leaned against the parapet and folded her arms.  “Our killer 

has a penchant--not a compulsion or a rule, but a penchant--for 

killing his victims at a point in their daily routine when that 

routine has left them vulnerable to the particular form of attack 

he’s selected.  Williams on his morning run, Holahan while at 

evening prayers, Osman walking to his car, Haines stepping 

out of Union Station--he observed their routines and made his 

plans accordingly.  They were creatures of habit, which made 

his job easier: he could rely on their fitting into his plans.  
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Unintentional cooperation.  But unless we assume that he was 

working with Redmond--”

“Which Guthe’s friends would like us to believe at the 

moment.  But continue.”

“Unless we assume he was working with Redmond, 

and that Redmond intended to send Guthe to the hospital, and 

that he had some sure knowledge that the Congressman’s staff 

would bring him to GWU, there’s no way he could have 

predicted Guthe’s being here, in a convenient position to be 

shot from the roof of this building.”

“Correct.”

“Then why did he choose to shoot him here and now?”

“Opportunity, I suppose.  We’re supposed to be looking 

for a meticulous killer who loves routine.  This one is 

meticulous--but he’s displaying a flexibility we hadn’t 

anticipated.  He heard about Guthe’s press conference on the 

news, looked at the location, decided it was a great 

opportunity, picked up his bow, and showed up to the event.  

Then he walked away afterward.”

“You think he had the bow in readiness.”

“Of course.  That was a hunting broadhead.  It punched 

a hole in Guthe’s sternum and took out a quarter of his heart 

and still had enough energy to partially exit his body.  I 

imagine he was originally planning to use the arrow method in 

a less public way.  On another congressman going for a 

morning run, let’s say, or one walking his dog.  He could get 

within range, take the shot, and disappear without any visible 

evidence on his person.  Hell, he could probably run up and 

help the victim and no one would suspect him.  Except 

Gallagher.”

“And where would the congressman’s FBI escort be 

during this time?”

“The same place that Guthe’s was.  Alternately trying to 

provide first aid and standing over the body with his gun 

drawn, hoping that there wouldn’t be a rush or a followup 
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shot.  And by the time he realized that his wishes were coming 

true, he’d be busy escorting the congressman into surgery.”

“The side effect of their instructions never to leave their 

protectees alone.”

“That’s the catch.  And we can’t bait a trap with 

members of Congress, either.  No assigning them extra security 

and hoping he’ll go after them.  We haven’t got the resources.”

“We haven’t got any leads from this roof, either.”

“Maybe Simonson will have done better.”

Simonson had done better, as signified by the 

expression on his face and the presence of the very irate head 

of the campus police in the security office.  He resented that a 

congressman had been killed on his watch and on a facility 

under his control.  He resented that a detective of the 

Metropolitan Police, which had been instrumental in not 

catching the murderer, was hooked up to his network and 

making himself free of its contents.  He said so at length, both 

to Simonson and to the rent-a-cops in the background.  He 

would have said so to Lewis and Colfax, except that Simonson 

forestalled him with two magic words: “Got him!”

“Where?” Lewis demanded.

Simonson pointed to a figure on the screen.  He 

enlarged it.  The picture was fuzzy, but clear enough to show a 

student with glasses and a capacious backpack heading for the 

exit.  “There are no cameras in the stairwell, but I tracked him 

going into it before Guthe was shot and coming out of it 

afterwards.  Then he left the building.”

“And then?”

“I’ll have to look at the traffic cams to see where he 

went next.”

“You think a student committed this murder?” the 

police chief said disbelievingly.

“You’ve got twenty-five thousand students on this 

campus,” Lewis retorted.  “Do you think you can pick out one 

serial killer from among them?”
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Two hours later, Simonson had succeeded in tracing the 

escaping killer to the doors of a small coffee shop in Foggy 

Bottom.  The coffee shop had only a single security camera 

trained on the front door. It also had a rear door, and a 

convenient bathroom right next to that door--and it served 

hundreds of customers daily.  The baristas on duty had no 

recollection of the man in the photo that Herrera showed them.

“It looks like the killer swapped disguises and was long 

gone before we got anywhere near the hospital,” he reported to 

Lewis, who snapped a pencil in half in frustration.

* * * * *

“And what can I do for you?” Chief McGarr asked.

Brian Redmond smiled courteously.  “You can cure my 

insomnia.”

“I’ve heard a lot of strange requests in my life, but that 

one definitely makes my top ten.  How do you suppose I can 

do that?”

“I’m losing sleep at night over a vicious rumor that’s 

going around about the White House having ordered the MPD 

to suppress new evidence in the serial killer case.”

“First of all, you’re lying shamelessly,” McGarr said.  

“Second of all, we’ve been ordered to suppress no such 

evidence.  The MPD and the FBI are cooperating with the press 

to the best of our ability.  The public has a right to know.”

“Secretary Culligan would disagree with you on that.”

“Secretary Culligan would disagree with himself if he 

could find a good enough reason to do so.”

“You’ve met the gentleman.”

“As we understand it back home, he’s no gentleman.”

“No, he’s not.  So there’s nothing you’re holding back?”

“I don’t know where you heard that.  These stories do 

get garbled in transmission, after all.  I can’t abide people who 

gossip.”
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“Garbled, eh?”  Redmond steepled his fingers.  “What 

kind of story becomes transformed into something about 

suppression of evidence, I wonder?  The theme is 

suppression...the details might easily get confused.  And why 

would you suppress anything?”

“I haven’t the faintest idea.”

“Obviously because someone above your pay grade 

told you to, or brought pressure on you to that effect.  The 

mayor visited the Oval Office early this morning...have you 

spoken with him at all lately, Chief?”

“I keep him updated on recent developments, yes.”

“A recent development.  Something new that the White 

House doesn’t like--which is to say, that Culligan doesn’t like.  

And why wouldn’t he like it?  Because it would cast doubt on 

his pet theory that these killings are the work of a terrorist cell 

in our midst.  Or because it would impugn the government’s 

ability to solve the crimes, or the efficiency of its proceedings.”  

He straightened up in his chair.  “Government efficiency...to 

change the subject completely, when can we expect a report on 

the man who was killed by your SWAT team in Washington 

Heights?”

“The investigation is still open,” McGarr assured him.

“Any preliminary findings?”

“You know I can’t discuss an internal matter without 

counsel present.”  McGarr stood up.  “I hate to kick you out, 

Mr. Redmond, but I do have some work to do.  Perhaps if 

you’re interested in the serial killer case I could take you down 

to Detective Lewis?”

“I’d appreciate that, thanks.”

Three minutes later McGarr was expressing regret that 

Lewis was not currently in his office.  “But you’re welcome to 

wait if you like.”

“Much obliged.”  As soon as the door closed behind 

her, Redmond reached into Lewis’s desk drawer and rifled 

through his folders.  He selected a thin one, opened it, and 
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photographed the few pages it contained before putting it back.  

Then he seated himself and closed his eyes, relaxing while he 

awaited the detective’s return.  It wouldn’t do to spoil the game 

by being hasty.
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Chapter Fourteen

A man in a leather jacket walked out of the Star and 

Shamrock on H Street.  He looked before jaywalking across the 

road to where his car was parked.  With admirable control, he 

unlocked the door and pulled a U-turn, heading east.  H Street 

merged into Benning Street and angled away through 

Anacostia Park.  The pavement was slick and shiny in the glare 

of the streetlights.  A light rain had been falling for the past 

hour, leaving every surface in the district with a mingled film 

of water and oil glistening on its surface.  The roads were 

empty.  The man in the leather jacket shifted into high gear, 

confident in his own powers as a motorist, disdainful of the 

police’s ability to stop him.  He knew they were busy keeping 

watch over nearly a thousand congressman and bureaucrats, 

too busy to stop a speeding driver who was not quite drunk 

enough to be over the legal limit.  Besides, the golden badge 

inside his jacket had its uses.  He could always plead official 

business and get off scot-free if he was stopped.

The road twisted as it crossed the river.  Trees loomed 

out of the darkness on either side.  They looked like snakes in 

the glare of the headlights, snakes writhing in the middle of a 

terrible torture and frozen into a series of brief snapshots 

framed by the swish of the wiper blades.  And then another 

image: a figure standing by the side of the road, hand extended 
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in a universal gesture.  The man behind the wheel curled his 

lip.  He thought of speeding by, but realized that the would-be 

hitchhiker was wearing a uniform.  He owed it to the 

camaraderie of the services to give him a ride.  Grudgingly, he 

braked and came to a stop right next to the man, who he 

observed wore the stripes of a navy lieutenant.  He rolled down 

the window.

“Hop in,” he invited.

“No, thank you,” the naval officer said with a slight 

smile.

“Huh?”  It was at that point in their conversation that 

the driver noticed the gun in the officer’s hand.  It fired once.

The officer stepped back and was lost in the gloom of 

the trees.

* * * * *

A man rolled over in bed, dreaming a disjointed and 

painful dream.  He was too deep into unconsciousness to sense 

a footstep in the hall of his apartment building, or to hear the 

faint clicks as a thin metal strake forced back the three pins on 

the deadbolt of his front door.  He never stirred as the door 

opened and closed with painful slowness.  He didn’t respond 

to the silenced footsteps that moved across his living room and 

halted at his bedroom door.

Somewhere in his dream, he heard a strain of music.  It 

surged with joy, increased in volume, wrapped itself around 

his thoughts.  He drifted with the ideas it conjured up.  But 

then it built in intensity, no longer entirely pleasant, no longer 

a background.  It grew louder.  He found it separating from his 

dreams--and abruptly he was awake, with the music a reality 

instead of a thing of imagination.  Groggy, he turned over, and 

as if it was responding to him, the music diminished to 

nothing.
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He sat up, expecting to see his phone flashing some 

kind of notification at him.  Instead he saw a dark form at the 

foot of his bed, with one hand extended in front of it--and the 

imperceptible gleam of night lights on blued metal.

“What the fuck?”  He reached automatically for his 

nightstand drawer and the Glock 19 that lay in wait there.

The gun in the stranger’s hand fired once.

* * * * *

A man who was exercising put his dumbbell down and 

listened.  His biceps burned from the effort, but he was used to 

that.  It was part of his morning routine.  Even though it was 

only four o’clock, he had an early shift to get to and was 

religious in his devotion to his workout routine.  The effort, 

however, was not responsible for the noise he heard, which 

was too unusual, too distinctive, to be his ears ringing from 

muscular strain.

There it was again.  A tinkle of glass.  And a third time.  

Was a neighbor dropping a whole shelf full of glasses? he 

wondered.  He had thought he was the only one in the whole 

building awake at this hour.  Besides, it almost sounded as if it 

had come from outside.

His suspicions were confirmed when he heard the dull 

clang of metal striking metal.  He strode over to the window 

and looked out.  Below him, in the parking lot, a man in a 

hooded sweatshirt was taking a crowbar to a car.  His car.

“Shit!”  He turned and raced out of his apartment, 

thundering down the nearby stairwell, not really caring who 

heard him.  If they hadn’t already been awakened by the 

vandal, the noise he made was sure to rouse them.  He tore out 

of the exit into the parking lot.  It was empty, and his car was a 

wreck, the windows shattered, the hood and doors dented, the 

headlights broken.  He cursed--until he heard a footstep behind 

him.
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The man who had ruined his car was facing him, and he 

knew instinctively that the face he was looking at was one that 

any of his coworkers would have given ten years off their lives 

to see.

The gun in the vandal’s hand fired once.

* * * * *

“Bad news,” Roth said.

“Please tell me I’m being paranoid,” Lewis begged.

“You’re not.  All three men were killed by the same 

weapon at close range--within a few yards.  It was a Smith & 

Wesson Model 10.”

“Another killing with a point,” Colfax said.  The Model 

10 had been the gun of choice for every police department in 

the United States for decades.  For three policemen to be 

murdered with one--and the same one, no less--was sending a 

clear message.  And it was a message they had come to expect 

from one particular source.

“It doesn’t fit,” Lewis said, shaking his head.  “I can’t 

believe it.  Our guy kills government officials, and he does it 

with sophistication.  These are crude, almost amateurish hits.  

On police officers.  It’s got to be a copycat.”

“I disagree.  They’re not amateurish at all.  Again, we 

have no clues.  No fibers, no DNA, no security footage, no 

fingerprints.  One picked lock and one damaged car, both of 

which were used to gain access to the victims.  No robbery, no 

burglary, no carjacking.  Surgical executions, presumably with 

a silenced weapon, since no one heard the shots.  And let’s not 

forget the thread that tied all three of our victims together.  

They were the three members of our SWAT team who fired the 

shots that killed our Washington Heights suspect.”

“But the pattern!”

“Now you’re sounding like Gallagher.  Revulsion of 

feeling?”
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“It’s got to be a copycat.”

“No, it doesn’t.  Our man kills those in power, right?  

We made a mistake and shot an innocent man.  Now he’s 

punishing us for that, because we stepped outside our role as 

protectors of the community to take on the role of tyrants.  

Severe, but logical within his frame of reference.”

“But three in one night?  We’ve almost become used to 

a murder a day, or every other day.  Three in one night, 

though--”

“It wasn’t hard,” Simonson said.  “There was an 

intrusion into our personnel database yesterday afternoon.  

Our counterintelligence people couldn’t trace it, and the NSA 

isn’t having any more luck than we did--the signal was routed 

through too many proxies, and even if we found the source, it 

would probably turn out to be a computer that’s at the bottom 

of the Potomac in pieces right now.  Anyway, he pulled our 

victims’ addresses out of the emergency contact list and went 

off to shoot them.”

“There’s a problem with that.  The first murder was 

committed on Benning Street--”

“Which lies between the home of the officer who was 

killed and the Star and Shamrock pub, where he was drinking 

last night.  He was indiscreet enough to post on Facebook that 

he was going out for a night on the town with his buddies.  

Our killer decided to take him in Anacostia Park for greater 

anonymity.”

“We have a bigger problem to deal with,” Chief McGarr 

said from the far end of the conference table.  “One which is 

going to make us extremely unpopular.”

* * * * *

Lewis pushed his way through the lunch crowd at 

Johnny’s Half Shell, with Colfax right behind him.  Two other 

uniformed officers followed him.  His progress through the 
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restaurant put a halt to the activities of the waiters, except for 

the one who was clearing away the remains of crab cakes, 

rockfish, and flounder from the table where Brian Redmond 

was dining with half a dozen friends, including two sitting 

members of Congress.  Their FBI escorts loitered against the far 

wall, looking awkward.

“Brian Redmond?” Lewis asked.

“You know who I am, Detective.  Are you so hard up 

for leads that you have to interrupt lunch?”

“I’m sorry, sir, but I have a warrant here for your 

arrest.”

Redmond glanced over at a blonde girl at the end of the 

table.  “Adele?”

The girl stood up.  “I’m Adele van der Pole.  I’ll be 

representing Mr. Redmond’s interests.  Your warrant, 

Detective?”

Lewis handed it over.  “So you knew this was coming, 

eh?” he said to Redmond.  “That’s why you brought your 

lawyer to lunch.”  It is a police tradition that all suspects must 

be subjected to disparaging remarks and snide comments in an 

attempt to provoke them into making damaging statements 

which may then be used against them.

“Don’t answer that,” van der Pole said, not even 

bothering to look up from the papers.  “They tried a stunt like 

this on a guy named Kozloskian last week.  They have to 

pretend to be doing something useful with their otherwise 

tedious and pointless lives.”  She raised an eyebrow at Lewis.  

“Really, Detective?  Aiding and abetting?  Accessory before the 

fact to murder?  You’ll never make that stick.”

“Your client was responsible for the leakage of a 

confidential draft of an internal MPD report, which he gave to 

the press.  That draft contained the names of three officers 

under investigation in connection with a death that occurred 

during an MPD operation.  Because of your client’s disclosure 

of their names, they are now dead.”
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“Nope, sorry.  You’ll have to do better than that.”

“Those are the terms outlined in the warrant, ma’am.  

I’m instructed to execute it.”

“Now?  This minute?”

“My instructions were clear.”

“Oh, I see.  This isn’t about prosecuting my client for 

any theoretical breach of confidentiality.  This is about making 

an example of him.  Dragging him away from his friends to 

prove that the MPD still has the situation under control.”

“Save it for court, counselor,” Lewis said.  He gestured 

to the officers.

“Just a minute,” interrupted one of Redmond’s guests, 

standing up.  Lewis recognized him as the senior senator from 

Colorado.  “Is it really necessary for you to be here?  Can’t Mr. 

Redmond accompany you to headquarters quietly?  I’m sure 

that if I spoke to your chief...”  He droned on and on at some 

length.  Lewis couldn’t push him aside, because that would be 

disrespectful to an elected official who was over seventy, and 

doubly disrespectful to a distinguished army veteran.  He 

fidgeted impatiently while the Senator fenced with him.  

Meanwhile Redmond tucked into his dessert.  Lewis saw that 

and lost patience.

“Excuse me, sir, but I have a job to do.”  He circled 

around two other tables with his officers and came up behind 

his target.  “Let’s go, Redmond.”  They jerked him to his feet 

and handcuffed him.

“Hold on!”  Now it was a member of the Democratic 

National Committee who was blocking Lewis’s way.  “Why the 

cuffs?  Do you think he’s going to resist or something?”

“Sir, those are my orders.”  He was sweating.  The 

situation was getting out of control.

“You’re confirming our worst suspicions.  This is a 

disgraceful way to treat a man whose only crime is honesty.  

Keeping the public informed of things you tried to cover up for 

your own benefit.”  The committeeman’s voice rose and the 

219



restaurant as a whole was treated to a peroration on the topic 

of police corruption and abuse of power.  Until Colfax placed a 

firm hand on his shoulder.

“I think you’d better sit down and shut up,” she said 

savagely.  “Lewis, let’s get him out of here.  Don’t you see what 

they’re doing?  Some of them are fighting a delaying action 

while the rest are texting and tweeting all their friends to come 

to the rescue.”

“Oh, hell!” Lewis swore.  He and the two uniforms 

dragged Redmond to the door.  A cruiser was waiting at the 

curb, a few yards away--but it wasn’t close enough.  Half a 

dozen cameras clicked as they struggled to move Redmond, 

who was letting his feet drag, across the intervening stretch of 

sidewalk.  A reporter and cameraman threw themselves in 

front of the little group.

“Detective, do you think it’s ungrateful to--”

“Move!” Lewis bellowed.  He practically threw 

Redmond into the car and slid into the passenger seat.  “Go!” 

he yelled at the driver.  As the cruiser pulled away, he looked 

back at the restaurant.  Adele van der Pole, with a serene 

expression on her face, was emerging from the building.  The 

reporter made a dart at her.

Lewis punched the armrest in frustration.  The arrest 

was supposed to have been clean and impressive, impartial, 

juridical.  Instead, they’d been made to look like bullies trying 

to prevent justice.

In the back seat, Redmond chuckled.

* * * * *

“Any leads on the arrow that killed Guthe?”

Colfax shook her head.  “They sell those by the 

thousand.  It could have been pinched from anywhere or 

bought openly years ago in preparation for a future crime.  
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Gallagher is expanding his profile in light of that particular 

murder, though.”

“Oh, joy.  What’s he running after now?”

“He has the NSA looking for someone who’s a member 

of an archery club, has competed in archery competitions, or 

has taken out a bowhunting license.  And he’s combing 

Youtube for everyone who’s watched archery videos.”

“That’ll overwhelm him with data.”

“I know that, but he thinks that it will all come together 

magically at some point.”

“He’s an idiot trying to catch someone about twenty 

times smarter than him.”  Colfax was spared the necessity of 

having to defend her fellow agent by the sudden trilling of the 

office phone.  Lewis idly tapped the speaker button.

“Detective Lewis.”

The voice that came through was hesitant and at times 

washed out by background noise.  “Detective, my name is Rick 

O’Brien.  I thought I’d better get in touch with you directly 

given what’s happened.”

“Okay, Mr. O’Brien, and what exactly has happened?”

“Well...”  It seemed that the caller was trying to 

organize his thoughts.  “I know that I’m probably overreacting, 

but it occurred to me that this might be the work of your serial 

killer.  There’s no point in taking chances, right?”

“Serial killer?  Wait.  Are you at the scene of a crime?”

“Yes, I guess.”

“Okay, don’t move and we’ll be there immediately.  

What’s your location?”

There was a mirthless chuckle from O”Brien.  

“Detective, I’m in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean.”

“Then why the hell are you calling me?  And how did 

you even get this number?”

“Your operator put me through when I said I had a 

dead congressman on my boat.”
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“I see.”  Lewis shuddered in his chair, not wanting to 

think through the implications of that statement.  “Which 

congressman?”

“John Gannon of Kansas.  He is--that is, he was--a 

friend of my parents.  He came down for a week or so for some 

deep-sea fishing since Congress didn’t have much on the 

agenda and--well, since there was a killer going around taking 

out members of Congress.  I run a fishing tour company, by the 

way.  He wasn’t feeling the greatest when he got here.  So I 

thought sitting and fishing all day would be a nice low-key 

way for him to relax.  Then this morning, he didn’t wake up.”

“What symptoms did he display?”

“Ah...he was tired and weak.  He said it might just be a 

summer flu bug.  And he was having some trouble shaving 

because his skin started breaking out.  Some stomach pains, 

too.  I wondered if I’d cooked the tuna steaks enough but he 

assured me that he’d been feeling off color before he came on 

board.”

“That suggests nothing to me at the moment.  Are you 

the only one on the boat?”

“I have another guide with me as well.  Congressman 

Gannon was our sole passenger.  He liked his privacy.”

“I take it you’re on a satellite phone.  Can I put you on 

hold for a minute while I see about getting Gannon out of 

there?  And approximately where are you?”

“Sure, go ahead.  We’re about fifty miles due east of 

Miami right now.”

Lewis typed in another number on his phone.  It was 

answered on the first ring.  “Schiaparelli.”

“I need a favor.”

“The Navy is dying to oblige you.  I’ve been sitting and 

staring at my screen all day.  What’s up?”

“Do you have any ships with helicopters about fifty 

miles out of Miami?”
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“Let me look.”  There was the sound of muted 

keystrokes.  “I can do better than that.  The Coast Guard has an 

air station in Miami itself with HH-65 Dolphin helos.  Will that 

work?”

“I don’t know.  Can they grab a body off a boat in mid-

Atlantic?”

“A congressional body?”

“Yep.”

“Damn.  I don’t even want to know how that happened 

right now.  But yeah, their search and rescue crews should be 

able to do it.  Will they need a body bag?”

“The boat is a fishing charter, so I imagine yes.”

“I’ll have the chopper take one out.  Do you intend to 

bring the congressman back to Washington for the autopsy?”

“Yes, if possible.  I don’t know how difficult it is to 

arrange for a special plane--”

“I can take care of that, too.  We’ve got some P-3 Orion 

aircraft conducting exercises in the area.  I can have one 

diverted to Miami to pick up the congressman before the 

helicopter returns.  With any luck your body should be in 

Washington in four hours.  Do you have the boat’s position?”

“I’ve got the captain on another line.  I’ll conference him 

in.”

Five minutes later Lewis hung up the phone and buried 

his face in his hands.

“I don’t like it, either,” Colfax said, “but it happened in 

international waters and we’ve got as good a claim to 

jurisdiction as anybody.”

“Jurisdiction--who cares?  If our killer is expanding his 

range of operations--”

“Then if Congress breaks up and its members scatter 

back to their homes, they won’t be safe even on distant ranches 

or in luxury high-rises.  But it also means that the killer’s 

carefully evolved plans for murder within the borders of DC 

will go all to pieces.  He’ll have to slow his rate of killing, if 
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only because it will take time for him to travel, and that will 

increase the likelihood that we’ll spot him through a process of 

elimination if for no other reason.  So I don’t think he would be 

foolish enough to depart from his principle of killing 

exclusively within the District.”

“Agreed.  It makes sense.  And yet we’ve got a dead 

congressman in the Atlantic Ocean off the Florida coast.”

“Maybe he was killed before he left.  Like DiMarco was.  

A pill, a shot, something he wouldn’t consume until later.”

“But we don’t know that yet.”  Lewis refused to be 

comforted.

* * * * *

The slate-gray Navy aircraft touched down at Andrews 

three hours and fifty-seven minutes after Schiaparelli had hung 

up the phone with the commander of the Coast Guard 

detachment in Miami.  It pulled off the runway and halted 

immediately, not bothering to taxi to the parking area.  A 

hearse with a joint MPD-Air Force escort was waiting.  Two 

coroner’s assistants raced across to the aircraft, whose crew 

lowered the corpse down to them on a stretcher.  They hurried 

it into the vehicle and the little convoy took off at full speed, 

being waved through the gates by MPs who were on the 

lookout for them.  It was an exceptional occasion.

“You did a great job arranging all this,” Lewis said to 

Schiaparelli at the morgue.

“About time I made a contribution,” the NCIS agent 

said.  “I hope he’s intact.”

“O’Brien called us right away, and your planes were 

fast.  Rigor probably hasn’t passed off yet.  And the Coast 

Guard said they iced him down with the contents of the boat’s 

fish lockers.”

There was a clatter of footsteps in the hallway, and the 

two men with the stretcher came into the exam room.  They 
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hoisted what was left of Gannon up onto the table and 

carefully extracted him from the body bag.

“Dear God,” Lewis said softly.  The corpse was stiff, as 

he’d expected, but he wasn’t prepared for the sight of the dead 

congressman’s face.  It looked like a topographical map of a 

vast mountain range.  Formerly smooth skin had become 

ridged and dented.  In places, every pore was inflamed or 

swollen.  Lewis reached for the tablet he’d brought with him 

and pulled up Gannon’s official portrait.  It showed a 

handsome man in his sixties, with swept-back gray hair.  The 

features were the same, or almost the same, but the details of 

those features were distorted and coarsened.

“Yes.”  Roth had come up behind him and was looking 

over his shoulder at the photo.  His eyes flickered back and 

forth between it and the corpse.  “Striking, isn’t it?  And he’s 

lost weight.”  Lewis hadn’t noticed that at first.  The body on 

the table was a good deal more gaunt than the one in the 

picture.

Roth crossed over to the exam table and ran a gloved 

finger over the surface of the congressman’s cheek.  “What 

symptoms did his charter captain describe?”

“He wasn’t terribly clear, but he mentioned--that.  He 

also said that Gannon felt weak and had little energy, and had 

complained about digestive pain.”

“We’ve got an agent from the Miami field office trying 

to get more details from him.  His boat just docked,” Colfax 

added.

“That’s fine for administrative purposes, but I can tell 

you what he died from right now.”

“Without even an autopsy?”  Lewis was incredulous.

“Oh, yes.  The chloracne--the eruption of the skin--is 

quite distinctive by itself.  The other symptoms confirm the 

diagnosis.  Gannon was poisoned with dioxin, most probably 

with 2,3,7,8-tetrachlorodibenzo-p-dioxin, or TCDD, the most 

lethal form.”
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“Dioxin,” Schiaparelli said.  “Agent Orange.”

“That’s half true.  TCDD was a contaminant in Agent 

Orange, not an actual component of the mixture, which 

consisted of two less complex herbicides.  But one of those 

herbicides was tainted with residual TCDD during the 

manufacturing process.  It was that accidental contamination 

that was responsible for the vast majority of long-term medical 

consequences that have been reported.”

“I thought the problem with dioxin was that it’s a 

carcinogen.”

“It acts as such over an extended period of time, yes.  

But make no mistake, it is lethal in a single dose provided that 

the quantity administered is large enough.”

“How large?”

“That varies.  The mammal with perhaps the greatest 

sensitivity to TCDD is the mink.  Resistance to its effects 

increases to a certain extent with the complexity of the 

organism, but this is not always a straightforward process.  A 

hamster can withstand thousands of times the lethal dose for a 

guinea pig.  In one study, a rhesus monkey which received a 

dose of five milligrams per kilogram of its body weight 

survived; a monkey that received seventy-five milligrams per 

kilogram died.  Ukrainian presidential candidate Victor 

Yushchenko survived an attempt on his life that was made 

with a dose of approximately two grams.”

“I recall the case,” Colfax said.  “I thought the 

appearance of Gannon’s face looked familiar.”

“Yes, Yushchenko showed highly visible chloracne as a 

result of the attempt, and still does to a certain extent.”

“So we can assume that Gannon was given a much 

higher dose.”

“Yes.  I would estimate ten to twenty grams, though 

until I take tissue samples I can’t give you a more accurate 

figure.”
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“That’s too much for him to have popped a pill and 

died in his sleep,” Lewis noted.

“Of course,” Roth said.  “And furthermore, TCDD is 

not a rapidly-acting substance.  It takes from one to six weeks 

for acute dioxin poisoning to cause death.”

“Are you saying that Gannon was poisoned weeks 

ago?”

“Without a doubt, otherwise he wouldn’t be on my 

table now.”

“In that case...”

“He may have been the first victim, not the fourteenth,” 

Colfax said, finishing Lewis’s thought.

“Which means he would have been poisoned while still 

in Washington.”

“And he only left after the murders began.  In response 

to the murders.  So the killer intended that he should die here, 

and it was an unforeseen act of Gannon’s that prevented that.”

“The pattern is intact.  Would he have died if he had 

remained here?” Lewis asked the medical examiner.

“Oh, yes.  There is no antidote for dioxin.  There has 

been some success in flushing it from the body with fatty 

compounds like olestra, since it dissolves readily in fats, but 

that is still experimental and does not have guaranteed success.  

Most likely Gannon would have felt weakness coming on and 

stayed home, thinking that it was a temporary infection.  The 

chloracne he would have attributed to stress.  By the time he 

sought out a doctor, he would have had no chance of 

recovery.”

“Why dioxin, though?  Colfax said.  “It doesn’t sound 

like an efficient poison.  Good old-fashioned arsenic would 

have done the job more quickly and with less.”

“That’s easy,” Schiaparelli said unexpectedly.  He 

appeared disconcerted by their blank stares.  “Oh, come on.  

What was Gannon’s one accomplishment?  The only reason 
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that people who weren’t his constituents ever gave him the 

time of day?”

“I never heard of him,” Lewis said.  “Or if I did, I don’t 

remember it.”

“I’ve been reading up on congressional biographies in 

my now greatly extended spare time.  Gannon was hated by 

environmentalists for his opposition to the EPA and his 

advocacy for genetically modified crops.  They called him 

‘Monsanto’s best friend in Congress.’  The phrase was used as 

a headline more than once.”

“So he was poisoned with an exotic chemical?”

“With an exotic chemical that was also the most toxic 

compound in Agent Orange.  Which was manufactured 

primarily by the Monsanto Chemical Company.”

“What an intellectually nasty way to go,” Roth 

commented, bending over the body.

* * * * *

Herrera opened Gannon’s refrigerator and looked 

through it.  The late Congressman had occupied a musty old 

house in north Washington.  “Nothing.  He cleaned things out 

before he left.”

Simonson was picking through the trash.  “Banana 

peels, a couple of milk cartons, empty dinner trays.  Not very 

enlightening.”

“Our killer certainly isn’t an elitist.  He kills a 

multimillionaire and a working-class slob with the same 

indifference.”

“I imagine they don’t appreciate equality in death.  

DiMarco and Marzec wouldn’t, for sure.”

“They liked the high life.  Let’s clean out his medicine 

cabinet.”

Three hours later Lewis got a call from Roth.
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“It was the milk carton,” the medical examiner said.  

“Enormous quantities of dioxin.  Based on the sell-by date and 

the stage of decay, Gannon probably ingested the poison about 

three weeks ago, in two or three separate doses.”

“Wouldn’t he have tasted that much of it?”

“No.  TCDD is fat-soluble, remember.  It would have 

dissolved in the milk and become unnoticeable.  He has no 

family here and never has visitors.  Find someone who gained 

access to his house and tampered with his milk, and you’ve got 

your killer.”  Roth hung up.

“Untraceable,” Lewis moaned.  “There’s no way in hell 

anyone will remember who might have been loitering around 

his house three weeks ago.”
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Chapter Fifteen

The white marble stairs of the Russell Senate Office 

Building were dark with the suits of FBI agents.  The agents 

themselves were frowning, feeling the pressure of their jobs.  

Congressmen passed between them one at a time, single 

figures exposed to the scrutiny of dozens of pairs of eyes.  Their 

police escorts waited outside.  On this particular afternoon, the 

building was deserted except for a hundred or so federal 

operatives and twenty-seven members, who were meeting for 

a conference that was unique in the history of the institution.

They filed into the Kennedy Caucus Room and made 

themselves comfortable.  Above them, the ornate Beaux-Arts 

chandeliers glowed softly, emitting warm light that was 

reflected from the yellowing marble of the walls and was 

absorbed by the rich blue of the carpet underfoot.  The room 

had been cleared of its usual fixtures and a single large table 

placed at its center.  Against the far wall, a buffet had been set 

up, but it had not yet been stocked.

The room was exceptionally quiet today.  No 

conversations sprang up among the members as they slid into 

their seats.  They waited, tense and expectant, impatient 

without displaying overt signs of their emotion.

A single sharp tap of a gavel sounded.  At the head of 

the table, Senator Wainwright looked around.  “This joint 
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meeting of the Senate Committee on Rules and Administration 

and the House Committee on House Administration will come 

to order.”  It was unprecedented for two Congressional 

committees from opposite houses to meet in a joint session.  

The legislators at the table were well aware that they were 

making history.  All the same, most of them would have 

preferred to be elsewhere.

“I know that we’re all in agreement that this is an 

uncommon step to take,” Wainwright continued.  

“Unfortunately, we’re also in an uncommon situation at the 

moment.  It’s a very real possibility that one of us might not 

survive the night.  And so we are faced with the dual problem 

of preventing such an outrage and ensuring that the situation 

that now exists will never be repeated.

“Naturally, our decisions will not be binding on the 

leaders of our respective houses.  However, an agreement has 

been reached that, given the nature of the national emergency, 

any legislation which we draft in partnership will be put 

forward for a vote immediately.  Providing we can agree on 

common language now, we will save a great deal of time on 

committee review later.  That will make us safer.  That will 

make everybody safer, in fact.

“Congressman Decker, would you care to begin the 

discussion?”

The chairman of the Committee on House 

Administration, who was more or less co-chairing the meeting, 

leaned forward.  “Thank you.  To my mind, the first item on 

our agenda should be capital sentencing.  The police and the 

FBI may not have caught this killer yet, but when they do, it 

will be necessary for us to make an example of him and to do it 

fast.  Now, as Congressman Guthe was pointing out just before 

he was killed, this man has qualified for the death penalty 

seven different ways.  But--that doesn’t mean he will get it.  

Title 18 only says that the court may apply the sentence in the 

event of a conviction.  I propose we amend that wording to 
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make it mandatory, so that the court has no choice but to hand 

down a death sentence.  Anyone convicted of causing or 

conspiring to cause the death of a member of Congress, the 

Cabinet, the Supreme Court, or the President will be executed.  

Period.  Furthermore, we should expand the number of those 

protected by the law.  In theory, this guy could inspire a 

copycat who went off and started killing civil servants instead 

of elected representatives, thinking he might escape capital 

punishment.  So I propose that we alter the provisions of Title 

18 to apply the mandatory death sentence also to anyone 

convicted of killing or conspiring to kill any presidential or 

congressional appointee, or even any employee of the federal 

government if the aim of the murder is to prevent that 

employee from discharging his duties.”

“Out of the question,” Congressman Hall said.  “That is 

far too broad and sweeping an expansion of the law.”

“Not to mention that it would create more victims than 

a murderer would, given that our laws treat accessories as 

being equally guilty with principals,” Congresswoman Ronca 

added.

“Look, we don’t have the luxury of being able to be 

idealistic here,” Decker said.  “Spare me the size-of-

government and human rights and cruel-and-unusual-

punishment arguments.  How you even have the nerve to sit in 

this room and consider that anything other than death could be 

good enough for this killer is baffling.  He’s not a hero.  He’s 

not Batman cleaning up the dregs of society.  He’s killing us!  

You and me!  Men and women we used to know.  This is about 

survival.  If we don’t kill him, he will kill us.  If we don’t kill 

him, others will think that they too can get away with killing 

us.”

“If it’s necessary to make an example of him,” 

Congressman Shea said, “we could do that without amending 

the law as a whole.  All that would be necessary is a single act 

of legislation making the death penalty mandatory for this 
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particular serial killer when convicted.  It wouldn’t be a bill of 

attainder, so the Court could not overturn it, and yet it would 

provide the needed deterrent.”

“Not good enough,” Decker said flatly.  “What happens 

when serial killer number two comes along?  Are we supposed 

to go into extraordinary session and pass special death penalty 

bills every time a guy with a grudge tries to knock off a 

member of Congress?  No.  We don’t have the time for that.  

We can’t prevent murders if we don’t have consequences.”

“That’s unproven!” Ronca snapped.

Wainwright intervened.  “Proven or not, it is a response 

that seems justified under the circumstances.  This is not a final 

vote by any means, but what is the attitude of the joint 

committee at present to Congressman Decker’s proposal?  Will 

those in favor please raise their hands?”

All but four members of the two committees did so.

“And that, I think, is a fair response to be going on 

with,” Wainwright concluded.  “Congressman Decker, I 

assume you already have text drafted to implement your 

proposal?  We can return to reviewing its specific provisions 

later.  For now, I would like to ask if anyone else has additional 

suggestions to make regarding long-term prevention.”

“Yes,” Congresswoman Kline said.  “During its 

attempts to locate the serial killer, the FBI, in cooperation with 

the NSA, has begun an extension of its highly successful 

criminal profiling program.  Likely characteristics of the killer, 

deduced from his behavior, are specified by an FBI expert.  The 

NSA then searches its wide range of databases for an 

individual who meets most, if not all, of the criteria.  The basic 

technique has been used successfully by the FBI in thousands 

of cases over the past thirty years, but it has never had access to 

information on potential suspects to the extent that the NSA is 

capable of providing.  My suggestion is that we make this new 

partnership permanent.  That all FBI profiles be fed into the 

NSA’s computers as a matter of routine.
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“Furthermore, the current search, while it has not yet 

located the particular killer at which it was aimed, has turned 

up dozens of individuals who meet most of the criteria 

common to serial killers.  If the NSA has the resources to find 

these individuals, it has the resources to monitor them as well--

and to detect when they are about to kill so that the FBI can 

step in and prevent them from killing.”

“There are no grounds for such surveillance,” Hall said.

“Meeting the FBI’s criteria for serial killers should count 

as grounds for surveillance,” Senator Chrismer said.  “A 

policeman has grounds for pulling a driver over and running a 

breath test if all he sees is erratic driving.  Why shouldn’t the 

FBI have the authority to at least keep an eye on someone who 

might do a lot more damage than a drunk driver, when they 

know for sure that the person in question is liable to kill?”

“They don’t know that for sure.  It’s guesswork based 

on what a couple of analysts in a room at Quantico think.”

“It’s hardly guessing.  It’s an established scientific 

technique.  It works.  And it’s harmless.  The suspects under 

surveillance will never know, and if the FBI ends up 

preventing a few murders that would otherwise have gone 

unnoticed, then I’d say that a little snooping is more than 

warranted.”

The discussion turned acrimonious.  Wainwright cut it 

off after ten minutes.

“This may be a much more sweeping proposal, but we 

owe it to our colleagues and constituents to at least place it 

before them for consideration.  That is my view.  What is the 

sense of the joint committee?”

Fifteen hands out of the twenty-seven went up.  

Wainwright made a note of it.  Decker chuckled.

“Now, with regard to protecting the current 

Congress--”

“I would like to point out that crime in the District of 

Columbia is up over two hundred percent since these killings 
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began,” Congressman Cantelmi interrupted.  “The MPD, the 

FBI, and the Capitol Police working in collaboration do not 

have the manpower to fully protect members of Congress.”

“Precisely,” Decker agreeed.  “They don’t have the 

resources for the job--and they’re not supposed to be focusing 

on it, anyway.  The FBI has brought in agents from all over the 

country, selectively holding back its other operations just to 

ensure that the government continues to function.  The Capitol 

Police are supposed to be securing buildings and grounds, not 

providing bodyguards.  And the MPD aren’t trained for 

personal protection.  So who do we turn to in these 

circumstances?  We should be able to turn to the Secret 

Service.”

“The Secret Service doesn’t have authority to protect 

Congress.”

“Not without an executive order, although we could 

request one.”

“Or we could expand its jurisdiction.”

“The Secret Service isn’t even cooperating with the FBI 

right now because Culligan wants to believe this is a terrorist 

organization.”

“Then we make them cooperate,” Congressman Dega 

said.  “The Secret Service at present is two unconnected 

agencies operating under a single name.  The financial crimes 

division has little to do with the protective division, and vice 

versa.  We spin off its investigations of fraud and cybercrime 

into a new agency, and let the Secret Service focus specifically 

on protecting elected officials, expanding it as is necessary to 

do so.”

“That will cost a fortune,” Hall objected.  “Not to 

mention that it will interfere with citizens’ access to their 

representatives to have bodyguards lurking in every office.”

“One of those concerned citizens walking into your 

office might be planning to kill you,” Decker shot back.  “You 

really want to take that chance?”
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“I think there are better solutions than hiring thousands 

of new agents and expanding the powers of the DHS still 

further.”

“Name one!”

“How about slimming down our judicial system?  

Getting rid of some of the harmless offenses that we prosecute 

hundreds of people for every day.  That way our existing police 

can devote more effort to solving real crimes.”

Dega was openly sarcastic.  “So the answer to the 

problem that we’re not prosecuting enough people is that we 

should prosecute fewer people?”

“Since when are we not prosecuting enough people?”

“Since we’ve got a serial killer running around 

Washington, for one.  And since now we have to cope with the 

effects of added crime resulting from his actions.”

“This is absurd!” Hall shouted.

“Absurd to protect ourselves?  No.  That’s realistic.  

Exposing ourselves to danger out of adherence to a misguided 

set of ideals is the absurd part.”

“I take it that the consensus of the committee is in favor 

of expanding the Secret Service?” Wainwright said.  All hands 

except Hall’s were raised.

“It is a blatant abuse of the system to vote ourselves 

additional protection out of the taxpayers’ pockets after having 

already appropriated the police to attend to our needs,” Hall 

declared.  “It will cost hundreds of millions of dollars a year to 

expand the Secret Service at the scale you propose.”

“So each taxpayer pays a couple of extra dollars a year,” 

Decker said dismissively.  “They can afford it to ensure that the 

government keeps functioning.”

“I think the intent of Congress is clear,” Wainwright 

added, cutting off a further protest that Hall was about to 

make.  “However, expanding the Secret Service cannot be done 

overnight.  It will take years to bring it up to the necessary 
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strength to guard every member of both houses.  Are there any 

suggestions for steps we can take immediately?”

“Yes,” Senator Chrismer said.  “Start sealing off access 

to Capitol Hill.  We’re getting more than ten thousand tourists 

a day through here.  Any one of them could be the killer casing 

his next victim, or a copycat, for that matter.  They don’t need 

to be here.  We do.  No more access to the Capitol or the 

surrounding offices for those who don’t work here or have 

business here.”

“That’s outrageous,” Ronca said.  “What you’re 

proposing is the creation of a Kremlin on the Potomac--”

“Hyperbole.”

“--not to mention that closing off streets is properly a 

matter for the Council of the District of Columbia.”

“We have the authority to override the Council.  At this 

stage we’re certainly entitled to exercise it in our own defense, 

given that they’ve done such a poor job of defending the 

national legislature so far.  And that brings me to another 

point.  It might also be advisable to put a curfew in place.  

That’ll relieve the strain on the police by clearing the streets, 

and it’ll cut down on nighttime crime, which will make it look 

as though crime is dropping to normal levels.”

“Or it’ll give the police a blanket excuse to arrest 

anyone found on the streets, which will inflate the numbers.  

And how long would this curfew last?”

“Until the killer is caught?”

“No.  That’s too far to go for one murderer.”

“There is no such thing as too far when the future of 

good government is at stake!”

* * * * *

Two men in white shirts pushed carts laden with food 

out of the cafeteria kitchen in the Dirksen Senate Office 

Building and trundled them through the halls to the elevator.  
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The elevator whisked them down to the basement, where they 

entered the tunnel that traveled west under Constitution 

Avenue.  Several hundred feet farther along its length, it 

connected with the tunnel that ran from the Capitol itself to the 

Russell Building.  They turned right and found themselves 

confronted by half a dozen FBI agents and Capitol Police 

guarding the entrance.

After their ID badges had been checked, they rolled the 

carts through the basement of Russell to the service elevator.  

One of the men punched the button for the second floor.  The 

instant the doors opened, they were confronted by more armed 

agents and inspected to make sure that they hadn’t been 

substituted for the original waiters.  After that, they had to run 

the gauntlet: pushing the food destined for the joint committee 

past all the operatives who lined the halls and were busy 

radioing their progress ahead, just to be on the safe side.  One 

of the agents opened the door to the caucus room for them and 

locked it behind them.

They went about their business of loading up the buffet 

while the committee continued to argue behind them.  Neither 

man particularly cared what the members of Congress decided.  

It was not very relevant to their lives.  Nor did the 

congressmen and senators return the favor.  To them, a pair of 

waiters were just as important and no more important than the 

furniture.  The waiters finished their task and departed in an 

atmosphere of mutual indifference.

Wainwright called a temporary halt to the proceedings.  

The joint committee dissolved and its component parts went 

for the refreshments with a single mind, except for Decker and 

Hall, who retired into a far corner of the room and continued to 

argue viciously.

Half an hour later the committee was called back to 

order.  Every one of Hall’s pleas for moderation, occasionally--

but not always--seconded by Ronca, was overruled by a group 

of men and women who were terrified for their own safety.  
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They wouldn’t admit it in so many words, but they were.  And 

they were letting it drive their decisions.  In the end, Hall got 

up and walked out the door in disgust.

Wainwright and Decker sorted the remaining members 

of the two committees into groups to work on preparing 

legislation.  Most of them had already brought drafts of their 

proposals researched by their aides and legal teams.  

Combining those was a simple matter, and the new laws 

gained in comprehensiveness from the effort.  And yet progress 

was slow.  Several of the more elderly members, including two 

senators, had retired, pleading exhaustion.  A couple more had 

been rushing to the restrooms for the past hour or two, to the 

secret amusement of the FBI agents who watched them 

scamper across the slippery marble floors.

“I take it we’re all in favor of an early recess?” 

Wainwright inquired.  He looked around and found assent to 

his proposal to be unanimous.  “Fine.  We’ll reconvene at ten 

o’clock tomorrow morning.  The objective is to put these bills to 

a floor vote the day after tomorrow.  This joint committee is 

now in recess.”

Senator Redding, who was the oldest man in the room, 

attempted to stand up and promptly collapsed.

“No, no,” he smiled, waving his colleagues’ offers of 

help aside, “it’s just some stiffness from the long hours.”  He 

tried to lift himself and failed.  “Okay, maybe I do need a 

hand.”

Four hands got him back on his feet.  The moment they 

let go, his legs gave out again.

“Someone get the FBI medic in here,” Wainwright 

ordered.  He glanced down at his own hand, which was 

trembling uncontrollably.  Two seats away from him, 

Congressman Dega’s hands were doing the same thing.  He 

shivered, both from nervousness and from a sudden and 

genuine feeling of cold.
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The FBI medic made a rapid examination of Redding.  

“His legs are paralyzed and his breathing and pulse are rapid,” 

he said.  “This is not from stress alone, but he’s not showing 

any symptoms of a stroke.  I’d like to get you to a hospital, 

Senator.”

“If you must,” the Senator agreed.  He looked tired.  “I 

hope it’s warmer than it is in here.”

“Warmer?”  The medic looked puzzled.  “The air 

conditioning has been out all day, sir.  It’s over eighty in here.”

“I’m freezing,” Redding replied.  Out of the corner of 

his eye, the medic saw several heads nodding in agreement.  

He straightened up.

“Has anyone else been feeling unwell tonight?” he 

asked.

“Yes,” Wainwright said with ominous calmness.  “I 

can’t stand up, either.”

* * * * *

“Where are you taking them?” Lewis yelled into his 

phone.  The cruiser was flying through downtown Washington 

at seventy miles an hour.  Herrera was at the wheel.  Colfax 

and Simonson were piled in an unruly heap in the rear.

“Bridgepoint Hospital.  It’s the closest to Capitol Hill 

and it’s equipped for critical care on a large scale,” the agent on 

the other end of the line said.

“We’ll meet you there.”  Lewis hung up.

“Is it true?” Colfax wanted to know.

“It’s true.  How the hell did he do that?  Twenty-six 

members of Congress in one blow?  It’s--”

“Beyond anything we’ve ever believed possible.  Wait.  

Did you say twenty-six?”

“Yeah, why?”

“The combined membership of the two rules 

committees would be twenty-seven.  Who’s the odd man out?”
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“Don’t know.”  Lewis sent a text and got a response 

back in thirty seconds.  “A Congressman Hall.  He left halfway 

through the meeting.”

“Which means we’ll have to pursue him as a possible 

suspect.”

“Oh, come on--”

“Yeah, I know he’s not the killer, but protocol demands 

that we look at him.”

The car screeched to a stop outside the brick facade of 

Bridgepoint Hospital.  Lewis was out and running into the 

lobby before the smoke from its tires had dissipated.  A few 

words with the agent at the door and he was rushed upstairs to 

stare with horror at a ward full of shivering members of 

Congress.  One of them retched into a bucket and he looked 

away.

The doctor on duty turned to greet him.  “They’re all 

suffering from the same symptoms.  Varying degrees of 

paralysis, difficulty breathing, tremors, some nausea and a 

sense of cold.  We’re assuming they were all poisoned or 

infected with the same substance, given the similarity of their 

symptoms--”

“Did you say that the paralysis was beginning in the 

legs in each case?” a familiar voice asked.  Roth’s face looked 

out of a computer screen over the doctor’s shoulder.

“Yes, the FBI medic was first called in when one of the 

senators lost the use of his legs.”

“Hemlock poisoning.”

“Oh, shit,” the doctor said.  He rushed off.

“A little backstory, please?” Lewis barked at the screen.

“Sorry.  Poison hemlock.  Conium maculatum.  An 

intensely toxic weed native to Europe but now present in 

North America as well.  It contains eight alkaloids that in 

combination are so lethal that in some cases, death is caused 

merely by eating an animal that recently consumed part of the 

hemlock plant.  It’s famed in history as the means by which 
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Socrates was executed in ancient Athens.  Do I understand 

correctly that some of the members left the meeting early and 

went to their offices or homes to rest?”

“That’s what the agent in charge told me.”

“It makes sense with the rest of the diagnosis.  No one 

in that room was under the age of fifty, I assume.  Most of them 

were considerably older.  In a group of people of that age 

under emotional tension, the early symptoms of hemlock 

poisoning would be readily mistaken for those of stress, 

chronic fatigue, food poisoning or gastritis, or other 

conditions.”

“Okay.  How is it treated?”

“It isn’t.”  In the distance, Lewis saw a nurse pull a 

curtain around the bed of one of the congressmen.

“Say that again?”

“Hemlock poisoning is not treatable.  You can keep the 

victim’s airway clear and flush his stomach with charcoal, but 

those are supportive measures only.  There is no antidote for 

the alkaloids involved.  If the body does not expel them on its 

own, the patient dies.  Death can take as long as thirty-six 

hours to occur, but it usually happens much sooner.”

“How much sooner?”

“As early as three hours.”

“So if they were poisoned several hours ago--”

“I’ll start getting ready,” Roth said.  He broke the 

connection and left Lewis staring at a blank screen.

* * * * *

“Your medical examiner was right,” the FBI toxicologist 

said.  “It’s hemlock.”

They were standing in the Kennedy Caucus Room, 

where a couple of tables had been set up next to the buffet to 

give the investigators room to work.  Since Roth was busy 

preparing to receive the bodies of the victims from Bridgepoint, 
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the Bureau had sent over a team from the Hoover Building to 

inspect the remains of the committee’s meal.

“Did he mix hemlock leaves in with the salad or 

something?”

“That would have worked, but he couldn’t have been 

sure everyone would eat the salad.  Besides, hemlock often has 

a bitter, mousy flavor.  Some of them might have tried it and 

thrown it away in disgust.  No, the killer appears to have 

extracted the alkaloids from the hemlock plants and then 

sprinkled a powdered form of those alkaloids on the various 

dishes.  He succeeded in poisoning all but two of them to some 

degree.  That’s why not everyone was poisoned equally.”

According to the latest reports, fifteen senators and 

congressmen were already dead.  Five more were affected but 

expected to recover.  The remaining six were in decline and 

probably wouldn’t survive the following day.

“And it wasn’t cooked in with the food?”

“Certainly not.  In one place we found microscopic 

crystals of the powder he used on the surface of the remaining 

food, showing that it had been added after the cooking 

process.”

“So anyone in the kitchen could have poisoned it.”

“If they could have done so discreetly,” Colfax 

interjected.  “The Dirksen cafeteria staff has probably been on 

the lookout for strangers ever since Marzec’s death.”

“But the kitchens here are run by a private contractor.  

If the killer forged management credentials and showed up--”

“They would still have kept an eye on him, if only to 

ensure that they met his expectations.”

“Has anyone taken statements from them yet?”

“We’re working on it.  Fortunately the Capitol Police 

locked down all the office buildings once they were informed 

that an attack had been made on Russell.”

“Fine.  Let’s get over there.  And let’s take the same 

route the food did.”
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At each checkpoint Lewis stopped and questioned the 

agents who had inspected the waiters.  Their stories were all 

the same.  The men had come down the tunnel pushing their 

service carts, had gone up to the caucus room in the elevator, 

and had come back maybe ten minutes later with the carts 

empty.  The waiters were the same individuals on both 

occasions, with proper credentials.  Nothing had been 

concealed on the carts in either direction.

The Dirksen kitchens were silent.  Nervous cooks and 

waiters were standing around, huddled in little groups and 

eyeing the FBI agents who blocked the doors with 

apprehension.  In the background, there was a dull murmur: 

the voices of dozens of irate congressmen and staffers who 

wanted their food and resented being detained, even for 

reasons of security.  Herrera moved away from the far door as 

Lewis entered the kitchen.

“The Speaker of the House is out there,” he said quietly.

“Just great.  I imagine he’s not too happy.”

“He’s surprisingly understanding for the moment, but 

I wouldn’t bet on how long that mood will last.”

“We’ll do what we can while it does.  First thing I want 

to see is the waiters who took the food up to the caucus room.”

Herrera consulted with the head chef.  “That would be 

Tommy Labuda and Ronald Pachecko.”

“Labuda!  Pachecko!” Lewis called.

One man, not two, stepped forward.  “Which one are 

you?”

“I’m Labuda,” the waiter said.

“Where’s Pachecko?”

“Haven’t seen him in a few hours.  He left for a 

bathroom break and never came back.”

“When was this?  How long after you took the food up 

to the caucus room?”

“Don’t know.  Maybe thirty, forty minutes.”

“Could it be as easy as that?” Colfax said.
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“We know he’s comfortable in disguise.  But to disguise 

himself as a known individual?  How long has Pachecko 

worked here?”

Simonson was scrolling through the employee records.  

“About a month.”

Lewis spun back to Labuda.  “Did you notice anything 

out of the ordinary about Pachecko today?”

“Yeah,” Labuda said.  “He was hoarse.  Couldn’t talk 

well.  Said he’d picked up a bug overnight.”

“And that would keep people from wondering why his 

voice sounded different, and it would make them avoid him, 

since they wouldn’t want to catch whatever he had,” Lewis 

concluded.  “Do you have an address?”

“Yep.  We’re going back to Washington Heights.”

“Talk about deja vu.  Call the SWAT team.”

* * * * *

The MPD burst into Ronald Pachecko’s decaying 

apartment thirty-one minutes after Lewis asked for his address.  

The door gave way to them with unnatural ease.  One of the 

officers paused and examined it.  “This wasn’t locked,” he 

radioed to the rest of his team.  The leader had already paused 

in the bedroom doorway.

“Clear,” he said after an extended interval.  “Somebody 

get a medic up here.”

“What’s the problem?” Lewis wanted to know, pushing 

past him.  He stopped abruptly.

Ronald Pachecko was lying comfortably on his bed.  His 

eyes were closed, his breathing regular.  His hands were cuffed 

loosely to the bed’s frame.  An IV line ran into his right arm, 

and as Lewis watched, he could see it drip.  In the far corner, a 

camcorder on a tripod pointed at Pachecko, flashing a little red 

light signifying that it was recording.
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“What sort of sick setup is this?” the SWAT team 

captain asked.

“Not a setup, an alibi,” Lewis said.  “Our killer is very 

thoughtful.  He poses as Pachecko--and to ensure that 

Pachecko can’t interfere with him, he puts him to sleep nice 

and cozy.  I’ll bet a month’s pay that IV is an anesthetic.  And 

the camera?  It’s been running since the killer walked out of 

here.  To prove that Pachecko has been present the whole time.  

If we search his closet, we’ll end up finding a missing uniform 

and ID badge--but that’s it.”

“This guy is almost paranoid about collateral damage,” 

Colfax said.

“Maybe he really is crazy, after all.  And these murders 

are an outgrowth of his twisted moral code.”

“Or maybe he wants to make it clear that he alone is 

responsible for all of the murders, to prevent us from getting 

distracted.”

“I wish I were distracted.  Are there any security 

cameras in the hall?”

“There isn’t a single camera in this whole building.  It’s 

not that luxurious, in case you haven’t noticed.”

“Federal food service workers aren’t exactly paid 

enough to be able to afford an apartment in a secure building.”

“I wish Washington were more like London,” Colfax 

commented, her thoughts wandering.  “The highest number of 

security cameras in the world.  Then we’d find it easier to trace 

the false Pachecko after he left Dirksen.”

“Simonson lost him?”

“Yes.  It’s the Guthe murder all over again.”
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Chapter Sixteen

“This is insane,” Detective Watkins panted.  He 

produced a handkerchief and wiped his streaming forehead.  

Behind him, bulldozers were lowering concrete barricades into 

place across Constitution Avenue.  A sentry box had already 

been set up at the side of the road.

“Your bosses wanted it,” Lewis observed.

“Yes, but they’re panicking.  It doesn’t matter to them 

that the caucus room murders can’t be repeated.  They’re 

afraid.  And now their fear is getting in the way of their own 

safety.  We can’t guard each of them properly, and secure these 

buildings, and man all these checkpoints that they’ve suddenly 

ordered.  The Capitol Police are not trained to defend a fortress 

the size of a small town.”

“That’s their objective?”

“To fortify the Capitol?  Yes.  The law will go to the 

President’s desk for signature this afternoon.  And they’ve got 

a veto-proof majority even if by some stretch of the imagination 

he’d balk at it.  But what occupant of the Oval Office ever was 

opposed to greater security precautions in Washington?”

“It was bad enough when they closed Pennsylvania 

Avenue, but this...”

“It’s disgraceful.  It’s bad politics and bad strategy.  

And it’s already backfiring.  Most people hardly know their 
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representatives exist, much less take an interest in what they 

do.  Now we’re suddenly receiving dozens of death threats a 

day--for members of Congress!  Dozens!”

“What else are they panicking their way into doing?”

“You haven’t heard?”

“I’ve been kind of busy with their late colleagues.”

“My mistake.  They’ve taken all the most extreme 

suggestions from the meeting two days ago and they’re 

running wild with them.  The death penalty becomes the 

default punishment not only for killing members of Congress 

or federal officials, but for anyone trying to prevent Congress 

from operating as usual.  The Secret Service is to be expanded 

to enable it to provide bodyguards to all senators and 

representatives.  Your one-off profiling program is to be 

implemented on a regular basis to identify possible future 

serial killers for proactive surveillance--”

“Is that a joke?  The damn profiling program hasn’t 

done my investigation a bit of good so far.”

“I know that, but it makes them feel more secure.  And 

it gives them a retroactive excuse for justifying the existence of 

the NSA.  Oh, and they’re discussing implementing a curfew.”

“A curfew?  What is this, World War II?”

“To hear some of them talk, yes.”

“What’s next?  Martial law?”

“Don’t tell the press,” Watkins said quietly, “but I heard 

a rumor that the Speaker is going to be consulting with the 

President about that tomorrow.”

“You’re serious?”

“Dead serious.  Excuse me.”  Watkins moved off in the 

direction of a group of protesters who had spontaneously 

planted themselves in front of one of the bulldozers.  The 

Capitol Police were converging on the group by the dozens.  

Lewis looked around him and wondered where the rest were.  

Probably guarding the doors of offices or following members of 

Congress around like tame chickens.  There wasn’t a patrol car 
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in sight, or a cyclist for that matter.  The Board had drawn in all 

its officers to keep its patrons alive.

Lewis walked away from the Capitol and turned into a 

small coffee shop.  The baristas were doing a roaring trade 

among tourists and Washingtonians alike.  The latter had come 

out to gawk at the events in droves.  Living so close to Capitol 

Hill, they had become inured to the presence of the 

government machinery among them.  Now they were seeing it 

act in an unprecedented way and they were fascinated by it, as 

the rat is fascinated by the cobra preparing to devour it.

A newscaster was talking rapidly on the screens of 

three televisions when Lewis came through the door.  “And it 

is now confirmed that Congressman Irving Hall has become 

the fifth member of the House to resign from Congress since 

the beginning of these murders.  Mr. Hall made this statement 

after delivering notice of his resignation to the Speaker.”  The 

screens changed to show Hall standing behind the podium at 

the House Triangle, surrounded by a forest of microphones.

“As a member of the House Committee on 

Administration,” he was saying, “I was present in the Kennedy 

Caucus Room immediately before the murders took place.  I 

offer my condolences to the friends and families of my 

deceased counterparts.

“However, I am compelled in all honesty to say that the 

men and women who were poisoned in that room got exactly 

what they deserved.  In the hours before they were poisoned, 

they were engaged not in serving the American people or 

upholding the oaths they swore, but in exploiting their 

positions in order to expand their powers.  Out of twenty-seven 

elected representatives in that room, my hand was one of only 

four not raised to support an expansion of the death penalty, 

and the only one not raised in support of an expansion of the 

Secret Service.  These deaths, regrettably, have not made 

Congress introspective.  They have not inspired us to ask what 

we are doing wrong in order that we may correct it and earn 
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the goodwill of our constituents again.  Instead, they have 

produced terror in a group of weaklings, and that terror in turn 

has found expression in violence.  Since this unknown man will 

attack us, they say, let us attack in retaliation even though we 

have no clear target!  It is the same foolish desire for 

immediate, drastic revenge that brought us the pointless 

invasions of Afghanistan and Iraq and Syria, and like those 

actions, this one will be just as ineffective and cause just as 

much damage to the Americans who will be victimized by it.

“Since there was no point in my remaining a member of 

a body so set on its vengeance, and since there was a great 

personal danger to me in doing so, I had no hesitation in 

resigning.  I can do nothing in Congress now.  Nor can any 

other man of sense.”

The news feed cut back to the announcer again.  “We 

have it on good authority that three more members of Congress 

will announce their resignations by the end of the day.  In 

addition, no fewer than twenty-three appointed officials, 

representing among them the Departments of State, Defense, 

Justice, Agriculture, and Education, have resigned their posts 

within the past week.  More resignations are expected to follow 

over the next few days.  A diminished Congress is thus faced 

with the difficult task of approving new appointees to fill each 

post, when to do so may mean to sentence them to death.”

Lewis shook his head.  He felt the shock in the air all 

around him.  Americans thought of Washington as the capital 

not only of their country but of the world.  The place where all 

decisions that would determine the future of humanity were 

made.  They couldn’t understand that this was happening to 

them.  Curfews, barricades, armed patrols on the street--these 

were things that happened in South American dictatorships, or 

China, communist or otherwise, or the former Soviet Union.  It 

was unreal.  It had nothing to do with the fireworks and flags 

and the old speeches of a few weeks ago.
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In an infinitely short moment of extreme clarity, he 

perceived the weakness of his own position.  He was on the 

losing side in an endless battle.  He helped to maintain order 

and balance in the world, but there was always someone who 

didn’t find order to his own advantage, who went to great 

pains to upset that order, and because the forces of order were 

so--well, orderly--because they showed themselves and 

conducted their operations according to a prescribed set of 

rules, they were always at a disadvantage.  They couldn’t 

compete with the faster-changing acts of their opponents who 

were not so constrained.  In an attempt to catch up, they first 

began compromising their own rules--and then all rules 

disappeared in a wild scramble for the upper hand.  Those who 

tried to enforce the rules would end up destroying them by 

their own integrity and dedication.

He blinked.  His instant of reflection was past, and he 

found himself back in his usual attitude towards the world and 

all that it contained.  He was uneasy about the changes 

Congress was making, but at the same time hurt by the notion 

of public opposition to what were clear safety precautions.  

Underlying it all was a burning rage at the man who had 

provoked it all with a couple of bullets, a string, a knife, a few 

grains of poison.

The newscaster’s words drifted into his consciousness 

once more.  “We’re going now to the Capitol, where 

Congressman Kaskins of Kentucky, a leading member of the 

House Freedom Caucus, is about to make a statement.”  The 

camera switched to a view that Lewis recognized as the interior 

of one of the conference rooms in the Capitol Visitor Center.  

The architects of the visitor center had thoughtfully provided 

extensive media facilities, of which five hundred publicity-

hungry members of Congress were all too eager to take 

advantage.  A lean, curly-haired man was already at the 

podium.
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“Good morning.  I would like to join with former 

Congressman Hall in extending my sympathies to the families 

of those honorable members of Congress who were brutally 

murdered two days ago while engaged in the service of our 

nation.  No praise is too great for their sacrifice.  They did their 

duty, and took the consequences with dignity.”

Lewis wondered how dignified the Congressman 

thought that puking your guts out in a dingy hospital ward 

was.

“At the same time, I must take exception to Hall’s 

uninformed and deeply disturbing comments, which in no way 

reflect the views of those of his colleagues whom he sometimes 

associated with.

“We speak often of those who fight for our freedom 

overseas, and we should.  There are many sacrifices made by 

our men and women in the military to spread the flame of 

freedom around the world.  Thanks to them, America has been 

a beacon of liberty and a grand example of freedom for people 

all over the world for two hundred and thirty-six years.  Our 

Founding Fathers spent, and often gave, their lives to build a 

new country, where men could truly be free, a nation where 

the rights granted to us by our Creator could not be trampled 

on or taken by government.

“We speak less often of those who fight for our freedom 

here at home.  When we do, it is all too common for us to use 

words of anger, laden with hatred and criticism.  Elected 

officials, civil servants, and the police and security forces of our 

nation are spoken of and treated as fair targets on which we 

can vent our dissatisfaction with our society.  Now we must 

pay the price for our contempt of them.  As the wages of sin is 

death, so is the wages of anger.

“Thirty-eight men and women are dead because one 

man has come to believe that he is justified in taking the law 

into his own hands--because he has decided that his rights 

supersede the rights of the government and its officials.
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“But liberty is not the same thing as license.  By his 

actions, this serial killer has threatened not the rights of the 

government, but the lives of his fellow citizens, lives which this 

government is sworn to protect.  In taking measures to prevent 

him from killing, we in Congress are striving to protect 

individual lives rather than an institution.  We act for the 

public good and in support of those who defend our freedom.

“Make no mistake, it is the violent killer and not the 

uniformed officer who is the true threat to individual liberty.  

How free can a dead man be?  To exercise our rights and enjoy 

our freedoms, we must first be alive.  By his freedom, the 

murderer limits yours, and so if it is a choice between freedom 

for three hundred million Americans or for a single warped 

man, then the decision is an easy one, and whatever measures 

are necessary to capture that man and restore liberty are fully 

justified.

“We are blessed with a Bill of Rights and a Constitution 

that guarantee our freedom even under the most trying 

circumstances.  They are the foundation of our government 

regardless of its political course.  A man who attempts to 

undermine our government, to terrorize it into abstaining from 

its duties, is striking at the source of our liberties, which have 

the best chance to flourish in a secure, peaceful, orderly 

environment.

“If we are forced to take steps in our own defense that 

appear extreme, they will be guided at all times by a strict 

adherence to the letter and spirit of the Constitution.  To those 

of you who have expressed concerns about martial law being 

imposed in the District of Columbia, you can be assured that 

Congress will not take such drastic action without reason.  And 

if martial law should become necessary, remember that the 

Constitution provides for the use of the armed forces for the 

purposes of policing in times of national emergency...”

Lewis, who had been sipping a boiling hot cup of very 

black coffee, put it down on an empty table and headed for the 
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door.  It had occurred to him that Congressman Kaskins, with 

his subtle casuistry, would be a prime target for a killer with a 

sense of humor.  Marzec had gotten aconite in her mussels for 

a very similar reason.

He was stopped by a Capitol Police officer before he’d 

gone a hundred yards.  As the patrolman handed back his ID, 

he was conscious of a sense of envy in the other’s glance.  I 

suppose I don’t have to stand out in the hot sun all day telling 

tourists that two hundred years of tradition is being chucked 

out the window, he thought.  Life could be worse.

Beyond the initial checkpoint, a pattern began to 

emerge.  Barricades were placed at intervals on every street, 

but not all of them were manned.  Only the streets and 

sidewalks which gave access to Congressional office buildings 

had armed men standing guard over them.  The rest of the 

police, Lewis imagined, were concentrated indoors as 

emergency reserves.  New portable cameras peered out from 

every angle of every structure.  That struck the detective as a 

largely useless precaution.  If the killer ventured on to Capitol 

Hill, he would be disguised as usual, and if he made it out of 

the barricades without being caught, a twenty-megapixel shot 

of his disguise would do no good once he’d discarded it.  The 

footage would more likely be used for filing charges against the 

thousands of protesters who still clogged the sidewalks.  The 

police were trying to push them out slowly, without conflict, 

but were not having much luck.  Out of curiosity, Lewis 

scrolled through the text of the new emergency laws on his 

phone.  Yes, there it was: unauthorized access to Capitol Hill 

would be, as soon as the legislation was signed, criminal 

trespass considered as a felony.  He whistled silently.

He was opposite the east front of the Capitol now, with 

the Jefferson and Madison Buildings of the Library of Congress 

behind him.  As he looked up at the dome, he heard shouting.  

Not the nearby screams of activists, but the distant roar of a 
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disturbed crowd.  Instinctively he dived forward and raced 

towards the building.

He nearly skewered himself on the barrel of an M4 

carbine that was thrust out of nowhere by yet another 

policeman perspiring under a ballistic vest.  Panting, Lewis 

held up his badge.  “I’m Detective Lewis of the MPD.  I’m 

investigating the Capitol murders.  I need to see what’s going 

on in there.”

The officer was unimpressed.  “I’ll need to call it in 

first.”

“For God’s sake, man--”

“Look, you can either be patient or I can arrest you right 

now!”

“Call Detective Watkins!” Lewis shouted.  His 

impression of tragedy was growing stronger.  The policeman 

eyed him, then punched a code into his radio.  “Yes, I’ve got a 

Detective Lewis of the MPD here wanting to enter the Capitol 

grounds.  He’s asking for Detective Watkins.  Oh, he’s there?  

Check camera 117.”  There was a pause, presumably while 

Watkins looked at the camera feed to make sure Lewis wasn’t 

an impersonator.  “Yes, sir.”  The officer stepped aside and 

lowered his carbine.  “Go ahead, Detective.”

Lewis didn’t waste time thanking him for nothing.  He 

sprinted up the east steps, through the Rotunda, past all its 

statues, noting an absence of FBI agents as he ran, and out the 

other side of the building.  Pausing to survey the scene, he 

glanced down the hill.  At the base of the southern cascade of 

steps on the west front, on the way to Garfield Circle, a crowd 

had gathered.  FBI agents, police, members of Congress, 

reporters--they were all grouped around an open space with a 

dot at the middle, like a human eye grotesquely inverted.  

Lewis thanked God for gravity as he ran.

“Police.  Police, let me through, please,” he insisted, 

pushing aside the congressmen and senators who were 

exhibiting a perverse sense of voyeurism.  They denounced 
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murder from their platforms, but so far from being revolted or 

terrified when it happened in front of them, they gathered 

around to watch.  He was sure it was murder, given the 

intensity of their interest.

And then he made it through the crowd and looked 

down at the tall figure sprawling on the steps, its chest covered 

in blood.  An FBI agent who had been trying to administer CPR 

looked up, saw Lewis’s badge, and shook his head.

* * * * *

“Then it wasn’t Kaskins after all,” Colfax said.

“No, I guess I got a little ahead of myself there.”

“Gallagher would say that’s a good thing, that you’re 

trying to get inside the mind of the killer.”

“Screw Gallagher.  In the same breath he’d probably tell 

me that if it had been Kaskins, he would have been choked to 

death with a copy of the Constitution or something.”

“Don’t say that where the press can hear you and give 

the idea to the killer,” Colfax murmured.

“Your friends have cleared them all away by now.  Who 

is this, anyway?”

“Alex Seidenberger,” the Speaker of the House said.  He 

was standing a few yards away, having refused to leave with 

the rest of the members.  “The Administrator of NASA.  He 

had finished testifying before the House Science Committee 

and was walking to the National Air and Space Museum to 

give a speech.”

“Did he have an FBI escort?”

Colfax shook her head.  “To be honest, the head of 

NASA wasn’t exactly a priority.  The agents we have available 

are going overwhelmingly to protect members of Congress.  A 

senior secretary in the Department of Education or Agriculture, 

however eligible for our killer’s hit list, isn’t going to be cutting 

our budget or passing laws that we have to enforce.”
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“Very pragmatic of your boss,” Lewis said.  “I assume 

he’s still as doped up as he was the last time we met?”

“One doesn’t ask that question about the director of the 

FBI.”

“My apologies.”

“This is interesting,” Roth said.  He sat back onto the 

marble steps and began cleaning the forceps he’d used to 

examine Seidenberger’s wound.  “I never cease to be fascinated 

by our killer’s variety.  Here’s something I thought I’d never 

see without becoming ship’s doctor on the starship Enterprise.”

“Skip the color commentary.”

“I just thought you might also be intrigued to learn that 

the US government’s senior science official was killed with a 

laser weapon.”

“I am, mostly because those don’t exist.  Even the Air 

Force gave up work on laser weapons a decade ago after 

dumping billions into the program.”

“Any laser can be a weapon,” Roth said patiently.  “A 

multi-megawatt laser that can drill holes in a missile booster 

thousands of miles away is a weapon, yes, but so is a thousand-

watt laser that is more at home cutting sheet metal, and so is a 

laser pointer that puts off no heat or radiation that human 

touch can sense, but which has a devastating effect if aimed 

directly into the eye.”

“And Seidenberger’s laser?”

“I would judge, based on the degree of damage, that it 

was something in the thousand-watt range.  From a 

physiological point of view, he was killed in the same way as 

Senator Haines.  The weapon used punctured his heart and he 

bled to death before help could reach him.  Except in this case, 

the weapon was a laser rather than a knife, and the wound was 

larger, so death followed much more rapidly.”

“I thought lasers made small holes.”

“Laser beams expand as they travel.  Seidenberger was 

not shot--or blasted, if you will--from nearby.  In addition, he 
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was in motion when the beam hit him, which means that it 

burned a larger section out of his heart than it would have if he 

had been stationary.  The cauterization of the wound tells the 

story.”  Roth clicked his tongue in disapproval.  “Talk about 

turning science fiction into science fact.”

“Where was he standing when he was hit?” Lewis 

asked.

Seidenberger’s aide swallowed.  Lewis had insisted that 

he remain nearby for questioning.  He indicated a spot a few 

steps up the staircase.  “There.  He stopped suddenly.  Then he 

started walking again but had to sit down almost immediately.  

And then...”  His voice trailed off as he relived the shock of the 

moment.

“That’s good enough,” Lewis said.  He turned to the 

cameraman who was photographing the scene.  “Do you have 

a superzoom camera and a tripod I can use?”

“Sure.”  The technician trotted over to one of his bags 

and produced a deceptively compact camera.  “A Nikon P900.  

Eighty-three times magnification.  Will that work?”

“It should.  What about a tripod?”

“Take this one.”

“Thanks.”  The detective took his equipment back to the 

steps and spun the camera onto the tripod.  He let its 

collapsible legs extend.  “Dr. Roth, about how far up was 

Seidenberger’s wound?”

“Above the ground, you mean?”  Roth measured the 

distance.  “Sixty inches.”

“Let me see that tape measure.”  Lewis held one end of 

the tape next to the center of the camera’s lens and adjusted the 

height of the tripod so that the other end brushed the marble 

tread of one of the stairs.  It necessitated his placing two legs of 

the tripod on the next step down, but the difference in their 

length kept the camera level.  He glanced over at the NASA 

aide.  “Is that about the same direction that Seidenberger was 

facing when he stopped?  Roughly?”  The man nodded.
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“Good,” Lewis said.  “Now, what was the angle of the 

wound?”

“That’s guesswork,” Roth chided him.  “Without 

analyzing Seidenberger’s posture, I can only say about five 

degrees or a little more of elevation.”

“Close enough.  Lateral deflection?”

“Between ten and twenty degrees to your left.”  Colfax 

handed Lewis a protractor from a crime scene sketch kit.  He 

adjusted the camera in accordance with the doctor’s 

instructions.

“Now,” he said, powering it on, “if we did this right, 

we should see where the shot came from.”

A view of Washington’s landmarks filled the camera’s 

display.  The Ulysses S. Grant Memorial thrust up into the 

foreground, with the Capitol Reflecting Pool sparkling beneath 

it.  In the distance, the National Mall stretched away to the 

Washington Monument.  The structure that loomed largest in 

the viewfinder, however, was the National Museum of the 

American Indian, with its glowing sandstone walls.

“Do you think--”

“No,” Lewis said.  “It’s off center by a lot more than the 

doctor’s calculations.”  He toggled the zoom control and the 

camera’s lens unfolded.  The image on the screen contracted.  

The Mall and the museum slid away on each side.  In their 

place, the camera was showing a blank wall with right angles, 

the corner of a different building.

“The National Air and Space Museum,” Colfax said.  

“He shot the head of NASA from a building constructed in 

honor of NASA.”

“Perfectly in line with the steps,” Lewis agreed.  “And 

the NASM is being renovated.  The roof is covered with 

scaffolding and there are construction crews coming and going.  

He wouldn’t have even needed to use a compact laser.  He 

could have assembled whatever instrument he wanted under 

the guise of surveying work.”
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“But surely the guards--” the Speaker began.  Lewis cut 

him off.

“The only guards at the museums at the moment are a 

few rent-a-cops.  The Capitol Police have been forced to pull 

their units out of the Mall and all the national museums in 

order to protect Congress.”

“But he could have shot anyone!” the Speaker 

squawked.

“He certainly could have.”

“He could have shot a member!”

“That too.”

“He could have shot me!”

“Or he could have shot Seidenberger as an hors 

d’oeuvre and then, when you were all gathered around staring 

at him, he could have turned on the laser and let it play around 

among all of you.”

The Speaker of the House turned and bolted back up 

the steps towards the west front.

“Think we’ll find the laser?” Colfax wondered.

“I doubt it.  He’s had plenty of time to break it down 

and stroll off with it.  And the cameras are going to do us no 

more good than they usually do.”

“Was it wise to tell the Speaker he could have been 

dead?”

“I don’t think he sufficiently understands the situation.  

With our killer’s cunning, if he had wanted to take out half of 

Congress in a single incident, he could have found a way to 

accomplish that.  He’s killing them one at a time by choice, not 

by constraint.  He’s predicted every obstacle that Congress 

could devise.  Does that guy really think that a few barricades 

are going to stop a killer who can use weapons from the remote 

past and the near future with equal ease?”

“Apparently he does.  And you just shattered his 

confidence.”
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Chapter Seventeen

“What I would like to know,” Lewis said, “is why he 

hasn’t taken a crack at the President yet.”

“It’s a message,” Gallagher said confidently.  “An 

indication of his disdain.  He regards the President as 

unimportant, a cipher, a nonentity.  Instead he goes after those 

whom he believes are responsible for his own suppression and 

the country’s problems.”

“It could be a message,” Colfax acknowledged, “but it 

could also be a matter of good practice.  By not attacking the 

President, he keeps the Secret Service out of the investigation.  

Or at least he has up until this point.  That’s several thousand 

fewer agents and officers who are looking for him.”

“If that’s the case, the next question is, now that 

Congress is bringing the Secret Service into it by law, will he 

change his plans and include the President?”

“I don’t think so.  Everyone wants to kill the President.  

He gets ten death threats a day and the Secret Service is 

hyperactive in pursuing them, to the point of having agents 

who sit in front of Twitter all day and wait for someone to type 

something discontented.  Not that he couldn’t kill the President 

if he really wanted to--no one is protected that well--but it’s so 

much easier and more productive to kill sleazy congressmen.”
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“We should buy him off,” Simonson suggested without 

looking up from his screen.

“To stop killing?”

“No, to kill on our behalf.  Offer him a seven-figure 

contract and all the gadgets the CIA can devise to take out 

world leaders who represent stumbling blocks in the way of US 

foreign policy.  Is Kim Jong-un acting up?  Is Ali Khamenei 

interfering with the democratic aspirations of the Iranian 

people?  Is Omar al-Bashir still evading arrest?  No worries.  

We now have the most efficient political assassin in world 

history on our payroll.  The corpse of the deviant president, 

prime minister or other figure of interest to be delivered 

anywhere in the world, iced or mummified, within seventy-

two hours of the signing of the contract.”

“That’s ridiculous,” Gallagher scoffed.

Simonson gazed at him innocently.  “You were the one 

who said he was a James Bond emulator.”

“Point to Detective Simonson,” Herrera declared as 

Gallagher struggled to find an appropriate rebuttal.

The office door opened.  Chief McGarr entered, 

followed by Director Foley.  The detectives rose in confusion.

“No, please remain seated,” Foley admonished them.  

He moved a stack of manuals off a filing cabinet and perched 

on the corner of it.  His eyes had a detached, dreamy 

expression.  McGarr tucked herself behind the door, keeping 

watch on her federal colleague.

“Holy shit, the old boy is soused,” Simonson muttered, 

not loud enough for anyone else to hear him.  They didn’t need 

to.  They could tell for themselves that whatever was in Foley’s 

new prescription, it was very strong and probably not street 

legal.

“Detective Lewis, the Speaker of the House is very 

displeased with you,” Foley continued.

“Why?  Because I told him his life was in danger and he 

knew it, he just didn’t want to admit it?”
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“Politicians do not like to be reminded of their danger.  

That is where our jobs come from.  We are insulation.”  Foley 

sighed.  “In any case, he now perceives the threat to himself 

and his fellow members, after all their new security 

precautions, as being undiminished.”

“Smart man.  It hasn’t diminished.  Their reactive 

measures are new factors in the game, that’s all.”

“In fact, he believes the danger to be increased.  That 

the killer is now likely to strike out with greater brutality and 

less precision from a distance, since he cannot get physically 

close to his victims.”

“He got physically close to them in the Kennedy 

Caucus Room in spite of a hundred G-men lining the halls.”

“Quite so.  But the Speaker is apt to dismiss that as an 

event that took place during a time of lesser security.  In any 

case, he has been independently inspired to make the 

suggestion that you made some time ago.”

“Sir?”

“He wants Congress housed outside of Washington.  A 

special expense appropriations bill is being prepared as we 

speak that will provide the necessary funds.  As of tomorrow, 

no member of Congress will be residing in the District of 

Columbia until this killer is arrested.”

“Expense appropriations?  For what?  The bases have 

plenty of officers’ housing available.”

“Yes, that was one way in which the Speaker’s idea 

differed from yours.  I ventured to suggest it to him but he 

wouldn’t hear of it.  The new Joint Committee on 

Administration is reserving several hotels across the river 

exclusively for congressmen and senators.”

“But hotels won’t be any more secure than their homes 

and apartments here.”

“The Speaker is counting on the fact that this killer has 

never struck outside of the District to protect them.  They will 
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be convoyed to Capitol Hill by a joint force of FBI and MPD 

officers each morning and return each afternoon.”

“Convoy?  What the hell?  My suggestion, Director, was 

that they meet outside of Washington until we solve this case.”

“The Speaker and the president pro tempore of the 

Senate both refused to consider that option.  They said it would 

look too much like weakness as opposed to caution.  The 

United States Congress forced to meet away from its traditional 

home because of the actions of one man?  It would show fear, 

they claimed.”

“And they think running away and traveling in packs 

doesn’t.”

“Their motives are complex.”

“Their motives are self-serving.”

“Not all of them.  Which is going to make it difficult for 

us.  Several congressmen have already given press conferences 

to declare that they will remain in Washington, no matter what 

the risk is.  The last I heard, the House was in the process of 

adding language to the appropriations bill that will compel 

them to accompany the government into semi-exile.”

“Because if they remain behind and show backbone, it 

makes the ones who left--and the whole institution--look bad.”

“Yes.”  Foley frowned.  “Starting tomorrow, Detective, 

your killer will have far fewer opportunities.  That should 

increase yours.  Use them wisely.”

* * * * *

Senator Fischer locked the front door of his house and 

grabbed one of his suitcases.  His FBI escort picked up the other 

two.  They walked down the steps and headed for the cruiser 

that was parked across the street.

“About damn time,” he grumbled.  His phone beeped.  

He fretted that he would have to wait thirty seconds to answer 

it.  Once he was in the car, though, he’d have the luxury of 
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safety after all these weeks of strain.  He hated that it had taken 

the rest of Congress so long to act.  Who cared what they 

looked like to the papers and blogs if they were alive and could 

do their jobs?  Having been able to twice win reelection in spite 

of a series of revelations about all three of his former wives and 

four of his former mistresses, he was naturally contemptuous 

of the power of the written word.

He stumbled and fell backwards into the arms of his 

horrified bodyguard without ever hearing the crack of the rifle.  

The rest of the street heard it, though.  Especially the FBI agent, 

whose brain momentarily clouded from the surprise of hearing 

the shot and the horrifying experience of having his protectee’s 

blood splattered all over him.  He lowered the Senator to the 

pavement.  Searching for a pulse, he stopped when he realized 

that a piece of Fischer’s head the size of his palm was missing.

As he pushed back his coat to reach for his pistol, the 

rifle cracked again.  The supersonic shock wave of the bullet 

echoed down the street, and as it faded, it left the agent lying 

on the asphalt next to the senator.

The two MPD officers in the cruiser were leaping 

towards the fallen bodies, guns drawn.  One of them stood 

over the corpses, scanning the sidewalks.  The other positioned 

himself in the middle of the street and looked for a high 

shooter.  There were so many windows and rooflines...he 

wasn’t sure where to start.  His heart was pounding.

A third shot, and a soft thud came from behind him, 

accompanied by a sharp clatter.  He looked back and felt his 

knees shake.  His partner was dead, prostrate next to the two 

previous victims.

The officer holstered his gun and ran for the safety of 

his car.  He almost made it.  The fourth shot caught him 

between the fifth and sixth thoracic vertebrae as he was 

bending over to climb into the driver’s seat.

* * * * *
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“Any word on the bodies yet?”

“I’m still waiting.”  Lewis stepped back and stared at 

the empty cruiser.  The entire block had been cordoned off, 

with portable barriers at each end and officers patrolling the 

sidewalks to prevent any sightseers from getting too close to 

the crime scene.  They couldn’t stop the occupants of the 

neighboring houses from peering out their windows with 

cameras, though.  And now the local news station had a 

helicopter hovering overhead.  Footage of the reddened 

pavement was being looped on every channel in the area.

“I don’t think it was our killer,” Colfax continued.

“You get that feeling too?”

“It wasn’t clean.  When has the guy we’re looking for 

ever fired more than one bullet at a time?”

“He hasn’t.”

“That’s point one.  Point two: he didn’t use a silencer.”

“Also suggestive, since our serial killer went out of his 

way to steal suppressed rifles.”

“Point three: he killed the Senator’s escorts.”

“You could argue that he’s expanding his scope.  

Especially since he already killed three members of our SWAT 

team.”

“Who had previously killed an innocent man in their 

eagerness to kill him.  This was different.  Neither Fischer’s FBI 

guard or his MPD escorts had ever worked capital cases before.  

Besides, that was a separate set of events--or at least we think it 

was.  But this started as a single murder.  Our witness 

statements indicate that Fischer was shot first.  As you pointed 

out at the time of Guthe’s death, his guards would have reacted 

by attempting to cover his corpse.  They wouldn’t have run 

after a killer they couldn’t see.  He was perfectly safe.”

“Meaning that he enjoyed seeing Guthe go down and 

kept pulling the trigger because he liked it.”

“Sounds reasonable.”
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“Whoever he is, his personality is much more like that 

of a typical serial killer than the actual serial killer’s is.”

“It’s weird.  But so is everything else.”  She was about 

to expand on that when Lewis felt for his phone.

“Your new killer has style,” Roth chirped at him 

through the speakers.

“We don’t know for sure it’s a new killer yet.  And how 

did you guess we were speculating about that?”

“Detective, please.  I take the time to glance at the 

reports that come in with the bodies.”

“What do you mean by style, anyway?”

“Perhaps I should have said sophistication.  We were 

able to run a ballistics search on the bullet recovered from the 

seat of the cruiser.  The others fragmented on impact.  But the 

one that survived was a 200 grain Nosler bullet from a .30-06 

Springfield cartridge, which was fired from a Weatherby Mark 

V rifle.”

“That’s not a cheap weapon.”

“Yes, I looked it up.  Hence my conclusion that this 

crime involves a degree of sophistication absent from the other 

murders, which were committed with whatever weapon the 

killer could lay his hands on that would suit his needs.”

“Leave the speculation to the professionals.  What 

about the victims?”

“There’s not much to be learned from them.  Single 

gunshot wounds to the head--if you hadn’t guessed--for all but 

the second officer, whose spine was severed.”

“Precise bullet placement, then.”

“Extremely.  And that brings me to the sole piece of 

useful information I can give you.”

“Whatever it is, I’ll take it.”

“In Senator Fischer’s case, the bullet entered above his 

right temple and plunged down and out the left rear of his 

skull.  Allowing for differences in their posture, the FBI agent 

who was accompanying him had the same wound.  The officer 
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who posted himself over the bodies was shot through the left 

side of his head, almost perpendicular to his skull, and the exit 

wound was on the right.  As for the second officer, who tried to 

get the hell out of Dodge--he’s by far the most interesting, 

forensically.  The shot that killed him also came from above, 

but it wasn’t square on target like the others.  In fact, it was 

highly oblique.  The bullet scored his upper back on the right 

side of his body and broke a rib on penetration before it 

separated his spine and shredded his heart.”

Lewis glanced down the street.  “I think that’s a better 

lead than we had expected.”

“Happy to be of help.”  Roth hung up on him.

“Did you hear that?”

Colfax nodded.  “Fischer was shot over there, crossing 

the street in this direction with his agent behind him.”

“The first officer ran out to them in the opposite 

direction, which meant he was presenting the left side of his 

body to that end of the street rather than the right side.”

“And the second officer, who was climbing into his car 

while facing the same way that Fischer and the agent had been, 

also had the entry wound on the right side of his body.”

Lewis shaded his eyes with his hand.  “These four-story 

houses are tall.  They’ve got parapets.  A shooter on one of the 

roofs across the street from Fischer’s house would have the 

necessary line of sight to create plunging wounds.”

“You’re thinking he got into one of the houses.”

“No,” Lewis said.  “I’m thinking he lives in one of 

them.”

“Isn’t that stretching coincidence a bit much?”

“Consider the situation.  This is an affluent 

neighborhood.  A man who lives on this street would be well 

able to afford a nice hunting rifle.  He would also have the 

advantage of being able to observe Fischer’s routine.  He could 

see him drive up with his escort every night and leave in the 

morning.  My guess would be that this killer is one of the real 
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killer’s fans.  As I see it, he approves of all the murders up to 

this point as eliminating a parasitic element in American 

society.  He’s probably sat by his window at night fingering his 

gun and wondering if he dare take a shot at the Senator who he 

knows lives down the street.  His mind would construe it as a 

public service.  Then he hears on the news that members of 

Congress are going to be moved out of Washington until the 

danger is over.  He gets angry.  He feels that the serial killer he 

admires is going to be cheated of his rightful prey.  He decides 

to help him, to take part in the good work.  When he sees the 

Senator and his security detail arrive, he goes up to the roof 

and waits a few minutes until Fischer and the agent come out 

with the suitcases.  And then he shoots.”

“Very dramatic,” Colfax said with approval.  “Are you 

sure you’re not trying to give Gallagher a run for his money?”

“You don’t have to be a psych profiler to be able to 

reconstruct a crime with vividness.  It’s an easy scenario to 

imagine.  All the necessary elements are here.  Motive, means, 

opportunity.  It explains the lack of refinement in the details, 

like the noise of a supersonic bullet, and it accounts for the 

readiness of the murderer to take the shot.”

“Both premeditated and spontaneous, in fact.”

“Yes.”

“Now we get to have the fun of going house to house 

and possibly running into a panicking spree killer who’s 

feeling the pressure of his crime.”

“Maybe not.”  Lewis tapped the screen of his phone.  

“Hey, Simonson.  Do you have that database of all the 

members of the killer’s Facebook fan clubs handy?”

“One second.”  They heard his fingers pounding away 

at the keys.  “All right, I’ve got it.  What do you need?”

“First I need you to go to the DC property records and 

pull the names of everyone who lives on this street south of 

where Senator Fischer was killed.  Go say three blocks down 
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from where it happened.  And we only need names from the 

side of the street opposite to his house.”

“The same side of the street where the cruiser was 

parked?”

“That’s it.”

“Hang on.”  A minute passed while Simonson 

drummed away at his machines.  “Okay.  Got those as well.”

“Now cross-reference the two lists.”

“Oh, I see where this is going,” Simonson said.  He 

typed in a command and let it run.  “Yes.  He lives about eight 

houses down.  Aubrey Hoodmaker.  Want his address?”

“First run his name over to the NSA.  Have them check 

it against part of the profile database.  See if he has any hunting 

licenses, and what his firearms history is.”

“Urgent?”

“Faster than urgent.”

“I’ll get back to you.”

“Shouldn’t you call the SWAT team?” Colfax asked.

“Not necessary.  There was a senator murdered here 

this morning.  Everyone on the street knows about it by now.  

A couple of detectives going up and down asking questions, 

fishing for witnesses, will be expected.  In fact, a bunch of the 

people who live here would probably be disappointed if we 

didn’t show up.”

“They’re as bad as the thrill-seeking congressmen 

gathering around Seidenberger’s dead body with a laser beam 

aimed in their general direction.”

“Death is always an easy sell as long as it’s someone 

else’s death.”

Colfax moved back over to the cruiser and began 

scanning through the photos of the scene on one of the 

cameras.  Lewis stared down the street, trying to focus on the 

approximate area where the shooter must have been.  He was 

still recreating the conditions and feel of the four fatal shots in 

his head when his phone rang again.
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“The NSA was very communicative,” Simonson almost 

shouted.  “Hoodmaker’s been a busy boy.  Deer and turkey 

tags in Virginia every year.  Elk in New Mexico.  Black bear in 

Montana.  Moose, sheep, mountain lions...”

“We get it.  This guy likes killing things.  What about 

his guns?”

“Where do you want me to start?”

“Does he own a Weatherby Mark V rifle?”

“Yep.  The application’s about six years old.”

“That’s all we needed.  Text me his address.”  Lewis put 

the phone back in his pocket.

“It’s not our killer,” Colfax said.  “That was too easy.”

“As you said, a spur-of-the-moment crime long 

contemplated.”

Three minutes later, the door of Hoodmaker’s house 

was opened to them by a pleasant-looking maid.  “May I help 

you?”

“Yes.  We’re investigating Senator Fischer’s death and 

we’d like to speak to Aubrey Hoodmaker.”

“I’m afraid Mr. Hoodmaker is out at the moment.”

“Do you know where we might find him?”

“He left me a note stating that he would be golfing this 

morning.  He wasn’t here when I arrived.  Is it 

urgent...Detective?”

“It is important that we interview him as soon as 

possible while the facts are still fresh.  He was here this 

morning?”

“Yes, but I’m not sure if he would have seen anything 

useful.”  She considered.  “He usually plays at Langston, if 

that’s any help.”

“That’s very helpful.  Thank you.”  Lewis backed down 

the steps and walked away casually until he was out of sight of 

the front windows.  Then he broke into a run.  Colfax matched 

him stride for stride.
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“He’s got a nerve if he actually goes golfing after 

committing four murders,” she huffed.

“Yes, he does.  Call the TSA and put a travel watch on 

him just in case, but I think he really is at Langston.  The course 

straddles the Anacostia River.”

“He’s trying to dispose of the gun.”

“He slides it into his golf bag where it’s hidden, walks 

out of the house and puts it in his car--or takes a cab if he goes 

out the back way to avoid having someone notice him on the 

street.  Plays a few holes, caddying for himself, pretends to lose 

a ball, goes and thrashes about in the bushes, and while no one 

is looking at yet another golfer making a fool of himself in the 

rough, lets the rifle drop into the silt of the river.”

“Where it would be hopelessly corroded by the time 

anyone found it accidentally.”

“He’s spontaneous but he’s not completely stupid.”

The pro at Langston turned out to be helpful.  He’d 

noticed Hoodmaker, who played at least once a week, heading 

out three hours ago.  “He should be on the fifteenth or 

sixteenth hole about now,” he concluded.  “We’ve had a slow 

morning.  Can I drive you out there?”

“Please,” Lewis begged.  Colfax took a seat in the cart 

next to the pro.  Lewis climbed on behind in place of the bags.  

He ignored the dirty looks he got from the golfers they passed 

along the way.  His attention was divided between his watch 

and scanning the faces of everyone on the course to see if they 

matched Hoodmaker’s driver license photo.  Five minutes 

ticked by and the cart was still bumping along.  Six.  Seven.  

Eight.  He noticed that they were passing the sixteenth green 

and his stomach tensed up.

In the cab, he saw the pro raise a hand and point.  

Colfax leaned forward to follow the pointing finger.  Lewis 

glanced in that direction and his eyes focused on a single 

player who was teeing off at the fifteenth hole, a short par 

three.  It shouldn’t have been a difficult task, and yet somehow, 
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as the cart neared the tee, the man sliced his shot abominably.  

His ball went flying off into the trees and bushes on his right.  

Irritated, he stabbed the ground with his club and walked 

away to look for it, his back to the approaching cart.

“Get up there!” Lewis shouted to the pro.  As the cart 

reached the green, the departing player faded from view.

He and Colfax sprinted across the neat turf and dove 

into the underbrush.  They could hear rustling nearby, but it 

was getting fainter.  Lewis bit off a curse word.  He should 

have known that a semi-professional hunter like Hoodmaker 

would be an experienced stalker.  Which meant that he stood a 

decent chance of evading them.

He moved away to the right.  Colfax was branching off 

to the left.  The trees separated them.  Lewis kept the bank of 

the river in view.  He didn’t bother to hide his presence, and 

neither did Colfax.  If Hoodmaker had his wits about him, he 

would realize they were beating him, forcing him out of his 

cover until he was exposed on the fairway again.

“Stop!  FBI!”

The shout was followed by the report of two shots, both 

identical in tone.  Lewis plunged forward, grabbing at his own 

gun as he went.

He burst out into the open and realized they were 

cutting diagonally across the fourteenth hole.  Colfax was 

ahead of him.  She was gaining on Hoodmaker, who appeared 

to be limping slightly.  A foursome of septuagenarians, with 

brilliant white hair and screaming pink visors, scattered in 

horror as the detectives tore through them.  Lewis could see 

Hoodmaker’s destination now.  He was making for a restroom 

on the far side of the fairway.  If he took cover behind that, he 

could shoot them both down before they could encircle him.

Lewis put on a final burst of speed.  Just before 

Hoodmaker reached the building, he planted himself firmly, 

took aim, and started shooting.  Senator Fischer’s murderer 

tumbled head over heels.  When he and Colfax reached 
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Hoodmaker, they found a snubnosed magnum revolver 

hanging loosely in his hand, with one chamber discharged.

* * * * *

“Not our killer, then,” McGarr said.

“We have confirmed he was elsewhere at the time of 

several of the previous murders.  We’ll check the rest, but it’s a 

formality at this point.”

“Did you find the gun?”

“Yes.  It’s awaiting ballistics testing right now.”

“You have managed to upset Congress yet again,” the 

chief of police mused.  “First they got excited about the 

possibility that we’d found the killer.  Now some of them want 

to believe that we did and that we’re being difficult by refusing 

to admit that Hoodmaker was responsible for all of the 

murders.”

“They’re believing what they want to be true, that’s all.  

Why can’t they go into recess until we catch this guy?”

“Because they just came out of recess and that would 

look weak.  Detective, have you considered what will happen if 

you don’t catch this guy?”

Lewis took a deep breath.  “Ma’am, I’ve almost come to 

believe that the only true signature of the killer we’re looking 

for--the only thing consistent across every one of his crimes--is 

that he can’t be caught.”

274



Chapter Eighteen

The convoy pulled out of the Renaissance Arlington 

Capital View Hotel at seven minutes past nine o’clock.  It 

consisted of a dozen black Chevy Suburbans, the vehicle of 

choice for American police, and four MPD cars, two in front 

and two behind.  Four members of Congress sat in each 

vehicle, with two FBI agents in the front seats.  Some of them 

got a childish thrill from seeing the unslung Heckler & Koch 

submachine guns that the agents were carrying, a thrill that 

passed as they realized that there might be a chance those guns 

would be fired in anger soon.  As the convoy rolled by the 

Hyatt Regency next door, they could see a second line of 

government vehicles waiting in front of the building.  The new 

joint committee on rules and administration had settled on this 

area as its preferred choice for housing members until the 

District was safe again.  The hotels were well rated, it was 

conveniently adjacent to the highway for fast access to Capitol 

Hill, and its proximity to the airport meant that the approaches 

were limited and extra security was always nearby.  The 

Arlington police, torn between pride in their new role as 

defenders of Congress and trepidation lest the DC murders 

spill over into Virginia, were always hovering in the vicinity.  

Arrests in the area had tripled in the last twenty-four hours.  

One Arlington officer, who had since been suspended, had 
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been caught on camera telling a reporter very seriously that a 

man sticking used gum to the side of a trash can might be 

planting a hidden camera or marking a line of sight for a 

shooter and should be treated as a terrorist threat.

From the hotel, the convoy swung onto the Jefferson 

Davis Highway, heading north.  The police cars kept their 

lights flashing, clearing the traffic and keeping their speed up.  

A minute later they merged onto US 395.  The Pentagon 

loomed large in the left-hand windows of the Suburbans.  More 

than one congressman felt offended at the thought of all the 

generals and civil servants who worked within that concrete 

fortress.  They would have made much more acceptable targets 

if only they’d been in Washington!

The convoy passed Long Bridge Park and began 

crossing the Potomac.  In the police cruisers, the officers 

silently tensed.  They were now back in the District of 

Columbia, and that meant their protectees were now targets.  It 

was a matter of time, and nothing more, before the killer came 

after them again.

To their left, the Jefferson Memorial stood out brilliantly 

against the drab waters of the Tidal Basin.  To their right, they 

could see golfers already out on the East Potomac course that 

occupied a low island in the middle of the river.  Summer 

would be autumn soon, but so far, Washington was showing 

no signs of the change.  The string of vehicles passed onto the 

Francis Case Memorial Bridge for the final stretch over water 

before entering Washington proper.  A few minutes more, and 

their passengers would be disembarking inside the secure zone 

that now surrounded their offices.

In the ninth vehicle in the convoy, the right rear 

window shattered into countless shards and Congresswoman 

Marie Jean Pettifeld pitched sideways into Congressman Ezra 

Jones’s lap.  The agent in the front seat twisted around, already 

breathing fast.  He choked at the sight of the mess that 

confronted him.  Dimly, he thought he heard screaming.
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* * * * *

“Congressman Jones has been taken to Bridgepoint for 

observation and sedation,” Colfax said.

“He’s not coping well?”

“He had hysterics.  He wouldn’t shut up until someone 

jabbed a needle in his arm.”

“In his defense, it was probably pretty traumatic for 

him to have her head splattered all over him.  Were they 

close?”

“I’m assuming so.  They were both Democrats from 

New York.”

“And the other passengers in that vehicle?”

“The same.  The entire New York congressional 

delegation is being lodged at the Renaissance.”

“Do you think he picked her, or them, on purpose, or 

did he take one of the vehicles at random, knowing he’d be 

bound to kill a member that way?”

“I think the latter.  We know he refrains from hacking 

as a rule.  Sure, he did it to get the addresses of the SWAT team 

members, but that was the exception.  And if he didn’t break 

into the MPD’s system again to check the convoy schedules 

and assignments--”

“Which he didn’t,” Simonson volunteered.

“Then he would have had to take whatever came his 

way.  Or whoever, rather.”

“Like the Costas murder.  He would have 

opportunistically targeted anyone who fit the profile of his 

desired victim.”

“Fortunately it’s an easy fix,” Colfax said with relief.  

“We can issue a press release to the effect that from now on, 

convoys will not only transport members of Congress, but also 

members of their staffs and Capitol Hill employees.  

Furthermore, these will not be assigned different vehicles, but 
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will be mixed up randomly within each vehicle.  That way, if 

the killer tries hitting a convoy again, he can’t be sure who he’s 

looking at and he won’t dare take the shot.”

“Won’t the public be up in arms themselves about 

congressmen and senators using human shields?”

“We don’t present it that way.  We’ll describe it as a 

means of exploiting a weakness in the killer’s psyche.”

“Showing mercy towards the innocent is a weakness?”

“From our point of view, yes.  In this case.  Don’t be 

contrary.”

“Someone has to play devil’s advocate and prepare you 

for the backlash.  It would be a better solution to get vehicles 

with bulletproof windows.”

“We’re working on that.  We simply don’t have enough 

on hand to protect all the members.  At the rate it takes to 

retrofit them, that may end up being a job for the Secret 

Service.”

“Would it even do any good, though?” Herrera asked.  

“Bulletproof glass is fine for handguns.  But it won’t defeat 

even an ordinary hunting rifle at close range.  And Pettifeld 

was killed with a fifty-cal.”

“You can tell?”

“I’ve seen the effects before.  Probably an M82.  Which 

is a hulking big rifle.  It doesn’t break down like the AR-15s 

he’s used for long-range shots on previous occasions.”

“Meaning that he had a creative way of getting it in and 

out of his location.”

“Maybe not.”

“Oh, come on.  He had to get it there somehow.”

“Yes, but he might not have moved it.  He steals his 

guns, they’re not linked to him.  So he can leave them behind 

when he’s done.  As he has in the past.”

“All right, so where is this hulking rifle?”

Herrera turned and squinted down the river.  They 

were standing on the bridge at the point where Pettifeld had 
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been struck.  Powdered glass crunched under their boots.  “On 

the roof of one of those residential towers in south 

Washington.”

“Then we ought to be able to spot it.”  Lewis reached 

for the car’s radio and summoned a police helicopter from 

where it was circling above Capitol Hill.

The chopper drifted down the Washington Channel, 

past the ongoing construction along Water Street, and circled 

back for a closer look.  Two observers on board were scanning 

the roofs of the buildings, one with the naked eye, one with a 

powerful camera.

“Could he have made the shot from that far away?” 

Lewis speculated.

“If he was a trained sniper,” Herrera said.  “But that 

hasn’t been part of our profile.”

“Hard to believe that someone could develop shooting 

skills like that and not brag about them or show them off.  Our 

killer could have been one of the President’s Hundred if he 

wanted.”

The radio crackled.  “Detective, I think we’ve found 

your rifle.”

“Where is it?”

“On the roof of the west building of the Tiber Island Co-

op, tucked behind the central elevator shaft.  It’s shielded from 

the view of the surrounding complexes, but it has a line of sight 

to the Case Bridge.”

“Hold your position.  We’re coming over there.”

Ten minutes later, with a bewildered manager in tow, 

the detectives spilled out of the maintenance door onto the roof 

of the building in question.  Above them, the helicopter loitered 

reassuringly.  Lewis, who was in the lead, almost tripped over 

the rifle and stumbled backwards.

“That’s an M82,” Herrera confirmed.  He lay flat on the 

roof and carefully peered through the scope.  Sliding his pen 

through the trigger guard, he depressed the barrel until it 
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pointed at the distant surface of the river.  “It’s still targeted on 

the same spot on the bridge.  He took his shot, lowered the 

gun, and walked away.  Unflappable.”

“All right, check it for fingerprints before we move it,” 

Lewis said.  “The rest of you, spread out and see if he left any 

other evidence behind.”

“I think he did,” Colfax shouted over the noise of the 

helicopter.  Lewis turned around to find her beaming at him.  

“Look!”

She held up a navy blue baseball cap.  In large, 

unmistakable yellow letters, the logo on it read “FBI”.

* * * * *

“A wig?” Lewis said.

“Unfortunately, yes.  The hair we recovered from the 

inside of the cap is unmistakably human, but it has been cut 

and processed in a way that is distinctive of wig manufacture.  

Also the wig is an old one, probably obtained in a pawn shop 

or novelty store.  We can’t trace its origins.”

“What about DNA on the cap itself?”

“Nothing.  Old skin cells turned to dust, which is why 

the wig was likely an antique.  At no point does it ever seem to 

have come in contact with the killer’s head.”

“Great.  He finally makes a mistake and his precautions 

have been so thorough that we can’t even use it against him.”

“That’s why he takes precautions.”

“And the cap is a precaution, too.  He had a pretty good 

position, and those crates on the roof made it better, but if 

anyone had spotted him, they’d have seen the letters on his 

cap--”

“Or presumably on his vest or jacket as well--”

“And felt thankful for the watchful efforts of the FBI 

instead of threatened by an anonymous sniper.  Hell, if our 

choppers had flown over and seen him, they’d probably have 
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taken him for granted, now that your fellow agents are 

camping out all over the city in odd places.  Did anyone hear 

the shot?”

“I’ve turned up a couple witnesses who did, but they 

thought it was construction,” Herrera said.  “The building was 

almost deserted at that time, given the hour of the morning.”

“Security footage?”

“I believe I’ve narrowed it down to an obese woman 

who entered the elevator on the top floor, rode it down to the 

lobby, and walked out,” Simonson said.  “I’m trying to trace 

her now, but if she was the killer in disguise, then what’s left of 

her is in a dumpster somewhere.  Even with our quick 

response, he had an hour’s head start.”

“And the rifle?”

“Stolen from a professional shooter in Texas.  We may 

have a lawsuit on our hands.  He wants it back.  He thinks it’s 

a museum piece now that it’s killed a member of Congress and 

he’s already making plans to present it to the local historical 

society.”

“What a delight he must be to deal with.”  Anything 

else Lewis had been meaning to say was forgotten as Gallagher 

opened the office door and more or less trickled into the room.

“Well, that’s it,” the FBI agent said sulkily.

“What’s it for what?”

“For us.  And for me personally.  Congress is 

appropriating my profiling program and setting up a new 

office to house it.”

“And they didn’t ask you to take over and run it?  

Apparently a failure to find your suspect is not a 

recommendation even in the eyes of Congress.”

“Laugh if you like,” Gallagher said.  “You’ll be in the 

same position in a few days.”

“Why?”

“Congress just asked the President to declare martial 

law under the terms of the Insurrection Act.”
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“But the Posse Comitatus Act--”

“Doesn’t apply if Congress asks for habeus corpus to be 

suspended.  And they have.”

“Which means we’re basically out of the case, because 

the Army and the National Guard will start rounding up 

whoever they want and running their own investigations.”

“That’s how I read it.”

* * * * *

General William Pennington stepped out of his staff car 

and walked towards the entrance to the DC Armory.  All 

around him, soldiers in fatigues came to attention, half of them 

petrified with surprise and the rest too confused to do anything 

but follow the example of their peers.  The Armory was in 

chaos, since the District of Columbia National Guard, which 

reported directly to the President, had been activated 

immediately without waiting for congressional approval.  

Units were formed up half on the sidewalk and half in the 

parking lot.  Guardsmen whose military experience was 

limited to a few months’ worth of training and weekend drill 

were rushing about, trying to find their places.  Officers were 

attempting to determine what their assignments were 

supposed to be.  Underlying all the tension was the awareness 

that they were about to do things that were, if not illegal, at 

least inappropriate.  And the sudden appearance of a four-star 

general, whom an unlucky few recognized as the Chairman of 

the Joint Chiefs of Staff, was enough to add yet another level of 

terror to the conflicting emotions everyone was experiencing.

Pennington ignored the existence of the guardsmen 

completely, except for returning the salutes they were firing at 

him from every direction.  His acceptance of the door guard’s 

homage was almost perfunctory.

“I’m General Pennington,” he croaked.  “I requested the 

use of a room here for a conference this morning.”
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The guard checked the general’s name against his 

clipboard, then leaned forward to inspect the ID card that hung 

from the pocket of his dress blues.  “Very good, sir.  We have 

an officer waiting to escort you inside.”

A nervous captain fell all over Pennington as he walked 

through the entrance and ushered him to a conference room in 

the rear of the building.  “The other Chiefs of Staff have 

arrived, sir,” he noted.  “And we’ve provided refreshments as 

per your request.”

“Thank you.  Post a guard at the end of this hall and see 

to it that no one disturbs us.  Is that clear, Captain?”

“Perfectly, sir.”

General Pennington swung open the door to the 

conference room and locked it behind him.  The five men 

waiting for him rose to their feet.  Though of equal rank, he still 

received recognition of his superior office from them as a 

courtesy.

“Be seated, gentlemen,” the General said, his voice 

sounding awful.  He took his place at the head of the table but 

did not himself sit down.  His eyes scanned them, assessing 

them.  The Chiefs of Staff of the Air Force and Army; the 

Assistant Commandant of the Marine Corps, who was 

standing in for the deceased General Holahan; the Chief of 

Naval Operations; the Vice Chairman, who represented the Air 

Force.  The head of the National Guard Bureau was in 

California and unable to be present.

“I appreciate your making time for this conference on 

such short notice.  We have a meeting at the White House in 

two hours; I expect that we will be able to devise an acceptable 

advisory response by then to the new information that has 

come to my attention.”  Pennington opened his briefcase and 

produced a stack of reports that showed clear signs of having 

been hurriedly photocopied.  They bore no classification 

stamps and were not encased in folders.  “Rather than brief you 

on the situation in advance, I would like all of you to take a 
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very thorough look at this memo I received in the early hours 

of the morning.  Then we will discuss its security implications.”  

He passed out the reports.  His colleagues found themselves 

riveted from the first paragraph.

The General, satisfied that they were occupied, walked 

down to the other end of the room and poured himself a cup of 

coffee.  He came back to the table, settled himself in his chair, 

and opened his briefcase once more.  When his hands 

reappeared, each was grasping a silenced pistol.  The other 

service chiefs were so engrossed in the documents they were 

reading that no one bothered to glance up until Pennington 

shot the first two of them through the head.  The pistols 

coughed twice more, and the Vice Chairman, who was sitting 

at the opposite end of the table, began to open his mouth to 

shout.  A fifth shot stopped him and he slouched back into his 

seat.

General Pennington stood up, walked around the table, 

and made sure that all five men were dead.  He replaced his 

guns, picked up his briefcase, and walked out of the room.

There was an armed guard at the end of the corridor as 

he had requested.  “Sergeant, you will see to it that no one 

enters that room until I give the order, or until the officers who 

are conferring there are finished.”

“Yes, sir.”

Pennington strolled away.

* * * * *

“I know you’ve been subjected to a great deal, General, 

but if you wouldn’t mind going through it one more time?”

“Not at all.”  General Pennington was seated on the sofa 

in the elegant living room of Quarters Six at Fort Myer.  His 

eyes were strange and his hands unsteady, but his lips were 

tight with rage.
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“I came downstairs around zero-five-hundred.  The 

doorbell had rung, which was unusual.  There was a lieutenant 

colonel--or I suppose I should say a man in a lieutenant 

colonel’s uniform--standing on the steps.  I don’t recall what 

his name tag said, and in any case, that doesn’t seem very 

important now.  He said he had a special intelligence report to 

deliver to me, and that an immediate response would be 

necessary.  I took him into my study and he handed over the 

report.  I wasn’t in the best of tempers and I didn’t put any 

distance between us before starting to read it.  I remember him 

striking me on the neck, and then I think he went for a needle 

of some kind.  I saw it or felt it.  After that--nothing until the 

corpsman here woke me up.”

“That tallies with the video footage from the porch 

camera,” Lewis said to Colfax.

“Detective, if you wouldn’t mind explaining this to 

me?” the General said acidly.

“Sorry, sir.  We have reason to believe that the man who 

called here this morning and then attacked you was the serial 

killer we’ve been pursuing for the past three weeks.”

“So I escaped because I was outside the District of 

Columbia?”

“It would appear so.”

“Then why did he pay a visit to me at all?  Why was it 

necessary for me to wake up and find that my wife and I had 

both been drugged?”

“He’s used this sort of routine before, General.  He 

needed your identity.  As near as we can reconstruct it, after he 

sedated you, he went upstairs and did the same to Mrs. 

Pennington.  He carried you back to your bed and hooked both 

of you up to an IV line to keep you unconscious.  Next, he 

proceeded to alter his appearance to fit yours and donned your 

uniform.  With the aid of your thumbprint, he unlocked your 

phone and sent a message to the rest of the Joint Chiefs 

scheduling an early meeting at the DC Armory.  He also 
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requested that the Armory make space for an emergency 

conference, and under the circumstances they were happy to 

do so.  When your aide arrived, he passed as you with a throat 

infection.  He explained that Mrs. Pennington was resting 

upstairs, having come down with the same thing, and asked 

that she not be disturbed.  After that, he called for your car and 

driver and left.”

“Detective Lewis, that is the most ridiculous fairy tale 

I’ve ever heard.”

“Nevertheless, General, it wasn’t you who walked out 

of this house at eight o’clock this morning.  And it wasn’t you 

who showed up at the Armory ninety minutes later.”

“It stretches the bounds of plausibility to think that a 

stranger could disguise himself as me so easily.  And it would 

demand a colossal nerve.”

“Well, his body type, as far as we know, is similar 

enough to yours that no one would notice the difference at a 

casual glance, and he’s highly skilled in the use of makeup and 

prosthetics.  And nerve is the one thing he’s got more of than 

talent.  The Armory staff have never seen you, General.  They 

saw a man who looked like the picture on his ID card--and 

that, of course, was authentic because it was yours.  They’re not 

trained to recognize faces, just to compare the face with the 

card and make sure the card swipes correctly when needed.”

“I see.  Go on.  What did my doppelganger want my 

identity for?”

“Before he left, he made several copies of the document 

he brought you on the photocopier in your office.  These, we’ve 

since discovered, purported to disclose the killer’s identity--his 

own identity--as that of an Army private stationed here at Fort 

Myer.  The soldier in question is completely fictitious, but it 

was a very attention-grabbing statement, and the memo 

presents the theory with great force.

“He showed up at the Armory as planned for the 

meeting with the Joint Chiefs.  Once there, he gave orders that 
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they were not to be disturbed and handed out the memo to all 

of them.  While they were occupied with reading it, he took 

two pistols out of his briefcase and shot them all.”

The General closed his eyes for a moment.  “Two 

pistols?”

“Yes.  Walther PPKs, converted to .22 caliber and 

suppressed.  One of them was the weapon he previously used 

to kill Undersecretary Costas.  The other is new to our crime 

labs.”

“And no one heard them cry out?”

“No.  He was too fast for them.  One shot in the head 

each.”

“How did he get away?”

“He casually walked out of the room, found a deserted 

restroom, and changed his jacket and trousers back to the 

uniform he’d first worn when he rang your front doorbell, 

which he had carried with him.  Then he left the armory as yet 

another inconspicuous lieutenant colonel.  We’ve since lost 

track of him, and he’s no doubt made several further costume 

changes since.”

“How did you find his victims?”

“We didn’t until one of your aides decided to see if Mrs. 

Pennington wanted breakfast and found the two of you.  One 

of the base JAG officers recognized the technique from the 

caucus room murders and called us.  We realized you couldn’t 

be in two places at once, and after we persuaded the guard that 

you had never left your quarters...”

General Pennington’s face was twisted with shame.  

“And he used me to kill them, and left me alive.”

“You weren’t in the District of Columbia, sir.  I don’t 

think it was anything personal, but murderer or not, he lives by 

his code just as you do by yours.”

“‘Yea, they have slain the servants with the edge of the 

sword; and I only am escaped alone to tell thee,’” Colfax 

suggested.  Lewis shot her a warning glance.
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“Excuse me,” the General said.  He stood up unsteadily, 

declining help, and made his way into his office, closing the 

door behind him.

“That was uncalled for,” Lewis said.

“I was trying to reassure him.  He should be glad to be 

alive.  I’m sure if our killer could have found a way to take all 

of the Joint Chiefs out at once, he would have done so.  But he 

needed Pennington’s personality to get at the others.”

“And now Pennington is feeling survivor’s guilt, and 

worse.  He thinks he was an unwitting accomplice.”

“He couldn’t help it.  Now we need to find how our 

killer got onto Fort Myer in the first place.  Another stolen or 

forged identity card?”

“I’m thinking low-tech.  He probably hopped the fence 

from Arlington.  Or climbed a tree and came down on the other 

side.  He doesn’t make unnecessary complications, apart from 

making each murder different, so--”

An explosion interrupted whatever Lewis had been 

about to say.  He and Colfax bolted for the General’s office 

door.

It wasn’t locked.  General Pennington was slumped 

over the desk that had once belonged to Omar Bradley, with a 

Beretta pistol still clutched in his right hand.  Lewis checked for 

a pulse.  Nothing.

“Damn him!” Lewis swore.  “Didn’t the fool realize he 

would be letting his enemy win this way?”

* * * * *

“We should have seen this coming,” Lewis said.  “We 

knew that our man was comfortable disguised as a policeman.  

A military officer is just as simple for him to pull off.  We knew 

he’d gone after a member of the Joint Chiefs before, and that he 

probably would try for them again at some point.  There were 

only seven of them, which made them easier to watch than 
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hundreds of congressmen and senators.  We could have set a 

trap for him.”

“Then why didn’t we?”

“We got distracted.  Congressmen are high-profile and 

noisy.  Generals, for all that they’re little gods on a military 

base, are otherwise invisible unless they’re sleeping with their 

biographers.  Or we didn’t have enough imagination.  Our 

procedures can’t catch up to his unusual thinking.  Or we were 

approaching this wrong from the very beginning.  Gallagher’s 

profile called for someone who would have attempted to join 

the military and failed, or who would have been dishonorably 

discharged, and that biased our minds against the concept of a 

killer who could masquerade in uniform without drawing 

attention to himself.”

“Actually,” Gallagher said, with a fraction of his old 

assurance, “if you haven’t forgotten, one of the defining 

characteristics of this killer is that he longs to be in authority 

and envies those who are.  It would be within the scope of his 

behavior for him to adopt the identity of an agent of authority 

and to attempt to play out that role--”

“Oh, shut up,” Lewis said in irritated disbelief.  “Now 

you’re telling us this?”

Gallagher relapsed into injured silence.  Herrera came 

into the office.

“The rioting has started,” he said.  “There are fires in 

Washington Heights.  And in Lincoln Park.  You can see the 

flames and the smoke from the Capitol.  And the soldiers 

patrolling in the streets, and the tanks on the National Mall.”

“Tanks?  What good are tanks to a murder 

investigation?  Classic overreaction.”

“But Congress feels reassured to have them there.  They 

love the new military presence on the Hill.  It gives them a real 

sense of their power to see how they can reshape daily life.”

“The heady rush of the addict’s first experience.”

289



“Something like that,” agreed Herrera, who had 

specialized in drug busts before transferring to the homicide 

division.  “And now we’re under siege as well.”

“Literally or figuratively?”

“Well, someone did throw a Molotov cocktail at the 

Hoover building, but that’s not what I had in mind.  Remember 

that guy that Gallagher pulled in by being overly enthusiastic?  

Kozloskian?”

“How could we forget?” Lewis asked with broad 

sarcasm.  Gallagher murmured something inaudible.

“He’s suing us for false arrest.  The MPD, the Bureau, 

and each of us on the task force personally.  And I’ve heard a 

whisper that he has congressional backing for his efforts.  

Congress resents that we couldn’t protect them and is 

delighted to be able to punish us indirectly while remaining 

officially apart from the fray.”

“Shit.”

“I know, right?”

The drab office was quiet for a few minutes.  No one 

had much more to say.

“It’s like he read all of our books and manuals on 

solving crimes and then went out and did the opposite,” Colfax 

suddenly said.  “As if all his life, he planned for this, and 

quietly trained for it.”

“Very likely he did.”

“So then--”

“Nothing.”

“Nothing?”

“We outnumber him, but he has us figured out and 

does what he wants.”

“I can’t live with that.”

“I’d like to agree with you, except that we may be 

forced to live with it.”

“That’s our future?”

“Unless we get lucky or he has a change of heart.”
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“Unacceptable,” Colfax insisted.  Lewis shrugged.  He 

was tired.

“‘The captain of the people governed severely in his 

office, and did not do justice to the people, as they said; and 

this provoked the wrath of the people so far, that they deposed 

him,’” Simonson quoted irrelevantly.

“What’s that from?”

“John Adams on the Constitution.”

“I thought we already decided that his motivation isn’t 

political.”

“It doesn’t matter whether it is or it isn’t,” Lewis said.  

“The sentiment is out of date.  And it’s meaningless to us.  Our 

job is to ensure that the government doesn’t get deposed, 

regardless of what the people want.”

“We’re not succeeding very well,” Colfax said.

Lewis sighed and reached for his coffee.  “We’ll do 

better.  We have to.”
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“The state’s first responsibility is the maintenance of order.  It 
was for that purpose the state arose, and if it cannot do the job its 

legitimacy will vanish.  The question then becomes how to 
restore order. The only possible answer is, by any means that 

will work. If the state is still capable of it, bloody repression has 

much to recommend it. But a growing number of states will not 
be capable of it, either because they are too weak physically or 

because the state leadership is too weak morally.  Making a deal 
with powerful gangs is what the late Roman Empire had to do. 

That did not end entirely well, but it had no alternative. Modern 

states, some of them, will also have no alternative. It is better to 
make a deal that reduces the violence than to let it rage 

unchecked. The latter course merely results in the emergence of 
another stateless region. A weak state is better than none.”

--William Lind
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