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     Being a southerner is no longer geographic. It's a philosophy and an attitude.  
 
    George C. Wallace, 1964 
 
      
 
    "… Wisdom cries out in the streets and no man regards it."
    
 
      
 
    William Shakespeare
   King Henry IV, Part One, act 1, scene 2
  
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    New York City, August 1968  
 
      
 
    At eight twenty-two a.m. on a hot muggy morning in August of 1968, the editorial offices of the New York Eagle were quiet. It was a perfect moment for Frank Cooper to begin his “daily deathwatch.” Like every other working day of late, Cooper, laboring in a quiet corner office of the Eagle Building, would have the last word on the lives of several fellow human beings.  
 
    Cooper was forty years old. Seated at a cluttered steel desk, with a pack of Kool cigarettes to the left of his typewriter and a bottle of Bushmill’s in a bottom desk drawer, he was smack in the center of a surly middle age. His brown eyes remained as sharp as his wits. His body was strong, both from physical exercise and years of journalistic combat: six feet one and a fit one hundred ninety pounds. He hit the West Side YMCA twice a week on his way home.  
 
    Yet, he was also many things that he never dreamed he would become. Foremost among them: Cooper was the main obituary writer for a new 10%-serious, 90%-trashy, newsy, gossipy, editorially conservative twenty-cent morning tabloid: The New York Eagle. 
 
    “Fast format” was the polite term for it. Dull, gray and respectable it was not. The Eagle was New York's newest daily, and it had a circulation of, as Cooper indelicately put it, “half a million mouth-breathing morons every morning.”  
 
    The truth was this: there was nothing that Frank Cooper could do so skillfully as put into perspective the life of someone no longer living. It was a bizarre talent, being a first-string Death Page Man. Sometimes it led him in some very strange directions.  
 
    The Eagle had come into existence a year earlier to compete with the Daily News and the Post after the World-Journal Tribune had gone belly-up following uninspired ownership and lengthy labor problems.  
 
    The Eagle now maintained a “clippings” morgue that comprised an underused room full of withered file clippings and microfilm references from seven defunct New York papers. Underused, because it was in an isolated corner of the basement, and because back upstairs on the second floor across from Internal Administration there was a new mainframe IBM WLE 2000— “Big Wally” the Eagle staffers called it—that could summon the most extensive American newspaper files on almost any human being living or dead within a few minutes.  
 
    Cooper hated the new computers. He remained the only Eagle writer who had successfully resisted learning how to use Big Wally. Instead, Cooper took his daily prowl through the basement clippings morgue with a list of names that he'd plucked from the day's death notices. Once again today, he had on his agenda a handful of men and women who had died within the last twenty-four hours.  
 
    Cooper did not write normal obituaries. Tomb-cold dead is what most obits were, stiff and formal and complete with the deceased's accolades, titles, club memberships, marriages, and surviving family members: the print version of a tasteful embalming. But Cooper left the morgue each day rattling bunches of photocopies from which he would find warts and sin, loves and hates, and flesh and blood until he had a portrait as vibrant as a Copley or a Wyeth.  
 
    This had all started one memorable evening, soon after his hiring at the Eagle. An urge had been upon Cooper and he had printed a candid obit for an old pal:  
 
    DERRICK LUCAS, 49 
 
    SKIRTCHASER AND DEADBEAT 
 
    “October 10. Derrick Lucas of Yonkers, described by friends and foes alike as a world-class profligate, expired today of a massive and long-anticipated heart attack at the Maui Inn, a tacky mock-Hawaiian bar on Arlington Boulevard in Westchester. When the end came, he had a blonde on one arm and a glass in the other hand. Both had had help from a bottle…” 
 
    The write-up amused Lucas’s friends and family. Frank Cooper was off and running as an obit guy. Poets, plumbers, loan sharks, crooks, bank vice presidents, mechanics, pimps, and arbitrage traders: they all received equal treatment. The Eagle's obit pages coursed with humanity, giving Cooper a bizarre sort of daily following. Cooper had even picked off an occasional prize for daily newspaper writing. Each year he had the last word on approximately two thousand lives—as well as a certain grudging autonomy around his publication.  
 
    The Eagle had prewritten obituaries on the famous, the wealthy, and the noteworthy. Cooper tinkered with what was already on file. But with notices like this day’s, he had a free hand. In his quiet corner of the fourth floor, he settled in at his desk. He looked at all the archived material on today’s subjects. He was gaining momentum when his phone rang.  
 
    “Go away,” he muttered. But he answered. “Frank Cooper,” he said. 
 
    “Hello, Frank.” It was a woman’s voice. Silky and sweet. From the recent past. He couldn’t immediately place it. “Busy?”  
 
    “Not for you,” he said, feigning recognition. 
 
    He placed the voice: a pretty brunette named Margot Bradford, a woman he had met two year earlier at a press-and-publishing gathering at the Hotel Carlyle. The event introduced a new volume of Pablo Picasso’s works. The edition would include the artist’s salacious erotic sketches, the latter available for the first time for hitherto-deprived American audiences. Picasso himself was there, clad in a cape and with his latest mistress. The originals of several of the erotic works were there, too, which established a pleasantly promiscuous mood. 
 
    Margot, sleek and sophisticated, attired in pearls and a pert low-cut little black dress, had drawn Cooper to her the way a compass needle points north. She had told him that she was a stringer for a European press service based in London. Her reports were features on art, books, theater, and films in the United States and Europe. Further, she said, she had often written features in those fields for the Washington Post.  
 
    Cooper had glanced at her hand to see if she was married or engaged. No ring of that type, but he did recognize the ring she was wearing. It was from an elite private girls’ school in Connecticut. 
 
    Like most boarding schools, Margot’s school had its own lingo and idiosyncrasies. A freshman was a “new girl,” a senior was an “old girl.” An alumna was an “ancient.” Students wore their rings with the school crest facing out to represent their openness to capturing every experience lived at school. Alumnae wore them with the initials facing in, as if to trap those experiences, which was how Margot was wearing hers. 
 
    “Nice ring,” he said. He named the town in Connecticut where the school was located.  
 
    She did a double take and recovered quickly. “I should have worn gloves,” she said. “You don’t miss many little details, do you?” she had asked. 
 
    “I try not to,” he answered. 
 
    A bond formed. Margot respected street savvy. Cooper was intrigued. 
 
    Afterwards, he nosed around. Her articles turned up in various European papers, including the Paris edition of the New York Herald Tribune. Her writing was impressive. She knew her way around the world of privilege and was on the cozy fringes of his profession. That was fine. But he also knew that she didn’t sell enough articles to make a living at it. She had mentioned that she had a real estate broker’s license. He traced her name through the public real estate records. He discovered she was rarely involved with more than two transactions a year. Yet she was financially comfortable and independent.  
 
    Cooper ran into her a few months later at George Plimpton's annual Paris Review party at Art d'Lugoff's Village Gate. He asked her out for lunch. She accepted. When he asked her out for dinner, she explained that she was flattered, but skittish of personal relationships. She asked if they could remain friendly.  
 
    He surprised her by saying, “Sure. Why not? No hassle.” Thereafter, with any romantic attachment off the radar, they got to know each other better. 
 
    She was divorced. Late thirties but didn't look it. She maintained an apartment in New York on Sutton Place. She had a teenage son away at boarding school. Anthony, or Tony. The kid’s wealthy but ne’er-do-well father had slipped the leash on child support, or so Margot said. She came and went as she saw fit. But she had this one anchor: she made a point of being in the East, she said, when Tony had his vacations. She had dough, Cooper concluded. Cooper figured it was family and barely gave it another thought.  
 
    So there it was. Most of it, anyway. When he heard her voice on the phone, all the various recognition factors tumbled into his suspicious newspaperman’s mind like file cards. The most important cards fell face-up on top, which is what they do when things are going well. 
 
    “What’s up, Margot?” he finally said. “How are you?” 
 
    “I’m fine.” Then, “I want to talk to you about a man's obituary,” she said.  
 
    “Whose?” he asked.  
 
     “A man named Stanley Rudawski. Former State Department official from early in the Eisenhower administration until just recently.”  
 
    He reached for a notepad and a ballpoint. “When did Rudawski die?”  
 
    “He hasn't yet.” A pause, then, “He's my father, Frank,” she said. “He's terminally ill.”  
 
    “Ah! Oh, Lord, Margot,” he answered. “I never knew your family name, so I didn't recognize it. I apologize.” 
 
    “No need. Here's a favor I need to ask. My father has maybe a week to live. He wants to talk to you. No one else. You. He has a story to tell,” she said.  
 
    “Yeah, okay, but why me?”  
 
    She blew out a breath. “You write the notices for the Eagle,” she said, as if it were self-evident. “He likes the way you do them. He wants…” Her voice broke off. She finally said. “There’s something he needs to have officially recorded, okay?” 
 
    “All right,” he said. “We don't normally do auditions for my page. But we can meet. I’ll listen. I can’t guarantee that the Eagle will carry his write-up, but we’ll see.” 
 
    “How about some night this week? Maybe around eight o'clock? It’s urgent.”  
 
    Margot’s father lived in Westchester County, she explained. But it wasn't far. She would meet Cooper at his apartment building with her car. “How about tomorrow?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah, I can do that,” Cooper said.  
 
    The call ended.  
 
    Distractions, distractions. Where had he been? He lit his third Kool of the day. He refocused. He made a rough layout of the page on top of his desk, complete with photographs when he had some. Photos were always important. By five p.m. the work day was almost finished. He sent his copy to the Managing Editor, S.W. Murphy, via a dependable twenty-something copy boy named Topher Wilson. Wilson was a Harlem native and CCNY grad. He was one of the few non-white faces in the office. 
 
    Music: Cooper loved jazz; he was still in mourning over the closing of Birdland three years earlier. But tonight, Coleman Hawkins was playing tenor sax on West 52nd Street at Jimmy Ryan’s. Cooper walked to the office of Sam Rothman, the sports editor and his best friend on the paper. He talked Sam into going along. Sam invited along a young woman who worked for him and upon whom he had a crush. Her name was Lauren Richie.  
 
    Lauren was twenty-four years old and a journalism graduate from Northwestern University. She had short dark hair, a shape that took Sam's breath away, and wore her skirts mid-thigh. Sam loved having her around. Cooper felt it would do Lauren good to tag along, listen to The Hawk play tenor sax, sip beer or whiskey at the smoky bar and munch sandwiches with a couple of old goats who could explain life to her. Plus, a woman in her twenties would improve the atmosphere at Ryan’s and would make them look better at the same time.  
 
    Cooper also liked Lauren. She had some sass and New York smarts to her, though Cooper knew her mostly from a distance. As for Coleman Hawkins, he was in his mid-sixties and on the schneid, battling booze, heroin, several dozen women he’d slept with and creditors. But recently he had been in fine form. Somewhere there must have been a new woman looking after him, otherwise he would have been dead. 
 
    Half an hour later, Topher Wilson dropped off the day’s galley proofs at Cooper’s desk. Cooper proofread his page. The day’s copy worked. He made some minor corrections, ironed out some rough spots and made a few subtle improvements in his text. He marked it final and sent the material back to Murphy. He celebrated with a well-deserved belt of Bushmill’s from the bottom drawer of his desk. A few minutes later Lauren opted out on Birdland. Sam followed her in flaking. Cooper decided he would go, anyway.  
 
    Tonight, The Hawk was on his game, playing brilliantly, Cooper suspected he was Riding the Horse. He got close enough to see the man’s pupils and they were pinpoint. Cooper sipped more Irish whisky, stayed at Birdland till eleven thirty, then found an uptown cab on Broadway and stumbled home, mildly buzzed.  
 
    Home was an apartment building West 96th Street. He stopped at his mailbox in the lobby. He felt eyes on his back and he knew who they belonged to. Jonas Halász, the building’s live-in superintendent and manager, was watching him through the peephole of the door to his first-floor apartment.  
 
    Halász was the building watchdog, a refugee from Hungary twelve years earlier. He was a quiet, suspicious but efficient soul who lived alone. He assumed the worst of everyone’s human nature and was correct more often than he was mistaken. Through his peephole, he watched everyone who came and went, no matter what the hour. 
 
    Cooper re-locked his mailbox. He heard the front door open.  
 
    He glanced in its direction and watched a pretty girl bounce through the entrance, allowing the door to slam behind her. Her name was Cindy, an Off-Broadway actress currently appearing in Columbus Circle as a waitress at a burger joint. She, too, was coming home from work. She had reddish hair and wore a green micro-mini with an orange t-shirt and Frye boots. Her attire was defiantly young and come-and-get-me. Cooper gave Cindy a smile and a nod. Maybe he’d get lucky one day. 
 
    Cindy reciprocated with the smile and bolted up the steps, a jaw-dropping flurry of bare arms and legs, skipping her mailbox and the bills it contained. When she disappeared, Cooper went to the elevator, pressed the button for the fifth floor, his floor, and finally was home. Another drink, and he was asleep within twenty minutes.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    The year 1968 had begun with a tiny fray in the Iron Curtain.  
 
    Alexander Dubček had been chosen as the leader of the Communist Party in Czechoslovakia, ushering in the Prague Spring, but the liberalization in Czechoslovakia raised concerns among Warsaw Pact leaders.  
 
    Czechoslovakia bordered Austria and West Germany, which formed part of the Western bloc. The leaders of the Soviet Union feared that ideas from the West would filter into the East through the Czech border. Warsaw Pact leader Leonid Brezhnev sent repeated warnings to the Czech government to end its reforms. Czech president Dubček asserted that Czechoslovakia remained committed to communism. Brezhnev knew a subversive when he saw one and worked his KGB Director, Yuri Andropov, appointed the previous year, heavily into the picture. 
 
    Years before, Andropov had been Soviet Ambassador to Hungary during the 1956 Hungarian Revolution. He had watched from the windows of his embassy as his officers of the Hungarian security service were strung up from lampposts. He knew that the Workers’ Paradise could only survive when supported by armed force.  
 
    Civil unrest was in the air all over the world. In March, a student revolt in France led to a worker’s revolt. In May, one French million citizens marched through the streets of Paris. Dramatic civil violence followed in Spain, France, China, Japan, England and Italy. 
 
     In Asia, all hell continued to break loose. The North Koreans had captured an American spy ship called The USS Pueblo and had imprisoned the captain and crew. And in Vietnam, the Tet Offensive had begun against American troops. By the end of January, Việt Cộng soldiers were directly attacking the US Embassy in Saigon. Pursuant to the fighting, Nguyễn Ngọc Loan, the South Vietnamese National Police Chief, publicly executed a Viet Cong officer named Nguyễn Văn Lém with a pistol shot to the head. The photograph by war correspondent Eddie Adams became the iconic image of the America war effort: billions of dollars and thousands of young lives to prop up summary executions on the streets of Saigon. 
 
    To the average American, the whole word seemed unhinged. During the previous year’s Arab-Israeli Six-Day War, Israel had attacked an American ship, the SS Liberty, leaving thirty-four American sailors dead and one hundred seventy-one wounded. At the time, the ship was in international waters north of the Sinai Peninsula. The American and Israeli governments agreed that the attack was unintentional, but many survivors insisted that it hadn’t been. The dead crew members were unable to offer an opinion. 
 
    It was a confusing time, with friends turning into enemies and enemies finding new friends. There were race riots in American cities, revolts on college campuses, and a new permissiveness and sexual liberation that further distanced one generation from the previous one. 
 
    The “Prague Spring” ended in August. Seven hundred and fifty thousand Warsaw Pact troops, seven thousand tanks with eight hundred airplanes invaded Czechoslovakia—the biggest military operation in Europe since World War Two. What had begun as a glimmer of hope was quickly evolving into yet another crisis for the administration of Lyndon Johnson, which already had no shortage of crises. 
 
    LBJ wasn’t on much of a roll that year, either. He had dropped out of his race for re-election after he had barely edged out antiwar candidate Eugene McCarthy in the New Hampshire Democratic primary. Shortly thereafter, Vice President Hubert Humphrey dropped into the race, as did U.S. Senator Robert F. Kennedy, the late President’s brother.  
 
    The dark events continued. Robert Kennedy would later be assassinated in Los Angeles two months after Martin Luther King, Jr. was shot dead in Memphis. Race riots erupted in most major American cities, lasting for several days afterwards. The lawlessness and unrest in Europe and Asia had spread overnight to the United States. Attacks on American police officers intensified. Police in most American inner cities felt as if they were under siege by armed black militants while the black communities frequently felt as if they were under attack by the police. 
 
    There was no respite against the violence. And so, against this backdrop of chaos and turmoil at home and around the globe, American voters faced the task of choosing a new leader of the Western World, someone to take control of events and restore order. 
 
    1968 was an American election year. The Republicans, the self-proclaimed party of “wholesome family values,” met on an off-shore subtropical island that had been developed in a quest to avoid the realities and banalities of American life: Miami Beach, a sunny exclusive place for wealthy older Americans. 
 
    Miami Beach rose like a gaudy mirage across a blue lagoon, accessible only via a causeway. It was a place that had once been an alligator-infested mangrove swamp. But by now it had been built, largely with money from organized crime, into a place where visitors could cavort, gorge, swim, booze, ogle the endless brigades of unattached girls and gorgeous young men. Miami Beach had no airport, no factories, no railroad and not even any cemeteries, a remarkable detail considering the age of the average permanent resident was sixty years old.  
 
    The names on locations bloomed from fantasy and old movies—Eden Roc, Monte Carlo, and Casablanca. In the western hemisphere in 1968, only Las Vegas could give Miami Beach a run for the money in intensified vulgarity. 
 
    Family values? One Republican candidate’s delegation took up residence at the Casablanca, where they shared space with a “Swinging Singles Club” that offered “relaxing pillow talk comfort.” Another was in the Americana with the “splashiest, spiciest, stark-nudest review this side of Paris.” Many were at The Fontainebleau where an obsequious plaque read, Thank You, Frank Sinatra, For Filming Tony Rome at The Fontainebleau.  
 
    Mr. Sinatra’s yacht happened to be in Miami at that time, too, allowing some of the unfriendly members of the press corps to remind the public that Lucky Luciano, who also passed occasionally through town, carried a gold cigarette lighter inscribed, To My Dear Pal Lucky from his friend Frank Sinatra. 
 
    At the convention, there was an aura of inevitability around one of Mr. Sinatra’s other dear pals, Richard Nixon. Never mind that Nixon had lost to John F. Kennedy eight years earlier. Never mind that he had blown his bid for governorship of California in 1962. Forget even that he had held his “last press conference” after that defeat and promised that “you won’t have Nixon to kick around anymore.”  
 
    Nixon was back. Presumably he was willing to be kicked around again.  
 
    One by one, Nixon had outflanked his opponents, Ronald Reagan and Nelson Rockefeller. The initial frontrunner, George Romney, an affable but gaffe-prone man, had self-destructed.  
 
    “George Romney of Michigan is so ill-suited to campaigning,” wrote the London-born political correspondent Martin Friedkin of the upstart New York Eagle, “that watching Romney run for President is like watching a duck trying to have sex with a football.” 
 
    In the end, the selection of Richard Nixon was closer to a coronation than a nomination. The Reverend Billy Graham, present at the convention, insisted that the Vice-Presidential choice be “a man of high moral character.” Keeping that in mind, Nixon and the party selected Governor Spiro Agnew of Maryland. 
 
    Three weeks later, the Democrats gathered in Chicago. The metropolis this time was not just Carl Sandburg’s “Hog Butcher for the World / Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat.” Instead, it was the butcher of the Democratic Party, which—amidst riots, tear gas, and convention thuggery—nominated a tired haggard already-defeated Hubert Humphrey, who had been the captive Vice President of the Johnson administration for the last four years. Humphrey, exhausted and disillusioned, would campaign on the “politics of joy.” He selected a little-known Polish-American U.S. Senator, Edmund Muskie, to be his running mate. 
 
    And so it went: a fool’s carnival, a typical American election cycle to elect a man of presumed intellect and courage to navigate the landmines of world events.  
 
    Except it wasn’t typical. 
 
    There was a third choice, George Corley Wallace, former Governor of Alabama.  
 
    From distant KGB headquarters on Lubyanka Square in Moscow, in a lovely neo-baroque building that had been the corporate headquarters of the All-Russia Insurance Company until 1917, Yuri Andropov watched, enchanted. There was nothing that amused the KGB quite so much as an American election. It had been that way for half a century and would remain so. 
 
    The possibilities were endless. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    At lunch hour the next day, Frank Cooper was in the noisy Eagle cafeteria, seated alone. Sam Rothman slid onto a steel chair across from him.  
 
    “Mind if I join you?” he asked. 
 
    “Why the hell would I mind, Sam?” 
 
    Sam sat. “How was Hawkins last night?” he asked. 
 
    “If you’d gone with me, you wouldn’t have to ask.” 
 
    “Something came up.” 
 
    “At your age?” 
 
    Sam was graying, affable, and puffy-cheeked. He was Brooklyn-born and worked in the office next door to Cooper. On the surface, Sam should have had nothing in common with a Scottish/Irish/German/English mongrel from Illinois. But newsrooms made strange friendships. 
 
    “You’re a no-good bastard, Frank,” Sam said. 
 
    “Yeah, I know.”  
 
    Sam took out a pack of Marlboros which was Cooper’s cue to shake loose a Kool. They lit up together. A white cloud of carcinogens gripped the room. Before either of them could launch into any part of a conversation, a third man appeared at the door. 
 
    “So this is where the old soreheads hang out?” the man said. 
 
    Cooper looked up and saw the third member of their vanishing crew: Marty Friedkin, the at-large political columnist for the New York Eagle. 
 
    For more than fifteen years, Friedkin had reported American politics for solid newspapers, including the Dallas Times and the Atlanta Constitution. He habitually wore a rumpled suit and an acerbic, pale, pummeled look. He was an Englishman from Sussex who had come to the United States with Reuters in the late 1940’s. More accurately, he had served in the British Navy in Asia during the final months of World War Two and had never returned to England. He had settled in Atlanta post-war, married an American and earned a degree in world history from Emory University. In 1947, Reuters had hired him. 
 
    “This is the spot for old soreheads if and when you join us,” Cooper said. 
 
    “Perfect.” Marty gave Cooper a friendly slap on the shoulder and settled in. “Guess where I’m going?” 
 
    “Prison,” said Cooper. “And it’s long overdue.” 
 
    “Close. The Sixth Floor re-assigned me from Nixon. I’m now following the George Wallace campaign for a few weeks. Murphy assigned me himself.” 
 
    “No crap!” said Sam. 
 
    “Better you than me,” Cooper said. 
 
    The Sixth Floor was where the Eagle’s management had their suites. There was a swarm of Business Board toadies on Six. All of them were male. They studied charts, wandered purposefully down corridors studying printouts on clipboards and looked upon reporters as nuisances. The business and marketing people often didn’t read their own newspaper. Cooper didn’t care for them, and the feelings were mutual. The Sixth Floor was also where employees were summoned to be rebuked, censured, humiliated, screamed at, threatened, fired or praised, in that order of likelihood. By Murphy, Friedkin meant S.W. Murphy.  
 
    S.W. Murphy's name was prominent on the upper masthead of the New York Eagle, where it was listed as managing editor. The name—and the position—sat fourth from the summit, below Kenneth Siegelman's listing as publisher and those of two co-executive editors.  
 
    As managing editor, Murphy oversaw the day-to-day operations and publication of the Eagle. The S.W. in S.W. Murphy stood for Steven William, but Cooper insisted to anyone who would listen that it stood for “Screw the World.” Screw the World Murphy, Managing Editor. Or as Sam called him, “Mismanaging Editor.” 
 
     “Where are you going? Alabama?” Cooper asked. “Hey, take Sam with you, okay? The old goat is getting on my few remaining nerves.” 
 
    Sam smiled and folded the New York Times. With an aggressive slap that made loose papers flutter next to Cooper’s sandwich, he returned the big gray competing newspaper to the table. He smiled, eased back in his chair and flipped Cooper an upraised center finger.               
 
    “I’m supposed to get a flight out of LaGuardia to Indianapolis this afternoon,” said Friedkin, indicating a small suitcase at his side. “Then I connect to Fort Wayne. I’m picking up the Wallace campaign in Indiana. If I make connections, I can cover the eight-p.m. rally tonight.” 
 
    “Lucky you,” Sam said. “Be sure to wear a white sheet.”  
 
    Cooper snickered. “The most famous Twentieth Century American from Indiana was John Dillinger, Marty,” he said. “Dillinger remains a hero to most of the rubes out there. Remember that and you’ll be fine.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Friedkin said, grabbing some coffee.  
 
    “Why did they take you off the Nixon campaign?” Sam asked. 
 
    “Nixon’s campaign manager, John Mitchell, worked it. Mitchell phoned Murphy. I reported about Sinatra being tight with Nixon and Lucky Luciano carrying a cigarette lighter from Sinatra. They also didn’t like my referring to Tricia Nixon as ‘a vanilla ice cream cone.’” Cooper and Sam laughed. “I don’t know why they put me on the Wallace beat,” he said. “Not my politics at all.” 
 
    “Marty’s a pinko, you know,” Sam said affectionately. “It’s amazing that Marty draws a check at this newspaper. He’s a Bolshevik. He could be financing a cell.” 
 
    “Do they have electricity out there in Indiana?” Cooper asked with a grin. 
 
    “I know the Pistons left Fort Wayne and went to Detroit,” Sam Rothman added. “What’s left out there in the farmland?” 
 
    “Listen, mates, they not only have electricity, but I’m happy to tell you they have indoor plumbing, also.”  
 
    “Impressive,” said Cooper.  
 
    “Remarkable!” Sam chimed in.  
 
    “I covered a few stories out there in the hinterlands in my younger days,” Cooper said. “I’ve always thought the most terrifying places in this country were the remote rural areas, not the inner cities. But that’s just me. Good people, but weird stuff sometimes. You know how it works: ninety-seven percent of good normal folk, two and a half percent are a little off from normal and the final one half of one percent are potential ax murderers.” 
 
    Marty laughed Sam finished his smoke. They lingered over coffee.  
 
    Before them on a gray steel table was not just that day’s edition of their paper, the Eagle, but the Times, the News and the Post. Rothman glanced at the front page of the Times. He focused on the lead story, which was a cautionary report on rising tensions in Europe. 
 
    “What do you guys think of Wallace?” Friedkin asked. “Honest impression.” 
 
     “A little Hitler in the making,” Sam said. 
 
    “Any chance he can get elected?” Friedkin asked. “Frank? Your thoughts?” 
 
    “Wallace is a spoiler. Nixon’s going to be elected. The ship of state will continue to sail through green pastures,” Cooper said, intentionally mangling a metaphor.  
 
    “Yeah, well, I had relatives who left Germany in 1938,” Sam said. “I had others who went up the chimneys in Poland. Maybe as a Jew I’m oversensitive to the potential Rise and Fall of the Fourth Reich. Wallace is an evil little belligerent prick fascist.” 
 
    “And our newspaper management secretly loves him,” Friedkin said. 
 
    Cooper rolled his eyes. “Secretly?” he muttered. 
 
    “You think Wallace is personally an anti-Semite, Sam?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Any right-wing movement, you scratch the surface, you find Jew-haters.” 
 
    “Sam’s got a point on that one,” Friedkin said. 
 
    Sam checked out of the conversation in disgust. He flipped through the newspaper to the competitor's sports section. “Detroit’s got a hell of a team this year. Look at this fat mick pitcher, Denny McClain,” Sam said. 
 
    “You look at him, shmuck. I’m too busy,” Cooper said. “I actually do some work here.” 
 
    “Sure,” Sam said. “You write about dead people. Who was the last dead guy to get on the phone and complain?” 
 
    “There’s always a first time,” Cooper said. “I’ll let you know when it happens.” 
 
    Friedkin departed for the Midwest. Sam left for the sports desk. Cooper was back to his office at two p.m. He put himself into high gear to finish for the day.  
 
    Who were the people in the day's death notices? Why had they died? How had they lived? Whose lives had been touched by theirs? Whose lives were now diminished? What had they accomplished?  
 
    There was a plumber from Queens. An editor of books from New York and Nantucket. A restaurateur who'd found fame in the 1940s and ruin in the 1950s who committed suicide. An old Cuban wrestler—once the “Champion of the Free World”—dead in a car crash. A young endocrinologist who lost a bout with cancer. And a woman who'd taught Italian renaissance studies at New York University had dropped dead after thirty-two years of teaching.  
 
    Arbitrarily, because the mood was upon him, he decided to go for a class act this morning. He'd write up the university professor first—Barbara Rizzo Hurd.  
 
    Cooper telephoned the deceased's family and talked to Mrs. Hurd's daughter as he pecked out notes on a battered Olympia typewriter. He confirmed her age and of what she had died. He asked questions based on a clipping he had found in the Eagle's morgue. He asked if the deceased had believed in God, or what wine—if any—she might have preferred, or how often she might have visited Italy. Cooper asked questions that were none of a traditional obituary writer's business. In that way, he provoked people into chatting and came up with the odd anecdote that might otherwise have not been volunteered. 
 
    “Why do people talk to you?” a younger peer had once asked. 
 
    “It's like any other reporting,” Cooper had explained. “People tell you things if you work it right. Why shouldn't they talk to me?”  
 
    When Dr. Hurd's daughter was talked out, Cooper thanked her.  
 
    Then he phoned the professor's associates at the university. He learned she was a scholar who specialized in the works of Pollaiolo, Castagno, and Da Vinci. She had liked to paint, too. She was well liked by her peers. Cooper talked to one of her students. By noon he had a full portrait. He began his lead:  
 
    CONSTANCE SCOTTO HURD, 67  
 
    PROFESSOR AND FRIEND TO  
 
    ITALIAN ART AND CULTURE 
 
    “August 30. Constance Scotto Hurd, for many years a much loved and appreciated expert on Italian life and culture, died of a stroke today at age 67. She had visited Italy last month. A bottle of Antelfiore, her favorite Tuscan wine, and a copy of The Divine Comedy, her favorite book, were at her bedside, along with her family, when her life concluded. On the wall of her bedroom, the room where she passed away, were prints of Donatello. Dr. Hurd left this world surrounded by the things and people she loved…”  
 
    Eventually, Cooper had enough to fill six column inches. He called back Dr. Hurd's daughter later in the afternoon and read what he had. The Hurd family was touched.  
 
    Cooper repeated the procedure with the other five deceased. The plumber proved the most obtuse, as he left no relatives. A call to his church, however, yielded a young priest who had known the man. Cooper held two column inches open on his page and manufactured two accurate paragraphs. He easily made his evening deadline.  
 
    Cooper walked to the fourth-floor men's room where he bantered with some of the younger sportswriters who worked down the corridor. Most of the staff were these young guys, as Cooper thought of them. The term guys included women as well as men, and young was meant disparagingly. “The Brat Brigade,” Cooper called the younger staffers. Inevitably they were J-schoolers—journalism school graduates—who were expert at the new computerized part of the work and hopeless at the heart and bad-ass soul of it.  
 
    “A heavy read for these brats is the flip-side of a parking ticket,” Cooper had once fumed.  
 
    “Ah, come on, Frank,” Sam had soothed. “They're not bad kids. Learn from them.”  
 
    Cooper had replied with a pleasant profanity.  
 
    Poor old Sam Rothman, Cooper thought to himself as he dried his hands in the washroom. Sam was also the office dinosaur, and worse, once Sam retired in six months, Cooper would be, along with Marty. He would hate every second of it. Cooper, whether he liked it or not, still represented an age that he was just old enough to remember, when newsmen wore baggy Robert Hall suits and were recognized as cynical, foulmouthed, nosy, and belligerent. They subsisted on booze, coffee, nicotine, rumors, old shoes and hard work. They proudly caused no end of trouble and held no joy greater than poking holes in an official story. For all those reasons, many of them had been relatively young when they burned out, retired, or died.  
 
    Cooper left the washroom. 
 
    He glanced at his watch. Better grab some food early. He was meeting Margot that evening. There was something about it that he didn’t like, not that he could figure out what it was. With Margot, there was always something that was off, in one way or another. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    Frank Cooper arrived back at his building on West Ninety-sixth Street by seven p.m. He saw Margot Bradford standing patiently in the otherwise empty lobby. “Your car or mine?” she asked.  
 
    “Mine is legally parked until Thursday morning,” Cooper answered, “unless someone steals it.” 
 
    Hers was around the corner, she said, parked in a two-hour meter. She also knew the way. She departed to get it. 
 
    Cooper gathered his mail, then took the stairs up to his apartment. He glanced at his mail. Bills and a few ads. He dumped it in his living room and walked to the bedroom. There was a solid table to the right of where he slept, the lower part of it like a bookcase. He lifted a catch hidden on the side of the table. A row of shelves unlatched and swung loose like a gate. Cooper knelt. On the steel safe hidden within, he worked a quick combination. The safe opened.  
 
    In a yellow chamois cloth lay the snub-nosed six-cylinder Smith & Wesson revolver. It was in a small clip-on holster. Cooper checked the weapon. He loaded five bullets into the revolver, leaving the chamber above the pistol's hammer empty—no use blowing off his hip accidentally. He returned the remaining bullets to the safe, which he closed and locked.  
 
    Cooper's pistol permit was in his wallet. Friends in the police department had helped him obtain it back in the early 1960s. He clipped the loaded pistol to his belt on the left side, hidden beneath his sports jacket.  
 
    He left the light on. Moments later, he hit the street again. He stopped and looked both ways. Margot was waiting in a dark green Mercedes 220. Brand new. Typical. Quiet understated elegance: that was Margot. He eased into the Benz with her.  
 
    “Ready?” she asked. 
 
    “Let’s go,” he said.  
 
    Cooper checked the passenger’s side rear view mirror as they pulled out into traffic. One never knew. All clear. A nervous tic: he patted the pistol underneath his jacket.  
 
    Margot drove assertively but with caution, gliding in and out of Manhattan traffic. She turned a few corners and pulled onto an access ramp of the northbound West Side Highway. The dashboard radio softly played a piano concerto from WQXR.  
 
    He looked at her from the corner of his eye. She should have been married to a banker, but instead she was married to no one. “How’s your son?” he asked. 
 
    “Tony? He’s good,” she answered without looking at him. Cooper noticed that she was working the rear-view mirrors, also. She was a conscientious driver—or she too was paranoid about being followed. “He’s very good, actually,” she said. “Thank you for asking.” 
 
    Tony, her son, was the one person she liked to talk about. Tony went to one of the top prep schools in Connecticut, one with a hefty annual price tag. Tony rowed on Lake Quinnipiac in the fall, she said. He played ice hockey in the winter and tennis in the spring. He also maintained an A-minus average. Margot had shown Cooper photographs on occasion. During the most recent Christmas vacation, he had even met Tony face to face at a chance meeting in Saks Fifth Avenue where Margot was shopping for “clients,” as she called them.  
 
    As they talked, Cooper tried to note the route she was taking. They were out of the city proper in twenty minutes and they continued north on the Saw Mill River Parkway. She fell silent, and so did he. Daylight was gone. When less than an hour had passed, Margot left the highway and drove onto a dark, winding two-lane road, still going north: Cooper could tell by the stars. She drove through a stretch of orchards and rambling old houses, one long narrow road for twelve minutes at thirty miles per hour. There was a right turn past a picket fence. Three minutes on an unmarked two-lane road. No houses. No signs indicating a town, but he recognized buildings. They were in Chappaqua. 
 
    Finally, she spoke again. “My father has had cancer for two years. Among other things. He's come home to die,” she said.  
 
    “Whose home?”  
 
    “His. That's where we're going.”  
 
    “Who takes care of him? Your mother?”  
 
    “I'm his only family.”  
 
    “Presumably a dying man is not waiting alone.”  
 
    “We have nurses around the clock.”  She paused. “It won't be too much longer.”  
 
    For a moment, Cooper thought she was talking about travel time. Then he realized she was talking about her father. Headlights appeared behind them and threw light into the Benz. Cooper was instantly on edge. 
 
    “My father is giving up,” she continued. “Deteriorating eyesight. Horrible back pain. Feels sick all the time. How long do you think a man can go on like that?”  
 
    “Obviously, he has something important on his mind. Do you have any idea what it is?” Cooper asked. The bright beams behind them swept away and disappeared. She turned onto a wet narrow road. A sudden shower had come through, and the smells of a late summer seeped through the car window. They were within sight of houses again.  
 
    “Do the names Igor Popov or Michal Goleniewski mean anything to you?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he answered. Confusion mingled with anger. “This again?”  
 
    “My father said you’d know the names,” she answered. “Who are they?” 
 
    “You don’t know?” he asked. 
 
    “I know they’re Russians,” she said. 
 
    “Popov and Goleniewski were Soviet intelligence officers. Each defected to the United States about the time the Berlin Wall went up. 1961.”  
 
    “My father said you wrote a long investigative report on the CIA in 1965. You covered a pair of Soviet defectors named Nosenko and Golitsyn,” she said. 
 
    “That’s correct,” he said.  
 
    “I read it yesterday. My father showed me a clipping. You worked for the New York Daily Mirror back then.” As she spoke, she made a sharp turn.  
 
    “I thought you only knew me as an obit writer.”  
 
    “Don't you think I might have heard of one of the better investigative reporters in New York?” she asked.  
 
    “Well,” he answered, “it’s not what I do any more.”  
 
    “Remember much about Popov and Goleniewski?” 
 
    “It was a long, involved case,” he said. “Nosenko and Golitsyn were a separate pair of Soviet intelligence officers. Golitsyn was a legitimate defector and Nosenko was a fake. Or maybe it was the other way around. I don't remember. Or maybe no one really knew. They’re both still alive, by the way.” 
 
    “Still have your notes?”  
 
    “I destroyed them. Most reporters working hard news destroy their notes,” he said, surprised she didn't know. “That way they can't be subpoenaed.” 
 
    “Smart,” she said. 
 
    “Not so much ‘smart’ as ‘not stupid,’” he said. 
 
    Margot smiled. “I like you, Frank. You’re a cultivated smart-ass.” 
 
    She turned off the road and was on gravel. High trees hung over a driveway. Dark hedges rose on each side of the car. It was dark inside the car, aside from the dim green glow of the instrument panel. Lights appeared, then the rear of a building. Then more lights and the outline of a large, rambling house.  
 
    Margot parked the car. The world suddenly was very quiet. They stepped out of the vehicle. Cooper was conscious of wet leaves ticking together. He glanced behind them but saw no one. A breeze came up. A large hedge by the driveway murmured as if it were alive. 
 
    They entered the house through a sparsely furnished kitchen. Somewhere in the house a television made a low, monotonous rumble. Margot led Cooper to a drawing room. He seated himself. Cooper noted the surroundings: A desk in a corner with a wooden chair. An anonymous portrait on the wall and two mismatched sofas. No photographs. No reading material. There was a fireplace which was clean. The room conveyed the sense of having been hastily assembled.  
 
    Margot vanished for several minutes. Distantly, Cooper heard Margot discussing something with the nurse. There was the sound of a door shutting. Cooper heard voices approaching—that of Margot and an older man.  
 
    A door opened.  
 
    Margot wheeled a frail man into the room. He wore pajamas and a heavy robe. His hands were bony. His thin ankles disappeared into a heavy pair of slippers. He looked at Cooper with steady anxious eyes. 
 
    “You’re a fine writer,” the man said in a voice that rasped. 
 
    “I'm flattered, sir.”  
 
    “Did my daughter tell you anything about me? My name perhaps?”  
 
    “No more than that, sir,” Cooper answered.  
 
    “Well, good. We can start from the top.” He glanced to her approvingly. “My name is Stanley Rudawski,” he began, “and I worked in the State Department from 1953 until this year. I've got a story to tell you. I hope you'll print it after I'm dead. But that will be your decision.”  
 
    “Why are you telling it to me?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “In the past, I liked your investigative work,” the man said. “Now I like your obituaries. Perfect blend.” A flicker of a smile crossed the old man's face. “Plus, I've got the inside dope on the biggest secrets of the 1960s. Of course, you'll have to fill in the missing pieces. Do some digging. Maybe literally. So far, no one in my lifetime has the brass cajones to touch the story.”  
 
    “Maybe I won't, either,” Cooper said.  
 
    “Ha!” Cooper's host laughed. “Of course you will. You're a troublemaker.”  
 
    “I'm a retired troublemaker.”  
 
    “Oh, yes?” the old man snorted. “Well, I'm giving out a death-page notice that's going to stir things up after I'm gone. We're made for each other, aren't we?”  
 
    Cooper reached into his jacket and withdrew a small notebook. He readied a felt-tipped pen. Simultaneously, Rudawski reached for a glass of water with thin unsteady fingers. Margot's hand rested on her father's shoulder. He sipped and set the glass down again.  
 
    “Let me ask you something as we begin,” Rudawski asked. “Do you speak any Russian?”  
 
    “None. Sorry,” Cooper answered. 
 
    “Then I will explain something. In Russian, there are two words for ‘truth.’ The word for truth in Russian that most Americans know is Pravda. This is the truth that seems obvious, the one that is superficial. It is philosophically subjective. It can be bent. The ‘news’ in the newspaper can be bent, in other words. Politicians, all of them, are adept at spinning pravda to their own advantage. But the real truth of things is called istina in Russian. You can fiddle with the pravda all you want, but you can’t change the istina.”  
 
    He paused, as if to make sure Cooper was following. 
 
    “Since the Bolshevik Revolution in 1917,” Rudawski continued, Russians have bent, warped, transfigured and mangled the relative truth better than any other society that has ever existed in human history. Better than the Nazis. Am I clear?”  
 
    “Yes, sir. You are. I’ll remember that,” said Cooper. 
 
    “When dealing with Russians, don’t ever forget it,” Stanley Rudawski said. “Or it could cost you your life.” He took another sip of water. “All right. Now let’s talk,” he said.  
 
      
 
     Chapter 5 
 
     That same evening, before twenty-one thousand people at a football field within the rust belt of northern Indiana, George Corley Wallace stood at the center of a stage. It was a warm night, late summer in the American heartland, and Wallace was making it even warmer. A local band played Dixie when Wallace took the stage. Lights and flags framed the former governor of Alabama and ardent segregationist, both American and Confederate. Bullet-proof Plexiglass shielded him from his adoring public.  
 
    The small stadium was packed. The Wallace staff distributed five thousand dime store Confederate flags bearing the slogan Wallace For President. Outside, several dozen anti-Wallace pickets delivered a counter-message, cordoned behind a line of disinterested local police. 
 
    George Wallace might have gone down in history with the other notable race-baiting southern governors of the Twentieth Century: Huey Long, Cotton Ed Smith and Theodor Bilbo. But in 1954, the Supreme Court of the United States decided a case called Brown v. Board of Education of Topeka, Kansas, in which the plaintiffs charged that the education of black children in separate public schools from their white counterparts was unconstitutional. Brown v. Board of Education meant that the University of Alabama had to be desegregated.  
 
    In the years following, hundreds of African-Americans applied for admission, but all were turned down. The university worked with police to find any disqualifying qualities, or when this failed, intimidated the applicants. In 1963, three African-Americans with perfect qualifications applied and refused to be intimidated. In early June of 1963 a federal district judge ordered that they be admitted and forbade Governor Wallace from interfering. 
 
    On June 11, two African-American students, James Malone and Vivian Hood, arrived to register. Wallace personally blocked the entrance to Foster Auditorium. Flanked by federal marshals, Deputy Attorney General Nicholas Katzenbach—dispatched by Attorney General Robert Kennedy—asked Wallace to step aside. Wallace refused, giving a speech on states' rights instead. Katzenbach phoned President John F. Kennedy, who federalized the Alabama National Guard. Guard General Morton Graham commanded Wallace to step aside, saying, “Sir, it is my sad duty to ask you to step aside under the orders of the President of the United States.”  
 
    Wallace moved. Malone and Hood registered.  
 
    That quickly, George Wallace was a national figure. 
 
    Now, on this night in Indiana George Wallace carefully drew himself up to his full five-foot seven height. He wanted that not just his head but also his shoulders be seen above the podium. He began with a few local references and words of gratitude, but then viciously attacked his usual targets.  
 
    “My good friends, it is a sad day in our country that you cannot walk in your neighborhoods at night or even in the daytime because both national parties have kowtowed to every group of leftwing anarchists that have roamed the streets of San Francisco and Los Angeles and throughout the country. Now they have created themselves a Frankenstein monster, and the chickens are coming home to roost all over this great country.”  
 
    A heavy ripple of applause and approval floated through the stadium. Wallace paused for it. “So here’s where I’m different,” he continued. “I am an Alabama Democrat, not a national Democrat. I’m not kin to those folks in Washington. The difference between a national Democrat and an Alabama Democrat is like the difference between a Communist and a non-Communist. So, yes, they’ve looked down their nose at you and me a long time, while meanwhile in Washington they can’t even park a bicycle straight. They’ve called us rednecks. Well, we’re going to show ‘em that there sure are a lot of rednecks in this country because they are finished after I get elected!”  
 
    The audience surged to its feet in vigorous agreement. Wallace continued his attacks. On hippies and beatniks, “The only four-letter words they don’t use are W-O-R-K and S-O-A-P,” government waste and overspending, “Why does the Air Force need expensive new bombers? Have the people we've been bombing over the years been complaining?”  
 
    Then there were the federal government regulations, “Look at all the buses now that want exact change. I figure if I give them exact change, they should take me exactly where I want to go,” anti-war demonstrations, “If any demonstrator ever lays down in front of my car, it'll be the last car he'll ever lay down in front of,” the national Democrats in Washington, “They're building a bridge over the Potomac for all the white liberals fleeing to Virginia,” and in a special smirking taunt to a few young liberal-left hecklers who made it into the stadium and called him a fascist, he taunted, “I was killing fascists when you punks were in diapers.”  
 
    Next, his favorite target, the “leftwing national media.” Those “self-proclaimed experts and scribblers,” as he called them, they reckoned that they knew what is better for America than the average American. That was why they were against him, he explained. That was why they printed “lies and fake made-up news” against him. 
 
    “My friends, this is why a pinko scribbler for the New York Times named Tom Wicker calls me ‘the Alabama demagogue.’ These arrogant folks in New York and Washington and Los Angeles have a vested stake in seeing that a little guy, an outsider, a man who stands up for America and American values, doesn’t deserve entry to the White House,” he explained.  
 
    “Those people in the press, those knights of the keyboard, those overpaid pretty faces you see on your TV screen, those people who don't get upset at muggers in your neighborhood or foreign gas in your car or your tax dollars being wasted, they say George Wallace shouldn't get in the back door of the White House.”  
 
    He folded his arms and surveyed twenty acres of prospective voters. “Well, sir, guess what!” he ranted. “We're going in the front door of the White House and you, the righteous American people, are going to make it happen!”  
 
    He bellowed. He stabbed the air with a finger and slashed it with a hand to punctuate his sentences. When he ripped the press corps, his loyal legions stood and screamed at the reporters present. 
 
    George Wallace was as straightforward as a punch in the nose, as subtle as a belch. He was an American original, something mean and angry that reared up one night from the darkest underside of the American psyche. Wallace touched every imaginable nerve or fear of many average voters. He brought millions of people to their feet.  
 
    “People today are afraid to say what's on their minds. So I say it for them,” he told his crowd. Wallace liked this line. “You how where I stand,” he said, “because I talk plain common sense without the ten-dollar words. And that's why you know I'll never double-cross you.” 
 
    Wallace's message was bringing angry white voters to the polls. Some said that he was even creating millions of new angry white voters with the vehemence of his message. This Wallace denied. “I don't make people angry,” he said. “The state of our republic makes people angry. If they vote for me, it's a free country.”  
 
    He was, much of the mainstream press insisted, the wrong man at a dreadful time. The political pendulum of the twentieth century was swinging again. Wallace presided from a podium surging with American flags but with Stars and Bars nestled among them. He wore a dark suit and a red, white and blue striped necktie.  
 
    Those whom he didn't thrill, he terrified. Anyone who saw the performance at the football field this night had to know that the two major parties in the United States would have their hands full this year. Wallace was vying for neither party's nomination, having gained the nomination of the far-right American Independent Party.  
 
    The AIP had been a fringe nut-case joke a year earlier when it was founded in California. Detractors were not laughing anymore. In a three-way race there was a chance that George Wallace, with his independent Stand Up For America candidacy, could throw the election into an electoral deadlock to be settled in the US House of Representatives—or even possibly, if absolutely everything broke the right way, capture the Presidency of the United States. 
 
    On this night in Indiana, Wallace again switched gears.  
 
    “Now let me explain something,” he said. “I am not a racist. I have never made a racist speech in my life. I am an Alabama segregationist. I believe that it is in the best interest of Negro and white to have a separate social order. You see, my friends, this 1964 Civil Rights bill that the pointy-headed intellectuals enacted into law in Washington will wind up putting a homeowner in jail. My friends, a man’s home is his castle. He ought to be able to sell it to people with blue eyes and green teeth if he wants to; it’s his home.”  
 
    There was a roar of approval. Wallace stepped back and basked in the enthusiasm of his audience. Then he sailed into his wrap-up.  
 
    “I will tell you again, my friends: This campaign is about our fine American people, living their own lives, buying their own homes, educating their children, running their own farms, and not having intellectual morons trying to manage everything for them. It’s a matter of trusting the God-fearing majority of Americans who do not need meddling from the pseudo-intellectual government,” Wallace continued, his voice rising over a crescendo of approval. “We do not need help from an elite group who speak from liberal pulpits, from ivory tower college campuses and from some newspaper offices, and who are looking down their pointy noses at the average man on the street who has more sense than all them highbrow ten-dollar-word types even if they were all tied back to back like a bunch of hogs at a county fair!” He stepped away from the podium, still protected by glass, and he held up two hands in triumph. This evening Wallace had been at his tobacco-chewin', turkey-shootin' best. His admirers stood and thundered an ovation upon him. It shook the stadium.  
 
    George Wallace took the microphone a final time. “You all take care of yourselves and get home safely,” he said. “But I want to warn you! There’s a small group of little pinkos and leftwing agitators running around outside, carrying Communist signs and protesting my right to speak. Don’t let them do you any harm. They’re just outside of Section Eight.”  
 
    Amid whoops, some of the audience quickly moved to the exit, not wanting to miss throwing some punches at the trouble-makers outside who were tearing down America. With the help of a recording on the speaker system, the remaining crowd joined in singing “God Bless America.”  
 
    Martin Friedkin of the New York Eagle had arrived just minutes before the rally had begun. He sat in an upper balcony and watched with ever-accelerating astonishment. The Nixon campaign had been a tall glass of Lipton instant ice tea compared to the spicy pulled pork with Cajun hot sauce of a Wallace rally. Nothing had prepared Friedkin for the spectacle he encountered in northern Indiana this night.  
 
    “There is self-righteousness and bloodlust in the howls of this crowd,” Friedkin wrote in a column to appear the next day in the Eagle. “And we have seen this before. Never again will I read about Berlin in the 30's without remembering this wild spiritual event here among angry but supposedly decent people in the American heartland. The American sickness had been personalized in George Wallace, easily the ablest demagogue of our time. He speaks with a voice of venom, an aura of menace and a visceral knowledge of the prejudices of ignorant low-income Americans. He cannot win,” wrote Friedkin, “not this year, anyway. But his strength is accelerating and sympathy for him is yet another matter. I wonder if he is paving the way for another even-worse candidate ten, twenty or thirty years down the road. Considering the widespread support for this man, I am after one close look frankly terrified for the future of American democracy.” 
 
      
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    Stanley Rudawski threw around names and dates as if they were last season's confetti. Within minutes, time spiraled. “I graduated from Harvard University with a degree in modern political systems, Mr. Cooper,” Margot's father explained, “and a minor in Classical Studies. May 1923. Cum laude. Served in World War Two. Survived. Went to law school at the University of Pennsylvania. Margot has the details all written down.” 
 
    “Dad spoke French, Polish and Russian,” Margot said. “He was assigned to combat divisions but frequently served as an interpreter.” 
 
    “Impressive. Where did those languages come from?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “I learned French in school,” he said. “Polish, Margot’s grandmother was from Eastern Poland. A lot of Russian was spoken there in years after World War One. My mother spoke it and I learned it from her. I expected to be killed in the war but wasn’t. I got back to the States in the late forties. Became bored. One day I took a train to Washington, and found a job working for peanuts in Senator Pastore's office. Senator Pastore was a new Senator then. Rhode Island.”  
 
    Cooper nodded, wondering where things were heading. “I know who he is,” Cooper said. 
 
    “I stayed with Senator Pastore's office for two years. Then I went back to Harvard to teach. I took some time out in 1958 to volunteer for John F. Kennedy's final senate campaign in Massachusetts. I loved Kennedy,” he said. “I liked the fresh attitude he brought to government. I don't know if you will ever see anything like that again,” he said. “I know I won't.”  
 
    “JFK’s personal lifestyle never bothered you?” Cooper asked, playing the devil’s advocate. “Partying with the Hollywood crowd? Trysts with hookers in Cuba?” 
 
    “All the politicians do that, except for the religious nuts, and those are the ones who are really dangerous.” 
 
    Rudawski had been fluent in four languages by the time he picked up a law degree, he said. He looked for another job in the federal government, aced the civil service test, and won an appointment as a senior Foreign Service officer.  
 
    “Naturally,” he continued, “since I knew three other foreign languages well, the State Department sent me to school in Washington to learn Spanish. My first tour was in Central America. They knew I could speak in all these languages. Now I had to prove that I could think in them.”  
 
    “What dates are we talking about?” Cooper asked. “Can you tell me exactly?”  
 
    “December 1960,” came a very quick answer. “December third. That was the first day I went to work for Uncle Sam. I was one-month shy of my sixtieth birthday. The State Department sent me to Panama. Spent most of my time listening to radio broadcasts from Cuba. Nineteen fifty-nine was the year Castro took over.”  
 
    Cooper, remembering also, was nodding, but keeping quiet and not looking up.  
 
    “The Caribbean was reeling. All the islands were flooded with Cuban refugees. I was sitting in the embassy in Panama City when the American navy was blockading Cuba.”  
 
    Rudawski did his two years in Panama City posted at a visa desk.  
 
    “Washington was next,” he said. “One of every three tours had to be stateside. I drew Washington on my second two-year tour, which seemed okay at the time.”  
 
    The higher-ups moved him into the political division. For the first half of his tour, he translated stolen French, Polish and Russian documents into English for the senior staff. He dealt with whatever coded-then-deciphered material had been recently picked off the nocturnal high-speed radio blips. His product was solid. He understood different cultures, as well as the languages: an uncommon virtue. 
 
    “I was at my desk in Washington in November 1963,” he said hesitantly, “when I heard that President Kennedy had been assassinated.”  
 
    The death of the young President depressed him. He spent the next five months sullenly writing theoretical papers concerning European policy toward Eastern Europe and Central America. They called it Post-Colonial Era Policy Studies. Even those of us writing papers on it weren't sure such an era existed.  
 
    “I was wasting my time in the Foreign Service. I tried for one of the better appointments next. Vienna, Paris, Rome, or London. If I didn't get what I wanted, I'd find a private sector job.” He shrugged. “But I still had this hankering for some excitement.” In August 1964, Rudawski's posting assignment came back. He was on his way to Paris, effective October 1.  
 
    “Worse things could have happened to you,” Cooper offered.  
 
    “Worse things did.”  
 
    The mid-Sixties were not an easy time in France, he recalled. The Parti Communiste Francais was the second largest Marxist party in Western Europe. The French had entertained an affinity for John F. Kennedy thanks to his Catholicism and his captivating wife. But following the events of Dallas, anti-American graffiti had again become as common as pissoires throughout the city—and almost as fragrant. Worse, the old man in the Elysée palace, le grand Charles himself, was making ominous noises about withdrawing France from NATO.  
 
    “Kennedy's ambassador to France at the time was a man named Chip Bohlen,” Rudawski explained. “He was a Soviet expert. Career diplomat. Wealthy. Harvard educated. Good man.” 
 
    “Previously he had been the Ambassador to the Soviet Union, hadn’t he?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Yes. He’d served in Moscow from the 1920s till the 1950s. Succeeded George Kennan as U.S. Ambassador to the Soviets, then became ambassador to the Philippines and to France. In 1962, I think. Served Roosevelt, Truman and Eisenhower. He was one of those old-fashioned nonpartisan foreign policy advisers. We used to call them the ‘Wise Men.’”  
 
    Rudawski paused while Cooper took notes.  
 
    “Bohlen learned Russian as a boy. Later he accompanied Sam Hopkins on missions to Joseph Stalin in Moscow. He worked closely with was Roosevelt's interpreter at the Tehran Conference in 1943 and the Yalta Conference in 1945. Impressive credentials,” Rudawski said. “But Paris was a ‘hot’ embassy. There was a lot going on in the backrooms. Gray area stuff. So there was an official protocol in the embassy under a man like Bohlen. Then there was unofficial protocol: people with obvious clout who were assigned to the embassy but never paid much attention to their official duties.” 
 
    “That must have ruffled a lot of feathers,” Cooper said. “Particularly Bohlen’s.”  
 
    “It appeared that way,” Rudawski answered. “But you know how Lyndon Johnson hated and distrusted Kennedy’s Harvard crowd. Wasn’t long after JFK was murdered that LBJ filled the void in Paris with a man of his,” the old man said. “When Ambassador Bohlen went home for a month in February 1965, the embassy suddenly had an unofficial ‘acting ambassador’, a fellow known to all of us as David Charles. ‘D.C.’, we were supposed to call him. Or Mr. Charles. Loud and obnoxious. An oilman. A cowboy. No class. More money than brains. That’s how he came across.”  
 
    Cooper grinned. Yes, that sounded like Johnson.  
 
    Off to the side, Margot rolled her eyes.  
 
    “Johnson might have done Mr. Charles a larger favor,” the retired diplomat remarked, “by confiscating his passport. He might have done all of us that favor.”  
 
    David Charles liked to attend diplomatic functions and ogle the wives of the other European diplomats, paying particular attention to their breasts. Aside from that, Charles hated the food, thought the French people rude and disagreeable, and generally found dealing with foreigners to be the worst part of the Foreign Service. Within the embassy walls, things weren't much better. Charles fought daily with the career State Department people on his staff.  
 
    “We called him ‘Lyndon's Man,’” Cooper's host said.  
 
    Cooper was now writing extensive notes.  
 
    “Charles had only two qualifications for his post. First, he was Johnson's friend. Well, hell. Most Texans in the government had had the foresight to contribute heavily to LBJ's reelection in 1964—even if they were politically more tuned in to Goldwater. But second, Charles was said to have been promised Paris only briefly. He wanted enough time to transact some business and then go home. That seemed to be satisfactory to everyone.”  
 
    The “business,” per Margot's father, was petroleum wholesaling. Charles told people that he had been a wildcatter in Texas in his youth and now presided over a small independent oil drilling and producing outfit. And Paris in the mid-sixties was perfect to strike up friendships with Arab interests from Benghazi and Tripoli. Several Libyan producers kept expensive flats and mistresses along the Avenue Foch. Charles was courting the Libyans, who were pro-West at the time, and was angling for joint ventures in North Africa. But Rudawski then edged toward another conclusion about David Charles.  
 
    “All of this,” Rudawski said, “was one of the best covers I ever saw at any embassy. Charles was right out of spy central.” 
 
    Over the ensuing days, Charles fell into many lengthy political and philosophical conversations with Rudawski. Rudawski fascinated Charles on two levels. First, Rudawski spoke Russian. Second, Rudawski was a legitimate intellectual, well-read and cognizant of other cultures. Charles sensed that these attributes could be of use.  
 
    “Come in here, young man!” David Charles liked to roar at Rudawski, who was far from young. “Come in and bounce some ideas off me, you Harvard egghead.”  
 
    Usually, Charles would close an office door with a swipe of a boot.  
 
    “Get in here, Egghead,” was a frequent refrain. Then Rudawski would disappear into Charles’s office, a bottle of Canadian Club would open, and they would talk. 
 
    Egghead. It was Charles’s new moniker for Rudawski. It had started with purported disdain and contempt. Increasingly, it was used with affection and respect. During the private conversations, Charles’ buffoonish nature was no longer apparent. To Rudawski, it was evident that Charles was there to take care of some unofficial business that the rest of the staff would be better off not touching. He was sounding out Rudawski to see if he could trust him. 
 
    “CIA?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Maybe,” Rudawski said. “That was my impression, but I never knew for sure. He wanted to know how fluent I was in French and Russian. I said I was almost as good as a native speaker. Then he wanted to know if I could hold some issues in confidence. Stuff between the two of us, you know? I said I would if I wasn’t breaching any State Department security.” 
 
    “What did he say to that?” 
 
    “He said his authority was higher than the State Department.” 
 
    “What could that have meant?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “I asked that same question, Mr. Cooper. Direct link to President Johnson, he said. Again, I said I was fine with anything if it was legal. After all, it was a time,” the former Foreign Service officer said, “in which strings could blatantly be pulled. Do favors for the right mentor, be circumspect, and the next thing you know you've shot up three grades in the Foreign Service overnight.”  
 
    Cooper nodded. He continued to fill the notepad on his lap.  
 
    “Ever hear of a man named Pavel Lukashenko?” Rudawski asked next. 
 
    Cooper said he hadn't.  
 
    “I'd never heard the name either, up until April 15, 1964,” he said. “We had a flood of Americans coming into the embassy to apply for extensions to their U.S. tax returns. Every time you looked up someone with a polyester necktie was asking directions to the IRS office.”  
 
    Charles turned up in the younger man's office toward eleven a.m. on that tax day. Charles was in shirtsleeves, looking as if he'd been up all night. He pushed the door shut. “Listen up, Egghead. You need to come with me at noon today,” Charles said. “I want you to witness something. You can't tell anyone. When it's finished, it will never have had happened. Okay?” 
 
    “I need to clear it with my department head,” Rudawski had replied. 
 
    “I outrank your God damned department head. You’re going to walk out of here later without telling anyone where you’re going. Got it? I’m going ahead of you,” Charles said. “You’ll need to meet up.” 
 
    Charles instructed Rudawski to leave work at a quarter hour before noon and proceed to the Métro stop at Place de la Concorde. He was to take a train in the direction of Neuilly but get out after two stops and wait on the platform. Let the next two trains go by. Make damn well sure no one was trailing him, Charles instructed, and then reverse direction, return to Place de la Concorde and take the Mairie d'Issy line to Sevres-Babylone. Rudawski was to come up the steps, walk to the corner where the Boulevard Raspail intersected with St. Germain and “wait until goddam hell froze over if necessary.” A white Peugeot 404 would eventually pick him up.  
 
    “It all seemed awfully melodramatic,” Rudawski said as he kept a watchful eye upon Cooper. “I asked who'd be in the car. Where would it take me? Where were we going? Charles told me to shut up. He was acting officially.”  
 
    “I assume you went?” Cooper said.  
 
    “Ha! Naturally, I went! It's as if you were happily married and in love with your wife—but what if you could go to bed with Brigitte Bardot? Wouldn't most men sneak off?”  
 
    “I suppose most would,” Cooper said. For a moment, he felt Margot Bradford's amused eyes on him.  
 
    “There was something else, too, that occurred to me,” Rudawski said. “The white ‘Pug’ was the most common car in the city. Easiest to disappear in traffic, right?” 
 
    “Spy stuff,” said Cooper with a snort. 
 
    “Spy stuff,” said Rudawski. “The ability to disappear quickly in a crowd or in traffic.” 
 
    The old man grinned and seemed charged up again.  
 
    A few minutes before noon that day, Rudawski left the embassy and boarded the Métro. He went to the stop at the Avenue Franklin D. Roosevelt, waited for two trains to pass and reversed himself. He kept watch of the time. It was twenty-two minutes after noon when he stood at the corner of Raspail and St. Germain. He waited seven more minutes. The white Peugeot 404 rolled by and jerked to the curb. The man at the wheel leaned over and rolled down a window.  
 
    “Egghead!” David Charles yelled. “Get your sorry Harvard ass in here!”  
 
    For a moment Rudawski stared in disbelief. Then he got in.  
 
    The Peugeot's tires squealed even as Rudawski was closing his door. “What are we doing?” Rudawski asked. “Am I now allowed to know?” 
 
    “First, we’re zigzagging all over goddam Paris to make sure no one’s following,” Charles said. His gaze bounced from the side mirrors to the rear view to the road in front of him. He seemed intent now, focused more on where he was going than where he was. “It’s not really happening,” he continued. “Back channel of the back channels. Doesn’t have a name.” 
 
    “Everything has a name,” Rudawski offered as D.C. presided over a shaky stick shift. 
 
    “Then it’s ‘Firebird’!” Charles said. “That’s what my Russian friend, the one you’re about to meet, calls it.” 
 
    “Firebird. Like the ballet?” Rudawski asked. 
 
    “What ballet? I was thinking about the new Pontiac.” 
 
    “Stravinsky. It’s also a recurring theme of Russian folklore.” 
 
    “This is where I’m a bozo,” said Charles, “and you did the classical education. Talk to me. What do I need to know? What’s this stupid bird all about?” 
 
    “The Firebird is a classic fairy tale,” Rudawski explained. “The hero finds a clue, like a lost tail feather, to the location of the mythical Firebird, a bird with magical luminescent feathers, eyes of fire, and so on. Hero sets off to capture the bird, but of course the journey is long. Perilous. Magical in a bad sense. Ominous. Soon the hero wearies of the quest and begins to resent the circumstances that led him down this road.” 
 
    “That’s what I like about you, Egghead. You know all the worthless intellectual crap.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Rudawski said. 
 
    “Well,” Charles said after a few more moments. “The gentleman we’re meeting today. I guess he’s the damned fucking feather.” Charles rubbed his ample chin. “Firebird!” he said again after a few moments. 
 
    “The thing is,” Rudawski said, “the Firebird never gets captured but also never goes away. It just hangs on and on and on, presumably forever. Can’t get rid of it. Once you’re on the path, the path is endless. It’s part of the curse. Part of the bad karma.”  
 
    D.C.’s expression darkened. “Yeah?” he asked. “Well, we shall see!”  
 
      
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Fifty minutes later, David Charles and Rudawski found their way into a warren of back streets in the Algerian quarter just north of Père Lachaise cemetery, their guts jangled by Charles’s adversarial relationship with the four-on-the-floor gearbox. But Charles was a man with a mission now, ditching the Peugeot two-wheels-up on a sidewalk.  
 
    “C’mon, Egghead!” he snorted as he rushed Rudawski to follow. Charles barged into a small café on the rue de la Réunion, Rudawski a step behind him. A waiter asked them something in French which Charles didn't acknowledge. Rudawski began to answer, but the Texan surged directly toward a booth at the rear of the room.  
 
    Rudawski took a mental picture of the scene and held it for the rest of his life: 
 
    A solitary man was seated alone. He had an excellent view of the door, as well as quick access to a service exit. He had been watching the two Americans since they had entered. Even now, he was simultaneously looking at them and staring past them, waiting to see who might follow. There were several empty tables in the back area, but the two that bordered Charles’ contact were occupied. Two men were in each, camped out over coffee which they weren’t drinking. Three of the men had their eyes trained on the front entrance and one was facing the rear. Rudawski figured that they were babysitters, most likely Charles’ since the single man in the farthest booth seemed to be flying solo. Rudawski, no one’s fool, looked at the four men’s shoes. American. 
 
    The man they were there to see was massive, barrel-chested, large-armed, and ominous. He had a battered, frowning face and a high forehead with two large scars. He sat in a bluish-gray cloud of stinky French cigarette smoke, occupying a banquette intended for two. There was a large empty coffee cup in front of him and an untouched glass of water. A half-smoked pack of Gitanes lay near the water. A crumpled empty pack was near a full ashtray. 
 
    Across the man’s lap, Rudawski noticed with a sudden kick in his chest, was a Russian pistol, a 9mm Makarov. Rudawski had seen a few of them around the U.S. Embassy. It had been part of his training to know the danger signs, particularly the make and model of the hand artillery. It announced a lot. Russians tended to carry Russian weapons. Soviet bloc people had Czech stuff. It made sense. Nothing was subtle. 
 
    The man at the booth made no effort to conceal the handgun. Rather, he was advertising it. Rudawski assumed the Makarov was loaded. He also guessed that if this meeting went the wrong way, some of the people in this room might be dead in a few minutes, including himself. 
 
    Charles eased Rudawski into a seat across from the Russian. Charles followed, sitting next to the younger man. “It's all right,” Charles whispered.  
 
    The Russian kept his mouth shut. His zero-degree eyes said everything. 
 
    “It was the first time in my life,” Rudawski said to Cooper as he recalled the fine points of the scene, “that I ever felt ill at ease sitting with my back to a door. Then again, I was facing a gun for the first time, too.”  
 
    “This is Pavel Lukashenko,” Charles said quietly, initiating the conversation. “Pavel is a Soviet citizen. He also says he would like to live in America.”  
 
    “Well, America is a wonderful place. I think you’ll be comfortable,” Rudawski offered. 
 
    “Very comfortable,” Charles added. “Now speak your damned Russian to him. He doesn’t speak a fucking word of English, or at least doesn’t admit to it. So get him singing.” 
 
    The Russian glared. Rudawski started speaking Russian.  
 
    The Soviet was at first startled, then eased into a conversation. 
 
    “I felt this Russian's eyes boring into me the whole time,” Rudawski remembered. “I broke a hot sweat. I offered my hand. You know, for a handshake. As if I were at a Kiwanis meeting. The Russian glowered at my right hand for ten full seconds before he waved it away.”  
 
    “Who was he?” Cooper asked. “And what did he want?”  
 
    Lukashenko had been known to the CIA since April 1957 when he had tried to defect to the British in Helsinki. Lukashenko had been listed as a minor consular official. In reality, he had been the second ranking Soviet KGB official in Scandinavia. In return for £25,000 negotiable and lifetime asylum non-negotiable, Lukashenko had been prepared to deliver to NATO an index of rocket sites across northern Russia, as well as a complete up-to-date classified directory of Soviet air defenses—including locations, type of radar and potential arsenal—ringing the Arctic Circle. That was for starters.  
 
    When Lukashenko had first contacted the British, he had not revealed his identity, merely dangling the bait in a message to a British political officer. He had asked that any affirmative response be signaled by an inquiry for a tourist visa directed to a Comrade Suslov in the Soviet Embassy in Helsinki. There was no Suslov in Helsinki, but any correspondence would cross Lukashenko's desk. Moreover, he insisted that any internal British communication about the offer travel back to London by diplomatic pouch. Lukashenko insisted that the Soviets had deciphered much of the British microwave traffic throughout Scandinavia, which, since Kim Philby and company were still in the treason business, was most likely the case. 
 
    Lukashenko went back to his post in the Soviet consulate and waited. A day went by. Then another. The British dithered for forty-eight hours more. Next, they alerted Washington through their SIS liaison with the CIA. Only then was an inquiry made to Comrade Suslov on the availability of a visa for a visiting English scholar. By this time the offer in Helsinki disappeared.  
 
    At first, conventional wisdom dictated that the defector must have been shot, then entombed in concrete in the embassy cellar, as was the charming Soviet habit. But no staffers had vanished from the Helsinki complex.  
 
    There were unanswerable questions posed both in London and Washington. Why would such a promising source go cold? Similarly, Langley analysts asked why the British had taken two days to alert the Americans. The Americans and the British blamed each other, politely in person, then bitterly behind each other's back. Years later, the botched Helsinki defection remained an official mystery. But in Paris with Charles and Rudawski, Lukashenko had explained how it had looked from his end.  
 
    “Three days after I make the offer, extra state security people arrive from Moscow and question everyone,” the Russian snarled to the two Americans, as Rudawski translated. “Routine, they say. Nothing routine! Obvious leak through British government!”  
 
    Lukashenko remained incensed. He had dodged the bullet by overseeing on-site security in Helsinki. The Soviet presence had been a large one by western estimates, almost a hundred apparatchiks. There were perplexing questions in Moscow, in other words, just as in London and Washington: intelligence analysts in all three places kept scanning the list of two hundred names at the USSR's Finnish outpost.  
 
    Lukashenko was aided by the large number of suspects as well as by personally inaugurating a mini-reign of terror among Soviet embassy personnel. Eventually, he produced as scapegoats a couple of none-too-bright informers from the Finnish underworld. He had concluded business with them, so once he received a green light from Dzerzhinsky Square, he sent local housekeeping to remove them from the active list. They were shot one night leaving a popular brothel with the unsubtle English name of “The Girl Farm.” Their bodies were wired to an old diesel engine and the remains were dumped a kilometer off shore in the Gulf of Finland. 
 
    Lukashenko had learned his lesson. He would lay low for a few years, never trust the British again, and never deal with the poor whites of any embassy staff. This time in 1965 he was defecting directly to the U.S. Ambassador. Or, as he'd discovered the previous Thursday, when he'd made his initial pitch to Charles at an art gallery opening on the Avenue Bosquet, the acting ambassador, the shadow ambassador at the embassy, The Honorable David Charles. 
 
    “It was a curious bit of timing,” Rudawski remembered. “Ambassador Bohlen wouldn’t have touched this guy with a broomstick. But David Charles wanted to quick deal. It was as if he had been in Paris just for this.” 
 
    “Which means that he had prior knowledge some way,” Cooper said. “And made it his business to be there when the ambassador was away.” 
 
    “Exactly,” said Rudawski. “The art gallery encounter was a set-up. But D.C. didn’t have anyone with him who spoke Russian. Or at least no one he could trust. So the café near Père Lachaise became the fallback.” 
 
    “Why didn’t he take anyone from the consular staff?” Cooper asked. “Surely there must have been someone with more experience and a deeper security clearance.” 
 
    “Obviously, he wanted to keep it outside of official channels.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “That,” Rudawski said, “is what I’ve never known.” 
 
    In Paris, Lukashenko sounded like a man anxious to get out of Russia. He ran through his life's history: parents, schooling in Odessa, a Red Army armored division on the German front in World War II, postwar recruitment by the NKVD, training, a lousy marriage to a state-supplied hooker, promotion within Soviet intelligence, and access to classified files. Lukashenko revealed the cover names with which he'd traveled. He had spent time in a KGB travel bureau around 1956 and could pinpoint where fake passports were made abroad. He had lists from many cities, from Cairo to Jakarta to Chicago and Montreal. Elaborating, he rambled through a casual discussion of letter boxes, safe houses, legmen, dead drops, and fronts around Paris.  
 
    Then he emptied his pockets and showed off his overnight travel kit. There were two recessed fountain pens. One was a mini-transmitter. The other fired a twenty-two-caliber bullet. He also had a tape recorder built inside a cigarette box and, Rudawski's personal favorite, a camera concealed inside a Zenith pocket radio, Made in USA.  
 
    Lukashenko remained in the midst of a cloud of tobacco smoke during this entire time, continually lighting a new butt with the glowing butt of a dying one.  
 
    “In retrospect,” Rudawski told Cooper, “I've learned a little about the state of the espionage arts in 1965. None of this stuff was custom built. But it was the newest stuff on the line. I was going crazy just looking at it.”  
 
    “But the Russian wasn't there to present a hardware exposition, I assume,” Cooper said.  
 
    “Not at all. And Lukashenko wasn't fooling around with small potatoes like air defense sites, either. He told the ambassador that this time he said he had something big. Really big: the inside scoop on something that could rock U.S.–Soviet relations well into the next century.”  
 
    He hadn't just spent the last few years in Paris trimming his toenails and contemplating the nudes at the art galleries, Lukashenko boasted. In 1962, he had been promoted to one of KGB Chief Yuri Andropov's top assistants abroad. For this task, he had been assigned the work name of Verlaine, a surprisingly whimsical allusion to his geographical placement.  
 
    He remained a cultural attaché. By day, he coordinated visits by Soviet artists—musicians, dancers, writers, and painters—to France, and organized lectures at the French universities on Marxist theory or Soviet culture. By night, he sat by a receiver at a safe house in Clichy, guzzled Calvados and captured the high-speed high-frequency squirts that came by microwave from the United States.  
 
    Lukashenko would decipher, write an opinion, and ship a transcript to Moscow by the next day's diplomatic pouch on Aeroflot. This way the microwave traffic was never subject to an intercept because the Americans were looking for it in the skies above Moscow. The CIA didn't know it was stopping in Paris on the way back to Mother Russia.  
 
    To the astonished Rudawski, there was a cruel geometry to this meeting. Thinking back to some of the deciphered messages he had translated while at work in Panama, he realized that he and Lukashenko may have had their fingerprints on the same exchanges from time to time.  
 
    Rudawski said nothing. 
 
    All this time, Lukashenko continued, he was assisting Andropov, whom he despised, and helping perpetrate the greatest operation against the West that had ever taken place. But he was also keeping a separate diary of everything that had happened. This book was half of his ticket to the west. The other half was an internal memorandum of the KGB, he said, a thirty-six-page pamphlet which he'd smuggled out of the Soviet Union page by page. It was directly above the signature of Andropov.  
 
    There were five of these pamphlets in existence, Lukashenko had claimed, and he had constructed a sixth to bargain his way to the west. The pamphlet was a report to Chairman Khrushchev on the highest penetration of Western intelligence since Kim Philby. There had been several major defections to the West between 1958 and 1965, Lukashenko reminded his audience, starting with Igor Popov, a Russian, in 1953, and continuing with Michal Goleniewski, a Pole in 1959.  
 
    “He claimed that the previous defections fit into one overall pattern. It was all part of ‘Firebird,’ and Western intelligence had missed the biggest point,” Rudawski said. “For all their 'experts' on the Soviet bloc, they still weren't on to the biggest intelligence scam of their time. And yet it was within their possession and Lukashenko could lead them to it.”  
 
    “Maybe someone was sitting on it,” Cooper suggested.  
 
    “Lukashenko indicated that the west missed it because the key to the whole picture hadn't been located. And that's what he had. His information would prove which defectors were credible. His defection would put the previous four defectors in perspective. He said he could tie together ten years of KGB disruption of the west. He said it started in the 1950’s with the poisoning of a British elected official, which gave rise to an access of the KGB right into 10 Downing Street, the Prime Minister’s residence. It continued through the U-2 flights and the capture of Francis Gary Powers, and into Lee Oswald’s involvement in the Kennedy assassination. It was one weird little witch’s brew that Lukashenko was selling. And David Charles was there to buy it.”  
 
    “What would make you believe him?” Cooper asked.  
 
    Margot was using a linen handkerchief to remove sweat from her father's hairline. He gamely stayed with his story.  
 
    “I was skeptical at the time, too,” he said. “But Lukashenko must have had something.”  
 
    “How do you know? Did you see it?”  
 
    “I never saw his material,” the dying man explained. “I never saw the Russian again. And for that matter, David Charles was recalled in another ninety-six hours as well.”  
 
    “What?” Cooper asked. 
 
    Charles and Rudawski concluded that Lukashenko needed to be passed on to higher authorities. Lukashenko was yammering for money and a decision, but it wasn't Charles's official function to come up with either. Thus, circumstances forced Charles to expand the audience.  
 
    They had a direct phone circuit in the embassy in Paris called the Red Line, open to the State Department twenty-four hours a day.  
 
    “The Red Line was thought to be secure, but you never knew,” Rudawski said. “David Charles wanted to phone Washington. I urged him to put everything in writing, instead. We finally constructed some text predawn on the morning of April 16, 1965.”  
 
    “'Constructed?' You mean, wrote?” Cooper asked, glancing up.  
 
    “David Charles was street smart and spy smart. But he couldn't write an effective extortion note, much less an accurately detailed memo,” Margot's father said. “So I wrote a ten-page memorandum of what I saw and heard. Its contents were kept from the rest of the Paris staff. What do you think the professional State Department people did in those days, other than keep CIA bulls from shooting themselves in the foot? Charles had a sense of the dramatic,” the story continued. “So he directed our memo all the way to the top. To the Secretary of State.”  
 
    “Dean Rusk?” Cooper asked.  
 
    Rudawski nodded.  
 
    “Just curious: Did you use that ‘Firebird’ codename or nickname that you shared with Charles?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “No. That remained just between David Charles and myself.” 
 
    “Okay,” said Cooper. By chance, his eyes rose to the only other person in the room, Margot. Their eyes locked. 
 
    “I never heard the word used, myself, in that context until a few days ago,” Margot said. “When dad told me that he wanted to talk to someone.”  
 
    “Okay,” Cooper said. 
 
    “The memo to Dean Rusk was confirmed, ‘RECEIVED—ADVICE TO FOLLOW IN 24 HOURS.’” Rudawski said. He paused. “Next, silence. Two solid days of the most damnable silence I'd ever experienced.”  
 
    Charles was in his office when all hell broke loose. Someone up high in the nosebleed section of the State Department was on the Red Line. Charles was sacked. He was to get out to Orly, get on a Pan Am jet at one o'clock that day, and get back to Washington.  
 
    “I've never seen anything like it,” Rudawski said. “They were acting on Johnson's orders as Commander-in-Chief. An hour later, LBJ was personally screaming into the phone. A lot of the embassy staff overheard it. Charles was to get out to the airport and onto that airplane without communicating with anyone. The Marines were ordered to enforce the command.”  
 
    Rudawski had a distant look in his eyes for a moment, then flashed back to his story. “There was this one kid marine. Diego Ramirez. He was a Lance Corporal. Nice kid from Puerto Rico. Smart with a chip on his shoulder, but at the same time he was in awe of what he was doing. Here he was, twenty-two years old, and he was babysitting an acting U.S. ambassador on the orders of the President.” 
 
    “Was that unusual?” 
 
    “Normally it might have been. But not for Diego. He was the soldier everyone trusted, the guy who could get things done, keep his eyes open and think.”  
 
    Cooper furiously made notes through this part. Then, “Did you talk to Charles between the time he was ousted and the time he was out the door?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “No. Never spoke to him or saw him again in Paris, never breathed a ‘Firebird’ word to anyone else. Figured it might be career poison, if you know.” 
 
    “I know,” Cooper said. 
 
    “But here's the best kicker,” Rudawski man said. “Who came through the main embassy gates just as Charles was on his way out: Ambassador Bohlen, looking fit and refreshed. Bohlen was back in the saddle by evening that same day. He'd been in the air over the Atlantic just as the lynch mob was forming for Charles.”  
 
    Cooper thought about it, looking up and ceasing to write. “Was an explanation offered?” he asked. “About the D.C. and Lukashenko situation?” 
 
    “No one knew about it. Look, there must have been a hundred forty of us in that station, plus the CIA people and the USIA people. But one isn't supposed to gossip. And, understand this: I may have been the only one aside from David Charles who knew about Lukashenko.”  
 
    “Your name wasn't on the memo that went to Washington?”  
 
    “I wrote it as David Charles in the first person. He signed it.”  
 
    “And you weren’t mentioned as having met the Russian?” 
 
    “Charles told me to leave myself out of it for personal safety. I did.” 
 
    “And they thought that Charles was capable of drafting that memo himself?”  
 
    “I’m sure of it,” Rudawski said. “Let’s face it. The CIA people miss the obvious all the time. No one ever came by to ask me the time of day. And I never communicated with Charles again. Never dared to while the State Department employed me. I stayed in government until a few months ago,” Rudawski said. “Did my last tour in Spain. Then I got sick and came home. Margot, my darling here, has been taking care of me.”  
 
    “So? The big question?” Cooper asked at length.  
 
    “Lukashenko? A week later, curiosity was upon me. So I went to a public kiosk. I phoned the Soviet consulate. Asked for Comrade Lukashenko. Just wanted to hear his voice.”  
 
    “And?”  
 
    “The first time I called there was a long pause. Then a voice wanted to know who was calling. I claimed I was a promoter who wanted to know about a Soviet violinist. There was another long pause. They told me to wait. I did. Six, seven minutes. The unidentified voice came back. Said Comrade Lukashenko was indisposed. I called back a day later. The same voice asked sharper questions and wouldn't put me through. Said to call back in two days. I did. Some security hood came on the phone, could barely speak English and told me there was no Pavel Lukashenko. Never had been. Then they put me through to a Comrade Kuzmich. Kafkaesque stuff: Kuzmich claimed he'd been the chief cultural attaché for several years.” He paused, fatigue wearing him down. He skipped a beat. “I even ran a little test on Kuzmich. I asked if we'd be seeing Boris Godunov in Western Europe that spring. Kuzmich said he would check to see if Comrade Godunov was making concert appearances and get back to me. Some cultural attaché! I gave him a fake number and rang off.”  
 
    Cooper glanced to Margot. She lowered her gaze.  
 
    “Lukashenko disappeared off the face of this earth.” Rudawski concluded. “I heard things through the grapevine, though.” He paused again, this time for several seconds. “See, I had a close friend who was in the CIA station at the embassy. His name was Brett Molloy. We'd get together for drinks. I'd hear things. We’d trade little bits of gossip and shop talk, even though we weren’t supposed to.” 
 
    Cooper had a long list of names. He added this one. Margot watched him write.  
 
    “Do you know if Brett Molloy still works there?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “I think he’s in Langley now,” said Rudawski. “But Molloy told me that on the same day that Charles was recalled to the U.S., an unscheduled Soviet plane left Orly. Crew of six. But only three passengers including a man on a stretcher. 'Returning to the USSR for medical treatment,' they said. `Heart attack.' Rubbish! They sent their sick to western hospitals. And the two 'doctors' who 'escorted' him? CIA recognized them. They were a couple of KGB thugs, the same toughs in leather jackets who we used to see standing near the doors at diplomatic functions.”  
 
    There was a long silence as Cooper's host stared straight at him.  
 
    “Were you told this, or did you see it?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “I was told this. But I had no reason to doubt it,” Rudawski answered. “And word got back to us within a few days via the West Germans. There had been an execution in Lubyanka Prison in Moscow. That was the place the political prisoners were sent. A former diplomat, said to have been in Paris. Clear, huh? They liked to make examples of people. Bunch of barbarians if you ask me. Never trust official Russians.” 
 
    “Can’t say I disagree with you,” Cooper said. 
 
    Rudawski continued. “I tried to get in touch with David Charles after I'd retired from the State Department. I'd had a successful career as a diplomat thanks to his keeping my name off the official accounts of Paris in 1965. Went through the State Department and their records,” the man said. “Sued under the Freedom of Information Act. Went through every telephone book in Texas. Contacted everyone anyone had ever heard of in the oil business. Phoned people in the Foreign Service whom I hadn't spoken to in years. No David Charles. No one existed under that name. Never had. His whole cover. The friendship with Johnson was a fabrication. Lyndon's Man, huh? Spook central! Who even knows if he was an oilman or not? I never figured it out.”  
 
    “Anyone can be traced,” Cooper said. “Dead or alive.”  
 
    “Think so?” It was said as a challenge. “Well, here’s the kicker. I walked straight into Mr. Charles about two years ago in New York City,” Rudawski said. “Him of the ghost of him. Margot was with me. We were going into Grand Central Station. The revolving door on 42nd Street, Vanderbilt Avenue side. He was coming out, we were going in. Catching a train, you know? I yanked the door to a stop. Caused a big pile up. Charles stared back at me, then pulled his hat down. People surged behind us and the door started to move again.” 
 
    “Dad wanted to get a better look. And to show me,” Margot said. “I didn’t get a good look. Dad grabbed me by the hand and we went back through the door. By the time we were out of the station and onto Vanderbilt Avenue, he was gone.” 
 
    There was a pause. “All right. Now it’s on you, Mr. Cooper,” Rudawski said. “If this is of any interest to you, it's my gift. Or my curse, depending how it works out. Thank you for coming. You've eased things for a dying man, just being able to tell my story.”  
 
    Rudawski looked to his daughter. He offered Cooper a hand in trust and friendship. Cooper rose, stepped forward and accepted it. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    A few minutes later, Frank Cooper settled into the passenger side of Margot’s Mercedes. “Well, that was a hell of a story,” he said. 
 
    “Think you can do anything with it?” 
 
    Cooper blew out a long breath. “Don’t know,” he said.  
 
    It was two a.m. The sky was dark. Margot pulled her Benz out of her father’s driveway. Cooper glanced again at Margot's school ring, the one with the crest facing outward. He had done some asking around town.  
 
    Margot had been a diplomat’s daughter at her fancy girls’ school in Connecticut, nestled in there with the future wives of Presidents, trust fund managers, and Wall Street bankers. It made her current endeavors, which his persistent snooping had uncovered, more amusing.  
 
    Margot had arrived in New York in the late 1950s after graduating from Sweet Briar College in Virginia. She worked at Mademoiselle Magazine for a few months, and then at Cosmopolitan. After contributing to a series of early columns on sex and health, she decided that the managerial side of the business was a better fit. 
 
    She had built a discreet business grooming a few dozen beautiful young women from the world of top prep schools and private colleges. To these, she added a few ambitious young women from the fringes of the film, fashion and business worlds, with a sprinkling of pretty foreign students in New York looking for extra cash. Margot zeroed in on frustrated models and actresses, the ones who just had missed the entry into the upper echelons of the business.  
 
    “Just because you were bypassed in these impossible professions,” she told them, “doesn’t mean you aren’t fabulous, beautiful, and highly desirable. Leave it to me. I can connect you with some wonderful men who will pay generously for your companionship and favors.” 
 
    Requirements included natural beauty, good breeding and manners, a drug-free lifestyle, unflappable poise and a familiarity with history, literature and world events. Talent in bed was essential. This was assessed by Margot’s testers, male acquaintances of similar class and breeding who took candidates for their test runs and reported back to the boss. Accordingly, Margot called her young ladies, “kittens.” The term “call girls” she deemed offensive.  
 
    She worked with nothing more than a telephone and coded black book of wealthy contacts. Her girls were discrete. They charged three hundred dollars a night in cash. Margot kept thirty percent. Nightly, she would be visible at the night spots favored by her urbane clientele. Johns had to meet the same high standards as the Margot’s kittens. No diamond pinkie rings, please. Qiana shirts, no way. Margot had twenty regular girls and as many part timers. 
 
    Until recently, she had trolled for clients at a place named Pedro's on East 85th Street, a small reverse-snobbism dive bar with a shuffleboard machine and potent Banana Daiquiris just a few strides away from one of the city's skuzzier streetwalker havens on Second Avenue.  
 
    However, Cooper knew Margot had recently moved closer to the bigger money. She hung out at L'Interdit, a club in the basement of the Gotham Hotel on the southwest corner of 55th Street and Fifth Avenue. L'Interdit had low lights, great drinks, a large dance floor and French chanteur Gilbert Becaud crooning Et Maintenant on the speakers. Its décor was international traffic signs. One night recently, Gilbert Becaud had turned up in person. He was playing a two-week gig at the Cort Theater on Broadway and had heard about the club. 
 
    With the image of Becaud singing along to the speaker system and Margot arranging dates for her kittens, Cooper closed his eyes. He slept for several minutes. The next thing he knew, Margot had pulled to the curb before his building on West 98th Street. He blinked awake.  
 
    “You're home,” she said. “Safe and sound. How’s that?” 
 
    “Excellent,” he said. He checked his gun. He fought hard to become alert. 
 
    There was an open parking space in front of his building. She pulled into it.  
 
     “How much more do you know about what went down in Paris?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “What he told you, he told me,” she said. “That’s all.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said. He reached for the door handle to get out of the Benz.  
 
    He felt her hand land on his arm. “I assume you know what I do,” she said. 
 
    He laughed. “Of course I do,” he said. 
 
    “Two things in life sell,” she had once said. “Sex and food. And I was not meant to sling hash in anyone’s damned kitchen. Would you like one of my girls to treat you?” she asked. 
 
    He laughed. “I’d prefer it to be you,” he said. 
 
    She laughed. “You’re a flirt. I’ll think about it. Maybe someday that would be fun.”  
 
    She kissed him on the cheek. 
 
    In his apartment several minutes later, Cooper stood at his dark living-room window, staring down at the street, watching for movement. A panel truck pulled to the curb and turned its light off. No one stepped out. After two minutes, the driver of the truck rolled down his window and threw a brown bag, a sandwich wrapper, and two soda cans onto the sidewalk. Then he rolled up the window, put his lights on again, and rumbled away.  
 
    Cooper returned his pistol to the safe. He left the safe's door open by the bed. It would be a quick reach to the loaded gun if he needed it. He had practiced many times. He settled into bed. He lay very quietly, listening to the pace of his heartbeat as his eyes grew accustomed to the dark. Then he closed them. 
 
    Someday, he mused, he should write his own obit and keep it on file. Just in case. The thought was barely complete when he plunged off a fatigue cliff and crashed into sleep. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 9  
 
    Frank Cooper had earned his paranoia the hard way. For many years, he had been an investigative journalist for the now defunct New York Daily Mirror.  
 
    Cooper had been born in Illinois in 1928, gone to university at Northwestern, then done military service, where he first learned how to make trouble. The Korean War had begun in June of 1950 when communist North Korea invaded the South with six army divisions. North Korean forces, backed by Soviet tanks, racked up several quick victories until the United States intervened in the defense of the South. The Truman administration obtained a United Nations resolution calling on member countries to militarily assist South Korea. General Douglas MacArthur took command of the joint forces. 
 
    Frank Cooper was in the U.S. Army at the time, a Second Lieutenant assigned to Japan. His regiment, the U.S. Seventh Cavalry, the same unit in which George Armstrong Custer once served, airlifted to Korea. The Seventh was poorly commanded, not for the first time. North Korean forces outmaneuvered the Americans by targeting US lines from the rear.  
 
    As the conflict continued, two million refugees streamed across the battlefields. Fearing North Korean infiltration of South Korea, the US leadership panicked. On July 26, the US 8th Army issued orders to stop all Korean civilians. 'No, repeat, no refugees will be permitted to cross battle lines. Movement of all Koreans will cease immediately.'  
 
    There was a stone bridge near the village of No Gun Ri that spanned a small stream. On the day that the US 8th Army delivered its “stop refugee” order, more than four hundred Korean civilians gathered by the bridge and underneath it. As they attempted to continue southward, gunfire began. Cooper was two miles away with the Seventh. He was close enough to hear the gunfire and subsequent strafing by what he knew to be U.S. Aircraft. 
 
    The “firefight” went on for three days. Elements of the Seventh withdrew. When parts of their units re-assembled, soldiers talked. No one knew exactly what had happened at the bridge, who gave the command, or how many Koreans died. Were the dead refugees or infiltrators?  
 
    “All I knew was that all hell broke out and we were under orders to fire from the top of the bridge,” one soldier told Cooper. 
 
    “Did you get return fire?”  
 
    “I think we got some,” the soldier said. “But we didn’t know if they were soldiers or kids. It didn’t matter. Some were above the bridge on the railroad tracks. Our planes strafed the rest of them. More were killed under the arches. The floor under the bridge was a mixture of gravel and sand, bodies and blood. Eight to eighty, crippled or crazy. We shot them all.” The soldier paused. “It was fucking God-awful. A lot of our guys were barfing. Body parts everywhere.” 
 
    “Holy Jesus,” said Cooper. 
 
    Cooper saw combat. He won two purple hearts, one with shrapnel in his shoulder the other with a bullet wound that grazed his left thigh. Yet the events of the bridge at No Gun Ri haunted him. “If it’s Korean from six to sixty, shoot it,” was a command repeated by many soldiers, most of whom were scared young draftees. Soldiers spoke off the record of targeting refugees well after No Gun Ri. In August 1950, they said, there were orders detailing that refugees crossing the Naktong River be shot. Other rumors emerged. In August 1950, several dozen civilians were killed seeking sanctuary in a shrine by the village of Kokaan-Ri.  
 
    After ten months in a war zone, Cooper transferred to Hawaii. He began asking what had happened in Korea. He heard a lot of stuff that disgusted him. There were reports of hundreds of civilians killed by US naval artillery on the beaches near the port of Pohang in September 1950. Dozens of villages across southern South Korea reported the repeated low-level strafing by US planes during July and August 1950.  
 
    Cooper made a noisy pest of himself. Eventually, he was ordered into the office of an angry Major Lansing in Honolulu. Lansing showed him the official record in the form of a classified document. “Here you go, Lieutenant,” the major said. “Read it and fucking forget about it. If civilians got in the way of fighting, that’s too damned bad.”  
 
    Cooper read. The official version stated that it was never the policy of U.S. forces to harm civilians. Further, it said, US forces were not even in the area of No Gun Ri at the time of the killings, specifically The Seventh. 
 
    “Well,” said Cooper, “I know that last part’s a lie because I was there. So was my unit. I knew good men who died there. I assume the rest of your report is bullshit, also.” 
 
    The major stared at Cooper, then replied. “Are you a Communist? Soviet sympathizer?” 
 
    “Not in any way, sir.” 
 
    “Then what do you think happened at No Gun Ri and all these other places?” 
 
    “My guess is that some poorly train U.S. Army commanders repeatedly, and without ambiguity, ordered forces under their control to target and kill Korean refugees caught on the battlefield. Sir.” 
 
    “There were atrocities on both sides. Remember that.” 
 
    “So, with respect, are you saying that the fighting men of the United States of America are no better than a murderous pack of Soviet-backed Reds, sir?” Cooper said. 
 
    The Major’s eyes raged. He snatched back the report. “Get the fuck out of here,” Lansing said. “If you ask any more questions I’ll have you court martialed. Got that? Dismissed!” 
 
    Cooper saluted. “Thank you, sir,” he said. 
 
    Lansing didn’t return the salute. The army accelerated Cooper’s discharge.  
 
    Cooper fooled around with a few other careers in the mid-1950s. He was an insurance investigator in Illinois, then moved east, took a cheap-o apartment in Manhattan’s Hell’s Kitchen and wrote occasionally for American pulp crime magazines. In his first year, he grossed thirty-seven hundred dollars. He also worked part-time as a waiter in a drinking-and-fighting place on West 14th Street named Cirillo’s, where booze and cocaine flowed freely.  
 
    Cirillo himself manned the bar at most hours and kept one automatic pistol under each end of the counter. In this neighborhood, there was plenty of crime. Cooper had plenty to write about. Later he moved to the more upscale Landmark Tavern at Eleventh Avenue and 46th Street, where he observed much. The place was a popular haunt for Irish gangsters from the West Side. He kept his mouth shut and learned when not to write about something. 
 
    Cooper had some noteworthy relatives swinging from branches of the family tree. Back in Illinois, growing up, he had been a favorite nephew of his uncle, Eddie “Shiv” O’Connor. Shiv, a smiling religious man who never missed Sunday Mass, was a labor enforcer, pickpocket, burglar, leg breaker and—as needed—killer, though never convicted.  
 
    Uncle Shiv sported a jaunty felt fedora, pin striped suits and polka-dotted ties, under which he usually wore a bullet-proof vest. One time in 1925, Shiv and a friend were hanging out on Washington Avenue when a car rolled to a halt nearby. Someone from within shouted, “Hey, Shiv!” in a friendly tone. This was quickly followed by the rhythmic rat-tat-tat-tat of machine gun fire, which Shiv managed to duck. The prospective hit was the first known use of the Thompson machine gun in the Chicago bootleg wars of the 1920’s.  
 
   
  
 

 The Tommy gun, named after General John T. Thompson of World War One fame, was light, lethal and fluid. It could fire a thousand rounds a minute. Its use didn’t fall under any laws covering pistols or rifles. It redefined mob warfare in the era. Due to its distinctive sound, it became known in the press as “the Chicago typewriter.” 
 
    One night in June of 1953, after Cooper was back from Korea, Kevin, Uncle Shiv’s son, was at Toots Shors’ booze-fueled saloon on Manhattan’s West 51st Street. Kevin was on his honeymoon with his bride Rita. They were seeing the sights of Manhattan and the famous circular smoky bar at Shors’ was one of them. Mickey Mantle was propped up against the bar that night, a Hall of Fame arm around a major league blonde. So were Frank Sinatra and Jackie Gleason. A regular who was conspicuously missing was mobster Francesco Castiglia, now known as Frank Costello, and recent star of the televised U.S. Senate Kefauver hearings on organized crime. Costello was serving a prison sentence.  
 
    Kevin had promised his dad that he would stay out of trouble in the Big Apple. But a couple of sore-at-the-world Brooklyn punks named Tommy and Jimmy were at the bar also. They made insulting remarks to Kevin’s wife, Rita. Kevin paid the bar tab and left with his lady. The punks followed.  
 
    On the street, a friend joined them. They made chicken noises and confronted Kevin. One of them, the leader, pulled a knife. “How’d you like your nuts cut off, you queer?” he asked.  
 
    The man wasn’t just a hood. At nearly six feet four, he was a big hood. 
 
    Kevin shoved the thug in retaliation. Then all three jumped Kevin. They punched him savagely, with one of the goons peeling off to grope his terrified wife at the same time. By coincidence, Frank Cooper was arriving at Shor’s with two old army buddies and recognized his cousin. Cooper, still lean and hard-nosed from his combat tour, charged directly into the melee, fists flying, his Irish up. The punk with the knife came directly at him. 
 
    Cooper threw a left fist and heard the crunch of the man’s nose under the impact. When the man reeled backward, and the knife flew away, Cooper went for the knockdown with a fierce uppercut. It broke the man’s jaw and shattered two teeth. Before the man could fall, Cooper grabbed him by the shirt, held him, and landed a devastating knee to the man’s groin. 
 
    When the second punk grabbed Rita, Cooper chicken-winged him, turned him and threw him in front of a speeding taxi cab. Cooper savored the skidding tires, the screeching horn and the thunderous crunch of the cab’s front end slamming hard into the body. Cooper’s buddies took care of the third one as a crowd gathered. It was over quickly; three punks down.  
 
    Kevin, Rita, Frank Cooper and the ex-G.I.’s got out of there fast. Unwilling to call it an evening, they headed to Jack Dempsey’s Broadway Bar. It was only weeks later, through the grapevine, that Cooper learned he had rumbled a trio of low level stick-up men in the Luciano crime family. Dangerous guys they were, but none too bright. They let it be known that if they ever found out who had thrashed them, that person’s body parts had a dump site waiting for them at the sewage treatment plant on Ward’s Island near the Triborough Bridge, “dick and balls first,” as went the threat on the street.  
 
    But Cooper had waded in with his punches so fast that the three punks had never gotten a good look. Word travelled to Chicago where several Hibernians had a good laugh. Frank Cooper became Uncle Shiv’s favorite nephew. Uncle Shiv hung the family nickname “Frankie Fists” upon Cooper. “A good Irishman always respects a good brawler,” said Shiv. “Us Bog Trotters gotta stick together.” 
 
      
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    Cooper caught on as a police reporter with the tabloid New York Daily Mirror in May of 1955. He loved working on the Mirror. He remembered walking into the newsroom for the first time, looking for a job: there were overworked reporters pecking at ancient typewriters, editors hurling obscenities like verbal grenades. Smoke rose in gray thunderheads. The city editor interviewing him took a cigar from his mouth and appraised the ex-soldier in front of him.  
 
    “Now what the fuck do you want, punk?” the editor asked.  
 
    Cooper, gesturing at his surroundings, said, “All this.” 
 
    “You’re goddam crazy.” 
 
    “Yeah. I know. I’ll fit in fine.” 
 
    The electricity and vibes of a New York City tabloid brought out Cooper’s best. His articles were excellent. He developed a reputation as a quick study and a streetwise rough-and-tumble writer-reporter. Sources talked. Good copy followed. No one was too sacred to be called out and castigated. His elbows were sharp. His editors gave him a long leash.  
 
    The Daily Mirror was a distinctive place to work in the 1950’s.  
 
    The paper had been founded in 1924 by William Randolph Hearst to compete with the New York Daily News. By the 1930s, the Daily Mirror was one of the Hearst Corporation's flagship papers. By 1956, The Daily Mirror had the second widest circulation in the United States, trailing only its East Side rival, the News. 
 
    Cooper stayed in contact with the “bad” side of the family back in Chicago. On occasion, Cooper made discreet phone calls. Uncle Shiv would quietly help him establish underworld contacts in New York, particularly if it embarrassed Italians. There often was much that was useful in some bad people, Cooper knew. The family contacts juiced his work for The Mirror. 
 
    Early on, The Daily Mirror established its own formula. It would out-News the News. Its content would be ten per cent news, eighty-eight percent gossip and entertainment and two percent total crap. In April of 1927, the newspaper hit its stride, devoting substantial resources to the divorce of real estate tycoon Edward West “Daddy” Browning who at age fifty-one had dumped his wife and married Frances Belle “Peaches” Heenan, “an aspiring actress,” all five feet six, one hundred sixty-three pounds of her, three months before her sixteenth birthday.  
 
    She was, Browning told reporters from The Daily Mirror, “the girl of my dreams.” Her mother bestowed her blessing. Despite the noisy efforts of meddlesome child welfare agencies to obstruct the lovebirds, they married. 
 
    To celebrate her sixteenth birthday, Daddy bought an enormous cake, a yard high, for “the most luscious peach of them all.” Glittering on the birthday girl's arm were four platinum bracelets, studded with diamonds. In the weeks that followed, New York went nutso for the modern Cinderella. Great mobs followed as she went about her spending sprees. So did reporters from the Daily Mirror. Alas, the fairy tale marriage was over by October fifth. Peaches cleared out her closets—at least thirty grand worth of goodies—and went home to mother.  
 
    “I was an innocent little bird in a gilded cage,” sniffled poor Peaches. 
 
    By January of 1928, Daddy and Peaches were in divorce court. Inquiring minds wanted to know all about it. The Daily Mirror faithfully reported every accusation, sob, shriek, gasp, and sigh. Peaches showed up in court wearing an $11,000 Russian sable coat, a gift from the man whom she would soon depict as a prince of depravity.  
 
    Peaches told of her nightmare. Browning made her look at dirty French magazines. He marched around with no clothes on and insisted she eat her breakfast in the nude. He kept a noisy African honking goose in their bedroom. He played bizarre practical jokes, like jumping out behind her and yelling, “Boo!” At other times, she said, her innocent sensibilities were astonished, such as “when he came lumbering into our bedroom dressed as a sheik and growling at me like a bear” and when the trained goose honked and flapped on cue during those special and deeply intimate moments in their bedroom. 
 
    “I'm a good girl,” Peaches wept on the stand.  
 
    In contrast, she said, Daddy was “a perverted monster.” She spoke of “depraved tastes” and “abnormal activity.” Sometimes at night in the bedroom, she said, “Daddy bounced on the floor on his hands and knees and made funny noises.” When she objected, she recalled, “Daddy cuffed me to the floor and continued.” 
 
    But Browning's lawyers brought out “evidence” suggesting there were at least fifty previous “sheiks,” an army of former boyfriends in the orchards of Peaches’ fruity past.  
 
    When it was his turn, Browning said that his dream girl had never acted as a wife. Far from it, he insisted. She had never even kissed him, he said, and at one point her mother had moved in with them. Peaches and her mom were nothing but a pair of gold-digging schemers and he had never had the pleasure on consummating the marriage, an important legal point. 
 
    The judge ruled that Peaches had abandoned her husband. The court granted Daddy a legal separation. No alimony. But public opinion turned against Browning and his feathery pal, the trained goose. When Browning died in 1934, the goose got stuffed. Peaches went into vaudeville to tell all about it. There it remained for twenty-two years. 
 
    On a hot early evening in August of 1956, Frank Cooper was in the newsroom of the Daily Mirror on New York’s East 43rd Street when the managing city editor, an arch and pervy middle-aged Hunter College graduate named David Taub, abruptly summoned him. Taub had a tipster in every hospital emergency room in the city, many of them equipped with tiny cameras. At the end of each month, Taub paid off with ten-dollar bills, bottles of Johnny Walker and baseball and hockey tickets that he’d scammed from his pal on the sports desk, the consistently brilliant Dan Parker.  
 
    “What are you doing right now, mensch?” Taub asked. 
 
    “It’s seven thirty. I’m getting ready to go home, Dave.” 
 
     “Ever heard of someone named ‘Peaches’ Heenan?” the editor asked. 
 
    “Not till now.” 
 
    “Heenan was the center of a bedroom scandal thirty years ago. She just slipped and fell in her bathtub in an apartment six blocks from here.” 
 
     “Drunk?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “I’d guess.” 
 
    “Dead?” 
 
    “Isn’t it great? Yup. Gloriously drunk and spectacularly nude. History of malnutrition, 
 
    epilepsy and alcohol. I need two thousand words for the ‘Irish comics.’” Taub said. 
 
    “The what?” 
 
    “The obituary page, dumbfuck. You’re writing hers. Get your sorry ass up to the clippings morgue on the eighth floor. My gentlemanly demeanor prohibits me from sharing a set of five memorable photographs of the death scene. But they’re in the envelope on the edge of my desk,” he said, indicating an enticing gray envelope that was within Cooper’s reach. “If you steal a furtive glimpse, it’s on you, you sick depraved voyeur.” 
 
    Cooper reached. He looked. He winced. He gasped.  
 
    “These pictures are horrible,” he said. “Are we printing them?” 
 
    “Good God, no! What sort of tasteless sordid amoral enterprise do you think we’re running here? Take a look at her boobs. She’s face up stark raving jaybird naked!”  
 
    Cooper looked again. “Yeah. I see that.” Taub, as usual, was a man of his word. “So, I assume you want the obit to be licentious and lurid?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Lowbrow, leering and louche.” 
 
    “Fast or good?” 
 
    “I want both, Cooper,” Taub said. “You have one hundred and ten minutes to make tomorrow’s early edition. No one else has the story yet. Go! Get your cynical ass on the move.” 
 
    “Sure, Dave. Thanks.” 
 
    “My pleasure, meshuganah.” 
 
    Cooper spent seventy-five minutes researching The Daily Mirror’s clippings and then thirty minutes writing an obit straight into an Olympia portable typewriter.  
 
    The tabloid ran a nice big saucy must-read-this obituary the next morning above the by-line of Francis X. Cooper. 
 
    PEACHES HEENEN BROWNING, 46. 
 
    STARRED WITH GOOSE AND WOLF 
 
    IN LURID JAZZ AGE SEX SCANDAL 
 
     
 
    It was Cooper’s first obituary. Between street assignments, he wrote two to five obits a week, mostly for fun. Taub threw the sleaziest ones Cooper’s way out of professional admiration. 
 
    A year later, Cooper met a cute flight attendant named Judy from Minnesota. They married in 1958. They found a larger apartment on the West Side near the newly opened Lincoln Center. For a while, there were no limits to anything. Life rocked. Everything was copacetic. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    During the early decades of the Daily Mirror, several outstanding young writers and photographic journalists worked there, including Ring Lardner, Jr. and the political commentator Drew Pearson. Also there was gossip columnist Walter Winchell, who had been lured away from the even more disreputable New York Evening Graphic. Winchell had initiated his radio show and in the 1940’s and 1950s was syndicated in more than two thousand daily papers. But the Mirror was his home base.  
 
    Winchell wrote a daily Broadway column. He wielded extraordinary power as a purveyor of gossip, innuendo and opinion. He invented the language of tabloid journalism. A pregnant woman was ''infanticipating.” She and her husband would soon join ''the mom and population.'' If a couple split up, Winchell said they were ''sharing separate teepees.''  
 
    Winchell held court every night at The Stork Club, a former speak-easy and now a glossy night club at 3 East 53rd Street, a place where there were more ladies on laps than napkins. Sherman Billingsley, a former bootlegger from Oklahoma, had first established the club on West 58th Street during Prohibition. After an incident when Billingsley was kidnapped and held for ransom by Vincent “Mad Dog” Coll, a rival of his mobster partners, Billingsley became the sole owner of the Stork Club. Ownership of the posh club became more secure in February of 1932 when gangsters Dutch Schultz and Leeds-born Owney Madden, a Winchell pal, put a $50,000 bounty on Vincent Coll's head. Shortly thereafter, Coll was machine gunned to death while using a phone booth at a drug store at Eighth Avenue and 23rd Street. 
 
    From Table 50 at the Stork Club, Winchell held court and did his live radio broadcast, summoning ball players, boxers, stage and screen stars, politicians, royalty and mobsters to his table. He demanded to know what they were doing. He drew people and attention to the joint and never paid a nightly check. 
 
    Winchell’s voice, well known across America from his radio show, was a tough-guy break-neck staccato. His visual trademarks were a snap-brim fedora, often with a press ID in the hatband and a cigarette dangling from his mouth. He mingled with the mob, palling around with Al Capone and Frank Costello. One of his biggest coups came in 1939 and involved Louis “Lepke” Buchalter, described by the FBI as ''the most dangerous criminal in the United States.''  
 
    Lepke Buchalter had created an effective organization for performing contract killings for the New York underworld in the 1930s. Winchell called it, “Murder, Inc.” The name stuck. Many mobsters wanted to insulate themselves from any connection to murders of rivals. So Lepke’s partner, mobster Albert Anastasia, later to be gunned down in a barber’s chair at the Park Sheridan Hotel on Central Park West, would relay a contract request from the underworld to Buchalter. Lepke would assign the job to Jewish and Italian gang members from Brooklyn. Everyone was happy except the victim. 
 
    On July 25, 1939, some of Lepke’s mob gunmen were waiting to whack a short pudgy man named Philip Orlovsky. They made an honest mistake. They whacked a short pudgy sheet music publisher named Irving Penn, instead. The wrong-man murder in front of Penn’s home in the Bronx brought down the wrath of New York District Attorney Thomas Dewey. Suddenly Dewey was rounding up everyone Lepke knew. The other mobsters were buckling under the pressure. Lepke was “hot,” which was bad for business. It was only a matter of time before someone found his bullet-riddled carcass. 
 
    Lepke went into hiding, but he also knew that a federal prison was the safest place. So it made good sense to surrender.  Walter Winchell was known to be tight with the FBI. Winchell received an anonymous phone call on Saturday the 5th of August. “Lepke wants to come in,” a voice informed him. “But the talk around town is that Lepke will be shot while supposedly escaping.” 
 
    “I’ll tell Hoover,” Winchell said.  
 
    “Put it on the air,” the voice said. The caller hung up.  
 
    On his network radio broadcast the next night, with Hoover sitting beside him, Winchell announced, “If a certain unidentified party is listening, a deal can be arranged.’” 
 
    A few nights later, a hood stopped Winchell on Fifth Avenue. A surrender was arranged. Shortly after ten p.m. the next night, Buchalter quietly slid into Winchell’s car at a pre-arranged spot in midtown. Hoover was waiting alone in a government sedan at Fifth and 28th. Winchell drove his passenger to 28th Street. He made the transfer, and the next morning, national headlines. 
 
    By the 1950's Winchell had become obsessed with Communism and embraced McCarthyism. He began savage attacks on the African-American singer Josephine Baker, the star of the fabulous topless cabarets of Paris in the 1920’s, who created front page headlines by claiming she had been snubbed at the Stork Club because she was black. A liberal radio talk-show host in New York named Barry Gray came to Baker’s defense. Thereafter in Winchell’s columns Barry Gray was “Borie Pink.”  
 
    By the time Cooper joined The Mirror, Winchell’s power had ebbed. But he still had an audience. Cooper fell into a mentorship with Winchell, whom he called “Mr. Winchell.” Walter Winchell called Cooper, “Kid.” They would drink together sometimes at Jack Dempsey’s, P. J. Clarke’s or Toots Shor’s, where fortunately no one had ever fingered Cooper as the guy who had bashed the three Luciano hoods in 1952. Winchell introduced Cooper to many of his contacts and dispensed professional wisdom. 
 
    There was one bit of advice that stood out above all others. “A reporter, a newsman, is always defined by his biggest story,” Winchell explained. “So never duck away when a big story comes your way. Seize it. Exploit it. Nurse it. Follow it as far as you can. You need at least one headliner to make your career.” Twice in 1956, when Cooper was new to his beat, he nearly bungled complicated stories. Winchell caught wind of the screw-ups and interceded with Jerry Klein, the city editor, who had Cooper’s name in capitals at the top of the Friday firing list.               
 
    “Hey! Jerry! Screw that. The kid’s a tough-ass. He’s got chops,” Winchell told the city editor at the Mirror. “Don’t sack him. Let him run.”  
 
    Klein balked. “I’m firing him, Walter,” Klein said. “Keep your snout out of this.” 
 
    Winchell offered Klein eight tickets to My Fair Lady on Broadway starring Julie Andrews—plus backstage passes. Cooper kept his job. Winchell, thirty years older than Frank Cooper, kept a fatherly eye on him. Cooper watched his mentor’s back in return. It worked just fine until 1962 and 1963, when an assortment of labor unions called strikes and shut down every daily newspaper in New York City for one hundred fourteen days. The Daily Mirror had lousy advertising revenues. The paper closed on October 16, 1963. Winchell moved to the New York Journal-American. Frank Cooper landed at the New York Daily News.  
 
    It was there where Cooper first made the acquaintance of Sam Rothman, who was a managing editor in the sports section. Cooper, however, drew a brassier assignment. “Find trouble in the city,” his new boss, a pot-bellied red-haired Son of Erin named Mike McGarrity, told him. “The street. The boardrooms. The gangs. The brothels. The bars. The political clubhouses. Rake some muck. Find trouble. Screw people up and write about it.”  
 
    “Should I carry a gun?” 
 
    "If you’re smart you will,” McGarrity said. Cooper went back to his old pal Winchell, who was still holding court at The Stork Club, though the venue was fading fast. 
 
    “Congratulations, kidster,” Winchell said. “Now you’re a reporter! Be sure to make people so damned mad that they want to kill you.” 
 
    “That shouldn’t be too tough.” 
 
    “And remember what I said. One huge story makes a man’s career!” 
 
    Uncle Shiv died at age seventy-two in 1962. Cooper went to Chicago to pay respects and attend the funeral. He was remembered in the will: five large. It was said that cousin Kevin had grown up and gone into the family business. He, too, could make people disappear.  
 
    “’Frankie Fists,’” said cousin Kevin, embracing him. “Thanks for coming out from New York. The Bog Trotters still gotta stick together like Pop said, huh?” he said. 
 
    “Always, Kevin. God bless you, damn it, and God bless Shiv.” 
 
    Kevin introduced him to his son, a sturdy boy named Francis X. Cooper O’Connor, so named after a good man who had once intervened on his behalf. 
 
    “Nothing’s changed, Frankie,” said Kevin, “even with the old man gone. Anything you ever need, you call. Anyone ever fucks with you, you let me know.” 
 
    “I’ll do that.” 
 
    Soon, at the Daily News as a news writer, Frank Cooper specialized at investigating subjects who didn't care to be investigated. He was by 1964 a down-the-middle, hard-news crime-and-corruption guy who went after the big stories. In doing so, he made enemies of everyone from the Mayor of New York to the Roman Catholic Archdiocese of Brooklyn to the State of Israel—when he named the Israeli Consulate as the biggest parking ticket scofflaw in the city. The British government soon hated him over some Irish stuff, as did fifteen banks, seven corrupt labor unions and one major film studio, each for their own good reasons, along with dozens of others. This went on for three years. 
 
    Threats began. On one occasion, he ran a story exposing labor racketeering in one of the restaurant workers' unions. A week later, all four of the tires on his car were slashed. Two months later, when he continued on the same topic, he went to his car one morning and found bullet holes in its rear window. One night the following week, someone broke into his car with a chain saw, cut out the seats, and cut the wheel off the steering column. Cooper bought a junker of a Datsun and had a friend register it in Maine. The chainsaw men came back and cut it in half one night a week later.  
 
    His wife was hysterical. On the surface, Cooper took things calmly, even though he was also concerned. His vehicle, he explained to her, was an excellent barometer of reader reaction. But then on April 16th, 1966, he came home and his wife had moved out. She left a note. She was filing for divorce. A week later, he learned she was seeing another man.  
 
    He was now half crazy. He sat alone in the living room of his Upper West Side apartment, shades pulled, gun on his hip, watching the street. Some nights he bolted upright in bed but could never recall what he'd been dreaming. On other nights, sleepless, he'd arise from bed at a random moment and move sideways to the window. He'd peer out past a drawn curtain. If he saw a stationary figure, his heart would kick in his chest.  
 
    His editors at the Daily News said he needed a rest: a stint on rewrite in the sports department, under Sam Rothman’s eye. From putting people in jail, he went to two paragraphs on football games he'd never seen, rewriting stuff sent in by stringers: 
 
      
 
    SLIPPERY ROCK BEATS GETTYSBURG, 17-10. 
 
    “Findlay, Pa.—Slippery Rock beat Gettysburg today 17-10 in a game played before a homecoming crowd of 2,356. Halfback Duane Taylor scored two touchdowns for Slippery Rock and kicked two extra points.”  
 
      
 
    And so on. It was a humiliating move. His old enemies were having a big laugh. At this point in his life, most of his dreams were dead and Frank Cooper was a bitter man.  
 
    One night he started home but ended up instead in the Old Dublin Bar on West 86th Street. Four beers usually made him feel better. After that, who knew? Three days later, he found himself in Beth Israel Hospital, drying out from a drinking binge coupled with a nervous breakdown. He had a black eye that he couldn't account for and his wallet was gone.  
 
    His wife got a quickie divorce which he didn’t contest. She remarried. He became chippy at work. The Daily News fired him. He collected severance pay. There was talk of a new nonunion paper starting up, but Cooper didn't pay much attention. There were now hundreds of former newspaper employees on the street.  
 
    While a decision on his future hung in a distant balance, Cooper took a cue from Sam Rothman, an incorrigible horseplayer. Cooper spent a few days at Aqueduct, recklessly attempting to solve the mysteries of two-year-old maiden races and six-furlong claimers. As if by magic, he turned a $400 bankroll into $1,650 in five days. He reckoned that he was onto a new career. But the wizardry inexplicably vanished, and he found the $1,650 just as easily back down to $280 the following Tuesday. Worse, he was starting to spot some of his old adversaries, a bunch of overweight white guys with bad haircuts, milling around the $100-Win windows and muttering ominously to each other as they squinted at him. He started to hear stories about a top Aqueduct jockey who refused to fix a few races and was now so scared of the Brooklyn mob that he was moving to England. At first, Cooper wanted to go with the story. This was the big one. The one Winchell had urged on him.  
 
    Then he went chicken and backed off.  
 
    One night he pulled out the Smith & Wesson and loaded a single bullet. Then he drafted a suicide note. It was a fine bit of writing, his obituary. He pinned the note to his shirt. He cocked the gun and laid it back on the desk in front of him. He began to draw deep, even breaths in an attempt to summon up the courage to pull a trigger. After an hour of agonizing, he decided to hell with that, too. He threw away the note and went to bed.  
 
    The next day Sam Rothman phoned. A new paper would start up by September 1967, Rothman explained. Sam, who was about to be canned at the New York Daily News, was waiting for an offer. “They're calling it the New York Eagle. It's going to be trashy fun,” Sam said. 
 
    Silence, then suspiciously, Cooper asked, “Who's publishing it?”  
 
    Rothman confessed. Kenneth Siegelman would publish. Siegelman was a millionaire from Arizona, famous for helium-headed scandal sheets and much-publicized contributions to right wing nut causes such as The John Birch Society. It was Siegelman's contention that many newspapers were unprofitable because they were not shrill or tasteless enough.  
 
    Cooper snarled. “Another one of his rags?” Cooper asked. “It’ll be a cold day in hell when I work for that bastard.”  
 
    Sam was undeterred. “Yeah, sure,” he said. “But what I have to know today is whether we can put your name on the list for staff writing positions when they get filled.”  
 
    “Do whatever you want, Sam. Remember: Cold day in hell.” 
 
    Cooper hung up. A month later, the nascent Eagle offered Sam a plum: the editorship of the sports page, plus a column and the best salary of his life. Curiously, Cooper was offered the unwanted job in obituaries: editor of the page and main writer, with two younger assistants as needed, the latter positions to rotate through the Eagle's staff and cover Cooper's duties on his days off. The offer came by certified mail from the Eagle’s business office. 
 
    “The Irish comics?” Cooper asked Sam when he phoned. “You got to be kidding me!” 
 
    Sam laughed. “Do it, pal. We’ll have fun again.” 
 
    Writing obituaries was considered the worst job on almost any newspaper. An investigative reporter wasn't so much transferred to it as he was sentenced to it. But the cold day in Hell had arrived. 
 
    Cooper soon decided that he liked writing obituaries. Daily he found human drama in the way ordinary people had lived the parts of their lives. Better, he met mostly good people and—for once in his life—made no enemies.  
 
    It was a strange way to live, waking up each day wondering eagerly if anyone interesting had kicked the bucket overnight. But there he was, resurrected as a poor man's Plutarch. A fast format Boswell. A study in contradictions and complexities and life’s finalities. 
 
    So by the late summer of 1968, Francis Xavier Cooper was the best writer in the worst job on a tacky newspaper that was so bad that it was good. It was a complicated equation that was just waiting for something unpleasant to happen.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 12  
 
    The next morning in his office, Cooper tried to focus on his more immediate tasks. Each day in New York hundreds of men and women died. Few were considered worthy of newspaper space. Today, Cooper had a music teacher, a labor lawyer, a former air traffic controller, and a former Top 40 AM-radio personality who'd been popular in the 1950s but had been touched by the payola scandals. He had been known by the name of "Rockin’ Jimmy" Arnold. Forty-eight, broke and jobless, he had committed suicide by hanging himself in a motel room. 
 
    From farther afield, off the international wire services, Cooper pulled a poorly written account of a former East German Communist leader who had died in prison. He marked it for a more thorough rewrite. Cooper penciled in seven inches on the left side of the page.  
 
    An acrobat from the Barnum & Bailey Circus had died of injuries after being hit by a car in Boston. Good for two columns wide and four inches long on the right side of the page. The wife of a local Rolls Royce dealer had succumbed after a long battle with leukemia. Cooper knew the woman's brother. He made a note to send a letter of condolence.  
 
    Cooper visited the clippings morgue downstairs for an hour. Then, back in his office he made phone calls. The German's space expanded. So did space for the wife of the car dealer. She had wanted to be an actress when she was young. Her parents had been in the Yiddish theater. Cooper had never known. Thus, were the inner truths of lives revealed only in death. Today Cooper’s concentration was lousy, though. Stanley Rudawski was on his mind. 
 
    At a few minutes past noon, Cooper disappeared downstairs again into the clippings morgue. He had two more names in his thoughts: Popov and Goleniewski. He returned three-quarters of an hour later, the light on his phone flashing with seven messages.  
 
    “Good morning,” came a voice from his doorway.  
 
    Startled, Cooper looked up and saw Sam Rothman.  
 
    “Anyone important croak today?” Sam asked.  
 
    “Everyone’s life is important to someone,” Cooper said. He leaned back in his chair. “What have you got, Sam?”  
 
    Sam came in and sat down, gripping a sheet of his pages. Sam's sports column appeared three times a week. Today was one of those days. “Nothing much. Same old, same old.” 
 
    “You should have seen this old guy I spent last night with,” Cooper said.  
 
    “The woman who called yesterday?”  
 
    “Yeah,” Cooper said. “She took me to see her father. A man in his sixties. Stanley Rudawski. Unlucky bastard. Looked like he was dying of six different diseases at once.”  
 
    “You used to call that 'campaigning for a good obit.’”  
 
    “Yeah. I know. But hey, Margot's a friend. And anyway, this guy was mixed up in some spy stuff a few years back. He told me a story. Must have been the most exciting thing that ever happened to him, even though he doesn't know what it was.”  
 
    “He wants it mentioned in his obit, huh?”  
 
    “Guess so.” Cooper shrugged. “Sam, let me ask you something? What do you think is the biggest secret of the 1960s?”  
 
    Sam pursed his lips. “In what field?”  
 
    “Spies. Espionage, International politics. Rudawski says he was face to face with some would-be Soviet defector back in 1965 in Paris. The Russian was promising to put the other defectors in their proper perspective. Rudawski says there was something vital that never got to the west.”  
 
    “Why didn't this guy just come out and tell you?”  
 
    “Because his Russian never got around to talking.” Cooper ran through a shortened version of the dying man's story for Sam’s benefit. 
 
    Cooper's telephone rang. He answered it. He gave Sam a wave to indicate that he would be on the line for a while. Sam nodded and took off.  
 
    The caller was a man named William Arnetti, the brother of "Rockin’ Jimmy" Arnold. Cooper talked and typed at the same time. With two follow-up calls, he had the deceased in focus. Eight inches. One column. Right-hand side. If today's page had a lead, this was it: the obit with most interest: a man whose star had shown very brightly for a dozen years, but never at any other time in his life. He had been unable to live with obscurity. Twice divorced, no children. 
 
    In mid-afternoon, Marty Friedkin plopped down in Cooper’s office. The bosses on the Sixth Floor had flown him back for “a consultation.” It was actually a cheek-to-jowl screaming match with S.W. Murphy. Murphy did the screaming and Friedkin did the listening. Murphy warned Friedkin to “go easy with Wallace or else” since the Alabaman was popular with legions of their sorehead blue collar readers. Friedkin sat down with Cooper and was trying to decide how much easier to go, if at all. Sam wandered in and joined them. 
 
     “Who’s financing Wallace?” Cooper asked out of the blue. 
 
    “What do you mean?” Marty asked. 
 
    “How does he run his campaign?” Cooper asked. “He’s got staff. Travel. Auditorium rentals. Where the hell does Wallace get the money to run for President?” 
 
    Marty paused for a minute. “I’m guessing a lot of small donations,” he said. “Probably the same fools who send their dough to the fake TV evangelists. Would it surprise you?” 
 
    “Nope. But are there that many of them?” 
 
    “Maybe,” said Friedkin. “I’m hearing stories now that Wallace wants to rent Madison Square Garden for a rally in New York City right before the election. Who the hell would go to a Wallace rally in New York?” 
 
     “Is there still a local Bund?” Sam asked. “Any latter-day Nazis would go. They’d love it. Lederhosen, bratwurst and Confederate flags. Can’t miss.” 
 
    “The Garden costs big time money, Marty,” said Cooper.  
 
    “He gets it somewhere,” Friedkin said.  
 
    “Okay, so from where?”  
 
    There was no answer from Friedkin. Just a disturbed look.  
 
    “I understand why Murphy is irate. We’re slightly to the right of the Chicago Tribune, Francisco Franco and Robespierre,” Cooper said. “Were you forgetting that?” 
 
    “I saw what I saw, and I filed what I filed. If that Wallace guy ever got elected here, it’d be the coming of the jackboot and the Swastika.” 
 
    “You got that right,” said Sam. 
 
     “You know who’s to blame?” Cooper asked in a mood of provocation. “The same people who Wallace is campaigning against,” Cooper said. “The Democrats take blue collar votes for granted and don’t do anything for those people. In contrast, George Wallace has been sounding like William Jennings Bryan, attacking concentrated wealth and privilege.” 
 
    “Well! Look who’s sounding like a redneck today,” Sam said. “Jesus, Frank! Did Coleman Hawkins hit you on the head with his saxophone the other night or have you been reading Mein Kampf?” 
 
    “I’m just saying, Sam,” Cooper continued. “When a working guy bitches about street crime, he’s called a Fascist by liberals who live in suburbs behind high fences. When he complains about his daughter being bused, he’s called a racist by people who send their own kids to private schools. Meanwhile, the liberal elite tell Polish jokes at Yale and on the Vineyard and nod when Gene McCarthy reminds them that educated people voted for him and the uneducated people voted for Bobby Kennedy. That’s the sort of hypocrisy that creates Wallace votes. And that’s what our man Marty saw out there in Buttcrack, Indiana.” 
 
     “I got to get moving,” Sam said, standing up. “And your dead people are waiting for you, Frank. I’m out of here.”  
 
     “Murphy was also sounding me out about writing an editorial endorsing Wallace.” Friedkin said. “Imagine that, after what I wrote.” 
 
    “Ouch,” said Sam. “Doesn’t say much for our managing editor’s reading comprehension skills, does it? I’m not saying he is, just that it’s possible he’s senile.”  
 
    With that, Rothman left the room. Friedkin also moved toward the door. Then he turned with an afterthought. “Cooper, you should talk to my friend Bill Bradford.” 
 
    “The novelist? The writer?” 
 
    Bradford was a native Alabaman. He was a World War Two veteran who had served in the Pacific. Before the war, had been written investigative reports for the American Mercury, the literary magazine co-founded by H. L. Mencken. After the war, he had returned to the Mercury, then branched out into freelance reporting and the authorship of books. These days, he was an independent reporter covering some of the most notorious events of the civil rights movement. 
 
    “The one and only. He’s in town now. You want to meet for lunch or drinks some time before I fly out to Iowa again?” 
 
    “I’d be honored by the introduction,” Cooper said. 
 
    “We’ll make it happen,” Friedkin said. “Stand by, mate.” 
 
    Cooper ate a late lunch at his desk. The German Communist was in place by three p.m. The write-ups on the music teacher and the air traffic controller practically wrote themselves. Three to five inches each, the writing assigned to a staffer. A long talk with the daughter of the car dealer's wife added dimension to that notice: three inches by two columns on the lower right of the page. Someone from the family would send a photo over. It had to be in Cooper's hands by four. It was. Cooper placed the photo on his desk, face up, as the rough layout started to take shape. His friends at the Eagle were used to seeing dead people face up on Cooper’s desk. 
 
    By five thirty, the text and layout of the obituary page was complete. Cooper read it and reread it, looking for errors. At this point each day that he became maniacal for details and accuracy. He was still reading at a few minutes after six p.m. when Sam appeared again.  
 
    “Hey, Frank,” Sam said. “I've been thinking about it all day. I mean, thinking about it seriously, like you asked me to. The biggest secret of the sixties? Remember?”  
 
    “Yeah?” Cooper cocked his head skeptically and waited. “What?”  
 
    “You mentioned all the elements: Mid-sixties. CIA. Cuba. Russians. Lyndon Johnson. Texas. So here goes: Who really whacked John F. Kennedy? And why?”  
 
    Cooper looked at his friend for several seconds. “Damn,” said Cooper.  
 
    “What's wrong?”  
 
    “That's the biggest secret to me, too, Sam,” Cooper said. “That's what's been bothering me all day.”  
 
    Sam shrugged. “Well,” he mused, “you asked. Listen, I'm looking at retirement in a matter of months and I've never gotten my hands dirty beyond sports. Know what I mean? I'd like to. Just let me back you up sometime, do some footwork. Maybe on something like this. Something solid so that I can taste it for myself just once.”  
 
    “I'm not getting back into anything like that,” Cooper said, genuinely surprised at the request. “But if I do, Sam, you'll be the guy I holler for.”  
 
    Cooper extended his hand. The two men shook.  
 
    A few minutes later the photo of the car dealer arrived by messenger. The page was complete. Cooper sent the page to the city editor who made no changes. The page was quickly initialed on the Sixth Floor by S.W. Murphy. Work was done for the day. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    In the evening, Cooper and Sam wandered to the Kitty Hawk Bar on Third Avenue and 37th Street. Lauren Richie, Sam’s assistant, tagged along. Kitty Hawk was a bar and cruising spot for airline personnel, horny cockpit crews looking to score with equally horny flight attendants, who were often passing through the Third Avenue airline depot at 39th Street. The place was a five-minute walk from the Eagle editorial offices. Sam liked the atmosphere. Cooper always wondered about the double entendre of the Kitty Hawk name. They found a table and ordered burgers and Schaefer drafts. The beer arrived quickly. The burgers were AWOL for longer. They talked easily.  
 
    Cooper had been ambivalent to Lauren so far. She was a J-schooler after all, new style. But she turned out to have as much substance as form, Cooper quickly decided. She had worked for the Hartford Courant for a year and the Boston Globe for two. In Hartford, she had been assigned to local high schools and minor sports at college level. In Boston, she was on a city desk and did her fair share of crime reporting. Less than two years ago at, she had moved to the Eagle, hoping for more responsibility. She had ended up back on sports, but with a sexier beat: local universities, plus professional hockey and baseball.  
 
    To Sam, she was a godsend. She was fluent in Spanish. Sam used her to interview Latino athletes and get material the other New York papers weren’t getting, except for El Diario. She lived alone down in Alphabet City, as she called it, the area within the East Village near Avenues A, B and C, currently populated by ethnics, hipsters, artists, drug dealers and street criminals.  
 
    “Jesus! Is a single girl safe down there?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “I’m okay. I’m careful. I know the people on my street.” 
 
    “Which block?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “9th Street east of First Avenue.” 
 
    Sam whistled. “Amazing you’re still alive,” he said. Lauren gave him a playful slap. Sam laughed. Cooper wondered if they were having an affair. 
 
    “My boyfriend lived with me until a month ago,” she said. “I kicked him out.” 
 
    “Got tired?” Sam asked. 
 
    “Lenny couldn’t keep his wandering dick in his pants. I didn’t want to get clap from him. I changed the locks and put his stuff out in the hall. He came by, camped in front of the building and screamed for two days. Kept yelling that I was a whore and a slut. One of the old Polish ladies downstairs called her son, Stanislas,” Lauren continued. “Stanley came over with a Louisville Slugger and threatened to kill Lennie if he ever saw him on the block again. Sayonara, Lenny. Adios, arrivederci, auf Wiedersehen, au revoir, bye-bye, cheerio, shalom.” Lauren took a sip of beer. “Stanley’s this big bad-ass ex-green beret with half his left ear shot off, you know?” 
 
    “Stan the Man,” said Sam.  
 
    “Stan the Man Unusual,” said Cooper. 
 
    “Frontier justice, tenement style,” said Sam. “Works every time.”  
 
    Lauren paused. “I was married for a few months when I was nineteen,” Lauren said. “It was a mistake. The guy was a jerk. I got divorced after seven months. That’s when I got my life together. Took courses. Applied to college. Caught a scholarship. Decided I wanted to write.” 
 
    “You like to cause trouble?” Cooper asked. 
 
    She turned to him and for the first time flashed a beautiful smile. “I love causing trouble.”  
 
    “With an attitude like that, you’ll find plenty.” 
 
    “Yup,” she said. “Generally, I do.” 
 
    The burgers arrived. Big thick ones with cheese, fries and pickles. Over the burgers and a second round of beers, they worked over many of the people they knew in common. Soon enough, the name of the managing editor, S.W. Murphy came up. 
 
    “You worked for ‘Screw the World’ at the Daily News, didn’t you, Frank?” Sam asked. 
 
    “Our paths crossed,” Cooper answered. “I didn’t have problems with him. Some people did.” He turned to Lauren. “Have you had to deal with him yet?” he asked her. 
 
    She shook her head. “Only once or twice. I’m grateful: Sam insulates me.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Sam said with a laugh. “And I can’t do it forever. I just don’t want you to get disgusted and quit yet.” 
 
    “What’s the matter with Murphy?” she asked. 
 
    “He can’t be trusted, for one thing,” Sam muttered. “Siegelman, the old Fascist, signs his check. That’s where his ultimate loyalty is. Don’t ever forget that.” 
 
    “The other thing is he’s a lunch box,” Cooper said. “I sometimes don’t think he could find cannoli in Little Italy.” 
 
    Sam turned back to Lauren. “He lives up in Connecticut. Southport, I think,” Sam said. “Has a big place on the water near the yacht club. I think he has a boat. God forbid that he’d get his hands dirty with the day to day business of the big bad city where he edits the news.” 
 
    “Know what he pulled the other day?” Cooper asked. “He phoned me about some obituary for a guy named Bernie Simowitz. He said a friend knew Bernie and wanted to know when the wake was going to be. I said, ‘What’?” Cooper continued. “Bernie Simowitz was Jewish, as if you couldn’t tell by his name. Jews don’t have wakes.” 
 
    Sam winced, then, “They sit shiva,” Sam said, more to Lauren than Cooper. 
 
    “Of course,” Cooper said. “And Murphy says. ‘Oh? Really? How did you know that?’ And I said, ‘By living here, S.W. How did you not know that?’ And he hung up on me.” 
 
    After a moment, “Murphy’s an ass pincher, too,” Lauren said. 
 
    “Yeah?” Sam said. “He’s never pinched mine. He pinch yours?” 
 
    “Once in the hallway and once in the elevator. Every woman who works here knows to watch out for him.” 
 
    “No surprise,” Cooper said. “He’s married but probably hasn’t been laid since Eisenhower. Maybe Truman. I’m okay with him day to day, but I know some people aren’t.” 
 
    “He doesn’t pinch your ass,” she said. 
 
    “Murphy’s a business executive, not a newsman,” Cooper said. “The two are different. You’d think a guy at the top of the publishing food chain would be on top of the news, but he’s not. Doesn’t know, doesn’t care.” 
 
    “Then what’s his job?” Lauren asked. 
 
    “Keeping our salaries and expenses down,” Sam said. “Hell, there used to be twenty-some papers in this city, now there are five. We cling to life here, don’t we? If we do our jobs and don’t embarrass Murphy with his boss, we can pretty much run our own sections.” 
 
    Grudgingly, “I’d agree with that,” Cooper said. 
 
    “Embarrass him with the boss, Mr. Siegelman, and we’d be in Chateau Bow Wow.” 
 
    “So we can run any story?” Lauren asked, “as long as we can back it up?” 
 
    “Any story that it’s smart to run. Or that doesn’t have a downside,” Sam said. 
 
    “Or that hasn’t been ‘captured and killed’.” 
 
    “In what way?” Lauren asked. 
 
    “Okay, here’s an example,” Cooper said. “One of our reporters had a story about the governor of a state in our tri-state area. The guv is having it on with a hippie chick half his age. She scores marijuana for him and bangs him a couple times a week. So he puts her on his payroll The rumor is he likes to be spanked. They went to the Nixon convention in Miami this summer and she rarely left the governor’s room. Someone close to both parties had pictures and recordings. They skinny-dipped drunk at three a.m. in the hotel pool. There were pictures of that too. Frontals, know what I mean? The ‘someone’ brought the story here and got sent upstairs with it. Sixth Floor. Murphy paid for the exclusive story and the pictures, which he has in his safe. He captured and killed the story as a favor to the governor. No way it goes into print. So now the governor owes us big favors. The snitch sold us exclusive rights, so he can’t sell the story anywhere else or Murphy will sue him. One of these days the lady involved is going to give the guv a stroke or a cardiac arrest while he’s pumping away in the saddle and it’s going to get messy. But for now, we sit on the story.” 
 
    “We don’t print the truth, Lauren,” Sam said, “we print what people tell us. And on top of that, sometimes there are stories you just don’t print if you know what’s good for you.” 
 
    “Do you agree with that?” Lauren asked, looking at Cooper. 
 
    Cooper opened his hands, shrugged and sipped his beer. 
 
    “Usually,” he finally said. “At this stage of my life, yes.” 
 
    “You guys are sellouts,” she said. “Come on. I like you both. But you’re sellouts.” 
 
    “Hey, listen,” Cooper said. “I’m more reckless than Sam. I’ll go with a tough story and damn the consequences sometimes, but only if I feel it’ll do some good, all right?” He signaled to a passing waitress for more beer. “Or maybe after a long enough lapse of time.” 
 
    Unsettled, Lauren pressed on. “Give me an example of a story you ‘just don’t print.” 
 
    “Just one?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “A recent one. Something that’s happening now,” she challenged.  
 
    Cooper and Sam looked back and forth. 
 
    “Okay, I got one!” Sam said. “This happened the other night out at the harness racing track on Long Island. The mob lost sixty grand because one of the top drivers, a guy named Sonny, accidentally let his horse get his nose into the trifecta. It ruined a mob betting coup. I was at the track that night. Normally we all go out after the last race on Saturday. We have some beers and food at the hotel bar across the street from the track. There were three harness drivers there and some Long Island newspaper guys. Sonny wanted to go to a different place. Word was Sonny might be in trouble. We knew what it was. The drivers had been fixing races. Every night. They’d pull up three of the horses in the race. Each driver who pulled up a horse would get an envelope with ten C-notes in it late in the evening. On this night, Sonny’s trotter ran away with him. Nothing he could do. So the wise guys were waiting for him in the parking lot behind the burger joint. They worked him over something bad. The State Police found him the next morning locked in the trunk of his car. Took him to the hospital. Questioned him. He wouldn’t rat out the people who’d pounded him. He’ll be out of racing for a month then he’ll owe them a few races.” 
 
    “You’re telling me all the horse races out there are fixed?” Lauren asked. 
 
    “No,” Sam said. “I’m telling you that sometimes you know big stories, but you also know better than to print them. That’s what you asked, wasn’t it?” 
 
    Lauren sat back, all twenty-four years of her. “Maybe someday things will change,” she said. 
 
    “Welcome to the real world, Lauren,” Cooper said. “Maybe you’d be happier writing fiction?” 
 
    “Maybe you’d be happier if I flipped you a finger?” Lauren answered. 
 
    “I’d be flattered.” 
 
    Lauren kissed the center finger of her right hand and flipped off Cooper. “Get used to it,” she said. 
 
    “Ouch,” Sam said. Cooper laughed.  
 
    “Okay, then, Lauren,” Cooper said. “I got a question for you. You’re younger than the rest of us, I want to know what’s current, how you think.” 
 
    “Shoot.” 
 
    “What do you think is the biggest secret of our decade?” 
 
    She didn’t ponder it for long. “That’s easy,” she said. “Who killed Kennedy? And why the truth has been covered up.” 
 
    Cooper thought of a response but didn’t immediately offer it. Sam beckoned to the bartender and his glass was refilled. Then Sam turned back to Cooper. 
 
    “On your question, Frank,” Sam said. “A consensus has emerged.”  
 
    Lauren looked back to Frank Cooper. “Why did you ask me that?” she asked. 
 
    Cooper shrugged. “No reason,” he said. “Just something I’m working on. Unofficially. Forget I even mentioned it.” 
 
    “Like hell I will,” Lauren said.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 14 
 
    There was an abrasive young man named Lou Kaplan at the Eagle, whose office was in Internal Administration across from Big Wally, the research computer. Lou was also the Computer Room Steward. Cooper and Lou Kaplan were not each other’s favorite people. 
 
    “You know what you are, Cooper?” Kaplan had once told Cooper, who hadn’t yet mastered the new computers. “Out of it. Completely out of it in the modern world.” 
 
    “And what you are, Lou,” Cooper had told him on several occasions, “is a high-tech janitor.” 
 
    “Screw you, Cooper.” It went on from there.  
 
    At six p.m. that evening, Cooper stood in the second-floor computer room, thinking himself alone. “No! I do not believe it!” The voice was adenoidal and harsh and very Grand Concourse. Cooper looked to his left. Lou Kaplan wore a jacket and was on his way home.  
 
    “Hello, Lou,” Cooper said pleasantly. “Having a nice day?”  
 
    “Frank Cooper in the computer room!” Kaplan honked. “The Eagle's last holdout against technology.” Lou grinned like a gargoyle. “Are you sick? Or desperate?”  
 
    “Let's suppose I was desperate,” Cooper said slowly. He cautiously eyed the screen of the IBM terminal. On the dark blue background were a set of different instructions, ready to delve into the combined files of all Siegelman newspapers. “And I needed to run an Open Search.”  
 
    “You're the only one on this paper who doesn’t know how.” 
 
    “Could you show me?”  
 
    Kaplan motioned to a shelf of software manuals. “There's an instruction book over there,” he said. “Study the first two lessons on the Power Search program.”  
 
    “I asked you to show me.”  
 
    “I know you did, Cooper. But I don't like you.” He grinned again. “If you can't run Big Wally, you can stew in your own juice.” Kaplan turned to leave.  
 
     “Suppose I told you that Murphy was waiting for a story and I told him you wouldn’t cooperate,” Copper said. 
 
    “That would make you a rat, wouldn’t it?” 
 
    “Suppose I threatened to beat the crap out of you if you screw around on this?” 
 
    Kaplan sighed. He squirmed. Finally he pulled off his coat, sat down, and turned on a video display screen.  
 
    “What do you want?” Lou asked.  
 
    “A few names. Show me how to get complete biographical references,” Cooper said. “I also want to cross-reference names: listings of when one name might have appeared in relation to another. Can we do that?”  
 
    Lou blew out a long breath. “I can do anything,” he said. He motioned to a second chair. Cooper pulled it over and sat down. “What you must remember, Cooper,” Lou began, “is that Big Wally is smarter than you are. But unlike me, he's also your friend. You ask him questions. If you ask nicely, he gives you the answer. How many names you got?” he asked.  
 
    “Two to start. Then maybe two more.”  
 
    “Give me the first one,” Lou said. “I'll access a complete periodical reference and show you your options for cross-references and print. There's also a condensation option. You tell Big Wally you want a condensed printout of the subject and approximately how many words, by increments of twenty-five hundred. Does that float your boat?”  
 
    “For now, yes.”  
 
    “I'll do the first one,” Lou said. “Then I'll guide you while you do the second. After that, you're on your own. Who do you want? Give me a name.”  
 
    “Popov.” He spelled it out. “First name, Pyotr.” Kaplan proceeded, starting an access with an open question.  
 
    “Living or dead?” Kaplan asked.  
 
    “I don't know. Try both.”  
 
    “Okay,” Kaplan said. Four minutes later, Lou had accessed Popov from among the many millions of names in the WLE-2000 storage bank. There were fifty pages of references.  
 
    “What do you want on Popov? Condensed bio?” Lou prepared to punch a key.  
 
    “Give me a ten-thousand-word condensed biography,” Cooper asked. “Then give me everything else in the memory bank. A complete printout. And I'm going to want the same for a man named Michal Goleniewski immediately after Popov.”  
 
    Over the next forty-five minutes. Cooper became a quick study of Big Wally's research capacity. Other Eagle staffers came and went. Cooper made notes in a reporter's pad as they proceeded so that he'd be able to repeat the search for other names. When he was finished, it was quarter to eight. Lou pushed his chair back from the computer screen.  
 
    “Can you handle the rest?” Lou asked.  
 
    “I can. Thanks, Lou.”  
 
    He offered his hand. Lou accepted it. Lou picked up his coat, draped it over his shoulder, and retreated toward the door. “Call me at home if you have problems,” Lou said. “It’s nice that you finally entered the Twentieth Century.”  
 
    “Beat it, Lou. Go home and get laid. If you can.” 
 
    “Screw you, Cooper,” he said with a smile. 
 
    Cooper punched a RETURN key on Big Wally's keyboard. Across the room, a daisy wheel printer rattled to life. Half an hour later, Cooper gathered two hundred pages of printed-out biographies, complete with cross-references and sources. He slid them into a manila envelope, wrote his name on the front of it, and sealed it.  
 
    He was prepared to go home. Or was he? He stood at the door for a moment. Then he thought for a moment, returned to the keyboard and sat down.  
 
    The greatest secret of the Sixties.  
 
    Having mastered the biographical access of Big Wally, Cooper sent two other inquiries burrowing deeply into the sterile electronic darkness of the computer's memory:  
 
    David Charles, the phantom acting ambassador.  
 
    Stanley Rudawski, recently retired from the United States Department of State.  
 
    Both inquiries came up cold. “Nothing,” Cooper muttered to the empty room. Plumbers from Jersey City and firefighters from Bayside left more of a written record of their existences than that. He wondered: How could these two guys fly through life like Peter Pan and Tinkerbell, never leaving a discernible footprint on anything?  
 
    Frank Cooper returned to his office to use the telephone. He dialed the main switchboard in Virginia of the Central Intelligence Agency. He asked if a message could be routed to a Brett Molloy, the name Stanly Rudawski had mentioned. The operator took the message—Cooper's name, current journalistic affiliation, and return telephone number—without confirming whether the agency employed any Brett Molloy.  
 
    Cooper set down the telephone. He stood. He picked up the envelope bearing the biographical profiles on Popov and Goleniewski and tucked it under his arm. Finally satisfied with the day, he went home. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 15 
 
    In Ohio, Governor George Wallace continued to parlay his success in Indiana and Illinois. At a shopping mall in Steubenville, a young white workingman in blue jeans and a heavy shirt asked Mr. Wallace who his constituency was. Wallace in response said, “The Forgotten American.”  
 
    Wallace was well read, particularly in American political biographies, and the phrase had always appealed to him. Huey Long had liked it, too. So now Wallace elaborated.  
 
    “Franklin Roosevelt used the term many years ago,” he told the voters. “Roosevelt spoke for the average American, the people who had been betrayed by the economic interests that caused the Great Depression. So today I'm also speaking for the same folks, the people whose financial security has been done in by Republican bankers, the elite press, the crooked big city Democrats, pushy Civil Rights workers, minorities, Communists and hippies.”  
 
    It was a seemingly extemporaneous moment. It played nicely on Ohio television and, within another twenty-four hours, before approximately twenty million people across the United States. A lot of Americans felt forgotten. Wallace knew how hijack a good turn of a phrase. As for the workingman who had posed the question, some of the media people attempted to interview him after the rally. They suspected he was a shill. But he quickly vanished.  
 
    Wallace had eighty-six reporters following him in Ohio. Half of them had electronic broadcast equipment or sound crews. Most were from the Old Confederacy. Several were northern, what the Wallace camp openly referred to as “Hostiles.” Mostly, the Hostiles were the credentialed representatives of what was perceived to be the liberal media, mostly wire services, big city journals with liberal editorial policies, and the three major news networks. They were not to be confused with the “Friendlies,” whose label was self-explanatory.  
 
    Running herd on the press was Jerry Huddleston, Wallace's media supervisor. Huddleston was a big, lumbering, overweight, fifty-five-year-old Alabaman. He had a bushy mustache and twenty different size fifty-two brown suits. Huddleston helped George Wallace navigate the media minefields. He was an old Wallace friend, an attorney who had begun his career in Mobile, moved to Montgomery and opened his law firm where he practiced contract law relating to the gas industry, usually defending the industry from people and smaller companies whom they’d screwed. Gradually, Huddleston had been drawn into direct-mail fund-raising for the far fringes of segregationist Southern politics. He enjoyed private ties to some ascendant far right groups such as The John Birch Society and The Minutemen. He was also in charge of the “Bundlers,” a shadowy network of Wallace supporters who bundled money from various sources and delivered it to the campaign in cash in suitcases. 
 
    Huddleston had a cozy manner of speech that could be likened to warm fudge. He was a likable, affable man, hulking and gregarious. The press used to call him The Big Brown Bear. Now it was just The Bear. When pressed about the far-right credentials of some of his boss’s backers, Huddleston sought to dismiss the issue with a big self-effacing grin. “Aw, shucks, fellas. These old John Birch boys are good people just like you and me.” 
 
    Well, not exactly.  
 
    The Birch Society had been founded in Indianapolis ten years earlier by a dozen white men led by Robert W. Welch, Jr., a retired candy manufacturer. Welch named the new group after an American Baptist missionary and military intelligence officer named John Birch who was killed by communist forces in mainland China in 1945. Welch claimed that Birch was not just the first American casualty of the Cold War but also a dedicated anti-Communist. Colonel Jimmy Doolittle, who met Birch after bailing out over China following the Tokyo Raid, said that he was certain that Birch would never have approved of the use of his name. Other core founders included Fred C. Koch, founder of Koch Industries.  
 
    According to Welch, the same furtive conspiratorial cabal of internationalists, greedy bankers, and corrupt politicians controlled both the U.S. and Soviet governments. If left unexposed, the traitors inside the U.S. government would betray the country's sovereignty to the United Nations for a collectivist New World Order, managed by a “one-world socialist government.” Apparently, they really did believe this. 
 
    Kookier still was a group called The Minutemen, a self-styled “militia” and fervently anti-Communist organization formed in the early 1960s. The founder was Robert Bolivar DePugh, a veterinary medicine entrepreneur from Norborne, Missouri. The Minutemen believed that Communism would soon take over all of America. The group armed themselves and was preparing to take back the country from the “subversives.” The Minutemen organized into small cells and stockpiled weapons for an anticipated counter-revolution. Like the John Birch Society, they were enthusiastic about Wallace. He kept them in the background but did nothing to discourage their support. Far from it—the rousing speech he gave on an evening in Cleveland would have had any Bircher or Minuteman on his feet in delight. 
 
    “The federal troops who have invaded our fair state of Alabama today to force school integration upon us,” Wallace ranted from behind his bulletproof podium, “could be better used guarding the safety of the citizens of Washington, D.C. I was safer in a B-29 bomber over Japan during the war in an air raid than the people of Washington are walking to a ball game. A closer example is Atlanta. The liberal city officials fawn over school integration and then they build barricades to stop residential integration. What hypocrisy!” 
 
    All of which left Wallace and his advisors in a lengthy strategy conference on their final night in Ohio. They sat in Wallace’s hotel suite over sandwiches and soft drinks, revisiting the possibilities for Governor Wallace’s Vice-Presidential running mate. 
 
    On paper they had a candidate, a man named Marvin Griffin.  
 
    Griffin, the ex-Governor of Georgia, had agreed to be a temporary running mate in order to get the Wallace candidacy on the ballot in several states. Griffin, a Harvard graduate, was a man of wealth and prodigious charm, qualities that were hard to reconcile with his public record.  
 
    In 1958, for example, Griffin took advantage of the intense media coverage surrounding the Springhill mining disaster in Springhill, Nova Scotia, to promote tourism to Georgia. He publicly offered a group of survivors free vacations to Jekyll Island, Georgia. However, one of the rescued miners was black, resulting in a public relations nightmare. Griffin fell over his feet earlier, also, in a controversy that preceded the 1956 Sugar Bowl in New Orleans, where the Panthers of the University of Pittsburgh, including a star African-American player named Bobby Grier, were scheduled to meet the Georgia Tech Yellow Jackets.  
 
    There was controversy over whether Grier should be allowed to play, and whether Georgia Tech should even play at all. Griffin sent a telegram to his state's Board of Regents. Griffin implored teams from Georgia not to engage in events which had African Americans either as participants or as spectators. 
 
    A large contingent from the New Orleans community, as well as many related to Georgia Tech, openly fought to bar either Grier, Pitt, or the Yellow Jacket team from the game. However, students and football players from the Atlanta-based school, civil rights leaders, as well as a large number of the Pitt community, succeeded in ensuring that the game took place. 
 
    Griffin was also gloriously corrupt. During Griffin’s four-year term from 1954 to 1958, the state was buying rowboats that would not float. They were then sent to state parks that had no lakes. A columnist for the Atlanta Journal, Charlie Pou, wrote that the Griffin administration motto might have been, “If you ain’t for stealin’, you ain’t for segregation….” Kickbacks were a way of life for Southern politicians. Thus, Marvin Griffin just wouldn’t do for a permanent spot on the national ticket. Eventually, someone else would have to be found.  
 
    But who?  
 
      
 
    Chapter 16 
 
    Frank Cooper’s weekends were Fridays and Saturdays. Staffers covered his page unless something “significant” happened. On the Friday morning after Labor Day, all was quiet. The printout on Popov and Goleniewski sat unopened in the safe in his bedroom. It had been Cooper's intention to read it the previous evening, but fatigue had overtaken him when he had returned home.  
 
    Home. To Cooper “home” was a term that was vague. When he was younger, how could he have imagined that he would pass his fortieth birthday living alone in a fading apartment building on Manhattan's Upper West Side?  
 
    Cooper’s building—in the eyes of the developers who were intent on gang-banging the neighborhood—was the “worst” on the block. That meant that it was the most likely target for demolition. Cooper knew it would take at an armada of bulldozers, a handful of eviction notices and years of litigation to dislodge him from his current tenancy.  
 
    Cooper's set of rooms had once been part of a larger unit that comprised the entire floor. There was a small entrance foyer and a long narrow living room which overlooked both 96th Street and Amsterdam Avenue. The living room had a low ceiling that was slightly convex. Cooper could stand on a chair and touch it at its center, but not near the walls.  
 
    Connected to this room was a windowless kitchen with appliances that dated from the building's last renovation in 1962. Off from the kitchen were a bathroom and a bedroom that was narrow and cramped. The room was situated on the southwest corner of the building. If Cooper stood by a side window, he would have a clear view up and down Amsterdam Avenue. If he looked out the rear window, he could overlook the roof of the adjoining walk-up as well as uptown beyond the intersection of Amsterdam and 97th Street.  
 
    Cooper liked the bedroom for reasons that would have escaped even the most studious observers. By some fluke of Manhattan real estate, no taller building afforded a view into his bedroom. Not for five hundred yards at least. This was beyond the range of accuracy for a sorehead with a pistol. Cooper had figured this out very carefully. A sorehead with a rifle, of course, would have changed the equation.  
 
    Recently, a young couple had moved in next door. Barbara and Jim Shields. They both worked during the day and rarely returned home before ten. They were newly married and spent a good deal of their time making high-decibel love on the other side of Cooper's bedroom wall. Cooper had recently purchased a large box of foam rubber earplugs. He left the Sheilds couple to their carnal fun, never letting on that they occasionally had a captive audience.  
 
    At ten p.m. on Friday evening, the street noise outside diminished to a low, constant rumble. Cooper settled in to his bedroom. From the safe, he withdrew the lengthy printout from The Eagle's official memory bank. He seated himself at the small rectangular table near his bed. He marked a manila folder with the name: FIREBIRD. Keeping a pack of Kools and a warm cup of coffee at arm's length, Cooper leaned forward to begin reconciling Big Wally's memory with the words of Margot's father. He was ninety minutes into this task when his phone rang.  
 
    It startled him. He answered.  
 
    The caller was Margot. Her father had died twenty minutes earlier. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 17 
 
    New Rochelle was forty minutes from Manhattan on the old highway that wove through Westchester County. Cooper knew the area well. He drove from Manhattan on Sunday evening, a rare time when he used his car, a weather-beaten dented Ford.  
 
    Marston's Funeral Home in New Rochelle was the anchor of its block, occupying two storefronts, flanked by a liquor store and an auto parts outlet. Both left their window grates in place during daylight hours.  
 
    Cooper had no trouble parking near Marston's. Two other cars were already parked there. One was Margot's. Inside the funeral home, a single elderly man met Cooper wearing a black suit and introducing himself as Mr. Edwards. He directed Cooper toward the viewing room where the man who had poured out his story of youth, intrigue, and Paris in 1965 lay in an open rosewood coffin before his final biographer.  
 
    Cooper looked down at the deceased, who looked smaller than Cooper had remembered him. He looked peaceful. It fascinated Cooper how death managed to lift so many cares and worries from a human face. Death, that is, and the undertakers. 
 
    Flowers flanked the coffin. A simple wreath lay upon the dead man's body. A small scroll in gothic letters identified the departed as Stanley Schofield Rudawski. Beyond the coffin, between arrangements of silk orchids, was also a small cross.  
 
    Cooper looked to the rest of the room. Margot sat in the second row in an uneven semicircle of empty chairs. She wore a dark dress and a subdued scarf. Her face was drawn and tired. Cooper sat down next to her. Margot's hands were gripped tightly together. There was a handkerchief interlocked within her palm and fingers. Cooper placed his hand on hers. Her hands were chilly, tense, and unsteady. There were no other mourners. 
 
    “I'm sorry,” he said.  
 
    “Thank you for coming.” Her voice rasped. Beneath her dark glasses, her eyes were red.  
 
    “How are you?” he asked. “It's never easy.”  
 
    “I'm all right,” she said.  
 
    “Is there anything I can do?”  
 
    She forced an appreciative smile then shook her head. “Thank you, though,” she said.  
 
    “Not much of a turnout.”  
 
    “I didn’t want a lot of people,” Margot answered. “Couldn’t face it. And Dad wasn't much for making close friends,” she said. “He made a few, but they're all somewhere else.” She managed a long sigh and her voice steadied. “My mother's dead. My sister… We don't get on that well with the rest of the family. So I didn’t even notify them. They wouldn't have cared.” Cooper glanced at the rows of empty seats. “I just want this to be over.”  
 
     “Where’s your son?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “Away at school, remember?”  
 
    It took Cooper a moment. “Yes. I'd forgotten,” he said. “Prep school in Connecticut.” She nodded. Cooper took out a pencil and notepad from his jacket.  
 
    “There are a few personal details missing,” he said. “May I?”  
 
    Margot said, “Whatever you want. Just leave me as far out of it as you can, okay?”  
 
    They spoke for several minutes of the background of Stanley Rudawski: his career and home, likes, dislikes, loves and hates, plus a few of the other things that mattered.  
 
    “What are you doing about burial arrangements?” Cooper asked at length.  
 
    “He wanted to be cremated. I’m going to take his ashes to Paris and scatter them at Pere Lachaise. Paris was his favorite city.” 
 
    “May I write that?” 
 
    “I’d be pissed at you if you damned well didn’t,” she said. 
 
    He squeezed her hand and they both laughed.  
 
    Cooper leaned back in his wooden chair. “Often, I don't decide how I’m going to phrase things until I sit down to write,” he said. “Stanley Rudawski isn't my typical assignment. Your father posed more questions than he answered. I’ve been trying to confirm things.” 
 
    “Everything he told you was the truth,” she continued with sudden emphasis.  
 
    “Maybe so. But considering the nature of what he said, some confirmation would be nice. I tried to get in touch with one of his old associates.”  
 
    “Who?” she said.  
 
    “Brett Molloy at the C.I.A,” Cooper said.  
 
    She sighed. “You must know better than to trust those people in Virginia. They'll lie to you every time. If they don't stick a knife directly in your back.”  
 
    “I don't disagree,” Cooper said.  
 
    “If you don't want to print what my father told you,” she said, agitated, “you don't have to. You can forget the whole damned thing.”  
 
    “Didn't you think I'd try to confirm anything?”  
 
    She spoke very steadily. “You know what he told you. You know what my father's wishes were. That's all I can give you. I’ve had enough. I’m leaving now.” She stood.  
 
    “Margot?” he asked, making no attempt to detain her. She waited. “Something's wrong with this whole scene,” he said. “Like the write-ups I do in the newspaper. They fit the person and the occasion. This one doesn’t. Your father was a diplomat. An educated man. He was the head of a family. He knew people. He must have had friends. Yet, here we are: All by ourselves in a crappy bargain-basement funeral home. It makes you nervous that I would even do a little research. What aren't you telling me?”  
 
    “My father made himself unpopular with his theories,” she said. “As for this funeral home, it's what he told me he wanted. Just like getting in touch with you. It was not my idea. After months of terminal disease, it was what my father wanted. If you don’t like it, walk away from it. Honestly, I wish you would.” 
 
    She gathered her purse and moved away from him. He watched her leave the room. Cooper waited for her to return. He used the time to read through his notebook on Stanley Rudawski. But when Margot wasn't back by eight o'clock, his patience ended. He left the second row of chairs and walked slowly past the casket again. He paused. Yes, Margot's father looked very peaceful in death. Whatever trouble the dead man had started, or continued, he was free of it now. And he had successfully passed it along. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 18 
 
    In his office at nine o'clock on Monday morning, Cooper looked at what was on his desk. A hotel executive from Connecticut was dead at seventy-four. The former president of a local university had died of cancer—Cooper needed eight column inches for this one, or he'd hear from alumni. There was a Manhattan lawyer and a New Jersey banker. Five inches each, one column. He planned to farm out those two to his two assistant writers, one of whom had just won promotion to advertising sales. He would need to recruit a replacement. A theatrical stage manager who had been prominent in the 1950s had also died. Five more inches. Already it promised to be a busy day, but he would use Rudawski to anchor the page. 
 
    Topher Wilson, the copy runner who had been born and raised on West 127th Street, appeared in the office at ten a.m., looking for any early copy. There wasn’t any.  
 
    Cooper leaned back at his desk before Wilson could leave. “Hey, Topher.” 
 
    Wilson turned. “Yes, sir?” 
 
    “How long have you been here?” 
 
    “Almost two years.” 
 
    “Why are you still running copy? Haven’t you applied for promotion?” 
 
    “I’ve applied. It never happens.” 
 
    “You studied journalism at CCNY, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “You do good work. Why doesn’t the promotion happen?” 
 
    There was a simmering silence.  
 
    Cooper reached to his desk and grabbed the material on the theatrical stage manager. “On your lunch hour, go down to the morgue, and try to step on as few cockroaches as possible. Look this guy up, make some phone calls if you can, look at the format on our page and bring me four hundred words. If you’re interested.” 
 
    “I’m interested.” 
 
    “I need it by two thirty. Don’t make any mistakes.” 
 
    “You’ll have it.” Wilson disappeared. 
 
    Sam walked into the office toward eleven. “So?” Sam asked. Cooper, preoccupied, looked up after several seconds. “Want to have lunch today?” Sam asked. “I’m taking Lauren to someplace special. Horn and Hardart’s.” 
 
    “No, Sam. I can't.”  
 
    “Too busy for a friend, huh?” Sam asked. “Thanks, you Scotch-Irish jerkoff.” 
 
    “Anytime. Maybe bring me a sandwich on your way back.”  
 
    Sam winked and vanished.  
 
    Cooper looked back to his desk. He turned to the typewriter, thought for a moment, and constructed a headline:  
 
    STANLEY RUDAWSKI, 67; 
 
    NEVER SOLVED SPY 
 
    MYSTERY 
 
    No good. It didn't tell enough. No flair. It presupposed that the “spy mystery” really existed. So far, he had no corroboration. But at least he had something on paper.  
 
    He tried again, this time across two columns:  
 
    STANLEY RUDAWSKI, 67; EX-DIPLOMAT 
 
    MYSTIFIED BY SOVIET DEFECTOR 
 
    That was closer, but still wrong. Lukashenko never defected, as far as anyone knew. Cooper put up a third heading, this time over a single column.  
 
    He tried another angle:  
 
    SOVIET NEAR DEFECTION POSED 
 
    LIFELONG MYSTERY FOR… 
 
    He stopped. No good at all. This was an obit, not a news story. Or was it?  
 
    His telephone rang. It was the son of the university president. Cooper talked to him. When he was finished, he made two follow-up calls on the same man. By noon that obituary was complete. He returned to Rudawski. He went back to his notes and worked on it for too long: an hour. Soon it was two o'clock.  
 
    “Okay,” Sam said, appearing at the door. “A sandwich. But just this once. After all, we're not friends anymore. What do you want? American cheese on white with ketchup?”  
 
    “What do you really have? 
 
    “Pastrami.” 
 
    “I’ll take it.”  
 
    They ate in Sam's office. Lauren walked in and out, speaking to Sam, but not Cooper.  
 
    “See that pink fatty substance in your sandwich?” Sam said over lunch. “That's spelled suicide. Pastrami has probably killed more of my people than Hitler.” Sam paused. “You should have a special column on your obituary page about people who die from lunch meats. For example, 'So-and-so croaked today from acute cholesterol poisoning. He was thirty-eight and was home alone in the kitchen at the time. A bag of cookies and a six pack of Coca-Cola witnessed his death.’”  
 
    “No jokes today, Sam.”  
 
    “Are you Mr. God damned Sunshine today or what? Why is there a burr up your ass?”  
 
    “Rudawski. I can't get it the handle.”  
 
    “That's all, huh? Just the handle?”  
 
    “I don't know whether this defection ever took place. Or even the conversations he alleged in Paris in 1965. Look at these.”  
 
    He showed Sam his attempts at headlines.  
 
    “You got three headlines here, none of them good. Did he die three times? You want me to get serious about this? Help you?”  
 
    “Sure,” Cooper said. “Bail me out.” 
 
    “All right. You don't know from any Russian defector. All you know is what Rudawski said. See what I mean? You're a reporter. You met a man, he told you his story.” Sam shrugged. “A hearsay death notice. You know that, and that's your problem. If you were smart you'd just drop this bullshit defection stuff and run a regular obit. Who cares, anyway?” 
 
     Cooper thought about it. “I care,” he answered. “There’s something going on here.”  
 
    “Okay,” said Sam. “This is the Eagle, not the Times. You don't have to be smart. You don't have to be objective. But you got to entertain Kenny from Canarsie and Flora from Flushing. You got a hearsay obit? So that's what you write. Make that your angle, douche bag.” 
 
    Cooper thought about it and began to smile. “Thanks, Sam. You're right.”  
 
    Sam frowned and finished his salad. “You know everything I just told you.”  
 
    “I needed to hear it from you.”  
 
    “So you owe me one, right?” Cooper waited. “Next time this Margot Bradford pokes her pretty face around here, I want to see her.” 
 
    “Why?”  
 
    “Well, you know, this investigative stuff. It's interesting. Sports is just sports.”  
 
    “This is just an obit,” Sam.”  
 
    “Yeah,” said Sam, finishing his lettuce. “And I'm a candidate for Pope. If you're not hiding a piece of investigative work in the death page, then what are you going to Washington for? Or going to funeral parlors? Or riding around with strange women in cars?” 
 
    “You’ve got a point,” Cooper said. 
 
    “Of course I do,” Sam answered. “That’s why you love me.” 
 
    Cooper returned to his obituary. A new headline came into focus:  
 
    STANLEY RUDAWSKI, 67; 
 
    RETIRED DIPLOMAT; 
 
    TOLD OF SPY ENIGMA 
 
    It was still cumbersome. And one column didn't seem right. Cooper extended the headline and went for a second column. But he had the angle. He opened his notebook to the pages on Rudawski and began a draft. The account would need dignity with a certain amount of mystery. Couldn't be too flip. Or too cute. No Parachutist-Dies-in-Fall stuff. 
 
    Topher Wilson appeared in the office with copy on the theatrical manger. He handed it to Cooper, who quick-scanned it.  
 
    “This is good. Very good, in fact,” Cooper said, reading. “This doesn’t look like file stuff. Where did you get it?” 
 
    “I made some calls, like you told me. I got the lifelong companion of the dead guy on the line. He was sobbing but he wouldn’t shut up. He gave me everything.” 
 
    “Did you fact-check the stuff you referenced?” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “‘Frank.’ But don’t call the deceased ‘dead guys.’ Not even between us. It dehumanizes. Disrespect will creep into your writing.” 
 
    Wilson paused. “Is my name really going to go on this?” 
 
    “You wrote it, didn’t you? Good work. Now scram.” 
 
    Wilson laughed and departed. 
 
    Cooper went back to Rudawski, his concentration sharpened. He worked undisturbed at his quiet corner of the Eagle till four thirty, then he polished what his other staffers had done. He returned to the unfinished Rudawski draft by five. He dismissed his staffers and worked till six thirty. Sam waved goodbye and went home. At seven p.m., Cooper pulled the results from his typewriter. He reread it. Two minutes later he made a minor change in the headline.  
 
    Rudawski's passing would be noted across the top right of the necrology page. Two columns by eight inches. The space worked perfectly. Cooper juggled his stories, cut a column inch off the New Jersey banker, and assessed the new layout of his page. Now everything fit, even the advertisement for a mausoleum in Connecticut. Cooper was finally pleased.  
 
    With the text complete, he had his headline. Rudawski was ready for the typesetter.  
 
      
 
    STANLEY RUDAWSKI, 67; EX-DIPLOMAT 
 
    TOLD OF WOULD-BE SOVIET DEFECTION 
 
    By Francis X. Cooper, New York Eagle  
 
      
 
    Stanley Rudawski, a career diplomat who served during the administrations of six American Presidents, died Friday in New Rochelle, New York. Mr. Rudawski was 67 and succumbed after many months of ill health.  
 
    Stanley Rudawski was awarded bachelor's and master's degrees from Harvard and Penn. He worked briefly for the late Governor George Pastore, Democrat of Rhode Island, then was hired by the U.S. Department of State in 1959. He served for a dozen years in the Foreign Service at several posts. The focal point of Mr. Rudawski's later years, however, was an incident Mr. Rudawski recalled from his tenure in Paris from 1962 until 1966. In his final years, Mr. Rudawski was haunted by a mystery, one which he spoke of at length through the final days of his life and which harkens back to the cold war days of the Kennedy and Johnson administrations.  
 
    Mr. Rudawski accompanied an American intelligence agent, whom he knew as David Charles, to a remote cafe on Paris's right bank, where they met a man whom Mr. Charles identified as a would-be defector from the Soviet Union to the United States. Mr. Rudawski was introduced to the would-be defector by name and knew him to be a Soviet diplomat.  
 
    The defector alleged being in possession of vital Soviet intelligence documents, documents purported to contain a key to a series of previous Soviet defections—some fraudulent and some legitimate—that puzzled the Central Intelligence Agency. The defector maintained that he could provide the answer to the greatest intelligence secrets of the 1960s. But Mr. Rudawski maintained the defection was abruptly compromised through a leak in Western security.  
 
    After the meeting, the man known as “Mr. Charles” disappeared within hours and the defector vanished.  
 
    The unanswered questions surrounding the incident perplexed Stanley Rudawski until the day he died. He had cause to believe that the Soviet diplomat had been returned to Moscow and executed. Mr. Rudawski further suggested that incident contained the key to, as he termed it, “the greatest conspiracy of my generation.”  
 
    Officials in the Johnson administration have given it little credibility.  
 
    Mr. Rudawski died before he could personally prove his theories. An estranged family and a daughter survive him. Funeral arrangements are private.  
 
      
 
    In the next morning's edition of the New York Eagle, the account of Stanley Rudawski's passing appeared in a position of prominence on the upper right-hand side of page 34.  
 
    Cooper purchased a newsstand copy of the Eagle on his way to work. He turned to the obituary for Rudawski. Standing at the northwest corner of Ninety-sixth and Broadway, he reread. He was equally delighted that Topher Wilson had broken into print with his first by-line. The managing editor hadn’t noticed that a copy boy had written an obituary.  
 
    Cooper folded the paper under his arm, wondering how many days or hours would pass before the fallout from the Rudawski article would ripple back to him.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 19 
 
    As the 1968 Presidential campaign continued, George Wallace began a four-city swing through Michigan. No one could ignore him. Angry white steel and auto workers loved him. Those who saw him as an American Hitler came out to heckle and boo him. There were always fireworks at a Wallace rally. 
 
    Wallace now had more than a hundred reporters following him, most of them from the North. Martin Friedkin of The New York Eagle remained on the beat. Many of the reporters came equipped with cameras, microphones, recorders, and two-person sound crews. About two dozen, maybe more, were considered Hostiles, including two newcomers from Washington, two network types from New York, and three from the West Coast. They followed him in either a press plane or a bus as Wallace moved around Michigan on a World War Two vintage DC-4, leased from some remote company in the South. Secret Service agents accompanied him, as did a dozen Alabama State Troopers who were on the state payroll.  
 
    On flights, smoking was discouraged, liquor was not available. Wallace would sit up front on the aisle, nervous and twitchy. Wallace had flown multiple bombing missions over Japan in 1945. He had been later discharged from the U.S. Air Force with a medical disability. He remained uncomfortable flying, probably a reaction to the lurching, rocking and tumbling hours he had spent in B-29s amidst anti-aircraft fire over Japan while being shot at.  
 
    But there was no anti-aircraft fire these days over Michigan. The ponderous old DC-4 rumbled from city to city where Wallace would be met by hecklers who threw every form of vile obscenity at him and by those who saw him as something just short of the second coming of Jesus Christ. The pro-Wallace signs attested to the emotions he evoked:  
 
    America—Love It Or Leave it!  
 
    I worked to buy my house, George. Protect Our Home!  
 
    Law, Order and Wallace!  
 
    Give America Back to The People! 
 
    America First!  
 
    There were stops in Ann Arbor and East Lansing. Wallace wanted these venues because the universities provided hecklers. Wallace loved hecklers. They helped them to get his message across. Wallace made a speech in Kalamazoo where a young student continued to shout “Racist!” as him as he tried to speak. Wallace supporters surrounded the man and held up Stand Up For America signs in front of him so that the governor couldn’t see him. But the protester could still he heard. Finally, Wallace pointed to the youth and counterattacked. 
 
    “You’re never going to be promoted to the second grade if you don’t behave,” he said. The crowd loved that one. 
 
    The next day in Grand Rapids, a larger group came out to taunt Wallace. When their shouts threatened to disrupt him, he was ready. “Shout at me all you want,” he said. “You’ve gotten me half a million votes today.” 
 
    He wasn’t far off. Nixon and Humphrey were increasingly alarmed. Wallace was locking up hundreds of thousands of blue-collar votes in the North while he sabotaged Nixon’s efforts in the south. A little chipmunk-faced man with over-cropping black eyebrows was preparing the put a knife in the two major American political parties.  
 
    He played his standard stump speech like an angry concerto. He blasted activists, community organizers, leftists and beards. He promised to “plow them under the courthouse” after he was elected. The press had heard the same lines so often that they sometimes mouthed them aloud as Wallace delivered them.  
 
    Wallace identified his enemies, “the bureaucrats, the long hairs, the intellectuals, the communists….and some of these newspaper editors that look down their nose at every workingman because we want to defend American institutions.” 
 
    As he spoke, the crowds rocked. Wallace was articulating what they believed and what other people disparaged them for thinking. There was not a raw working-class nerve that Wallace missed. And while his speeches focused on coded messages such as safe streets and respect for the flag, his television commercials—for which he had plenty of financing—played the race cards with bravado. 
 
    One ad showed a single white woman walking down a dark street where a streetlamp had been smashed. The voice over invited the viewer to “take a walk through your street or park tonight.” Then the viewer heard the distinct voice of George Wallace stating, “As President, I shall help make it possible for you and your families to walk the streets in safety.” 
 
    Another ad showed a school bus rolling down a gentle country road as the narrator spoke. “Why are more and more millions of Americans turning to George Wallace? Follow while your children are bused across town.” The screen then exploded into various acts of domestic violence and rioting, after which Wallace was seen and heard saying, “As President, I shall return the control of the school systems to their respective states.” 
 
    An off-camera ovation was thunderous. 
 
    “If you’re an angry working American, this is wonderfully appealing stuff,” wrote Martin Friedkin for the Eagle after a rally in Akron. “Wallace’s message to working people is short, crisp and clear: your government has sold you out. It doesn’t care about you. Hundreds of thousands of working people across this country are listening to George Wallace because no one else speaks their language of social and economic frustration.”  
 
    Friedkin’s words were on page two of the Eagle two days after the Rudawski obituary.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 20 
 
     Among Monday morning's necrologies, there was a violinmaker, a woman in her nineties, there was a former state police lieutenant, and a Greenwich Village poet. The main obit on Cooper's page, however, would be given to a man who had been a particularly acerbic Broadway critic in the Forties and Fifties. The critic merited a full column. Cooper didn’t bother finding someone with something gracious to say him. Instead, he printed some of the nastier things said by the critic. “I have seen her sing, I have heard her dance,” the man had once written of a musical comedy star who was well-loved by everyone else. Even his family disliked him. Cooper talked to the man’s third ex-wife. “When it came right down to it, deep down,” she said, “he was a loathsome human being.” Cooper used the quote. 
 
    Three times Cooper’s phone rang while he was writing the obit. All three times there had been no caller on the other end. Malfunctions in the new phone system? Or someone keeping track of Cooper's whereabouts? Shades of the old days, he told himself.  
 
    A voice came from his doorway. “Cooper!” Cooper jumped and looked up. “Whoa! Jumpy today, huh, mate?” Marty Friedkin said. 
 
    “I’m jumpy every day, Marty. What’s up? I thought you were out in the sticks following Adolf Junior.”  
 
    “I fly out to Chicago to rejoin the Wallace campaign tomorrow. Meanwhile, I’m meeting Bill Bradford for lunch. Right now. Join us? We’ll be talking Wallace.” 
 
    “Sure,” Cooper said. Cooper and Friedkin took a bouncy taxi downtown to The White Horse Tavern on Hudson Street. The White Horse was as renowned as a classic Greenwich Village writers’ hangout, along with the Lion's Head, a place where writers and musicians congregated to talk, inspire, get into fights and initiate sexual activity with their admirers. 
 
    It had first found fame beyond its neighborhood in the 1950s as the place where the Welsh poet Dylan Thomas drank heavily. After one such boundless spree, he returned to the Chelsea Hotel, became ill, and died a few days later of unrelated causes. Now, on any given visit to The White Horse, it was not usual to see Bob Dylan, Norman Mailer, Jim Morrison, Hunter Thompson or Mary Travers.  
 
    Current on the persona non grata list was Jack Kerouac, who had been thrown out more than half a dozen times for substandard behavior, which was quite an accomplishment. About the same time, the White Horse was a gathering-place for labor members and organizers and socialists, as well. The Village Voice offices were around the corner and much of the editorial work was done at The White Horse by editors fleeing the telephones of the office. 
 
    Friedkin and Cooper entered. They spotted Bradford at the bar, an amiable but intense man with white hair and a tough but friendly face. He had a drink in front of him and his shoulders were slightly stooped. Cooper noted that Bradford must have been watching the door via the mirror behind the bar, as he turned toward them and smiled as soon as they entered, recognizing Friedkin. “Hey! Marty! How you doing, you lousy Red?” Bradford said. 
 
    “Hello, Bill,” Friedkin answered, extending a hand in greeting. “This is my friend Frank Cooper,” said Friedkin. “Investigative stuff as well as the Irish comics at the Eagle.” 
 
    “Ha!” said Bradford. “Sometimes the distinction is vague, right?” 
 
    “A pleasure to meet you, sir.” 
 
    The inflections of Alabama clung like kudzu to Bradford’s speech. “Call me ‘Bill,” he said. Bill. Bradford’s enemies, and there were many, had called him much worse than that.  
 
    Cooper admired Bradford. Meeting him now, Cooper recalled why. Bradford had cut his teeth as a very young reporter in Los Angeles, doing investigative reports for the Los Angeles Times on the career of Benjamin “Bugsy” Siegel. He had served in the big war, and having survived combat in Asia, he didn’t seem to care what enemies he made. He just went after injustice. 
 
    His most famous book, a 1954 Best Seller, concerned an American WWII deserter who was the only American to be executed for desertion since the Civil War. More recently, he wrote the story of a wealthy married black woman in Florida who had shot and killed her physician and white paramour, who was a state senator-elect, claiming he had forced her to have sex and bear a child. The popular married doctor had been being groomed to run for Governor of Florida. The explosive book on the case was banned in Florida but became a national bestseller. 
 
    Bradford had also reported on the murder of an African-American Chicago teenager in Mississippi. After an all-white jury found the suspects not guilty, he paid the men four thousand dollars to describe how and why they committed the murders. Since they could not be tried again, the killers complied. 
 
    “I’ve admired your work,” Cooper said. “I think of read most of it.” 
 
    “Not everyone is so thrilled. The Klan burned a cross on my front lawn last year. Someone must have read my stuff to them; those ignorant rednecks can’t read.”  
 
    Cooper liked the blend around the bar. It was his sort of place. There mingled the scents of beer and whiskey with a sweet undercurrent of marijuana intermixed with the more traditional tobacco smoke. Bradford was heating up to his topic and could have used a toke to settle down. 
 
    “Wallace started out as a racial moderate in Alabama terms,” Bradford said. “He was a state legislator for ten years and a county judge. Modeled himself after his mentor, Big Jim Folsom. Folsom was six feet eight, and his slogan was he was ‘the little man’s big friend.’ Wallace ran for governor himself in 1958, tried to be a moderate, and got blindsided by a bastard named John Patterson who was a race-baiter. Afterwards, Wallace claimed that Patterson ‘outniggered’ him and it would never happen again. Cooper, you ask any white Alabaman what they think of George Wallace and they’ll say George is a good man. Ask a Negro the same question and watch him loose the power of speech and stare at his shoes.” 
 
    Bradford wet his lips with a noontime whiskey and continued.  
 
    “Wallace ran again in 1962. Got elected. Wallace made his ‘Segregation Forever!’ speech on the exact spot where Jefferson Davis took the oath of office as the President of the Confederate States of America. Wallace claims he has no use for the Ku Klux Klan, but down back home, the Klansmen raise money for him.” 
 
    “How tight are they?” Cooper asked. “Wallace and the Klan?” 
 
    “Tight as a bull’s ass. In his first week in office, Wallace pardoned a group of Klansmen who had been convicted of castrating a black man. Wallace’s ‘Segregation Forever!’ speech was written by a hateful son of a bitch named Asa Carter. Carter was a right-wing radio announcer. He founded his Ku Klux Klan branch. He has a long history of personal violence. In one eighteen-month period, his followers stoned Autherine Lucy, the first black student at the University of Alabama, assaulted Nat King Cole on a Birmingham stage, attacked civil rights activist Fred Shuttlesworth with chains and brass knuckles and stabbed the man’s wife. This was all in the name of Christian Anglo-Saxon people of Alabama. These are the people that Wallace empowers, and this is the type of bastard whom he hires as a speechwriter.”  
 
    Bradford was animated now. “Yet the same dumb white working people who claim they love Wallace got screwed by the accounting tricks of his administration. He finances public works with debt and bonds and the stupid yokels don’t even understand what he’s done. It’s the same political equation served up by Adolf Hitler thirty years ago. Populism, my sweet fucking ass!” Bradford concluded sharply. “Wallace is an American fascist. On type of that, he’s a lying piece of shit.” 
 
    An hour later, Cooper was back at his desk at the Eagle Building. Marty Friedkin was in a taxi on his way to La Guardia Airport, aiming to resume coverage his beloved Alabaman. Sam Rothman poked his head in the door in passing. He had been at Toots Shor’s for lunch and had run into a semi-retired Walter Winchell. Winchell had sent his regards to Cooper.  
 
    Cooper looked up from the clippings and photographs on his desk. “Is that right?” he asked. “What did Walter have to say?” 
 
    “He wished you a happy birthday. Is it your birthday?” 
 
    “Nope,” Cooper answered. 
 
    Sam shook his head. “Not only is Walter an old fascist, but he’s a failing old fascist.” 
 
    “Lay off him, Sam,” Cooper said, resuming what he was doing. “W.W. is a pal.” 
 
    Then, late in the day, Brett Molloy at the CIA returned Cooper's phone call. Molloy—the intelligence agent alluded to by Margot's father toward the end of his long account of Paris, 1965—was still in the employ of the same well-known company based in Langley, Virginia. Given the personal reference, Molloy said he would be agreeable to meet in person.  
 
    Cooper arranged a meeting in Washington for the following Friday at two p.m., his next day off. An assistant editor from the Eagle's city desk would cover the obituary beat for him. Sam would oversee everything. Topher Wilson would write one brief obit each day on his lunch hour. Molloy agreed to a conversation on any reasonable non-classified topic. Cooper sensed that he had a story, and better yet, now he might now have a contact.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 21 
 
    Cooper returned home late in the evening. Seeing that it was only 10:30 p.m., he finally opened the printout from the Eagle’s computer archives, carefully seated at a table beyond half-drawn shades. 
 
    Cautiously, he began to prowl through a toxic past. 
 
    As he examined his print-outs, the first reference to Popov occurred in the year 1953, the year Stalin died and the year the Soviet Union exploded its first hydrogen bomb. It was Eisenhower's first year as President, John F. Kennedy's first year as a United States senator and the year when Khrushchev executed Lavrentii Beria. Not to be outdone, the United States executed Ethel and Julius Rosenberg.  
 
    Cooper was barely out of the U.S. Army. Austria remained occupied by the victorious allied armies of World War II, but already Vienna, Berlin, Zagreb were focal points of intrigue. Colonel Pyotr Popov of Soviet military intelligence, the GRU, was stationed in Vienna. For reasons never entirely clear, Colonel Popov offered his services to the West by leaving a note on the car of an American diplomat. Colonel Popov soon became the first postwar penetration agent by the CIA within Soviet military intelligence. The colonel was paid $100 per month, the money held for him in a West German bank. In return, Popov delivered a witch's brew of intriguing secrets. Among them he had a list of cryptonyms for nearly four hundred Soviet agents who had infiltrated the West. One of these was a hair stylist named Irena.  
 
   
  
 

 In Vienna, Popov prepared the woman with a suitcase filled with American clothing and cosmetics. Behind a vanity mirror in the suitcase he hid several thousand dollars in various currencies. Irena was a shapely but plain woman in her mid-thirties. “Nothing much to look at until she took off her clothes,” a frisky CIA case officer had noted in one of the sidebar files. Her mission was to travel to Manhattan and assume the identity of the wife of a Soviet agent in place. She was equipped with a cover story and a United States passport. The latter had once belonged to an American woman of Polish birth, stolen from her hotel room on a visit to Eastern Europe. Now the passport had been forged and reissued with Irena's photograph.  
 
    The CIA's first reaction to the Irena affair, as they learned of it from Colonel Popov, was to wish that they had never known of it. Because she was a foreign agent on U.S. soil, the Federal Bureau of Investigation had to be notified. The CIA agents in the field drafted a memo to CIA Chief Allen Dulles. They urged that the director of the FBI, J. Edgar Hoover, keep his agents away from Irena.  
 
    Hoover's office responded with its usual delicacy: twelve different agents met her flight from Paris when it arrived at New York's Idlewild Airport. They stood a few feet from her as she changed francs for dollars. Two agents followed her onto the airport bus that took her to the East Side of Manhattan. Another team followed her from the bus terminal to the Hotel Hewitt in Brooklyn. The next day, impatient FBI agents broke into Irena's hotel room and searched it. The bureau's notes on the case maintained that the entry was done “with utmost care.” Irena recognized the break-in immediately.  
 
    On her third day in America, she took a subway into Manhattan and spent six hours riding escalators and elevators in Macy's, Bloomingdale's, and Saks Fifth Avenue, attempting to discard her shadows. Irena knew she was blown and the FBI knew she knew. Still, federal agents sat three rows behind her when she rendezvoused with her Soviet “husband” at a Broadway movie house showing Moulin Rouge. When she moved into his apartment, the FBI immediately tapped their phone. Another FBI squad conducted a crude illegal break-in to place electronic bugs in the walls. They left sawdust on the floors beneath the electronic placements. 
 
    This went on for several weeks. Then Irena walked out of the apartment one day and disappeared. The FBI didn't know she was gone until she turned up in East Berlin with a GRU inspector reassigned from Moscow. East Berlin was where Colonel Popov was now stationed, and she accused Colonel Popov of being the source of her betrayal.  
 
    Popov protested his innocence. He insisted that Irena must have been stricken with cowardice in the United States. The GRU interrogator was inclined to believe a man who was a senior officer over a woman who was in the field. The KGB, however, was not so readily convinced. Popov was escorted to Moscow for “additional interrogation.”  
 
    Eventually, on October 16, 1959, Popov was arrested. A few days later, Popov’s “confession” to treason appeared in Pravda. An article in lzvestia “quoted” the GRU officer. “There are crimes after which it is impossible to live,” the colonel said. “At the end of a contemptible life, a bullet is a fitting punishment, as well as an act of mercy.”  
 
    The “act of mercy” was a one-time-only appearance before a firing squad at Lubyanka Prison, around the corner from the Kremlin, before the end of the year. The colonel's body was then stuffed into the incinerator out back maintained especially for such purposes.  
 
    Cooper, at a few minutes past one in the morning, fumed as he digested this. Then he froze. There were voices very close to him. He sat still. His thoughts leaped from Piotr Popov and J. Edgar Hoover through to the present. Voices: a man and a woman. He broke a hot sweat.  
 
    Then he relaxed. It was the couple on the other side of the common wall. They had returned home and were having a noisy hot-blooded frolic in their bedroom.  
 
    Cooper rose and walked away from his table. In his kitchen, he reheated some coffee. Then he returned to his desk. The Shields couple was quieter, apparently having sated their lust. Cooper flipped to the next page of his long printout. A new name appeared. The initial identification was SOURCE: SNIPER.  
 
    Sniper. He glanced to his window and was reassured when he saw only dark sky and very, very distant buildings.  
 
    Sniper. The file grabbed Cooper’s full attention.  
 
    Back in December 1959, as the Central Intelligence Agency had been cursing Hoover, another penetration agent emerged. The new agent had first made contact in March 1959 with a letter in German, mailed from Zurich to Henry J. Taylor, the U.S. ambassador to Switzerland. The correspondence offered “valuable information on Communist spy operations in the West.” It was signed, “Sniper.” Ambassador Taylor turned over the letter to the CIA station chief in Bern.  
 
    The station chief studied the letter. Some of the initial content dealt authoritatively with Soviet operations in Poland. An analysis of Sniper's typewriter and stationery revealed little.  
 
    Adhering to a suggestion from Sniper, the CIA opened a mailbox in West Berlin where Sniper could address future messages. Similarly, Sniper was assigned a letter drop in a public lavatory in Berlin's Tiergarten.  
 
    The information from Sniper was exasperating. Often, he had names wrong or was misinformed on locations. But occasionally he would let loose a casual line or two, almost in passing, that would lead to a pot of gold. An example: Sniper maintained that the KGB had taken over a Warsaw Pact operation from the Poles, with the payoff being the placement of a spy within the British Admiralty. Sniper wrote that the spy's name began with an “H,” and that “H” had originally been recruited by the Poles while assigned to the office of the British Naval attaché in Warsaw. That narrowed the field to Sam Houghton, a clerk at the Portland Naval base.  
 
    MI6 was notified. In June 1960, surveillance teams from Scotland Yard observed Houghton and his girlfriend, Ethel Gee, hand a package to a jukebox salesman named Gordon Lonsdale in front of London's Old Vic Theatre. Scotland Yard observed four additional meetings over the next six months. After each rendezvous, agents trailed Lonsdale to a working-class suburb of London called Ruislip. There he visited the home of Helen and Peter Kroger.  
 
    Christmas 1960 neared. Sniper, in the holiday spirit, wanted to fully defect. He would bring with him a wife and access to “extensive material” that he promised would be of interest to the West.  
 
    News of the defection went to the highest levels of Langley. Yet there were more skeptics than believers. Allen Dulles pronounced Sniper “a bunch of crap” and advised his agents in Berlin not to spend too much time waiting for him. Nonetheless, Sniper materialized in West Berlin at the start of the Christmas holidays, accompanied by his mistress instead of his wife. He identified himself as Michal Goleniewski, an officer in Polish intelligence. Goleniewski had also worked for the Soviet KGB. He had planned his journey well. He would not be missed until after the long Christmas weekend. Even more significantly, in a hollow tree trunk outside of Warsaw, Goleniewski had stashed microfilm of hundreds of pages of Polish and Russian intelligence documents, including extensive lists of names of operatives in the West.  
 
    Cooper rubbed his eyes as he read. It was now past two a.m.  
 
    CIA operatives flew the Pole to the Azores on a military aircraft. There Goleniewski and his lady friend whiled away the time pumping nickels into slot machines at the local USO club while their aircraft refueled. Then Goleniewski was flown to Washington. A CIA team met him and escorted him in a well-armed three car motorcade to a safe house in the Virginia countryside.  
 
    With the defector safely in the United States, the hammer was about to come down for what London's Fleet Street would quickly name the Portland Spy Ring. On the first Saturday in January 1961, a pair of Scotland Yard detectives, a man and a woman, followed Sam Houghton and Ethel Gee as they strolled along Waterloo Road. Before the Old Vic Theatre, they encountered their “friend,” Lonsdale. Ethel Gee was carrying a straw bag. Lonsdale asked if he might carry it for her. When the bag changed hands, Scotland Yard pounced. They arrested Houghton, Gee, and Lonsdale. An hour later, a meticulous search began of the home of their friends the Krogers, the happy suburbanites out in Ruislip.  
 
    Found were a one-time code pad concealed in a cigarette lighter, a one hundred fifty-foot antenna wired through the rafters of the house, and, beneath a trapdoor in the kitchen, a high-frequency transmitter tucked into a hidden chamber. When the Krogers were booked, a set of their fingerprints was sent to Scotland Yard's Criminal Records office. Funny thing: a matching set had been on file since 1957. The Krogers had previously been known as Morris and Lona Cohen of New York City. Their prints had been found in the apartment of Rudolph Abel, head of a Soviet spy network in the United States. The Cohens had been on the FBI's wish list since 1951 when they were named as accomplices of the Rosenbergs.  
 
    The farther Cooper read, the deeper the intrigue. Lonsdale wasn't even Lonsdale: According to his Canadian passport and his work permit in the United Kingdom, Lonsdale had been born in Ontario in 1924. Within a few days, however, the Royal Canadian Mounted Police had located another thirty-six-year-old Lonsdale, working in Canada. The RCMP obtained Lonsdale's medical records—the real Lonsdale child had been circumcised shortly after birth. The man in London, observers readily agreed, had not been. Or at least not yet. The man in London was eventually identified as one Conon Molody, an officer in Soviet intelligence, who had stolen the Lonsdale identity. A team of British interrogators soon visited the safe house in Virginia, where Goleniewski described the physical appearance and location of a double agent in Berlin who worked for Her Majesty's government but supplied information to the Soviets.  
 
    The double agent, the British soon deduced, was a man named George Blake.  
 
    Blake was the son of a naturalized British subject, a Sephardic Jew from Egypt, and a Dutch mother. He had been named George in honor of George V and had become the MI6 station chief in Seoul in 1946. Communist insurgents had captured him in 1948 and he had spent three years in a Korean prison. Released in 1951, he had come home to London with a stopover in Moscow. At the time, the director of counterintelligence of MI6 had been Kim Philby.  
 
    MI6 agents confronted Blake over Easter weekend of 1961. Cooper winced when he came to the next part, however. Blake's arrest put a completely different spin on the Popov operation, an operation that Cooper had thought he had understood.  
 
    In 1955, the CIA had briefed a British liaison officer in Berlin on the existence of Popov. The British officer had stashed several memoranda concerning Popov in an embassy safe. Blake drew the task of locking the safe each night. Hence, he had daily access to the safe's contents. The FBI's clumsy handling of the Irena affair in New York, the CIA thus concluded, had not been the actual compromise of the Popov affair. Blake had been. But the FBI had allowed the KGB to terminate Popov without discovering Blake.  
 
    To Cooper, all of this began to make sense. Not just the Portland ring and not just George Blake and his network had been compromised by Goleniewski. There had also been a German, Heinz Felfe, of the West German intelligence service. Yet James Jesus Angleton, the head of the counterintelligence division within the CIA, insisted that Goleniewski was a disinformation agent. A setup by the Soviets.  
 
    Cooper continued to read. “Whatever his faults,” wrote another CIA Soviet expert in a hotly conflicting opinion, “Goleniewski is the best defector we've ever had.”  
 
    Angleton continued to disagree. All of this chilled Cooper as he continued through the final pages of Goleniewski and as he labored to work Lukashenko into the puzzle.  
 
    Cooper drew back from the pages before him. He had finished the body of the printout. 
 
    He closed his files. For several minutes, he stared out his window into the night sky of Manhattan. Then Lukashenko's words, related by Margot's father, echoed again. The greatest secret of the sixties. What was it? What had Lukashenko known of? Penetration of the CIA? A spy within the cabinet of the President Kennedy? Lukashenko's proposed defection had been compromised, perhaps sustaining its own dire prophesy.  
 
    And compromised when? Cooper wondered. Almost immediately, he realized, after Washington had been alerted. The logic circled back into the theories of James Jesus Angleton. Angleton had argued strenuously that the Soviets had a high penetration agent somewhere in Washington in the 1960s, and somewhere indeed high in the Kennedy administration.  
 
    But where? And, of course, who? He continued to stare at the wall. The red LED on the time printout on his clock radio blipped from 2:35 to 2:36 a.m.  
 
    Cooper left his bedroom, his mind churning too rapidly for the hour. He retrieved a bottle of beer from the kitchen then settled into a club chair in the living room.  
 
    He finished his beer. He looked through the half-shaded window and wondered who was watching him in return. Then he returned to his bedroom at quarter to three. The room was quiet. His neighbors had conked out.  
 
    Cooper climbed into bed and was asleep immediately.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 22 
 
    George Wallace was on a roll in Wisconsin and Illinois. At a venue in Milwaukee, a group of young demonstrators attended his rally, a mixed group of blacks and whites who called themselves NAACP youth commandoes. As Wallace tried to speak, they taunted him with shouts of “Fascist!” and “Bigot!” Wallace then turned on the hecklers when the pacing of the evening was just right. 
 
    “You know who are the biggest bigots?” Wallace asked, looking at his adversaries and jutting his jaw out from behind his podium. “They’re the ones who call other bigots.” As usual, a mood of impending violence permeated the crowd. None followed within the arena on this night. But things were different at the next stop, Cicero, Illinois. 
 
    Cicero had long had a dubious place in the history of American lawlessness. Al Capone moved to Cicero to escape the reach of Chicago police after building his empire in the windy city. Later on, Cicero gained notoriety as a racial tinderbox. In July of 1951, a race riot erupted in Cicero when a mob of four thousand white people attacked and burned an apartment building at 6139 W. 19th Street that housed the family of Harvey Clark Jr., a black Chicago Transit Authority bus driver who had relocated to the all-white city. Gov. Adlai E. Stevenson called out the Illinois National Guard. The Cicero riot received worldwide condemnation. But the Clarks moved away. The building had to be boarded up. 
 
    In this year, the city had a population of seventy thousand. Not one was African-American. Two years earlier, a seventeen-year-old black youth who came to Cicero looking for a summer job was beaten to death by four white thugs. In September of the same year, the Illinois National Guard had to open fire on a white mob to rescue a non-violent civil rights march. The mob had thrown stones, fireworks, eggs and bottles at the marchers and was preparing to charge them. All things considered, Cicero was a hunky-dory venue for a Wallace rally. 
 
    Wallace began by introducing the people on the podium with him, mostly local supporters. He then mentioned a man named Jim Collins whom he termed “a Negro friend of mine.” The governor said that Jim had just dropped off some money from “Negro supporters in Indiana.” The governor frequently mentioned Jim Collins at rallies these days, obviously to indicate that the governor had supporters of all races. The strange thing was that no one had ever seen “Jim Collins.” In any case, Wallace apologized that Jim wasn’t there that evening. The people attending the rally were dumb enough to believe this. 
 
    “How the hell would you expect him to make it through this crowd?” someone bellowed from the audience. People applauded. Wallace launched into stump speech, which as usual this evening included the line, “I have never in my life made a speech reflecting on the race, creed of any citizen of this country….” As the speech continued, groups of placards waved around the arena. Stand Up For America! Wallace Will Save America! Support Your Police!  
 
    At the same time, five open dissenters, four young women and a single male, held up signs in ballpoint ink. One read, Don’t Let Wallace Turn America into A Police State. They were neatly dressed and didn’t heckle. The crowd turned on them with verbal abuse and then with fists. A two-hundred-and-fifty-pound man shoved the girls until he had confiscated all the placards and destroyed them. This seemed to settle the crowd. Wallace continued to speak.  
 
    One young supporter, looking for a new target, accosted Marty Friedkin, the reporter from the New York Eagle, who was sitting at the edge of the press section, his desk space marked with his name. 
 
    “Go ahead, Moishe,” the youth said. “Write it all down. We hate Jews too.” 
 
    “What makes you think I’m Jewish?” Friedkin asked. 
 
    “You’re from New York. And you’ve got the Hebe beak.” 
 
    “Actually, I’m from Devonshire. In England. And my nose is smaller than yours.” 
 
    “Why don’t you go stand with those other nigger-lovers, you Jewboy?” 
 
    As a six-foot-six Alabama state trooper gently moved the concerned citizen along, Marty wrote it all down. As he wrote, a beer bottle hit him in the shoulder and shattered on the floor. Two minutes later, a small vial of ink hit him on the skull, thrown by a brave soul several rows back, spilling onto his scalp, shirt and jacket.  
 
    After the rally, some of the media hostiles asked Wallace his opinion of what had happened to the kids who had brought signs. “I’m sorry about it,” he said. “But some folks bring trouble on themselves.” 
 
    Then he told the story about a time when he and his late wife had been trapped in a car by demonstrators and he feared the car would be overturned. He expressed shock that people would be moved to political violence. Yet he gave the same speech in each venue, taunted his opponents and singled out those who opposed him for hate and ridicule. Violence usually followed. 
 
    The next morning Jerry Huddleston accepted some astonishingly large cash contributions from behind the scenes angels. The governor’s financial backers increasingly sensed he could win. Wallace was cruising high in all the polls. He was leading throughout the south and was promising his supporters that a narrow win in four of five breakthrough states like Illinois or Pennsylvania—he only needed 33.34% after all—would propel him to the White House. The only two difficulties that were looming were that Wallace had promised an official American Independent Party convention to nominate him. So far, there was no convention date. Nor was there a Vice President on his ticket. The Governor needed to tend to both problems. 
 
    Someone had a brainstorm.  
 
    Wallace announced that it would be impossible to hold a convention because all the pointed-headed intellectuals, hippies, draft dodgers, bureaucrats and long-hairs would make it so difficult “that it would take the armed forces of the United States to hold it on safety.” So there wouldn’t be one. 
 
    As for a Vice President, a further announcement would soon be forthcoming.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 23 
 
    Cooper and Molloy met in Washington at the bar of the Hay Adams Hotel on Lafayette Square, diagonally across from the White House. The bar was quiet. At the tables in the rear were a man and a woman at one table, and a man by himself at another. Cooper, when he entered the bar, assumed the latter was Molloy. The veteran CIA man had a perfect view of the room and its entrance.  
 
    The couple consisted of a man who, like Molloy, appeared to be in his mid-fifties. He was holding hands across a table with a much younger woman. She was in her late thirties, pretty with red hair. They had drinks before them and were seated four tables from Molloy.  
 
    Were they at borderline listening range, Cooper wondered, or just out of range? Molloy had an untouched drink in front of him next to a small bowl of nuts. When he saw Cooper, Molloy stood, brushed his hands with a napkin, and extended an iron paw in greeting. “I'm Brett Molloy,” he said. “You're Frank Cooper?”  
 
    Cooper accepted the handshake. Molloy was a husky man about six feet three inches tall, with thinning hair, glasses, and an angular but not unfriendly face. “Yes." 
 
    Cooper seated himself and ordered a beer from a waiter who had been quick to arrive. “How was your trip down from Gomorrah-on-Hudson?” Molloy asked.  
 
    “The train ride went quite well,” Cooper said.  
 
    Molloy turned his attention to his drink, sipping it. Cooper caught a whiff of expensive bourbon. Yet there were a few dull, rounded vestiges of ice cubes remaining in it, meaning it may well have been there for several minutes before Molloy had touched it—and that Molloy wasn't ready to drink until he had company. Cooper noted that the drinks of the man and the woman at the nearby table were in much the same state.  
 
    A waiter appeared with a coaster, a mug, and a clear glass bottle of beer. Molloy spoke with a faded Magnolia-tinged drawl that suggested a birth in Virginia or North Carolina. “So why are you here?” Molloy asked, sipping his bourbon. “What's the story?”  
 
    “I don't have a story. Not yet.”  
 
    “I know your name. Seen your byline. I know what you do. Liberal press. You create trouble.” 
 
    “And you don’t?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Not in my opinion,” Molloy said. “Nothing personal, you understand, Mr. Cooper. But I had a friend who was up for a federal judgeship. Southern District of New York. You killed his nomination. Judge Frederick Perkins.”  
 
    “Judge Perkins ruled in four cases in which he had conflicts of financial interest. He was also reversed on appeal in more than forty percent of his decisions, usually on misinterpreted points of law or poor instructions to juries. Judge Perkins killed his own nomination.”  
 
    “He and I have a golf date every Saturday. I'll tell him you said so.”  
 
    “Good. You can also tell him that I knew he kept a mistress for six years in Greenwich Village. But out of consideration for his wife and family, I didn't print that part.”  
 
    “You're all heart, aren't you?” Molloy said.  
 
    “First,” Cooper began, “let's correct any misconceptions. I now write for the New York Eagle, Ken Siegelman's tabloid, which means it's not much more liberal than Louis the Fourteenth. I mostly write obituaries now. Maybe someday I'll write yours, so be nice to me and I’ll give you a good sendoff. I came here today to ask you some background questions. Off the record. No attribution. Not even an ‘informed source’ quote.”  
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    “You were in Paris in the spring of 1965,” Cooper said. “You were friendly with a diplomat named Stanley Rudawski.”  
 
    “Who told you that?” Molloy asked. 
 
    “Rudawski, before he died. He also said you were a Soviet specialist.” 
 
    Molloy pondered. “Sure. I knew Rudawski,” he said. “And yes I was and am in the Soviet Section. Where are we going with that?”  
 
    “Mr. Rudawski told me a story which took place in Paris,” Cooper said.  
 
    “I know. I read it.” 
 
    “Rudawski and a man named David Charles attempted to reel in a Soviet defector.”  
 
    “I don’t recall a David Charles.” 
 
    “Charles was running the embassy for a short period. Agency guy. He was confronted by the proposed defection of a Soviet intelligence officer. Does this sound familiar?”  
 
    “Nope,” Molloy answered, calmly sipping his drink.  
 
    “The defector's name was Pavel Lukashenko.”  
 
    “News to me,” he said.  
 
    “You were at the CIA station in Paris at the time. And you were a Russian guy.”  
 
    Molloy sipped his drink again and continued. “Look, there could have been some Russian that I don't remember,” Molloy finally said. “We screened a lot of these clowns. Most would-be defectors have their brain cells out of whack to start with. They're sick. They're temperamental. They're strung out on booze or whores or drugs. They've got a grudge somewhere. Most of the time whatever they have to say is worth less than a pile of dog manure.”  
 
    “But in this particular case you personally…”  
 
    “Cooper, listen carefully. I was at the embassy in Paris. I was with the CIA station there from August 1963 until May 1966, right? And Stanley Rudawski was assigned there with the Foreign Service for a portion of that time. But I do not remember a Russian named Lukashenko. And I don't know of anyone in God's kingdom on earth named David Charles. Okay?”  
 
    “Okay,” Cooper tried next. “Let's pretend there was a Lukashenko.” Cooper spoke as Molloy drained his glass. “And let's say Lukashenko claimed that he could put other defections in order,” Cooper pressed. “Such as Popov. Such as Goleniewski. Maybe many others. And he further said he could provide evidence to a penetration at the upper levels of the Kennedy–Johnson administration. Would that be a funny thing to pretend?”  
 
    “Nope. That would be the typical fake bill of goods some two-bit con man was trying to hustle,” said Molloy. “All he’d need is someone stupid to buy it. Someone like you, maybe.” 
 
    “My source said Lukashenko wanted to defect. And when David Charles contacted Washington—Ambassador Bohlen returned to Paris immediately. Charles was shipped back to the United States. Lukashenko was returned to Moscow and shot.”  
 
    “Tough break for him,” said Molloy. “It’s a nasty business.”  
 
    “Then it did happen?” 
 
    “If it did, I didn’t know about it.” 
 
    “Stanley Rudawski cited you as the source for the latter. He said that you told him that an Aeroflot jet had taken a Soviet diplomat back to Moscow very suddenly. Lukashenko disappeared from their consulate and a potentially invaluable source of intelligence never came to the West. As much as anyone, you were a witness to all that.”  
 
    Molloy pondered it for several seconds. “Bullshit,” he said. 
 
    “So I'm onto a story, huh?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “You have it inside out and twisted around. And it's not the story you think. Nor is it one you should touch. All right?”  
 
    “Why shouldn't I touch it?”  
 
    Molloy laughed and shook his head. “Popov, Goleniewski, and all those who followed broke more hearts, balls and careers than any case I've ever seen. You’re rattling the wrong skeletons, Cooper. You’ll be happier if stick to your obituaries.” 
 
    “Suppose I wasn’t meant to be happy?” 
 
    Molloy sighed. “Cooper, listen. Suppose you combined the Central Intelligence Agency with the Federal Bureau of Investigation,” Molloy said. “Add a dose of paranoia and a heavy pop of lethal repression, you end up with the Soviet Union's security agency, internal and external. The KGB was founded after Stalin in 1954. It inherited its techniques, personnel, and political orientation from the agencies that preceded it. Most of what goes on will never come to light. Many of the agents and controllers from both sides wind up in nut houses or get killed. During the Khrushchev there was a tiny window of openness. Under Uncle Joe Stalin Doctor Zhivago would never have happened. The pendulum swings. Right now, it swings to the beat of the hardliners since the ascension of Leonid Brezhnev and with the appointment last year of Yuri Andropov as the head of the KGB.” Molloy paused. “Now, there are three take-aways from this. Want them?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “One, by any standards of decency, we Americans are not as bad as the Russians. Two, the nature of the Russian threat does not change: they hate us and are out to destroy us.” 
 
    “What’s three?” 
 
    “The bullet to the back of the neck remains an integral part of Russian diplomacy. So if you mess with this case, watch your back, and not because of us. And finally, we ’re finished here, Cooper.” Molloy said. He raised signaled to the bar. “Waiter? We'll take a bill here.”  
 
    The check arrived. Molloy unfurled a twenty-dollar bill, gave it to the barman and declined change. Molloy stood. He gave his guest a final nod. “Now go to hell,” he said to Cooper. “And don’t bother me again.” Then he turned and was out of the bar.  
 
    At the next table, the man and the woman laughed at some inane joke they'd shared. The waiter served them a check, too, not that they had asked for one. They also left the bar, his arm around her waist. They crossed the lobby to the bank of elevators which ascended to the hotel's rooms. Cooper watched, pondering Russians, Americans, and Paris in the mid-1960. The elevator door closed behind them. They were watching Cooper as it closed. 
 
    Later the same day, Cooper’s Metroliner back to New York sped past the gritty rail yards of Baltimore and Wilmington. It continued through Philadelphia's 30th Street Station and past the museum and the university boat houses on the Schuylkill. 
 
    The cityscape of the Northeast fascinated Cooper: Majestic old buildings crumbling, factories boarded and broken windowed. Central New Jersey rushed past, accompanied by the steady steel churning of high-speed train wheels. No wonder George Wallace had a following. 
 
    When his train arrived in New York, it was shortly after ten. There were several messages waiting on the answering machine in his apartment. Among them, Sam.  
 
    “The Bradford woman called again,” Sam said, carrying on a dialogue with Cooper's machine. The message had been time stamped at message at 4:50 p.m. the same day. “She wanted to thank you for the write-up on her dad. She also said you should be careful now that the Firebird genie is out of the bottle. Her words, not mine. She said you had her number.” 
 
    The next morning, Sam Rothman was waiting for him. Cooper was sipping black coffee, his jacket off, his feet up on his desk. Sam stood before him in shirtsleeves, sweat already breaking through. “Tell your poor struggling old buddy what the hell is going on.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “This Firebird thing.” Sam tried. “Look, I got all morning. Tell me.” 
 
    Against his better judgment, Cooper brought Sam into the Firebird case.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 24 
 
    Governor Wallace was in northern Wisconsin, surrounded by an array of country music singers who supported his candidacy and put on a fund-raising performance for him. They sold out a muggy auditorium of slightly less than ten thousand seats at five to twenty dollars a pop. 
 
    Nixon and Humphrey were alarmed. Wallace was positioned to sweep the states of the Deep South and possibly the entire old Confederacy, all the way out to Oklahoma. Wallace could easily throw the election into the House of Representatives. Worse, tiny margins in a handful of swing states could tip the election. 
 
    Playing upon this favorable situation, Wallace obtained a new infusion of cash from some deep pocketed donors in the southwest, ferried to him by a friendly ingratiating bundler named Deke Moreland, a hard-right businessman and longtime fan. With their money in play, plus the monthly kickbacks from people doing business with the state government of Alabama, the two wonderful new television commercials appeared on tv in the key states. The poll numbers continued to climb. It was finally time to add a Vice Presidential candidate to the ticket.  
 
    The country boy brain trust began to talk with some enthusiasm about Albert Benjamin “Happy" Chandler, the former baseball commissioner. But Chandler had integrated baseball as commissioner by approving Jackie Robinson’s contract with the Brooklyn Dodgers—an act unforgivable to the Wallace ‘base.” 
 
    But then the Wallace advisors spent time in serious prayer and decided that the perfect man, the individual who would lead The Free World if anything unfortunate should happen to President Wallace, was the tireless Jimmie H. Davis, who had twice been elected governor of Louisiana, first elected in 1944 and again in 1960.  
 
    Davis, a sunny and engaging fellow, at least to white folks, was best known in the south for his composing, yodeling and singing career; he was a gospel and country recording star dating back to the 1930’s, noted for writing You are My Sunshine, Nobody’s Sweetheart But Mine, and some raunchier tunes including I’m A Bearcat Momma From Horner’s Corners.               
 
    Like Wallace, Davis was an ardent segregationist, sunniness notwithstanding. He was popular among the white citizenry of Louisiana for being the author of a brutal piece of legislation which took pregnant African-American women off relief roles while allowing white women who had “made a mistake” to get public assistance. But Davis had also been rumored to have operated an integrated honky-tonk in California. “It was a place where God-fearing white women got seduced by Africans,” said one piece of contemporary Klan literature. New Orleans newspapermen in the 1940’s also maintained that Davis had allowed the illegal operation of nine thousand slot machines during his times as governor during the 1940s, during which time Davis coincidentally became a wealthy man, nickel by nickel. 
 
    The Wallace folks were all set to officially go with Davis until the slot machine and integrated honky-tonk stories started to resurface. Seeking an even better payoff from the voters, the campaign kept Davis in the background while they scoured for someone even more perfect. Meanwhile, the campaign chugged along.  
 
    “It is no secret,” wrote Martin Friedkin, his scalp still stained with ink, in the Eagle, “Governor Wallace wants nothing to do with a major party label. Not only would it make him part of the establishment, but it would make him less likely to win. In short, Governor Wallace is as populist as he is racist. He has the American political system by the short hair, tuning in to the nation’s mean and nasty underside. It’s a slick act and it’s playing well to the ignorant masses across America. I used to be in awe of America and what it stood for. But now that I see things close-up, I wonder when this country will awaken and realize that by November this vile individual and overt fascist and racist might be elected President of the United States.” 
 
      
 
    Chapter 25 
 
    The next morning, S.W. Murphy summoned Cooper to the Sixth Floor of the Eagle 
 
    Building.  
 
    Cooper reported at the designated time. Three obituaries for that day's edition remained open. He waited for several minutes in a waiting room outside Murphy's office, accompanied by the managing editor's office.  
 
    Murphy hated desks. He sat at the end of a long circular table, consciously Algonquin style. Murphy was in white shirtsleeves and red suspenders. In a corner behind him there was a squash racket, intended to prove that S.W. was one of the elite guys. It hadn't moved in years.  
 
    Murphy appeared a decade older than sixty, which is what he was. He was a veteran of nonunion Siegelman papers in Oklahoma and Florida. He had also worked on the New York Daily News at the same time as Cooper. He had a large, flat nose, a receding fleshy jaw, and a benign expression that frequently misled the uninitiated. Friends—and he had at least half a dozen—called him Steverino after Steve Allen, the tv star. His parents had given him the Christian names Steven William, the same name born by his uncle, who had been a respected editor of children's books in Philadelphia in the 1930’s up until he had been arrested for pedophilia. The case got hushed up and tossed out of court when the victim’s family was paid off. But the original Steven Walker Murphy’s career was ruined.  
 
    “Hello, Steve,” Cooper said.  
 
    Cooper got away with the first name because they had worked together on the News. The first name usage was grudging, as was Murphy’s allowance of it.  
 
    “Ah. You!” said Murphy, looking up. “Come in and sit down,” Murphy said. He leaned back in his leather chair. He folded his hands behind his head. “How are things down in obits, Frank?” he asked.  
 
    “People die. We write about it,” Cooper answered. “So we're predictably busy.”  
 
    “I'm sure you are. Sending people off with a good literate write-up before burning in the devil's own fire for an eternity. Got anything there today that will make my eyes misty?” 
 
    “Six-year-old kid on Grand Concourse got snuffed coming out of temple by a Bronx hummingbird.”  
 
    “Bronx hummingbird?” 
 
    “A stray bullet.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Of course not. Why am I here?” 
 
    “How are things in your private life?” Murphy tried. “Bedding any wildly exotic women? Confide in me.” 
 
    “Well, yes. Three a day.” 
 
    “Really?” Murphy’s eyebrows shot toward the ceiling. 
 
    “Another joke. Why am I here?” 
 
     “Look, I'll get right to the problem, Frank,” Murphy said. “The boss got a visit from the FBI thanks to you. I, in turn, just received a phone call.” 
 
    “The big boss? Mr. Siegelman?” “I’m flattered.”  
 
    Murphy grunted. “Don’t be,” he said. 
 
    From a jacket pocket, Murphy produced a battered pipe. From a side drawer of his desk he pulled a tobacco pouch and flipped it open. He absently searched his pockets until he found a lighter. Finally, stuffing a generous pinch of his specially blended tobacco into the pipe, he lit it and spoke again.  
 
    “Apparently, the FBI contacted Mr. Siegelman. Frank, the boss plays golf in Palm Springs with Hoover himself. The Top G-Man. ‘G’ as in Gay if the scurrilous current rumors can be believed, but I digress. Here’s the point. The boss wants you to not screw around with this Rudawski story.” 
 
    “I don’t screw around with any story.” 
 
    “You are advised to lay off this one.”  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Why?!” snapped Murphy, suddenly furious. “Because your employer said so.” 
 
    “Rudawski told me a story with legs,” Cooper said. “I want to stay with it.” 
 
    “Still looking for that big story of a lifetime, eh?” 
 
    Cooper stiffened in his chair. “Aren’t we always?” 
 
    “Find another one.” 
 
    “No.”  
 
    Murphy paused. A low cloud of smoke rolled across the desk, the aroma midway between burning leaves and tropical punch. The pause lingered.  
 
    Then, after a small eternity, “I'll tell you something, Frank,” Murphy oozed. “There have been many many times when I have not been your fan. Like when somebody dies and you write something like that the guy was a real piece of crap. Other times, well, your stuff's okay. Not my cup of tea. I find you amusingly obnoxious, both in print and in person, which, mind you, is not easy. The obnoxious part is easy; the amusing, not as much.” He paused again. “But you have your following. Your department even turns a respectable profit. Usually a death page flies at a loss. But your page gets classified listings because people read your page. And, Heaven knows, you've paid your dues. It continually amazes me that you haven’t yet been shot to death.” 
 
    Cooper sat listening. “Gee,” he finally said. “Thanks, Steve.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” Murphy took another drag on his pipe. “Hear me. I don't mind having you on this paper,” Murphy explained. “So, let me articulate this in a genteel tone: For Christ’s fucking sake, don't get your wandering gonads caught in the elevator door over something that doesn't pay, hear me? There aren't that many newspaper positions out there in this city. So don't blow the one you have and don’t create a frigging mess for the rest of us! Okay?”  
 
    “Espionage stories don’t pay?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “That’s what this is? A spy story of some sort? Well, that would sell a few papers, put a few extra shekels in rich Uncle Kenneth’s coffers, wouldn’t it?” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    “Any other newspapers onto the story?” 
 
    “Not that I know of. Yet.” 
 
    “Somerset Maugham or James Bond?” 
 
    “Dirtier. Maybe more Len Deighton than Ian Fleming. With a touch of Vasyli Blokhin.” 
 
    “Who the fuck is that?” snapped Murphy.  
 
    “Blokhim served as the chief executioner of the NKVD under Stalin. He executed tens of thousands of prisoners by his hand, including about seven thousand Polish prisoners of war during the Katyn Forest in spring 1940. I’d say he’s the most prolific official executioner and mass murderer in recorded world history.” 
 
    “I’m surprised I’ve never heard of him,” S.W. mused. 
 
    “I’m not,” Cooper said. 
 
    “Oh, fuck you, Frank! Scram! Listen, don’t make a fool of yourself. Don’t embarrass me with my boss or the paper with the public. That is all!” He waved dismissively. “Get out!” 
 
      
 
    Chapter 26 
 
    When Cooper returned to his office, he found three telephone messages on his desk. Two pertained to obituaries in that day's edition, but his eyes froze upon the third. Cooper looked up from his desk. Sam was at his door. The notes were in his Midwood High School scrawl. 
 
    “You just missed her on the phone,” Sam said. “Ten minutes ago.”  
 
    “Margot? You talked to her?”  
 
    “Briefly, yes.”  
 
    “Where did she call from?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “Everything I know is on that message.”  
 
    “What does this say?” he asked. He saw a pair of initials—S and F—and an address he didn't recognize in Brooklyn. Then something marked “Unit 012” and the time, “one a.m.”  
 
    “She says she needs to meet you,” Sam said “It's urgent. Said she won't be able to call back.” Cooper thought of the three times that morning that he had answered his phone, only to find no caller on the line.  
 
    “I don't suppose she left a number?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “Hey, I tried for one. But…”  
 
    “Yeah. I know. What’s this S and F joint?” 
 
    “S and F is a warehouse,” Sam said. “One that's been converted into self-storage units.” Cooper's eyes rose to meet Sam's. Sam continued talking. “She said the front door of S&F will be unlocked at ten minutes before your meeting time. Go to the basement storage area. She will meet you at unit oh-one-two. She said everything that has happened so far will make sense.”  
 
    Cooper's mind raced. Several scenarios passed through his mind, most of them not good.  
 
    “Uh huh,” Cooper said skeptically. “That or I get my head blown off, right?”  
 
    “Well, don't get cranky at me! That's all she said.”  
 
    “You know Brooklyn,” said Cooper, still trying to get a grip on the message. “What kind of neighborhood is this?”  
 
    “Grim.”  
 
    “Did it sound like her real voice?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “I should know? I've taken three phone messages in my life from her for you. A lot of women call you. I don't separate the ones who are buying a coffin from the ones who want to mail you their panties.” Cooper looked at the address again. More uncertain scenarios danced before him. Sam read his thoughts. “Listen,” Sam said. “Let me go with you.”  
 
    “No way.”  
 
    “Come on,” said Sam. “It's better for you if someone's there to back you up.”  
 
    Cooper blew out a long, dispirited breath.  
 
    “Sam, I promise to include you at the right time. But this isn't it.”  
 
    “Why not?”  
 
    “It could be dangerous.”  
 
    “The drive home on the Brooklyn Queens Expressway is dangerous. The gas range in my home is dangerous. The corned beef at the deli is dangerous. Give me a better reason.”  
 
    “I mean really dangerous. I don't know what I'm dealing with here. Who knows who's going to be at this location?”  
 
    “Well, if we both go, then we both know.”  
 
    Cooper was resolute. “I can't let you do it.”  
 
    “Then let me watch your car for you on the street. You want to come back in ten minutes and find it up on cinder blocks with all four tires gone?”  
 
    “No. I can't do it.”  
 
    “Why the hell not?”  
 
    “The presence of someone unexpected—you, in other words—could clam up whomever I'm meeting. These things are delicate. And I don't want to be responsible for your safety.”  
 
    “I'm old and can't protect myself, is that it?” Sam answered indignantly. “You can bust people’s balls better by yourself?”  
 
    For a moment, Cooper wavered again. “The answer remains no,” he finally said.  
 
    “Prick,” concluded Sam. “That's what people warned me about with you. Out to grab all the glory for yourself.”  
 
    Cooper didn't know if his friend was kidding or legitimately angry.  
 
    “That's not it. And you know it.”  
 
    But Sam wasn't listening. Lauren Richie appeared at the door, holding in her hand a printout of a sports feature and a miniature tape recorder. She was on her way to an interview.  
 
    “Sam, can I talk to you?” she asked.  
 
    “The trouble with you, Frank,” Sam said, “is you're an ingrate. I don't like to bring up favors. But I did you a big one to get you on this paper. Now I'm asking you for one in return and you don't know me.”  
 
    Then Sam was out the door. Cooper was too astonished to answer. Lauren gave Cooper a dry smile of sympathy and a shrug. Then she disappeared with Sam.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 27  
 
    S&F Self Storage was a converted warehouse in Bensonhurst. Planet Brooklyn, 1968: an urban moonscape with desolate blocks that glowed from bluish mercury lights. Chain-linked fencing topped with concertina barbed wire surrounded commercial lots. Broken bottles littered every sidewalk along with used syringes.  
 
    Frank Cooper arrived in the area at midnight amid a steady humid drizzle. From the mercury lights and from the rain, he had the impression of visiting a war zone. Cooper had seen too many places like this too many times as an investigative reporter. 
 
    In a rented car, he slowly circled the renovated warehouse. S&F appeared to have only one entrance. Cooper parked a block beyond it, then cut his auto lights and his engine. He positioned himself where he could see in every direction for at least fifty feet. He knew how quickly the creatures of an urban night could pounce. 
 
    He kept the key in the car's ignition. He slumped low in his seat. He adjusted his rearview mirror so that he could see behind him. His heart pounded. All the old instincts and fears were back upon him. He felt himself sweat.  
 
    In his rearview mirror, he watched the entrance to S&F. On the radio, Willie Nelson's plaintive voice soothed him only slightly. Cooper turned off the radio. There was no movement on the street. If it had been pitch black, the night couldn't have been more imposing. He was glad he had brought his gun. But he wished that he wasn't here.  
 
    Cooper watched. He waited. Time slowly passed. He guessed that if Margot were to show up at all, she was already within the warehouse. Yet he hardly expected to see her.  Who had really called? Logic told him to flee. Logic sometimes got in the way of a great story.  
 
    Nervously, Cooper checked his weapon. It was loaded and ready. The drizzle intensified. It drummed on the roof of his car. The sound made it more difficult to see or hear, worsening his anxiety. Time dragged like a body being removed from a battlefield.  
 
    At a quarter hour before one a.m., another car eased its way through the rain. It stopped under a street lamp across from S&F's entrance. With the glare and in the rain, Cooper could not manage a good look. Then the car pulled back half a block and parked behind a stripped vehicle that was up on cement blocks. Cooper sat low in his car seat and watched. The man in the car was not skilled at this sort of thing. He was out in the open.  
 
    The man sat in his driver's seat for less than five minutes, then stepped from his car. Cooper squinted. The man had wrapped himself in a long bulky raincoat and wore a hat down upon his eyes. He moved to the warehouse, tried the door, and was quickly inside. Cooper saw a light go on then go off. Cooper almost had to laugh. The man was an amateur of the first rank.  
 
    Who the hell could it possibly be? David Charles? A Rudawski pal from the State Department? One of the young Marine guards at the embassy? It made no sense. 
 
    Cooper looked at the clock on the dashboard. Ten minutes to go. He drew a deep breath. Should he go in a few minutes early, or wait? He had held out this long, Cooper reasoned. He would wait the final few minutes. He checked his weapon again and made sure he could grasp it quickly. Then it was time. He reached for the handle of his car door.  
 
    Then he froze. Two men were leaving the warehouse. Their actions were hurried. They seemed to be locking the warehouse, not opening it. One man was well over six feet, Cooper guessed. The other was shorter and stockier. Rain, glare and shadows obstructed Cooper’s vision. The two men turned away from Cooper hustled down the block and around a corner. Perplexed, Cooper stared at the wet darkness into which the two men had disappeared. What was this? The changing of the guard? Or was he making more out of this than reason demanded?  
 
    It was time to go in. He positioned his car on the end of S&F's block. He left the doors open. He checked for a backup key that he had sewn against the inseam of the seat. He slid a small flashlight into his pocket and checked his weapon yet again.  
 
    Cooper stepped from the car. For a moment, he listened to the ominous muffled noises of the borough. Distant traffic from the Brooklyn Queens Expressway. An airplane from JFK. Not much else. Other than the rain, there was no movement anywhere, other than a few rats.  
 
    He turned and walked to the warehouse door. He stood for a moment and glanced down the block. His heart fluttered. He could finally discern the configuration of the car that had parked behind the stripped chassis.  
 
    Sure enough, he recognized it. Suddenly—horribly! —what he had witnessed made sense.  
 
    Sam! 
 
    His hand went to his pistol and his heart kicked. He turned, went to S&F's entrance, and yanked at the door. It was locked.  
 
    He cursed and yanked it again. When it didn't give way, he stepped back, stood to the side, pointed his pistol at the lock and turned his face away. He fired. The metal on the door exploded like a detonated grenade: sharp fragments flew in all directions. Cooper bolted to the door and pulled at it again. With a tremendous effort, it opened.  
 
    An alarm blazed. He stood in an entrance area. There was a door which led past a security window. He tried it. It opened. He moved through it, nose of his pistol first. He found himself in a passageway that led to stairs.  
 
    Up for units 200—400, said a sign. Down for 01-199. He went down a dark set of concrete stairs. The air was mildewed and dank. The alarm continued to scream. No matter. If the police were in the area, he could use them. More than likely, however, this was an area abandoned by the police many years earlier. He reached a door, which led to the basement. A low-wattage bulb cast a faint light within the stairwell. Cooper descended to the lower level, keeping his weapon aloft and ready to fire.  
 
     Cooper knew this was a catastrophe. He pushed open the door to the basement. Darkness. He stepped into it. He reached for his flashlight and felt his way along the wall. His hand found a light switch. He flipped the switch and the entire corridor went bright. Cooper bolted across the corridor and stood flush against a wall of gray aluminum storage lockers. He turned his head in each direction. He saw no one. The screaming of the alarm covered everything. 
 
    He glanced at a sign above him, which directed him to his left for unit 012. Cooper, gun still ready, moved to his right. If this unit was like any other, he reasoned, there was an entrance and exit at the end of each row. He would take the less likely route, better to surprise anyone who might be lingering in wait. As he moved he also scanned the lockers. He searched for any that were not sealed. It was out of just such a hiding place that a gunman might step.  
 
    He moved with a cautiousness that was painful. Sweat cascaded off his brow into his eyes. His hands were soaked. He moved to one corner. He safely rounded it, assured himself he was still alone, and proceeded to the next. The lockers were divided one on top of the other. Cooper continued to scan for an unlocked unit.  
 
    He turned the corner to the final row of lockers. The corridor was unlit. He stopped, heard nothing, and reached to another light switch. He turned it on. He waited. By now his heart was sinking.  
 
    “Oh, God,” he said, almost crying, as he looked ahead. “No!” 
 
    Several feet before him he saw a splattering of blood against a wall, as well as a deep dent in a locker. Cooper recognized it as a bullet hole. But it was not a clean hole, it was a jagged one made by a bullet fired at medium range but partially spent.  
 
    He dashed to the area. There was blood on the floor. Much of it was a long streak, as if something—like a bleeding body—had been dragged. It had been dragged into locker number 012 and the door had been pushed shut.  
 
    Cooper tucked his pistol into his belt. He reached to the locker door, as a man might when opening a tomb in a nightmare. But this was real. Fingerprints be damned, he opened Number 012.  
 
    The body of Sam Rothman slumped slightly toward him. Sam, unable to stay away from a story that enticed him, had been shot twice in the back by cowards waiting in ambush. 
 
    Cooper felt for a pulse and found one. It was faint, but it was there.  
 
    “Oh, Jesus, Sam!” Cooper blurted aloud. He reached into the unit and embraced Sam's body. He struggled to pull him out. Sam's clothes were soaked with blood, particularly in back. The blood flowed freely onto Cooper's arms. Sam was gasping, his eyes flickering.  
 
    Cooper tore the sleeve of his raincoat and made a tourniquet. He tried to staunch the bleeding, but it was almost impossible.  
 
    It's better for you if someone's there to back you up. 
 
    “Why couldn't you stay away?” Cooper struggled with his composure.  
 
    Out to grab all the glory for yourself.  
 
    “Oh, God, Sam. Why couldn't you have understood?” Cooper said, fighting back tears, holding his friend in a shuddering embrace. “This wasn't for you. It was for me.” 
 
    Even the three phantom telephone calls of that morning, the times there had been no caller, now made sense. Someone other than Margot wanted to leave a message. Cooper would have recognized her voice.  
 
    Whoever had done this had ambushed Sam from the rear, not even waiting to see if they had the right man. Sam had been hit with two shots. In the moments of his ambush, he may have understood what was about to happen, that he had walked into a trap meant for Frank Cooper. But surely, he hadn't understood why.  
 
    Cooper's tears began to flow. He sobbed with anger, fury, and helplessness. 
 
    Poor Sam. Cooper cursed Margot Bradford and Stanley Rudawski. He cursed the Eagle. He cursed his fate. But he saved the most vehement, violent, and profane curses for himself.  
 
    Then he stood. He propped his fallen friend against a clean wall. He had to get help. An ambulance. Cooper raced back upstairs and looked for a telephone. The alarm was still howling. ringing shrilly, but he barely heard it. He went to the front entrance area and found a pay telephone. He lifted the receiver. He was just coming to grips with the fact that the telephone was out of order when he saw movement near the front door he had smashed.  
 
    “Police! Don't move!” a voice barked.  
 
    Cooper froze, his arms raised, his hands visible. Someone shone a heavy floodlight upon him. Figures emerged from shadows. Cooper made out the form of shotguns drawn and pointed at anything that moved. The police shoved Cooper headfirst against the wall. They frisked him and stripped him of his weapon. They kept two heavy firearms trained upon him, one a foot from the back of his head. They pulled his pockets inside out, retrieving his wallet and his identification, including his pistol permit. They handcuffed him with his wrists behind his back then threw him to the ground.  
 
    “I'm a reporter for the New York Eagle,” Cooper said. “You've got a man shot down downstairs.”  
 
    “Shut up. We’ll decided what we got,” one of the cops answered.  
 
    A kick to the ribs from one of the cops convinced him to keep quiet. Uniformed cops were flooding into the building now. Eventually, some ambulance techies appeared. There was a commotion that he couldn’t see, but he reckoned Sam’s body was being removed. He had no idea whether his friend was dead or alive. 
 
    A young patrolman came to Cooper, looked at him critically, and placed a foot on his back to keep him in place. There he remained until other cops arrived. They hauled Cooper to the 86th Precinct where, in a moment of brilliant police work, they placed him under arrest.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 28 
 
      
 
    Two NYPD detectives from the 2nd Detective Division, Brooklyn, arrived at the 86th Precinct at three a.m. Their names were Newman and Cheney. They released Cooper from the handcuffs. At three thirty a.m. they allowed Cooper to begin his explanation of who he was, what he was doing there, and what had happened. The detectives held the opinion that there wasn't much unusual about a man who’d been shot in a self-storage unit. Cop business as usual.  
 
    “Do you know who his family was?” Cheney asked.  
 
    “I know he's widowed. He has no children,” Cooper said. “Next of kin of some sort would be listed at the paper.” Cooper said he would notify the proper people. It was at that time that Newman connected Sam's name with the newspaper.  
 
    “There's a guy there who writes a sports column,” Newman said, as if in revelation. He grabbed a battered two-day old copy of the Eagle. “You're not telling me that…?”  
 
    “That’s the guy,” Cooper said.  
 
    Detective Cheney examined Cooper's weapon. Thirty-eight caliber. Sam had been shot at close range with a thirty-two, something more common to mob hits over unpaid gambling debts and assorted vendetta.  
 
    “What do you carry this piece for?” Cheney asked.  
 
    “Personal protection.”  
 
    “For what? You write obituaries.” 
 
    “I don’t want to become one.” 
 
    “None of us do.” 
 
    “I used to do investigative reporting. I made a lot of enemies.”  
 
    Cooper explained further, gradually winning over Newman and Cheney with his explanation of both his life and the evening. The cops found Cooper's permit to be in order, confirmed that it was legitimate, and returned the weapon to Cooper. Cheney took a further statement from Cooper as to what Cooper witnessed. When Cooper concluded his statement, the detectives informed him that Sam was in critical condition at Kings County Hospital and not expected to survive.  
 
     Cooper left the 86th Precinct like a man in a trance. The rain had relented to an intermittent drizzle, but Cooper was hardly aware of it. He was exhausted and had no idea what to do. He felt as if a rug had been yanked from beneath his feet, but he was still suspended in air.  
 
    Cooper drove to the Eagle. He parked his car in the subterranean lot beneath the Eagle building and took the elevator to the deserted fourth floor. He slowly walked the corridor to his office. He paused for a moment by Sam's door, then continued to his desk.  
 
    He sat down at his typewriter. He would be damned if he would see any of what he knew appear first in the dull gray “newspaper of record” or the upstart middle-brow Long Island tabloid. Adrenaline and blind anger propelled him. He was self-conscious enough to know that those two qualities were what had once made him the best news reporter in the city. He punched out a painful two-column headline for the lead of the Eagle's next edition.  
 
      
 
    SAM ROTHMAN, 59, SPORTS EDITOR OF 
 
    THE NEW YORK EAGLE SHOT IN BROOKLYN. 
 
     
 
    He pulled the paper from his typewriter and tacked it to his wall. Then he punched out a headline for the first news page.  
 
      
 
    ASSAULT ON EAGLE SPORTS 
 
    EDITOR TIED TO DIPLOMAT’S 
 
    OBITUARY OF SEPTEMBER 12. 
 
      
 
    He pulled that heading from the typewriter and hung it next to the article. Working in the solitude of his floor, he stared at the two of them for several minutes. Then he returned to the news account. He spent an hour getting it the way he wanted it. But he wasn't finished. Cooper had been up for twenty hours but was now breathing fire. Any writer on the Eagle could submit a piece of opinion related to any newsworthy topic. Such pieces had to waltz past Murphy. Their eventual appearance in print largely depended upon Murphy's moods. But Frank Cooper had something to say. So he said it angrily straight onto a clean sheet of paper. He titled it,  
 
      
 
    AN ATTACK ON OUR FAMILY 
 
    And then he wrote, 
 
      
 
    Sam Rothman, who was shot early Wednesday morning, is more than a beloved friend to everyone who knows him. He is also one of the best sportswriters to ever pound a typewriter, cover a game, or profile an athlete in our decaying but still great city.  
 
    Yet when his life was put in jeopardy in a Brooklyn storage warehouse, Sam was still aspiring to do what he considered grander things—as if his craft and brilliance were not rare enough.  
 
    Sam wanted to be part of what we in journalism still stubbornly and egotistically call a “hard news” story. But rather than merely uncover or report such a story, Sam has now become a central part of one. In an irony he would have appreciated, in shooting a kindly widower nearing retirement, his assailants have signaled the beginning of their own rapid demise.  
 
    Journalists are here to report news and inform the public. Naturally, we are human. We make mistakes. We sometimes offend or infuriate those whom we attempt to serve. That is part of the journalistic process.  
 
    But we are, after all, not here to become targets any more than any other citizen. Any personal violence is intolerable. No human life weighs more than another. But in the shooting of Sam Rothman, the citizenry of this city has been attacked, from those who report the news to those who purchase a newspaper.  
 
    Thus, it is a given that the resources of the New York Eagle will be fully dedicated to exposing the cowards who have imperiled our colleague's life. Similarly, the pages of this newspaper—and, one hopes, other newspapers around the city, state, and nation—will in time be alive with the full sequence of events which resulted in the assault on our colleague. This is a trail which will be exposed no matter how far it leads or how far into the past it travels.  
 
    The New York Eagle is pledged from this day forward to provide a solution to this horrendous case.  
 
      
 
    Cooper left the essay on his blotter. Then he walked to S.W. Murphy's office on the Sixth Floor. He left his “opinion piece,” as Murphy would call it, on the managing editor's desk. Murphy had a condescending way of pronouncing such pieces “intemperate” or “overly emotional.” He would then spike them. But who knew? Murphy was unpredictable.  
 
    Cooper left a message for his staff that he would be in at ten that day: they should prepare the Irish Comics without him till he arrived. He sent an impassioned note to the administrative head of copy boys and asked for Topher Wilson to be “loaned” to obituaries for a day. Then he went home. He slept for five hours. 
 
    When he awakened, he drank a cup of the previous day’s coffee that was still in his kitchen and phoned Kings County Hospital. Miraculously, Sam was unconscious but still clinging to life. The man had the heart and tenacity of a bull, but Cooper had always known that.  
 
    Then for the first time in many years, he cried. 
 
    Cooper returned to the Eagle at ten. He staggered through the morning. Few people could focus on their work. The story was everywhere, including rival New York papers. Other reporters were phoning—from the News, the Times, the Post and Newsday. They offered assistance. Out of town journals were picking it up, also. Marty Friedkin phoned in from a booth in the Midwest; Cooper told him everything that he knew and everything that had happened. Four times, Cooper tried to phone Margot. No answer, damn her.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 29  
 
    In the late afternoon, Cooper went back to the 86th Precinct in Brooklyn and gave a formal statement. He left around seven p.m. and drove to the hospital in Brooklyn, hoping to be able to get news or see Sam. The women at the nursing station in the Intensive Care Unit were cordial. But no one could see Sam. He was on life support. The next day, they said, would be critical.  
 
    Cooper left his card and explained that he worked with Sam. He asked to be alerted if there were any news, one way or another. The nurses said they would do that. 
 
    He returned to his car. He pondered stopping by St. Patrick’s Cathedral on the way home and putting in a prayer for Sam. A lapsed Catholic asking for divine intercession for his best pal, a Jew. Sam would have laughed at that one. But he would have appreciated it. At such moments, Cooper often reverted to the beliefs that he had been raised with: one of them was that God didn’t see skin color or religious persuasion. The God that Cooper sometimes believed in saw right and wrong, good and evil. 
 
    Cooper postponed the stop at St. Patrick’s. But he mumbled the prayer in his car. 
 
    He pulled out of the hospital parking lot. He would stop off somewhere for a drink and some dinner on his way home. He would sleep for a few hours then return to work.  
 
    There were feelings within Cooper which fought with each other. Sam had been his best friend in the world. And Cooper had been to some degree responsible for Sam's fate, which now teetered between life and death. Why hadn't Cooper just let Sam come with him?  
 
    Ridiculous. They both would have been gunned down. What good would that have done? He scanned in his rearview mirror as he crossed the Brooklyn Bridge to Manhattan. A feeling overcame him: he was being followed.  
 
    On the Brooklyn Bridge, construction equipment hogged two lanes. Traffic crawled.  
 
    Cooper tried to discern patterns within the headlights behind him. He exited the bridge in Manhattan. Two other cars veered off after his. He drove uptown on the FDR Drive, left it suddenly at 42nd Street and drove west past Second Avenue. Someone was following. It looked like a beaten-up import, but he couldn’t be sure. He pulled his pistol out of his belt, released the safety catch and lay the pistol on the seat next to him. He put a copy of the Eagle on top of the weapon in case the NYPD stopped him. 
 
    He accelerated on 42nd Street, made a sharp turn and went north on Third Avenue. He lost the headlights that seemed to pursue him. He continued north cautiously, continuing to scan for any pursuer.  
 
    He drove to 86th Street and turned west. He crossed Amsterdam Avenue. He parked his car on the north side of West 86th Street. He sat in the car and waited. His pistol was at arm’s length. He reached to it and put it beneath his jacket in his belt. No point to leave it in the car. Street punks could smell booty like that. It would be gone by the time he returned.  
 
    He stepped from his car. At curbside, he found some discarded beer cans. He nudged them with his foot, forming a geometric pattern along the underside of his car. No one was going to slide underneath and leave an explosive surprise wired to the under-carriage without dislodging the cans. If an intrusion occurred, he would detect it easily. He set out on foot.  When he entered the Old Dublin Bar, the air-conditioning was cranked. He went to the bar, sat down, and ordered a draft beer.  
 
    Piels. God bless Burt and Harry: the last of the Brooklyn brewers. 
 
    One world-class drunk coming up. This one's for you, Sam, he thought to himself. The beer arrived. It felt good going down. It was gone in less than a minute. He ordered another as he felt someone slide into the seat next to him. It startled him. He heard a female voice.  
 
    “Aren't you even going to say hello?”  
 
    He turned. He looked Lauren Richie squarely in the eyes. “Hello,” he said. 
 
    “Much better,” she said. “I saw you leaving the hospital. I tried to signal you, but you were in your own world.” 
 
    “That was you who followed me?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    “I didn’t know you owned a car.”  
 
    “I don’t. It’s a friend’s. I borrowed it. It’s a rambling wreck. So much so that not even a  
 
    Puerto Rican would steal it.” 
 
    “That’s not a nice thing to say,” he said. 
 
    Her eyes narrowed. She laughed. “Yo soy boricua, pa' que tu lo sepas. I’m Puerto Rican,” she said. “I can say whatever I want.”  
 
    “Okay,” he said, shaking his head. “Sorry. I guess you can.” 
 
    “My family name was Cortez. My family spoke Spanish at the dinner table. I use my married name, Richie, so they can’t discriminate ahead of time.” 
 
    “Not a bad idea,” said Cooper, who liked any idea that allowed a reporter to get a drop on an interviewee. “What are you drinking?” he asked. 
 
    “Same as you.” 
 
    Cooper signaled to the barman. A brewski arrived.  
 
    “Why did you follow me?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Murphy called me in today,” she said. “Offered me the sports editorship of the Eagle,” she said. “Temporary until Sam comes back, if he does. If I don’t take it, Murphy hires a guy who’s the assistant sports editor of the Philadelphia Bulletin.” She paused. “I'd be the first female sports editor of a New York daily,” she mused.  
 
    “Congratulations,” Cooper said. “And I'm sure that in terms of cheap publicity, Murphy will milk it for everything it's worth.”  
 
    “I haven’t decided whether to take it or not.” 
 
    “Take it. That's where the prestige will be. Plus the money. And no matter what you write, no one will put a pipe bomb under your car.”  
 
    “Murphy gave me a couple of options. One is to stay in sports and edit the page. The other is to work with you on the story to which you're currently assigned. The Stanley Rudawski obituary. Sam's shooting. Wherever it leads.”  
 
    “Murphy said that?”  
 
    “Unless I was hallucinating.” 
 
    “What else did S.W. have to say? He can never shut up.” 
 
    “He now things the Rudawski story just could be big, very big, and you could use some help, even if it’s shoe leather. He also knew that I'd spent time with Sam. I'd heard from Sam what you were working on.” She sipped her beer. “Murphy also thought I could use some toughening up,” she said. “He said there was no way to get experience faster on the Eagle than to work with Frank Cooper. You want to slap me around for a few weeks? Metaphorically, I mean?”  
 
    “I've never worked with an assistant in my life,” he said. “Not for hard news.”  
 
    “S.W. also wants someone to keep an eye on you. In case you fall on your drunken ass.”  
 
    “He told you that?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “In so many words.”  
 
    He looked away, then looked back to her. “Well, screw S.W.,” Cooper said. 
 
    “He was dropping hints on that, too. You newspaper guys are a horny bunch. Sam, too.” 
 
    “How did you put him off?”  
 
    “Sam? I told him I was a dyke.”  
 
    “You did what?” Cooper laughed. “Are you?” 
 
    “Sure. Or maybe not.” Lauren answered. “Picture me sitting on a bar stool at The Bagatelle on 14th Street. You know, dressed up ‘high femme’ and sitting on my butch’s lap.” She winked. “Does that turn you on?” she asked.  
 
    She grinned. When Lauren smiled, she was both very smart and very pretty. Cooper understood why Sam had been smitten. “You’re full of street sass, aren’t you?” he asked. 
 
     “Do they have edible food here? I’m starving.” 
 
     He handed her a menu that was on the bar. “It’s an Irish place. Stick with the boiled potatoes,” he said. 
 
    “I’ll do that.” Instead, she ordered a corned beef sandwich, which they agreed to split. They each also ordered a second beer. 
 
    “I was in a bar for gay girls called Kookies on Eighth Avenue once,” Cooper confessed, loosening up. “I asked the wrong girl if she wanted to dance and her wolf nearly broke my nose.” 
 
    “Oh, it happens,” Lauren said with a laugh. “Sam and I were just friends. Once a week I'd cook dinner for him at his place. Maybe once a week, he'd come over to my roach farm in the East Village.” The bartender set fresh beers before them. “Just shop talk.” She sighed. “I knew Sam was coming on to me a little. I couldn't mistake it. So I let him think I’m queer.” 
 
    “How long have you worked for Sam?” Cooper asked. “I haven’t kept track.” 
 
    “More than a year,” she said. 
 
    “First job in New York?” 
 
    “Second. I worked for the Village Voice for a few months in subscriptions. Then I saw the Eagle was hiring. I applied. Sam liked me. I had a good interview. We talked sports. I love baseball. Hockey. Plus, the Knicks. Sam really liked that I speak Spanish. He knew it would be useful for some baseball stories.” 
 
    “Sam told me that.” 
 
    “He took me out to Shea Stadium. I got to interview Clemente of the Pirates. You can get more out of people in their native language. They’re more comfortable, so they talk more.” 
 
    “Makes sense,” Cooper said.  
 
    “Do you speak Spanish?” she asked. 
 
    “Maybe ten words. Took French in high school. Doesn’t do me much good right now.” 
 
    “Serves you right,” she said. There was an awkward paused, then, “Look, Frank, may I 
 
    put the cards on the table? I know the city. I’m from Spanish Harlem. I can get into more places than you because I’m younger and female. I can show you a hell of a lot of things you don’t know. You look skeptical,” she said.  
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Do you think that any story you've written,” he asked, “has ever given anyone a sleepless night?”  
 
    “Of course not. They only give women soft news. It’s a miracle than I’m even on sports. If I didn’t speak fluent Spanish, I’d probably be doing wedding announcements.” 
 
    “Well, there’s a big jump,” he said. “You may have great intentions, but I’ll be honest. I think what most of you J-schoolers do is junk. You can quote me.”  
 
    “Well, fuck you, too,” she said. 
 
     He shook his head, amused. “Jesus, you got a hell of a mouth on you for a girl.” 
 
    “I can do it in two languages.” 
 
    “Who cares? Spanish isn’t that important.” 
 
    “It’s more important than you think. It’ll be more important in the future,” she said. “But while you’re telling me what’s wrong with me, I’ll tell you what’s wrong with you.” 
 
    “Oh, please do.” 
 
    “You’re turning into a fossil at age fifty-five.” 
 
    “I’m forty!” he said. 
 
    “I know. Take it as an insult, that’s how it was intended. You think anyone under thirty will talk to you? If you do, you’re wrong. Nobody Cuban, Dominican or Newyorican will talk to you because you come across as a self-satisfied old blanco. You’ve probably missed a lot of good stories in this city.” 
 
    “Never an important one.” 
 
    “How would you know since you missed it?” 
 
    The question hung him out to dry. How would he know? 
 
    “Okay, so I’m a crusty old goat,” he said. 
 
    “Good. We agree on something. I still want to do you a favor and work with you.”  
 
    He sighed. Through the mirror behind the bar, he watched the entrance. That creepy sense of being followed was still upon him.  
 
    “Yes or no?” she asked. “I need to tell Murphy tomorrow. That’s why I followed you.” 
 
     “Enlighten me. What do you hope to gain by working with me?”  
 
    “I gain experience. Sam warned me about getting pegged on the sports desk. ‘Do something else,’ he always told me. Do something bigger, grander. Swing your fists. Hit some bad guys in the nuts. Make enemies. Be a reporter.”  
 
    “Okay,” he said. He drained his beer. “I’ll think about it.”  
 
    She was suddenly angry. She slid off the bar stool and stood. 
 
    “You thought about it too long,” she said. “The offer is rescinded. I shouldn’t have bothered. Fuck yourself!” 
 
    She turned and stalked to the door. More than a little taken aback, Cooper watched her go. A single guy said something to her as she passed, probably trying to pick her up. She flipped him off, too. She didn’t miss a stride, said nothing and was gone. 
 
    Cooper decided against another beer.  
 
    “Wow,” he said to himself.  
 
    He received the check and paid. When was back out on the street, he returned cautiously to his car, a feeling of disquiet all through him. He felt as if Sam’s protégée had kneed him in the gut. And he respected that. He was still turning it over when, half a block from his car, he noticed someone sitting on the car’s hood. His hand went to his gun. As he walked closer, the person waiting for him slid off the hood and turned to confront him. Cooper eased his hand away from his pistol and exhaled a long breath. He drew within a few feet of Lauren and stopped. 
 
    “I don’t take no for an answer,” Lauren said. “You and me. We’re a team.”  
 
    He checked beneath the car. The beer cans were still in place. No one had tampered. 
 
    He looked Lauren squarely in the eye. 
 
    “Last chance,” she said. “Don’t blow it. Yes or no?” 
 
    Gut feeling: the words tumbled out of his mouth.  
 
    “Oh, hell,” he said. “Okay. Let’s do it. Yes.” 
 
      
 
    Chapter 30 
 
     The next morning, Frank Cooper sat at his desk, deep in thought.  
 
    Want to plan your life? a terminally ill friend had once said to him. Envision your death and work backward.  
 
    Recently, the phrase had often recurred to him. Envision your death and work backward. What would be said about him in his obituary? What would he say about himself? What were the great moments of his life? The triumphs? The defeats? The joys? The sorrows?  
 
    With a pen and paper, he began working on his headline. He wrote,  
 
    FRANK COOPER, 40 
 
    What next? He let his imagination ramble. He continued. Then he had it:  
 
    FRANK COOPER, 40 
 
    WRITER FOR NEW YORK EAGLE 
 
     SHOT TO DEATH IN NYC 
 
    Well, why not?  
 
    How many friends would show up? Who would send flowers? What would he list as his single, greatest accomplishment? Had there ever been one? Would there ever be one?  
 
    He decided that there would. Yes, he told himself. Definitely! He would make sure there would be. He was in the middle of this thought when the telephone rang. He answered. 
 
    “Frank Cooper,” Brett Molloy said grandly. “I've been thinking about you a bit. Sorry about the shooting on your paper,” he said. “How’s the sports guy doing?” 
 
    “Sam Rothman. He’s clinging to life,” Cooper said. “Like all of us, one way or another. What’s up?” 
 
     “I'm starting to think you and me, we might have some common goals. I'd like to explain things. In person. Can you come back down to Washington?” Molloy asked. “We can have a friendly chat. Maybe friendlier than last time.” 
 
     “You'd have to give me a good reason.”  
 
    Molloy promised him one. Molloy said he would open some CIA files to Cooper. On the Q.T., of course. Nothing was for attribution in the press. This could steer Cooper further in the direction of Sam's shooter, Molloy said.  
 
    “It's your story,” Molloy said. “Take it or leave it. But I'm not giving it to anyone else. It's either yours or it doesn't exist.”  
 
    “And I'm supposed to suddenly trust you?” Cooper said.  
 
    “You can hang up if you want.” 
 
    “What’s the subject of the files?” 
 
    “Russians.” 
 
    “What's in it for you?”  
 
    “Enough to make your intolerable presence worthwhile,” Molloy said. “You'd clear up a mystery for us as well. That's the only way I could authorize letting you in here.” 
 
    “So I’m working for you?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “No. We’re cooperating with you.” 
 
    Silence on the line. Cooper blew out a long breath.  
 
     “I’ll be there Friday morning,” Cooper finally said. “How about noon?”  
 
    “Good,” Molloy said, “I'll leave written authorization at the main gate in Langley for you to enter. Otherwise, your car will be riddled with bullets.”  
 
    Cooper was silent. “Just kidding,” said Molloy. “See you then.”  
 
    At that hour, no fewer than sixteen men and women in the Brooklyn and Manhattan detective bureaus were assigned to the Sam Rothman case. There also were dozens of stories in the New York media on the case, put together by scores of news writers. Yet there were no leads. Toward five in the afternoon, Cooper’s phone rang again.  
 
    “Cooper.” 
 
    It was the nursing station at Bellevue where Sam remained hooked up to tubes and machines and had been dancing quietly at death’s doorstep. Cooper braced himself and eyed a rough draft of Sam’s obituary on his desk. It was all set to run as it was. 
 
    But the nurse put a doctor on the line. “Mr. Cooper? This is Dr. David Boorstein at Bellevue-NYU. How are you?” 
 
    “Who cares about me, doc? What’s up with Sam?” 
 
    “Your friend is a bear,” Dr. Boorstein said. “He’s still in critical condition but he’s breathing on his own. The infections are under control. His heart’s good. It looks like he’s out of danger.” 
 
    Cooper closed his eyes. He fought back tears. Sam, the stubborn son of a bitch! 
 
    “He’ll pull through?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “God willing.” 
 
    “Jesus,” Cooper muttered slowly. 
 
    “There are still some challenges, but everything that’s happened today is good,” the doctor said. “Barring complications, I’m optimistic. I thought you’d want to know.” 
 
    “I did. I do.”  
 
    Cooper thanked the doctor. He steadied himself. His eyes closed for a long moment, and when he opened them, Lauren stood at the door, looking tense and expectant. 
 
    “You okay?” she asked. 
 
    “I just talked to the hospital,” he said. “Sam.” Her hands went to her mouth. “Sam’s out of danger. I need a God damned drink.” 
 
    She heaved a long sigh of relief. “I could use a few, myself.” 
 
    He stepped forward and, for Sam’s sake, they embraced each other in relief. 
 
    “Kitty Hawk’s at six?” he asked. 
 
    “Why wait?” she answered. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 31 
 
    Cooper and Lauren arrived at Kitty Hawk and made their way through the airline uniforms, the stews and crews and others hoping to get laid. They ordered food and beer. Halfway into the meal, Cooper edged away from talk about Sam.  
 
    “How much do you know about the CIA?” he asked. 
 
    “I know I don’t like them,” she said. 
 
    “I don’t either,” he said, “but that’s no way to go into an investigative report. People in this world flee from East to West, not the other way. Keep the big target in perspective.” 
 
    “What’s the ‘big target’?” 
 
    “We don’t know yet. But it’s out there.” He paused. Then, “Listen, when I did investigative reporting for the Mirror I had several assignments that led me in their direction. They’re not as evil as they seem, except at other times when they’re even more venal than imagine. It almost goes case by case and depends who you’re dealing with. Right now, I’m dealing with a guy named Brett Molloy. I’ve only met him once.” 
 
     “And?” she asked. Cooper gave a wavering motion with his hand, suggesting that things could go either way. “Okay.” 
 
    “Keep in mind,” Cooper said, “it’s a wilderness of mirrors out there. There are no rules, no morality. Sometimes the Agency succeeds when it fails and fails when it succeeds. In any case, I’m meeting Molloy again Friday. We’ll see what goes down.” 
 
    Cooper pulled out his pack of cigarettes. He lit one and tossed the pack on the table. Lauren snitched another one without asking and lit it. 
 
    “Do you ever carry your own pack of butts?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “No. I just mooch,” she said.  
 
    “I hope we finish this story before we get on each other’s nerves,” he said. 
 
    Lauren laughed. She blew a smoke ring with a suggestively pointed use of her tongue. When Cooper laughed and looked away, he noticed that three uniformed sailors at the bar were watching Lauren. Lauren followed his gaze.  
 
    “Let me ask you about something,” she said. Lauren gave the navy guys a smile, then spoke. “Sam told me you were in the military. True?” she asked.  
 
    “I was a dumb young officer in the U.S. Army during the Korea, yes,” he said. 
 
    She turned toward him. “Were you in combat?” 
 
    “Yes,” he answered. 
 
    There was a long pause. When she spoke again, she said, “My brother is in the Marine Corps in Vietnam,” she said. “There is not a single time my phone rings when I don’t cringe.” 
 
    “I get it,” he said. “I wish him well. Him, you, your parents.” 
 
    “My father abandoned the family when I was eight,” she said. “Joey, that’s my brother, was three. So it’s me and my mother.” She went thoughtful. “I don’t believe in this war,” she said. “I know Joey does. I wish he’d just finish his tour and come home. I can’t root against the soldiers, but I don’t believe in this war.” 
 
    “It’s not Korea. It’s not the Second World War.” 
 
    “It’s insane,” she said. “That’s what it is.” 
 
    The waiter cleared the table and left a bill. Cooper grabbed it.  
 
    “Before we leave here, there are a couple of things I want to mention,” he said. 
 
    “Like?” 
 
    “‘Firebird,’” he said. “That’s what we call the Rudawski case. You only use that name to me. Tomorrow and the next day, I’ll bring you up to date on the case. Later in the week, I go down to Virginia and talk to the CIA guy. You’ll need to cover for me in New York. Okay?”  
 
    “Yup. Okay.”  
 
    “Now, final thing,” he said. “Keep tomorrow evening free. There’s someone I want you to meet. At Toots Shor’s. An old pal. I’ve already set it up.”  
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “You’ll know when you meet him.” 
 
    “Got it,” she said. “Do you have your car here today?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s in the lot on Second Avenue.” 
 
    “Drive me home. I’ll show you my neighborhood,” she said. “Ninth Precinct.” 
 
    “Deal,” he said.  
 
    They walked to his car. It was well after dark. Cooper paid the daily fee of eight dollars. They drove downtown on Second Avenue and hit the East Twenties. Then 14th Street. 
 
    “Your block is coming up, right?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah. Ninth Street. It’s a bad block. Real bad. We have a saying: ‘Just turn left when you see the burning automobile.’” 
 
    “You’re a subversive,” he said. “I like that.” 
 
    She laughed. They hit Ninth Street. He turned the car. There were no available parking spots. He slid in next to a hydrant. He cut the lights and engine. A Rheingold Beer sign flashed in a bodega window. There was a noisy Lithuanian bar with a green awning down the street. In the distance, Tomkins Square Park began at the end of the block.  
 
    Cooper’s eyes scanned down the row of tenements. They were red brick but there wasn’t much color, particularly at night. Layers of soot had seen to that. At sidewalk level, every streetlight had a glare, every stoop had a shadow, and every other doorway seemed to have some movement.  
 
    “Slum sweet slum,” Lauren said. 
 
    Cooper had learned to move cautiously at night in dicey neighborhoods. He kept the engine running; easier to pull out in a hurry. A mental check: yes, he was carrying his gun.  
 
    “I lived in Hell’s Kitchen when I first came to New York,” he said. “I get it.” 
 
    “Unlike the West Village with all the shops,” she said, “it’s residential here. You’ve got hippies moving in but there’s still a mishmash: Polish, Lithuanian and Ukrainian meat shops, kosher butchers, bodegas, and botanicas. You can buy magic potions; did you know that?” 
 
    “I could use one sometimes.” 
 
    “During the day Tompkins Square benches are packed with Ukrainian grandmas. Half of them, their husbands are dead. They came to America alone post-war. If you want to get killed, wave a Soviet flag. See these buildings? Majestic facades, right—built in the 1890s when immigrant labor was cheap. Inside, identical apartments, one-bedroom, limited plumbing, bathtub in kitchen. See that building there,” she said, indicating. “That’s where I live. I pay $58.88 a month rent.” 
 
    “Is it safe for a single female?” 
 
    “Of course not. When I come home late, I move fast and walk with my keys in my hand. I stay on the outside of the sidewalk. When it’s really bad, I walk down the middle of the street. See that bodega, that grocery? Raoul’s? You can get amphetamines over the counter.” 
 
    “They never get busted?” 
 
    “The Garcia brothers are the owners. Raoul works the place with his brother, Mario, and their wives. One of the men is always there. The cops are on the pad. He stays open till ten p.m. to sell dope.” 
 
    “Does he ever get robbed?” 
 
    “He’s ex-army. Carries a pistol. So does Mario. It looks all Age-of-Aquarius, peace decals and incense sticks, but Raoul will blow your head off if you try any shit in his place. Everyone knows it.” She paused. “He protects me. He’s Dominican. I’m like his little sister. If I have a hassle, I go to Raoul. When you and I work together, after he’s seen you a few times, I’ll introduce you. If I tell him you’re a straight-shooter, a stand up working guy, he’ll be your friend. Friend of a friend, you know? Hey, want to do that right now?” 
 
    She put her hand on the door handle. 
 
    “The store’s closed,” Cooper noted. 
 
    “He sleeps in the back. In addition to the Glock, he’s got a dog the size of a Volkswagen.”  
 
    “Later,” Cooper said. “What about that place?” He gestured at a bar farther down the block. He couldn’t see it that well, but what he could see revealed opaque windows. No see-in, no see-out. 
 
     “Vicente’s?” she said. “Mafia joint. Not for you, not for me. Pseudo-artists, but mostly gay cruising. Fairies and pansies. Rough trade and butch lesbos.”  
 
    “Thanks for the warning.” 
 
    “For you, anytime,” she said. Lauren’s eyes rose and swept the streets. They latched onto a slim male figure who had moved to the edge of the sidewalk several feet away. 
 
    “Okay, here,” she said softly. The object of her attention was a young male standing on the corner. He waited for the light to change while everyone else jay-walked with impunity. The boy’s hair was shaggy but not long, his coat was neat. He wore a cap that was pulled down against a light rain. He carried a shopping bag under his right arm and kept glancing around. He looked to Cooper like an NYU kid. He was too far south for a Columbia kid, and Fordham and St. Johns and Brooklyn College kids weren’t in the East Village at that hour on a Tuesday. 
 
    “Anything about him stand out to you?” Richie asked. 
 
   
  
 

 “He looks a little jittery, but so does everyone else,” Cooper said. “You know him?” 
 
    “His name is Michael. He used to live in my building. He moved to the West Village but still comes back here Tuesdays and Fridays. He’s probably got a kilo of grass in that bag,” she said. “Maybe two keys. That’s why he’s waiting at the light. No one jaywalks when they’re carrying stuff.” She paused. “He might be dealing psychedelics now, too. I don’t know. LSD. Bennies. Yellow Submarines. Quaaludes. It’s an easy way to make a living. The dealer is the link from the underground to the underworld. Somewhere he has a connection.” 
 
    “Mafia, also?” 
 
    “Probably. Look, you can buy a pound of marijuana, sell it by bags or ounces, and make six times your original investment in a weekend. No hours, no office, no neckties. It’s an easy way to make a living if you don’t get busted or shot. See how he’s wearing sneakers? ‘Felony shoes.’ He’s ready to run if he has to.”  
 
    Michael crossed the street. Cooper’s eyes went to what looked to be a small theater. Lauren followed Cooper’s gaze. 
 
    “That ragged canopy, the one you’re looking at,” she said. “That’s the Avenue B Playhouse. Part of what’s now the Off-Off Broadway movement. They have some interesting experimental stuff. They get pretty good audiences under the circumstances. Everyone's afraid to come down here alone at night.” 
 
    “Is your apartment on the front of the building?” he asked. 
 
    She pointed. “Third floor. Second window.” 
 
    “I’ll watch till your light goes on,” he said. 
 
    “Thanks,” she answered. “I’m going to run upstairs, drop all four bolts and chains on my door, take a bath and go to sleep. Want to watch from here or watch me take a bath?” 
 
    “I’ll watch from here. For tonight.” 
 
    “Ha, ha!” she said. “It wasn’t a serious offer, anyway. When I was in college I posed nude for art students. I love to flirt. And you’re slick,” she said. “Thanks.” 
 
    “For what?”  
 
    “For letting me work with you.”  
 
    Before he could say anything, she put a hand on his arm, leaned to him and kissed him on the cheek. “Bye!” she said. 
 
    She jumped out of the car, keys already in her hand. She hit the outer door of her tenement with her shoulder, pushed it open, then stood and worked the temperamental interior lock. Cooper watched. As the door opened, she gave a quick wave, then hurried into the lobby. 
 
    He calculated quickly. She was young and quick. It should take her twenty seconds per floor, no longer. Who knew who or what lurked in the hallways late evening in buildings like this? He gave her a mental minute as he watched for her apartment light to go on. 
 
    His gaze flicked around the street where he waited. There were two men on a stoop across the street, sharing a quart bottle of beer and a bag of chips. Probably travelers on some sort of psychedelic trip, he figured. There were sitting side-to-side touching each other. Straight men didn’t sit that close. Or maybe here on East 9th Street they did.  
 
    In his rear-view mirror, there was movement. A bum staggered at the rear of his car, then weaved out into the street gripping a bottle of Night Train. 
 
    His mental count continued. Fifty-nine. Sixty. Sixty-one seconds. Sixty-two. 
 
    A light illuminated Lauren’s apartment. Cooper breathed easier. Lauren came to her window, unbuttoning her blouse as she moved. She waved and yanked down the shade. He felt great relief. He shifted his car into reverse and pulled onto 9th Street to drive home. There was a brick in the middle of the street. Cooper avoided it.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 32  
 
      
 
    The next evening, Cooper and Lauren walked to Toots Shor’s at 33 West 52nd Street. They found seats at crowded bar. As was his usual practice, Toots Shor himself was at a central spot, surveying everything, eyeing his customers, a boisterous fat man in a suit. 
 
    They ordered drinks. Shor walked behind Cooper and gave him a slap on the shoulder in recognition. “Hey! Long time. How you doing, Crumbum?” he said. But he ignored Lauren. 
 
    “This place is run like a men’s club,” Lauren said. “The old farts who keep this place in business are always trying to look through my dress.” 
 
    “Those are the hazards,” Cooper said. “Some of them, anyway.” 
 
    “I hate this diamond pinkie ring mob joint. Why are we here, Frank?”  
 
    “We’re meeting someone.” 
 
    She gave him an exasperated eyeroll. 
 
    They ordered drinks. 
 
    Lauren’s gaze drifted to a forlorn man who was isolated from the rest of the bar activity and drinking alone. He wore a gray suit, white shirt, and a tie. A pushed back fedora sat on his head, an outfit from a different time. He looked like an angry jittery elf.  
 
    Their drinks arrived, and Cooper followed Lauren’s gaze. The man lifted a glass to Cooper as if in salute. He gave Cooper a grin. 
 
    “Hey!” Cooper called back in return, breaking into a smile. 
 
    “How you doing, kid?” the man barked across the bar. 
 
    “This is why we’re here,” Cooper said quietly to Lauren. “That’s Walter Winchell.” 
 
    “The old columnist? The guy who narrated The Untouchables?” 
 
    “That’s him. We know each other from when I was at the Mirror. Come on.” 
 
    Cooper took Lauren by the hand and led her.  
 
    Winchell still wrote a column, but it appeared in only thirty newspapers. Once he had been in two thousand. Cooper recalled seeing a recent photograph of Winchell caught in the riots at the 1968 Democratic convention in Chicago. He was being knocked over by police, hippies and young reporters. He was still wearing his fedora hat with the press card in it. The caption referred to him as “an unidentified reporter.”  
 
    “How you are doing, kid?” Winchell asked, offering what was now an old man’s tired hand. His breath smelled of Scotch. Or maybe his clothes did. 
 
    “I’m fine, sir. You?” 
 
    They moved from the bar to a side table, away from the more crowded areas. 
 
    “Who’s this beautiful lady?” Winchell asked, ignoring Cooper’s question, as they sat. “What does she do aside from make you look good?” 
 
    Cooper laughed and introduced Lauren. “Lauren’s a reporter. We work together.” 
 
    “At the Eagle?” Winchell asked. 
 
    “At the Eagle,” said Cooper. “It’s a real rag, but a living’s a living, right?” 
 
    “You know how the game works, kid. A paper’s as good or as bad as its writers. And it’s good to see the ladies in the game, if you ask me, which you didn’t. What are you working on, besides cadavers and their booked-out-of-town notices?” 
 
    “Oh, there’s a story we’re following. Lauren and I.” 
 
    “Big?” 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    “Crime?” 
 
    “Definitely.” 
 
    “Scandal?” 
 
    “Could be.” 
 
    “Sex?” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    They all laughed. 
 
    Then, “Tell me about it,” Winchell said. 
 
    Cooper brought Winchell up to date on Firebird. Lauren listened. Winchell asked a question here and there, but offered little other than narrowed eyes, a big shrug and smoke from two cigarettes. 
 
    Then, when Cooper was finished, Winchell turned slightly to Lauren. “I owe Frank. This young thug used to cover my back from time to time,” he said. “I’ll never forget.”  
 
    “Seems you were covering mine,” Cooper said.  
 
    Winchell looked at Lauren. “What year were you born, honey?” Winchell asked. 
 
    “Nineteen forty-four.” 
 
    The old columnist whistled and laughed. “Well, then, holy smoke-ity. The Lepke story was three years before this child was born,” Winchell said.  
 
    Never shy about extolling his triumphs, Winchell recounted a few of the details of talking Lepke into surrendering. The old columnist was nearly seventy but could still uncork the charm. Lauren listened in rapt attention. Winchell then concluded, “Ah, but that was yesterday and today is today. Right now, you kids are talking to a sorry old has-been.” 
 
    “You must still have some phone numbers,” Cooper said. 
 
    “Sure, I have numbers. I also have a pair of legs, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to be running in the Tokyo Olympics. No one takes my calls. I’m a pariah. You know that,” he said, measuring Lauren. Winchell fell silent, then ordered another drink. He turned to Cooper before it arrived. “Listen. I’m a tired old man, Frank. If I can do anything for you, I will. But you’ve got more juice on the street now than I do. These days I don’t know anything. Gornisht. Nada. Zero.” Winchell winked at Cooper and gave him a supportive slap on the shoulder. He paused. “Do you kids like big stories?” he asked. 
 
    “You know the answer to that, Walter,” Cooper said. 
 
    “You never know what you know till you know it, right?” Winchell said, sipping his drink.  Winchell looked to Lauren. “Watch this guy work,” he instructed. “You’ll learn a lot.” 
 
    “I already have.” 
 
    Winchell’s eyes darted back and forth between Frank and Lauren. Then he snuffed out a half-smoked cigarette and leaned forward. 
 
    “Listen. I hear some disturbing stories,” Winchell said softly. “I had a source. A guy who talked to the Warren Commission. Then he died suddenly. Fell out of a window. Jumped or pushed. He was telling me about these Russian bastards. Spreading money around everywhere. Oil money. Petroleum development. Some of the money turns up bank accounts held by the Wallace campaign. How do you explain that? And my guy, the one who hit a sidewalk at eighty miles an hour, he was also talking about a squad of snipers who the Russians had embedded in the west. They’ll do anything to disrupt us, you know, those Red bastards. Filthy stuff.” 
 
    “Can you be more specific?”  
 
    “No. It’s all rumors. Hearsay. And the source is pushing up daisies. That’s all I got. Kook stuff, huh?” 
 
    “Maybe not,” Cooper said. 
 
    “’Maybe not.’ Thank you, Frank. You make a failing old man feel good.” 
 
    The two men shook. Cooper, on impulse, took the older man into his arms for a quick embrace which Winchell accepted. 
 
     Then Winchell eased out of Cooper’s hug. “Go get that big story, kids. You don’t need me,” Winchell said. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 33 
 
    It was Lauren’s impression that Frank Cooper’s career and Walter Winchell’s career had intersected in the moment of that impromptu embrace, Cooper’s on the way up and Winchell’s on the way down. She said as much as they drove down Second Avenue toward the East Village.  
 
    Cooper laughed. “Don’t fool yourself,” he said. “Walter is probably on to something.” 
 
    “What makes you so sure?” she asked. 
 
    “The other day, Walter sent a message to my office. He wished me a happy birthday.”
“So?” 
 
    “So, that’s a signal between us. ‘Happy birthday.’ It’s a code. It means he wants to know something or tell me something. That’s why we met. He’s snooping on my behalf.” 
 
    “Right in front of me and I didn’t know,” Lauren said. 
 
    “Don’t take offense. I just brought you into the game. Eventually, you’ll have your own set of signs and contacts. What’s open for dinner in your neighborhood?” 
 
    “There’s always Katz’s Deli on Houston Street.” 
 
    “That would work.” 
 
    “Do you want to come upstairs?” she asked. “You get to see my roach trap. Double park. Cops don’t ticket after dark on 9th Street. I want to get cleaned up, then we’ll go for food.” 
 
    Thirty-five minutes later, Cooper sat in the small living room of her apartment, the door half closed to the kitchen where the bathtub was located, thanks to the single line of plumbing, He heard Lauren turn on the water in the tub. 
 
    He went to the window in the living room. The shade was drawn. He parted it by half an inch. He stared down onto 9th Street. If either he or Lauren were under surveillance, he couldn’t spot it. He kept looking. No one was bothering his car. 
 
    The water stopped in the bathtub. Cooper released the shade. It settled. He turned. Through the half open door to the kitchen, he could see Lauren standing in the tub, her back three quarters to him. She was soaping an arm. He felt his thoughts racing. It had been a long time since he had been involved romantically. He could also feel a bond developing with Lauren, emotional as much as professional. Why else would he have taken her to meet Winchell? 
 
    There was a small living area and an adjacent sleeping alcove that was even smaller. The alcove was dim behind a beaded curtain. He sat down on a worn sofa in the living area. He guessed she might have bought it in a second-hand furniture store or even had a couple of strong-armed guy friends help her haul it up from the street. It smelled musty and looked as if it had come around a few hallway corners too sharply. No matter. It was comfortable.  
 
    There were periodicals on a side table. Vogue, Rolling Stone and Glamour. Two battered copies of Playboy, left over from the kicked-out boyfriend, Lenny. He did a fifteen-second speed thumb-through. Not bad. He leafed through a new issue of the Village Voice. Sarris and Mekas on films. Hentoff on jazz plus whatever burr he had under his saddle. Then Cooper spent a minute with Jules Feiffer’s comic strip which gave him a smile, as always. 
 
    He heard splashing from the next room. He heard water draining from the tub. He heard her adjusting the shower. Then, “Hey, Frank?” she called. “You still out there or did you bail?” 
 
    “Where would I have gone and why would I have bailed?” 
 
    “Could you come help me with something?” she asked. “Please?” 
 
    He stood and went to the door. “You’re asking me to come in there, right?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Are you dressed?”   
 
    “No. Why would I be dressed?” A pause, then. “Frank, when I was in college, I used to pose nude for the art classes. It’s no big deal, okay? Do I need to beg?” 
 
    “Okay.” He nudged the door. At the fringe of his awareness was a final warning about getting involved with someone he was working with, or getting involved with a woman who was two thirds his age or getting involved with – 
 
    The door swung easily. It went fully open. She was standing in the tub, using two hands to loosely hold a dark blue towel around her. “Can you help me step out of here?” She motioned that she needed two hands to hold the towel, but then the step down to floor was steep.  
 
     “How do you normally do it when no one’s here to help?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t use a towel, silly,” she said. “I use one hand on the edge of the tub to steady myself and I take one big giant naked-lady step and I exit the tub. Then, I grab a towel.” 
 
    “You could have done that without calling me,” he said. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said. “We both know that, don’t we?” A moment, then. “Come help me.” 
 
    He moved forward to the edge of the tub. He held out one hand. She bunched the towel in her left hand just above her breasts and took his hand with her right. He eased back. She took her step and then a second and stood before him, still securing the towel with one hand. Very gently, with a hand on her hip, he steadied her. 
 
    “Are you dry?” he asked. 
 
    “Almost.” 
 
    “Then you don’t need the towel.” 
 
    “No,” she said. “Very good. I don’t. Why don’t you rip it away from me?” 
 
    “Rip or gently take?” he asked. 
 
    “Who the hell cares?” 
 
    He pulled it from her and tossed it over the side of the tub. She pressed close to him and they kissed, not as friends any more, but this time with passion. He held her closely and the kiss was followed by another, longer and more intense than the first. 
 
    “I knew this would happen,” he said. 
 
    “We both did,” she answered. “So let’s stop flirting.”  
 
    He took her by the hand. They went to the sleeping alcove beyond the beaded curtain. There was a small window, high up on the wall, an architectural quirk. He undressed quickly. As he did so, she snuggled under some sheets and reached to a box at bedside. Smoking materials: he could see a big box of matches. “Want a joint?” she asked, producing one. 
 
    “For real?” 
 
    “Yeah, for real. Before or after?” She lit and toked. She exhaled a long stream of smoke. 
 
    “Both?” he suggested. 
 
    “Good answer. You smoked pot before, right?” Lauren asked. 
 
    “Not for a while. When I was in Korea the Mexican-American troops always found some way to get their mota. They liked me and let me sample.” 
 
    She laughed. She passed him the joint as he slid into the bed next to her. “I like you, too. So you can sample anything I have also.” 
 
    There was still enough light from the street to maintain a pleasant dimness. Outside, a noisy argument had begun between two homeless men. The tires of a motorcycle screeched down the block. As a romantic setting, it had no stars. But it didn’t matter as they settled into each other. Fortunately, Katz’s Deli on Houston was open all night, but they didn’t arrive there until breakfast at seven a.m., feeling like a couple of teenagers. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 34 
 
    Later that morning, Lauren went to the office. Cooper taxied from the East Village to the Eastern Airlines terminal at Newark airport. The cab driver was quiet, but WINS News was not. 
 
    Governor George Wallace was the headline story. Wallace was polling more than forty percent of the potential vote with his campaign supporting “law and order” and racial segregation. He was ahead of Nixon in several states. The Democrat Humphrey trailed badly. Wallace was as strong among rural white Southerners as he was with blue-collar union men in the North. And now he was letting it rip with brash in-your-face foreign policy. 
 
    “If the Vietnam War is not winnable within three months of my taking office,” Wallace had said in Chicago previous evening, “I pledge an immediate withdrawal of U.S. troops. And I’m also sick of all our foreign aid dollars being poured down a rat hole. It’s time for our so-called allies to pony it up and pay more for their own defense.” 
 
    “He’s got a point sometimes, that guy,” the driver muttered, listening to Wallace. 
 
    “Most racist demagogues do,” Cooper said.  
 
    “Take it easy, pal,” the driver said. “I’m just saying the man has a point.” 
 
    The story on the radio continued. The squeaky-clean former Secretary of Agriculture Ezra Taft Benson was now mentioned as George Wallace’s running mate, as was Mr. G-Man, FBI Director J. Edgar Hoover. Jimmie Davis, the Singin’ Segregationist, was still in the picture. Retired Air Force General Curtis LeMay also emerged as an even stronger possibility.  
 
    Cooper shook his head in dismay, but also in quiet amusement. Having been a soldier, Cooper was more than familiar with Curtis LeMay. He knew that among other things, LeMay was often a walking gaffe, waiting to happen. 
 
    Marty Friedkin shared a similar opinion in report he penned that afternoon.  
 
    “LeMay would be an intriguing choice for the Wallace ticket,” he wrote. “During his military career, he earned the nickname ‘Iron Ass’ for his stubbornness once his mind was made up. The former head of America’s nuclear-equipped Strategic Air Command, LeMay remains a hawk among hawks. He pines for the recent past when ‘we might have destroyed Russia completely and not even skinned our elbows doing it.’ He speaks happily about bombing North Vietnam ‘back to the stone age.’ Four years ago, he acquired a second-life notoriety for being the inspiration for General Buck Turgidson, played by George C. Scott, in Doctor Strangelove, a man willing to pay for a victory over the Soviet Union with unlimited American lives.” 
 
    Cooper’s driver delivered him to his flight. Take-off was on schedule. Fortunately, the flight was non-combat and not charted to go over Japan where both LeMay and Wallace had flown with the U.S. Air Force during World War Two, the former being the latter’s one-time commanding officer. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 35  
 
    In Washington, Cooper rented a car. It took a few minutes to break free of airport traffic and start a short drive through the Virginia countryside. After a few miles, he picked up the green and white signs directing him toward the Central Intelligence Agency.  
 
    Since the late 1940’s, the agency's headquarters had been situated on one hundred forty acres of what had once been farmland. The headquarters were enormous, surrounded by trees, a strange touch of landscaping with an oblong two-story base that occupied a full nine acres, including inner courtyards, offices and cafeterias. The building was retro and newfangled, a Taj Mahal of monotonous and remorselessly middle-brow bureaucratic architecture. Yet it housed intelligence arsenals on the cutting edge of American mid-century technology.  
 
    In the ground-floor lobby, Cooper presented himself to a long desk of “reception specialists.” He was assigned a “guide” to take him to his destination. The guide was a woman named Helen. She was attractive with very short brown hair. She wore a jacket and dark skirt. She was from Alaska, she said, and enjoyed living in Washington. She offered nothing more.  
 
    Cooper waited in a fourth-floor reception area, Helen remaining with him. Suddenly, the door to an adjoining office flew noisily open. When Brett Molloy appeared, Helen departed. “Hello, Cooper,” Molloy said. “Welcome to the belly of the beast. Come on in, would you?”  
 
    Molloy was affable this time. Cooper took the mood change to be proof that Molloy wanted something that only Cooper could provide.  
 
    Molloy seated himself behind a massive desk that bore not a single shred of paper. Through the venetian blinds behind Molloy, trees and sky. An American flag stood to Molloy's right. A portrait of President Lyndon Johnson dominated the wall to the left. On a side bookcase, Molloy had several framed photographs which chronicled his career. He was photographed at various ages with every American President, Cooper noticed, from Harry Truman to Lyndon Johnson, with one exception: Kennedy. 
 
    “You missed JFK?” Cooper asked, assessing the collection as he seated himself.  
 
    “Jack wasn't popular in this building,” Molloy said. He paused and spoke in a lowered voice. “Playa Giron. Bay of Pigs.”  
 
    “Got it,” said Cooper. Cooper noticed a picture of Molloy with the current head of the CIA, Richard Helms. “Okay,” Cooper finally said. “Why am I here?”  
 
    Molloy folded his arms, drew a deep breath, and began. “If you help us, we help you. First confirm something for me: You're still sniffing butts in this Stanley Rudawski affair?”  
 
    “So to speak, yes. I am,” Cooper said.  
 
    “Why you? It's not just an obituary anymore, is it?” 
 
    “Maybe not. But it’s my story.” 
 
    “Why not give it to a writer who's not emotionally as close to it?”  
 
    “Maybe the powers that be consider me the best writer on the paper,” said Cooper.  
 
    Molloy chortled. “Best writer on the New York Eagle.” He laughed. “That's a little like first-class passage on a Greyhound bus, isn't it? Best sailor on the Titanic.”  
 
    “Worse newspapers than mine,” answered Cooper, “have brought down governments.”  
 
    Molloy saw no humor in the remark. But he forged onward. 
 
    “Okay, here it is, Cooper,” Molloy said, grimacing. “You're on to something, sure. We, this agency, don't even know what it is. But we're going to help you find it, if you let us.” He paused. “If you're willing to sit quietly in a reading room for a few days and approach all this with an open mind you may come out with some answers. And we might, also.”  
 
    “And in return? What do you want?”  
 
    “For starters, get the chip off your shoulder,” Molloy said. “You and Central Intelligence would both like to clarify what happened in Paris four years ago. You know what we say about the Soviet Union. Even when you’re wrong about the Russians, you’re right. Look. If you’re agitated with this, go back to Tel Aviv-on-Hudson. No harm, no foul. Or stay here and be a team player. Who the hell knows? May you land a Pulitzer.”  
 
    Cooper hesitated. “Thanks,” he said. 
 
    “Look, you cannot print anything you see in our files,” Molloy said. “You'll have to sign an agreement in advance, and we'll sue if you break it. Anything you can find on your own, you can run with. We point you in the right direction, we give you background, and you do the digging. It's that easy.” Molloy looked at him expectantly. “Well? Do we have a deal?”  
 
    “Okay. I’m game,” Cooper finally said. “When do I start reading?” 
 
    “In an hour,” said Molloy. “Want to grab a coffee? I’m having one.” 
 
      
 
    Chapter 36 
 
    The Central Intelligence Agency's reading room for the Soviet Section was accessible through the third floor, south wing, at Langley. Cooper, bearing a pass bestowed upon him by Brett Molloy, made his way through a gloomy light-green corridor that led through several doors and then down a second corridor with a conspicuous closed-circuit camera.  
 
    He was met at the end of the last hallway by a U.S. Marine sergeant. The guard abruptly stashed his reading material. When he was close enough, Cooper read the young soldier's name: James W. Bernard.  
 
    Bernard was seated at a steel desk. Bernard took Cooper's pass. He made an internal phone call that took five minutes, including a ring back.  
 
    Then, “You're limited to Section D, Alcove Sixty-five through Sixty-seven,” Bernard said, returning the phone to its cradle. “You aware of that, sir?” His gaze rose to meet Cooper's.  
 
    “Is Section D part of ‘Soviet Registry'?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “I only check authorizations, sir,” Sergeant Bernard continued. “I'd be subject to court-martial for going back there unless directly ordered. How many reference requests do you need, sir?” He motioned to some yellow requisition slips. “There's a limit of four, thank you, sir.”  
 
    “Give me four.”  
 
    Onto the slips, the marine filled out Cooper's name, plus the date and time. He tore off stubs and fed them into a file. “See the archivist next, please, sir,” Sergeant Bernard said. 
 
    He indicated two swinging doors which were padded with brown leather and which stood motionless behind him. Sergeant Bernard indicated that Cooper could pass through them. When Cooper pushed through the doors into the windowless main reading room, the archivist therein, Morris Ludlow, raised his eyes. Cooper was not happy to see him. He remembered the archivist from his previous assignments here.  
 
    Ludlow peered critically above his glasses. He held Cooper in his glare. In the tight confining chamber, there were three dozen reading tables—no fronts, no drawers, just legs and tops—before him, four rows of nine flat open surfaces, about half a dozen of which were occupied by readers. All desks faced the front of the chamber, where the archivist sat at a larger desk on low platform, giving the room the tone and feel of a study hall at a boarding school.  
 
    Cooper’s memory raced back to the reports he'd written on this same agency in the early 1960s, and the names that had then passed through his typewriter. The same names had passed through Margot's father’s memory the night in Westchester in the last weeks of his life.  
 
    Popov and Goleniewski.  
 
    James Jesus Angleton.  
 
    Golitsyn. Nosenko.  
 
    “Yes?” Ludlow asked. He was either an old man with a young face or a middle-aged man with an old body. His white hair, craggy face and crooked head gave him the bearing of an old New England parson working on a Lenten sermon.  
 
    “I have authorization for a section of files,” Cooper said. He had memorized the numbers. He wrote them on the requisition slips.  
 
    Ludlow took the slips. He wrote their numbers, the time and date and Cooper's name into his log. Then Ludlow rose to his feet. “Follow me,” he said. Ludlow appeared arthritic. He led Cooper to Alcove 65 of Section D. There, on wide metal shelves, files stood row after row in sealed unmarked folders of various colors—pinks, greens, blues, yellows, beiges, occasionally separated by a wire panel. Ludlow found the four files Cooper had requisitioned. He replaced the files with Cooper's requisition slips.  
 
     “You know the rules?” Ludlow asked. “No cameras. No notes. No tape recorders. If I see behavior I don't like I revoke your reading privileges. Everything better be back in here in the same order when you return the file, or you sit and wait for the security officer. Had to call security twice last week for theft.”  
 
    “I know the rules,” Cooper said.  
 
    “I hope so,” Ludlow said. He shoved the file shut. “Take Reading Table Twelve,” he said. He pointed to a table beneath a surveillance where no one else was sitting. Table Twelve was beneath a surveillance camera.  
 
    Cooper seated himself and opened the material. Thereupon began the long task of reconciling his memory of Popov and Golitsyn from several years ago to the official version that was now before him.  
 
     
 
    Chapter 37  
 
    Facts, Frank Cooper now reminded himself as he began his reading. He did a quick search for the names of Rudawski, David Charles and Pavel Lukashenko. He came up empty on David Charles and Pavel Lukashenko. He found a thin file on Rudawski. He set it aside. Then he settled into a thick file on Popov and Goleniewski, the intrigue he had covered as a reporter several years earlier at the Daily News. The Portland Spy Ring, a stellar example of the use of Soviet agents operating in a foreign country but without the cover of their embassy.  
 
    The biggest secret of the 1960s. That's what Margot Bradford's father had promised.  
 
    Cooper spent the rest of the day plus the next morning on the first dossier he had requisitioned. Gradually, like a repressed memory, the old names came to life. Blake. Lonsdale. The Krogers. In short, defector Michal Goleniewski had blown several of the highest-level operations launched by the KGB against American and British interests.  
 
    Yet James Angleton, the Idaho-born Yale graduate who had by now become the CIA's chief of counterintelligence, had insisted that the Goleniewski defection was a put-up job. Goleniewski's defection was allowed by the Soviets so that a greater issue—or truth, or istina—would not be revealed: that a Soviet superspy had penetrated the CIA somewhere near its own top level or at the Presidential level. Or so went Angleton’s theory. 
 
    “If such a mole existed,” noted one of the deputy directors of the CIA reviewing the file in the summer of 1964, “he doesn't exist anymore. And if he did exist he had to have been as American as burger and fries, as wholesome as white bread.” Cooper mused upon the metaphor. The author was identified only as “GTH31761,” and signed off with “Cheers!” 
 
    The biggest secret of the 1960s. A Soviet mole in the CIA or in the top echelon of the United States government? The inside dope on the JFK assassination? Well, that would work, too. A combination of both? Honi soit qui mal y pense. Shame on he who thinks ill of it. 
 
    Cooper requisitioned four more related files. The first file began with a KGB major named Anatoly Golitsyn, who, in 1961, walked into the US Embassy in Helsinki and defected. Over the months that followed, Golitsyn appeared to confirm Angleton's darkest fears.  
 
    Golitsyn spoke of a Soviet agent with the code name of ‘Sasha’ who had been planted within the CIA. Golitsyn warned that subsequent Soviet defectors would arrive to discredit him soon after he began to talk. He also spoke of Soviet agents across the globe. Officers from friendly intelligence services beat a path to Langley, Virginia, to hear what Angleton's new songbird had was chirping. He was chirping plenty. Golitsyn warned of a “ring of five” at the highest levels of Britain's MI5. A note in the file dated July 12, 1967 suggested that Burgess, Philby, and Maclean were among the five Golitsyn had held in mind. 
 
    “Also included,” Golitsyn wrote, “is a leading British art historian who in 1964, after being offered immunity from prosecution, did confess to having been a Soviet spy. He had been a member of the Cambridge Five, a group of spies working for the Soviet Union from the 1930s to at least the early 1950s.” 
 
    A subsequent notation confirmed that the British historian had been named, but his identity had been redacted. The file continued with another dozen “probable” names and two dozen “suspects.” The latest entries were recent: August of 1968. Philby, now living in Moscow with a new Soviet wife, would have been pleased: seven years after his defection, the CIA was still trying to assess the ongoing damage he had caused. 
 
    Cooper read a summation memo written in December 1967, again by “GTH31761.”  
 
    Soon after Golitsyn defected, Golitsyn demanded thirty million dollars to organize counterintelligence networks in the West, plus a meeting with President Kennedy. He was turned down for the money. But James Angleton secured for Golitsyn a meeting with Robert Kennedy, then Attorney General of the United States. Cooper read the exchange of letters between Angleton and R.F.K. Golitsyn was short-tempered and arrogant. This led to friction. 
 
    "What good is knowing all the names in the KGB if you don't understand what they do?” Golitsyn barked at his interrogators.  
 
    And worse, “It is a fucking lousy A.G. who doesn't personally understand the full nature of the Russian threat,” Angleton had ranted in reference to the Attorney General. “Nothing is beneath these Russian barbarians: from murder to disinformation. Wake up! Our source should meet with Jack, your smarter, better-looking big brother.” 
 
    “I understand the threat perfectly well, Jim,” an acerbic Robert Kennedy had written back in his own hand. “You call me about it seven times a week. You send me obnoxious memos three times a day, despite my deep personal affection for you. So how could I not understand? Frankly, it’s a bore. I have suspicions about your defector. But I'll meet with your Russian love interest, anyway.” 
 
    “My love to Ethel,” Angleton replied in the end, the code words to the Attorney General to indicate that he agreed. The thread was complete for the time being. 
 
    “And Jack’s love to all the pretty women he can get his horny ultra-liberal Hibernian hands on!” was scribbled in the margin in smirking amusement, again from GTH31761. Cooper marveled at GTH31761’s temerity as well as the way he was able to helicopter over the document. “Cheers!” 
 
    With access to the President's brother, Golitsyn made a convincing case that a KGB penetration, code-named ‘Sapphire,’ was operating within the French cabinet. With Angleton standing as Golitsyn's character reference, President Kennedy sent a personally signed warning to President de Gaulle. It took years, but the warning got results. The biggest fish in the ‘Sapphire’ ring arrived safely back in the USSR. The agent received a promotion and a fistful of Commie medals. One double agent in Paris was thrown to his death out a top floor window in Paris to keep him quiet. But the operation was broken. Once again, the city of Paris came off as a nest of spies. And Golitsyn's information had been excellent.  
 
    Cooper again was struck by the thoroughness of a side entry in 1967: 
 
    {The unmasking of the network bore some delicious fruits. ‘Sapphire’ is now known in a spy film and spy fiction as TOPAZ by Leon Uris, a fine American and close friend of this agency. Here in Langley we all loved Paul Newman and EXODUS, also. Cheers! GTH31761.} 
 
    Golitsyn’s yield looked excellent again in 1962 when, almost like clockwork, two more Soviet agents defected. Two were from the Soviet United Nations delegation in New York. They were coded ‘Gin’ and ‘Vodka’ by the FBI and AE/SALT and AE/PEPPER by the CIA.  
 
    Both, as Golitsyn had predicted, sought to discredit Golitsyn. But on Cooper’s third day into the files, he came to the file’s main event: the defection in 1964 by KGB Lt. Col. Yuri Nosenko. Nosenko was known in the files as AE/’Foxtrot’.  
 
    Nosenko, who had been feeding information to the CIA since 1962, claimed to have firsthand knowledge that the KGB was not involved in the assassination of President Kennedy. He further insisted that the KGB had never successfully penetrated the CIA. But Golitsyn convinced Angleton that Nosenko was another false defector. Angleton sided with Golitsyn, despite the fact that virtually all other aspects of Nosenko's information turned out to be good.  
 
    “This is crap! Giveaways! Worthless pap!” screamed a strangely intemperate memo from Angleton to the director in 1965. Angleton claimed that Nosenko's fables led to “small fish” only. Not long afterward, dissenting opinions began to appear in the file.  
 
    “So this is a small-time fish?” angrily wrote analyst Viktor Chyshychi from Eastern Bloc Information Analysis in 1966. The message was to the Director in the unmistakably fractured English of a post-WWII recruit. “Then please, sir, where's the damned 'big time'? To give away all that ‘Foxtrot’ has, where is he then the king tuna that he's protecting? Tell us that!”  
 
    It was a noble sentiment, almost poetic in its sub-grammatical Born-in-the-USSR phraseology. But Angleton no longer cared to respond—perhaps because he couldn't produce the big-time mole, SASHA, that Golitsyn had “confirmed” for him. And Victor Chyshychi had his critics also, not the least of which being GTH31761, who wrote. “Victor should stick to running his delicatessen in (REDACTED). Someone should set him up with some Russian-studies co-eds from Georgetown University. That would keep him quiet. Cheers!” 
 
    Angleton, perhaps irrationally, never relented from his disbelief of Nosenko. Nor did he waver in his conviction that a Soviet mole had penetrated the CIA. And when he couldn't find sabotage from outside the CIA, he turned within it with a vengeance, particularly upon Nosenko. 
 
     Nosenko’s defection also seemed to have been motivated in part by his fondness for Western culture. He also said he needed money to repay some KGB money he had lost in Geneva after a night with a prostitute and a bottle of vodka in 1962, those two twin demons of undercover assignments. So he gave his American handlers vital information about Soviet agents who had penetrated American and European embassies. He dished tales about microphones that Russians had planted in the American Embassy in Moscow.  
 
    Cooper leaned forward as he read. The greatest secret of the 1960s.  
 
    At the time of Nosenko’s defection, the Warren Commission was trying to determine whether Lee Harvey Oswald, the assassin of President Kennedy in Dallas, November 22, 1963, had acted alone and on his. Nosenko assured his American questioners that Oswald had never been an agent of the KGB, which had considered him unstable and unfit for espionage work. Nor did he have any associates. Nosenko never was named in the commission report. But the theory that there had been a second gunman in Dallas was still given great credibility, both in the CIA and with the American public. Unanswered were questions of where Oswald had obtained his skills as a sniper. In this case, inquiring minds did not want to know. 
 
    Publicly, the American intelligence community bought Nosenko’s account.  
 
    Privately, things were different.  
 
    Instead of being relieved to hear that the Soviets had not been involved in the assassination, James Jesus Angleton, the CIA’s counterintelligence chief, and others in the spy trade thought Nosenko’s apparent defection was a sophisticated trick. After all, the agency had suffered a series of setbacks, including the unmasking and execution of two Russian intelligence officials who had been spying for the CIA inside the Soviet Union.  
 
    And then what about the ‘convenient’ timing with which Nosenko had come forward to disclaim any KGB links to Oswald? He defected right when the Warren Commission was investigating and trying to draw conclusions on exactly that. 
 
    So Angleton sought redemption. Angleton believed that if the CIA could break Nosenko, the master plot might be revealed — and the Kennedy assassination solved. As Cooper studied the file, he also learned that Angleton had had a timely and resolute ally:  
 
    “Nosenko is not credible!” wrote the diligent GTH31761. “He brings suspicion upon himself. Dismayed by the Russkie system, he says? But under the Bolshevik boot, our hero ‘Nosey’ fared rather well! His father, Ivan, was a naval engineer who became minister for shipbuilding under Khrushchev. And the young Yuri Ivanovich Nosenko, our beloved Commie snitch, had private tutors before graduating from select hammer and sickle schools. And how has he been so unfeeling as to be able to leave behind a wife and two young daughters, if we assume the family really existed? Let the best minds of our generation not be destroyed by beatnik madness! I smell a red-assed Menshevik rat with a hammer and on its ass and a pack of lies in his hoary lying mouth. Cheers! GTH31761.” 
 
    The CIA locked up Nosenko in solitary confinement in 1964. He received the treatment his fellow Russians received in the gulag: scanty meals of weak tea and gruel, a single bare light burning twenty-four hours a day, no human companionship, no fresh air, no books, no cigarettes. Over the next sixteen months, all defectors, agents, sources, and the CIA's own staff, were set up for intense scrutiny. Some four-dozen officers in the Soviet Division were labeled as “suspects.” A dozen and a half of them were “seriously investigated.” The only grounds were Angleton's hunches, their Russian surnames, or Golitsyn's vague allegations. Over the ensuing years, three senior CIA officers who learned that investigations into their backgrounds, while proving nothing, had greatly hindered their careers. They sued the agency and received six-figure settlements, the bill going to the usual sucker, the unwitting American taxpayer. No one was safe. CIA field agents found their best recruits discredited, thus making it more difficult to create new recruits. Cooper went through sixteen memos: the Soviet Division was doing absolutely nothing, tied up as it was for many years chasing its own tail.  
 
    “Jim Angleton fell in love with the defector who told him what he wanted to hear,” wrote GTH31761 in 1967. “Poor Jimbo. He couldn't see beyond that. He kept looking for Mr. Big.”  
 
    “Mr. Big.” “Sasha.” The mole. The penetration agent. Golitsyn and Angleton took a final lunge at him, if he existed at all, in a disaster whimsically named Project Brontosaurus.  
 
    “Brontosaurus was Jim Angleton's final undoing, both personally and professionally,” the anonymous GTH31761 testified to a closed U.S. Senate committee on Intelligence. “Like its namesake, it wouldn't fly, it didn't eat meat, it was big and dumb, and it couldn't survive.”  
 
    Brontosaurus: Golitsyn described a man from a wealthy family who had been recruited by the Soviet Union in the 1930s. The place of the recruitment was said to be England while the man was visiting on family business. The Soviet Union had supplied the man a Soviet “wife” by whom he was said to have an illegitimate son. Golitsyn claimed to know the boy personally but, as Cooper searched, the boy's name was not entered in the file.  
 
    Years passed: The agent worked for the Soviet Union while he held several important jobs, elected and appointed, in the United States. Then during the end of the Stalin Era, the man had a falling out with his Soviet controllers. But after Stalin's death in 1953, the man again felt the warmth of the shining light from Moscow. He became a United States ambassador and began supplying information again to the Soviet Union.  
 
    Angleton decided that the description fit only one man: Averell Harriman, an intimate of Roosevelt, Truman, Kennedy and Johnson. Harriman was then scion of an immensely wealthy family. He had been governor of New York, Secretary of Commerce and, conveniently, ambassador to both Great Britain and the Soviet Union.  
 
    Angleton launched an investigation that went nowhere. But that still didn't deter him. In February of 1968, in half-crazed words, Angleton pressed the new CIA director Richard Helms to “warn” President Johnson about Harriman.  
 
    Helms refused. And the memos were acquiring a nastier edge all the time.  
 
    “While we're investigating Harriman,” wrote GTH31761, “why not look into Thomas Jefferson as well? After all, he consorted with colored people and founded the seditious Democratic Party. More Cheers, idiots!” 
 
    “Brontosaurus is totally unfit for HumInt consumption,” grumbled DCI Richard Helms himself in 1965. And with those comments, the project was spiked into extinction. 
 
    Cooper looked at this one for several minutes, for it had earned an angry rejoinder from Angleton. But Golitsyn's fan club was diminishing. Golitsyn now maintained that the Sino/Soviet split was a ruse to trick the West into a false sense of security. And so was the unrest in Czechoslovakia in the Dubček spring. Then events undid both Golitsyn and his mentor. U-2 photographs of the Sino/Soviet border, showing weapons and troops on both sides, indicated that the rift was no fake. And the recent invasion of Prague by Soviet troops in August 1968 showed that the Czech uprising was far more than a staged event.  
 
    “The audience for this kook is growing smaller by the day,” wrote a Soviet specialist in the CIA in early 1967. Golitsyn's remaining adherents were dubbed the Flat Earth Society within the agency. Project Brontosaurus collapsed into an agency tar pit almost instantly. Much of Angleton's clout within the agency collapsed with it, with one final death spasm.  
 
    One theory arose that all that Golitsyn had accomplished with his cries of a mole was to throw the CIA into havoc for years. Yet Golitsyn couldn't have tied up the agency without help. Theorists looking for a culprit, wishing for a Soviet agent, felt their eyes slowly settle upon the one man who was able to guide Golitsyn's defection in that manner: James Jesus Angleton.  
 
    Cooper closed the file. Only in the CIA, only in the world of espionage, could an image turn on itself in such a manner: The finest spy-catcher in American history ended his career under suspicion as a Soviet agent.  
 
    Nosenko was released in 1967, given $80,000 and a new name and relocated to a distant address in the Old Confederacy. And the most basic story that Nosenko had come forward to spin—that the Soviet Union had had nothing to do with Lee Harvey Oswald or the Kennedy assassination—was bought as truth. Nosenko was in from the cold. The Sino/Soviet split was an accepted fact. The tombs of the Czech students and workers, who died in the summer of 1968, now gathered snow as a gray early winter gripped Soviet-occupied Prague.  
 
     “Poor old Jim Angleton,” snickered GTH31761 in early 1968. “This is exactly where he went soft in the head, with the Nosenko-Golitsyn affair. He’s a bloody fool! It’s just a matter of time before DCIA Richard Helms, that gentlemanly planner or assassinations, puts Brother Angleton out to pasture. I do not use the term ‘gentlemanly planner of assassinations’ casually. I am sure Richard Helms will cherish the accolade.” 
 
    There the file died. But the supervisory reader added a final little fillip in a tone of conclusion. “Cheers, ever after!” he wrote. “GTH31761.” 
 
    Cooper closed the folder and leaned back. His thoughts sailed forward and back. He had been reading for four working days and didn’t feel any closer to his target than when he started. 
 
    He looked at his watch. It was 3 p.m. He took a break and went for food and coffee in the guest cafeteria on the second floor. He was in the middle of a sandwich when Brett Molloy slid into a seat on the other side of the table. 
 
     “How’s it going?” Molloy asked. 
 
    Cooper leaned back, pushed the rest of his lunch aide and lit a cigarette. He offered Molloy a smoke also. Molloy declined with a polite wave of the hand. 
 
     “Who the hell is ‘GTH34761’?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “The most important file is pockmarked with jabs from a reader named GTH34761.”  
 
    “I have no idea,” Molloy said. 
 
    “Come on, Brett. Cut me a small break off the record.” 
 
    “Coded names are for the big shots. I can prowl for you if you want, but I doubt if it would do much good.” 
 
    “How long will it take?” 
 
    “Why? You parked in a meter?” 
 
    “I’m getting anxious to get back to New York.” 
 
    “If you can hang around until late tomorrow morning, I’ll see what I can find for you.” 
 
     Cooper thought for a moment. “Tell me flat out: am I here so we can actually help each other or am I here to be jerked around?” 
 
    “If the Agency wanted to jerk you around and send you in the wrong direction, we could have left you in New York and let you do it by yourself. We want some answers and so do you.” 
 
    “Okay,” Cooper said, speaking softly. “So let’s ratchet it up a notch. David Charles. That was the name a man used who came to visit the U.S. Embassy in Paris in February 1965. He interacted with a potential Soviet defector who disappeared soon after David Charles appeared. Conventional wisdom was that the defector was repatriated and shot. That’s how the Russians handled those things. Code name: Firebird. That mean anything?”  
 
    “Nothing offhand,” he said. 
 
    “The defector’s name may have been Lukashenko. And the full name that David Charles used was David R. Charles. ‘R’ may have stood for Robert. I don’t know. Three given Christian names shoved together to make it as memorable as vanilla ice cream. Engine, coal car and caboose. Seems a little fake, a name like that,” said Cooper. 
 
    “Like Chester Arthur? Or Ray Charles?” 
 
    “Is there a file on David Charles? Anything? If so, that’s what I want. Come on. Help me and we’ll print flattering fake news stories about the agency in that tabloid rag we publish in New York. Our publisher is a fan of Allen Dulles. Don’t stiff us, Brett.” 
 
    “Hang around into tomorrow afternoon,” Molloy said affably. “I’ll see if I can talk to a few people.”  
 
    Cooper returned to the reading room by 3:45 p.m. 
 
    Two hours passed. Cooper picked through some associated files and again found nothing on David Charles, Lyndon’s Man, the oilman and diplomat of two weeks. For all intents and purposes, Charles did not exist. At least, he did not exist in any file to which Cooper was privy in the Soviet Registry. That begged a larger question. Why did the official version of Rudawski's life merge perfectly with what Margot's father had said, except for the Paris incident of 1965? 
 
    Cooper then ran the word ‘Firebird’ through the files from different directions. He found nothing. He ended his day by reading one dreary file that some busybody in Switzerland had come across while casually going through the suitcase of a high ranking Polish trade delegate while the later was conducting some personal business at a Geneva brothel. 
 
    The busybody—a third-floor cleaning lady who picked up dollars on the sly by snooping in Eastern European luggage—had used a Minox spy camera to photograph the whole eighty-page document. The document was a Soviet Foreign Service exercise in weighing the advantages and disadvantages of negotiating with a besieged President, Johnson, who was weighed down by political considerations over the war in Southeast Asia. The conclusion: by putting some pressure on Ho Chi Mihn the Soviet Union might be able to win some concessions on the American naval presence in the Mediterranean as well as nuclear warheads in Turkey. 
 
    Cooper wondered why this had been included as “supporting” in the matters he was investigating. Then he found a note at the end. 
 
    “Most logical venue for any peace talks re Vietnam,” read the note. “Paris! US embassies should enhance staff just in case.”  
 
    “Enhance staff” meant increasing the CIA presence, Cooper knew. Then he looked at the signature. Once again, “GTH34761.” 
 
    Jesus, the man was everywhere! 
 
    Cooper logged out of the CIA. He had a quiet dinner, phoned Lauren to on the pretext of saying hello, but actually to confirm that she had gotten home safely to her charming roach motel. Then he collapsed into bed and slept. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 38  
 
    The October afternoon had been abnormally warm in Bushwick, Brooklyn. To cool off, the neighborhood kids sought out the nearest soda or ice cream vendor while their equally oppressed elders found refuge anywhere with air conditioning. The indoor newsstands were popular, for example, with their endless array of horse race handicapping publications and the friendly fat guy with combed-back hair behind the counter who was always on the phone. For others in the neighborhood, there were further options. 
 
    Two recent parolees from Attica Correctional Facility, Thomas Russo and James Lugio, were accustomed to hot days. Their prison cells hadn’t had air conditioning. This evening, they sought refuge from the heat by dining in a private shaded patio in the back of Frankie Cee’s Italian-American Restaurant on the 300 block of Knickerbocker Avenue. There was a breeze, there were fans, there was chilled chianti and there was usually a welcoming atmosphere. 
 
    Russo and Lugio were dining with Frankie Cesare, the snarly restaurant owner, and a Sicilian bodyguard named Mikey Delvecchio from Palermo. Delvecchio had been assigned to watch over Russo and Lugio. During the 1960s, the New York crime families had imported several dozen vicious young men from Sicily to work as drug traffickers and hired guns. Due to their rapid staccato speech, the Sicilians were called “Zips” by the Americans. For the past few days, the mob had slapped Mikey on Russo and Lugio as a bodyguard to make sure they didn’t get into any more post-prison trouble. Russo and Lugio were in enough trouble already. Frankie Cee was in some local trouble, too, since he was buying his supplies from a discount guy over in Fort Lee, rather than the shell company controlled by the Brooklyn bosses. 
 
    Born in New York City, Russo was a stocky man with broad shoulders, a sculpted torso and dark hair. On his left arm, he had a tattoo: two hearts and a dagger. Russo wore large tinted sunglasses. He preferred orange T-shirts, bright red shorts, baseball jackets, striped track suits, multicolored socks and blue jeans. Russo was known to be an opinionated violent man who was quick to fight and slow to give up a grudge. When he had been in prison, a former friend had cuckolded him by laying his wife. Russo found the man a week after he’d gotten out of prison, beaten him and then drove an industrial ice pick through the victim's chest into the hardwood floor below. The police required a tire iron to pry the body loose. 
 
    James Lugio the opposite. Since emerging from prison, Lugio had refashioned himself to make him stand out from the other ethnic Italians. He had once looked like any other street thug. Now he fancied stylish clothing, aviator sunglasses and European man purses, usually Gucci. A devout man, Lugio wore his shirt unbuttoned with a gold crucifix hanging from his neck: Jesus on the cross nestled onto his fine and luxuriant chest hair. Word on the street: Lugio had helped murder the man who had cuckolded his pal Russo. Then they had attended to one other grudge but had bungled that one. It remained a lavori in corso, a work in progress. 
 
    For a while, Lugio was a regular habituate of his cousin’s deli run by his family located at Second Avenue and 76th Street on Manhattan’s upper East Side, out of which he ran a numbers shop. The deli had burned down in January 1967 but in its place, Lugio had built an apartment building with a sleek Italian cafe and restaurant called Que Cosa. Lugio's moniker was "The Big Guy" because he stood close to six feet four. He wasn’t just a hood. He was a big hood. 
 
    At ten forty p.m., two out-of-town men in ski masks and wearing gloves entered Frankie Cee’s in Bushwick. Someone shouted, “Everybody down!” The two men rushed through several startled diners toward the outdoor patio. There, one masked man riddled Russo and Frankie Cesare with bullets from an automatic pistol. The other gunman blew The Big Guy’s head off with a shotgun blast, then blew a hole in his torso with a second slot. Mikey the bodyguard eased back from the table and was not hit by gunshots, only by blood and fragments of bone.  
 
    The executioners dropped their weapons and fled in a stolen black 1965 Corvair that was waiting out front, driven by an experienced wheelman. They dumped the car an hour later under the Williamsburg Bridge. So swift were the assassins that a half-smoked cigarette was still clenched between Russo’s fingers when police arrived. The headless Lugio still had his fork clenched in his hand.  
 
    Photographers and TV cameras captured the scene. They headlined it. As Russo, Lugio and Cesare were carried out in bags, they passed under the restaurant's sign, which Cesare had hand-lettered himself only a week earlier. It said, "Special Attention Always to Outgoing Orders!” It was on the front page of both the Eagle and the Daily News. 
 
    The police would later catch up to Mikey the Zip as he tried to get on a flight to Rome from JFK. His lawyer beat him to the police station. Questioned, Mr. Michael Delvecchio had nothing to offer in terms of information. He had been sitting at a table where three people were murdered, but he had been leaning down to pick up a napkin, he said, when the fireworks began. 
 
    He hadn’t seen anything. Nor could he offer a theory as to why he had been left unharmed. In the end, he had a vision. He suggested that Santa Rosalia, the lovely patron saint of his home island, may have interceded in his behalf. 
 
    FBI and New York City homicide detectives assigned to the case, however, had more secular theories, though they were equally unprovable.  
 
    For the time, they released the witness. Santa Rosalia could be quite a powerful lady. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 39 
 
     Cooper returned to the reading room at the CIA the following morning. As he re-read certain files, several strange notions took shape.  
 
    Fact: There was a strange interplay between the files he had seen and the events that Rudawski had recited. A defector named Lukashenko, according to Rudawski, casually known as Firebird, had come forward in Paris in February of 1965, offering to resolve the biggest intelligence secret of the time. This had happened as Nosenko fell into disfavor with Angleton.  
 
    First notion: Could the defector, Firebird, have known of Nosenko’s plight and have been sent to the West to tip the scales one way or another? But how could Firebird have known unless he was getting feedback through spy channels from Langley? Or in Moscow. And if so, wouldn’t that have proven Golitsyn’s premise that there was a mole deep in the CIA?  
 
    Second notion: There was a connection between Nosenko and Firebird. Similarly, there was something strange about the omnipresent nature of GTH31761’s pervasive smirking comments. The anonymous agent must have had some significant influence within the CIA. What would account for such an interest? Who could it have been? 
 
    Cooper flipped the file open again and looked at the dates of GTH31761’s entries. There were twenty-six. They began when Nosenko first appeared and they ended thirty-eight days before Cooper put his hands on the file. The fact that GTH31761 had had the temerity to criticize the bosses also suggested that he had influence within the agency. GTH31761 had even had the last word, the snide comment amount Helms, the “gentlemanly” murderer. 
 
    Third notion: Ominously, whoever this cipher was, he was still be on the case. Thirty-eight days previously. The timing was remarkable! Equally suspicious: GTH31761 had straddled the Nosenko-Golitsyn conundrum, discrediting Nosenko at first, then belittling Golitsyn, and taking simultaneous swipes at Angleton and the Kennedys at the same time. 
 
    Nervy. Ballsy. Scandalous. Borderline seditious. 
 
    So what if David Charles had turned up in Paris in February 1965 and intentionally compromised Firebird and Firebird was whisked back to Russia and executed? One had to then conclude that the self-described David Charles had been in on safeguarding some sort of secret. 
 
    A big secret? More than one? The biggest secret of the decade? 
 
    Reviewing the files and their multiple cross-references, Cooper looked again for Stanley Rudawski, former diplomat and career member of the Foreign Service. The file listed Rudawski’s embassy posts and assignments. That part made sense. There was no mention in the file, however, of the time that he and David Charles were new best friends. 
 
     In Margot's father's version the connection existed. In Langley, it didn't.  
 
    Cooper searched for David Charles. He couldn't find him. Nor, in the accounts of Ambassador Chip Bohlen’s tenure in Paris, was there any reference to a trip back to the United States in February 1965. No Lukashenko, either. Or were they there under other names?  
 
    There was a moment in the afternoon when he absently gazed upward from reading. Mr. Ludlow, arms folded, was staring right at him. A real Congregationalist hammer, this guy, thought Cooper, who immediately shifted his eyes back to his reading.  
 
    Half an hour later, Cooper went to a cafeteria for lunch. He returned at one thirty. Molloy was waiting for him in an empty reading room with a sealed file in his hand. The folder was orange: one level down from the top stuff and two levels up from what Cooper had been reading. 
 
    “Ah. Cooper!” Molloy said. “I pulled some strings,” he said in a softer voice. Mr. Ludlow was not present. “David Charles,” said Molloy, handing him the file. “I can give you this for today and tomorrow. But you never saw it, all right?” 
 
    “All right,” Cooper said. 
 
    “And I checked into your GTH person also,” Molloy said. “That form of identification is used by ‘special section’ people, specialists who’ve been consulting unofficially for years. They have high clearance and carry oversight.”  
 
    “So who is it?” 
 
    “Someone beyond my security level. Do yourself a favor. Don’t mess with it. You’ll only come out on the short end.” Molloy paused. “That’s the way this place has been structured since the days of Allen Dulles. Not much any of us mid-level folks can do about it.” 
 
    Cooper accepted the David Charles file and with it, the instructions and the situation. Molloy departed. Cooper sat down and opened the file. Within it, were several sub-files, all individually sealed in official CIA envelopes. 
 
    Cooper opened the first. For several heartbeats, he felt as if he had hit pay dirt. The file was only two pages. David Charles was identified as someone who worked occasional assignments for the CIA, often getting a clearance to just do one mission. The practice dated from the old OSS of James Donovan, where the smart young Ivy educated types would perform a service for their country. Always they were people who’d been vouched for by someone with unimpeachable credentials. They frequently screwed things up rather well, Cooper knew, but were saved by their contacts and social credentials and “retired” with prestige. 
 
    Lyndon’s Man. So Johnson had continued the use of these special agents. 
 
    David Charles. University of Texas. Magnum Oil. In this case, it was clear that the man had a soft spot for Soviet affairs. 
 
    In any case, David Charles wouldn’t be accepting any more assignments. He’d been on assignment one time, from February 4,1965 until March 7, 1965. Paris. He had retired to private life and business thereafter, but things had not gone smoothly. He was currently “engaged out of town,” in Agency parlance. David Charles had died of multiple fractures to the skull in a Baltimore motor vehicle accident on a snowy February morning in 1966. Cooper found the death certificate, signed by a Dr. Schmidt, the assistant medical examiner in Baltimore County.  
 
    Motor vehicle accident. Multiple skull fractures. Cooper focused on the two phrases.  
 
    “This man is dead, which means he is likely to remain so,” concluded Cooper’s new best friend, GTH. There the file abruptly ended. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 40 
 
    It was two fifteen in the afternoon when Peggy Hubbell locked the front door to her home in Fort Myers, Florida. She walked to the pale blue 1965 Chevrolet Chevelle in her driveway.  
 
    The Florida sun was relentless, but that was the trade-off in living in her newly adopted state. No snow in the winter, no icy sidewalks, and no astronomical oil bills. Just the occasional hurricanes in the autumn and a scorching summer with humidity that served as a mosquito propellant. These were the facts of her new life.  
 
    Her husband, Jim Hubbell, operated a profitable string of three hardware stores in Lee County—two in Fort Myers and one in Cape Coral. Jim had good managers in each store and could afford three weeks of vacation this year. Peggy had parents in Maryland, Jim in Ohio. Both sets of grandparents always welcomed visits.  
 
    Today there was shopping at the supermarket. Then she would need to pick up her step-daughter, Jenny, who was seven, after school.  
 
    The garage of her ranch-style house was still open. Peggy climbed into the driver's seat of her automobile and turned on the ignition. The car's air conditioning came to life. She backed her car out of her driveway, pulled onto the street and stopped at her mailbox. She was about to put the mail on the seat next to her when noticed a postmark: New Castle, Delaware.  
 
    Peggy Hubbell looked at the envelope for a second time. It was plain white, business size, and Peggy's name and address were typed. But she knew who it was from.  
 
    Why couldn't Allan stay out of her life? Couldn't he leave her alone? That part of her life was finished. She entertained the impulse to tear up the letter unread. But she didn't. She might be better off, she reasoned, at least knowing what he wanted this time.  
 
    She looked in the rearview mirror. There was no traffic. She switched on her four-way flashers, opened the letter. She grew angry. Allan wanted to see her again. He assumed she was happily married, he wrote, and of this he maintained that he was glad. “Yet there is something important we need to talk about,” he had typed. “I cannot put it in a letter. You used to be a professional person, same as me. Surely you understand.”  
 
    No, she didn't. But it was signed in his handwriting.  
 
    She folded the letter back into its envelope. Peggy wanted no part of this man. And she wanted no part of having to explain the past to her new husband. Her anger fused into resentment. This letter didn't merit a response. She crumpled it.  
 
    She switched off her flashers and pulled onto the road without looking. For a moment there was a screeching noise and then a loud horn. A passing car skidded to a complete stop. The other driver rolled down his window and unleashed a torrent of obscenities. She stared at him, first coldly, then flustered. Her heart pounded at the near miss. All she could do was meekly wave back in apology. Had they collided, it would have been her fault. The other driver held her in a withering stare for several seconds. Then he cooled down and slowly went on his way.  
 
    “Bastard!” she muttered. “Driving too fast! Nearly killed us!”   
 
    Why, oh why, she asked herself, couldn't the past remain dead? What was done was done! And as far as what governments did, she wished to not be included. But there seemed no way of letting go of the events of the past, just as the events had no way of letting go of her. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 41 
 
      
 
      
 
    While Frank Cooper snooped through files in Langley, Lauren was in Cooper’s office at the Eagle, working at his desk. Abruptly, she had the sense that she was being watched. She looked up. She was startled to see a man in a trench coat. He was standing at the office door. The man was unannounced, having glided past security, and he looked rough. Then she saw there was a second man behind him. Between them, they spelled trouble. 
 
    “Hey. How’s tricks?” the man said. 
 
    Recovering quickly, she asked, “May I help you?” 
 
    “I’m looking for Frank Cooper,” the first man said. “This is his office, isn’t it?” 
 
    They wandered into the office. 
 
    The first man was tall, clean-cut, square-shouldered, and in his forties. Lauren didn't like the look of him. There was an obvious air of menace. The second looked even more thuggish, like a bouncer in a Queens night club. The second man stood with arms akimbo. He was looking through the unruly maze of unrelated photographs and clippings that adorned Cooper's wall. He was unable to wrest his eyes away from a clipping about a beach volleyball tournament in California showing a tall blond woman in a one-piece bathing suit leaping high to block a shot.  
 
    “What can I do for you gentlemen?” Lauren asked. “Mr. Cooper is out of town on an assignment.” 
 
    “For how long?” 
 
    “That remains to be seen.” She eyed them back and forth. The more she saw of them, less she liked them. “Is there something I can help you with?” 
 
    “No,” the man said flatly. “Just dropped by to say hello. Visiting from out of town.” The man smiled. “You know Frank?” he asked. 
 
    Lauren leaned back. “We work together.” 
 
    The visitor stepped forward. “Frankie and I go way back,” he said. “I’m his cousin Kevin. From Chicago.” 
 
    Kevin stepped forward and offered his hand. 
 
    Lauren searched her memory of Cooper’s family talk. She hit the reference fast. 
 
    “Uncle Eddie’s son?” she said. 
 
    The man smiled. “That’s me.”  
 
    He offered a handshake. Lauren eased and accepted it. He turned to the goon with him. 
 
    “Smart lady, huh, Matty?” 
 
    Matty smiled. “Yeah.” 
 
    “I’m Lauren.  I work with Frank. Will you be in the city for long?” 
 
    “No, no. Just here taking care of some old business. Do me a favor. Just tell ‘Frankie Fists’ that I stopped by.” 
 
    “’Frankie Fists’?” 
 
    “Ask Frankie about that one. He’ll tell you a good story. Wanted to say a fast hello if I could. Touch base, you know.”  
 
    “I know,” Lauren said. 
 
    “You Frankie’s secretary?” 
 
    “I’m a reporter.” 
 
    “You’re a nice-looking doll. I wouldn’t be surprised if Frankie was romancing you some.” 
 
    “No comment,” Lauren answered. 
 
    “Got to blow town now, okay?” Kevin said. “We’re driving back to Chi-town. You won’t forget to tell Frankie we were asking, right?” 
 
    “I won’t forget.” 
 
    “And don’t mention that you saw me to no one else, okay?” 
 
    “Got it,” she said. 
 
    The visitors turned. They were gone as quickly as they had appeared. Lauren heaved a huge sigh of relief. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 42 
 
      
 
    At four in the afternoon, Cooper opened the final file of the day. Like one earlier, it centered on Stanley Rudawski and any work he did during his tenure with the Department of State. Fifteen minutes into the file, however, Cooper stopped short.  
 
    There before him was a three-by-five-inch photograph of labeled “David Charles.” Cooper stared at it for a moment. Then he turned the photograph over. It was inventoried in dark blue ink with the item number and file code. He wondered if it was a plant. But it looked as if it had been misfiled. 
 
    “Damn,” Cooper said softly to himself. Mr. Ludlow glanced up. Cooper put the picture back in the file. But a bad idea was now upon him.  
 
    He raised his eyes and stared at Ludlow. It took Ludlow less than five seconds to sense the presence of treasonous thoughts somewhere in the room. The archivist raised his eyes and was glaring back.  
 
    Cooper looked again at the backside of the photograph. He memorized the index numbers as well as the way they were written. He closed the file and returned it to Mr. Ludlow with another set of files that he wanted to recall the next day. The next day was a Saturday. Ludlow confirmed that the reading room would be open, and the file would be available. Molloy also confirmed that he would be there till one p.m. the next day. 
 
    He left Langley in late afternoon and drove to a telephone booth. He telephoned Lauren in New York. Four rings. Nothing. Then, midway into the fifth ring, a click and a pick-up. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    Images rose up in the forefront of his tired mind. He pictured her. Pretty. Short dark hair. Long legs. A way of carrying herself that could catch a man's eye. Much too young for him. All of this he knew, but now it was too late. Who cared? What did anything traditional matter anymore? 
 
    “You alone?” he asked.  
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “How’s Sam doing?” 
 
    “Still stable. The police have visited him. They’ve left a guard at the hospital.” 
 
    “That’s good. Is he taking other visitors yet?” 
 
    “No,” she said. “We sent over flowers and balloons from the newsroom. In another day or so, we’ll send some bagels from that place he likes in Park Slope.”  
 
    “Is your phone secure?” he asked.  
 
    “Why wouldn't it be?”  
 
    “Who knows?” he said. “Listen. I need you to do some things,” he said. 
 
    “Go ahead,” she said. In her office at the Eagle, Lauren picked up a pen and a note pad. 
 
    “Go over to the computer room. See if you can access anything in there on David Charles. My source here says that the man is dead. Also, call the State Department again in Washington. See if we can get some sort of contact with Charles ‘Chip’ Bohlen. He was the ambassador in Paris when Firebird was trying to defect. Ask the smart questions, see what you can find. Run up Ken Siegelman’s phone bill as much as you want.” 
 
    On her end of the line, Lauren laughed. Cooper liked the sound of it.  
 
    “Okay,” she said after writing down everything. “Anything else?” 
 
    “Yes. The last is most important,” he said. 
 
    He told her of the files he'd read. He told her of the scarcity of Lukashenko's name as well as that of David Charles. Then he moved to the point of the call.  
 
     “Right now, go to the photo department of the Eagle right now. Get a head shot of a man. He should be dark haired, no glasses, no facial hair. He should look straight in a 1965 way. Have the photo lab run up a three-by-five print if you can’t find a three by five to steal. Tell them to put it on the oldest paper they have. You still writing this down?”  
 
    She repeated it to him, word for word.  
 
    “All right,” he said. Then he gave her the name of his hotel and the name under which he was registered. “Somewhere down in that lovely neighborhood where you live, you must know someone with a car who’d like to make a hundred dollars overnight. Have him or her drive down. Get the photo to me by nine a.m. and I’ll hand over a hundred dollars. If you need a car, I have an extra key to mine in the rear of the second drawer on my desk.” 
 
    “I’ll bring it myself. It’s Friday after all.” 
 
    “Jesus,” he laughed. “I forgot.” 
 
    “Okay. Anything else?” she asked.  
 
    He thought about it for a moment. “How are you at locating people?” he asked.  
 
    “Are you kidding?” Lauren Richie laughed. “One summer I worked for a collection agency in Hartford, Connecticut,” she said. “I did ‘skip traces' on deadbeats.”  
 
    “Beautiful,” he said.  
 
    He gave her an assignment. He asked her to find Lt. Diego Ramirez, last heard of at the United States Embassy in Paris in 1965. He was the one who may have had the last best look at David Charles. Margot's father had claimed the young soldier had taken the acting ambassador to the airport. After that, Charles seemed to have disappeared, at least in that incarnation. 
 
    “Anything on your end?” Cooper asked. 
 
    It was at that time that Lauren brought Cooper up to date on the visit from a relative from Chicago. From what Cooper could hear, it sounded legit. “Frankie Fists,” was an accepted codename, stemming from the brawl that Cooper had participated in outside Toots Shor’s more than a decade earlier. 
 
    Cooper laughed. He was sorry he’d missed Kevin’s visit. His cousin usually got into some sort of hell or mischief when he was in New York. Cooper wondered what it was this time.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 43 
 
    Cooper returned to the Soviet Reading Room, prowled through a few remaining documents and followed them on a whim. He found a file titled Suspicious Premature Deaths Connected To The Murder of President John F. Kennedy. It was a rat bastard of a file. It ran from1963 to the present day. It examined the earthly deaths of several people connected to the assassination, and of the forty-nine deaths listed, some stood out.  
 
    On November 20, 1963, a woman named Rose Cherami Marcades was struck by a car outside Eunice, Louisiana. She was taken to a small local hospital. Cherami appeared to be in a drug-induced stupor. About an hour later she began experiencing withdrawal. She then told police that she had been riding with two drug dealers who said they were on their way to Dallas to assassinate the President. Things went off the rails when the two men accompanying her got into an argument with another man at a bar called the Silver Slipper. Cherami later claimed she was thrown out of the bar and had to hitchhike, eventually being struck by motorist Frank Odom. Two days later, the attending nurses were watching TV in her hospital room. As JFK’s motorcade approached Dealey Plaza, Cherami announced, “This is when it’s going to happen.” 
 
    Then the shots were fired.  
 
    On September 4, 1965, Cherami was yet again struck by a car, this time just east of Big Sandy, Texas. The driver was identified but no name was recorded. Police ruled out foul play when no relation could be established between driver and victim. By the oddest coincidence, Rose had been scheduled to testify in a new inquiry into JFK’s death two days after she died. 
 
    A Dallas resident named James Richard Worrell was a close-up-and-personal eyewitness to Kennedy’s assassination. In November of 1963, Worrell, a high school student, had skipped classes to see the President. He watched as the motorcade passed him. Worrell heard something. He looked up and saw a rifle barrel protruding from a sixth-floor corner window of the Texas Book Depository. He looked back to Kennedy’s vehicle. He heard the second shot and saw the President slump over. He looked back up and saw the third shot’s muzzle flash, then began running in a panic around the Depository and onto Houston Street, where he heard a fourth shot. He later said he saw a man run from the rear exit of the Depository and gave a description that fit Lee Harvey Oswald. Almost three years later, November 6, 1966, Worrell was riding a motorcycle in Dallas, along with a passenger named Lee Hudgins, when the vehicle went out of control at a high speed, jumped a curb and crashed. Both Worrell and Hudgins died. 
 
    Dorothy Kilgallen was a journalist for various mainstream American publications. She was a Broadway columnist, but best known as a panelist on the tv game show, What’s My Line?  
 
    In 1962, Kilgallen published an article alleging a sexual relationship between Kennedy and Marilyn Monroe. Two days later, Monroe died of an apparent drug overdose. Bad luck. In 1964, Kilgallen claimed to have interviewed Jack Ruby in the courthouse during his trial for Oswald’s murder. She had also acquired a copy of Ruby’s testimony to the Warren Commission and published it two months before the Commission published its own report.  
 
    In reaction, John Edgar Hoover had one of the great hissy fits of his professional life. The FBI was supposed to be securely holding such documents. Now they were all over the tabloids. He sent FBI sent agents to Kilgallen’s home to inquire who her contacts were. She refused to say. Then in 1965, she published an article about the similarities between the 1962 film The Manchurian Candidate and the assassination the following year. By that point, Kilgallen was a pesky critic of J. Edgar Hoover and the Warren Commission. On November 8, 1965, a day after her last appearance on What’s My Line? Kilgallen was found dead in her home in New York City. More bad luck. The cause was an overdose of barbiturates with alcohol. 
 
    Lieutenant William Pitzer was a United States Navy officer who worked in the National Naval Medical Center in Bethesda, Maryland. Pitzer controlled the hospital’s closed-circuit television cameras. It was widely rumored that Pitzer secretly filmed the Kennedy autopsy and then hid a copy of the recording at home., Allegedly, he showed it to friends. Pitzer claimed that it did not support the report’s official conclusions.  
 
    On October 29, 1966, Pitzer died of “an apparently self-inflicted gunshot wound,” according to Bethesda police. According to police, the wound was to the right temple. Pitzer was left-handed. Others who saw the death scene, however, insisted that the “suicide shot” was to the back of the neck, a physical impossibility. 
 
    On the day of the assassination, Lee Edward Bowers, Jr. was working in a railyard control tower overlooking Dealey Plaza. From there, he had a view of the entire grassy knoll. At 12:30, he claimed to have heard three shots coming from either the Depository on his left, or from the area around an underpass to his right. He later stated that no one was standing immediately behind the fence at the front of the knoll when the shots were fired, but that four men were in the general area of the knoll.  
 
    Bowers knew one man to be a parking lot attendant. He believed another man was also an attendant. The other two were a heavyset, middle-aged man and a youth in his twenties, wearing a plaid shirt or plaid suit jacket. When the shots were fired, Bowers claimed to catch sight of a flash of light or puff of smoke coming from the area of the two men. On August 9, 1966, Bowers was driving at in rural Midlothian, Texas. His car struck a bridge abutment. Bowers died four hours later, claiming that someone had drugged his coffee in a diner just before the accident. 
 
    Gary Underhill worked for the CIA through the ’40s and ’50s in a freelance capacity, advising primarily on the subject of Soviet armaments. A Harvard graduate and photographer, he wrote professionally for military publications. He served as military affairs editor for Life Magazine. In the aftermath of the assassination, Underhill confided to friends that a small group of people in the CIA were responsible, and that Oswald was a patsy. 
 
    “They set him up,” he said. “The bastards killed the President! I’ve heard things. I couldn’t believe they’d get away with it, but they did! But I know who they are. That’s the problem. They know I know.”  
 
    On May 8, 1964, Underhill was found dead in his home. The death was ruled a suicide. The bullet wound was behind his left ear, practically in the back of the neck. 
 
    Late in the afternoon, Cooper found Molloy and questioned him about the file. Molloy hunched his shoulders. “All very vague and theoretical,” he said.               
 
    “Brett,” Cooper replied, “I’ve been around obituaries and deaths for a while. When a strange pattern emerges, it has a stench. That’s what I’m sniffing here. A suspicious stench.” 
 
    Molloy was already shaking his head. “I don’t care if you’re sniffing and savoring Evening in Paris on a cheap hooker’s mons pubis, Cooper. This file is mostly bullshit,” he said. “Crackpot stuff. Write a big best-selling book about it if you want. We don’t care. Nobody with a brain pays any attention to this stuff. It’s National Enquirer territory.” 
 
     Cooper persisted. “Then why is this attached to the Soviet stuff? These files are Warren witnesses who die prematurely. How does that link to the Russians?” 
 
    “I don’t arrange the files,” Molloy said. “you’d have to direct that question higher up.” 
 
    “Can you do that for me?” said Cooper. 
 
    “Nope. Not a good idea.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “The first reason is that if I ask, they’ll throw you out.” 
 
    “Who’s ‘they’?” 
 
    “Some other well-educated well-positioned people who work here.” 
 
    “Screw you, Molloy.” 
 
    “I’m glad you understand.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 44 
 
      
 
    That evening, Molloy returned to the same file. He re-read the entry of Jack Ruby, who had died less than a year earlier. Ruby was the final entry. 
 
    Ruby was the local strip club manager who murdered Lee Harvey Oswald on live television two days after Oswald had been arrested for killing Kennedy. Ruby claimed to have shot Oswald in order to “redeem” Dallas and spare Jackie Kennedy the agony of a trial. But these motives remain shrouded in contradictions. Las Vegas mobster Johnny Roselli claimed Ruby, an occasional organized crime associate, had been assigned to silence Oswald.  
 
    In prison in 1965, Ruby spoke about the murder: “The world will never know the true facts of what occurred, my motives. The people who had so much to gain and had such an ulterior motive for putting me in the position I’m in, will never let the facts come out.” 
 
    In 1966, Ruby claimed that he had been visited by a man who injected him with what he was told were antibiotics for a chronic cold, but which he believed were really cancer cells. He had just been granted a new trial on the grounds that his first trial in Dallas could not have been fairly heard. In late 1966, Ruby told a prison psychiatrist that the assassination was a coup d’etat and that he knew who was responsible for Kennedy’s murder. On January 3, 1967, Ruby died of a pulmonary embolism, a complication of lung cancer. 
 
    Cooper finished the file of premature deaths. The House Select Committee on Assassinations had looked for possible foul play in all forty-nine cases. It found none. Cooper was closing the file when at the end, he noted a curious signoff as an examiner’s note.  
 
     “What did any of these people expect?” the examiner wrote. “Darwinism in action, and in the case of that bitch-snitch Dorothy Kilgallen, a civic improvement. A great way to improve the fabric of American society is to snuff a few nosy reporters. It keeps the rest of them honest and obedient. There’s too much press freedom out there. Cheers ever after! GTH34761” 
 
    Toward eight p.m., Cooper returned to his hotel, had dinner, and fell asleep on the sofa in his room. Several hours later, the tapping at Cooper’s door came softly at first, then was louder. 
 
    It roused him out of a sleep in his dark room. Then there was a voice, gentle and soft. Female. 
 
    He was on his feet the second he recognized it. He went to the door and threw it open. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. 
 
    “Hey, yourself,” Lauren said, bleary-eyed. “You owe me a hundred bucks. Here’s what you wanted,” she said. They kissed and embraced. She handed him an envelope from an overnight bag and stood by the door.  
 
    She traipsed into the room. She tossed the overnight bag onto a chair. He closed the door. She slid her shoes off. She sat on the edge of the bed and lay back. “Damn!” she said. “What a drive. I used your car, by the way.” 
 
    She fished in the pocket of her skirt and found his keys. She flipped them back to him. He caught them on the fly. She lay back on the bed. “Sorry to wake you up,” she said. 
 
    “Not a problem. Great to see you. Thanks.” 
 
    As Lauren relaxed and closed her eyes, Cooper tore open the envelope. Within it, he found a three-by-five photograph—a head shot of a man, just as he had requested.  
 
    Cooper stared at it for a moment, then laughed. Where she had found an old picture of S. W. Murphy, he had no idea. But what she had was perfect. He reached for a ballpoint pen, turned over the photograph and wrote the file and index number of David Charles's photograph within his CIA file. He stared at what he had done.  
 
    No good, he thought. The picture looks too new. That was the one thing wrong with it.  
 
    He considered it for a moment, then borrowed a trick from a counterfeiter he had once met, a man who needed his freshly printed money to look “old” very quickly.  
 
    Cooper opened a can of cola and poured some in a glass. He diluted it with tap water. He immersed the picture for sixty seconds, dried it, then repeated the procedure, three times, handling the photograph roughly so that it would show wear as well as discoloration. He dried it carefully and put it in his jacket pocket. Finally, he had it the way he wanted.  
 
    He turned back to Lauren. She was sleeping soundly. He adjusted the bed covers on her to make sure she was comfortable. Then he slid in next to her and slept.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 45 
 
    Peggy Hubbell walked by herself along a wide stretch of sand on Fort Myers Beach. She wore a T-shirt and a pair of yellow shorts, a towel draped across her shoulders. Blue skies. Clear water. The heat had relented along the coast of Florida.  
 
    This hour, just after nine a.m., was the time of day that she had come to appreciate most, the daily window that she had to herself. Her step-daughter was at school. Her husband was at work. She had learned to use these hours to get some fresh air and exercise.  
 
    Like other mornings, she had parked her car near the beach pavilion that sold sandwiches, hot dogs and soda. She had run two miles and walked a third. She was feeling good. Returning toward her car, having completed a good workout, she saw Allan.  
 
    At first, he was no more than the figure of a stranger who had pulled a car into a parking spot near hers. Then as she approached, she realized that there was a familiar stance to the man. He wore a beige summer suit, but the jacket was off, folded over his thick forearms. He was leaning against the hood of his car, watching her.  
 
    Who the hell did he think he was dropping back into her life like this! There had been a final chapter to their relationship! Couldn't he understand that?  
 
    She felt her resentment building as she walked toward him. Her car key was in her hand. This was no chance meeting. She wanted to conclude it quickly.  
 
    He smiled at her when she was within twenty feet. “Hello,” he said amiably.  
 
    “Don't you take a hint?” she demanded. “I want nothing to do with you!”  
 
    “You've made that all very clear,” he answered.  
 
    She stared at him angrily. She bolted toward her car. He grabbed her by the arm.  
 
    “Allan,” she said furiously, barely containing her temper. “I can break that grip of yours. I've had the same training as you. Want me to put you through your car windshield?”  
 
    He relaxed his grip on her arm. She pulled her arm away. “I've come hundreds of miles. Please hear me out,” he said. 
 
    She drew a breath and looked toward her former lover. Her nerves settled slightly.  
 
    “You have one minute,” she told him.  
 
    “‘Mr. Carman,’” he said. “That's what you and I called the deceased. Remember? The mystery man? The gent who was dead in the car?”  
 
    She felt as if her worst nightmare had suddenly leaped out into the daylight. The terror crept slowly around her like a snake. Mr. Carman. She exhaled in deep disgust.  
 
    “People are starting to ask questions,” Allan said. 
 
    “Americans? Russians?” she asked. 
 
    “I can only guess. They've come around. They don't identify themselves. You know how they work.” He paused. “Have you ever talked to anyone about the case?” Allan asked her.  
 
    She shook her head. “Not since I started a new life.”  
 
    “Not with your husband? Any friends?”  
 
    “No one!”  
 
    “That's good,” he said. “You shouldn't talk to anyone. Especially now. It won't help you, the man who died or anyone else. And you'd endanger yourself and your family.”  
 
    She looked him squarely in the eye. “Are you here to threaten me?” she asked.  
 
    “I know I hurt you. I know you hate me. But I never did it intentionally. You have to understand,” he said. “It was never me that made any waves about ‘Mr. Carman.’ It was you. That's why they'll leave me alone. And that's why you have to be careful.” He paused. “You're the one who was threatening to talk to newspapers.”  
 
     “So that's why you're here?”  
 
    “I came here to warn you,” he said evenly. “You wouldn't answer my letters. I'm concerned about your safety.”  
 
    “I never wanted any part of this,” she said.  
 
    “None of us did.”  
 
    For a moment, her eyes settled on something more pleasant: a sailboat on the horizon. When he spoke again, her gaze shifted back to him.  
 
    “Do you still have a gun?” he asked.  
 
    “What are you suggesting?”  
 
    “You were a nuisance back when ‘Mr. Carman’ died. We're dealing with people who never play by anyone's rules. So why should they play by any rules now?”  
 
    The expression on her face was collapsing in fear. He could see it.  
 
    “No,” she answered. “I don't keep an arsenal in the house. I have a step-daughter.”  
 
    “You might make a change in that situation. You might find yourself something. Please. Take some precautions.” He paused awkwardly. “If I can help you…”  
 
    She shook her head. “Just go away,” she said.  
 
    Allan nodded. He leaned to her and kissed her on the forehead. She remained too stunned to even resist him.  
 
    “Goodbye, Peggy,” he said. “I won't see you again. Please protect yourself.”  
 
      
 
    Chapter 46 
 
      
 
    George C. Wallace was home in Alabama, gleefully anticipating the final stretch of the Presidential campaign. Wallace continued to run well in the national polls. In a three-way contest, Wallace polled more than forty percent across the south from Texas to North Carolina.  
 
    The Republicans were hysterical. They badly needed the South plus the West to win the White House. With Wallace in the picture, they weren't going to win either. But the Democrats weren't in any better shape. They bravely made noises about Wallace's three-way strategy backfiring on him. With two conservatives in the race, they argued, Hubert Humphrey would inherit the liberal vote, which, petrified of Wallace, would turn out in numbers. Thus they would have a shot at getting the middle ground of the electorate as well.  
 
    But Wallace was encroaching on this middle ground. Ohio and Pennsylvania, for example, were hardly centers of extremism. Yet Wallace was flirting with 36 percent solid in those states, too. That was enough to win in November with the other candidates in the high twenties. The remainder was undecided.  
 
    “All of this underscores the obvious,” wrote Martin Friedkin in that day’s New York Eagle. “The American political system no longer produced Roosevelts, Wilsons, or Lincolns, much less Washingtons or Jeffersons. It produces petty little men like Warren Harding, Spiro Agnew, Huey Long, Richard Nixon and George Wallace. This could be the year for a latter-day Manchurian Candidate to game the Electoral College with an election day inside straight of dumb rural states. Let us all hope to hell that we don't all go goose-stepping into the year 1969.”  
 
    Some other commentators also pronounced the year 1968 as the official end of the American empire, the watershed date when the nation finally took too literally the old belief that “anyone can be elected President.”  
 
    It was a fine time for George Wallace. The river was rising for his enemies and they were desperately looking for sandbags. It was also a time when he could preside over a Methodist barbecue in Texas and cherish his rise in the national opinion polls.  
 
    The commentators in the press who wrote adverse things about him would have been horrified to know what happened at the barbecue. Deke Moreland, one of Wallace’s money guys whom Wallace didn’t know personally, arrived with two attaché cases stuffed with hundred-dollar bills. Moreland had been raising money in the American intelligence and petroleum communities, both of whom were pleased with the flow of events. They’d been on a happy roll since the JFK assassination and their bankrolls were as loose as their libidos and their thirst.  
 
    The attaché cases contained six hundred and fifty-five thousand dollars. The money was given to Jerry Huddleston, now known as “the banker for the bundlers.” 
 
    The candidate himself never knew of the money or its province. But it went into the Dallas Bank of Commerce into an unmarked, unchecked campaign account. It would continue some of those tv buys and big rallies, like a newly booked one in New York at Madison Square Garden, which was now confirmed with that delivery of cash.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 47 
 
    Later that morning, Cooper drove back to the CIA. At the reading room for the Soviet Registry, Mr. Ludlow's head rose in the usual manner: one long, slow inquiring motion, narrowed eyes peering above the glasses. Mr. Ludlow’s line repeated on him like the previous evening's bowl of Texas chili: If anything's missing, we don't hesitate to arrest and prosecute, mister.  
 
    Cooper spent the morning and early afternoon reviewing the files on Angleton, Nosenko, and Golitsyn. In the early afternoon, he went to the cafeteria, braced himself with some coffee and returned. His business was finished. What he had on his mind now was larceny.  
 
    Butterflies? Instead of Monarchs fluttering in his stomach, he felt like he had a couple of crows circling a roost. He filed a new requisition slip for the Rudawski file and returned with it to Reading Table 12. He hung his jacket over the rear of his chair.  
 
    Each time Ludlow looked up, Cooper appeared studiously at work. Eventually, Cooper reached to the right-side pocket of his jacket. He found the photo of S.W. Murphy. Keeping his hand in his pocket, Cooper worked the photo up the cuff of his shirt. He lifted his gaze. No one had noticed. Only the surveillance camera bothered him now.  
 
    He reached into the file material for the photograph of David Charles. He took it in his right hand. He slid his arm in across the file, and the Murphy picture came free of his cuff. He returned his hand to his right pocket and dropped the David Charles picture inside. He brought his hand out again and tidied the file before him as if nothing had happened. He could hear his heartbeat. He looked around. He wondered what was on the other side of the closed-circuit camera. A tape storage unit or several live watchers?  
 
    He killed another twenty minutes on the file. His anxiety level rose. He wondered how many years in a federal prison theft of a CIA document would land a newsman. He reassembled the file, set it in chronological order to give Mr. Ludlow less to think about, rose and approached the front desk. He stood before Ludlow and handed back the file.  
 
    “I'm finished,” Cooper said.  
 
    “Everything back within? Perfect order?”  
 
    “Yes.” Cooper felt a bead of sweat roll down from his left armpit. 
 
    “Well, let's have us a look then,” Ludlow said.  
 
    Ludlow opened the to its inventory sheet. He cruised through the file's contents. He went through three reports in a matter of seconds. His eye was keen for this sort of thing, Cooper realized, keener than Cooper had imagined. Ludlow found a pair of pages out of order, an unintentional error by Cooper. There was no fooling this man, Cooper now told himself. Sneaking this dummy photo past him will be like trying to sneak a pork chop past a wolf. Cooper wondered which prison he would land in. Keep him talking, Cooper said to himself. Any distraction will help, you have to keep him talking. “Damned hot outside, isn't it?” Cooper said.  
 
    “Haven't been out. Don't go out,” Ludlow said.  
 
    Ludlow's hand came to the photograph. He held it between his thumb and forefinger for several seconds, stared into its black-and-white, cola-stained eyes, and gave it more attention than all of the other material combined.  
 
    “I don't remember seeing this before,” Ludlow said.  
 
    Spur of the moment: Cooper desperately groped for something and came up with a truly inspired distraction. “You any relation to the President?” Cooper asked.  
 
    The archivist looked up. “What?” he asked.  
 
    “Are you any relation to President Johnson?” Cooper asked. 
 
   
  
 

  “Which President Johnson? There have been two,” the archivist said. 
 
    “Well, either?” asked Cooper.  
 
    “No,” Ludlow said blankly. “Neither.” Ludlow looked back down to what he was doing. He turned the photograph over and compared the handwritten penned coding on its back to the item number in the file inventory. Then he looked up abruptly. He stared at Cooper.  
 
    Ludlow glanced back to the photograph for a final second. He shook his head. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Ugly bastard, this guy,” he said, looking at the photo and returning it to the file. Then he inventoried the next set of papers. From somewhere, Cooper thought he felt a breeze. Then, seconds later, Ludlow flipped shut the file and sealed it.  
 
    “Anything else today?” the archivist asked.  
 
    “No. Thank you. In fact, I’m finished here.  
 
    Ludlow gave him half a nod. Cooper turned and left, exiting through the swinging doors. Sergeant Bernard paid him no notice.  
 
    Cooper’s spirits soared on the main floor when he came out of an elevator. He was only a minute from the building's main entrance. He rounded a final corner and his heart spasmed. He found himself looking into the unfriendly blue eyes of Brett Molloy. It appeared to be no chance encounter. “Hello, Cooper,” Molloy said.  
 
    “Hello, Brett.”  
 
     “Got what you needed?”  
 
    The encounter was awkward, the exchange stilted. A large figure that hulked into view behind Molloy, a Virginia State Police sergeant, who was his acquaintance's escort.  
 
    Cooper bluffed it all the way through. “Frankly, I'm disgusted,” Cooper said, shaking his head. “Your files aren't telling me much that I don't already know. You sure they're complete?”  
 
    Molloy laughed and opened his hands in a gesture of futility.  
 
    “Freedom of information,” Molloy said. “You fellas in the newspapers have plundered us for years. Why should we have anything left?”  
 
    “I was hoping it would be somewhat more productive.”  
 
    Molloy shrugged, starting to move again. The trooper followed him.  
 
    “You staying for more? You need a new pass for tomorrow?” Molloy asked. 
 
    “I'm going back to New York,” Cooper said. “I have a job to keep. If I can't find a damned thing to write about in your files, I'd better find something somewhere else.”  
 
     “Don’t say I didn’t warn you,” Molloy answered. 
 
    “Well, thanks for the access, anyway,” Cooper said politely, moving away from Molloy. He was out the door two minutes later and into his car five minutes after that. As he drove from agency property, the picture of David Charles in his pocket, he enjoyed a miraculous sense of relief. At the same time, the sense of being followed had lifted as well. 
 
    
Chapter 48  
 
    On Monday from his hotel, Cooper telephoned the Baltimore County Medical Examiner's officer. He spoke with a woman named Deana, a solicitous lady who sounded as if she were in her fifties. Deana confirmed the death of David Charles. The date checked with the certificate in the CIA file. But to Cooper, inconsistencies lurked. David Charles’ name had never popped up when Cooper had run him through the data base in New York. Calls to local libraries in Washington and Baltimore confirmed that David Charles's death had never received any obituary notice.  
 
    Cooper asked the current location of Herbert Schmidt, M.D., whose signature adorned David Charles’ death certificate in the CIA’s Soviet Registry. She explained that there were five valid signatures for February 1965, she said. The surnames were Penrose, Siegel, Eksmann, Young, and Arroyo.  
 
    “What about Dr. Schmidt?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “There is no Dr. Schmidt. I’ve worked here since 1956,” Deana said. “I don’t know no Dr. Schmidt.” 
 
    Something was wrong. Cooper knew that inconsistencies often bracketed lies. No obituary for a man who from all indications was prominent. His death certificate in CIA files, at least for show purposes, very possibly contained a fraudulent signature.  
 
    “I wonder, Deana,” Cooper said, “if you would be kind enough to check your files. Here’s the name and date of death. Could you tell me whose name appears on the bottom of it?” 
 
    Cooper said he would hold. He did, victimized for five minutes of an “E-Z listening” station. Anonymous studio singers found new subtleties in the Ode to Joy from Beethoven’s Ninth.  
 
    When Deana returned she admitted that something strange had happened. “We keep our files very carefully here. David Charles is listed in the index,” she said, which meant that he died in Baltimore County on the date given. “But as to the original document,” she said, “someone took it and never put it back.”  
 
    “How long ago might that have happened?” Cooper asked. 
 
    Deana conceded that the document might have disappeared a day ago or as long ago as the time of the man’s death. There was no way to tell. The courthouse could be a sloppy sometimes, she apologized. 
 
    Cooper set down the telephone. The challenge as a reporter was always cutting through the lies and corruption to find the truth. There was a bonus this day, however. With permission from S.W. Murphy in New York, Lauren remained with him on assignment. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 49  
 
    Richard Nixon’s Vice-Presidential candidate, Spiro Agnew had found his niche as the campaign’s hatchet man, launching frequently into acidic criticisms of political opponents, intellectuals, journalists and anti-war activists.  
 
    Agnew blasted his adversaries with relish, hurling unusual epithets, most of which were constructed for him by two young Nixon speechwriters, William Safire and Pat Buchanan, writers blessed with wonderful gifts for sorehead gut politics and alliteration. 
 
    “An intellectual is a man who doesn't know how to park a bike,” said Governor Agnew of America’s educated class. They were also, “pusillanimous pussyfooters” and “nattering nabobs of negativism.” Even worse, said the possible Leader of the Free World, the anti-war folks were "hopeless, hysterical hypochondriacs of history.” Much like Governor Wallace, he went after the press, maintaining that, “Some newspapers are fit only to line the bottom of bird cages,” a reference to one paper whose motto was, “All the News That’s Fit To Print.” And all these groups were “an effete corps of impudent snobs who characterize themselves as intellectuals.” 
 
    The target groups bristled.  
 
    The base had orgasms over it.  
 
    Agnew, for some, was almost as much fun to listen to as George Wallace, whom Nixon and Agnew never attacked. After all, the Nixon and Wallace voters would heartily have agreed with Chairman Spiro’s pronouncement, “Confronted with the choice, the American people would choose the policeman's truncheon over the anarchist's bomb.” 
 
    But as the campaign wore on, whenever Agnew went off his script, his foot ended up in his mouth. Asked why he wasn’t going to visit any depressed urban areas, the former County Executive of Baltimore said, “If you've seen one city slum, you've seen them all.” At one rally, asked if he had seen the Polish-American group on the audience, he said that he “hadn’t seen any Polacks” at all that day.  
 
    The ink of the major newspapers was barely dry on that when Agnew referred to Gene Oishi, a Japanese-American campaign reporter from the Baltimore Sun, as “the fat Jap." The Washington Post broke the story. Agnew offered apologies. Until this time, the GOP usually didn’t indulge in such negative attack politics. The times they were indeed a’changin’.  
 
    
  
 
    Chapter 50 
 
     A day later, Frank Cooper sat in the main newspaper microfilm room of the Baltimore Public Library. At a viewing stall, he read fine newspaper type until his eyes ached. Lauren sat at a separate reading booth, poring over the same reels as Cooper as soon as Cooper had finished.  
 
    They worked the month of February 1966. They searched for a mention of David Charles. The elusive man's name had not appeared in any index for the Baltimore Sun or the Baltimore Evening Sun. They concentrated on any dates around February 8, 1966. Cooper wondered if the date was as fictitious Dr. Schmidt who had “signed” the document.  
 
    After three hours, Cooper and Richie had scanned every article, no matter how small, on every page for the entire month. They had also done the same for the Washington dailies.  
 
    They went out for a sandwich at noon.  
 
    “Makes no sense,” he said. “A man like that dies. No write-up in any paper. Either he never died, and the accident never happened, or someone went through and purged every account from the official record. Who would do something like that?” He tried to tie it back to Angleton, Nosenko, and Golitsyn. Or Lukashenko in Paris. Or Margot's father.  
 
    They returned to the reading room before one thirty p.m. Cooper requested microfilm of any local dailies or weeklies for the month of February 1966. These were not on film yet, so a bearded librarian named Maurice presented him with a stack of four different publications. One was a leftwing counterculture publication of which the main features were ads for head shops and escort services. The three others were suburban and were as straight as a D.A.R. convention.  
 
    Cooper and Lauren spread out their task on a long rectangular reading table. Shortly after three in the afternoon, Cooper hit gold. Buried at the bottom of page eighteen of the Pikesville Eagle was a small item without a byline. It recounted a motor vehicle accident on Arlington Boulevard north of Baltimore.  
 
    Cooper muttered aloud when his eyes settled upon it. “I might have it,” he said.  
 
    Lauren looked up. Then she came to his side and read over his shoulder. In the early morning hours on the date in question, there had been a fatal one-car collision in bad weather conditions on Arlington Boulevard. The conditions surrounding the death were identical to what the CIA file had stated. The deceased name was given as “M. Wallach.” 
 
    Silently, Cooper read further. A Baltimore city detective named A. Grady was following the case, assisted by an officer named M. McCray. Cooper made a print of the article. He ran an index check on the name “Wallach” just in case it had appeared inaccurately elsewhere. It hadn't. Nor had there ever appeared any follow-up of the story, even in the Pikesville Eagle.  
 
    The two reporters had a confirmation.  
 
    An “incident” really had occurred, probably involving the State Department officer who had been in Paris in 1964-65. Leaving the city library, Cooper bought a map of Baltimore and the surrounding area. Cooper and Richie found the location where the accident had occurred. What they needed next was someone who had been at the scene of the accident, or crime, and who could remember what had happened.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 51 
 
    Misha, a Ukrainian native, was now ensconced comfortably in a motel in Florida. Poised to complete his various assignments in the United States, he had taken a forty-dollar-a-day room at the Trade Winds Motel on Fort Myers Beach. He was on the second floor of the building. He liked to sit out on a small private terrace. There he could enjoy the morning and early-evening sunshine. There he could also watch whoever walked on the beach.  
 
    Misha remained in contact with his American associates. They had supplied him with the next tools of his trade. He was looking to rendezvous with an important “client,” as his superiors called her. From a distance, he had already seen the client—twice, in fact, which was why he had taken a room at the Trade Winds. Misha had already noted where the client normally parked her car when spending time at the beach. He had watched her from a distance as recently that very afternoon.  
 
    During the 1930’s in the Soviet Union, following new Soviet doctrine, the Red Army initiated a countrywide program to promote individual marksmanship to youth. The most talented would then become active-duty infantrymen. The Soviet program included the establishment of elite sniping schools. There, seasoned instructors taught tactics and marksmanship.  
 
    Misha had been a young man of nineteen when the “Great Patriotic War” broke out in 1941, but he had already distinguished himself as a marksman through the sniping schools. He soon became a sergeant in the Red Army. In Poland, the Red Army recognized the impact of sniping. Soon, special schools produced a significant number of snipers. Throughout the war, their primary weapons were the battle-tested M1891/30 rifles with scopes. Misha preferred the less accurate Tokarev STV-40 semi-auto rifle to the bolt-action Mosin. The Tokarev offered a rapid second-hit capability. It made Misha lethal within fifteen hundred meters. If his first shot didn’t kill, it would daze the target. A quick second shot would complete the mission. 
 
    The war ended. Other wars began. Misha worked in various spots around the world, including Africa and South America. In Argentina in the 1950’s, he solved some problems for the dictator Juan Peron. He was rewarded handsomely in American currency and with three Argentinian passports, all to different names and identities. The passports were flawless. They were official documents and Argentinian passports were accepted anywhere. In Argentina, he had also learned Spanish. 
 
    When Misha had first killed people twenty-six years earlier as a sniper, the act of ending a human life had been a professional assignment. The targets were enemies of the state. He knew this much: the Soviet Union had sacrificed greatly, Stalin was a wise leader and imperialist capitalist enemies were everywhere. So he did his job and did it well. He asked no questions.  
 
    After all, the imperialists performed assassinations, too. In 1960, the newly liberated Congo’s first prime minister, Patrice Lumumba, was judged by the United States to be too close to Russia. President Dwight Eisenhower signed off on his execution. The CIA sent a scientist to kill him with a lethal virus disguised as toothpaste, though this became unnecessary.  
 
    On January 17, 1961, the murder of Lumumba was carried out via two inter-related assassination plots by American and Belgian governments, which used Congolese accomplices and a Belgian firing squad. Other leaders targeted by the CIA in the 1960s included the Dominican dictator Rafael Trujillo, president Sukarno of Indonesia and president Ngo Dinh Diem of South Vietnam.  
 
    And who could even count how many clumsy attempts the Americans had made to assassinate Fidel Castro? They had tried exploding pens, a contaminated diving suit, and a cigar packed with explosives. They had even recruited two Yankee gangsters, Sam Giancana, the boss of the Chicago mob, and Santos Trafficante, the head of the mob’s Cuban operations, both members of the FBI’s 10 Most Wanted list to try to snuff Fidel. All to no avail. 
 
    Misha’s assignments came and went. He left the Soviet army after twenty years. He trained other pro-Moscow assassins. He freelanced. He remained a loyal ‘Son of Lenin.’ Snuffing out a human life remained a professional task. But as he aged, he liked it less. He was anxious to retire and escape to a safe haven such as Argentina and put it all behind him. 
 
    In Ft. Myers that evening, Misha strolled to the strip of sand that the current client favored. He estimated the distance between the beach and the parking lot. Then he turned and looked back toward the Trade Winds Motel. He looked directly at his room, which was third from the end on the second of the motel's two floors.  
 
    But he needed more of a landmark. Looking around on the beach in the dim light, he spotted a child's sand bucket, a white one covered with blue and yellow stars. It had been abandoned during the day. It would now well serve Misha's purposes.  
 
    The Ukrainian picked up the bucket and placed it in the center of the beach, as close as he could to the client’s usual path. He turned the bucket on its side and weighted it with rocks. Then he returned to his motel room. It was 7:05 p.m.  
 
    He locked both the door to his room and the door to his private balcony. He drew all the window shades. There was one table in the room. Misha removed everything from its surface. Then he opened one of two suitcases with which he traveled. From it, he drew several smaller bundles, all wrapped tightly with old sheets. He methodically placed the bundles on the table.  
 
    He unwrapped them, starting with the largest, the breech and barrel of a custom-made rifle. It was twenty-four inches long, made from black chromium steel and surprisingly lightweight. He examined the instrument carefully, playing with the bolt, clicking it in and out of place. The weapon was an ingenious variation on the traditional Soviet-made Tokarev STV-40. Piece by piece, Misha put together a weapon that acquired the contours of the classic Russian armament. He was pleased with it. It would do the job he was assigned to do. 
 
     Misha threw a sheet over the weapon to protect it from any unwelcome eyes.  
 
    To pass the evening, he watched television. As he watched, he ate a pair of sandwiches and drank some beer. Once or twice he stepped out on his balcony. He kept the weapon assembled overnight.  
 
    He arose before dawn the next morning. He stepped to his balcony and looked at the deserted beach. It was a few minutes past five a.m. The toy bucket was still in place. There was no one on the beach. “Good,” he whispered to himself.  
 
    He went back into his room but left the balcony door slightly ajar. He moved the table with the weapon upon it closer to the door. Through the partial opening, he sighted the weapon, drawing an aim on the child's bucket. He locked in on it. He squeezed the trigger twice.  
 
    He felt the weapon kick softly and exude a dull phrump sound with each shot. Through the sight, he could see the bucket, about two hundred yards in the distance, fly up in the air with the impact of the first shot. Then it tumbled several yards down the beach. Misha closed the door and shrouded his weapon.  
 
    The morning television stations were calling for sun early in the day, with clouds coming in later. The forecast proved accurate and affected Misha's routine.  
 
    When Mrs. Hubbell arrived that morning, the beach was crowded. Despite the fact that Misha was confident that he could have successfully lined her up and hit her, his instructions were clear: the possibility of witnesses was to be kept to an absolute minimum.  
 
    He didn't take his shot. Instead, he disassembled his weapon and locked it away. He spent the afternoon sightseeing in Fort Myers. He didn't get the shot he wanted that evening, either. Nor did he have it the next morning. The toy bucket on the beach lay undisturbed by scavengers. But Misha patiently waited, knowing that the meeting with his client was inevitable. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 52  
 
     The administrative headquarters for Baltimore municipal police department was on 33rd Street, two blocks from Memorial Stadium. In one wing, archival records were kept. Those in the department, with good reason, called it the Haunted House. Old log books, files, case reports, budgets, minutes of investigations, and accounting ledgers were sent there not so much to die, but to rest in administrative purgatory. A place for ghosts.  
 
    Lauren dropped Cooper there at four p.m., then returned to the central library to run David Charles’ name through any suburban newspapers that they had so far missed. She said she would return for him in an hour.  
 
    Cooper went to the basement of the House. He passed through a door that led to a damp, musty-smelling room occupied by a gray-haired man. A counter separated Cooper from the archives. The man sat behind the counter watching a small portable television. The old man wore the three-striped chevron of a police sergeant on his sleeve. But he wore street slacks and no sidearm: a police retiree augmenting a pension. A name tag gave his name as Jenkins.  
 
    “Help ya?” Jenkins asked, looking up. His drawl sounded southern.  
 
    “Yes.” Cooper told Jenkins he was a writer, working on the life of a man who had died in Baltimore county two years earlier. Car wreck, Cooper explained. “What I'm wondering,” Cooper said, “is whether I could locate the police officers who attended the wreck.”  
 
     “So what do you need?” Jenkins asked. The television continued in the background with a rerun of I Love Lucy. Cooper produced his map and showed the location of the accident.  
 
    “That's third district,” the man drawled. 
 
    “Who would have been the district commander in 1966?” Cooper asked. Jenkins ran his hand through his hair.  
 
    “That, I'll mosey back and look up,” he offered.  
 
    Jenkins trudged through an aisle of open stacks that stood behind his desk. He unfolded a pair of glasses and consulted a pair of volumes which were the size of city telephone directories. Jenkins put the books away and padded back to the counter. He took off his glasses and folded them into a shirt pocket.  
 
    “Captain John Elijah,” Jenkins said. “He was district commander.”  
 
    “Know where I might be able to find him?”  
 
    “Yup. St. Michael's Cemetery on the Fredericktown Road.”  
 
    “Captain Elijah's deceased, huh?”  
 
    “Day after Easter, this year.” Jenkins paused for a moment. “Good man, Jack Elijah. I knew him well.”  
 
    Cooper reached to his file case and located the printed article he had from the Pikesville Sun. He placed it on the counter. “I wonder about these two police officers,” Cooper said. “A. Grady. And M. McCray.” Jenkins read the article and then looked up.  
 
    “They're both retired,” said Jenkins. “I remember them. They created a little stir. Worked together quite a bit. Maybe too much.”  
 
    “In what way?”  
 
    “Well, Grady was one of the best men on the force. Good, honest, thorough, a big, good-looking guy. Officer M. McCray. That's Margaret McCray. Female. One of the first girls on the force. Pretty lady. Don't know why a nice-looking girl would want to be a cop. See?”  
 
    He paused.  
 
    “Man, woman. Bad idea in the workplace, see?” Jenkins continued. He made a semi-lewd gesture with his hands, joining them together. “Not good as a cop team,” Jenkins said. “Being a cop is a man's job. These women are just on the force to find husbands.”  
 
    “Do they still live in the area?” Cooper asked, glancing down at the names. He read from his clipping to get the names right. “Grady and McCray?”  
 
    The clerk shook his head. “Don't think so. Moved out of here. Different directions. Good idea for both, particularly the girl.” He paused. “You working on something important?”  
 
    “Rather,” Cooper said.  
 
    “Not supposed to give out any information,” the clerk said. There followed a suggestive pause. “’Course, we have got an address here in this building somewhere. They both draw pension checks.” Jenkins smiled. “Same as me.” He paused. “Hard to live on a pension check.” 
 
    Jenkins waited. Cooper reached to his wallet. He put a twenty-dollar bill on the counter.  
 
    “I'm most grateful, sir,” the clerk said, picking up the money.  
 
    Cooper nodded. There was nothing as cost effective as flagrant, petty, Mid-Atlantic graft. The clerk disappeared into the maze of shelves and volumes behind him. So did the twenty dollars. In three minutes Jenkins returned and presented Cooper with a piece of paper. On it were two addresses, one for former Baltimore police officer Albert Grady, the other for Margaret McCray. Both now lived outside of Maryland. Margaret had re-married, Jenkins explained.  
 
    “These addresses are current as of two weeks ago, sir,” said Jenkins softly. “That's when the most recent pension checks went out.” Cooper reached for the sheet of paper. Jenkins drew it back from him. “Copy it,” Jenkins said. “I can't let this go in my own handwriting. And as far as I'm concerned, I never gave it to you.”  
 
    “Uh huh,” Cooper said. He entered the addresses in his notebook.  
 
    Momentarily, Cooper was back on the street waiting for Lauren with a half hour to spare. He felt a surge of pleasure and excitement when he saw her car turn the corner.  
 
    “How's our gasoline supply?” he asked, getting into the car.  
 
    “I just bought some.”  
 
    “Good,” he said. “We'll need it.”  
 
    He gave her an address in Delaware. They drove north. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 53 
 
    Lauren had found a ‘Folk Rock’ station on the car radio. Cooper started to like it. Or did he like it, he wondered, because so often now he was noticing new details about Lauren, a little detail like a bracelet or the way she would slide in and out of her shoes, or the way her skirts rode above her knees in the car? But he was quiet as they drove. His thoughts alternated between David Charles and Lauren. Occasionally, Sam Rothman came into his mind's eye, said hello, told a joke, and departed. Sam was still in critical care. 
 
    Soon they were in Delaware. It was past seven in the evening when their car rolled to a halt at the home of Mike Grady, former police officer for the city of Baltimore. 
 
     Grady's home was a single-family ranch house on a neat suburban street. They stepped out of the car. Cooper's eyes rose toward Grady's home. There was a flutter of a curtain before a large window on the first floor. Cooper scanned the other windows. Every shade was drawn. 
 
     “This guy doesn't like visitors and he knows when he's got some,” Cooper said to Lauren. “See how much we know already? And we haven't even spoken to him.”  
 
    They walked up a front path which led to three stone steps which rose to Grady's front door. Cooper carried a compact tape recorder in his pocket and his notebook in his left hand.  
 
    “Act friendly,” Cooper said softly. “Keep your hands visible so he doesn't think we're up to something. I'll do the talking.”  
 
    “It's your show,” Lauren said. 
 
    “Sometimes it’s a piece of cake if you do it right,” he said. “You’ll see.”  
 
    They went to the door. Cooper rang once. Then he rang a second time. No response. Cooper knocked. When there was no reply to the knock, he rapped harder and longer.  
 
    Several seconds elapsed. Then a collection of latches unclicked on the other side. The door opened slowly. A large imposing man, thick through the arms, shoulders, and midsection, filled the doorframe. He held the door at a three-quarters point, concealing his left hand and hip. Cooper assumed the man was armed. It was impossible to see past him.  
 
    “Yeah?” the man asked. His thick eyes darted from Cooper to Lauren, then back again.  
 
    “I'm looking for Mike Grady,” Cooper said.  
 
    “You found him. What do you want?”  
 
    “My name is Frank Cooper. This is my associate Lauren Richie.”  
 
    “Hi,” she said sweetly.  
 
    The presence of a woman did nothing to soften Grady. He glowered. “So what?”  
 
    “We're writers for the New York Eagle. I wonder if we could talk to you.”  
 
    “About what?”  
 
     “An incident that took place on one of your shifts two years ago when you worked for Baltimore County,” Cooper said. “A one-car motor vehicle accident on—”  
 
    Grady attempted to close the door. Cooper placed his foot in it. When the door failed to close, Grady looked down. His eyes filled with anger.  
 
    “You want me to break your leg?” Grady asked.  
 
    “February 8, 1966,” Cooper said. “What is it about that incident, Mr. Grady? It’s important. We can talk in confidence. I'm not going to quote you.” 
 
    Grady grunted. The door stayed open. Cooper read the body language.  
 
    “What is it about that crash on Arlington Boulevard?” Cooper asked. “Everyone treats it like poison. What gives?”  
 
     “Get out of here,” Grady said. His breath smelled of booze. 
 
    Cooper sighed. “All right, then,” Cooper said at length. “What about the other officer on the case?” He consulted his notepad. “Margaret McCray?”  
 
    “What about her?” Brady snarled. “Got married. Left the force. Moved away. Leave her alone.” Grady's face was turning crimson. Very slowly, he reached to a shirt pocket and withdrew a pack of Big Red chewing gum. He yanked out two pieces and stuffed the gum into his mouth. The air in front of Cooper was redolent of cinnamon. “Now get your ass on the move before I kick it down the street.” 
 
    “All right. But it seems to me since you don't want to talk to us,” Cooper said. “And all I want to know is—”  
 
    The door flew open. The ex-cop grabbed Cooper. He hoisted Cooper off his feet and flung him backward down the front steps. The reporter's notebook flew into the shrubbery, as did the tape recorder from Cooper's pocket. Cooper landed hard on the grass.  
 
    Grady followed Cooper, leaned down, and grabbed him again. Cooper threw a punch to deter him, but Grady blocked it easily. Grady hauled the reporter to his feet as a stream of violent profanities cascaded out of the former cop's mouth.  
 
    Lauren rushed to Cooper's defense. She deflected Grady's arm just enough to lessen a blow to the side of Cooper's head. Grady threw her aside like a doll.  
 
    “You goddamned fucking…! I told you! Get out of here! Both of you!” Grady raged. “You, too, bitch!” he raged, seeing Lauren. “Just stay away!”  
 
    There was police revolver on Grady's left hip. Grady stood above Cooper and glared down at him. Cooper knew that he was lined up for a perfunctory kick in the crotch. He hustled to his feet and kept his distance.  
 
    “Assholes!” Grady barked. “You turn up here again and I'll break your heads on sight.”  
 
    Cooper and Richie retreated toward their car, watching Grady the entire way. Slowly, the retired cop lumbered back up his front steps and toward his house. But he didn't enter. He stood on the front landing and waited. He drew his pistol as a warning and held it to his side.  
 
    Cooper and Richie climbed into the car. She started the engine.  
 
    “’Piece of cake,’” she said. “Right?”  
 
    “Sometimes I'm wrong,” Cooper said. 
 
    The right side of his head started to throb. It occurred to Cooper that the deflected punch had landed solidly. Cooper was grateful that it hadn't been in the nose or teeth.  
 
    Lauren threw the car into gear. She pulled away from Grady's home.  
 
    “So what do we have now?” Lauren asked after several minutes. “Another dead end?”  
 
    “No. Just another obstacle,” he said. “This guy knows a lot and he's not telling us. See how defensive he got when I brought up his former partner's name?”  
 
    “I couldn't quite miss it.”  
 
    “It was all over his face even before he decided to work me over,” Cooper said. He flipped his notebook open again, found the most recent pages, and began to read.  
 
    “Captain Elijah is dead. The official record of David Charles’ death has been purged. One of the two cops involved won't talk. That leaves us with the last known whereabouts of the other cop.” He glanced at Lauren.  
 
    “Margaret McCray,” Cooper said aloud. “’Quit the force. Married. Moved away,’” he added, mocking Grady. “Seems a little abrupt, doesn't it?” Cooper asked.               
 
    Then he read to her the most recent address for Grady's former partner. According to Jenkins, Margaret McCray had married a Florida man named Hubbell and had bought a home with him in Fort Myers. She had dropped the nickname of Peggy and had replaced it with Peggy, which is what her new husband preferred to call her. 
 
    Cooper had an address for her that was as current as her most recent check. He had no phone number, however. Nor did directory assistance have one. 
 
    “That's our next stop, Lauren,” Cooper said. “It's our only fresh lead. If we I don't get lucky in Florida we might be at a dead end.”  
 
    “Let me get this straight,” Lauren asked. “We’re driving to Florida. Just like that? Right now?”
“You wanted to be a reporter, right?” he asked.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 54 
 
      
 
    Peggy Hubbell was on guard. As the sun set across the Gulf of Mexico, she walked by herself along the tidal line, the waves from the water occasionally lapping at her bare feet. As she walked, she studied faces.  
 
    She watched people when they drew near. She watched them when they were approaching from far away. This stretch of beach in Fort Myers was quiet. But there was a smattering of other people—evening bathers, other mothers with children, couples in their late teens or early twenties. No else one seemed to have a care. Yet Peggy felt like she had the weight of the century upon her shoulders. Well, no one looked like a threat. Not tonight at least.  
 
    Over the last few weeks, Peggy had turned inward. There was no one she could tell her terrible secrets. No one she could tell, and yet this was the one thing in the world that others might wish to know. It was the one thing that she had been witness to that could actually change lives—even rough up accepted history a little bit—and she couldn't even whisper the truth to anyone.  
 
    She sighed. Wouldn't it be nice if, in every woman's life, one fantasy could come true? She would have liked to have been twenty years old all over again. A second chance at life! Was that such a sinful thing to ask for?  
 
    She walked by herself, her arms folded. Peggy worried about Jenny, her step-daughter. Over the last few days it almost seemed like Jenny knew something. But how could that possibly be? She strolled with her car keys in her right hand and scanned every face ahead of her. Occasionally, she would look defensively over her shoulder.  
 
    She asked herself: Why had God chosen her to hold such a terrible secret about a dead man? Americans. Soviets. It all seemed so unreal, what she had known, and what she further had figured out.  
 
    Peggy kept her car keys ready. Even her car was a problem of logistics now. Peggy's revolver was under the front seat, loaded, where she could grab it in a hurry. She knew that she wouldn't hesitate to use that weapon if it meant defending herself. Life was so complicated. The only thing uncomplicated, it seemed to her, were her walks by the shore. Each day, the walks allowed her to beat the tension of hanging around the house all day, wondering when and if a volley of bullets was going to come through the window. 
 
    Peggy was alone again. It was her husband's day to stop at the supermarket after work. Jenny was with him. Peggy would just have time for her evening stroll, her chance to unwind, before returning home to make dinner for her family.  
 
    The evening was partially overcast. There were fewer people than normal on the beach. She went to the strip of sand along the shore. She took off her sneakers and held them in her hand, appreciating the warm sand against the soles of her bare feet.  
 
    Near the spot where she normally began her walk there was a plastic bucket—a child's beach toy decorated with yellow and blue stars. It lay in shreds, torn apart. She supposed that it had been attacked by some small-time malevolent force like an obstreperous child or a dog. Or maybe the bucket had become lodged in the blades of an outboard motor. If the bucket had been in better condition, she would have taken it home for her daughters.  
 
    Peggy looked at it and smiled. How malevolent a force, she mused, could there be in such a beautiful strip of beach? She nudged the bucket with her toe. Rocks weighted it. She stood for a moment, then began to walk south. Part of the overcast parted and the evening turned bright. She stopped again a few feet beyond the bucket and put on her sunglasses.  
 
    Not too far away, there were some children playing and a teenage couple strolling. Peggy Hubbell never heard a sound. Instead, she felt the sudden impact of something of tremendous force striking her through the left breast. She convulsed with the impact and staggered. In the moment or two of consciousness that remained for her, she clutched the area of pain. She looked all around her to see who might have bumped her or who might have thrown something.  
 
    But then she was aghast to feel blood, soaking through her blouse in a torrent.  
 
    “My God!” she started to think. “I've been…”  
 
    She never finished the thought. Less than two seconds after the impact of the first shot from the Trade Winds Motel, a second bullet hit Peggy in the left temple, pierced her skull and fragmented within her head. She was dead by the time her body hit the sand.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 55  
 
    That same evening Frank Cooper sat with Lauren Richie at a table for two in the dining room of their motor lodge in Georgia. The motif was Early American, but the ambience was Middle American. They could have been in any of the fifty states. They had finished dinner and lingered over drinks.  
 
     “Look,” Cooper finally said, “you can work all sorts of scenarios in a game like this. Anything involving the CIA and Russians? Well, throw away the rule book.” 
 
    She looked him in the eye. “I like throwing away rule books,” she said. 
 
    At the far end of the nearby bar, a pudgy salesman from a hardware company had had too much to drink. He wore a rumpled brown suit and a two-tone tie. He was embarked on an awkward would-be seduction of either of two teenage girls seated at their own table wearing T-shirts and tight jeans. The man’s voice was so loud that it attracted Cooper and Richie's attention. 
 
    “Think that fat guy will score?” Lauren asked in an amused whisper. 
 
     “No,” Cooper guessed. “Unless he shows a huge bankroll and gets them roaring drunk.”  
 
    He turned back to Lauren. “I've about had it,” he said. “I’m exhausted.” 
 
    “Me, too.” They finished their drinks. Cooper left money on the table and stood. Lauren stood up with him. Moments later, they were outside. They were registered to separate rooms to keep the bookkeepers, accountants and gossipy Puritans happy back in New York. But already it was a charade. On this night, they shared his room, which was larger.  
 
    Sometime in the early morning hours between five and six a.m., he came half awake and felt her body intertwined with his. She was tucked under his right arm, breathing gently and evenly. He nuzzled her. When she responded, they made love again. Then when they awoke together shortly after eight a.m., he pushed away the sheets that covered them. As daylight flowed into the room, he saw her afresh and, in retrospect, he wondered how he had been able to resist her for as long as he had.  
 
    He held his right arm around her waist. He tried to pull it away. 
 
    “I refuse to release you,” Lauren teased.  
 
    “Until when?” he asked.  
 
    “Maybe not for a long time,” she said, shifting positions and facing him. “I rather like the feel of this.” 
 
    “I do, too,” Cooper said.  
 
    He admitted it to himself. Lauren drove him crazy: the presence of her, the sight of her, the touch, the professional rapport, the personal give and take.  
 
    Then some of the old paranoia gripped him again. Everything was so clear that he was stunned that he'd missed it so far! Sure enough. He had just signed his death certificate. He could be on his necrology page in the Eagle within twenty-four hours.  
 
    Lauren worked for Molloy and the CIA, and for that matter so did S.W. Murphy! She was positioned perfectly to watch him, make sure everyone knew how much of the story he was on to. Against his wiser instincts, he dismissed the thoughts. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 56 
 
    Misha had departed from Ft. Myers immediately after killing Peggy Hubbell. He was a professional, of course, so he knew how to cover his escape. Rather than rush to an airport, he had driven to Miami where he had become inconspicuous in the crowds around South Beach. Now in Miami, he was at the airport, ready to leave the country. He would arrive soon in the Bahamas where money should have been deposited into his numbered account.  
 
    Today, however, Misha stacked ten dollars in quarters and dimes on the small shelf in the phone booth in Miami. He dialed a number in Texas. A familiar voice answered. 
 
    “This is Misha,” the assassin said in English. “I’ve finished.” 
 
    “Ah!” replied the voice. “Thank god you’ve called! You’re not finished.” 
 
    Misha stiffened. The American voice on the other end of the line explained. For most of the conversation, Misha listened but did not speak. Yes, the voice on the other end said, Fort Myers was supposed to have been Misha’s final assignment, but there was a complication. Those who employed him needed to add one more task to his hit list.  
 
    There was a reporter in New York, the source told Misha, who appeared to be on the trail of certain information. It would damage Soviet interests in many ways if that information ever saw the light of day. The nosy reporter needed a bullet. Maybe two.  
 
    Misha kept his mouth shut. He knew the danger of returning to the crap table one time too many. He had known a man who was a mercenary sniper who had been employed to whack a rebel general in the Congo in 1960. The proposed money had been great, a quarter of a million dollars, and the assignment had been “one last time.” It had been the last time, all right, as a snitch working for the Americans had betrayed him. Three Congolese rebels chopped the sniper to death with machetes in a hotel in Stanleyville two hours after his arrival. 
 
    As the voice from Texas spoke, Misha listened. The money for the murder in Florida had been paid into his Bahamian account. A new weapon would be provided in New York. His employers would do no arm twisting. They knew he wanted to retire peacefully from the world of professional international murder. A man could live pleasantly in the cafes of Buenos Aires, beyond the reach of most foreign police, with a plump bank account. 
 
    On the phone, Misha assessed his situation. He was angry but willing to listen. In his head, his distant past was swirling before him: an impoverished boyhood in a mining town near the Estonian border, a sky that was constantly the color of dirty socks, an adolescence where he had had to fight to survive, much vodka as a teenager and then a war that had brought him honor, respect and a small bit of solvency and personal independence because he knew how to master the sight and trigger mechanism on a Tokarev STV-40.  
 
    They asked, as he knew they would, could he do this final hit?  
 
    To give up a job from a dependable employer would mean to step backward or move out of the loop. As much as Misha might have wished to do so, even a semi-retirement in a ‘cheap’ country took piles of dollars. Who knew when an easy job would ever come his way again? 
 
    He listened and thought for a few more seconds. 
 
    New York wasn’t so bad. He knew an escort service in New York that had some gorgeous Ukrainian girls. That part would be fine. A paid escort would also enable him to move around the city. People were far less suspicious of couples than a single man. 
 
    Misha thought things through to a conclusion. 
 
    “All right,” he said to his contact. “I’ll fly to New York.” 
 
    He had made his decision and would stick to it. But that didn’t mean he wasn’t angry and resentful. Mentally, he had checked out of the killing business after shooting the woman on the beach. Psychologically, he had already disengaged.  He felt as if those who employed him had changed the rules in the middle of the game.  
 
    As a younger man, during his Red Army years, he had been a problem drinker. He had finally given it up when he became a freelance assassin. Tonight, he fell off the wagon, buying a bottle of disgusting American vodka, drinking half of it in his hotel room. Where, he wondered in his stupor, were the wonderful bottles of Kubyana of yesteryear, the ones which brought such warmth during the Cold War, the ones with the great Soviet-era artwork and typography: a red jacketed Cossask on a splendid white horse. 
 
    Holding that lovely equine image, Misha dozed off.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 57  
 
    Agnew’s zingers might have been energizing a certain Nixon base, but they weren’t popular among wavering Democrats. But much of Agnew’s public behavior was a smokescreen for what was going on behind the scenes.  
 
    Nixon had received a telephone call from an outside Republican advisor named Henry A. Kissinger. Kissinger informed Nixon that a there was a deal pending between the Johnson administration and the Soviet Union: a bombing halt in return for the Russians dragging Hanoi to a bargaining table in Paris. What was needed was for the South Vietnamese government to agree to it.  
 
    The deal would be a coup for the Democrats. With an apparent end to the war in sight, the doddering Humphrey campaign might be salvaged, a potential disaster for Nixon. But Nixon had a back-channel contact to Saigon, where the South Vietnamese president, Nguyen Van Thieu, feared that Johnson would sell him out. Nixon’s pipeline was the South Vietnamese Ambassador Bui Diem whom Nixon had already met secretly in July 1968 at the Waldorf Astoria in New York.  
 
    If Thieu would stall the talks until after the election, Nixon could reward Thieu with a much better deal than Johnson would foist upon him. So now Nixon needed a conduit to get a message through to President Thieu. Meanwhile, the war continued.  
 
    One day one of Nixon’s advisors asked the former Vice President if he knew a man named Claire Lee Chennault. Chennault was an American aviator who had been a World War Two hero, known for his leadership of the "Flying Tigers" and the Republic of China Air Force.  
 
    “Sure, I knew Claire,” Nixon responded. “He was a hot shot. A genuine show-off. Obnoxious as living hell! I liked him. He was a friend. Why are you asking me? What good is he? He’s been dead for ten goddam years.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” the aide answered. “His wife’s alive. She was born in China.” 
 
    “I remember that. I know Anna Chennault. So what? Get to the point.” 
 
    “I think she can arrange things,” said the aide.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 58  
 
    Cooper and Lauren arrived by car on the street where the Hubbell family lived. They knew there was trouble when they saw a police cruiser sitting in front of a house. Cooper had ventured across this scenario many times when he had been working the obituaries on the Eagle—usually in the case of a murder or a tragedy. Gawkers and bothersome reporters were being kept from the bereaved family of the victim. He knew he was on the right trail. He knew, because he was sharing it with the opposition.  
 
    He pulled his car to a halt across the street. A single cop, a black female, sat inside the police cruiser. She was reading a magazine. The engine of her car was running. The day was hot, and her car windows were open. She looked up at him as he stepped out. He crossed the street toward her.  
 
    “I'm looking for Twenty-six Coolidge Lane,” Cooper said.  
 
     “Yeah?” she asked. She looked him up and down. “That's number twenty-six right there,” she said, indicating the Hubbell residence. “They expecting you?”  
 
    “Well, no,” Cooper conceded. “Not really.” Cooper looked at the tract house. The shades were drawn. One car was in the driveway, but the garage door was down. The yard was tidy.  
 
    “It's Mrs. Hubbell I'm looking for. Would she be around?”  
 
    “You’re a little late,” the officer said. 
 
    While never taking her eyes off him, the policewoman reached to a newspaper folded on the seat beside her. She handed Cooper a copy of the Fort Myers News-Press. The story of the woman murdered on the beach was the front-page story.  
 
    Cooper stood in the broiling sunshine. He read the account. Not only was the murder a local scandal, but it was also inexplicable. No one had heard anything. But many people had seen Peggy Hubbell suddenly sprawl backward with blood all over her body. Two bullets had hit her. One in the chest and one in the head. What baffled police was this: the caliber of the shots was low. Thirty-two caliber, it appeared, but military issue. The shots appeared to have traveled some distance. They fragmented on impact, making proper ballistics identification difficult. Added to that was the question of what kind of weapon could propel a live round of that caliber for a long distance and do it with accuracy.  
 
    There were no leads. The slain woman was a local housewife and left a husband and a step-daughter. Nowhere did it mention that under another name she had once been a city detective way up north in Baltimore, Maryland. 
 
    “May I keep this?” Cooper asked, indicating the newspaper. 
 
    “Next time buy your own,” the policewoman said. She turned away.  
 
    “Thanks,” Cooper said. “May I go to the door of the Hubbell house?” he asked. 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    “To leave a business card.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You sure? Let me show you the card.” 
 
    He drew a card from his wallet and a fifty-dollar bill with it. She watched him. 
 
    “It’s important,” Cooper said.  
 
    He showed her the card and pushed the fifty dollars into her hand where, presumably, it felt good. “I won’t cause any trouble,” Cooper said. “Honest.” 
 
    She tucked away the money. 
 
    “You can leave a card. No knocking. Not supposed to disturb the family.” 
 
    Cooper wrote his motel phone number on the back of the card. He walked to the door and slipped it into doorframe. Then he retreated. 
 
    “Another bribe?” Lauren asked when Cooper returned to their car. 
 
    “You’re learning how the world works,” he said. “That’s a good thing.” 
 
    “Maybe,” she answered. 
 
    Cooper and Richie went to the beach where someone had shot the former Margaret McCray. They walked the path she must have taken. Cooper studied the houses and motels several hundred yards in the distance. “It must have been from over there that the shot originated,” he said to Lauren.  
 
    She agreed. “There's no other angle, no other point of origin,” she said.  
 
    Presumably, they guessed further, the local police had come to the same conclusion and by now had clumsily obliterated any possible clues.  
 
    A few weird echoes rattled through his mind: memories of snipers in Korea and the series of strange deaths of those linked to the Kennedy assassination. Even more distantly in the back of his mind was the sniper, or snipers, who had murdered President Kennedy. 
 
    Several minutes later, Cooper and Richie found a pay telephone in a diner. 
 
    Lauren called the Eagle in New York. She filed a report updating the investigation of Sam Rothman's shooting. The article kept Murphy happy and brought Eagle readers back into the story. The other New York dailies, the wealthy dull gray one and the cocky tabloids, had already downgraded the story. So by keeping it alive, Cooper and Richie had a mini-scoop that Murphy could break on page two.  
 
    They returned to their motel. There was no call-back from the bereaved widow of Peggy Hubbell. Together, they pondered their next move. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 59  
 
    Misha arrived at Kennedy International Airport in New York at 6:18 in the evening. He took a taxi to a Manhattan hotel in the West Fifties and registered. Those who employed him had made an advance reservation in his behalf in a fifty-two story tourist trap on Seventh Avenue. The hotel was a big anonymous place where no self-respecting New Yorker would be caught dead.  
 
    Misha used an Argentine passport in the name of Roberto Suarez. He checked into a modest two-room suite. He said he would stay for four or five nights, his departure not yet determined. He deposited cash with the hotel. 
 
    “Any messages for me?” he asked at the desk. There was some checking behind the counter by a well-spoken young man who bore the nameplate Sajit. Sajit found a single envelope. It was manila and five by seven inches. Its contents were thick, covered within by two layers of cardboard. The assassin felt the envelope carefully with his thumb and forefinger. He smiled. The next part of his connection was well in order.  
 
    A female porter carried his single bag and guided him to the elevator. The nametag above her left breast announced her name as Brigitte. She had dark hair, very light brown skin, and a trace of a New York accent.  
 
    Brigitte wore a tight crisp uniform. As Misha followed her into the elevator, down a hallway on the twenty-second floor, and into his room, his thoughts strayed again to services not specifically provided by the hotel. He flirted with the idea of seducing Brigitte after she went off duty. His instincts told him that she would be eagerly adventuresome for a night or two if he flashed a big cob of bills. He had travelled around the world enough to make such quick assessments. But then he decided against it.  
 
    Bad idea.  
 
    One of the reasons he stayed in this particular hotel was its liberal approach to morality: if a man brought a presentable call girl back to the place, and as long as she didn't have a day job in that same hotel, the house detectives in the lobby never batted an eyelash. Then again, Misha mused, call girls were not as much fun. There was never any conquest, no corruption. So he was gracious with Brigitte.  
 
    “You've been very helpful,” he said. “And you're also very pretty. Here.”  
 
    He gazed appreciatively upon her. He handed her a ten-dollar bill. She was amazed and flattered, not sure how to react.  
 
    “Money's nothing to me,” he said. “I'm just showing my gratitude.”  
 
    She accepted the extravagant tip with profuse thanks. Then she departed. As soon as she was out of the room, he turned to more serious business.  
 
    He bolted the door from within and opened the manila envelope. In it, he found a handwritten address on East 3rd Street circled in green ink. He read it and burned it in the bathroom sink, washing the ashes down the drain. There were also two thousand dollars in cash and a metal ring with three keys. He knew that two keys were to an apartment. The address was included. The other was to a car. “Good,” he said aloud. He smiled. He turned on the television, perused the room service menu, and ordered dinner.  
 
    Later that evening, shortly before ten p.m., Misha took the Lexington Avenue subway down to Astor Place. He walked to Broadway and turned south. When he came to 3rd Street he found the address that had been written on the paper he had burned. The building was a tenement on a garbage-strewn block. The building had filthy windows and grates on the first two floors. Much of the block comprised of walk-ups in even worse condition.  
 
    He surveyed the block, then worked quickly. In front of the building was a green Ford. The color of the car matched the circular ink within his instructions. He went to the rear of the car and pulled the key ring from his pocket.  
 
    He took a final look around. He saw no one who would bother him. “Good,” he said again, to no one other than himself. He opened the trunk at the rear of the car. In the trunk, wrapped in a brown plastic bag that he immediately tore open, he found a German-made thirty-eight-caliber pistol, a Heckler and Koch, in a clip-on belt holster. With it was a forged set of identity cards, some with his photograph in the name of Lopez. There was also a badge that would identify him as a sergeant with the New York State Police, plus two boxes of bullets— thirty-eight and thirty-two caliber. At any given moment, Misha could become Sergeant Lopez. There was also a compact pair of binoculars that the assassin slipped comfortably into his jacket pocket.  
 
    He checked the handgun. He confirmed that it was loaded, with the exception of the chamber above the hammer. He clipped the gun onto his belt. He pocketed the identification and the bullets.  
 
    Bound together with heavy twine were two cartons he had shipped north from Florida, the cartons containing his weapon. He looked upon them approvingly and picked them up. He held them under his arm as he shut the trunk of the car.  
 
    Then he walked to the driver's side of the automobile. He waited as a car passed. Then he unlocked the door to the Ford and reached in, turning down the sun visors on each side. This would be a signal that the car could be removed. 
 
    He walked back to Astor Place. He found a taxi with an Off Duty sign on. The cab picked him up immediately. He asked to be taken to a movie theater at 92nd Street and Broadway. The driver was pleased with the fare and attempted conversation. Misha responded to most questions with one or two words until the driver took the hint.  
 
    Misha arrived at 92nd Street and Broadway at a few minutes after eleven. He tipped the driver and watched the cab disappear. Still carrying his two bound-together packages, he walked against the traffic on 92nd Street for half a block, then quickly reversed himself.  
 
    Again, no one followed. For the first time, Misha knew his trail was completely clean.  
 
    He walked up Broadway. He bought a pack of cigarettes along the way. On West 96th Street he strolled east until he crossed Amsterdam Avenue. He stopped.  
 
    There he saw it, the building where Frank Cooper lived. The assassin counted up the floors to the floor where, those who had briefed him said, Cooper lived. The lights were off in Cooper's apartment.  
 
    “Well,” the gunman said to himself with a laugh. “He has to come home sometime.” He laughed again. Some men took considerable enjoyment from their work. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 60  
 
      
 
    Toward ten the next morning, the phone rang in Cooper’s motel room. Cooper answered. A flat male voice that he didn’t recognize asked for him by name. 
 
    “This is Frank Cooper,” he said.  
 
    “Ah, Mr. Cooper,” the voice said. “This is Jim Hubbell. If you’re interested, I’ll talk to you. Interested?” 
 
    “Yes,” Cooper said. 
 
    “I’ll tell the police out front to allow you through,” he said. 
 
    Cooper and Richie drove to Jim Hubbell’s house. 
 
    Several days had passed since his wife had been murdered. Now Jim Hubbell sat quietly in a corner of his living room and attempted to shed some light, any light, upon her death. But for the time, Jim Hubbell found only darkness. 
“I don't know what I can tell you that I haven't told the local police, Mr. Cooper,” the widower said. “What can I say? Peggy's gone. I don't know who killed her.”  
 
    Cooper looked at the bereaved man. Hubbell was pudgy with thick black-framed glasses and a shaggy mustache. From a few minutes of conversation, Cooper sensed that Hubbell was a decent individual whose vision of life had rarely extended beyond the ledger sheets of his hammer-and-nail enterprises. His sister was staying with him since the murder of his wife.  
 
    “What sort of angles are the police following?” Cooper asked.  
 
    Hubbell shrugged. “They're following their noses, I guess,” he said.  
 
    “Please tell me anything you can. It can only help,” Cooper asked.  
 
    Hubbell explained further. The Fort Myers police were interviewing anyone who might live within walking distance and own a gun. But so far, no breaks. The cops were also going door to door in the area where Peggy had been shot. Someone had to have seen something, the local police theorized. Yet the few people who had actually witnessed her death claimed she had just dropped cold.  
 
    No sound, no fury. No visible assassin.  
 
    “Are they digging into her background at all?” Lauren asked. “Inquiring outside this area?” 
 
    “What do you mean by that?” Hubbell asked.  
 
    “Well,” Lauren began, “she was a police officer in Maryland for several years. She made arrests. She put people in jail. There could have been a residual grudge somewhere. Unresolved issues…?”  
 
    Hubbell shook his head. “Why's this so interesting to you?” Hubbell asked. “Don't you have enough murders in New York?”  
 
    “More than enough,” Cooper answered. 
 
    “Well then…?” Hubbell seemed nonplussed.  
 
    “We’re approaching this case from a different angle,” Cooper said. “It may upset you.”  
 
    “My wife was taken from me. I'm upset already.”  
 
    “We think there's a tie to some sort of espionage operation.”  
 
    A silence followed. It was so thick that Cooper felt he could cut it with a knife.  
 
    “Spies?” Hubbell finally asked. His brow contorted.  
 
    “If you want to call it that,” Cooper answered.  
 
    “What sort of spies?”  
 
    “I don't know. Russian? American?” Cooper shrugged. “I wish I could tell you, Jim. If I find out, I will.”  
 
    Hubbell exhaled slowly. A perplexed expression crept across his face and stayed there.  
 
    “Like James Bond? That sort of stuff?” Hubbell inquired.  
 
    “Not quite. More rooted in reality.”  
 
    “Whose reality?”  
 
    “I don't know, Jim. I'm still guessing. Same as you.” Cooper paused. “I think the shot was fired from several hundred meters away. Who uses weapons like that? Who even owns weapons like that?”  
 
    For what seemed like a long time another silence held the room. Then a rueful smile tiptoed across the widower's face. He removed his glasses and cleaned them with a paper napkin as he spoke. His eyes were red and moist.  
 
    “Peggy was a fan of that sort of Ian Fleming stuff,” he said. “Obviously, you know that. She would have of been fascinated if it hadn't been her who'd been killed.” He thought about it for a moment again. “I never read any of it myself. I'm not much of a reader. She was, though. College girl, you know.”  
 
    “University of Maryland. Bachelor of Science in criminology,” Cooper said. “I looked at her file in the Baltimore Police Department,” Cooper said.  
 
    “You done more research than the police here.” Cooper kept quiet during a pause. “I want to show you something, Mr. Cooper,” Hubbell said. “Come with me.” 
 
    Cooper and Richie stood and followed. They walked through a dining room into a small library carved out of a corner of a sitting room on the first floor of the Hubbell home. Hubbell led Cooper to a series of bookshelves.  
 
    “These belong to Peggy,” he said, still talking of his wife in the present tense. Hubbell surveyed the books. “I don't know whether you're able to get a grip on a person's personality by looking at their things after they're gone. Ever do that?”  
 
    “Many times.”  
 
    “Maybe this will tell you something. I don't think there's a book here that she didn't read.” Hubbell shook his head. “Great reader, that girl.”  
 
    Cooper studied the books. Mysteries and historical novels. Spy stories and political thrillers. The slain woman had arranged everything alphabetically by author. Then the fiction gave way to the nonfiction. Peggy had had a taste for political intrigue. Maybe too much so.  
 
    “Fascinating,” murmured Cooper. He was waiting for his thoughts to take shape.  
 
    In nonfiction, there were two entire shelves on Presidential deaths, the ultimate in newsworthy obituaries. The section began with Lincoln, continued through Garfield and McKinley, then leaped across sixty-odd years to John F. Kennedy.  
 
    Not just Presidential deaths, Cooper noted with a slight tremor. But Presidential assassinations. Cooper saw a book on President Harding. He pulled it from the shelf. The Strange Death of President Harding was the title. The book was hardcover in black cloth. No dust jacket. It had been published in 1928 by a now-caput Boston firm named Bower & Stepford. It stated its case outright in the first paragraph: that Warren G. Harding, the twenty-ninth President of the United States, had been murdered.  
 
    Cooper ran his hand along the volumes in Peggy's library, trying to sense what it was telling him. Lauren examined the same shelf. 
 
    “She was fascinated by all this stuff,” the hardware man said. “Read all this stuff in college, then wanted to become a policewoman. Then she got disgusted and quit the force.”  
 
    “When were you married?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “October 14, 1966,” he said.  
 
    “She left the force abruptly,” Lauren asked. “Why? Do you know?”  
 
    “She never really explained fully,” Hubbell said. “And I never asked. She spent a lot of her time thinking and reading. Tried to do some writing, too,” he said. “Don't know whatever happened to it.”  
 
    Cooper looked at him. “Was she writing about this sort of thing?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I never found it. I've looked.”  
 
    “No one took it, did they?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “Who would take it?”  
 
    “That’s what we’re trying to find out.” Cooper answered.  
 
    Cooper moved his hand to a book on President Lincoln's last day alive. Next to it were thirteen books taking issue with the Warren Commission. His gaze drifted to a hardcover condensation of the Warren Commission's report. It was the most worn book on the shelf.  
 
    “Want my opinion about something?” Hubbell asked.  
 
    “Sure, Jim,” said Cooper.  
 
    “I think education for a woman is like pouring honey into a fine watch. Didn't do Peggy any good.” He shrugged again. “Who knows? Maybe it even got her killed.”  
 
    Lauren held her tongue. 
 
    “If anything further occurs to you, if you find anything, if anything comes to you as out of the ordinary,” Cooper asked, “please call me. I’ll give you my number in New York, also.” Cooper placed a consoling hand on Hubbell’s shoulder. “Call me collect if you want. Anytime you want to exchange thoughts. Okay?”  
 
    Hubbell thanked the reporter. He said it was okay.  
 
    “And do me one favor if you call,” Cooper added. “Go to a phone booth, even though you'll feel like a jerk when you're doing it.”  
 
    “A phone booth? Why?” His voice tailed off as he motioned to his home phone.  
 
    “You just never know,” Cooper said. 
 
    Jim Hubbell thanked the reporter for his time, interest, and sympathy. Cooper and Lauren were the first people Hubbell had ever met from New York whom he actually liked, he said.  
 
    Then in the car outside, “We’re going back to Baltimore,” Cooper told Lauren. “We're taking a drive to see our last good witness,” he said.  
 
    “Who?” she asked. 
 
    “You’ve already met him,” Cooper answered.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 61  
 
    At a ballroom at the Hilton Hotel in Pittsburgh, Governor Wallace introduced his running mate: the retired Air Force Chief Of Staff General Curtis Lemay, the former commander of the Strategic Air Command. Those who knew LeMay from serving with him during his highly aggressive military service, and who were lucky enough to still be alive, also knew him by his nickname: “Old Ironpants,” given for his insistence that his bombers fly through enemy defenses without evasive action to improve their accuracy. LeMay had usually been in the lead plane.  
 
    The ballroom had been painted in luminous pink psychedelic floral patterns for a previous event. Wallace’s press conference was hastily convened, so there was no time or money to re-do the room. Hence, as Wallace introduced LeMay, Alabama State Police and U.S. Secret Service watched from holes in the swirling pink Age of Aquarius patterns.  
 
    LeMay was well known to the American public, and, for that matter, the Japanese public. In 1945, he had been placed in charge of all strategic air operations against the Japanese home islands. LeMay felt the tactics developed against the Luftwaffe were unsuitable against Japan. He theorized that high-altitude precision bombing would be ineffective, given the usually cloudy weather over Japan and strong winds which would blow his beloved bombs off course. Thus, LeMay switched to low-altitude attacks at night.  
 
    LeMay personally commanded attacks on seventy Japanese cities. LeMay ordered the defensive guns removed from 325 B-29s, loaded each plane with Model M-47 incendiary clusters, magnesium bombs, white phosphorus bombs, and napalm, and ordered his bombers to fly in streams at 5,000 to 9,000 feet over Tokyo.  
 
    Japanese cities were constructed of combustible materials such as wood and paper. Firebombs were the perfect thing to incinerate civilians. The first pathfinder airplanes arrived over Tokyo just after midnight on March 10, 1945. They marked the target area with a flaming “X.” In three hours, the bombing force dropped 1,665 tons of incendiary bombs and killed one hundred thousand civilians. The firebombs scorched sixteen square miles of Tokyo. The American flight crews could smell burning human flesh as their aircraft flew over the targets. The firebombing directed by LeMay between March 1945 and the Japanese surrender in August 1945, may have killed more than half a million Japanese civilians and left five million homeless. LeMay later said that had the U.S. lost the war, he expected to be tried for war crimes. 
 
    But there was no mention of war crimes on this day in the acid-flash pink hotel ballroom. Instead, there was a proud and enthusiastic introduction from Governor Wallace, who boosted LeMay as a war hero.  
 
    Then Marty Friedkin of the New York Eagle rose to ask a question.  
 
    “General,” Friedkin asked, “as the man who was once been responsible at S.A.C. for potentially delivering American nuclear weapons on the Soviet Union or any other enemy, how do you currently feel about the use of nuclear weapons?” 
 
    “Nukes are just another one of our weapons in the arsenal,” the General responded cheerfully. “When you’re in a war, get in with both feet and win. There are many times when it would be efficient to use nuclear weapons. I don’t think the world would end if we exploded a nuclear weapon.” 
 
    As LeMay continued, Wallace uneasily watched him. General LeMay rambled on. TV cameras aimed in and reporters clicked on their handheld recorders. 
 
    “It’s pure propaganda that nuclear weapons cause permanent damage to human, animal and plant life,” LeMay explained. “On Bikini Island where we tested our weapons, the fish are all back in the lagoons, the coconut trees are growing coconuts. The guava bushes have fruit on them. Everything is the same except the land crabs. There’s some question about whether you can eat a land crab or not, but the rats are bigger, fatter and healthier than they ever were before.” 
 
    Wallace tried to interrupt the idyllic images, but LeMay kept going. “Nuclear war is horrible but there’s no difference between being killed by a nuclear weapon or a rusty knife. If I had a choice,” he concluded with enthusiasm, “I’d rather be killed by a nuclear weapon.” 
 
    “What about the millions of people who would die with you?” Friedkin asked. 
 
    Wallace stepped between his running mate and the microphone. He insisted that LeMay had not endorsed using nuclear weapons. But the general was not a man to retreat. 
 
    “If I found it necessary, I would use anything we could dream up,” LeMay insisted, leaning in to the microphone. Wallace looked stricken. The former sergeant with the 20th Air Force needed to instill some discipline in his former commander.  
 
    “The General is not advocating the use of nuclear weapons,” Wallace said, taking control of the podium. “He’s against nuclear weapons and I am, too,” contradicting what everyone had just heard.  
 
    “Wait a minute now!” LeMay barked in his best SAC Command voice. “I’m certainly not going to stand here and tell our enemies we’re never going to use nuclear weapons. If we’re not going to use them, we might as well bury those great weapons at Fort Knox.” 
 
    It was too late to roll the Mad Bombardier back into the hanger. He was armed, aloft and soaring ever higher. It was a situation that was difficult to make worse, but LeMay managed. 
 
    Asked why he had agreed to run with Wallace, LeMay responded with admiration. “Listen, to read about him in the press, you get the idea that he’s a bigot and a racist. Well, I find him reasonable and practical. We in the Air Force have always had a place for good solid citizen colored people and the country does, too.” 
 
    It was over in seven minutes, all seven of which were worthy of Stanley Kubrick. 
 
    Herb Block of the Washington Post christened the Wallace-LeMay ticket as, Run ‘Em Over and Blow ‘Em up. By evening, Hubert Humphrey referred to Wallace and LeMay as, “the Bombsy Twins.” Nixon started circulating the phrase, “Bombs Away With Curt LeMay.”  
 
    The next day, LeMay asserted that he had inside knowledge that Nixon planned to “pack his cabinet with left wingers,” a charged which must have shocked and bemused the Nixon camp. 
 
    “Curtis Emerson LeMay is a bomber,” proclaimed Marty Friedkin’s column in the New York Eagle the next afternoon. “That sums him up. His hair is iron gray and so are his suits, which seem to have been tailored for a Brink’s truck. The solid cigar-chomping vigor of his triumphant post-war American face has been deadened by a recent stroke into a doughy fleshy weightiness, with a permanent snarly expression. As for Governor Wallace, all four feet nineteen inches of him, he has never looked as physically coarse as today when he aspired to look like a statesman. With his clumsily slicked-back cowlick, he was small, unpleasant and petulant. It may be premature to say so,” Friedkin concluded, figuring he might be fired for this column, “but Wallace didn’t just shoot himself in the foot today with the LeMay decision. He nuked himself.”  
 
      
 
     Chapter 62  
 
    It was half past two in the afternoon when Cooper and Lauren Richie again arrived in front of Mike Grady's house. Lauren stepped out of the car at the same time as Cooper.  
 
    “Don’t lock your door,” Cooper told Lauren. “Never know when you'll be leaving in a hurry.” 
 
    Cooper was not surprised to again see the drawn shades move in the living room of Grady's home. Grady was standing near the curtains, very still, probably with his weapon. 
 
    “We're already being watched,” he said. 
 
    Lauren’s eyes shifted to the window. The curtain rustled. Her eyes went to the door. Cooper, carrying the Florida newspaper under his arm, rang the bell. He rang it two, three, four times and there was no response. “Mr. Grady?” he called out eventually. He rapped sharply on the door. The entire house remained silent. “Now you try,” Frank said to Lauren. 
 
    “Detective Grady!” Lauren called out. “Please talk to us!”  
 
    The door flew open. Grady's hulking presence again filled the doorframe. For a moment, no word was spoken. The ex-cop wore a dark sports jacket over a soiled T-shirt and jeans. He looked like a bouncer at a waterfront beer-and-crab joint.  
 
     “Sorry to bother you again,” Cooper said. “I think you should see this.”  
 
    From under his arm Cooper withdrew the copy of the Fort Myers News Press. Cooper presented the newspaper open to the first page where it bore the account of Peggy Hubbell's murder. The dead woman's picture was face up under the headline.  
 
    Grady’s gaze settled upon Peggy photograph. Reacting in shock, he slowly took the newspaper from Cooper. He began to absorb what his eyes were telling him.  
 
    “No,” he said, reading. His tone was low and disbelieving. “No,” he said again, long and low. He was very still as he read.  
 
    “I'm very sorry,” Cooper said softly. “This isn't of my doing. I'm the same as you: I would have done anything to have been there in time to prevent it.”  
 
    Grady's composure crashed. He sank his teeth into his lower lip, but the flesh of his chin quivered. His gaze fell toward his shoes. But he fought with his emotions. His left hand passed across his mouth, then upward to his eyes, which were wet.  
 
    “They got her, did they?” Grady finally asked. 
 
    “Who got her?” Cooper asked. Grady looked his visitor in the eye.  
 
    “They did,” he said belligerently. “Goddamn it. I don't have names! Never had names. And do you think I'd give them if I did?”  
 
     “We are after the people who did this to her,” Cooper said. “You can help us.”  
 
    “Please?” Lauren asked.  
 
    Grady backed into his home. He gestured with his hand. Frank Cooper and Lauren Richie could follow. Cooper watched him carefully. Before closing the door, Grady scanned for any shadows that lurked in the afternoon sun.  
 
    Moments later, they sat together in the living room. Grady had taken a chair near a curtained window that allowed him a view of both the street and the room. Cooper sat on a sofa across from him. Lauren was on a chair to one side. Grady found a pack of Lucky Strikes and smoked the first of several.  
 
    “I understand your pain, Mr. Grady,” Cooper said, taking a notebook from a jacket pocket and laying it on the sofa beside him. Grady's right arm stayed motionless against his hip. Cooper had no idea what he would do if Grady went for his weapon. Meanwhile, Grady's gaze settled angrily into Cooper's eyes.  
 
    Lauren read the situation perfectly. It was a time for her to soothe. “We’re horribly sorry,” she said softly.  
 
    Cooper spoke as consolingly as possible. “May I call you Allan?” Cooper asked.  
 
     “You call me anything you want,” he said. “It don't make no difference.”  
 
    “Thank you,” Cooper said. “I know a few things. Maybe you could just listen and guide me along.”  
 
    The cop's eyes were red and strained.  
 
    “Your involvement began thirty months ago,” Cooper began. “You were on duty in Baltimore. Very early in the morning. About two a.m. on February eighth, 1966.” Grady was listening, still maintaining a silence now borne by bereavement and shock. “You were on patrol on the overnight shift. You responded to a call of an accident on Route…”  
 
    “What did the bastards do?” Grady interrupted. “Just walk into her home and shoot her?”  
 
    “Excuse me?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “Peggy,” he demanded. “Did they shoot her in front of her new family?”  
 
    “She was murdered from ambush as she walked on the beach,” Lauren said.  
 
    “Dear God,” Grady muttered. 
 
    “A thirty-two-caliber bullet,” Cooper explained. “The bullet was fired from long range. Maybe several hundred yards. A sniper.” He didn’t add that there were two shots. 
 
    “Long range!” Grady snarled. “Who the hell travels around with big-time weapons like that?” Grady’s face grew gray and gloomy. Sweat formed along his hairline.  
 
    “You were doing your job,” Cooper began again. “You were on patrol in the early morning of February 8, 1966. The weather was bad. Sleet. Ice. You…”  
 
    “You've got it haywire already,” said Grady, interrupting.  
 
    A nervous tick: every minute or so he glanced out the window and scanned his property. 
 
    “You're saying I was on patrol,” Grady corrected. “I wasn't. I had finished my shift. I was on my way home. And it wasn't any ‘accident.’ That's what you called it.”  
 
    “No?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “No. I went to a car wreck. There was a man at the wheel of an overturned car. I was afraid that the vehicle might explode. So I pulled the body from the car. Plenty of blood. He was dead.” 
 
    “Who pronounced him dead?” Cooper asked. “Not you, I wouldn’t think.” 
 
     “I think it was a Dr. Michael Arroyo. I remember. No one liked him. He showed up after the paramedics and didn’t look at much. Just signed the papers so the body could go to the M.E.’s office.” 
 
    Cooper wrote the name in his notebook. “It wasn't a Dr. Schmidt?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “Who the hell is Schmidt?”  
 
    “Schmidt's the name on the bottom of the only existing death certificate,” Cooper said. 
 
    Grady thought about it and frowned. “There was no Schmidt. That’s bull,” he said.  
 
    “But what about the paramedics? Did they examine the victim carefully?”  
 
    Grady practically spit out the words. “Of course not! Do they ever, if they can't find a heartbeat? The county pays them. They do minimum. Then they go home. They forget about it.”  
 
    “But you didn't forget it, did you?” Cooper asked. “For many reasons.”  
 
    A glare and a noncommittal shrug met this assertion.  
 
    Then, “Look,” said Grady. “There were head injuries. But they didn't happen in the car. Someone killed him. Then someone stuck him in the seat of a car and sent him down Arlington Boulevard. The man was dead before he got into the car.”  
 
    “How does a dead man drive a car so fast?” Cooper asked. “And who would have realized that the injuries happened outside the car and before the impact?”  
 
    Grady's gaze settled to the floor again. Then, “Stones,” the retired cop said. “That's how the killers made the car go. They fixed a bunch of stones to the accelerator. They wedged them in against the sideboards. Wouldn't have aroused suspicion had they jarred loose.”  
 
    “I'm not following you,” Cooper said.  
 
    “Poor Peggy,” Grady said, gazing out the window for a second. “Poor girl.” He looked back to Cooper.  
 
    The ex-cop found his voice.  Suddenly it was snowing again on the early morning of February 8, 1966. Grady told how the runaway vehicle had nearly killed him as he attempted to access Arlington Boulevard. He saw the car leave the road and flip. A fire truck was there within another few minutes, hosing down the chassis. That's why it hadn't burst into flame, both Cooper and Grady agreed, analyzing it together now. Flames had been intended. There was a heavy odor of gasoline, as if the car seats had been soaked.  
 
    “Otherwise, I never would have seen the stones. Or the blood. And I wouldn't have heard no engine. Ever been to a car wreck?” the cop asked.  
 
    “A few, unfortunately,” Cooper said.  
 
    “After you've seen a few of them,” Grady said, “they look alike. So you remember what's unusual.” Grady's eyes visited his front lawn again, then returned. “Once I went to this accident on Route Ninety-five south of Baltimore,” Grady said. “Head-on collision in the middle of the interstate. A pickup truck jumped the meridian, came up in the wrong lane, and took out this family from Jersey. Truck driver was drunk. Four people died.”  
 
    Cooper waited.  
 
    “The vehicles weren't burning,” Grady explained. “There was just smoke and steam rising, 'cause the engines had been smashed together on both vehicles. There's this woman sitting in the one car with her nose sawed off by a piece of windshield. She's still alive. What's weird is this: When the nose is missing from someone's face, you're looking right down that person's throat. This was the first time I'd looked right down someone's throat.”  
 
    Lauren grimaced.  
 
    “Yeah?” Cooper asked. “So?”  
 
    “This same accident,” Grady said, “the man sitting next to her, his head was gone. But he was still wearing a jacket and a tie. That's how I knew it was a man. We found his head the next morning two hundred and fifty feet down the highway at the foot of this big green and white sign that says, Seat Belts Save Lives.”   
 
    Cooper wondered how this would circle back to Peggy Hubbell.  
 
    “The ugly and the unusual. That's what you remember,” Grady said. “And, see, in this incident you want to know about, there wasn't anything that was really ugly. But it was unusual. See, the car was overturned, but the motor was still racing. See? That's wrong! For the motor to race,” Cooper said, “you need a foot on the accelerator. Or a drive train malfunction. First thing I did was look to see why the wheels were still racing.” 
 
    That's when he saw the stones, Grady remembered, wedged against the side of the accelerator in such a way as to keep it pressed down. And that was what made Grady take a second look at the whole scene.  
 
    “It was the blood that convinced me,” he said. “It didn't pay no attention to the laws of gravity. The body should have flown around that car to pick up its injuries,” Grady said. “That would have splattered the blood all over. But the injuries were to the back of the head. And the blood had run straight down the deceased individual's back and onto the car seat. See what I  
 
    mean? The bloodstains flowed downward on the car seat. But the car was upside down. The blood should have flowed upside down, too.”  
 
    “And you voiced your suspicions?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “I told Captain Elijah that we had at homicide. He gave it to me to investigate.”  
 
    “Did you?”  
 
    “Of course I did!” He paused. “For about forty-eight hours. Me and…This is where it gets complicated, you see,” Grady said defensively. “See, this is how Peggy and me… You know… How we sort of got involved with each other,” he said. His eyes were misting, conscious again of her death.  
 
    “But soon after he gave it to you, the case vanished,” Cooper recalled. “It never appeared again in any newspaper. Not in Baltimore or in any neighboring county. Seems strange, doesn't it? My guess would be that someone took the case away from you. And that the someone was not from this department. That’s my thesis. The someone was from Washington.”  
 
    Cooper's guess, Grady said again, was smack-dead on the money. Grady described in detail how a “suit,” as he disparagingly called it, had turned up three days later.  
 
    “So you saw the man?” asked Cooper. “The man who came from Washington.”  
 
    “Sure did. It was a Sunday morning. He sat this far away from me.” He indicated the distance between himself and Lauren. “I got a damned good look at him, Mr. Cooper.”  
 
    “Do you think you would remember him?”  
 
    “You got him somewhere?” Grady asked, with a vengeance.  
 
    “Maybe.”  
 
    “I'll take a look whenever you want.” He paused, anger creeping back up. “Particularly now,” he said. Cooper took that as a reference to Peggy Hubbell. Grady blew out a breath. “See,” Grady said, “this case changed everything. Peggy and me, we were told to forget about it. I saw the suit in Captain Elijah's office. I'd been on the job long enough to know when to lay off. But Peggy wasn't like that. She's like a lot of women. No offense,” he said, looking toward Lauren. “But she never knew when to drop something. Principles, she kept saying. A man had been killed. We couldn't sit on that. She didn't know when to drop this ‘Mr. Carman’. That's what we called it between us. ‘Mr. Carman.’ That was our code name for it, see, the man in the car, so that we could talk about it with no one overhearing and understanding.”  
 
    “Did you talk about it a lot'?”  
 
    “Yeah,” Grady admitted. “It bothered her. We started to meet for a few drinks after work. We'd talk about it. Talk about Elijah. Talk about Mr. Carman. What it must have involved. She didn't want to be part of someone's dirty cover-up.”  
 
    “How did you feel about it?”  
 
    “The cover-up? Didn't like it at all,” Grady proclaimed. “Same way I don't like captains and inspectors taking payoffs to keep dice games going. But I couldn't do nothing about that, either.” He paused. “Then eventually, we started talking about other things as well. Her and me. You know. Romantic stuff.”  
 
     “Were you in love with her?” Lauren asked.  
 
    The question devastated Grady. The ex-cop opened his mouth to answer, but no words came out. There was a tremor of a lower lip and a gagging as he tried to talk. His composure collapsed again. He nodded. Yes, he had been.  
 
    “Very much,” he managed to say. “She was something special. We got involved together about a month after the Mr. Carman incident,” he said. “I can… I can tell you honestly. I had never met a woman like her. She was smart. She was sexy. She was tough. She knew,” he concluded, “she knew how to be a woman. Know what I'm talking about?”  
 
    “How long did your affair go on?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “About a year,” Grady said. There was a very long pause. “I wanted to marry her.”  
 
    “She didn't want to?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “She turned me down,” he said. “And it was because of this case.”  
 
    From the corner of his eye, Cooper saw how focused Lauren was upon their subject.  
 
    “Christ, I loved her,” Grady said, letting go with a deep breath. “We tried not to let anyone else know we were carrying on. You know, two cops together. It didn't look good. Some of our friends knew, but they kept quiet.” Cooper gave Grady a moment to recover. Then Grady spoke with greater ease. “We'd do things on our days off,” Grady said. “Go to the ocean. Go to the eastern shore. We'd stop off in rooming houses, go to bed, sleep, make love late the next morning, then go back to sleep.” He paused. “I loved everything about her. Know that? I loved the way she pulled her stockings back on after we'd been in bed together. I loved the way she looked lying next to me. I loved watched her get dressed after we’d had some time together. “Me and her. You know?” 
 
    “I know,” Cooper said. 
 
    Grady’s face stormed over. His eyes found Cooper's.  
 
    “Where did the bullets hit, Mr. Cooper?” The question was very cold.  
 
    “I don't know,” Cooper said, recalling that one of the shots had taken part of Margaret’s head off. Cooper considered himself an excellent liar when he needed to be.  
 
    “Yes, you do,” the cop said, seeing through him immediately.  
 
    “She died instantly,” Lauren said. “Never knew what hit her.” 
 
    “You telling me the truth?” 
 
    “I am,” Lauren said.  
 
    Grady looked down and ran a hand across his face again. Then he disappeared into a happy memory again. His smile fought with his tears. Then the clouds rolled in anew.  
 
    “But, see?” Grady continued. “Always there was this thing between us. Mr. Carman. Peggy wanted me to talk to the police commissioner. She'd done some snooping around. Asked a lot more questions than she should have.” Grady gave it a long pause, combined with plenty of thought. Then his gaze fell upon Cooper's. “It was a CIA job, wasn't it?” he asked.  
 
    Cooper nodded. “I think so. But I can't prove it yet,” Cooper said. 
 
    “It’s the angle we’re working, Mr. Brady,” Lauren said, still attempting to soothe.  
 
    Grady shook his head. “Goddamn it. I warned her. I warned her so damned many times, Mr. Cooper. I told her this particular case, this one above all, don't touch it! For your own sake, Peggy, drop this one!” He was still shaking his head and his voice rose. “A beautiful, stubborn woman. Wouldn't listen. That's what ended our relationship,” Grady said. “She wanted to take the story to the newspapers,” he said. “To the TV stations. To the police commissioner. To the courts. The more important she thought the story was, the more she wanted to talk about it. She even had this one delusion about writing a book.”  
 
    Cooper rolled his eyes. So did Lauren. 
 
    “No, she was real serious about it,” Grady said. “Doing all this research, making all these notes. She had theories, Mr. Cooper. Same as you. And she was one smart lady, but none of us male assholes would listen to her.”  
 
    “Regrettably,” Cooper said.  
 
    “She wanted me to do it all with her,” he said. “But I drew the line. I warned her. I said, no, it ain’t going to do no good. She got real mad at me. ‘We're partners in this from the beginning,’ she'd say to me. ‘You drew me into this case.’ It wrecked our relationship. She said I wasn't standing by her. I didn't have any balls, she told me. I retired from the force. We saw each other less. I went off on a vacation to think things over. Thought maybe, just maybe, I would see it through to the end with her. Instead, no. She met the hardware man while I was away.”  
 
    “Jim Hubbell?”  
 
    “That's him,” Grady said bravely. “Got my woman, he did. Made off with the only person I ever loved.” He paused. “Couldn't protect her, either,” Grady said bitterly. “Did he? When the bad guys were after her, did he stop them? No!”  
 
    “In fairness,” Cooper said, “he probably didn't even know she was in danger.”  
 
    “I warned her. But would it have mattered?” It was a rhetorical question.  
 
    Grady sank back in his chair. “Once they've drawn a bead on you, there's not much you can do. Go live somewhere else and keep your mouth shut. That's what I told her to do.”  
 
    A long and terrible silence gripped the room, as if there were nothing else to say, much less do. Grady steadied himself and sat up a bit.  
 
    “What this is all about? It must be one hell of a secret,” he concluded.  
 
     “Give us enough time and there will be answers,” Cooper said. “I can promise that.”  
 
    “Unless someone blows you away first, right?” 
 
    Cooper had no answer for that one.  
 
    “What about those heavy-handed FBI bastards? Where do they fit in?” Grady asked.  
 
    “That's what made me write to Peggy again,” Grady explained. “That's when I knew this was heating up again. A couple of FBI pricks came to see me. Tried to intimidate me.”  
 
    “Excuse me?” Cooper asked. “In person? They were here?”  
 
    Grady nodded. “One of them sat right where you did.”  
 
    “You wouldn't have a specific date of the visit, would you?”  
 
    Grady figured the numbers backward. He arrived at a date in May four days after Stanley Rudawski's obituary had appeared in the Eagle.  
 
    “Remember much about them?” Cooper asked. “Names?” 
 
    “I didn’t get names,” Grady said. “They flashed me their federal tin, then pulled it away real fast. One of them was a big, tall bastard. Close cut, clean, mean face. The other one was his gorilla. Shorter. Never said anything. Probably wasn’t smart enough to talk. They mostly asked about Peggy.” Grady recalled. “I told them she was the one with the crazy theories about Mr. Carman. I told them she needed protection. I didn't know anything, and I said I'd blow the head off any fucker who came by to hassle me. They knew I meant it.”  
 
    There was a silence.  
 
    Cooper felt that he had worked the interview as long as he could. He was on the point of conclusion when Lauren spoke. “Were photographs taken of the crime scene?” she asked. 
 
    Grady’s eyes shot to her. “It wasn’t no crime scene,” Grady answered. “It was a motor vehicle accident,” he reminded. “So the photos wouldn’t be with the police. They’d be with the Highway Department division of Maryland Motor Vehicles. You’d need a cop to go with you.” 
 
    “Or an ex-cop,” Cooper asked. “Such as yourself? Tomorrow, maybe?” 
 
    “For Peggy’ sake?” Lauren asked. 
 
    Grady snorted. He shook his head to indicate no. Then he re-examined. “Yeah, okay,” he said. “Why not?”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 63 
 
    Alone in New York, Misha had time on his hands. He walked the streets and went to movies. He loitered around Grand Central and watched pretty American girls hustle to and from their trains and their jobs. 
 
    He sat around. He liked Kelly’s Bar across the street from Grand Central. He began drinking moderately. Then heavily. Who could blame him? He considered himself to be at midlife. Much of the first half of his life haunted him. 
 
    Toward the end of World War Two, Misha had been a Red Army sniper against the 
 
    the 36th Waffen Grenadier Division of the SS, also known as the SS-Sturmbrigade Dirlewanger or simply the Dirlewanger Brigade. Never in his life did he enjoy his work more. The targeted brigade consisted of German criminals and psychopaths expected to die fighting in the front lines. The unit was led by an SS commander named Oskar Dirlewanger.  
 
    Dirlewanger had been the founder and commander of an infamous Nazi SS penal unit, the brigade that bore his name. Dirlewanger had been a psychopathic killer and child molester in Germany in the 1930’s. Some knew him as the most vicious man in the SS. Few could compete in cruelty with Dirlewanger and the men he recruited to be under his command. 
 
    During its operations, the unit participated in some of World War II's most notorious campaigns of terror. In Russia, Dirlewanger burned women and children alive. He let packs of starved dogs feed on the remains. He ordered his troops to inject healthy Jews with strychnine.  
 
    On February 1945, the brigade was sent north to the Oder-Neisse line in an attempt to halt the Soviet advance. Misha was a sniper on the front. Day after day, Misha subsisted on melted snow and frozen bread as he angled to get shots at members of the 36th, and in particular the commander. Picking off individual soldiers was easy. They were stupid and undisciplined. The commander was sly and coy. In March, Misha had thrown one high-odds shot at him. The shot had missed, but zipped Dirlewanger’s staff sergeant in the neck from eight hundred meters, killing him. Misha had watched through his scope. The sergeant’s blood and neck tissue sprayed the commander, who had immediately dived for cover before a second shot arrived. It was a good prize, but a consolation prize.  
 
    When the final Soviet offensive began on 16 April 16, 1945, the Red Army pushed the 36th Waffen-Grenadier-Division division back to the northeast. The next day, Oskar Dirlewanger was seriously wounded in combat for the twelfth time. He was sent to the rear. Looking back, Misha cursed his fate. With good reason, he loathed Nazis. He never had another shot at the notorious commander. He was a man Misha would have been proud to murder. In the closing days of the war, Polish guerillas finally captured Dirlewanger and beat him to death.  
 
    Over beer and vodka at Kelly’s Bar on Lexington Avenue, Misha played out such long-ago heroics in his head. It got him through the evening. The glory days of the big war, training snipers in the Soviet Union, challenging quick-kill assignments in Africa and South America, these glory days were sadly gone. 
 
    Now it was all grunt work. Nothing to get excited about, but stuff to get done. Impatiently, he awaited the details of his final assignment in New York. He also had the phone numbers of some people who worked at the Soviet Consulate on East 68th Street. Some were old friends. They had some contacts with some lovely Ukrainian women who occasionally worked as escorts in New York. Misha had time to burn and money to spend. Who could blame the ladies for discreetly supplementing their income? And who could blame him for discreetly seeking some companionship and comfort?  
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 64 
 
    The next morning, Albert Grady sat in his Jeep in front of his home when Cooper and Richie arrived. Grady gave them a thumbs-up hand signal. He indicated they should follow. They did. He led them to Maryland Motor Vehicles.  
 
    At the D.M.V. where the Highway Unit kept accident reports, Cooper and Lauren entered the archives. They found the packets of envelopes on the highway carnage of February 8, 1966. It was not investigative gold, but it was an impressive strain of silver.  
 
    There were seventeen eight-by-ten photographs. Grady was friendly with a ruby-lipped file clerk named Bijou who, off the record, made copies of the pictures for Cooper and Lauren. Grady was prepared to slip her ten dollars for her efforts when Cooper dispensed a twenty from his wallet. 
 
    The pictures were gruesome. They showed the flow of blood that defied gravity. They showed the dead battered body wedged in the upside-down car. They showed cops surrounding the vehicles, most of them shivering and smoking. Ten of the shots focused on the logistics of the accident. One was a headshot of the dead man at the wheel. There was blood on half his head and part of his skull had been crushed. One eye was closed and the other one, with a star-fracture, was open, dislodged from its socket and staring off into a private hell. 
 
    To Cooper’s mind, it was gory enough to be a battlefield shot. But it was a solid photograph. Oddly, one of the first things Cooper noticed about the late David Charles was that he seemed to have Tartar features. Life took strange hooks and feints like that. 
 
    Eventually, Lauren turned away from the carnage. Cooper arranged his copies in an envelope which became part of their traveling research kit.  
 
    They had lunch at a local Mexican cantina. Grady came with them. To Cooper’s amusement, Lauren spoke Spanish with the owner and waiter. 
 
    “Convenient,” Cooper said, needling her with some affection. “I’ll admit Spanish is a useful language. But unless you need a taco, it’s just not an important one.” 
 
    “We’ve had this conversation before,” Lauren said. “It’s convenient and important.” 
 
    “This is America. We speak English,” Grady said. 
 
    “Maybe you do,” Lauren said, “but I speak English and Spanish.” 
 
    “Sure,” Grady snorted. “Anyone ever tell you anything important in Spanish, other than where to buy drugs?” 
 
    “Okay, enough,” Cooper said, interrupting the flow of conversation.  
 
    He signaled for the check. Afterwards, Cooper and Lauren felt exhausted. “Good job back there, by the way, with Grady,” Cooper said after the retired cop had gone to his car and departed. 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “Part of talking to a source is knowing when to pipe down.” 
 
    “The Spanish thing?” she asked. 
 
    “Right,” he said. “You need to stop being defensive about it.” 
 
    “I’ll stop being defensive when you admit it’s an important language.”  
 
    “So show me some time,” he suggested. 
 
    “I’ll do that,” she said. “Count on it.” 
 
    They decided they needed to refresh and play hooky. 
 
    They explored the waterfront, checked into one of the city's better hotels, maintaining separate rooms to keep happy the Puritans and spies in the Eagle’s accounting department happy. They went for dinner at Obrycki's, a crab joint in its twenty-fourth year, and smashed hard shells on newspapers that served as tablecloths. 
 
    It was a marvelous day's respite from the challenge and danger before them. They behaved as if they were newly in love, which in a sense they were. The hotel room was big and comfortable and overlooked the harbor. They returned to it toward ten in the evening.  
 
    Worse, or better, depending on the point of view, Cooper was falling hard for his traveling companion and peer reporter. He could easily have mistaken such emotions for the first tingling of love, something that had been distant for years. But he knew better and suppressed them. She was a J-schooler, after all, and even worse more of the hippie generation than the I-Like-Ike generation. Worst of all, she was too young for him, an unfathomable thirteen-year difference in age.  
 
    It was not until the hours after midnight, when Cooper was finally drifting off to sleep beside Lauren, that visions of the late Stanley Rudawski reappeared like a ghostly presence before his mind’s eye. He slept fitfully. They haunted him until dawn. 
 
    In the morning, reality again arose.  
 
    A phone call from New York revealed that Lauren’s skip-trace partners had so far come up frosty-cold in their attempts to locate Diego Ramirez, the Marine at the U.S. Embassy in Paris in 1965. This detail failing to fall into place, Cooper and Lauren had no reason to remain on the road. 
 
    So they turned their car around and headed north on Interstate Ninety-five. They split the driving, got into a massive traffic jam around the stinking oil refineries of North Jersey at five p.m. and were through the Holland Tunnel by 6:30.  
 
    Coming out of the tunnel, he put the turn signal on to turn right on Seventh Avenue to go downtown and take Lauren home. 
 
    “No thanks,” she said. 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “How about we stay together?” she asked. “Your place.” 
 
    He thought about it for a few seconds. 
 
    “We can review what we have and relax a little,” she said. “Plus your place is nicer than mine.” 
 
    He laughed. “Okay. Sold,” he said. 
 
    He hit Sixth Avenue and turned uptown toward West 96th Street. For several minutes, neither spoke.  
 
    Then she broke the silence. 
 
    “Do you think we’ll both survive this case?” she asked. 
 
    He glanced her way for a split second. “Why do you ask that?” he answered. 
 
    “Because the thought has occurred to me. We don’t really know what we’re messing with.” 
 
    “I’ve messed with worse,” he said. 
 
    “You didn’t answer my question,” she said. 
 
    He drew a breath. “We’ll survive,” he said. “You can’t go on any other assumption.” 
 
    “If something happens to one of us, the other persists with the case. The other takes it as far as it can go, no matter how long it takes,” she said. “Weeks? Years? Right?” 
 
    A longer breath, then, “Of course,” he answered. 
 
    “Good,” she said, sounding as if a decision had been made. 
 
    They rode again in silence. His free hand rested on Lauren’s as he drove. Idly, he wondered how he would ever be able to deal with it if anything horrible happened to her. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 65  
 
    Alone in New York, Misha walked down upper Broadway. He went to a vacant apartment that his employers had secured for him. His contact in New York, a man he knew as Mr. Renzulli, had left him a pair of keys on a ring. 
 
    The apartment was in the rear of the sixth floor of a walk-up tenement on the north side of West 96th Street. One key on his new key ring allowed him into the building. The other key let him into the apartment. There was litter and broken glass in the hallways. He recognized a heroin shooting gallery on the third floor. The men who operated it glared at him. He glared back. 
 
    He reached the apartment, stepped in and closed the door. He finally put down his packages. He stood very quietly. He could hear street noise and building noise. In a neighboring apartment, a man and woman were having a noisy argument in Creole.  
 
    The apartment had a musty smell. It was one room, studio style. There was rudimentary furniture: a bed, a dresser, a small table and two wooden chairs. A small dirty refrigerator. No one had been there for a while, at least not for any length of time. He wondered what it had last been used for, not that it mattered. The assassin turned on some lights and opened one of the two windows that looked south. He withdrew the binoculars from his pocket. He easily found Frank Cooper's building.  
 
    Cooper's living room window was a challenging target to Misha’s naked eye. But with powerful binoculars or the sight of a powerful rifle, the movement within the window would be easily discernible. A man in that apartment, or a woman, or both, would be easily visible.  
 
    Misha knew he had his angle for his shot. Or two shots. He estimated that the sniping could be accomplished from six hundred fifty, maybe seven hundred meters. But he had his trajectory. With a modem sniping weapon, such as the one he had used in Fort Myers, such a proposed hit was not difficult. Misha was confident. From this range, he could do this job. 
 
    “Okay,” he said aloud to himself. This would serve his purpose. Sometimes everything proceeded without complication, just as it had in Fort Myers.  
 
    He stashed his packages in a closet. There was a panel under the floorboards for hiding things. His employers had advised him well. He left the apartment. He took a taxi downtown to his hotel. This time his driver spoke no English, for which Misha was grateful. The driver needed directions to the hotel on Seventh Avenue 
 
    During the ride, Misha ran through some telephone numbers in New York. He was still angry that a final assignment had been thrust upon him. The Americans sometimes knew no honor. He could not wait to finish this assignment and retire to South America, even though running into some Teutonic enemies was not out of the question in places like Argentina and Brazil, Uruguay and Paraguay. 
 
    The cabbie dropped him at his high-rise hotel. He would buy a few bottles of vodka and maybe find a whore in the hotel bar. The evening would be built around such pleasures. Who could blame a man after all he had been through?  
 
    Chapter 66  
 
      
 
    The Nixon campaign finally had the diplomatic conduit they needed to monkey-wrench the election.  
 
    They prevailed upon Anna Chennault, widow of Claire Chennault, the charismatic aviator and World War Two hero. Mrs. Chennault was a Republican doyenne and Nixon fund-raiser. She was member of the pro-nationalist China lobby, with connections across Asia, and she currently lived at the Watergate Complex in D.C. 
 
    Anna Chen’s father, a diplomat in Mexico, had feared a war between Japan and China in the 1930s, so he sent his wife and children to the British Crown Colony of Hong Kong to live with his mother. Anna had been born in Beijing, China in 1935. 
 
    Anna Chen was attending class at St. Paul's School when the Imperial Japanese Air Force bombed the school on 8 December 1941. She witnessed the battle of Hong Kong as the invading Japanese army fought British, Indian and Canadian troops. The battle ended with the surrender of Hong Kong on Christmas Day. After taking Hong Kong, the Japanese declared all Chinese females to be prostitutes. They were to have sex for free for the next three days with invading Japanese soldiers. This was to “thank them” for "liberating" them from the rule of the English. Non-cooperation was punishable by decapitation.  
 
    Chen and her sisters fled to the Chinese mainland.  
 
    They survived in poverty. Anna, however, persisted in her academics. In 1944, she received a bachelor's degree in Chinese from Lingnan University. Employed as a journalist later the same year, the nineteen-year-old Chen interviewed General Chennault, the leader of the Flying Tigers. Claire Chennault was a warrior-celebrity who had saved thousands of Chinese lives. The Japanese had mercilessly bombed everything in China from 1937 onward, killing hundreds of thousands of civilians. As best they could, Chenault’s valiant pilots, the “Flying Tigers,” had harassed and attacked Japanese forces, protecting the Chinese people from the marauding Japanese. After the interview, Chen had tea with Chennault. The Louisianan’s gentlemanly behavior and Southern charm impressed Anna.  
 
    Not all of General Chennault’s conquests were wartime. In 1946, Chennault divorced his first wife, whom he had married in 1911 and who was the mother of his eight children. He married Anna Chen, who was more than three decades years his junior, in 1947.  
 
    A heavy smoker, Chennault died in 1958 of lung cancer, cigarettes accomplishing what the entire Imperial Japanese Army had been unable to do. In his will, Chennault left most of his estate to his ex-wife and their children. But he left all the shares he owned in the Civil Air Transport company and the Flying Tiger Line, an immensely profitable airline in Asia after the war, to Anna and their daughters. Upon Chennault’s death, the ladies of his second family were multi-millionaires.  
 
    After her husband’s death, Anna Chennault worked as a publicist for the Civil Air Transport in Taiwan. She was a very smart woman, charming and fluent in several languages. Later, she was vice-president of international affairs for the Flying Tiger Line that her late husband had founded. Her politics were predictably conservative. In 1960, Chennault campaigned effectively in the hawkish Chinese-American community for her friend Richard Nixon.  
 
    Now, in October of 1968, Spiro Agnew personally phoned Anna Chennault on Nixon’s behalf. They talked things over. Anna Chennault was willing to play a crucial role on behalf of Nixon campaign. Nixon had authorized "throwing a monkey wrench" into Johnson's peace negotiations. Anna Chennault would be the tiger lady who threw the wrench. She contacted South Vietnamese Ambassador Bui Diem, the same man whom Richard Nixon had met in secret in July 1968 in New York. Anna advised Saigon to refuse participation in the talks, promising a better deal once elected.  
 
    The South Vietnamese agreed to hold on, and as a result, the Democrats, and the soldiers in the ground in Vietnam, were deprived of a ceasefire or news of negotiations.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 67 
 
      
 
    On the same morning, the game plan unexpectedly changed once again for Cooper and Lauren. One of Lauren’s skip-trace contacts had hit some luck, and phoned Lauren at four that afternoon.  
 
    Lauren put the phone down and spoke to Cooper. 
 
    “We’ve got a solid lead on Lt. Diego Ramirez,” she said. “He lives in South Carolina.” 
 
    “He's alive? Accessible?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Yes to the first. Who knows? to the second. Should we phone him or visit?” 
 
    “Visit. That always works best in a case like this. This is a two-day trip,” Cooper said. “We’ll have to fly. Now. Murphy’s going to explode. He’ll blow sky high.” 
 
    “So?’ 
 
    “I’ll reason with him. Plan to travel.” 
 
    “Both of us?” 
 
    “We’re a team, right?” 
 
    “Right,” she said. “Sure.” 
 
    Cooper was correct about the explosion. It was profanity-laced and could be heard all over the Sixth Floor. But by six p.m., the travel was authorized. Cooper and Lauren spent the night at her place in the East Village, then flew from Newark to Charleston the next morning. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 68 
 
    The Benson Boat Yard where Diego Ramirez worked was located at the foot of a dead-end road on the Atlantic coast of South Carolina, just south of Myrtle Beach. The yard itself was two acres, filled with dry-docked speedboats, cabin cruisers, wrecks, and fishing boats, all presumably towed in for overhauls.  
 
    Cooper and Lauren pulled their car to a stop in front of the Benson Boat Yard and turned off the engine. Lauren turned to him from the front passenger seat. “Okay, what’s the game plan with this guy?” she asked. 
 
     “I see if I can find Diego Ramirez, then I see if he’ll tell me anything,” Cooper said. 
 
    “You sit here and wait.” 
 
    “I came all the way down here and I sit and wait? You don’t want me to go with you?” 
 
    “No. It could get rough in there. You stay here.” 
 
    “I thought we were partners.” 
 
    “We are. But I don’t want a partner getting injured. Again. Just do as I say, all right? 
 
    She opened her mouth to object, then folded her arms, irked. “Good luck,” she said. 
 
    Cooper grabbed a manila envelope containing the crash scene photos that he had from Maryland. He stepped out of the car. There was a large building that resembled a hanger for airplanes. There was an office in the front. Cooper rang and knocked.  
 
    No one responded 
 
    From nearby, Cooper heard hammering, metal on metal, as well as the occasional hissing of a gas-and-flame torch. He walked from the front office. He followed a dirt path through some weeds, grass, abandoned tires, rusted oil drums and boat parts and walked around back. Even during these days of mid-October, the heat in South Carolina remained intense. 
 
    Behind the main building, Cooper found himself in an open work area, shaded by a tin roof. Cooper saw a tall crewcut man with a broad bare chest that gleamed with sweat, wearing tight cutoff jeans and a pair of leather work boots. He was crouched down, laboring on an outboard engine attached to a rear of a twenty-foot racing boat. There was no fan, no breeze: just heat and humidity in mega doses, plus flies.  
 
    The man mopped his head and brow with an oil-stained towel. Everything flexed. Arms, thighs, calves. Pecs. Lats. Delts. The muscles rippled in the man's neck. Then he saw Cooper.  
 
    Cooper did some quick math. The man appeared to be of the age of the man he sought, former embassy guard Lance Corporal Diego Ramirez. The man stood, larger than Cooper expected: maybe six feet three, two hundred thirty pounds with biceps as thick as fireplace logs.  
 
    “I'm looking for Diego Ramirez,” Cooper said. “Ex-Marine. Heard he works here. I wonder if you'd know where I could find him.”  
 
    “Who are you?” the man asked.  
 
    “My name is Frank Cooper. I'm a writer. For the New York Eagle,” Cooper said.  
 
    “What's that?”  
 
    “A newspaper.”  
 
    “Never heard of it,” said the man. “Never heard of you. And I hate anything from New York. It’s the bad luck trifecta for you, so get your ass out of here.”  
 
    Cooper reached to his folder and pulled out a copy of the Eagle. He showed it. The day's headline surrounded an ongoing financial scandal at the Board of Education. “Well, here's the paper,” Cooper said affably, “and here I am. Now you've heard of both of us. And if it makes any difference, I was born in Illinois.”  
 
    The workman went back to his labor, pulling on a pair of dark goggles. He picked up an acetylene torch. Working close to the rear of the boat, he shot a blue flame toward a rudder flap on the outboard motor. He held the flame in place for several seconds and connected one piece of metal to another.                
 
    Sweat poured from his muscles. There was a cobra—blazing eyes, fangs exposed—tattooed in black, red, and yellow on the man's left shoulder. The snake stared at Cooper while its owner worked. It sent its own message. 
 
    “Damn!” the man finally said, finishing. “Time for a butt.” He found a pack of cigarettes, tapped out a single smoke, and used the torch to light it. He inhaled deeply, then hacked a rough cough. He stood and inhaled again deeply and pushed the goggles upward on his forehead. He looked critically at the outboard motor. Then, with one massive arm, he picked it up from where it hung on the back of the boat, held it at shoulder height, and walked all one hundred fifty pounds of it, Cooper guessed, across his workshop and hung it on a steel mount.  
 
    On his right arm was a SEMPER FI tattoo. Not even breathing heavily, he returned to confront his visitor face to face. “I thought I asked you to leave,” the man said.  
 
    “I'm looking for Mr. Diego Ramirez,” Cooper said again. He was close enough to feel the heat radiating off the man's body. Cooper refused to back up. “Are you him? If so, I’d like to---” 
 
    The man threw his smoke against a gasoline drum. He grabbed Cooper by the front of the shirt and lifted him off his feet. The man chicken-winged him and marched him back around the corner that he had turned moments early.  
 
    Cooper dropped his envelope and struggled but the man was three times as strong and fifteen years younger. He twisted Cooper’s arm and hammer locked it. He marched Cooper halfway back to the parked car, then threw him down onto the gravel. 
 
    “Now leave me the fuck alone!” he said as Cooper landed. “Come back in here again and I’ll fucking shoot you.” He then turned and walked back to his workshop.  
 
    Lauren cautiously stepped out of the car. Cooper gathered himself and staggered to her. His elbow was bleeding from where he had hit the ground. 
 
    “Doesn’t look like it went well,” she said. 
 
    He stepped closer to her. His back hurt, as did his shoulder, his elbow, a hip and his jaw. Somewhere in the exchange, the bald man had whacked him in the face. 
 
    “No. It didn’t. You could tell?” he asked. Cooper rubbed his aching jaw. “Jesus,” he muttered. Then, “Well, I never said I was running a popularity contest.” 
 
    Lauren eyed the buildings and the envelope on the ground. “His name is Diego Ramirez and he’s an ex-Marine?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah. If that’s him. And I suspect it is. He’s got a small accent.” 
 
    “Beautiful. And he’s Puerto Rican?” 
 
    “Born in San Juan,” Cooper said. 
 
    “Wait here,” Lauren said, stepping past him.  
 
    “What the hell? What do you think you’re doing?” 
 
    “It could get rough in there. You stay here. I got this.” 
 
    Aghast, Cooper watched.   
 
    Lauren scoop up the manila envelope from where Cooper had dropped it. She disappeared around the corner. He went to the car, grimaced and leaned against it to wait. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 69  
 
    The bald man was settling in to his equipment again when Lauren turned the corner. She spoke to him in Spanish as he looked up at saw her. “Hola. Diego?” she asked. 
 
    He gave her a long look. “¿Quien quiere saber?” he asked. “Who wants to know?” 
 
    Lauren introduced herself in Spanish. The man asked if she was with the man whom he had just chased. She admitted that she was. She said she shared Diego’s heritage and asked for the personal favor of being able to speak with him.  
 
    “May I sit down?” she asked, continuing in Spanish. 
 
    He said she could. Then, “Okay, look, lady, let's get it straight. You ain't from no bank or finance company, right?”  
 
    “Claro que no.”  
 
    “I used to own this yard,” the man continued in Spanish. “Bank foreclosed on me, took every dime of equity I had. So if you're here to shove some papers at me…”  
 
    “I'm just a working stiff like you,” Lauren reassured him. “You’re Diego, right?” 
 
    After a moment, “Soy Diego.” 
 
    Lauren breathed easier. She led him into some small talk and told him, truthfully, that she was on her first major assignment for a New York newspaper.  
 
    “I really need your help,” she said.  
 
    “Was that your boss I just threw out of here?” he asked. 
 
    She laughed. “No. He’s my partner. And a friend. He’s not a bad man. We work together, and he’s helped me. As a Latina, a lot of people are against me in the business world. He’s not. He hired me when a lot of people wouldn’t. Don’t be rough on him. He’s good people.” 
 
    The man absorbed it. “Esta bien. Okay,” he said. 
 
    “You were a Marine?” she asked. 
 
    “Semper Fi.” 
 
    “Vietnam?” 
 
    “Two tours in Nam. Five tours in total in the Corps.” 
 
    “Gracias,” she said. 
 
    “¿Por qué?” 
 
    “For standing up for our country. Mira. I want to show you something,” she said.  
 
    She opened her wallet. She found a picture of her brother, Hector, in Saigon.  
 
    Diego looked at the picture and all it implied. “He’s doing okay?” he asked. 
 
    “So far so good,” she said. “You know how it is. I pray to God every day.” 
 
    Diego nodded. Yes, he knew.  
 
    “What did you do?” she asked. “In Vietnam?” 
 
    Diego looked at her curiously. He sighed. He rose and walked to a small refrigerator. There was a shotgun leaning against it. He pulled out two cans of chilled Coca-Cola. Lauren noticed his limp. He came back, sat down next to her and gave her a soda. They popped the tops and drank.  
 
    “Gracias,” she said again. 
 
    “De nada. I was in a Marine medium helicopter squadron. I was deployed to the Mekong Delta to provide support firepower for the ARVN’s against the Viet Cong.” 
 
    “Purple hearts?” she asked.  
 
    He shrugged.  
 
    “How many?” she pressed 
 
    “Two,” he said. After several seconds, he added, “Plus a Silver Star.”  
 
    “God bless you,” she said. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    A moment passed. Diego reached to Lauren's copy of the Eagle. He flipped a few pages. His eyes settled upon a Kenneth Siegelman trademark, a beach scene from Australia featuring two twenty-year-old girls named Cindy and Lacey in bikinis. The photo was a quarter page.  
 
    “You like the two girls?” Lauren asked. “Guys like to be guys, right? Guys like to look.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he laughed. “They should put your picture in here.” 
 
    “In a swim suit?” 
 
    “Why not, hey?” 
 
    She laughed again. She decided to flirt. “Maybe someday,” she said. “Right now, I write for them.” 
 
    “Nice newspaper. You wrote something in here?” 
 
    She thought fast. She found a short piece in the sports section. Then she added, still in Spanish, “I interviewed Clemente of the Pirates.” 
 
    “You met Roberto Clemente? Cute girls. Nice paper.”  
 
    He apparently meant it. Lauren wasn't used to receiving compliments on the Eagle.  
 
    “Esta bien, I'm Diego Ramirez,” he said. “So what do you want?”  
 
     “I'm doing research project for my newspaper,” Lauren said. “It includes a few personal details on a man named David Charles. He was at the U.S. Embassy in Paris briefly in 1965.”  
 
    Ramirez leaned against the boat. He extinguished his cigarette by nipping off the end of it with his teeth and spitting it quickly onto the floor. He crushed the ember with the toe of his boot. He smiled. “Ha! Yeah. I knew him,” he said. “Not really well personally. Us jarheads kept to ourselves. Shut up and follow orders. Threw people out when I had to. Our rifles weren’t even loaded. Know what I'm saying?”  
 
    “I know exactly.” Lauren nodded. She sensed her moment to make a reportorial move. 
 
    “Diego,” Lauren began, “Let me ask you something. Do you remember a funny incident back in February of 1965? When Ambassador Bohlen went back to the United States, this same David Charles was acting ambassador for a while. Then Mr. Bohlen came back and…”  
 
    Diego Ramirez started to laugh. “Yeah, oh, sure. Hell. I remember that really well.”  
 
    “You do?”  
 
    “Charles. A Texan.” He laughed again. “‘Lyndon's Man.’ People called him because Johnson had sent him personally.”  
 
    “That's right. Did you see a lot of him?”  
 
    “My job was to stand at the door. Like a cigar-store Indian. Didn't have nothing to do but watch people.”  
 
    “You talked to him, this David Charles?” 
 
    “Sometimes.”  
 
    “About what?”  
 
     Ramirez laughed. “Really want to know?”  
 
    Lauren nodded and smiled.  
 
    “You won’t be offended?” Ramirez asked. 
 
    “I doubt it.” 
 
    “He asked me about the French whores. Whether I was getting anything at night.” 
 
    “Uh, huh.” She laughed. 
 
    “Nothing much beyond that. I didn’t talk embassy shop with him if that’s what you mean. Don’t know nothing about that. Above my pay grade.” 
 
    “You liked him, Mr. Charles? 
 
    “Seemed like a nice man, Mr. Charles. Wealthy. More down to earth than the real ambassador. But he was a gentleman. Never gave the jarheads no trouble.” The former lance corporal paused. “He knew all the famous people. The big cheeses. All the Presidents.”  
 
     “What about a man named Stanley Rudawski?” Lauren asked. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Older guy, right?” Ramirez asked. “Maybe around sixty.” 
 
    “That’s correct.” 
 
     “Rudawski was kind of a brainy. I didn’t know him that well. Nice man, I guess.” 
 
    “But you remember him, too?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Diego Ramirez asserted. “I remember them both. Rudawski spoke Spanish. Now I remember.” 
 
     “There was a day in February 1965,” said Lauren. “Ambassador Bohlen came back, then you were supposed to take David Charles to the airport. You were sort of his ‘guard,’?” 
 
    “You could say that.” 
 
    “You were in charge of making sure he didn’t talk to anyone. Isn’t that correct?’ 
 
    “How did you know that?” 
 
    “I’ve done some research. I talked to Stanley Rudawski once,” she fibbed.  
 
    “Yeah? Oh, that’s cool. How is he? Mr. Rudawski.” 
 
    “He just died, I’m afraid.” 
 
    “Oh. Sorry.” Diego paused. “So this has something to do with that? With him dying?” 
 
    “Sort of. What do you remember about the day in February?” 
 
    “Mr. Bohlen called me into his office when he came back to Paris. Charles was sitting right there in front of him. Looked real mad, Bohlen did. Told me to get Charles out to the airport, fast. He was recalled immediately. Wasn't supposed to talk to nobody, especially embassy staff.” Ramirez paused again. “Why are you asking me all this? Why don't you find Charles? Ask him. Or the ambassador, himself,”  
 
    “We can't find David Charles. Rudawski is dead. Bohlen is not available.”  
 
    “Oh,” said Ramirez, as if it barely mattered.  
 
    Then Lauren reached to the manila envelope. “I want to thank you, Diego,” she said “You're being very helpful. Maybe now,” she said, “you could just confirm everything by identifying some photographs. Do you mind?”  
 
    “No. I don't mind.” Ramirez grabbed the oily towel again and dried his hands.  
 
    “I'm going to show you pictures of eight men. Examine them carefully. Let me know if you recognize anyone.”  
 
    Ramirez shrugged. “Sounds easy,” he said, intrigued.  
 
    Lauren unveiled the packet of head shots: Rudawski, from his obituary picture provided by his daughter; David Charles, swiped from the CIA file; and six others that Cooper had filched from the obituary archives in his office.  
 
    Lauren laid out the eight photographs on the only surface available, a worktable cluttered with tools, oil cans, and outboard motor parts. Lauren watched Ramirez as he looked at the eight photos. He picked up each one individually and gave it a good look. Then he made two piles, one of six photos and one with two.  
 
    “These six I don’t recognize,” Ramirez said. With a thick forefinger, Ramirez pushed the ringers aside. “Stanley Rudawski,” said Ramirez next. That left a single head shot on the table. “This one is David Charles,” he said, identifying the photo from the CIA file. 
 
    “Thank you, Diego,” she said, pleased. She picked up the photographs and placed them together in the same envelope. “You've been a tremendous help.”  
 
    Diego shrugged. “No problem,” he said. He looked at the materials Lauren was packing. “What else you got?” he asked. 
 
    “That’s pretty much all,” Lauren answered. “Do you have anything else that might interest me? 
 
    Diego thought about it, then offered an unconvincing, “No.” His eyes settled on the other file in Lauren’s lap. 
 
    “What’s in the other envelope?” he asked. “Better not be a legal paper.” 
 
    Lauren switched back to English. “Gruesome stuff. Death scene in Maryland. Car crash.” 
 
    “Can I look?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Why not? I’m curious. And I want to make sure you don’t have a legal paper to tack to my door because if you do I might shoot you.”  
 
    He glanced at the shotgun. 
 
    “You’re kidding, right?” she asked. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Don’t be that way,” she said. “I’m being honest with you.” 
 
    “Then show me.” 
 
    “Oka,” she said.  
 
    “Good. That’s smart,” he said. “You’re a smart girl.” 
 
    She opened the envelope. She pulled out the car crash pictures from Maryland. Ramirez looked at them with no more than a slight wince. He had surely seen worse on battlefields in South Vietnam. Then, “Oh, what the hell? I get it,” he said. 
 
    “Get what?” 
 
    “The defector. Shit! This is what finally happened to him?” 
 
    “What defector?” Lauren asked. 
 
    “The one that David Charles was coddling,” Ramirez said. “The Russian Lukashenko. They announced that he’d been sent back to the Soviet Union. I knew better, although I don’t think Mr. Rudawski ever knew about it. They froze Rudawski out after David Charles left.  
 
    “Diego,” Lauren asked in a low, astonished voice. “What are you telling me? The man who was killed in this car crash was the defector? Lukashenko?”  
 
    “That's Lukashenko,” said Ramirez, putting a thick finger on the bloody headshot. “That's the guy David Charles was trying to get to the United States.” He paused. “What happened? Who offed him? Someone run him off the road? Russians? The Commies kill him?” He joked: “A sourpuss ex-wife back in Leningrad?”  
 
    Several seconds of stunned silence passed. Ramirez filled it by reaching for his smokes and setting one on fire. Lauren spoke again. “We don’t know,” Lauren said. “But we’d like to.” 
 
    “Be careful, mi amiga. It never turns out good, these things, does it?” Diego asked. 
 
    “No,” Lauren answered. “Not usually.”  
 
    “People get killed in funny ways,” Diego warned. 
 
    Lauren nodded. Then, by waiting a moment, she broke through the final barrier.  
 
    “Okay, look,” Diego said. “This defector was hiding somewhere in Paris. CIA safehouse, I guess. Everybody made a big fuss that he’d been hauled back to Moscow and shot. Well, I heard different. Lance Corporal Underground: the other Marines in security. They knew stuff and they told me. Some poor bastard got hauled back to Moscow in his place. The CIA set it up and then some Agency guys arrived from Langley. Couple of condescending bastards. Real pricks. I was assigned to be their driver. First thing they did was start barking orders at me. I wasn’t supposed to talk to anyone other than them. They told me to get a real sidearm and load it. If anyone stopped our car I was supposed to use the gun. This was ‘top table’ stuff, they said, puffing themselves up a few notches. We drove around and made sure we were clean. There was a crash car in front of us. French police had a plain car following us, also. Black Citroen like de Gaulle used. Right on my rear bumper: it was on us like ugly on an ape,” he said. 
 
    Lauren tried to make notes but gave up. Ramirez was explaining too rapidly. 
 
    “We went to this safe house in an expensive neighborhood near the Arc of Triumph. I stayed at the wheel. The CIA guys hustled into this brick building. Holding their guns at their side, really expecting heavy trouble. They come quick-stepping out with Lukashenko, acting like all hell is going to break loose. The Agency guys handcuffed him to a special bar in the car. He couldn’t jump out and no one could pull him out. They told me to drive to the airport. Fast! I started south toward Orly and the two CIA pricks yelled at me. They said, ‘No! No, the military airport, you spic jerkoff!’ How was I supposed to know? I said, ‘What the fuck? I didn’t know there was a US military airport!’ They said there wasn’t one: we were going to a French air force base southwest of Paris. ‘Where the hell’s that?” I asked. They yelled the directions at me, as if they’re the experts and I’m the dumb hired help. I drove them out to their air base.” 
 
    “Do you remember the name of it?” 
 
    “Vivvy Very Something. I don’t know. All the French sounded the same to me, like names of cheeses.” 
 
    “Okay, good. Go on,” Lauren said. 
 
    “All these noisy Mirage fighters were flying in and out,” Ramirez resumed. “It was a kick, the aircraft, but I should have had me some earplugs. There was an unmarked Air America 727 there. That’s the CIA airline. Any fool knew that. No logo on the silver bird but you could tell by the numbers on the tail rudder. I was told to drive right up on the tarmac. I did. Some French military police waved us through, expecting us. The two suits hustled Lukashenko out of the car, threw an overcoat over him, two more security hoods bracket him. Big stupid Polish guys with shitty haircuts. They hustled him up the ramp. Last time I ever saw Lukashenko until now when I see these pictures of him with his head bashed in. The CIA guys told me never to talk about this while I still wore a Marine uniform. It never happened. I said, sure. I didn’t see nothing. I’m just a dumbfuck Latino, right? Get it, guys? I’m barely smart enough to swim to Miami from San Juan. Just leave me alone. They got all warm and cuddly then and tried to apologize, kept saying it was top drawer stuff. I just said, sure, sure. Hey, screw ‘em!” he said.  
 
    He paused.  
 
    “Air Fucking America. Excuse my language. But I knew this Russian guy must have been someone important to rate that.”  
 
    “Was it a small plane? A large plane?”
“Big one. I figured they were going to Washington. He paused as if decided whether to add something. “Know what else?” he asked. 
 
    “What else, Diego?” 
 
    “At the top of the steps to the airplane, waiting for Lukashenko, David Charles. Right there in the flesh. Hand extended, greeting the Russian. Puts his arm around him and takes him aboard the plane.”  
 
    Lauren gazed upon her witness and felt a surge of goose bumps.  
 
    “You’re kidding me,” she finally muttered. 
 
    “Nope. I wouldn’t do that,” Diego said. 
 
    She looked at the photograph again.  
 
    “What else?” she asked. 
 
    “Nothing,” he said. “That’s all of it.” 
 
    “You’re sure?” 
 
    “Seguro, Señora Lauren Richie. Es todo.” 
 
    She stood to leave. “Thank you again,” she said. 
 
    “May God smile upon your family,” he said. 
 
    “And yours also.” They exchanged hands. Then, when that wasn’t enough, a hug. She walked toward the door. Then, “Hey!” he called after her. She turned. “I’m glad I didn’t have to shoot you,” he said. 
 
    “That makes two of us.” 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    She walked back to the car where Cooper waited. His pistol was across his lap, a just-in-case position. The windows were down first to admit a breeze through the car, second so that he could hear. 
 
    “How did you do?” he asked.  
 
    “First admit that Spanish is a useful language,” she said. 
 
    “You win.” 
 
    “Bueno,” she said. “As for Diego, muchas informaciónes interesantes.” 
 
    Lauren related what Diego Ramirez had told her as they drove back to New York. 
 
    “If Lukashenko actually got to the United States,” Lauren said, “that whole interplay of who trusted Nosenko and who didn’t perhaps explains itself.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Cooper said. “Maybe. I want to look at the timing.” He paused. “Jesus,” he said. “What would I do without you? You just struck gold, you know.” 
 
    “I know,” she said. 
 
    After a moment, “I guess I should take Spanish lessons,” he said. 
 
    “It wouldn’t hurt.” 
 
      
 
    Chapter 70 
 
    The next morning Cooper phoned Topher Wilson in New York, doing what he could to authenticate Ramirez’s story. Cooper asked Topher to run as much as he could against the files in Lou’s mainframe computer. “And do me a favor, Topher,” Cooper said. “When you call me back, do it from a phone booth.” 
 
    When Topher phoned back, he was in a noisy booth at a Hamburger Heaven at 44th Street and Lexington Avenue. With the clatter and rattle of midday crowds in the background, the details of Ramirez’s story stumbled into place.  
 
    All of them. 
 
    “Vivvy Very Something. I don’t know. All the French sounded the same to me, like names of cheeses,” the former Marine had said. 
 
    Even that worked. The Vélizy–Villacoublay Air Base, “Vivvy Very Something” in Diego’s word, was the biggest and most secure French military base near Paris. It was located two miles southeast of the town of Vélizy-Villacoublay, about eight miles southwest of Paris.  
 
    Southeast by southwest: in context, even that made sense. And so did the two Agency visitors that Ramirez had described. A solid straightforward working guy, Ramirez had held the same qualified opinion of the type that Rudawski, the intellectual, had held: mulish and obnoxious but never in doubt.  
 
    Cooper listened to what Topher related on French military and intelligence security of the mid-1960s. Vélizy-Villacoublay had been captured by the Nazis in 1940. It had been used as a Luftwaffe military airfield during World War Two. American bombers had attacked it on several occasions during 1943 and early 1944. Then it was captured by Allied ground forces on August 27th, 1944 as the long bloody endgame took shape in Western Europe.  
 
    Immediately, American forces began cleared the base of mines. They destroyed Luftwaffe aircraft, and Vélizy-Villacoublay became a USAAF Ninth Air Force combat base only a few days after its capture from German forces. 
 
    After the war ended, Villacoublay remained under American control. It was rebuilt under the Marshall Plan with Yankee dollars and was in use as a U.S. Air Force transport base until August 31, 1946 when the Americans returned to the French Air Force. Air America, the CIA’s private line, had been the prime tenant ever since, mostly as a venue for transportations that were too dicey for normal commercial aircraft or even military carriers.  
 
    In every way, Cooper concluded, Diego’s account of Lukashenko’s travel to the United States made perfect sense. Why it had ended as it had was the new enigma.  
 
    Topher rang off. Cooper and Lauren began with the most burning question: where in the world was David Charles? 
 
    Then, as they prepared to return to the city, Topher phoned again from New York. Jim Hubbell, the widow of the slain woman in Fort Myers, had phoned in. 
 
    “Investigative reporters earn their chops on ‘out of the blue’ calls,” Cooper said to Lauren. “Know what Walter Winchell used to say? He said, ‘Most of the stuff I print is stuff that someone once told me to keep secret.’” 
 
    She grinned. Lesson learned.  
 
    Cooper returned the call immediately to Jim Hubbell. “Yes, Jim?” Cooper said, not knowing what to expect. “How are things down there on the hot, muggy peninsula?”  
 
    “Well, things are fine in Florida, sir,” Hubbell said. “But I been doing some thinking about some of the stuff you told me about,” Hubbell said. “You got kind of a point.”  
 
    “What are you talking about?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “Can't really tell you on the phone,” Hubbell said. “But my Peggy had all these theories, you know. Like we talked about, you and me. You know, she read all this stuff I was showing you. I thought she was just playing around with the theories. Guess not,” he said.  
 
    “Jim, where are you?” Cooper asked with growing interest. “Do you remember what we talked about? About telephones?”  
 
    “Yes, sir. I remember,” he said. “I remember real well.”  
 
    He had taken several precautions, he explained. He had sent his daughter to stay with his sister in Alabama on a remote farm. He had taken up residence with an old army buddy in Bradenton. And he'd taken to driving to work each day with pair of loaded police revolvers in the car with him, weapons he also kept on his person when he worked, one on his belt, the companion piece on his ankle. It was the perfect metaphor, Cooper thought idly, for business in the mid-1960s: firepower ready always. But then again, this wasn't ordinary business.  
 
    Hubbell had also taken the most basic precaution. He was in a phone booth at a doughnut shop owned by a friend. And though he was jittery about talking anywhere he could say a little. “I got some stuff I might like to show you, Mr. Cooper,” Hubbell said. “That's if you could fly down again.”  
 
    “We can drive down, Jim,” Cooper said. “That keeps us under everyone’s radar. And we’re already in South Carolina. Just convince me over the phone that it's worth my time. Is it?”  
 
    “My Peggy, I think she was fussing around with something crazy,” Hubbell said. He paused. Then, “Ever heard of something called 'Project Brontosaurus'?”  
 
      
 
    Chapter 71  
 
    In Enid, Oklahoma, George Wallace was on one of his final campaign swings.  
 
    Before a tepid crowd of about three thousand Wallace was having trouble getting some fireworks going. He spotted, however, a group a several hundred well behaved young men and women in one area. Some had long hair. They carried signed with Biblical quotations, such as such as, "Let justice roll down like waters and righteousness like a flowing stream. Wash out Wallace." 
 
    The ex-governor turned on them. He pointed to them and likened them to the “hippies who fly the Viet Cong flag and raise blood and funds for communist forces in the Viet Nam war.” He continually singled them out and tried to provoke them.  
 
    They wouldn’t react. 
 
    “Who the hell were those smug little brats?” he asked later as he headed to the airport to catch a plane to Detroit. It turned out they were students at Phillips University, a private institution in Enid, Oklahoma that trained minsters for the First Christian Church, a conservative, fundamentalist denomination. 
 
    In Detroit that night at Cobo Hall, however, Wallace got what he wanted.  
 
    Brawling broke out even before Wallace arrived. Another fistfight began during the playing of the National Anthem. While some in the audience were singing, “And the home of the brave,” other Wallace supporters started to pummel a group of demonstrators and tear their signs. Police used a chemical spray to break up the melee. 
 
    As it began, it continued. Wallace was only twenty-five seconds into his speech, the part in which he introduces a group of Alabama labor figures traveling with him, when he unleashed his first taunt at the hecklers. As soon as he began, however, another flurry of fist fights broke out on the arena floor. Wallace supporters and some of several thousand hecklers met like a pair of ragtag armies, initially with the fists and then with folding chairs and placard standards. 
 
    Police arrested a dozen hecklers. Wallace supporters struck handcuffed detainees as they were being led away by police, who did not interfere. One plainclothes policeman, using a pair of handcuffs as brass knuckles, cut the face of a heckler who shoved him. 
 
    Reporters circulating in the crowd ran into frequent encounters with Wallace supporters, but police - both uniform and plainclothes - were always close by. Marty Friedkin was jostled several times and shoved to the floor once. By now he was getting used to it. Stepping away from the press area as the rally concluded, he was sucker punched from behind and stunned.  
 
    He fell. 
 
    For a minute, he lost consciousness. He was aware of being helped by police and two people in civilian clothes. But he was dazed and unable to speak, pain thumping in the back of his head. 
 
    “You okay?” a cop asked. 
 
    “I think so. Maybe.” He reached to the back of his head. “Am I bleeding?” he asked. 
 
    The policeman shook his head.  
 
    “Anyone see who hit me?” 
 
    The policeman shook his head again. Friedkin remained on the convention floor. 
 
    “You got what you deserved, Hymie,” a passer-by said. The cops shooed the man away. 
 
    Then a man in a jacket and khakis crouched down next to Friedkin. The man took Friedkin’s press credential in his hand, read it, and released it. 
 
    “New York Eagle, huh?” the man asked. 
 
    “Correct,” Friedkin answered.  
 
    “Why don’t you come with me, Mr. Friedkin? You can get some ice and sit for a little. How’s that sound?” 
 
    The man had an accent of the Old Confederacy. 
 
    “Okay,” Friedkin said, still mildly dazed. “That sounds good. Thank you.” 
 
    “I’m Deke Moreland,” the man said. “I’m with Governor Wallace.” 
 
    “You work for him?” 
 
    “No. I’m with him.” 
 
    The police officer and Moreland helped Friedkin to his feet.  
 
    “Terrible when things like this happen,” Moreland said. “Folks get all excited.”  
 
    “Maybe your guy shouldn’t whip them up like that, then,” Friedkin suggested. 
 
    “Not the governor’s fault. People are angry with what’s happening in America.” 
 
    “Yeah. Right.” 
 
    Friedkin’s skull pounded. “I’m upset with what’s happening in this country, too, but I don’t go around punching and kicking people,” he said. 
 
    “Come along,” Moreland said kindly. “Some ice and some sit-down will do you good.”  
 
    Police moved in. The auditorium floor bordered on chaos. Security advised Wallace to leave. Wallace made a hurried conclusion to his remarks. Police whisked him away from the podium and other police tried to separate the battling groups in attendance.  
 
    Deke Moreland walked Friedkin past two rows of security barriers and toward a private elevator. They went down a flight. Friedkin was suddenly backstage. Then, in a surreal moment he was less than twenty feet away from a small animated man with an angry expression, crooked necktie and slicked back hair. Wallace.  
 
    Police from Michigan and from Alabama formed a ring around the candidate, facing outward. There were four of them within the outer circle—tall, taut security gorillas. The only thing in Friedkin’s memory that he had ever seen that was similar were the bulked-out hulking security men who ringed President de Gaulle of France: Roger Tessier, Henri Djouder, René Auvray, Raymond Sasia, and Paul Comiti.  
 
    Friedkin, one hand to the back of his skull, tried to pause to get a good close look at the Presidential candidate. But Moreland kept him moving. They arrived moments later in a private lounge. Friedkin seated himself in a large chair. His head pounded. He felt as if he had a concussion. A pretty woman brought ice. Indulgently, Moreland pulled up a chair next to him. 
 
    “Now, how are you feeling?” Moreland asked. 
 
    “Better. A little. Thank you.” 
 
    “Rough crowd, huh?” Moreland asked. 
 
    “Bunch of crazy latter-day Fascists,” said Friedkin. 
 
    “Oh, now, don’t get going in that direction again, friend. The governor just speaks the truth as he sees it. Working people connect.” 
 
    “So do a bunch of overt bigots and racists.” 
 
    “Your opinion,” Moreland said. 
 
    “What do you do for the governor?” Friedkin asked. 
 
    “On the record?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “I’m a friend and admirer. I enjoy a campaign that’s not ashamed to be patriotic.” 
 
    “Now how about off the record?” Friedkin pressed. 
 
    Moreland laughed. 
 
    “Off the record, friend, I bundle money. The governor has several large contributors who like to remain anonymous. I make sure the dollars get into the bank account.” Moreland paused. “I’m just happy to participate. I doubt if Mr. Wallace even knows who I am.” 
 
    “If you’re a big-time bundler,” Friedkin said, “he knows who you are.” 
 
    Moreland laughed. “I suppose. Or maybe not.” He stood and reached into a wallet. He pulled out a business card and handed it to Friedkin. “But now you know, too,” he said. “Apologies for what happened here. I got to mosey along. Stay as long as you like. I hope you feel better. Okay?” 
 
    Friedkin accepted the business card and the apology. “Okay,” Friedkin said. 
 
    “Friends?” asked Moreland. 
 
    “Yeah. Sure,” said Friedkin. 
 
    Then Deke Moreland, the bundler, was out the door. 
 
    Chapter 72   
 
    Jim Hubbell wore dark glasses when Cooper and Richie arrived at the doughnut shop. He looked shaken and frightened. And he hadn't been kidding about the shotgun. He kept it up front with him below the dashboard of his pick-up truck, where he sat waiting. Cooper pulled his car next to the pick-up, window to window. 
 
    “I would never have believed it,” Hubbell said from his truck. “If you'd come here, even if you were an old pal of mine, and told me all this, I’d never have believed it about Peggy.”  
 
     “You always find things out after people die, as well,” Cooper said.  
 
    “Follow me,” Hubbell said. 
 
    Hubbell drove a circuitous indirect route to his home. Cooper and Lauren followed, Cooper driving. Cooper flipped down the sunshade above his portion of the windshield. He also watched his rear view. It didn't take him long to spot a compact blue Chevrolet station wagon, three cars back, following.  
 
    “I hope that's a friend of Hubbell’s following us,” Cooper said. “Otherwise, we'll be needing that shotgun pretty soon.”  
 
    They arrived at Hubbell’s house. The follow-up vehicle parked down the street. Hubbell eyed it as he walked to Cooper. 
 
    “Who’s your friend?” Cooper asked, indicating.  
 
    “Buddy of mine from work,” said Hubbell. “Name's Frankie. One of my store managers. He's my buddy but I'm his boss. He’s a retired cop.” 
 
    “You're that alarmed, are you?” Cooper watched their escort through the mirror. Frankie was a big, moon-faced man with a beard and a red Florida State baseball cap. 
 
     Cooper placed a hand on the widower's shoulder. “Is Frankie reliable?”  
 
    “Better be. I pay his salary.”  
 
    “Then sometime give him a tip for the future. If he knows where we're going, he should pull ahead now and then. Otherwise, if you get a real tail someday, someone playing hard ball, he'll make your pal and hit him right before he blows you away. Okay?”  
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    “And if you're really worried about being followed,” Cooper continued, “you should hit your brakes and pull to the side of the highway for five minutes. Then see who cuts theirs to try not to lose you. Sometimes it's almost amusing.”  
 
     “Sure,” he finally said. “I'll tell Frankie. We'll start doing that. Thanks.” 
 
    The Hubbell house had a condemned air, as if much of its life had vanished with Peggy. The air conditioning had been off. The house was an inferno. Hubbell opened all the doors and two downstairs windows. Outside, Frankie sat in his wagon halfway down the block and broiled.  
 
    Hubbell's new story was succinct. Among his late wife's possessions, he discovered as he gradually went through them, was a pistol. Firearms were nothing new in the Hubbell domicile. But as parents they had had a standing agreement. No weapon was ever unaccounted for, acquired secretly, or left without a lock when their little girl was about. Peggy had violated that code. Jim had found the loaded pistol that she carried under the seat of her car.  
 
    He had agonized over it for days. Why had she had it? Whom had she feared?  
 
    He was brooding upon that in the kitchen one night, getting up the moxie to call Mr. Cooper in New York and shoot the breeze about it, when Jenny came into the room.  
 
    “Daddy?” she had asked. “What are you doing with Mommy's gun?”  
 
    “I couldn't believe it, Mr. Cooper,” Jim Hubbell related. “I didn't know my wife had an extra pistol. But my daughter knew. It made me wonder. What else didn't I know?”  
 
    “How did your daughter know about it?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “That's the first thing I asked her,” Hubbell said. “Come with me.”  
 
    Hubbell led Cooper and Richie out the back door of his house toward a garden.  
 
    “Jenny told me how she watched my wife get up from sleeping one night and walk out here. My wife had a pistol and some bullets buried in a section of the garden” Hubbell indicated a spot in a flowerbed just ahead of them. “Jenny showed me the spot.” Hubbell walked Cooper to the exact location. “My wife kept a gun hidden down there in a box in the ground. So I wondered whether Peggy had anything else down there. The other day, when Jenny was at school, I got me a shovel.” He glanced at the spot and dug a toe at it. The soil moved easily, like the fresh dirt from a tiny grave.  
 
    “My wife kept her secrets well buried,” Hubbell said. “I loved her and lived with her and I didn’t even know. How do you like that? The things you find out after someone’s dead.” 
 
    Cooper nodded knowingly.  
 
    “I'll show you something else,” said Hubbell.  
 
    They walked back indoors. Hubbell went to the front window to see if his sentry was still in place. He waved to his guard. Frankie was standing to the side of the truck now, drinking a quart bottle of Dixie 45. He returned the wave, holding his red baseball cap in his hand. 
 
    Hubbell led Cooper back to where all of Peggy's books were shelved.  
 
    “I thought it was only right that I kept this here, seeing as how she wrote it. And it's sort of on the same subject matter.” Hubbell removed two handfuls of books and reached behind them. He withdrew a brown folder and gave it to Cooper. “This isn't the original. This is a set of photocopies. I got the originals elsewheres. Hidden real good.”  
 
    “Smart idea,” Cooper said. “May I?” He indicated a chair.  
 
    “Please do.” Hubbell invited him to sit and read.  
 
    What Cooper saw was the copy of a notebook Margaret McCray had started to keep four and a half years earlier, starting in January 1964 as a police officer. She had maintained it until her death. Theories. Questions. Isolated facts. Everything that had come into her stubborn, inquiring mind on a subject close to her.  
 
    It took Cooper several minutes to begin to read her small, spidery handwriting with any ease. But when he conquered her unorthodox penmanship, her words served as a revelation.  
 
    Margaret McCray had been just out of college when President Kennedy had been murdered. As a teenager she had read some American history. As a young adult she had developed an exceptional student's feel for history and a police officer's insight into the criminal mind. She had applied everything else she knew to the Kennedy assassination. She had been so obsessed by it, judging from the notes she kept, that she had not only studied the murder of the thirty-fifth American President, but also the murders of Lincoln, Garfield, and McKinley.  
 
    Yet it was the Kennedy slaying that had been the most recent in history. Plus it had spoken to her generation: a sinister blend of violence, political intrigue and the death of idealism. To Margaret, it was a piece of contemporary history.  
 
    “Project Brontosaurus,” Margaret had written as a heading in the initial pages of the notebook and probably eleven years earlier. “Project Brontosaurus was close to the mark. But off the mark. It ties to the JFK slaying. A.G. is wrong.”  
 
    Brontosaurus? Cooper thought. How did she know about Brontosaurus? And A.G.?  
 
    Cooper’s eyes rose.  “Who is A.G.?” he asked Hubbell. 
 
    “I assume it was Albert Grady,” Hubbell said. “Or Allan, as she sometime called him. Her former partner on the police force and in this conspiracy stuff.” He seemed about to add something, but then changed his mind. “Who else but Grady?” he said. 
 
    Who else, indeed? 
 
    Grady’s shadow loomed all over everything right now. Cooper and Lauren scanned dozens of notes. They flipped pages. Hubbell kept a jittery vigil. They exchanged glances but said nothing to each other. Occasionally, Lauren would point to something to bring Cooper’s attention to it. He would do the same. Their teamwork became unspoken and intuitive. It was common currency between them that they would discuss things later.  
 
    Cooper couldn't believe what was before him.  
 
    There were even accounts of little social get togethers that Margaret and her former partner used to attend, conspiracy theorists and speculators from the Baltimore-Washington Beltway area. The theorists would get together, have drinks, eat nachos and flirt with each other’s partners or theories or both. As time went on, some local Russian emigres—and there were many of them—flitted in and out of these circles, looking for free eats, free booze and the occasional horny wandering wife.  
 
    Across this terrain in mid-1966 flitted a new arrival, a man whom Margaret referred to as “my Russian.” She was more than a little intrigued with him. They met first in small groups with the others, then kept smaller more intimate rendezvous. They went out for jasmine tea, plates of borscht, and—Cooper reading between the lines—perhaps other more intimate pleasures as well.  
 
    “My Russian insists Nosenko was a liar,” Peggy had written, almost with schoolgirl enthusiasm for a new crush. My Russian says. My Russian says. My Russian says. The phrase reappeared over and over. 
 
     Cooper's attention turned manic. His eyes rose and met Grady’s. 
 
    “Who’s this new favorite Russian?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “I can’t help you on that one,” Hubbell said. 
 
    Cooper’s thoughts flew in every direction. He and Lauren concluded their initial survey of the document.  “This Russian must have had a name,” Cooper said.  
 
    “She never mentioned a name. Never talked about it.” 
 
    “Doesn’t that strike you as a little odd?” Cooper asked. 
 
    Hubbell shrugged. He had nothing to offer on the point. 
 
    Cooper looked back to the journal.  
 
    “Does any of this mean anything to you?” Jim Hubbell finally asked. “It flummoxes me.”  
 
    Cooper sighed. “I think with a little corroboration we might come up with something. This was Peggy's journal, I assume. This is what she'd been working on?”  
 
    Hubbell nodded.  
 
    “Her secret hell. She kept it buried when she wasn't writing?” Cooper asked. Hubbell nodded again. “I can keep this copy?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “It's for you. I haven't mentioned it to the local cops.”  
 
    “Don't,” said Cooper, standing. “It won’t accomplish anything.”  
 
    Cooper grasped Hubbell's hand and shook it. “You take care of yourself. Keep a low profile. Stay on guard.” Hubbell said he would.  
 
    Cooper and Lauren returned to their car. They gave a final wave to Frankie. There was nothing like a drunk guy in a red cap on surveillance. They pulled away and headed north. 
 
    “’A.G.’ Albert Grady,” she said softly. “No wonder he sits by the window with a pistol.” 
 
    Lauren paused. “I assume that’s where we’re going.” 
 
    “You assume correctly.” 
 
    “Should we update Murphy?” 
 
    At the wheel, Cooper laughed.  
 
    “Why bother?” he said. “Editors only get in the way.”  
 
      
 
    Chapter 73 
 
      
 
    Eighteen hours after leaving Florida, Cooper and Lauren returned to Albert Grady's home, this time without warning. Grady was not pleased to see them, but he allowed him in. They sat in Grady's living room. The doors and windows of the house remained closed.  
 
    “Okay. I didn't lie to you,” Grady said, indignation creeping into his voice, when Cooper broached the subject of the detective's deceased lover. “I told you the truth as I remembered it.”  
 
    “Yes, you did,” Cooper said “But you didn't tell us the complete truth, did you? It wasn't just Peggy who had theories,” Cooper said. “I have a copy of the journal she used to keep. She had a collaborator. Or at least someone who knew her theories. You.” Grady opened his mouth to speak. Cooper stopped him with an upraised hand.  
 
    That was Lauren’s cue to jump in. “Albert, we read Peggy's journal in its entirety on our way here,” Lauren said. “We have part of the puzzle pretty well straightened out.”  
 
    “You do, huh?” Grady stared at them dead-on, his nervous eyes jumping first to him, then her, then the other way. “For God's sake, you two!” he demanded. “Why can't you just drop it?”  
 
    “The death of a President? The attempted murder of sports editor? If it's murder, it's of interest. We report, Albert. We inform the public, most of who don't give a damn, anyway. But I want the whole story and the names of the guilty. Maybe in fifty years someone will read it and be impressed.” Cooper paused. “As for you, Albert, no need to worry. You're just a source. Sources are confidential. No one even knows we visit you. Except us.”  
 
    “It’s us you have to keep happy,” Lauren said.  
 
    Grady uttered a long, low string of impressive profanities.  
 
    “Correct us where we’re wrong,” Cooper requested. “You and Margaret worked together several times in Baltimore,” Cooper said. “You liked each other. You had a romance. You shared a lot of things. Either you were a conspiracy buff to start with, or your better-educated lady friend made one out of you. Which was it?”  
 
    Grady stared at him. His resolve started to fade. He leaned back in his chair.  
 
    “She made one out of me,” he said.  
 
    A batch of bright daylight slipped through the drawn blinds. It crossed Grady’s face. He looked briefly very old but seemed to be gathering his thoughts in a way that suggested he wanted to put them correctly in order. 
 
    Finally, Grady continued. “She was always talking about it. The Kennedy assassination case. Oswald. Ruby. The Russians. Cubans. CIA. Mafia. The inconsistencies of the Warren Commission. The fact that Earl Warren didn’t believe the conclusions of his commission.” 
 
    “Peggy refers to ‘my Russian,’” Cooper said. “It sounds like her Russian was a Soviet defector.” 
 
    “Frank and I assume the man was Pavel Lukashenko,” Lauren said. “Would we be correct in that assumption?” 
 
    Brady eyed them cautiously. 
 
    “Where did you first meet Pavel Lukashenko first?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “How the hell did you figure this out?” Grady demanded. 
 
    “Snooping around,” Cooper said. 
 
    “Connecting the dots,” Lauren said. “So when was it?”  
 
    “I think it was the year before they killed him,” Grady said. “June of that year. Peggy and me, we used to go to these conventions. You know. Conspiracy junkies would all get together once a year. Like people going to a car show. We'd go and talk over the latest ideas with other people. There were always a lot of JFK assassination freaks at these things. This big burly guy with a roadshow Dracula accent starts turning up at one of them. Obviously Russian. Nervous as a herd of cats. Smart, but paranoid. Bit of a drunk, too. They all are, I hear. We struck up a friendship, the three of us. He liked us 'cause we were solid working people instead of the intellectual fairies he normally met. ‘Good cops,’ he called us. ‘Good people.’”  
 
    “Where did he live?”  
 
    “Down near Washington. The CIA had him on a long leash. He’d go out at night and socialize. Crazy stuff. Then he started going to our meetings. Wanted to get something off his mind. He wondered if he was crazy for thinking what he thought.”  
 
    “And he was driving down to see you the night he was killed,” Cooper said.  
 
    “How'd you know that?”  
 
    “Partly it's a guess. But partly because you wanted to investigate the case. And partly because, where else would he be so intent on going at two in the morning in an ice storm? And why else were you out at that hour, too?” Cooper let his first premise sink in, then continued. “I'm guessing Lukashenko felt threatened because he'd been talking too much at some of these conspiracy conventions. Maybe he wanted your protection. And maybe he wanted to talk to a couple of true believers before it was too late.”  
 
    “Peggy was obsessed about this Russian,” Grady said. “She said Lukashenko held the key to understanding the whole thing.”  
 
    “Did she sleep with him?” Lauren asked. 
 
    “Jesus. You guys really go for it, don’t you?” 
 
    “It’s part of the job,” Cooper said. 
 
    Grady looked back to Cooper. “Yeah,” he said. “She couldn’t resist. Sexy Russian guy who couldn’t keep his hands out from under her skirt. Big part of the JFK story, but it never hit the news. Sort of one of those shadow things. She was his mistress, I guess. Made her part of the story, huh? Peggy was involved with him for a few months—it was before, you know, before…” 
 
    “Before you two were involved,” Cooper said. 
 
    “Yeah,” Grady said, not quite comfortable with the morality of it. “Maybe there was some overlapping, too. Don’t like to think about that part. Know what I mean?” 
 
    “But the KGB/CIA found out that Lukashenko was out and about. Maybe they even knew he was bedding an American lady who was a conspiracy geek. That couldn’t have gone over very well.” 
 
    “No,” said Grady. 
 
    “And the Soviet police probably found out very quickly, too, considering how leaky the CIA is. And they executed him. Or the CIA did.”  
 
    “Got a theory on that part?” Grady asked.  
 
    “Not completely,” Cooper said. “I'm working on it. I can see how Lukashenko would have been in a position to embarrass everyone. In a position like that, his life’s not worth a ruble, is it? But right here, right now, there are other pieces I want to tie together.”  
 
    Grady looked at him expectantly. “Like what?”  
 
    “Why you're alive. And Margaret is dead.”  
 
    Grady was distinctly uneasy. “What are you saying?” he asked.  
 
    “Following Lukashenko's death, she pursued her theories. You told me that yourself. She wanted to take the case as far as it would ride. Courts. Prosecutors. She was a conspiracy buff and here was the biggest one of them all right in her lap. And she had new information. Right?”  
 
    After a painful pause, Grady nodded. “Right,” he said.  
 
    “But you wouldn't join her. You knew better. You knew if the cover-up was so big, eventually anyone who knew too much would be in serious jeopardy. Like Lukashenko. So you became her silent collaborator. She went and asked the questions. She told you what she was finding. You knew she was onto something. But that was where you parted ways. You didn't want to know any more. She did. And when people from the FBI came around, you maintained that you didn't know anything for which you would have to be silenced. But you confirmed that she did.”  
 
    Cooper paused. He could see how painfully Grady reacted to this stretch of the story.  
 
    “God damn you people,” the retired cop said. His face was ready to collapse. His eyes were red. “Don't you think I won't be living with it for the rest of my life?”  
 
    “Tell us one final thing,” Lauren said. Grady waited.  
 
    “What's that?” he asked.  
 
    “‘A.G. was wrong!’ Peggy wrote,” Lauren said. “‘A.G. was lying? What was Margaret referencing?”  
 
    “I don't know,” Grady said.  
 
    “Come on, Albert. Help us. Do yourself a favor in the bargain,” Cooper said.  
 
    “For God's sake's, man! Don't you think I'd tell you now if I knew?” 
 
    “Cooper pressed. “Wrong. Lying ‘A.G.’ That’s you she was talking about, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “No! Anatoli Golitsyn!” Grady said. “That’s who she meant. Golitsyn was lying about Moscow not being involved in JFK slaying. The Russians were involved. Deeply involved. Lukashenko even had personal information that went way back to Oswald’s wife and father-in-law. I don’t know what it was, but he had it. That was what Peggy believed. And I believed that, too, God damn it!”  
 
      
 
    Chapter 74  
 
    Five minutes later, Cooper and Lauren were in their car on the way back to New York, comparing notes, discussing and brainstorming on the fly. They split the driving and wrote an article to be filed upon their arrival. 
 
    They parked the car in a garage on Third Avenue and walked to the offices of the Eagle. The stopped briefly on the sixth floor just before seven in the evening, where they ran into Marty Friedkin who was furious and cursing violently. Friedkin had missed the day’s deadline with his latest report, one that included some nasty stuff about being roughed up by anti-Semites at the latest Wallace rally and the upcoming event Wallace mass rally at Madison Square Garden. 
 
    Cooper glanced at his watch. “There’s actually still time,” he said to Friedkin.  
 
    “I’ve already missed Murphy’s signature and sign-off,” Friedkin said. 
 
    “The signature doesn’t matter,” Cooper said. “Come on along and keep your trap shut.” 
 
    There was a proper protocol for all material submitted for next day’s edition. Cooper knew how to circumvent it. 
 
    The proper protocol: A reporter typed and hand-edited a final copy, which he then handed to a copy boy. Or, if time was limited and the end of the writing day was near, or if copy boys were elusive—as they usually were in the late afternoon—the reporter would personally march the article up to the sixth floor. The writer or the copy boy would then see that Constance Higgins, S.W. Murphy’s secretary, would whack it with a time/date stamp to show when it was received. Then the writer or runner could leave it in the ‘IN’ bin on a table next to Mrs. Higgins.  
 
    Constance needed to stamp everything that was brought in by a copy boy. It was a pain because she also kept order for Murphy and could be absorbed in ten other tasks. She was overburdened. Writer-reporters who appeared in person were thus accorded a small privilege rather than wait for Constance. They could whack their copy with Constance’s time stamp. No one was sure who was doing whom a favor. The received copy would then go into the “IN” box. 
 
    Murphy would read the articles in the order received, casually or critically depending on the authorship. He rarely made edits. Then at the bottom left, in bold blue ink from a two-hundred-dollar Mont Blanc fountain pen, he would draw his initials SWM, circle them, and affix three numbers, indicating the time. 545 meant 5:45. 
 
     When enough of them were on his desk, he would howl for Mrs. Higgins to come in and put them in the ‘OUT’ basket on the table closest to the door. God forbid that he would walk the papers to the box himself. Every fifteen minutes from three o’clock till seven, a messenger would come by and pick up the finished copy and get it by motorcycle or bicycle to the printing plant on Union Square. If a messenger appeared at Murphy’s office door he was permitted to enter the managing editor’s office without speaking and take the signed approved copy to the printer. 
 
    The Eagle’s bikers were a ferocious bunch of street warriors. The stopped at nothing—shooting red lights and darting in and out of traffic and terrifying pedestrians, through narrow passages around taxis, up and over sidewalks and, as needed, through alleys, scattering drunks, bums, rats and pigeons. They would have the dispatch checked in by a receiving clerk at the printer’s place at Union Square Park Place across from the New York Post. During the early daytime hours, half of them supplemented their income by being numbers runners from the bars on Lexington between Fortieth and Forty-fifth street, as well as on Forty-second between Third and Park. In this way, an industrious speedy bicycle terrorist could earn fifteen thousand dollars a year, more than a secretary or junior editor with a college degree.  
 
    Murphy’s signature was a piece of artwork. It was the size of a nickel, the three letters within a circle that Murphy drew to perfection. The thing was, there was a flaw in the system. 
 
    Cooper, Richie and Friedkin arrived on the sixth floor at five minutes after seven. “I’m going solve a mystery for you, Marty,” Cooper said as they walked. 
 
    “Which mystery?” 
 
    “How I beat you into print somedays.” 
 
    “I thought it was because S.W. liked you more than me.” 
 
    “Maybe he does. But it doesn’t matter.” They approached the M.E.’s office. “See?” Cooper said, “We’re running a late today. So here’s how I save everyone a headache. Give me your copy.” 
 
    Friedkin handed his work to Cooper. Cooper took Friedkin’s work and his in hand. They walked into Constance’s office. Mrs. Higgins was gone for the day. Cooper turned to Lauren. “Stand guard for me, okay?” he asked her. She nodded in response, then went to the door to watch the hall. She turned and nodded, meaning the coast was clear. 
 
    Cooper time-stamped both documents.  
 
    “Now, watch this,” Cooper said to Friedkin. Cooper pulled from his pocket a special purpose blue pen that he’d bought on West 35th Street near Seventh Avenue. At the bottom of the front page of his copy he drew S.W. Murphy’s signature in perfect size with lovely robin’s egg blue ink. He finished the forgery with a neat circle around the letters.  
 
    “This is a great pen,” he boasted to Friedkin. “It costs a dollar nineteen and it replicates a Mont Blanc. I have five of them.” 
 
    “How often do you do this?” 
 
   
  
 

 “As need arises,” said Cooper.  
 
    “Just one problem,” observed Friedkin 
 
    “Certainly not the morals and ethics of it, I hope,” Cooper answered. 
 
    “No. I’m fine with all that. But the messengers cut off at seven p.m., don’t they?” 
 
    Cooper shook his head. “Officially, yes. In realty, no. There’s Jean Claude.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    Lauren turned from the hallway and spoke in a high whisper. “Here’s Jean Claude now.” 
 
    Cooper fell silent. A moment later and lean, engaging twenty-something black man in a leather jacket and a helmet appeared in the doorway. He had a small Haitian flag on one sleeve of his jacket and an American flag on the other. He recognized Lauren and gave her a flirty wink. He looked to Cooper. “Hey,” he said in friendly greeting. 
 
    “Hey,” Cooper returned. 
 
    “Final copy?” Jean Claude asked. 
 
    “I think there are a couple of things,” Cooper said. “Murphy’s gone for the day. Oh, and this is my pal Marty Friedkin. He’s a pal. You might see him in the future. He works late also.” 
 
    “Got it,” said Jean Claude, who gave Marty a quick handshake, grabbed the remaining final copy, stuff the papers onto his satchel, and was gone in half a minute. 
 
     “Jean Claude has a motorcycle,” Lauren said. “He’ll be down at Park Row in seven minutes.”  
 
    “Incredible,” said Friedkin.  
 
    “Not really,” said Cooper. 
 
    Cooper, Lauren and Friedkin took the elevator down to the street. Friedkin fell into a conversation about the Wallace campaign. He offered Cooper a nugget. 
 
    “Happy Chandler’s going to be in New York for the Wallace rally and the Garden,” he said, referencing the former senator, governor and baseball commissioner who had been pre-empted by Curtis LeMay as Wallace’s Vice-Presidential candidate. “Want to meet him? You might have some questions.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Cooper said. “We’d like to do that.” 
 
    “I’ll set it up,” said Friedkin. “And thanks for the help on the late copy.” 
 
    “Not a problem,” said Cooper.  
 
    Friedkin disappeared into the pedestrian traffic heading west. Cooper turned back to Lauren. “So?” Cooper asked. “Dinner at Kitty Hawk’s, I guess. Then where do we stay tonight? Lady’s choice, Lauren. My place or yours?” 
 
    “Yours,” she said. “Fewer roaches.” 
 
      
 
    Chapter 75  
 
    The article by Frank Cooper and Lauren Richie appeared in the New York Eagle the next day on page three, which was as important a news page as was found in that publication.  
 
    The article—a half page, plus a six-inch, one-column overlap onto page fifty-four—recapped the two reporters' findings following their inquiries in Washington, Maryland, and Florida. They identified no sources and spelled out the many inconsistencies in their investigation, using the unanswered questions in the case as a hook to lure reader interest.  
 
    Cooper read it the next morning and was pleased. Shortly after nine, his phone began to ring with inquiries from other news agencies. The Eagle had little credibility among the established news media, but Cooper had street creds among other professionals. He talked to each caller but revealed nothing further than what his publication had set in print that morning. 
 
    For the rest of the afternoon, Lauren finished several pieces of paperwork that had lingered in her office since the previous trip. Cooper oversaw the operation of the obituary 
 
    page and helped construct two death write-ups when the afternoon deadline drew near.  
 
    Then he assembled many of his notes on the story he was piecing together. In the process, he came across in his notebook the proposed obituary he had begun to write on himself. He toyed with it for several minutes, then went on to what he believed to be more pressing work.  
 
    Cooper and Lauren stayed at the Eagle until half past seven. They went out to dinner with a couple of other writers—one from sports, one from city politics—after work. They listened to several mean-spirited profane bits of office gossip surrounding S.W. Murphy and Kenneth Siegelman. 
Later, they returned to Lauren’s apartment. She had a bottle of Mateus in her half-sized refrigerator. They opened it. Cooper found it to be up a notch from Thunderbird and Night Train. But it did the job and mellowed down the evening. 
 
    They killed the bottle and retired to her sleeping alcove. In the distance, as they dozed off, they heard the faint wails of police and fire sirens, plus much closer the occasional car alarm and noisy street arguments. The night was otherwise peaceable in the Sixth Precinct.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 76  
 
    The next morning, S.W. Murphy raised his eyes from his desk as his gaze shot back and forth between the two reporters whom he had angrily summoned.  
 
    Lauren Richie sat in a wooden chair before the managing editor’s desk. Cooper stood at the door. “Get in here and sit down,” Murphy growled to Cooper. He pointed to a second wooden chair. “Right there!” he indicated. “Next to your partner in crime, dare I say.” 
 
    Cooper entered his boss’s office. It was 8:50 a.m. He sat in a leather armchair adjacent to the wooden one.  
 
    “I meant the wooden chair,” Murphy said. 
 
    “Thanks. I like this one,” Cooper answered. 
 
    Murphy threw Cooper a sharp glance. He returned to what he was reading, expense accounts, and kept quiet for a full minute. Then he looked up.  
 
    “Well? What’s all this bullshit?” Murphy asked. “What are you telling me? Thousands of dollars merrily frittered away, and you’ve produced two articles and now hit a dead end?”  
 
    “No,” Cooper insisted. “I'm not telling you it's a dead end. Our leads have run their course. We have to find some new ones. That can take some time. You know that.”  
 
    “I know that. You know that,” he said, looking them back and forth again. “The man on the moon knows that. But does Kenneth Siegelman know that, I ask?” Murphy said. “Come on, Cooper. Let's face it. You're churning this story. You know Kenneth. The general public has an attention span of ten seconds and our readers have less than three, about the same as a goldfish. Ken would tell you that himself. We publish for people who move their lips when they read. They use their fingers to follow the words on the page. If you can't get something significant on this story every two days, the public drops it. Hence we drop it.”  
 
    “Is that what he's telling you on the phone, Steve?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “Mr. Siegelman and I talk about a lot of things. That's one of them.”  
 
    “What might be another?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “Why don’t you close the fucking door,” Murphy suggested. 
 
    Cooper didn’t budge. Lauren closed it and returned to her chair.  
 
    “Look, Frank,” said the editor, pushing aside the expense reports. “I’ve indulged the two of you with your footloose trips along the east coast. I truly hope you enjoyed your Rabelaisian frolic among the crab cakes in Baltimore. But attempt to put this in perspective, if you will. What you have so far is a hodgepodge. Not much more.” 
 
    “We thought the articles made a lot of sense,” Lauren said. 
 
    “Hush!” he said to her. 
 
    “Did you actually read it, Steve?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Yes!” Murphy snapped, turning back to Cooper. “And you're putting this newspaper's credibility on the line because you think—I repeat, you think—that you can tie everything together eventually in a neat bundle.” He paused. “What if you can't?”  
 
    “We will.”  
 
    “I’ve seen little indication of that. But you’re throwing around the boss’s money like bottle caps. Unless you come up with something big on this, who the fuck cares?”  
 
    “We care,” said Cooper.  
 
    “No one cares if you care! So I ask again, who the fuck cares? Now answer!” 
 
     “Trust us for another month.”  
 
    “A month! Ha! Unacceptable! And what’s this ‘trust me, trust us’ horse manure?” He paused. His voice rose. “Do you know how you say Fuck you in Hebrew? It’s Trust me. So don’t be obtuse, Frank Cooper. I've had the two of you on this case several weeks,” Murphy persisted. “An employee of this august journal costs approximately two thousand dollars per week in salary, pension, health insurance, expenses, toilet paper, rubber bands, Alka Seltzer and so on. So we've made an investment, I bitterly calculate, of more than ten thousand dollars already. Plus I'd say another five to eight grand in travel, telephone, crab cakes and so on.”  
 
    “Steve, owning this paper is like a license to print money. We're millions of bucks in the black. What's the problem?”  
 
    “We make millions of dollars because we don't let hard-earned dollars hemorrhage out the bilge pumps. How's that?” Murphy glared. “This story simply isn't earning out,” he said. “Occasionally we get some stuff. But I can't have a pair of our better people—that's you two, I admit—on a story that's not productive.”  
 
    “Other papers have been calling us trying to pick up the story. It must be interesting to someone.”  
 
    “Other reporters are not even able to substantiate what you've printed,” Murphy answered. “Know what some of them are whispering? That Frank Cooper got divorced by his wife and his brains at the same time. Frank is spinning a fake tale.” He paused. “I even hear one gossip that you were hanging out with Walter Winchell.” 
 
    “Walter’s an old friend. He knows people. We had a drink. I introduced Lauren.” 
 
    Murphy waved dismissively. “Ah, nuts to that, anyway. Come on, Frank,” Murphy continued. “You know how the benighted system works. Mr. Siegelman wants stories that grab the public by their small hairy regions each day or he doesn't want the stories at all. And, damn it, I agree with him! Nothing's coming together. Your story is a gargantuan yawn.”  
 
    “So why are we here today, Steve?”  
 
    “Kenneth wants me to reassign both of you to something more productive.” Murphy patted a pair of files at his elbow. “We have some feature stories around with some sex appeal. Otherwise it’s back to the Irish Comics with you and the pretty girl here goes back to the sports page where she can sniff jockstraps. You’ll get right on these stories if you know what’s good for you. I’m being generous. Generosity flows in my veins by the quart. Possibly the gallon. You know that.”  
 
    Cooper and Richie exchanged a look. 
 
    “No way, Steve,” said Cooper, pushing back. “Not till after the election.”  
 
    “What the damned hell does the election have to do with it? I am positively seething with curiosity about what you’re suggesting.” 
 
    “We don’t know yet. Maybe nothing. It’s an angle we’re working on.” 
 
    Murphy’s gaze shot back and forth. 
 
    “Ah! You two like working together? Is that it?” Murphy's eyes twinkled lasciviously. “Looks like you do. Word reaches me that you do. Fine. You can stay as a team. I don't care. Okay, she can come over to your department and write about interesting dead people, same as you. That brings me to something else? Are you having sex?” 
 
    “Excuse me!” Lauren snapped.  
 
    “Oh, you know,” said Murphy, now choosing his words deliberately. “I think you conceptualize my question. Are you two good folks fucking each other?” 
 
    “Give me a break, Steve,” Cooper said. “Stop trying to shock Lauren, she’s a good reporter. Stop pinching her ass when she comes by your office.” 
 
    Momentarily, Murphy blanched.  
 
    “The answer is yes.” Lauren said. “We sleep together. Sometimes at my place, sometimes at Frank’s. Happy?” 
 
    “Delighted,” said Murphy, who wasn’t. “You two ingrates deserve each other.” 
 
    A wave of relaxation swept the room, as if Murphy had shot off all his bullets and the targets remained untouched. The managing editor leaned back at his desk. 
 
    “I’m vexed by you, Frank Cooper. I pay you a sound wage and you make me look weak to Mr. Siegelman. Perhaps your joint resignations would be a good thing for everyone.”  
 
    Cooper went back on offensee. “All right. Can we have two weeks?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “Two weeks? What in God’s name for? Of course not! No!”  
 
    “Be realistic, Steve,” Cooper countered. “What’s really going to work here?”
 “One week for you, Cooper,” Murphy said. “And I want you back on the Dead People page at the same time.” He looked to Lauren. “And you’re back to sports. The jock straps and the riding crops. That’s final! And neither of you will no sooner get a nickel of new travel expenses out of me than blood from an Orange Julius. Now. There's something else I need to take up with you as well,” he added. He looked at Lauren. “This publication will be making an endorsement in the Presidential campaign,” Murphy said. “I don't think I need to tell you where Mr. Siegelman's sympathies lie.”  
 
    “With the crypto-Nazi from Alabama,” said Cooper.  
 
    “Those are Mr. Siegelman's wishes,” said Murphy. He eyed the new wave of disgust on the faces of his two reporters. “On most of Kenneth's papers that would present no problem. The Eagle's a little different situation, this being a big city and all. What I want to know is whether it's going to be a problem, here.”  
 
    “With the reporting staff? Or with labor?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Either.” 
 
    “To answer your last question first, Steve,” Cooper said. “This paper busted the printers' union and reporters’ union pretty thoroughly when it started up. So your labor problems are minimal. As for the reporting staff…”  
 
    “I'm not going to see any blood in the corridors, am I?” Murphy asked. “We won't have an insurrection of young misguided and frequently misinformed liberal reporters that's going to serve as an embarrassment, will we?”  
 
    “You want an honest opinion or a polite opinion?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “Maybe you could endeavor to give me both.”  
 
    “I doubt if you got five people in this place, other than the two sitting in front of you, who have any scruples, much less who care who's President.”  
 
    “Excellent,” said Murphy. “Would you like to write the editorial endorsing Wallace?” 
 
    “Who, me?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Yes. Who they hell do you think I’m talking to? You!” 
 
    “I don’t like Wallace.” 
 
    “So what?” 
 
    “I’m not writing an endorsement, Steve.” 
 
    “All right. I’ll get Marty Friedkin to do it.” 
 
    “Is that a joke? Friedkin loathes Wallace.” 
 
    “Like most Englishmen, Marty’s fey and a whore. He’ll write anything.” 
 
    “Don’t count on it.” 
 
    “Well, then, I’ll demand it from him. Maybe I’ll get lucky and he’ll quit.” 
 
    “Why don’t you write it yourself?” 
 
    “I’m too busy.” 
 
    “Why don’t you ask Topher Wilson to write it,” Cooper suggested. 
 
    For a moment, the name stumped Murphy. “The colored kid who’s now on your death page?” 
 
    “It was a joke, Steve,” Cooper said. “And stop using the word ‘colored.’” 
 
    “That’s another thing, you damned blue collar Irish Socialist,” Murphy said. “Look at who you surround yourself with. If you had your way you’d have the Hebrews, the women and the minorities running this paper.” 
 
    “It would be a better paper if we did,” Cooper said.
Murphy waved them away. “All right. Enough! This meeting is over. Out of here. Both of you. I pay you good money and you bite my hand. I don't know why I keep you on.”  
 
    “We don’t either,” Cooper said. 
 
    “Are we fired or what?” Lauren asked, standing. “I’m not following.” 
 
    “No! Just get moving. Out!” Murphy said, indicating the door. 
 
    Cooper and Lauren left Murphy’s office and took the elevator down to four. They were alone in it. Lauren’s arms were folded in front of her.  
 
    “How do you get away with that?” she asked. 
 
    “With what?” Cooper answered. 
 
    “Talking like that to the boss?” 
 
    “He knows I’m a friend and will look out for him. Otherwise he’s frightened.” 
 
    “He’s got a big salary and a house in Connecticut. Frightened of whom?” 
 
    “Of everyone,” Cooper said. “He’s scared of the reporters because they might not turn in good copy. He’s afraid of the readers because they might stop reading and he’s afraid of the advertisers because they might stop writing checks. And he’s afraid of Kenneth Siegelman because if any of the above things happen, Kenneth will fire him. He’ll no longer have his house in Southport, his mortgage, his new Jaguar and his yacht club membership. He uses all the profanity in a fake show of strength to prove how tough he is, because that’s exactly what he isn’t. Tough. This is an Alice In Wonderland sort of place,” Cooper said. “What appears so, isn’t. The owner, Ken Siegelman, hates profanity. He’d fire anyone who ever printed any. That’s why Murphy uses it so much: to indicate that he’s independent from the boss, which he also isn’t.” 
 
    They arrived at the fourth floor. The elevator doors rattled open. 
 
    They went back to work in obituaries and sports as if nothing had happened.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 77  
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning, Cooper was spreading the day’s obituary photographs on Cooper’s desk. Lauren had come by to share some coffee and was pitching in, the sports page being ready to close. They had four photos and only had space for two. Beside the obituary layout was a folder on Firebird, with the picture of David Charles clipped to the outside. 
 
     Marty Friedkin, back from a doctor’s appointment, appeared at the door as they worked. 
 
    “I am a Jew,” began Marty, startling them. Friedkin walked into Cooper’s office. “Hath not a Jew eyes?” he continued. “Hath not a Jew hands, organs, dimensions, senses, affections, passions?”  
 
    Lauren looked up and smiled. So did Cooper. 
 
     “Am I not fed with the same food, hurt with the same weapons, subject to the same diseases, healed by the same means, warmed and cooled by the same winter and summer as a Christian is?” Friedkin asked. “If you prick us do we not bleed? If you tickle us, do we not laugh? If you poison us, do we not die? And,” he added, “if you wrong us shall we not revenge?”  
 
    “Revenge is a beautiful thing, Marty,” Cooper said. “You should grab some.” 
 
    “Knowledge of Shakespeare is impressive, too,” said Lauren.  
 
    Topher Wilson, the young CCNY man, was passing in the hallway. He stopped and strolled with curiosity into the office to listen.  
 
    Friedkin, sporting a new bandage on the back of his head, went for the close. 
 
    “If we are like you in the rest, we will resemble you in that,” Friedkin declaimed. “If a Jew wrong a Christian, what is his humility? Revenge. If a Christian wrong a Jew, what should his sufferance be by Christian example? Why, revenge! The villainy you teach me I will execute, and it shall go hard but I will better the instruction.”  
 
    Friedkin bowed halfway. 
 
    “Bravo!” said Lauren. 
 
    Topher put his hands together and applauded. So did Richie and Cooper. 
 
    “So how’s your head, Marty?” Lauren asked. 
 
    “Still attached to the rest of me,” Friedkin said. “And I’ll have my proverbial pound of flesh yet from this bloody awful Wallace campaign. Jesus! I’ve got a headache that feels like someone’s working a jackhammer in my head. Apparently, I’ve got a mild concussion from being sucker punched in Cobo Hall, Detroit.” 
 
    “What can we do?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Anything?” Lauren pressed. 
 
    “You need ice, Marty?” Topher asked. 
 
    “No, no. I just need a sane campaign to follow. How about Dick Gregory for a change? That might be more peaceful.” He glanced at Cooper and Richie. “You two joining me at the Garden for the insipid ‘Fighting Judge’ Wallace rally? I got you both credentialed. You can talk to Happy Chandler, the former baseball commission, if you can catch him. Then if you’d watch my back so I don’t get clubbed to death by fine otherwise-upstanding Americans who happen to be members of the White Aryan Resistance, that would be most appreciated.”  
 
    Friedkin could raise facetiousness to an art form. 
 
    “Do you expect it to be rough?” Lauren asked. 
 
    “The rally in the Garden?” 
 
    “Yes,” Cooper said. 
 
    “Not any more than any other Wallace rally. Just bigger. The racists are emboldened out in the hinterlands. Here in New York they’re on the defensive. They know they should be ashamed of themselves but they’re racists, anyway. It’ll be rough outside the Garden but hearts ’n’ flowers ’n’ Dixie music inside. Like a Buck Owens concert, but without the lederhosen. That’s my guess,” he concluded. “But I guess wrong all the time. You got a bottle of aspirins in your desk, Cooper, or just booze?” 
 
    “Both,” Lauren answered. 
 
    “Let’s all have some of each,” Friedkin suggested. “Murphy asked me to write the editorial endorsing Wallace. I told him to shove it. He’s trying to get me to quit, you know. Claims he’s paying me too much. I’d be happier to get fired and collect the unemployment. What a way to make a living.” 
 
    Thereupon, the 1968 Presidential campaign entered its final week and a half.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 78  
 
          The next afternoon, October twenty-forth, 1968, George C. Wallace, the flyweight from Alabama, arrived by private jet at New York’s LaGuardia Airport. He was finally on his way to Madison Square Garden to fight a heavyweight event. 
 
    Heavy security lined the route into Manhattan. More than a thousand city police ringed the Americana Hotel on Sixth Avenue, where Wallace would be staying and where he would hold a fund-raising dinner before the event at the Garden.  
 
    As the afternoon faded into evening, the area of midtown Manhattan from Fifth to Ninth Avenues and from 32nd Street to 34th went into a lockdown. Thirty-five hundred policemen turned the Garden into a fortress, complete with wooden horses set up as barriers and a battalion of mounted police. The mounted units blocked the only accesses to the Garden to everyone except ticket holders and those holding media passes. All vehicle traffic was rerouted. 
 
    On 32nd Street, Wallace supporters and anti-Wallace demonstrators taunted each other. Then the rocks, batteries and soda bottles filled the air. A surly crowd of anti-Wallace protesters surrounded a busload of Wallace supporters from Long Island and rocked the bus. They shouted obscenities and pounded the windows. Those in the bus flipped raised index fingers and pressed Confederate flags to the windows. Police charged and managed to rescue the occupants. The crowd receded but then turned on pedestrians wearing Wallace hats and waving Rebel flags.  
 
    Someone grabbed a Confederate flag from a Wallace supporter and set it on fire.  
 
    “Burn, baby, burn!” the anti-Wallace crowd chanted.  
 
    At the same time, mounted police charged a thousand demonstrators on the north side of 34th Street. The crowd had thrown rocks and bottles and taunted the police with fascist salutes and chants of “Sieg Heil.” The crowd formed again on the south side of 34th and worked its way through its repertory of taunts, starting with “Two, four, six, eight. We don’t want a Fascist State.” 
 
    Then, shortly before eight o’clock, with most of the ticket holders seated, Wallace men wearing Wallace buttons on their lapels stepped outside the Seventh Avenue entrance to the Garden, the only entrance remaining open. They handed out free tickets to an upper reserved section. They made sure to give them to groups of blacks and long-haired white youth. What would a Wallace rally be without hecklers? Incomplete, that’s what. 
 
    By this time, Wallace was inside the Garden, having arrived by armored car via the automobile ramp normally used by the Knicks and Rangers. Martin Friedkin covered the event for the Eagle. He circulated among the attendees and asked them why they were here. 
 
    Friedkin got an earful. "Working people have been taken advantage of long enough," said a man who worked as a plumbing contractor and lived in Forest Hills, Queens. "Look at your paycheck. That tax money they take out goes to a colored man who stays at home and loafs." 
 
    “The politicians, they all suck up to Negroes and other minority groups,” growled another man who identified himself as a retired fireman from Union City, New Jersey. “How about a change?” The man’s heavy arms displayed the tattoo, U.S.S. Spencer. He rested his elbows on his knees as he continued. “All them giveaway programs. They'd rather give away money than make minorities work.” He paused. “I was in the U.S. Navy for six and a half years," the man said, his face growing dark with rage. “You sing God Bless America and say the Pledge of Allegiance and you really believe it and the liberals think you're a kook. That's why I'm here tonight.” 
 
    Another man put a strong hand on Friedkin’s shoulder and continued the theme. “This country is going to pot, it's being run down, little by little. And people are sick and tired of what's going on. Those college demonstrators and everything. Everybody is against America, even the people who live here. Wallace will get rid of all the Communists in government,” he said. 
 
    “How will he do that?” Friedkin asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. Arrest them. Shoot them. Hang them along with the hippies and the faggots. I don’t care as long as he does it. Make America a great country again!” 
 
         Shortly before nine o’clock. General Curtis LeMay took the stage.  
 
    The dissenters section booed noisily and screamed obscenities. The General never looked up or acknowledged them as he bloviated through his standard fifteen-minute vent. 
 
    Cooper watched from a position in the press box. Lauren sat next to him, looking aghast. Friedkin returned after his trip to the floor. A moment after returning, Friedkin tapped Cooper on the shoulder. 
 
    “I’m going back to the press room,” he said, “for coffee or a belt of something stronger. Want to come along? Oh.” Friedkin cupped his hand on front of his mouth, turned toward Cooper and spoke in a loud side whisper. “If you want to catch Happy Chandler,” Friedkin said, “there’s your chance. I think he just went back there, too.” 
 
    “Why would I want to meet him?” Cooper asked. “Aside from to chat about baseball?” 
 
    “He’s sore because he got pushed off the national ticket with Wallace. He wanted the celebrity. Some far-right money people pushed Chandler aside. He’s quietly fuming. See if he’ll talk about it. I’m trying to interview Wallace after he’s finished spewing fresh racist bile and vomit to his adoring public.” 
 
    “I’ll give it a shot,” Cooper said. 
 
    Cooper signaled to Lauren. “Come on along,” he said.  
 
    “Wouldn’t miss it,” she said.  
 
    Passing the first layer of security, local police, was not difficult with press credentials, nor was getting past two muscular Alabama state troopers who stood by the corridors sealed off for official business. Cooper and Lauren passed the final inspection by the Secret Service in the hallway that led to the press lounge. Cooper saw the back end of Happy Chandler’s suit and shoes disappear into the room and knew he was close to his mark. 
 
    “You can handle this one,” Lauren said.  
 
    Cooper nodded. 
 
    Chandler was at a refreshment table in a no-frills lounge. When Cooper and Lauren arrived, Chandler was helping himself to pastries and lemonade from a long unattended serving table with a white paper tablecloth.  
 
    Cooper moved to a position about ten feet from Chandler’s left side. Nothing made an ambush-interview more successful than making it look like an impromptu conversation. Cooper watched as the governor tipped a few ounces of bourbon from a personal silver flask into the lemonade. Cooper gave Chandler time to sip, savor and maybe even catch a buzz. 
 
    Cooper turned toward his mark. “Governor Chandler?” he asked, as if surprised. 
 
    Chandler looked up, wary at first, then eased by Cooper’s smile. “Yes?” 
 
    “I’m Frank Cooper of the New York Eagle,” Cooper said. 
 
    “Nice to meet you, sir. No interviews.” 
 
    “Not my intention, Governor,” said Cooper. “I’m a sports fan. I’ve always wanted to tell you in person: I just wanted you to know how much I respect you for breaking the color barrier in baseball.” 
 
    Chandler smiled. His face softened. “Not everyone here would agree with you,” said Chandler. “But, thank you.” 
 
    “Well, I’m also a fan of Kentucky basketball,” Cooper said, fabricating a lie to suit his needs. “Not everyone here would agree with that, either.” 
 
    Chandler smiled. 
 
    “History will judge you well, sir,” said Cooper. “Mark my words.” 
 
    “I have my detractors.” He knocked back half of his drink. 
 
    “I suspect you were right to stay off this Wallace ticket,” Cooper said, after another long moment. “My own opinion, if you don’t mind me telling you, speaking off the record, running with Wallace wouldn’t have done your fine legacy much good.” 
 
    “I never had a very realistic chance at it, son,” Chandler said, filling a plate. “Hell, I might have liked a little more national spotlight and maybe I could have brought some sanity to George’s campaign. He’s not a bad man but he has some bad instincts.” 
 
    “That right?” 
 
    “They came to me in Louisville, asked me to disavow what I’d done in baseball.”  
 
    “They?” 
 
    “The Governor and his advisors. Plus a couple of his money men. Disavow my life’s work? No.” 
 
    “So Mr. Wallace nixed you over that? A shame.” 
 
    “Not so much George,” Chandler said over a sandwich. “These other folks. Money, you know. When it’s not about race, it’s about money. And when it’s about money, it’s often about race.” 
 
    “Ah. Yes,” Cooper said. “Sad to agree with you on that one. Race. Money. Oilmen in the southwest. Mr. Big.” 
 
    “They’re boys from the far right, all right,” Chandler said. “Some of them don’t believe the War Between the States is actually over.” 
 
    Cooper allowed a laugh. There was a slight silence. Then, “You consider George Wallace a friend, I assume,” Cooper said. 
 
    “I do, Mr. Cooper. Listen, I remember George when he was the circuit judge of the third judicial court in Alabama. The ‘fighting little judge’ they called him. He was a pretty fair boxer in his day. Served his country with distinction. George nearly died of spinal meningitis while he was in the military. Left the service with partial hearing loss and permanent nerve damage. Discharged early with a disability pension. Could have sat back and relaxed for the rest of his life, but went to law school, became a lawyer, became a judge. Compared with a lot of men on the bench, he was a fair man. Later, he tried to talk about good roads and good schools and making a few things more accessible for the poor white people and the colored, all these things were the early part of his career. Nobody listened. Nobody. Then he started talking badly about the colored people, the Kennedys sent soldiers in and the people stomped the damned floor for George. Whose fault is that?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Cooper said. 
 
    “I don’t either,” said Chandler.  
 
    “But you make me wonder,” Cooper said. “There were these oilmen, you mention. And they pushed you out of the honor of being on a national ticket. You might have been able to moderate the country on race. Must have been irritating.” 
 
    “Damned irritating.” 
 
    “I’d be resentful if such a thing happened to me,” Cooper said. 
 
    Cooper let it simmer for a moment, then went for the touchdown.  
 
    “So who was this Mr. Big that cost you a place in third party history, Governor? You know if this ticket had tilted toward sanity, you might have been Vice President.” 
 
    “Off the record, not to be in print, not to be attributed to me?” 
 
    The response was terse. “Good night, Mr. Cooper,” said Chandler. “And take that nice lady who came with you back upstairs with you.” 
 
    Cooper knew he had gone as far as he could go. He moved quickly to the nearest men’s room where he took out his notebook and made precise notes of the interview. Then he emerged, grabbed Lauren’s hand and they hurried back to the press box. 
 
    Curtis LeMay had wrapped up. The crowd listened impatiently to a succession of appeals for money and performances by country musicians. Wallace’s musical entourage now included a perky new duet of pretty ‘down home’ girls, The Taylor Sisters, Mona and Lisa. The Wallace fans had waited nearly an hour and a half for their savior, many of them goaded by the presence, attitude and actions of hundreds of young people clashing in several scuffles with Wallace partisans and police. 
 
    Then, a few minutes after nine p.m. the lights dimmed, rose and dimmed again and then went as bright as possible. The walls of Madison Square Garden shook with applause and approval.  
 
    George Wallace was about to take the stage. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 79  
 
          Wallace bounced up the steps and onto the platform of Madison Square Garden. A row of people behind him held up signs that spelled, "New York is Wallace Country." The huge circular hall of Madison Square Garden reverberated with the screams of more than sixteen thousand supporters of Wallace’s third-party Presidential candidacy. A standing, screaming ovation of two minutes brought the candidate to the front edge of a bunting-draped stage eight times. Each bow prompted increased sound and fury. General LeMay joined Wallace on stage. 
 
    Beaming in the glare of eight spotlights, clapping to the bouncing melodies of “Dixie” and “I'm a Yankee Doodle Dandy,” Wallace and LeMay clasped hands and raised them in triumph. Two thousand balloons floated down on the frenzied crowd. Cooper and Lauren popped as many balloons as they could, some with their hands, some with their feet, as they returned to their seats. 
 
    “I’ve been wanting to fight the main event in Madison Square Garden all my life,” Wallace proclaimed. He drew himself up to his full sixty-seven-inch height. “Now here I am!” he shouted.  
 
    The former Golden Gloves boxer unloaded his regular political punch, forty-five searing minutes of criticism of the Republicans, Democrats, the United States Supreme Court and the young hecklers who opposed him. 
 
    Occasionally, he would look gratefully to his hecklers. It gave him a chance to unleash his best lines. “Come on down, I’ll autograph your sandals,” he sneered at one. “You’ll be all right, sonny. All you need is a good barber.” 
 
    Then there were the ugly incidents, not by coincidence when Wallace was targeting his hecklers. A group from a local black church, the Beulah Baptist Church on West 130th Street, was spat on, punched and pummeled. Police made no arrests but put the church group under protective custody.  
 
    “Hey! Niggers, get out of here!” several in the crowd chanted at them.  
 
    There were other incidents in the balcony. It went on as long as Wallace was at the podium. "You better have your say now, I can tell you that," Mr. Wallace said, tilting his head to find his protagonists. "After November fifth, you anarchists are through in this country." 
 
          No one heard anything that Wallace hadn’t said before. Wallace trashed the United States Supreme Court and United States Attorney General Ramsey Clark for recent decisions on civil rights and inaction against "left-wing intellectuals and Communists professors who advocate a victory for the Vietcong." He blasted Richard M. Nixon and Vice President Humphrey as "unfit to govern our country in the next four years."  
 
          Wallace ripped the news media for aiding "the rebellion in our streets," singling out to the delight of the audience the New York Times and the national television networks, whom he accused of broadcasting fake news, “made-up” stories about him. "They just don't want the good American people to know what kind of support we have," he said. With the skill of a veteran entertainer, he timed his gibes and wisecracks to provoke the maximum response.  
 
    When the rally broke up near ten o’clock, the crowd spilled out into the streets. Those looking for fights had no trouble finding them. A crowd of anti-Wallace youths drifted up to Times Square, snarling traffic by marching in traffic lanes. By midnight, the crowd had reached Columbus Circle, by which time it had dwindled to one hundred and fifty. Not all had gone home. They threw bottles and picked fights. It was a touch of Berlin, circa 1931. The New York City police arrested several dozen young men. 
 
    Martin Friedkin returned to the Eagle offices just in time to make his deadline.  
 
    “There are many things that frustrate and anger the people who came here to the Garden last night, and Mr. Wallace is a symbol of their protest. He offers simple solutions for simple Americans. Most do not even know the details regarding the things he says. Wallace is against "them," they believe, the people who would tear down their perfect country. His voters are proud of their willful ignorance. Wallace ‘says what he thinks’ and he is on their side. Or so they believe. 
 
    “America is beset by problems,” wrote Friedkin. “Make no mistake. Neither Wallace nor anybody else has solutions. The average John Square White Workingman is grossly dissatisfied. He's angry that the government has been turned over to what he sees as traitorous college types. That's how he sees Nixon and Humphrey. The working stiff associates himself with Wallace because he feels that he's for the common man. Wallace can't solve his problems, but the average working man ain’t so smart and he thinks Wallace can. So he’s going to vote for him. God Bless America!”  
 
    He fudged S.W. Murphy’s signature on his copy to speed in through the printing process. His coverage would make the next day’s editions.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 80 
 
    Cooper found a taxi for Lauren and sent her home to the East Village. He returned to his apartment building on West 96th Street late the same evening. He stopped in the lobby at his mailbox. Immediately, he heard the clicking of a latch dropping behind him, followed by the heavy release of a door bolt. Then a door creaked open. 
 
    “Mr. Cooper?” The voice was low and subdued. It seemed to ooze up from the floor. 
 
    Cooper took his mail in his hand and answered. “Jonas?” he said, turning.  
 
    The door of the ground-level apartment opened further. The building superintendent, a small man with a jagged body, stepped forward. Cooper gave him a smile. Jonas never kept late hours. He was normally up at four in the morning to start his workday. So Cooper guessed that Jonas must have been waiting for him.  
 
    “We speak?” Jonas asked, glancing in each direction to make sure they were alone. 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Jonas came to within a few inches of Cooper. He spoke no language perfectly, least of all English. He kept his voice low. “Two people more earlier today, sir,” Jonas said. “Man and a woman. They inspect building directory and mailboxes. Inspecting. Your name, they wanted.” 
 
    Cooper’s eyes narrowed.  
 
    “What did they look like?” 
 
    “Rough man,” Jonas said. “Bad. Not gentle,” which was his way of saying the man resembled a thug, not a gentleman. 
 
    “What about the woman?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Oh! Her! Very pretty. Blonde. Legs, beautiful. Very short skirt above knee. And bosoms.” Jonas grinned and made a gesture with his hands that amplified the point. The woman was a beauty: a blond with an impressive front porch. “Hooker, I think,” he said. “Expensive.” 
 
    “Doesn’t ring any bells with me,” Cooper said. “Did you talk to them?” 
 
    Jonas shook his head. He never stepped out of his apartment, he said. He kept his wise ear to the door and his eye to the peephole, alternating as needed.  
 
    “How do you know they were looking for me?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “They were talking on yourself, sir,” he said. “By name. You owe money?” 
 
    “Not a damned nickel,” Cooper said. 
 
    “Rough couple. And they was talking Ukrainian,” Jonas said. 
 
    “Ukrainian?” Cooper said.  
 
    Ukrainian, the superintendent confirmed.  
 
    Jonas didn’t speak Ukrainian, but he had gotten a snootful of it when he was a younger man in Hungary, he said. There were Ukrainian conscripts among the Soviet troops that invaded Hungary in 1956 to protect the population from foolhardy democratic ideas. So Halász knew the lingo, could tell it apart from Russian and understood it. As Jonas explained it, the Commies—and Jonas made it clear he hated them—sometimes got a bunch of sadistic deranged Ukes to do jobs that were too dirty to assign to a fine upstanding Commie Red Tartar.  
 
    “That way, if things mess up there is never any Soviets to blame. Instead, blame the dumb ‘ukuleles’,” Jonas said.  
 
    “What do you mean by ‘too dirty’?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “The Russians hire them to kill people,” said Jonas. 
 
    Cooper sighed.  
 
    More than once in the past Jonas’ mitteleuropa paranoia had gotten the best of him, it seemed to Cooper. The superintendent once confided to Cooper that the Hungarian KGB was tapping his phone. He had waved around his prized possession, a shiny loaded FÉG PA-63, a gloriously illegal Hungarian-made semi-automatic pistol. He boasted to Cooper that he was ready to go in a blaze of bullets if the Red bastards came looking for him. Cooper always listened politely. One never knew. He had always Jonas seriously, but with a few shakers of salt. Then one day Jonas had ushered Cooper into his apartment and shown him a photograph of his family in Hungary in 1955. They had all been killed during the Soviet invasion, he said, while he was in the army. 
 
    “You know some Ukrainians?” Jonas asked. 
 
    “Sure. Vic Stasiuk. Johnny Bucyk. Bronco Horvath.” 
 
    “Friends?” asked Jonas ominously. 
 
    “Hockey players, Jonas,” Cooper said. Cooper still went to see his boyhood team, the Chicago Blackhawks, whenever they visited Madison Square Garden, Hull, Mikita and company. “I don’t know them personally. I was making a joke.” 
 
    “Oh.” He paused. “They talk about trip to Florida, too. And Texas.” 
 
    “Listen,” Cooper said. “I wouldn’t worry about it this if I were you. I don’t know any Ukrainians and I’m not going on any trips.” 
 
    “All right, sir,” Jonas said. “You be careful. The Ukrainians, the kill people.” 
 
    “Got it,” Cooper said. He climbed the stairs. He arrived at his apartment and crashed hard. From time to time during his labors, Cooper had been in a few seedy blue-collar bars in the old Ukrainian neighborhood on the Lower East Side near Tomkins Square Park, not far from Lauren’s current tub-in-kitchen abode. Aside from that he didn’t know any Ukrainians. Someone somewhere must have been mistaken. But considering everything that was going on, the warning unnerved him. 
 
    He reminded himself: He had a permit for his pistol. Maybe he needed to start carrying it regularly, instead of just occasionally. He had made more than his share of enemies in his day. If some adversary was going to demand a day of reckoning, Ukrainian or otherwise, he needed to be ready.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 81 
 
    Richard Nixon was especially anxious as October drew to a close. He had entered the fall campaign with a formidable lead over Vice President Hubert Humphrey, but the polls were narrowing as working-class Democrats returned to their party and Johnson’s efforts to make peace made positive news. Nixon believed he would prevail unless a major event reset the political topography. He knew that Johnson knew that too.  
 
    The leaders of the Soviet Union knew it, also. Kremlin leaders had never much liked the red-baiting, anti-communist Nixon. To keep him from the Oval Office, and help Humphrey become president, they began to meddle in the U.S. presidential campaign, pressing their clients in North Vietnam to agree to a ceasefire and hold constructive talks to end the war. It was nothing new; from Lenin onward through the Twentieth Century, Kremlin leaders had played a hand wherever possible in American politics. They had put tacit support behind Roosevelt in 1940 and Henry Wallace in 1948. Why stop now? 
 
    In a nationally televised address on October 31, 1968, Johnson announced a cessation of the three-year U.S. bombing campaign. With Americans relieved at the possibility of peace from the bloody and divisive war, polls showed Humphrey moving into a tie with Nixon.               Richard Nixon, not content to just violate the Logan Act, also sought assistance from Chiang Kai-shek, the president of Taiwan. Nixon ordered his vice-presidential candidate, Spiro Agnew, to threaten the CIA director, Richard Helms. Helms’s hopes of keeping his job under Nixon depended on his loyalty to Nixon. “Tell him he does as we say,” Nixon said. “Or he hasn’t got the job after election day.”  
 
    Agnew, Nixon’s hatchet man, contacted Helms by telephone on Sunday. 
 
    On Saturday, November 2, 1968, Anna Chennault phoned Bùi Diễm, South Vietnam's ambassador to the United States under President Nguyễn Văn Thiệu. She delivered a message, "Hold on!” she said. “Nixon is going to win.”                
 
    Diem and Thieu held on. They refused phone calls from the administration. Over the weekend, President Thieu of South Vietnam announced he would not attend the talks. 
 
    Peace hopes vanished. Privately, Lyndon Johnson knew he had been snookered. He snarled about “political sabotage that can also be called treason.” In Johnson’s view, activities beyond the bounds of justifiable political combat had sabotaged a potential peace treaty.  
 
    But Johnson, once again, was hamstrung.  
 
    He hesitated to call out his opponent’s collaboration with a foreign power when he had no proof.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 82  
 
      
 
    Two days before the election, Misha, the Ukrainian, looked through the sight of his weapon. He could barely believe his eyes. Cooper had come into his apartment with a woman. The assassin, dressed in slacks and a single T-shirt within which the muscles of his chest and arms bulged, turned off all the lights in his apartment. He sat down at the scope of his rifle and watched. As he had so many times previously in his life, he waited in distant ambush. On a table a few feet away lay his loaded pistol. 
 
    Lately, his vigil had been marked with frustration. Cooper had been in his apartment so infrequently of late that Misha gave thought to using his handgun and hitting him somewhere else. That, of course, would need permission from those above him. He hadn't asked for it yet.  
 
    Misha set down the can of beer that had been in his hand. He bided his time. Waiting for the right moment to make a kill was frustrating. One could wait weeks, sometimes even months, for the proper moment when the shot would be one hundred percent successful and the escape would be also. Then one would have to recognize the moment and seize it. 
 
    These were lessons he had learned in his career in the Soviet Red Army. His finger on a trigger was devastating. Sudden first shot, then quick second shot. It was still a trademark, just as it had been in Hungary, Poland and Germany. Two bullets: the bloody song of success! The vile Nazi Oskar Dirlewanger may have eluded his one-two sniping, but few other targets had. 
 
    In certain windows in Cooper's apartment the lights glowed. Misha's weapon focused onto the bedroom. It was there that he would have a clear shot of Cooper as he lay in bed or sat at his desk. Misha waited. Cooper was in the habit of leaving the shades up, which made the assassin's task possible. The assassin watched with fascination.  
 
    In the apartment, Cooper lounged onto a chair in his living room. He glanced at the rest of his mail. The woman went to the kitchen, found some beer and soft drinks, and poured some refreshment for both of them.  
 
    Twenty-six minutes later, a light flashed on in the bedroom. The assassin was poised and ready to fire. If only his target, Cooper, would sit down or lie down for two seconds, he would have his shot. This task was infinitely more difficult than the shot in Fort Myers. Here also, the young woman in the room with Cooper complicated the mission.  
 
    Misha watched. He waited.  
 
    It was not Cooper who appeared in the bedroom, however. It was the woman. This night the assassin was on the receiving end of more than he bargained for. Or deserved. He sipped more beer and watched.  
 
    There was a protocol for such situations. To kill Cooper and allow his woman to live would be to invite an immediate police report and investigation. To kill them both with two quick shots would allow some time—hours, maybe days—to elapse before the hit was discovered. By that time, Misha would have destroyed his weapon and escaped the United States. 
 
    So he watched. He kept his weapon trained on Cooper’s apartment. He waited for the moment when he could launch two shots in less than five seconds.  
 
    The woman pulled off her blouse and skirt. Then she took off her bra.  
 
    The distant assassin was perched in the darkness of his window, the sash raised only about eight inches. He watched intently through the telescopic sight on his rifle, moving the sight as needed and following his prey. He felt a surge of jealousy and anger at Frank Cooper. To have a woman as fine looking like this almost naked in his bedroom was more than a meddlesome middle-aged newsman should merit.  
 
    Misha's resentment translated into a mad desire to get a shot off and get the job done. He would make his hit before the couple could make love. He was getting anxious now. He had the bed within his sight. And now there was some cruel spice to this assignment. He would kill them both as they lay down together. This, he told himself, would be some shot, a fitting act of retirement! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    In Cooper's apartment, Lauren undressed completely and stepped into the shower. The warm spray felt good on her. She washed herself completely and exited. She jumped slightly when the arm of a man slid around her waist.  
 
    “I didn't expect you!” she said. Cooper stood near her. 
 
    “Well, the door was unlocked. So why wait outside?” He was still dressed. But he pulled Lauren to him and kissed her.  
 
    “Can't a woman have any peace while she's showering?” she pouted.  
 
    “Not if she’s completely undressed, and is in a man's bathroom,” he said.  
 
    He leaned forward and kissed her again.  
 
    Lauren toweled herself dry. Cooper stepped into the shower, blasting himself with the warm water. As he shaved, she grabbed one of his bathrobes and put it on. She went into the bedroom and sat down on his bed.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 83 
 
      
 
    From several hundred meters away, Misha’s rifle sight was upon the right side of Lauren’s temple. The assassin peered steadily at his target. His finger slowly went to the trigger. What the hell, he thought. He'd kill the woman, too.  
 
    Two quick shots and… 
 
    Lauren sat up for a moment. She removed her robe and tossed it to a nearby chair. She sat naked on the side of the bed, thumbing through a magazine.  
 
    He lowered his site. He targeted her left breast. The shot, Misha knew, would send the thirty-two-caliber slug of steel through her heart, and the kill would be instant. Then he would shoot Cooper as he came to her rescue.  
 
    A second later, Cooper appeared in his bedroom, a towel around his waist.  
 
    “Took my robe, huh?” he said to her.  
 
    “Took it and got rid of it,” she said.  
 
    “I like you just the way you are,” he said. “Without it.”  
 
    He turned off the overhead light but left on a dim light on a night table.  
 
    Misha's hand was upon the stock of his weapon now. His finger tightened on the trigger. With his other hand, just for a moment, he made a final adjustment the weapon's scope.  
 
    “If I don't have clothes,” Lauren asked her lover, “why do you?”  
 
    She reached to him and pulled his towel away. She flung it in the direction of the robe. She pulled him down to her, but she hardly needed to. He followed her onto the white sheets of the bed.  
 
    Misha checked his sight. His eye adjusted to the dimmer light in the distant bedroom. His hand slowly moved back to the trigger. His strategy remained fluid. He had the man now. Misha would shoot the man first and when he tumbled away he would shoot the woman in her bare lower abdomen. If they were still visible after they tumbled, he would throw extra shots into them for good measure. 
 
    For a moment Misha was distracted. Voices! Hallway or next apartment? Excited voices. An argument. Drug dealers in the hallway, he quickly surmised. He refocused. He steadied his aim again. 
 
    Lauren sprung up from the bed.  
 
    “Where are you going?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “Good God, Frank!” Lauren said. “What do you think I am? A porn actress? I can't make love with a window shade up!” she said.  
 
    Cooper laughed. She strode purposefully toward the room's only shade. 
 
    “Women!” Cooper said.  
 
    Cooper reached to the bedside lamp and turned off the only light in the room. 
 
    The window went dark as the woman yanked down the window shade. 
 
    No shot! 
 
    Misha’s finger froze on the trigger. He could have launched the first shot, but the second would have been impossible! He cursed violently in Ukrainian. He withdrew his rifle from the window and lowered it. Misha was furious. He would have to wait longer. But he knew his day was inevitable. It was just a matter of time and the precise moment, just as it had been dozens of times in the past. 
 
    He began to wonder: was this target too elusive. Was his method wrong in trying to snipe across several hundred meters of New York City. Might this not be better accomplished, he again reasoned, by coming in close in private with a pistol and just blowing Frank Cooper’s head off? 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 84 
 
    Toward ten on Monday morning, November fourth, Lauren came by Cooper’s office on a coffee break. A tired Marty Friedkin wandered in at about the same time. He looked downward at the desktop.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Friedkin asked, 
 
    “What the hell else would we be doing? Tomorrow’s layout,” said Cooper. 
 
    “Why do you have a picture of Deke Moreland?” Friedkin asked. 
 
    “Who the hell is Deke Moreland?” Cooper asked. 
 
    Friedkin pointed to the picture on the Firebird file of David Charles. 
 
    “Deke Moreland,” Friedkin said. “I just saw him the other day. He didn’t croak overnight, did he?” 
 
    Cooper and Lauren stood speechless. 
 
    “What are you saying?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Oil guy from Texas. Has been travelling with Wallace. But he’s in New York right now. Staying at the Roosevelt Hotel. I have his business card.” 
 
    Friedkin fished into his wallet and found it. Deke Moreland: American Mustang Gas and Oil. There were offices in Houston and Oklahoma City. 
 
    “You want me to set something up?” Friedkin asked. “A meeting before he leaves town?” 
 
    “Oh, my God,” said Cooper. He held aloft the business card. “Yes. We’d like to meet him. May I keep this, or do you need it back?” he asked. 
 
    “It’s all yours,” Friedkin said. “It’s not like I need to order a thousand barrels of Arabian crude or anything.” 
 
    Topher Williams was passing Cooper’s office a few moments after Friedkin departed. Cooper buttonholed Topher and asked him to be on the lookout for Jean Claude, the bike messenger and demon of the lower Manhattan side streets. He asked Topher to tell Jean Claude to stop by his office for a private meeting. 
 
    Five minutes later, Cooper walked down the hall to the desk of JoAnne Klein, the drama editor. “You using this?” he asked, indicating her phone.  
 
    “Doing something sneaky?” she asked. 
 
    “Of course. Does it bother you? 
 
    “Not if it earns me a favor.” 
 
    “How about Rangers tickets from the sports desk?” 
 
    Cooper winked. “Deal,” he said. 
 
    Cooper borrowed the phone line. He called his friend Bill Schyler at the Wall Street Journal. Could Schyler take a look at any reports they had on American Mustang Gas and Oil? Could he perhaps phone back with a summary of what he could find out, finances, business dealings, whatever? Or, better, could he kind-of-maybe-perhaps photocopy what the Wall Street Journal had and slip it to a bike messenger named Jean Claude who would stop by later in the afternoon? 
 
    “Strictly against our tight-assed regulations,” Schyler said. “Don’t even ask me stuff like that. You know how things are.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Cooper said. “I know. I’m calling you from the entertainment department at the Eagle. Any Broadway shows you’re interested in seeing?” 
 
    Schyler laughed. “Must be a good story, the one you’re chasing.” 
 
    “It’s a hell of a story.” 
 
    “Zorba. Forty Carats. Hair.” Schyler said. “Not that I’d accept a crude bribe.” 
 
    Cooper repeated aloud the names of the shows. JoAnne gave a thumbs-up to all three. 
 
    “That’s a shame, your streak of integrity. We’ve got some great seats here.” 
 
    “How will I know Jean Claude?” Schyler asked. 
 
    “He’ll find you.” 
 
    Cooper rang off. JoAnne Klein wrote out visiting press requests for all three shows. The vouchers could be redeemed for two house seats at the box office from a section not available to the public. JoAnne would repay the producers via the Eagle with brief stories on featured actors in each show, articles that seemed like news but were actually product placement. Cooper would get single game press passes via Lauren’s sports desk to give to JoAnne, so she and her husband could go see the Rangers at the new Madison Square Garden on top of Penn Station. Jean Claude would get twenty-five dollars in cash from petty cash expenses in the obituaries account.  
 
    At the end of the day, Cooper had a confidential ten-page report on American Mustang Gas and Oil from the Wall Street Journal’s private files.  
 
    The report raised his eyebrows.  
 
    Mustang Gas and Oil was a privately held company. AMGO produced no oil or gas themselves. They were a service company, providing equipment, engineers and technicians mostly to foreign oil fields. To this end, and possibly others, their CEO Daniel Keith “Deke” Moreland frequently jetted around the world making deals. Moreland was active in lunatic-fringe far-right politics in the United States and Europe, but in the financial community, that was not a bad thing. While Moreland was individually wealthy, AMGO had just been getting by for several years, according to the WJT report. But business had up ticked enormously in 1966 and 1967 and the first half of 1968 was almost euphoric. The report did not indicate why. 
 
    Cooper chose to keep a lower profile than usual. Rather than returning to his apartment on 96th Street, he and Lauren slept down at her place in the East Village.  
 
    They discussed AMGO but could only speculate. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 85 
 
    On election day, November 5, 1968, Hubert Humphrey and his wife Muriel voted by paper ballot in Waverly, Minnesota a mile from their home. They had attended a party in Beverly Hills the night before, then caught a red-eye flight back to Minnesota at 2:30 in the morning. The Humphreys napped during the day, they went to the Leamington Hotel in Minneapolis to await the verdict of the American people. 
 
    Nixon voted in his home state of California, then flew on a private chartered jet to Newark International Airport in New Jersey. A black limousine awaited him and sped him to his election night headquarters on the thirty-fifth floor of the Waldorf Astoria in Manhattan. 
 
    George Wallace wound up his campaign in Georgia with a rally on the steps of the state capitol in the company of the segregationist governor, Lester Maddox, who had risen to fame fighting integration of his chicken restaurants by chasing African-American customers away with axe handles. Wallace was in his usual feisty mood, telling an audience that “the Republicans wouldn’t spit on a Georgian except for your vote.”  
 
    The Taylor Sisters sang “Those Old Cotton Fields Back Home” and a final chorus of “Are You For Wallace?” as the governor exchanged winks with singer Lisa. The candidate himself called for people “of all races” to reject “the attacks on me by left-wingers of both parties.” Then Wallace flew back to Alabama to vote, presumably for himself. 
 
    Cooper voted for Hubert Humphrey at a public school on Amsterdam Avenue. Lauren’s polling place was on Avenue B in a Ukrainian church, and she voted for Dick Gregory on the Peace and Freedom party line on the extreme end of the ballot. 
 
    At seven minutes past noon that day, Bill Schyler phoned Cooper at the Eagle. Cooper got a call back number and went this time to a phone in the advertising department and returned the call. Schyler had read the same report out of curiosity and had run some of the information from it past one of the political reporters on the Journal. 
 
    The political reporter had put two and two together and come up with a guess. 
 
    “My friend here reminds me,” Schyler said, “that ever since Soviet premier Nikita Khrushchev’s top-secret speech to the Twentieth Party Congress in Moscow, Soviet procedure has changed about working with some western partners on energy development. This was a huge shift in Soviet policy. Now you come to three years ago and something called The 1965 Soviet economic reform. It’s sometimes called the Kosygin reform.” 
 
    “News to me. Explain it.” 
 
    “The Soviets initiated a set of changes in the planned economy. Alexei Kosygin had just become Premier of the Soviet Union following the removal of Nikita Khrushchev in 1965. Kosygin was a Marxist economist. In short, the reforms introduced profitability as an indicator of success. The measures were ratified by the Central Committee September 1965. Not too different from Lenin’s economic reforms in the early 1920s.Workers of the world, shop till you drop. Combine that with the recent discovery of several new oil fields. The Israelis have been delivering the texts of all these changes to U.S. officials.”  
 
    There was a pause. Then, “Let’s just say that some of the resourceful Jewish spies have had an eye on some of the oil fields in Kazakhstan for the last few years,” the Schyler continued.  “Your guy Moreland has apparently been there himself. And so are dozens of his engineers and an armada of his equipment. Huge financial interests via American Mustang, I’d guess.” 
 
    “The money trumps the political ideology, huh?” Cooper said. 
 
    “Doesn’t it usually? I hope that helps.” 
 
    “That helps,” said Cooper. 
 
    “By the way,” Schyler continued, “did you ask me about someone named David Charles?” 
 
    “I did. Yes. Why? Find something?” 
 
    “Nope. But Deke Moreland has two sons. Their names are Charles and David. Thought that might amuse you” 
 
    An hour later, Friedkin phoned. Deke Moreland was still in town and would agree to see Cooper that evening in his hotel suite. He was a busy man, he had informed Friedkin, but he would make time for Cooper. So he had allotted him half an hour late in the evening, maybe around 10 p.m. After that, he would be on his way to a Wallace wrap-up party.  
 
    As for the national election, the initial results looked good for Humphrey. Connecticut, New York, Pennsylvania and Michigan went Democratic as traditional blue-collar votes returned to their party. Better yet, it was later discovered that some voting machines in Philadelphia had done their dubious math early: they already had tallied their voting machines the day before the election. A good Irishman, Mayor James H. J. Tate, was hoping for the ambassadorship to Ireland in a Humphrey administration and was doing everything possible to make it happen. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 86 
 
    In New York City the evening of the election, Frank Cooper sat by himself in The Rough Rider Room at the Roosevelt Hotel on East 45th Street. He glanced at his watch. Deke Moreland was waiting upstairs. Lauren was due to join him any moment. He used to have drinks here with Margot Bradford, who started off this whole episode in his life by getting him to interview her father. Margot and he had two running points of amusement about this cocktail lounge. The first: Margot claimed that some of her girls scored their best clients at this place. “Well-heeled young men from good families, looking for their first sexual experiences,” Margot had intoned mischievously. The second: It was common currency from some prep school habitués of the place that one of the bartenders looked just like a math teacher named Mr. Cary, nicknamed “The Buzzard” at one of the Connecticut prep schools.  
 
    Cooper pushed all this aside with mild amusement. Laughs were for another day. His stomach was churning. He had endured this sense of foreboding before, but rarely with the intensity as he encountered it this evening. 
 
    He sat by himself and nursed a gin and tonic. He tried to put the entire Firebird case in perspective. Cooper had some of the facts in alignment now. Others were elusive. But on a higher level, translating the mayhem, homicide, and conspiracy into comprehensible human terms caused him problems. Rational decisions, decisive human acts, were all wrapped together in an ambient madness that formed the backdrop of the middle years of the twentieth century. 
 
    The inexplicable yielded its secret each time first to a logical progression, then to a larger insanity. Why, for example, should Presidents be murdered? Yet why should the guardians of public office—including Presidents—engage in criminal activity? Why did men set out on courses that would lead to murder? Usually they did it in the name of decency. Sometimes they did it in the name of national security. The citizens of a nation, they might argue, sometimes had to be killed in order to be protected.  
 
    Against his better judgment, Cooper ordered a second gin and tonic. He drank half of it as soon as it hit the table. He glanced at his watch again. Where in hell was Lauren? He wondered if he should have brought his pistol with him. He quickly decided that he should have and cursed himself for not having done so. He was slipping. There was the ostensible proof. 
 
    He sighed and tried to put himself in perspective. In the end, he was still an obit man, sitting in a bar, midway through his life if he were lucky, and trying to put some lives in order. No subject that he knew was as simple as a man’s death. None was as complicated as a man's life.  
 
    He finished his drink. The waiter was on him in a heartbeat and inquired if he needed a third. He declined. But when the waiter said he’d bring the bill, Cooper changed his tune. He’d order a third and nurse it as he waited. 
 
    Lauren was uncharacteristically late. He tried to settle himself. He took out his notepad. The gin was tiptoeing up on him. An impulse was upon him. He riffled through the worn pages of his notebook till he found what he wanted. A blank page. 
 
    Okay, he told himself, this was as good a time as any to take stock. 
 
    FRANK COOPER, 40 
 
    WRITER FOR THE NY EAGLE  
 
    He paused, then added on impulse or perhaps on some macabre instinct that he couldn’t suppress: 
 
    SHOT TO DEATH IN NYC 
 
    There. There it was. Well, why should he be murdered? Wasn’t that what had been intended at S&M Storage? Now, where to begin? He suddenly wondered. Where to end? How could he begin to explain his life? How could he make its final summation? He couldn't even place his finger on the most significant event so far. He wondered:  
 
    WROTE ‘IRISH COMICS’ FOR CITY TABLOID 
 
    or 
 
    INQUIRED INTO JFK SLAYING 
 
    Which did he prefer? Both? None of the above? He played with some concepts:  
 
    FRANK COOPER, 40 
 
    WRITER FOR THE EAGLE  
 
    LINKED JFK SLAYING TO CIA, 
 
    KGB AND WALLACE PRESIDENTIAL BID. 
 
    Very good, he thought. He gave himself a five-line heading, something he had never given to anyone else. Then he noticed he hadn’t linked any such things at all. Even in the arena of tabloid journalism a few shaky facts were needed at the foundation of a news story.  
 
    His attention lagged. He drank half of his third gin and tonic and felt a gentle buzz. Facts. Yes, he still lacked them. He didn’t have the ones he wanted. All he had was a lot of gut instinct. 
 
     His instincts had served him well many times before. And suddenly bad feelings overwhelmed him on the Firebird case. He kept his notebook on the table. He spent a few more minutes on his obituary. He redid the headline.  
 
    FRANK COOPER, 40, 
 
    NEWSMAN FOR THE SUN 
 
    DIES IN MANHATTAN SHOOTING. 
 
    Then he realized. He had written a headline more for a news story than a death notice. So be it. He added few pertinent details on his life. He re-read it.  
 
    A female voice interrupted. “What are you working on?” Lauren asked. 
 
    Cooper quickly covered his notes. 
 
    “Nothing much,” he said. 
 
    “Don’t lie to me.” 
 
    “My obituary. Just in case things go the wrong way.” 
 
    “You’re a bowl of good cheer this evening, aren’t you?’ 
 
    “Maybe.” 
 
    “Where’s that coming from?” 
 
    “Decades of experiences.” 
 
    Lauren shook her head. She leaned forward and kissed him. 
 
    She gave him a second look. Then, “Sorry I’m late. Subway.” 
 
    “I get it,” he said. “Want a drink before we go upstairs?” 
 
    “Bad idea,” she said. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “I just had four bad ideas. I drank three of them.” 
 
    “What’s the fourth?” 
 
    “Thinking too much. And writing my own epitaph.” 
 
    “Let’s go,” she said. 
 
    Cooper left twenty dollars on the table.  
 
    The went to the front desk of the hotel. A clerk phoned Mr. Moreland’s room and announced the visitors. Cooper and Lauren turned and headed toward the elevators. 
 
     
 
      
 
    Chapter 87 
 
    Two minutes later, Cooper and Lauren stood before the door to suite 408. Cooper knocked. The door opened. A man whom neither of them had ever seen before stood before them with a Slavic face and deep gray eyes. He was muscular and off-kilter handsome. He appeared to be in his forties. 
 
    “Welcome,” he said. “Come in. Mr. Moreland waits for you.”  
 
    The man had an accent, but Cooper couldn’t place it. It struck Cooper as odd that a man who was a bundler for Wallace would employ someone foreign—America first, after all, right? Cooper didn’t have time to reflect. The man stepped aside. Cooper’s eyes raced through the room. They quickly settled upon Deke Moreland, who was standing before them. 
 
    “Thank you, Misha,” Moreland said to his assistant. 
 
    Misha nodded. Lauren held him in a studious gaze. He gave Lauren a bold smile. 
 
    Cooper and Lauren came forward, and the door closed behind them. Moreland extended a hand in greeting. They were in a small plush suite, a living room area with a small efficiency kitchen. There was a door open to a bedroom area. Cooper could see that the suite was on the corner of the floor, and that they were facing toward Grand Central and the Pan Am Building perched on top of it. 
 
    There was an RCA color television at the center of one side of the room. The set was tuned to ABC and the election results. 
 
    Midnight fluttered by. Moreland retreated to a seat. Cooper and Lauren sat across from him. Misha loomed near the door with his arms folded behind his back.  
 
    “Care for a drink?” Moreland asked. His voice had Southwestern inflections.  
 
    “I’m a Baptist. Don’t touch the booze myself but don’t care if you do. What would you like?” 
 
    “Nothing thanks,” said Cooper. 
 
    “Me, neither,” said Lauren. 
 
    “Obviously you know why I'm here,” Cooper said at length, turning back to Moreland. 
 
    “Truth is, I have no idea,” said Moreland. “But I’ll give you twenty minutes. Make it count.” 
 
    Lauren took a position on a sofa with a notepad and a pen in her lap. Cooper had assembled many notes and incipient theories. But they were all in his head.  
 
     “What I'd like to ask you about,” Cooper said, “is the degree of your knowledge about the assassination of President Kennedy.”  
 
    Moreland was momentarily startled, then laughed. “I have none of any special interest, Mr. Cooper,” he said. “I only know what I've read in books and newspapers. And you may have read more of them than I have. So probably you know more than I do.” 
 
    “I doubt it,” Cooper parried. 
 
    “And why’s that?” 
 
    “Because I have a theory that’s just come together in the last day or two. No harm in listening, is there? Would you like to hear it?” 
 
    Moreland didn’t move a finger. He sat comfortably.  
 
    “Talk all you want,” he said. “Talk is cheap. Be a cheapskate.”  
 
    “Briefly, about five and a half years ago, you were in Paris in the absence of Mr. Chip Bohlen, the United States Ambassador. At that time, there was a defector named Ivan Lukashenko. You handled the defection. Lukashenko’s mission was to clarify the functions of a pair of Soviet defectors, Nosenko and Golitsyn, for the Central Intelligence Agency. I use the word ‘clarify’ very loosely. But in doing so, Comrade Lukashenko was in a position to resolve whether the KGB was involved in the Kennedy assassination or had any knowledge of it.” 
 
    Moreland didn’t budge. 
 
    “Many things were happening earlier in this decade,” Cooper continued. “There were persistent rumors that the CIA had been penetrated by a Soviet mole. There were inquiries. The defector named Golitsyn scored points by convincing James Angleton that Averell Harriman was the mole. It was a complete hoax, of course. Project Brontosaurus. A ruse. Harriman was clean. But the distraction, the disinformation, was a brilliant bit of Soviet tradecraft to disorient the west. That became evident to anyone seeing clearly, but not until it was too late.”  
 
    Moreland reached for a Marlboro. He lit it. He folded his arms across his chest. 
 
    “My guess is that you’re a career CIA man. No crime in that per se. You were also Lyndon Johnson's friend, confidant, and troubleshooter. You knew each other from Texas. Thus, you had the opportunity—as well as the cover—to go to Paris in Ambassador Bohlen’s absence. You used the name David Charles, the given names of your two sons. As a suspicious coincidence had it, that's when a Russian named Lukashenko chose to defect.” 
 
    Moreland was now leaning back on his sofa. He snuffed out the cigarette half-smoked. Cooper sensed he might be getting through to him.  
 
    “Back in Washington, however,” Cooper continued, “Ambassador Bohlen heard about the defection when it came across a classified State Department teletype. Here was disaster. Lukashenko, by the force of his argument, by the magnitude of what he claimed he had, could only have been bearing one asset. Lukashenko had the evidence that would prove Golitsyn's case within the CIA. He had the evidence that could link the KGB, at least marginally, to the Kennedy assassination. The links go in a multitude of directions, but they all focus on Oswald, Oswald’s time in the Soviet Union and his marital connections with the KGB. Mr. Bohlen flew back to Paris. He evicted you from the embassy. Sent you home. Wanted to handle this himself and didn’t trust the CIA to not get overzealous and compromise things. At the same time, the information blew back through Soviet channels that someone significant wanted to defect, someone carrying something big. By then, Lukashenko's arrest and execution by the KGB should have been a matter of course.”  
 
    Moreland sighed. 
 
    “But instead, he was flown out of Paris on an Air America plane that departed from the military airport outside of Paris, the field the CIA maintains. Vélizy-Villacoublay. And you know who stood at the top of the gangway and welcomed Lukashenko aboard the aircraft? You, under the same you were using for this operation: ‘David Charles.’” 
 
    “Rubbish,” said Moreland.  
 
    “The defector had a code name, ‘Firebird,’” Cooper continued. “Some arcane reference to a mythical creature that keeps appearing and re-appearing, and never really goes away.” Cooper paused. “But you know this. I don’t need to tell you. A major tenet of what Golitsyn was selling was that the Soviets had their fingerprints on Lee Harvey Oswald; more than the CIA or the Warren Commission was ever able to ascertain. They may have even trained him or sent a second gunman with him to Dallas. You know this ongoing love affair the Russians have with snipers. Can you name an instance of Soviet military history where snipers weren’t in the outer guard of an operation? I can’t.” 
 
    Moreland didn’t care to name one, either. He was too busy listening. 
 
    “Nosenko’s defection was aimed at discrediting Golitsyn. Nosenko was starting to fall in heavy disfavor by February of 1965. The CIA had turned on him and was holding him in a very unpleasant isolation. So the Soviets sent another ‘defector’ to support Nosenko. That was Lukashenko. But it was critical for him to get to Langley. There was an off-chance that a wise experienced ambassador like Mr. Bohlen would have smelled the hoax and sent him back to Russia. So you were the emissary to quickly approve Lukashenko and move him to the west. Under your David Charles cloak, of course. You got him to Langley and, lo and behold, shortly thereafter, his bona fides were sold to all but a few Langley cynics. Nosenko gets a reprieve and a pardon. He moves out of isolation and gets rehabilitated. Not the least of his helpers was another one of those little CIA gnomes, this one going by ‘GTH31761’. How am I doing?” 
 
    Moreland’s eyes rose and went to the man hulking in front of the door. “Misha” he said to his cohort. “I think it would be best if we spoke very privately here.” 
 
    Misha grunted an affirmative answer. He turned to leave. 
 
    “Oh,” Moreland added to Misha. “There’s a file on my desk in my office. Could you round it up and get it to Mr. Cooper? You have a key, I believe. I think it would interest him. Do it as soon as convenient, would you?” 
 
    “I do that,” Misha answered in English. 
 
    There was a pause in the room. The door closed with Misha on the other side of it. Cooper turned back to Moreland.  
 
    “You’re on a long road, Mr. Cooper,” Moreland said softly. “What makes you think there’s anything good at the end of it?”  
 
    “I’m not sure there is,” Cooper said. “But I’d like to know what’s at the end of it.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I’m a snoop.” 
 
    “You looking for a big story? A prize of some sort.” 
 
    “If that happened, I wouldn’t mind.” 
 
    Moreland scoffed. “It will never happen.” 
 
    “Why is that?” 
 
    “It leads in too many directions.” 
 
    “‘Too many directions’ to follow, as in the sense that the directions are unlimited and would never end?” Cooper asked. “Or ‘too many directions’ in the sense that one could never understand it?” 
 
    “Both.” 
 
    Three gins or not, Cooper’s head was now clear. 
 
    Moreland no longer seemed as confident.  
 
    “Let’s flash forward a little,” Cooper said. “Lukashenko became the toast of Langley. That bought him some more liberty. He started slipping his leash, going out and getting around. Talking too much. Maybe hitting on some American women who thought it might be interesting to be bedded by a real live Russian double-agent. He became a nuisance and, ironically, eventually a security risk. At least Nosenko and Golitsyn and dozens of others had the good sense to live quietly and out of view, if they weren’t actual prisoners. So now Lukashenko was downright inconvenient. So why not have Lukashenko killed and arrange it to look like a highway accident? His purpose had been served. So then some Langley genius says, why not put this pain-in-the-ass Russian and the fictional David Charles in the same grave? Two-for-one problem solving. Conveniently, you’re rid of both. My guess is the CIA had had enough of you by this time, also. It tied into a tight little knot. Or should have. Thereafter, a few snoops who knew too much, or even an odd critical detail, started to have untimely demises.” 
 
    “Life can be fragile,” said Moreland, midway between philosopher and killer. 
 
    “Your company is American Mustang Gas and Oil. You have no actual fields yourself, but you sell mining equipment and expertise. Things are loosening in the Soviet Union. Chairman Khrushchev started to abandon the old Stalinist ways, and Premier Kosygin is moving sectors of the state economy toward profitability. At the same time, the oil fields of Kazakhstan need to be developed. They need western expertise in oil development and you provide it. You’ve been moving equipment and engineers through companies in Switzerland and the Cayman Islands. Through a bunch of shell companies, your people are settling down in a godforsaken stretch of the world in Uzbekistan called Samotlor Field. It’s potentially the largest oil field in the Soviet Union. Just discovered conveniently in 1965, about the time of the Lukashenko defection, but going full throttle now. Production should be up and running like gangbusters in a few years. That’s your payback from Moscow for selling Lukashenko and Nosenko.” 
 
    Moreland quietly listened.  
 
    “With any good story of espionage and treason, there has to be finances and motivation. We know yours. Before that, there are clandestine meetings, recruitment and courtship, how you came into the Soviet fold. In terms of cover,” Cooper said with some admiration, “this one is wonderful. Southwestern oil and gas man, performs functions as a far-right bundler of money. You probably have no real politics of your own or maybe you’re comfortable with Wallace’s blatant racism. Or maybe, with traditional Soviet gamesmanship, you’re comfortable with disrupting democratic institutions. Which is it?” 
 
    Moreland looked at Cooper very hard but remained quiet. No answer. 
 
    “In any case,” Cooper continued, “your business allows you to visit places like Switzerland, Libya, the Caymans, Venezuela. Wherever the sticky goo oozes up out of the ground, you do your regular business and slipstream with your Russian contacts as you go. Quite brilliant, really.” 
 
    Moreland glanced at his watch. 
 
    “All of this is complete hogwash, Mr. Cooper. Yes, I was in Paris. Yes, I was at the embassy. But there was never a defector. Never a Lukashenko.” 
 
    “So you categorically deny what I’m saying?” 
 
    “I do indeed.” 
 
    Moreland glanced at the television. The election had taken a critical turn. The ABC network was giving California to Nixon. 
 
    “Looks like Nixon is going into office,” Moreland said. 
 
    Cooper didn’t comment. Lauren made a face but said nothing.  
 
    “I was in Paris,” said Moreland. “But let’s be clear. I wasn’t there for anything involving a Russian. I’m an oil and gas guy, not a spook. I do private financial investigations. I was there to investigate some financial improprieties in the embassy bookkeeping.” 
 
    “They couldn’t have just hired outside accountants?” Lauren asked. 
 
    “In deference to all involved,” Moreland said, “they needed to keep the situation very quiet. “That’s all for now, Mr. Cooper. I can’t comment further on any of this.” 
 
    “Can’t or won’t?” 
 
    “Same thing, really.” 
 
    “Then just one other thing,” Cooper continued. “Was there a second sniper in Dallas? God know there must have been. Oswald’s rifle could never fire a second shot in three point seven seconds. And god knows you must have some insights. Certainly, Lukashenko had knowledge of this and surely you discussed it with him. My guess is yes. Or is this a topic for another day?” 
 
    “It’s a topic for another day, Mr. Cooper. Or maybe another decade. And that decade will never come for anyone in this room. Now, out! Time’s up. Leave. Or I’ll summon my bodyguard back. Or someone far worse. And take your sad girlfriend with you.” 
 
     “You know,” Cooper said, standing. “I've been tracing this down for weeks. I've had theories. Suspicions. Wild flights of the imagination, involving who was overseeing the CIA files on this subject. You're sitting here calmly confirming the most jaded ones of all, all by not saying anything,” Cooper said. 
 
    Moreland pointed to the door. 
 
    “It’s all right. I’m leaving,” Cooper said. “Cheers.” 
 
    Moreland nodded. “Sure. Cheers. And cheers ever after,” Deke Moreland answered. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 88   
 
    By late evening, the electorate had spoken. 
 
    Wallace ran strongly in the deep south, Arkansas, Louisiana, Mississippi, Georgia and Alabama went solidly into his column. But the first glimmer of hope for Nixon came from the other states in the south. Tennessee, the Carolinas, and Kentucky. And then it became evident that what Wallace had taken from Nixon in the south, he was now stealing from Humphrey in the northern Midwest and in California. It soon became clear that Cleveland and Chicago had not delivered sufficient votes for Humphrey to counter suburban and rural Republican votes.  
 
    In Illinois, where it was never unusual to see four legs in a voting booth, there again proved a special case in the art of political chicanery. Nixon had contended for eight bitter years that Chicago had stolen a victory from him in 1960 when Mayor Daley had held out reporting the Chicago precincts until he could provide sufficient numbers for JFK to carry the state. This time, several Republican strongholds downstate withheld their total votes until Chicago’s returns could be estimated. Then they released their own numbers. Nixon took the state. 
 
    When it was beyond any doubt that Illinois and Ohio were going for Nixon, it was clear to Humphrey that he had lost. “Well, sir,” he said to those around him, “the American people will soon learn that they elected a hollow deeply dishonest man.” 
 
      
 
    Chapter 89  
 
    When Cooper and Richie were out of the hotel and on the street, Lauren spoke again. 
 
    “The bodyguard was Ukrainian, maybe?” she asked. 
 
    “Possible,” Cooper said. Well, at least he was armed. 
 
    They stopped at Grand Central. There were a few eateries still open. The bars were noisy. Many people were celebrating Nixon’s win or decrying it. By this time, it was what it was. After food, they took a taxi uptown to Frank’s place. 
 
    It was nearly one thirty in the morning when their taxi pulled to the curb on the south side of 96th Street. Cooper paid the driver, edged out of the cab and extended his hand to help Lauren. Cooper did a quick scan of the street as he always did but saw nothing. He took Lauren’s arm and they headed toward the entrance of his apartment building while in conversation. Cooper would realize moments later how badly he had dropped his guard. 
 
    A voice from the darkness accosted him, a voice from the very recent past. The voice that accosted him had an accent and came out of the doorway of the bar next door.  
 
    “Mr. Cooper?” 
 
    The voice jolted Cooper for a moment. A man stepped out of the shadows carrying something. Lauren was alarmed also. Cooper stepped half in front of her to shield her and in case the stranger did anything threatening.  
 
    Then Cooper recognized Misha.  
 
    Cooper was already cursing himself for dropping his guard. In a lifetime, It only took two or three seconds of carelessness or distraction, to het oneself killed.  
 
    “Mr. Moreland, my boss,” said Misha. “Some paperwork, hey,” he said. “Like he promised. He sent me after you to give it.” 
 
    The man held a black folder. Like the rest of him, the folder was in a shadow cast by the overhead street lamp and the flat metal sign for the bar next door. Already, the positioning was beyond coincidence.  
 
    “If he sent you after me, and you had to retrieve it, how did you get here so fast?” Cooper asked.  
 
    The man smiled, fighting with English. “Good question, man. But look here. See?” 
 
    The man's right hand disappeared fast into the black folder and emerged with an automatic pistol. It looked like a small German weapon, a Heckler and Koch, maybe.  
 
    Cooper was hardly in a position to examine it. Lauren grabbed his arm. 
 
    Cooper knew he had been beaten. Maybe for the final time. To lunge for his own weapon now would get them both killed.  
 
    “Okay, you two lovebirds separate. We go upstairs,” the man said affably. “You walk first, Mr. Cooper. You do a foolish thing and the lady dies. Understand?” 
 
    “I understand,” Cooper said. 
 
    “Now!” he said. “March. Or I shoot you right here! Go! Go! Move!” 
 
    “Let her go,” Cooper said. “Your quarrel is with me.” 
 
    “I make rules, not you,” Misha said. “Now you move! I don’t warn you again. More words and I shoot her in the head. Hear me, hey?” 
 
    He waved the pistol as if he were anxious to use it. Abruptly, he pulled Lauren to him and held the nose of his pistol to the back of her head. 
 
    “You go first,” he said to Cooper. “The lady second. You walk three steps ahead. I have gun to her head. You see that, yes? You do anything wrong, I blow her brains out then I shoot you with fast second shot.” 
 
    And you’re going to do that, anyway, Cooper thought.  
 
    The man jerked his head to indicate that Cooper should move immediately. 
 
    Cooper went to the front door of his apartment building. He unlocked it. He knew he was dealing with a professional killer because he had seen them before: the gunman was keeping Lauren close to him. Cooper had no chance to whirl and counterattack. 
 
    Cooper stepped into the lobby. He held the door behind him. Two seconds lapsed. The man followed with Lauren hostage. One of them held the door. 
 
    Cooper took two more steps forward. 
 
    “Okay! Stop!” he barked. 
 
    Cooper halted. His gaze slid to the doorway of Jonas Halász, the superintendent. There was no light under the doorway. Unusual. Presumably, Jonas had retired, American elections being of little interest to him. Cooper remembered what Jonas had said about a Ukrainian looking for him.  
 
    Then the man, still holding Lauren, made a deft step forward. Keeping the gun to her head, he lunged with his other hand under Cooper’s jacket and checked for a weapon. He took Cooper’s gun and stepped back quickly. The frisk was complete so fast that Cooper felt like a fool. There went his last chance to survive the evening. 
 
    “Go!” the gunman demanded. “We go upstairs. Your home! Move it!” 
 
    Cooper went to the staircase. He climbed it slowly, his mind teeming, looking for a chance to avoid execution.  
 
    They arrived at a second-floor landing. Cooper’s mind raced with what to do, how to get out of this. There was something wrong with every approach. He hoped he’d run into someone on the steps or in the hallway, anything to distract attention, but he knew the man would shoot any person who happened in the way. Cooper guessed that his only hope was to get to his apartment, then turn quickly upon the killer when he tried to bring Lauren in. Cooper knew that if the man got them alone in the apartment, he would kill them.  
 
    Cooper was two or three paces up the steps to the third floor. He could hear Lauren two steps behind him and the assassin two steps behind her. 
 
    “Now, halt,” Misha said. “Spread your hands wide,” he demanded. 
 
    This was it, Cooper reckoned. A vision flashed before him of his obituary in the Eagle. Lauren’s obituary, too. Who would write that? 
 
    What to do? Was this the moment?  
 
    Cooper reckoned his executioner was about six feet behind him. He didn’t have a chance. In a moment that was so fast that it had no measurement in time, Cooper thought of his late parents…  
 
    He thought of Lauren…  
 
    He thought of the write-up his murder would receive on the obit page of the Eagle… 
 
    He prayed that some other writers would pick up the fallen standard. 
 
    Who? Marty? Topher? 
 
    He cursed the bitter irony of having just put his own death notice on paper that night, the last one he would ever write. 
 
    “Finally,” said the gunman. There was a chilly happiness in his voice 
 
    Cooper knew that all he had was a long wild chance to turn and attack. He knew that the odds were short, but he had to— 
 
    Before he could move, from behind him, a pistol erupted. Bone chips and blood flew forward from behind him. Cooper recoiled from the blast and went down with it, losing the ability to stand. From his peripheral view he could see blood, flash and bone stretched across the walls and the staircase.  
 
    Some of the blood and bone had hit Cooper across his face as he was turning, flooding his eyes, taking away his clear vision. And the first shot was still thundering in Cooper’s ear when Cooper saw Lauren’s body down, blood all over the upper part of her body.  
 
    He saw the figure of Misha behind him with the gun raised.  
 
    He felt Lauren’s warm shuddering body under his and all he could think about was Firebird.  
 
    Then there was a second and final shot.  
 
    His final case, he felt in this moment of agony, his ultimate death watch, was now closed.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 90 
 
      
 
    At the same moment that Cooper’s body fell upon Lauren’s on the tenement staircase, Marty Friedkin sat calmly at his desk in the offices of the New York Eagle. On a small Sony television, he watched the mop-up of election results. 
 
    It was nearly two a.m. in the east. 
 
    Nixon was officially closing in on 302 votes in the electoral college. Humphrey was left with 191. Wallace was well ahead with his five states in the deep south. If the numbers held, and Friedkin had no reason to think they wouldn’t, Nixon had thirty-two electoral college votes more than he needed to keep the election out of the House of Representatives.  
 
    He was now within a few minutes of being elected the 37th President of the United States.  
 
    Friedkin’s mind teemed with reactions. Eventually, half an hour before his deadline, as the electoral results became even clearer, he leaned into his Olympia typewriter and began to write. 
 
    He typed the title of his piece: 
 
    America is Un-American! 
 
    The floodgates of opinion opened. Marty let it rip.  
 
      
 
    For all that has gone on this year, it would now appear that America has elected Richard Nixon as the leader of the free world. Nixon! Here is a vile scheming gut-punching dishonest man who six years ago promised we would not have him to kick around anymore. Most likely, many of us will soon wish we didn’t. 
 
    Nixon’s own campaign literature, at a time when the country is torn apart socially and racially, proudly lists him as a member of “impressive in-town clubs, Metropolitan, Links, Recess and fashionable country clubs Blind Brook and Baltusrol.”  
 
    Well, hooray! Tricky Dick has a country club membership! We are so fucking impressed! This is a year when America has seen a bloodied Bobby Kennedy dying on a dirty hotel floor of a hotel kitchen, heard the sobs of adults and children at the funeral of Martin Luther King, have seen a riot of badge-less police officers in Chicago and have witnessed the anguish of families losing tens of thousands of their sons in the rice paddies of Indochina. And now we have the old red-baiter as America’s president, along with the buffoonish corrupt Spiro Agnew, who can best be viewed as Nixon’s grotesque life insurance policy. 
 
    Nixon says he has a plan to end the war in Vietnam but won’t tell us what it is. The fact is, he doesn’t have a plan. He doesn’t even have a clue. And with his back-alley borderline-treasonous dealings with the current South Vietnamese government, he may have already extended the war. But the dimwit American public can’t fathom that. 
 
    But more than that, more than Richard Nixon’s election, we have also seen something even more ominous. I’m talking about the shadow of the swastika that has emerged on this once noble country. I am talking about George Wallace and I am deeply pessimistic about the future of America. 
 
    It is impossible to ignore what George Wallace may have unleashed. Wallace has legitimized the people who were previously seen as disreputable: the unabashed white racists, the socially embittered, the overtly ignorant, the willfully anti-intellectual, the socially frustrated and the nasty lowbrow stupid thuggish white Protestant punks looking for an easy fight. Nearly ten million of these “good God-fearing folks” voted for Wallace and LeMay. Wallace has given respectability to the most benighted segments of American society. He has vindicated hate and bigotry. Keep in mind, Wallace did not come out of nowhere. He is an inevitable consequence of the modern racially-tinged American politics, not an aberration of them. 
 
    The United States is a gun-happy lynch mob of a nation. It is a country awash in grievances and racial hatred. America has become a lazy, aging, fairly ignorant democracy. Even in the most turbulent election in modern history, about thirty million eligible voters didn’t bother to cast a ballot, the most basic task of citizenship. Wallace took his thirteen-plus percent of those who did vote, many of whom believe fake-moon-landing-level lies, talking snakes in the Garden of Eden, and has tried to act like the earth moved, as he said on Tuesday. It did, but not in the ways that he meant it. 
 
    Fifty-six percent of the vote went to a snake oil salesman or an overt racist. The plodding but comparatively honorable Hubert Humphrey was left far behind in the filthy dust, no thanks in part to the infantile self-serving holier-than-thou left wing of his party who would rather be ideologically pure than compromise. 
 
    I’m disgusted with my adopted country. Much like the readers of this newspaper, the average American voter is a fucking know-nothing moron and half of them are even dumber than that. It’s only a matter of time before the United States elects an overt fascist and becomes the type of nation that one moves from, not to.  
 
    Where might this ugliness lead? Not now, maybe but in twenty years? Or fifty? How long will it take?  
 
    Mark my angry words! The shadow of the swastika is already across the land. Eventually, people like these ‘good Americans’ will choose a fascist as their leader, and God help us all.  
 
      
 
    Friedkin pulled his opinion piece from his typewriter. He re-read it and made a few tiny edits in pencil. He was pleased with what he had written.  
 
    He took the elevator to the sixth floor. He went to Murphy’s office. In the chaos of election evening, the sixth floor was busy, but Murphy’s office was empty.  
 
    Friedkin forged Murphy’s signature initials to the lower right corner of his pages and placed the article in the APPROVED box, carefully slipping it under several others so that no one would see it on top, happen to read it, and alert Murphy of the f-bombs and overall content.  
 
    He stalled and smoked a cigarette until Jean Claude, the Haitian kamikaze bike messenger appeared in his leather jacket to take the article directly to the type-setters for the next day’s special first edition. 
 
    Jean Claude gave him a nod. Friedkin nodded back. The messenger shoved several late articles into his leather pouch and departed. 
 
    There was no stopping the piece now. The typesetters never thought much about what they were setting in print. The rant would appear in print the next day, anger and profanity and included.  
 
    “There,” Friedkin said aloud to himself. “That ought to get me fired.” 
 
    He went down to the lobby where a new lady friend was waiting for him. She was an aspiring musician named Elizabeth who couldn’t decide whether to go rock or classical. She carried a violin case, wore boots, a red and blue mini-kilt and a navy p-coat. There was a vague scent of promiscuity and marijuana about her. 
 
    “Nixon’s been elected,” Friedkin said.  
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Can you believe it? What a country.” 
 
    “At least it wasn’t Wallace.” 
 
    “Don’t get me started,” Friedkin said. 
 
    “Anything else important happen today?” Elizabeth asked. 
 
    Friedkin shrugged. “Not that I know of.” 
 
    He took her hand. They went back to his place. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 91 
 
    On the south of West 96th Street, four green and white NYPD cruisers were banked against the sidewalk outside the building where the fatal shooting had occurred. Red lights flashed. 
 
    Homicide detectives arrived at a few minutes before two a.m. Yellow tape marked the door that led to the crime scene. Street cops kept the curious at a safe distance. 
 
    On the third-floor landing, where floor and bone fragments marked the wall near the stairs, Police Office John Ironhorse stared downward at the body of a man. Someone had shot him from behind. Once in the back, the second time in the skull. The lower part of his head was gone. 
 
    “Jesus. Dead as a fucking mackerel,” Ironhorse said. 
 
    In an oblique way, Ironhorse admired the precision with which the murder had transpired. A powerful handgun, fired to the back upper portion of the victim’s neck, probably from less than five feet away. 
 
    “You gotta love what goes on in this city,” Ironhorse said. 
 
    Along the side of the hallway there were crimson streaks where blood and bone fragments had blown up against the wall. The dead man had been lifted into the air by the force of the bullet from behind. Then he had fallen over backwards. The blood on the walls had started to run, or drip. A touch of Jackson Pollack on a tenement wall. 
 
    John Ironhorse looked at the man and the woman sitting to one side, the woman in particular in a state of shock. The man was comforting her.  
 
    “So?” Ironhorse asked. “Mr. Cooper? Did you know this guy?” 
 
    Cooper shook his head. “No,” he said. He stood. 
 
    “You?” Ironhorse asked Lauren. 
 
    “No,” Lauren said. 
 
    “And he had you at gunpoint?” 
 
    “He was marching us up the stairs when someone came up quietly behind him and shot him,” Cooper said. 
 
    “That was careless, wasn’t it?” Ironhorse said. 
 
    “Of us or him?” 
 
    “Both.” 
 
    “And you didn’t see no one?” Ironhorse asked. 
 
    “Not that I’d recognize,” Cooper said. “When the first shot was fired, I hit the deck.” 
 
    “So did I,” Lauren said. 
 
    “Whoever shot him turned and ran downstairs.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Ironhorse said. “Nobody saw nothing. Don’t you hate it when that happens?” 
 
    Cooper shrugged. 
 
    The homicide detectives arrived. 
 
    The first detective flashed his shield and gave his name as Corelli. He looked down at the dead man and the German pistol that lay near him. He pursed his lips, raised his eyebrows but said nothing. The second homicide detective was Det. Eric Młynarski. Corelli and Młynarski exchanged a glance. Looking at a fresh corpse, they elevated nonchalance to an art form. 
 
    Corelli turned to Ironhorse. “Anyone see anything?” he asked. 
 
    “The gentleman here. And the lady,” Ironhorse said, indicating Cooper. 
 
    Cooper stood.  
 
    “What can you tell us?” Det. Corelli asked. 
 
    Cooper had his more detailed account ready. 
 
    “This guy accosted us when we were coming in the front door. Pulled a pistol on us. Made me unlock the front door, held the gun to Lauren’s head. Told me to lead him upstairs.” 
 
    “Robbery?” Corelli asked. 
 
    Cooper hesitated. “I used to be an investigative reporter,” he said. “Someone with a grudge probably hired someone. How the hell do I know? There must be a hundred people out there who’d like to kill me.” 
 
    “Which one of you lives here? Or do you both?” Młynarski asked. 
 
    “I do,” Cooper said. “We both work for the New York Eagle.” 
 
    “Doing what?” 
 
    “We’re both reporters,” Lauren said. 
 
    “We were working election night,” Cooper said. “Just coming home.” 
 
    Młynarski was busy writing notes. 
 
    Cooper continued with his version of the events.  
 
    The gunman was marching him and Lauren up the stairs at gunpoint, he said. It could have been a robbery but thought it was more likely a grudge. He wasn’t sure which. The gunman seemed to mean business and threatened to shoot Lauren in the head if there was any resistance.  
 
    Lauren corroborated that part of the story.  
 
    They arrived on the third floor landing when a shot rang out. A hell of a loud shot, he recalled. Deafening. Cooper said that he thought Lauren had been executed and he would be next. Instinctively, as he told it, he ducked, averting his gaze.  
 
    Then there was a second shot, maybe two seconds after the first. He hit the ground and was amazed that he was alive. He realized that someone had come up behind the gunman and shot him from behind, Cooper related. By the time he turned and looked, the second assailant had hurried away and gone downstairs. It was all over in a matter of seconds, maybe three, Cooper said, though the shock effect would linger forever. 
 
    “Certainly less than five seconds,” Lauren agreed. 
 
    “So you never got a good look at the trigger man?” Corelli asked. 
 
    “Nope,” Cooper said. 
 
    Lauren shook her head. “Like I said. When the first shot was fired, I dropped down. I hid my face. I thought I was going to die.” 
 
    Corelli turned to a new arrival. Jonas Halász, the superintendent. Jonas, a wise man, had not seen anything, either.  
 
    “Asleep,” he said. “I heard commotion. Shooting. Then shouts. People in building opening doors, slamming them. Then fast footsteps coming downstairs. A man running out the door. I come out and I hear commotion upstairs, I come up and find Mr. Cooper and this lady. I’m so glad they all safe.” 
 
    “You have a peephole,” Corelli said. “You didn’t look?” 
 
    “Not always smart to look.” 
 
    “Yeah,” said Młynarski. 
 
    Jonas was remarkably calm. He looked as if he had just showered. His hair was wet, his hands freshly and carefully scrubbed. Cooper wondered where the cagey old Hungarian freedom fighter had stashed his semi-automatic FÉG PA-63.  
 
    Cooper knew it was stashed somewhere, perhaps down a drainpipe, at least temporarily. No good could come of subjecting that piece of small artillery to a fresh ballistics test.  
 
    “Got any idea who might have been lurking in the building?” Corelli asked. 
 
    Jonas shrugged. “Ukrainians. Russians.” 
 
    “Huh?”  
 
    “They all crazy fuckers,” Jonas said. “They lurk. They come here. They all kill each other. No good.” 
 
    Corelli gave Cooper a glance. Cooper opened his hands in a who knows? gesture. 
 
    “Why would there Russians in this building?” Młynarski asked. 
 
    “They’re everywhere.” 
 
    “Yeah, but why here and now this evening?” 
 
    Jonas shrugged.  
 
    “Don’t ask me, ask him,” said Jonas, indicating the dead man. 
 
    “He’s not going to do much talking,” Corelli said. 
 
    “Dead people never do,” Cooper said. 
 
    “Something ain’t right here,” Corelli said. 
 
    “Mr. Halász fought Russians in Hungary in 1956,” Cooper said. “He can be a little obsessive. Maybe even imaginative. Inventive. But he’s the best building manager in the damned city. Take my word.” 
 
    “I get it,” Corelli said. 
 
    Corelli turned back to the superintendent.  
 
    “You killed Russians in '56, huh?” Młynarski said. 
 
    “Soviets. Proudly!” said Jonas. “Invaded my country, murdered my family. I wish I killed more of them!” 
 
    Młynarski flipped shut his notebook. “They raped fucking Poland, too. Someone should have given you a medal for killing Russians,” the detective said.  
 
    Jonas stood an inch taller. 
 
    The people from the crime lab were arriving.  
 
    The detectives invited Cooper, Lauren and Jonas to come over and give official statements the next afternoon. They accepted. 
 
    Cooper and Richie went back upstairs to Cooper’s apartment as the forensic work continued. Cooper was no sooner in the door when he reached for the nearest bottle, which happened to be Bushmill’s. 
 
    “Join me?” he asked. 
 
    “A damned big one,” she said. 
 
    “I’m glad we understand each other,” he said, pouring liberally. 
 
    She came to him.  
 
    They embraced and trembled into each other’s arms. Idly, Cooper wondered anew how close he could come to death without death finally embracing him. At least, he felt, he could put off the embrace for another day. 
 
     Downstairs, the mobile unit of crime lab removed the body by three a.m. They concluded its inspection of the area by 4:30 a.m. There would be nearly twelve hundred reported homicides in the five boroughs in 1968, in addition to another few hundred unreported and scores undiscovered. As was the case here, there was no immediate arrest. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 92 
 
    S.W. Murphy sat in his corner office Thursday morning, looking at a document on his desk. He barely looked up when Cooper, summoned, came in. He gave a slight jerk of the head to the chair to his left in front of the desk. Behind him, the gray landscape of Manhattan was visible in the plate glass window, but rain was streaking the glass. 
 
    “Sit down,” Murphy said, still not looking up. “Right there,” he said, indicating the chair. “Don’t say a damned word till I talk to you.” 
 
    This time, Cooper did not dare. 
 
    From somewhere behind Cooper, Constance Higgins he assumed it was, quietly went to the door. She closed it with a soft click. 
 
    Several seconds passed. Murphy finally looked up. 
 
    “Well, now,” he said. “Hot night on the upper west side the other evening, wasn’t it? Must have been interesting, a dead man in the hallway, blood-spattered walls and all that. Your building, if I’m not mistaken.” 
 
    “It was. Yes.”  
 
    “Not the type of thing that happens in Southport, Connecticut where I live. I love a fascinating inside story. Want to tell me one?” 
 
    “Not really. There was a pretty good account in our paper. Did you read it?” 
 
    “I read it. I was wondering if you could offer a tad more?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “Oh, be generous. Why don’t you share your personal version with me?” 
 
    Cooper thumbnailed it for the boss, adding a small detail but keeping the picture small.  
 
    “So that’s it?” Murphy asked. “That’s all?” 
 
    “Pretty much.” 
 
    “Word reaches me that another of our employees was with you, ascending the staircase of doom in that roach hotel where you reside, probably with the light of love in her eyes.” 
 
    “It’s not illegal, you know.” 
 
    “Maybe it should be,” Murphy said. “I’m not fond of your habit of dipping your pen into the company inkwell. And with a girl half your age?” 
 
    “Lauren is older than that.” 
 
    “Two-thirds, then?”  
 
    “Is this what I’m here to discuss?” Cooper asked. 
 
    Several seconds passed. “No,” said Murphy. “To use your catch-all answer, ‘Not really.’”  
 
    “Just an old man stretching out his lines of curiosity,” Murphy said. “How the other half lives. Love and death on the New York Eagle.”  
 
    He pushed the papers in front of him to the side. 
 
    “You haven’t seen Brother Friedkin in the last day or so, have you?” Murphy asked. 
 
    “No, I haven’t.” 
 
    “Either here or anywhere else on this earth?” Murphy persisted. 
 
    “Nowhere. I haven’t seen him at all.” 
 
    “Confess.” 
 
    “What are you trying to find out, Steve?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “I’d like to get my damned hands on him, if I may, so I can wring his dark head, the head with the ink stains and the one that contains the tongue with the lexicon of a pornographer. So I was hoping you could send me in the proper direction.” 
 
    “Can’t help you.” 
 
    “Spoken to him? Phone? Semaphore?” 
 
    “Nothing,” said Cooper. “I was wondering about him, myself.” 
 
    “I’m told he had a lithe little female friend, given to stringed instruments and illegal drugs. Long hair and short skirts, which is better than the other way around. Does that ring a bell?” 
 
    “I’ve never met her.” 
 
    “Do you know where we might find her so that we might contact him?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “And so it would come as a surprise to you to learn that he’s been canned in absentia, I suppose,” Murphy continued. “Sacked. Terminated. Axed. Pink slipped. I’ve kicked his sorry pushy speak-British-act-Yiddish ass off this paper. Come as a shocker, does it?” 
 
     “Am I surprised? No,” Cooper said. “Normally he’s here today to hand in his column. But now that you mentioned in, I haven’t seen him.”  
 
    “’Haven’t seen him.’ And you damned well won’t,” Murphy said, carefully repeating Cooper’s words. “Not in this architectural treasure of a building if he values his life. Did you read that off-color piece of crap he wrote in the Wednesday edition?” 
 
    “I read it.” 
 
    “And what did you think?” 
 
    “A little harsh, maybe. Opinion piece. Isn’t that what you pay him for?” 
 
    “’A little harsh!’ Damned Bolshevik! Where does he get the brass balls to turn in a column laden with obscenities and claiming the United States is on the road to fascism when we just had a fair and honest election?” 
 
    “Don’t ask me,” Cooper said. “Ask him.” 
 
    “He’s not to set foot in this building again!” Murphy said, his voice rising suddenly in extreme anger. “Nor will I be breaking bread with him. If anything gets broken, it will be his legs. Or, maybe better, his neck. Or perhaps I’ll have him slowly eviscerated for the illicit use of profane gerunds. Do you read me?” 
 
    There was a longer silence. 
 
    “So why are you telling me?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Because the two of you are cozy,” Murphy said. “Perhaps you can— “ 
 
    Indignation rose to Cooper’s defense. “I haven’t seen him. I haven’t spoken to him and I’m not responsible for what he writes. So get off my back, okay?” he snapped. “You’re barking up the wrong tree.” 
 
    “Your job is on the line here, Frank Cooper.” 
 
    “What the hell else is new?” 
 
    Murphy seethed. He fingered the papers in front of him. 
 
    “I thought everything he wrote went past you,” Cooper continued. “No? You didn’t sign off on his last column? It required your initials to go to press.” 
 
    Murphy smoldered.  
 
    “Not always,” Murphy said. “My initials were on the copy but not by my hand,” Murphy confessed. “Mr. Siegelman is having a shit fit over the fucking use of fucking profanity in his fucking newspaper! And he didn’t like the rest of Friedkin’s fucking coverage either.” 
 
    “Well, who put him on the Wallace campaign to start with, Steve?” Cooper asked. “That’s your real problem.” 
 
    “The edition with the profanity sold out on every newsstand in the city. I’m told it’s a collector’s item in New York journalism. Mr. Siegelman remains furious despite the one million dollar one-day profit.” 
 
    “Congratulations.” 
 
    “That’s all I have to say,” the managing editor said. “Kindly, get out of my office.” 
 
    Cooper took the suggestion without uttering another word, profane or otherwise. 
 
      
 
    Chapter 93 
 
    Over the ensuing weekend, Cooper came up with some curious further revelations about his visit to the boss’s office. He and Lauren were unwinding on a Saturday evening at Lincoln Center. There was a light drizzle, but a heavier rain had stopped. For fresh air, they started walking uptown on Broadway. At 80th Street, they took a detour to walk into Zabar’s to buy coffee. There they ran smack into Martin Friedkin who was buying a chocolate babka at the pastry counter. 
 
    “Yes, I was fired,” Friedkin said, responding to Cooper’s inquiry. “I’m not to go into that salt mine again. Isn’t it great?” 
 
    “Great?” Lauren asked. 
 
    “Right-o,” said Friedkin. “Just what I wanted. I’m happy as hell to be out of that place. Murphy tore up my contract and paid me a severance.” Friedkin paused and proudly continued, “I’ve already been hired by the Guardian.” 
 
    “Which Guardian?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “The only Guardian that matters,” said Friedkin. “The one published in Manchester. In the UK.” 
 
    A chubby female clerk with a pinkish face behind the baked goods counter smiled. She handed Friedkin his babka in a waxed bag. 
 
    “So you’re going back to England?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Hello, no. Not a chance. I haven’t lived there for years and want no part of repatriation. I’m staying here. I’ll be on the Guardian staff in Washington. Covering politics. I’m happy as a pig rolling in shit.” 
 
    Cooper laughed and gave him a pat on the arm. “I’m glad someone is,” he said. 
 
    A lithe woman appeared at Friedkin’s side. Frank and Lauren assumed it was his muse, at least for the evening. She immediately latched onto Friedkin’s arm. 
 
    “Hi,” she said. She was a lean woman with a stark beautiful face and reddish hair.              “This is Elizabeth,” he said, introducing her. “She keeps me out of trouble on Saturday nights.” 
 
    “Not very likely,” said Elizabeth in an accent that indicated she was American. Friedkin further introduced her as a music student at Juilliard.  
 
    They shared a laugh. Friedkin then tugged Elizabeth along. They were about to be on their way when Friedkin turned back. “Oh, Frank, listen. I feel a little bad about what happened to Murphy,” he said. “Tell him that if you see him. Express my regrets, would you? But then again,” he added with a smirk, “he brought it on himself by shagging his mistress when he should have been in the office, right?” 
 
    “What do you mean by ‘what happened’?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “You didn’t hear?” 
 
    “Hear what?” 
 
    “Neither of us were in the office today,” Lauren said, 
 
    “Oh. Murphy fired me Thursday morning. Then Siegelman fired Murphy Friday evening.”  
 
    “Who’s the new managing editor?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Haven’t the foggiest,” Friedkin said. “I heard Siegelman snatched someone off the Philadelphia Daily News, but that’s just hearsay. Can’t print hearsay, you know?” 
 
      
 
    Chapter 94 
 
    Cooper returned to the obituaries on the Eagle. Lauren Richie returned to the sports desk. Sam was doing well on rehab now, so Lauren Richie became assistant editor, and acting editor until Sam’s return, the first one on sports on a big time New York journal. 
 
    Some strings were pulled in Washington and New York pursuant to the messy shooting on West 96th Street. Brett Molloy took a few meetings with the New York City Police Commissioner as well as the commanding officer of the precinct where the shooting occurred. As a matter of national security, and local convenience, the investigation was relaxed.  
 
    Molloy even dropped by the Eagle a few times. Finally, with a handshake, Cooper and Lauren agreed to drop their various inquiries into Firebird, at least for the time being, and at least as far as print was concerned.  
 
    Emotionally, professionally, it was a wise decision. They were both basket cases. 
 
    And so in the weeks and months that followed, Cooper and Lauren shared the unsettling sense of having watched the events of the previous year unfold in slow motion, one horror after another, first starting in distant places—the Martin Luther King assassination, the Robert Kennedy assassination, the ongoing war in Viet Nam, the Wallace campaign—and having them move inevitably closer to him until a bullets whizzed close to their own heads and left them splattered by blood and bone fragments.  
 
    Together, they felt as if they had participated in all the larger events until the events reached out and sucked them in and nearly killed them in the bargain. 
 
    Nothing of that sort had happened, of course. They had been wounded in some way but had survived, same as Sam. But it was a sense that they felt. An eerie spiritual contamination. 
 
    And yet at the same time, they felt as if they had indeed touched the larger events. Frank and Lauren and all who sailed with them at the New York Eagle. Popov and Goleniewski. Golitsyn and Nosenko. The fake ambassador, David Charles. Misha, the assassin. 
 
    They had been so close to finding some larger answers. They felt as if he had stood before the gates to the greatest story of the century, but the gates had not opened to him because he didn’t have the password. 
 
    On February 5, 1969, three weeks after Nixon’s inauguration, Walter Winchell announced his retirement. He planned to leave New York and go west. He had a home in the Edgemont section of Greenburgh, New York, a placid suburb neighboring Scarsdale. He had put it up for sale. 
 
    Many people may have had reason to hate Winchell, but to Frank Cooper he had always been a solid friend. Cooper was saddened. He phoned Walter at home. 
 
    “Have lunch with me before you leave,” Cooper said. “I want to thank you.” 
 
    “For what, kidster?” Walter snapped. “I didn’t do anything.” 
 
    “I’m bringing Lauren. Just so you know in advance.” 
 
    “You can bring the Queen of England for all I care. I’m always happy to see a pretty lady. Plus, I’m glad you called. I got one thing to tell you about, okay?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    A date was set, but as the meeting drew closer, Cooper realized that it would not be a happy occasion. As Lauren had remarked once before, two careers had intersected, Cooper on the way up, Winchell on the way down. But worse, Cooper knew that Winchell’s world was coming apart.  
 
    Walter and his wife Magee had had three children, a son and two daughters, Walter, Jr., Gloria and Walda. Gloria had died of pneumonia years ago at the age of nine. Walda had recently spent time in mental health facilities. But more painfully and more recently, Walter Jr. had committed suicide in his family's garage on Christmas night, 1968. Having spent the previous two years on welfare, Walter Jr. had last been employed as a dishwasher in Santa Ana, California, but listed himself as a freelancer who for a time wrote a column in the Los Angeles Free Press, an alternative newspaper that had started up in 1964.  
 
    For what would be a final time before Winchell left New York, Cooper met with Walter at Joe’s Tavern Bar on 25th Street and 10th Avenue. It was half past four on a dull cold day in late February: icy sidewalks and a sharp wind. Lauren came along.  
 
    Winchell was seated in a remote table at the rear, laying low and nursing a Johnny Walker. He was trying to be inconspicuous for once. He managed a smile when Cooper arrived and extended a hand of friendship. To Lauren, he leaned forward, took her hand and kissed her on the cheek. Then they sat, all of them. 
 
    The conversation began uncomfortably. Winchell spoke wistfully of his late son and sorrowfully on the declining health of his wife, Magee. As for the future, Winchell was having a tough time seeing one. Cooper and Lauren expressed sympathy and tried to keep the mood light. It wasn’t easy. A young journalist named Larry King had already replaced Winchell in several newspapers. 
 
    Winchell fell into a dialogue with Lauren, picking her mind about writing and the newspaper business. “Your lovely lady here is sharp as a tack,” Winchell said, turning his eyes to Cooper. “I’d keep her if I were you. Don’t let some other hack run off with her.” Then he turned sharply back to Lauren and gave her similar advice. “Frank’s a man among men,” Winchell said. “Grab onto his arm and hold it tight.” 
 
    “Walter always was good at dating advice,” Cooper said, trying to make a joke of it. 
 
    “Damn right, I was,” Winchell said. “I know a good team when I see one.” He took another sip of Scotch and turned more seriously back to Cooper. 
 
    "Lauren has been appointed the assistant editor of the sports section on The Eagle,” Cooper said. “First woman in New York to be so honored. 
 
    “I heard,” Winchell said. He stayed with Lauren. 
 
    “You’ll be great,” he concluded. 
 
    “Thank you, sir.” 
 
    “Are you a child or something? Call me ‘Walter.’” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    Winchell turned back to Cooper. “I need to tell you something important, Frank,” Winchell said. “Maybe no one reads me anymore but that doesn’t mean I don’t hear things. Nothing recedes like success, you know. May I talk openly in front of your lady?” 
 
    “I’ll leave the table if you need me to, Frank,” Lauren said. 
 
    Cooper quickly put his hand on hers. “Anything Walter needs to tell me I want you to hear,” he said. “You’re not going anywhere.”  
 
    He turned back to Winchell. “Go ahead,” he said. 
 
    Winchell began. “Do you remember maybe about fifteen years ago you were in a fight in front of Toot’s Shor’s? You roughed up a couple of wise-ass dagos who were menacing a family member of yours.” 
 
    “Ha! I remember it quite well,” Cooper said. 
 
    “They did, too. When they were both finally out of Attica on some truck hijacking charges, they discovered who had beaten the shit out of them. Some prison punk who had a grudge against you ratted you out. And they decided to set an ambush at a warehouse in Brooklyn.” Winchell paused. “Their names were Tommy Russo and Jimmy Lugio. A couple of no-good goombahs. They shot your pal Sam by mistake.” 
 
    Cooper’s jaw dropped open. 
 
    “The mob guys over in Kings County were incensed that these two palookas had tried something like that on their own and were even angrier that they’d bitched it up. So they leaked word to some Micks in Chicago. See where this is going?” 
 
    Cooper required less than three heartbeats to understand. “So that’s what my cousin Kevin was doing in town? Paying back an old debt?” 
 
    “The wise guys in Brooklyn got rid of a couple of hotheads free and clear and made peace with the Irish in Chicago. See? These things all work out. It’s a done deal now, so don’t touch it.”  
 
    A moment as it sank in, then, “I wouldn’t dream of it,” Cooper said. 
 
    Winchell’s gaze returned to Lauren. “You never heard me talk about this, right?” the old man said with a wink.  
 
    “I haven’t heard a word you said,” Lauren said. “In fact, I’m not even here.” 
 
    “Wise lady,” said Winchell in praise. “You know how it works.” 
 
    “Thanks to Frank,” she said. 
 
    “And I learned from W.W.,” Cooper said. Cooper leaned back.  
 
    “So! Case closed. Zippo,” said Winchell. “How’s Sam, by the way?” 
 
    “Recovering well,” said Cooper. He’s going to start work again in March.” 
 
    “Good to hear it,” Winchell said. “Give him my regards.” 
 
    “He doesn’t like you.” 
 
    “I know. I stole a girlfriend from him thirty years ago. A floozy red-head named Kiki. Sam’s never forgiven me, the stubborn old coot. Give him my regards anyway. Oh, and tell him he was smart to sit on that story about the harness race driver who was beaten up out on Long Island. If he’d printed that one, he would have been whacked long before the storage warehouse.” 
 
    Cooper was still shaking his head.  
 
    “Thanks for letting me know, Walter,” Cooper said. “About the warehouse. I keep trying to put the pieces in place. It’s good to know the truth.” 
 
     “Truth,” Walter Winchell mused over the end of his third drink. “Truth! What the damned hell is truth, anyway?” Winchell asked.  
 
    A fourth drink arrived without being requested. A few people still loved cantankerous old Walter and at least one of them worked behind the bar at Joe’s.  
 
    “Screw the truth, Frank. Fuck the truth. Truth is relative. Truth sometimes is a lie. Truth is what you make of it. Truth is the last thing someone told you. The truth will set you free, but first it will piss you off. Truth is what people choose to believe. Truth is what you see when you’re peeping over a transom. You can quote me. Nobody can think any more, you know. Most of them won’t be smart enough to understand what I mean. The country’s going to hell.” 
 
    “How soon are you moving west, Walter?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Next week. The house will sell faster without me in it.” 
 
    “God bless you, Walter. Take care of yourself.” 
 
    Their meeting ended with a long embrace.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 95 
 
      
 
      
 
    One year after Cooper and Lauren met with Walter Winchell at Joe’s in Chelsea, Elizabeth June Magee, Walter’s wife, died at a Phoenix, Arizona hospital while undergoing treatment for a heart condition. It was the final blow to a once-proud once-powerful man. Winchell, who had once had an audience of millions, was now alone and shattered. His famous line about success receding was never more apt than in his case. Eventually, he moved into the Ambassador Hotel in Los Angeles, where Robert Kennedy had been murdered several months earlier. He lived as a recluse. Cooper tried to contact him, but Walter wasn’t returning calls. 
 
    His mind slipped. In his final months, Winchell was typing out mimeographed sheets with his column and handing them out free to passers-by at a corner near his hotel. Later, he contracted testicular cancer. His life ended on February 20, 1972. Walter Winchell was buried in Arizona, a long way from Hollywood and Broadway. One person came to his funeral: his daughter, Wanda. 
 
    Affectionately, Cooper wrote an obituary that was picked up by the major wire services. It appeared in more than three hundred newspapers. It would have been in more than a thousand back in another era, but already “All News Radio” and television were killing printed news.  
 
    Newspapers were dying quickly and so were the people who had made them relevant. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 96 
 
      
 
    The newspaper promoted Lauren to sports editor when Sam retired in June 1972, another first for a female writer. Topher Wilson transferred from obituaries to general assignments in the same month, another well-deserved promotion, then a year later left for Newsday. The Eagle had acquired a reputation for hiring top young talent. Who knew?                
 
    Up until early 1973, Cooper used to see Marty Friedkin around New York when the latter visited on assignments. Occasionally they would have drinks at the White Horse Tavern and guffaw about time spent on the Eagle. Lauren always joined them when possible. Elizabeth, Friedkin’s lady friend, moved in with him. She later followed him when he returned to England, still in the employ of the Guardian. They married in London in 1974. 
 
    Together Cooper and Lauren worked unofficially on Firebird for years, never being able to fit together the complete puzzle. Cooper figured no one else would ever be able to, either. Like the deaths of Lincoln and Harding, the Kennedy slaying would remain an enigma. 
 
    In his mind and on yellow legal pads in his office and at home, Cooper continued to work on various syntheses of all the plots to murder John F. Kennedy, and the many people who were involved. It was all part of an overall view of Soviet efforts to destabilize the west, starting with Joseph Stalin’s printing counterfeit American twenty-dollar bills in the 1920’s, and continuing with sending missiles to Cuba and beyond. 
 
    Lauren contributed equally, though their regular writing, editing and reporting time occupied heavy work days. Yet, as time permitted, and as time passed, Frank and Lauren would try to put together all the pieces of the Firebird puzzle. They would move them around, in or out, and try to force them together. They still couldn’t come up with a neat fix, nor could anyone else. 
 
    In further research into Kennedy’s death, Cooper had drinks with some of the newsmen in New York who had been assigned to Washington in November of 1963. He made a point of meeting with them when he visited New York. Or they would have coffee, for those wise souls who were no longer drinking. The best answers Cooper could ever come up with began to take shape through various tidbits mentioned in these sessions.  
 
    “We were three years into the Kennedy’s first term, you know,” one Dallas reporter recalled in 1972. “And kooky stuff was happening daily in Dallas. You’d have thought the Civil War had never ended and no one had ever heard of Civil Rights. There were huge billboards that screamed, 'Impeach Earl Warren.' Jewish stores that had been there for generations were smeared with painted swastikas. Just as the radical left distributed hateful polemics in New York and San Francisco, the radical right distributed their hate stuff all over Dallas, including the public schools as well as private Christian academies. Crazy times.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Cooper said. “They were.” He might have added, “They still are,” but didn’t. 
 
    “In Texas, Kennedy was hated,” a woman from the New Orleans Times-Picayune told Cooper and Richie at the Lion’s Head. “Kennedy’s name was booed in public school classrooms in the Nineteen Sixties. At some companies in Texas, mostly financed by the oil industry, corporate junior executives were required to attend radical right seminars. If they wanted to stay with the company, much less advance in it, they knew they better attend. Most of them embraced the hate stuff. They were comfortable with it. And these were the cities. You can imagine what it was like out in the panhandle or in the oil fields.” 
 
    “The fierce hateful underbelly of American society was alive and kicking,” said an old friend, a reporter from the New York Times. “In a wealthy Dallas suburb, when it was announced that the President had been murdered, a fourth-grade class erupted in applause. There were similar responses all over Dallas, Frank. And do I have to remind you that most of the Dallas Police Department were members of the Ku Klux Klan?” 
 
    “Ever heard of something called ‘Firebird’ in relation to JFK’s death?” Cooper would ask whenever he was discussing the case with other reporters. 
 
    Heads would shake. No, was the reply. A ballet? A car? 
 
    “No, not that Firebird,” he would answer. “Firebird was…. a spy. Or an Operation. Or a state of mind. Hell, I’ve never been able to figure it out.” 
 
    Weeks turned into months. Months, as they inevitably do, became years.  
 
    As time passed, more of the players died, sealing their versions of the story forever. Some of the deaths were more than strange. They echoed the files that Cooper and Lauren had once seen in Langley.  
 
    There was a gentleman, to use the term loosely, named Joseph Adams Milteer, the president of the Georgia chapter of the White Knights of the Ku Klux Klan, who hated Kennedy. He often held public rallies during which, through a bullhorn, he told everyone within earshot that the country would be better off with a “nigger hater” in office instead of a “nigger lover.” 
 
    Two weeks before the assassination, Milteer was in Miami talking to a man he thought was a fellow racist, but who was actually an undercover police officer. Milteer claimed that Kennedy’s murder “was in the working,” and that Milteer envisioned him being shot “from an office building with a high-powered rifle,” and “they will pick up somebody within hours, just to throw people off.” Milteer’s prophecy proved eerily accurate: Lee Oswald was arrested seventy-five minutes after the assassination. There was a newspaper photograph that showed a man in the Dallas crowd who looked like Milteer, watching with arms folded as Kennedy’s car approached. Milteer burned to death at home in 1974 when a Coleman portable heating stove inexplicably exploded.  
 
    On May 15, 1972, a man named Arthur Bremer attempted to assassinate George Wallace. Wallace survived the shooting but was in a wheelchair for the rest of his life. The man who had stolen so many voters from Richard Nixon was out of national politics. There were reports that a Nixon White House aide named Charles Colson ordered E. Howard Hunt to break into Bremer's apartment to remove incriminating documents. This took place at the same time that the White House 'Plumbers,’ the unit that would precipitate the Watergate scandal, were trying to cause problems for Democratic candidates for president. Cooper could never trace down the end to this story. Wallace, however, literally nursing his wounds, did have one final moment of glory and happiness when Lisa of The Taylor Sisters, the perky duo who sang for his campaign, became his third wife in 1981. 
 
    Representative Hale Boggs was perhaps the most high-profile person connected to the assassination to die under mysterious circumstances. A longtime Louisiana Congressman, he was House Majority Whip when Kennedy was killed. He became House Majority Leader in 1971. In 1963, he had been appointed to the Warren Commission. The Commission ultimately concluded that Oswald acted alone, but three of its members disagreed—Boggs and Senators Richard Russell and Sherman Cooper. Russell, who died of natural causes in 1971, publicly stated his “lingering dissatisfaction” with the investigation. Boggs had been more pro-active. He intuited a Soviet connection and “a second shooter.” He accused J. Edgar Hoover of “lying his eyes out” during the hearings. While alive, Boggs never stopped talking about Kennedy’s death. 
 
    On October 16, 1972, Boggs was flying from Anchorage to Juneau with Alaskan Congressman Nick Begich and two others. They never arrived. The cause of the crash was never discovered. The wreckage of the plane was never found, nor were the bodies of the dead.  
 
    Later that same month, October of 1972, there was also bad news about a Cooper and Richie acquaintance named Jim Hubbell. He blew his head off with his shotgun. Suicide, the police said. No note, but everyone said he had been despondent since the loss of his wife. And then there was Albert Grady. Grady walked into a Pikesville, Maryland, liquor store one week later. A pair of masked hold-up men came in five seconds later. They killed him and the clerk, shots to the back of the neck, then took only a handful of money from the cash register.  
 
    “Strange crime. What bad luck,” Cooper muttered, “that Grady happened to be in that place at that time.”  
 
    “Terrible,” Lauren agreed coldly.  
 
    Across beers at Kitty Hawk’s they just stared at each other. By this time, they both carried guns. Their necks were constantly on swivels. 
 
    There was a ton of stuff that Cooper and Lauren unearthed that no one wanted to print at the time. Kook stuff, some called it. Cooper kept scrapbooks. Notes in files. Thoughts written on the backs of envelopes and jacket pockets. In the years that ensued, it was the stuff of books, some scurrilous, and late night tv talk shows and some nut periodicals that dealt in conspiracies. 
 
    For example, when JFK arrived with his wife on the morning of November 22, 1963, a full-page advertisement appeared in the Dallas Morning News. It accused Kennedy of making a secret deal with the Communist Party. When the ad was shown to the president that morning, he was appalled. He turned to Jackie, who was visibly upset. Then, recovering, the President said, "Oh, well, you know… we're heading into nut country today." 
 
     Cooper also discovered that Kennedy had been frequently warned not to make the trip. The mood in Dallas was no secret. A dark streak of casual violence had gripped the city. Texas led the United States in homicides per capita and Dallas led Texas. It was a dangerous turbulent place. Evangelist Billy Graham had attempted to reach Kennedy about his foreboding. And Senator William Fulbright of Arkansas had pleaded with Kennedy: “Dallas is a very dangerous place. I wouldn't go there. Don't you go.” 
 
    Locally in Dallas, retired U.S. army major general Edwin Walker ran the American flag upside down, deriding it as “the Democrat flag.” Walker was a white supremacist and called himself a “super patriot.” He also had an ax to grind with Kennedy as the President had censured him for forcing John Birch Society literature on his troops in Germany. 
 
    A poster with JFK's face on it was circulated in Dallas, announcing, "This Man is Wanted" for—among other things—"turning the sovereignty of the US over to the Communist-Controlled United Nations" and appointing "anti-Christians...aliens and known Communists" to federal offices. The Warren Commission traced the posters to General Walker.  
 
    The last words Kennedy probably heard spoken to him came from Nellie Connally, the governor's wife. Delighted by the enthusiastic crowds along the motorcade route, she turned around in her seat and said, "Mr. President, you can't say Dallas doesn't love you."  
 
    Then the first bullet hit the motorcade. Seconds later, President John Fitzgerald Kennedy was dead, part of his skull lying in the street and Secret Service Agent Clint Hill was crawling on the back of the presidential limousine to block Mrs. Kennedy with his body. 
 
     So, over the years that followed, Cooper arrived at one dark conclusion: Dallas's toxic political climate had been a factor in the assassination. Add in the CIA soreheads, the vengeful Mafia guys, the belligerent ex-army officers and the disgruntled Cubans. Then someone threw some money at an unhinged the already violent and unstable Lee Harvey Oswald.  
 
    “Hey, Lee! Want to take a shot with some other guys at the commie pinko President from Massachusetts? Make some money?” 
 
    “Well, sure, sir.” 
 
    Then there was the Cuban connection. 
 
    Firebird. Pájaro de fuego. 
 
    Anti-Castro guys furious that JFK hadn’t finished off Castro? 
 
    Pro-Castro guys furious that JFK had tried to finish off Castro? 
 
    A rogue KGB sector upset that the CIA had murdered…. 
 
    Who knew? Fewer and few people. They were already starting to die off. More strange stuff went down: 
 
    Diego Ramirez, the former Marine guard, went to sea in a small sailboat one day in May, 1977. A larger boat rammed his small craft and sank it. Accident. Diego drowned even though he was an expert swimmer. Around the same time, a former George Wallace financial guy named Deke Moreland took a trip to Uzbekistan to check on some dealings in the petroleum business. He disappeared from the face of the earth. A defection? A crime victim? No one ever knew. 
 
    The New York Eagle went bankrupt. It published its final edition in March of 1975. The problem wasn’t circulation. The problem was advertising. Stores didn’t want Eagle readers. Eagle readers were usually shoplifters in most New York retail establishments, or so the owners thought. The notion was toxic. 
 
    So both Lauren and Cooper were out of work. Lauren caught on immediately with a newspaper in San Francisco. She moved west where promotion followed promotion. 
 
    Late in 1976, Cooper gave up his rent-controlled apartment on West 96th Street. The landlord had never repaired the bullet damage or bloodstains on the third-floor landing. Why bother? 
 
    Cooper moved west as well, picking up on a writing-editing job in San Jose. No more Irish Comics. Cooper edited national news and wrote a once a week column. It was, for once, dignified. He finally married. It was a comfortable and secure life, made even more secure by the fact that he knew he had found the one woman in his life that he had ever truly loved.  
 
    Better yet, most of his enemies were now distant or dead or no longer angry. So no one shot at him anymore, which he came to appreciate. By and large, he and his wife lived quietly.  
 
    The United States House of Representatives established in 1976 a Select Committee on Assassinations to investigate the assassinations of John F. Kennedy and Martin Luther King, Jr. The committee issued its final report in 1979, concluding that Kennedy was probably assassinated via a conspiracy which included a second gunman in Dallas. A Russian or Soviet involvement was examined, collusion was suspected, but nothing was proven. 
 
    Walter Winchell’s words echoed over the years. “Truth,” Walter Winchell had once angrily ranted over a fourth Scotch. “What the hell is truth, anyway? Truth is relative. Truth is what people choose to believe. Fuck the truth.” 
 
    Once, to amuse, Cooper had a Times Square souvenir place print up t-shirts with that phrase. Then he distributed them among his friends in journalism. 
 
    Nine years later in 1988, a Justice Department memo to the House Judiciary Committee, the Assistant Attorney General formally reviewed the recommendations of the HSCA report and reported a conclusion of further investigations.  
 
    This time it was concluded that data did not support a conclusion that there was a second gunman. “So as far as the 1977 conclusion was concerned, never mind,” Cooper muttered to his wife.  
 
    Cooper frequently thought back of how Winchell had helped him. Then he also thought of what Winchell had once said when asked by an underworld source if he really wanted to know the inside account, the truth, about the Lindbergh kidnapping. Winchell had answered, “No.” Some things were better left unknown. The truth could be a poison pill. His mentor Walter had taught him that, too. 
 
    But Cooper did want to know about Firebird. He couldn’t let it go. Then there was a conversation in 1990 that rearranged all the furniture in the room 
 
    Marty Friedkin had been permanently re-assigned to London by 1990, but still visited New York a couple of times a year. A World War Two veteran, he was by then getting on in the years. Cooper would fly to New York when he knew Friedkin would be in town. Often, they had dinner at Max’s Kansas City. They would talk over old times.  
 
    “Oh, and this should interest you, Cooper,” Friedkin said on one such evening, “since you won’t give up on that flaming bird thing. Do you remember all those reports about Oswald taking a potshot at Edwin Walker?” 
 
    “Sure, I do,” Cooper said. 
 
    “Know what the provenance of that was?” 
 
    “It was in the Warren Report.” 
 
    “Right-o. But here’s where they got it. On November 29, 1963, one week following the assassination of President John F. Kennedy, an article appeared in a small German newspaper, Die Deutsche Soldaten-Zeitung that accused reputed JFK assassin, Lee Harvey Oswald, of having committed the attack on Major General Edwin Walker. Oswald's widow, Marina Oswald was asked about the report during a two-week-long detention for interrogation by federal investigators, and she said she believed the report was true.” 
 
    “So?” Cooper asked.  
 
    “So she contradicted herself many times,” said Friedkin. “They were also threatening her with deportation. How would you like to be a widowed female being sent back to a state that threw twelve million of its own people into cannon fodder in World War Two, or had a fake famine in Ukraine and starved another six million people? Marina Oswald knew she would have been raped for a few weeks then shot if she was sent back to the Workers’ Paradise. Why wouldn’t she have said anything to save her skin? That’s the Russian way of doing things. Pravda. Istina. See what I mean?” 
 
    “Sure. But where are you going with this?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “Tell me this, Frank,” said Friedkin. “Why does the original report surface in a German newspaper that had been founded by the CIA as an American propaganda publication? And for that matter, how does a European newspaper with no significant presence in the United States receive information about a rather obscure crime that occurred on the other side of the Atlantic Ocean?” 
 
    “I have no idea,” said Cooper. 
 
    “Me, neither,” said Friedkin. “And who the bloody hell does? But you know,” he continued. “There was never any hard evidence connecting Oswald to the attack on Walker. All you had was something that Maria Oswald agreed to under harsh questioning after the original story popped up in a CIA-financed German paper that had no sources in the United States. Then you had Jack Ruby, a local far right mob guy who used to run night clubs for Al Capone and who somehow got the basement doors open access to Dallas police headquarters through the basement. Oswald was conveniently dead by the time the story surfaced. Light that one up and smoke it, lover of coincidence.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Cooper said, not entirely grateful. 
 
    “I got another one for you,” Friedkin said. “A little scrap for you to chew on for the rest of your life. This one’s a beauty.” 
 
    “Go for it.” 
 
    “Maria Oswald was born Marina Nikolayevna Prusakova in Severodvinsk, Northwest section of western Russia, near Arkhangelsk. Red army town. End of the damned world, if you ask me. Anyway, she lived with her mother and stepfather until 1957. Then her family shipped her off to Minsk to live with her uncle, Ilya Prusakov. Prusakov was a colonel in the Soviet Ministry of Internal Affairs. KGB most likely.” 
 
    “Well known so far.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, here’s the part that will kill you, Frank. “I was in a vodka joint in St. Petersburg a year ago. The St. Pete in Russia, not the one with all the daffy senile citizens in your Florida. I was doing a piece on currency dealing, gas smuggling and some other juicy black-market stuff by some of Yeltsin’s pals behind Uncle Boris’s back. And this one black market guy, an older fellow, was getting completely blotto from the booze and kept jabbering to me in English, mostly just to show off how well he could talk my language. Talked my ear off, he did. Almost made it seem like we were in a free country. Turns out he was from Minsk and claimed he grew up with a girl named Marina Prusakova. Knew the whole family, he said, including Ma Prusakova and her unofficial old man, the uncle, the Interior Ministry-KGB bloke.”  
 
    Cooper waited. 
 
    “Turns out the stepmother was a pretty fair amateur dancer in her younger days. Ballets Russes. The old man had all these pictures of her all his life. Their apartment was decorated with them. Turns out his wife, Marina’s step-mom, used to dance the role of the princess in the Firebird. The Tsarina. See? Firebird, and the Prusakov family. Hell of coincidence, isn’t it? Almost suggests that whoever that defector, the Lukashenko guy, was—” 
 
    “—was someone who knew the family,” Cooper said. “Or was very close to it. And that someone might have even known Oswald personally.” 
 
    “Right-o, old man.” 
 
    “This all could be just coincidence, though, you know. After all, Firebird is one of the best-known roles in the greatest Russian ballet. The Firebird emerged from an egg in a coffin, too. I figured that coffin part would appeal to an old death page guy like you.” 
 
    “It does,” Cooper admitted. “Anything else?” 
 
    “Yes. My blabbermouth kept talking because I was paying for the booze. He also started talking about another young man who was friendly with the Prusakov family. Ukrainian bloke. Former Red Army. Mid-level officer later in his career. Used to hang around after Marina arrived. Word was he was sweet on her. Heart was broken when she went off with her dysfunctional U.S. Marine. Then he must have been turned inside out when she resurfaced in America with the man who killed Kennedy.” 
 
    “What happened to him?” Cooper asked. 
 
    “He disappeared,” Friedkin said. “Rumor was, he was quite a marksman. A sniper in the Great Patriotic War. Went into something very secret for the U.S.S.R.” There was a long pause. “Ah, forget it, mate. Don’t really mean to torture you like this, but I knew you might be interested.” 
 
    The two men stared at each other across the dark mahogany table.  
 
    “Keep in mind, Minsk is in Byelorussia. Byelorussia is independent now. But back in the Sixties, it was a big part of the Soviet empire. White Russia. East of Poland and west of Moscow.” 
 
    “And this other guy, the marksman, was a Ukrainian. Right?” Cooper asked. 
 
    Friedkin finished his drink. “Hey. Bloody hell,” he said while Cooper sat speechless. “All of this might be the keys to your kingdom, Frank. And it might be just hearsay from a drunk in a bar.” 
 
    “Jesus Christ, Marty!” Cooper said when he finally straightened up. “Want to work on the story with me?” Cooper asked. “Come on! You have to!” 
 
    “You think I’m batshit crazy?” Friedkin laughed. “Of course not! No!” 
 
    “Aren’t you intrigued?” 
 
    “Intrigued, yes. But it’s a dead story, Frank. Let it go.” 
 
    “As if I could,” Cooper said. 
 
    “You’ll be a happier man if you do.” 
 
    “No doubt about that,” Cooper said. 
 
    “Listen. I’ll keep my ear to the ground, that’s all.” 
 
    But nothing more came up out of the ground. No more magical eggs from enchanted coffins. Cooper made some long-distance inquiries and even jerked his CIA and journalistic contacts for a few months. But the trail, if there had ever even been one, was as cold as an undiscovered tomb. 
 
    If Oswald had been the dupe of a Cuban connection, pro-Castro or anti-Castro, why would they have gone to such lengths to cover the tracks? Why did Lukashenko revel in the code name ‘Firebird’ and claim he had the secret of the century? Why the Golitsyn-Nosenko intrigue which had sought to absolve the Kremlin in the JFK killing? Why Popov-Goleniewski? 
 
    “The only credible explanation could be that the KGB launched Oswald as a killer, but knew he was unstable,” said Lauren on day in 1995 when she walked with Frank Cooper on a promontory above a beach at Half Moon Bay in California. Lauren had bought a bag of stale bread to feel the gulls and seals. They stopped at a railing above some low jagged rocks. At intervals, she hurled crusts and more to the birds and marine mammals. 
 
    They went to this place often to relax. They continued to discuss the intrigue that had almost cost them their lives when they had worked at the Eagle in New York in the 1960’s. Cooper always brought her up to date on anything new, such as Friedkin’s revelations, since they had worked together so diligently. 
 
    “The Russians put him out there as a sleeper, maybe,” she suggested. “When others took him over and gave him an assignment,” she continued, “they didn’t want their fingerprints on it in any way.” 
 
    “And similarly, if Firebird had been a young man enamored of Marina Prusakova…” Cooper said. 
 
    “….He would have gone through hell and high water to try to get to the west,” she said, finishing his thought and agreeing with it. “It would have been enough to prompt his desperate dash to defect to the Americans. And the Oswald file would have been the biggest secret of the Sixties.” She paused. “So then? David Charles?” she said. 
 
    “The CIA’s signature was all over the botched Cuban operations,” Cooper said. “From the poisoned cigars to the exploding conch shells to the Bay of Pigs. They didn’t want any blowback on their activities. They had no idea yet how much blowback they’d get over the years.” 
 
    “And Misha?’ she asked, working it to a conclusion. “KGB or CIA?” 
 
    “As a very wise observer of the world scene once said to me, ‘Ukrainian assassins. They’ll work for anyone.’ So, who knows? Maybe both?” 
 
    And at this point, remembering her terrified face in the apartment the night the noble Jonas Halász had shot Misha, he cringed and shuddered. Yes, he had been the Plutarch of the obit page, the James Joyce of the Irish comics. But were any politics worth the destruction of another human being? He thought of the air attacks that Curtis Lemay had run over the skies of Japan, incinerating thousands of civilians. And he thought of the bullets that had flown in his apartment house that night immediately following the election of 1968. Was there any real difference? 
 
    “How is Marty Friedkin?” she finally asked. 
 
    “He’s doing fine. Finally married Elizabeth. You knew that, I think.” 
 
    “How good of him,” she said with a laugh. “Do you remember the time he cited the lines from the Merchant of Venice in the office. The lines about vengeance. Talk about shooting over someone’s head.” 
 
    They laughed. They held each other’s hand. They walked back to the parking lot. 
 
    And there it remained. There was never anything else new. But for the rest of his life, Cooper was obsessed with Firebird. It was never far from his consciousness or even his subconscious. 
 
    “Or, Frank,” as Marty Friedkin once acerbically asked when they got together in London a final time in 2003 and when Friedkin was an old man and when Cooper brought up the subject, “does anyone care anymore?” 
 
    “The President of The United States was murdered and the Russians, as part of their century-long effort to compromise the west— “ 
 
    “But does anyone really care anymore?” Friedkin interrupted. “Face it, Frank. It was two generations ago. No one even knows who Jack Ruby was. No one gives an airborne fornication.” 
 
    Cooper fell silent. That was it. The last time he spoke publicly about the case.  
 
    Frank Cooper retired from journalism in 2005. He spent time reading and fishing. He gave up on ever publishing the background story he had seen and lived first hand in New York in 1968. Sometimes Cooper thought that maybe he had invented the whole Firebird thing in his mind. It all seemed so unsettled, so unfinished. If anything, to Frank Cooper, that was the legacy of Firebird, the final cruelty. The not knowing. The sense of a thing left incomplete, a great vast story untold, like an empty chapter in a bulging history book. He wondered if someday someone who had been close to the case would come along in his or her later years and complete the chapter. Someone who had been close. But the void left inside him as he grew old, posed by so many unanswered questions, was all that remained.  
 
    Frank Cooper died in 2015 at the age of eighty-seven.  
 
    Two years before his death, he showed his wife a manuscript that he was working on about the case. He gave her time to read it but did not allow her to take any notes or to make a copy. Then she watched one quiet Sunday morning in their home overlooking the Pacific as he erased it from all of his computer discs.  
 
    “There,” he said. “That’s that! I did my best.”  
 
    Then he fed both printed copies into a fire.  
 
    He took his wife’s hand. That was what mattered to him most. 
 
    “You did your best,” she agreed. “That’s all that anyone could ask.” 
 
    Cooper was right. It had been a good run. When he passed away, none of the remaining New York papers carried his obituary. The one in San Jose did, but younger people, J-schoolers, edited out the unsubstantiated part about the spy story. 
 
    There it ended. Almost.  
 
      
 
    Chapter 97 
 
      
 
    New York City, November 2018  
 
      
 
    The woman waiting in the reception area at the book publisher’s office was in her seventies. But she looked and carried herself as if she were a decade younger. She was tanned and casually attired. She wore comfortable clean jeans, a blouse and a sports jacket. Outside the Manhattan skyscraper the midday was sunny and balmy. The woman reflected the day. 
 
    These editorial offices of the giant publishing enterprise were on the fifty-seventh floor of a new skyscraper in the West Fifties. Like so many current day publishers, it was one arm of a multi-national conglomerate. The parent headquarters were in Luxembourg City, though it bore the imprint of an old American publisher.  
 
    The door to the inner offices opened into the reception area. A young man in khaki slacks and a blue shirt, no jacket, no tie, stepped out. He greeted the visitor warmly and by name. 
 
    “Welcome. Mr. Maguire is ready to see you now,” he said. 
 
    The woman smiled. She picked up on some small talk and followed down a carpeted hallway that bore giant framed book jackets, most of them best sellers or prize winners. Much like a movie studio, the artifacts were the way a company congratulated itself on its own wonderfulness. 
 
    They arrived at a corner office. The Editor-in-Chief, a man at a vast desk stood and smiled. It was the first time he and his visitor, his first-time author, had met face to face. 
 
    “Well,” he said, smiling. “At last we meet in person. What a pleasure!” 
 
    “Thank you,” she said. There was more than a handshake and less than an embrace. “Please. Sit,” he said. “Water? Flat or sparkling? Perhaps something other than water?” 
 
    “Water would be fine,” she said, sitting.  
 
    Her eyes drifted to the skyline of the west side of Manhattan. The city had changed enormously since she and her late husband had lived and worked here. The assistant, the young man, disappeared and re-appeared with a chilled bottle of water. 
 
    The editor was almost at a loss for words. 
 
    “Well, I must say,” he said. “Meeting you finally. I have to tell you. Your book is both unique and extraordinary. Remarkable. It’s our pleasure to publish it. I’m confident it will do well.” 
 
    “I hope so,” she said. “One never knows.” 
 
    “No,” he agreed, “one doesn’t.” 
 
    “May I call you Lauren?” he asked. 
 
    “You’d be offending me if you didn’t.” 
 
    “How does it feel to be a ‘first novelist’?” Maguire asked. 
 
    Lauren laughed. “First novel and last novel,” she said. “I’m not sure I have another story. I’m not sure I enjoyed the process. Took me decades, you know. Then another year and a half of revising, working with the editor you sent to work with me. Not sure I have the patience or stamina for another.” 
 
    “The Magic Mountain took Thomas Mann seven years,” Maguire said. “Catch-22 took Joseph Heller eight.” 
 
    She countered. “The French mystery author, Georges Simenon used to write a book in two weeks. Of course, some of them feel that way when you read them. I’m sure every case is different,” she said. 
 
    “It is. It is,” Maguire said.  
 
    After a long pause and a short smile, he hunched forward.  
 
    “Listen. Here’s what I’m dying to ask,” the editor said. “But I’ve been waiting because I wanted to ask in person. Very ‘off the record.’ This is a novel, what you wrote. Okay. We market it as fiction naturally. But how much is true, how much is invented?” 
 
    She laughed. “I knew you’d ask that,” she said.  
 
    “The book is full of names, full of dates,” Maguire said. “We vetted them all. They all stand up to scrutiny.” He paused. “But be honest with me. Between us. Is this mostly fiction or mostly non-fiction?” 
 
    Lauren laughed again. 
 
    “Call it what you want. Call it non-fiction fiction. Isn’t that what Capote called In Cold Blood? Something like that? A non-fiction novel.” 
 
    “Something of a mongrel of a genre,” the publisher said. “Fact and fiction get badly blurred these days.” 
 
    “Of course. Yes. They do. But listen. It all happened,” she said. “It did. About ninety-five percent the way I wrote it. There are some rough edges, of course,” she said. “That’s how it is with real events. Oh, look, obviously, I changed some of the names, some of the place settings. There was no New York Eagle, for example. But Frank, my late husband, and I both worked on a tabloid newspaper in New York in the 1960s. During the Wallace campaign. During the so-called summer of love. We were on the obvious newspaper. That’s where I met my husband. The name of the newspaper was the most significant thing I changed. I played with a few names, a few places. There are a number of people who are still alive. I’m not out to embarrass anyone. I just wanted to finally tell my husband’s story, our story, and the intrigue that he, we, more or less stumbled across. For all intents and purposes, this is the way it happened.” 
 
    “Fascinating,” Maguire said. “Frank Cooper. Quite a fine reporter in his day.” 
 
    “Yes, he was,” she said with pride. 
 
    “I’m sorry I never got to meet him.” 
 
    “I’m sorry too,” Lauren said. Her voice caught. “He’s been gone for three years now.” 
 
    She was quiet. Her mood took a dip. “Not a day goes by that I don’t miss him,” she said. “Not a day when something happens, and I think, oh, I can’t wait to tell Frank about that, and then I catch myself and remember that he’s no longer here. Except in spirit, of course. We were married for, well, we married in 1970 and were together for nearly fifty years. This book, this story, it’s his testament, I guess. His legacy. The one thing no one can tinker with or change. That’s why I wrote it.”               
 
    Why didn’t your husband write the book?” Maguire asked. “Or publish the larger story? He pretty much dropped it.” 
 
    “He didn’t want to. Not without a solution. There’s that,” she said, “but also something else. The one thing that I learned along the way, one thing my husband taught me way back when he was writing obituaries, sometimes the person most involved in a story doesn’t have the perspective. It’s the observer, the person on the sidelines, who can see the story with the best perspective. Think of Nick Carraway in The Great Gatsby.” 
 
    Maguire made a thoughtful expression and nodded. “Never thought of it that way,” he said. 
 
    “I learned a lot from Frank Cooper,” she said. “And I’m not sure I’m even finished.” 
 
    “I suppose so,” Maguire answered. 
 
    They looked at each other across the desk. 
 
    Maguire lifted the manuscript that was on his desk. It was big and thick.  
 
    “Firebird,” he said. “I like that.” 
 
    Lauren smiled.  
 
    “Oh. Let me show you something,” Maguire continued. “We have a mockup of the jacket art. We put the story out to one of the best book jacket designers in the world. A Dutchman who lives in New Zealand. Tell me if you like it.” 
 
    He reached to a folder on his desk. He took a large piece of artwork out. He glanced approvingly at it and then spun it around and showed her. 
 
    “Firebird,” he said. 
 
    “Firebird,” she nodded, examining the art work. “Yes, I like it. And Frank would have liked it, too.” 
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                                                     THE END 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    More spy fiction from Noel Hynd: 
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    MORE THAN 1,000,000 COPIES IN PRINT OR DOWNLOADED! 
 
     http://a.co/7pDFBno 
 
    
Trade Paperback available also, only through Amazon..

Perhaps the greatest American spy novel! Ever!
The classic American spy novel.  
 
    Love and betrayal, spies and patriots, murder and romance, Roosevelt versus Hitler on the eve of World War Two. "Winds of War" meets "The Eye of The Needle."

  
 
    This espionage thriller follows FBI agent William Cochrane's efforts to stop a Nazi spy from assassinating FDR. Toss in a love affair with a British Secret Service operative and you have the makings of a page-turner. LJ's reviewer found the book "complex in characterization, crisp in dialogue, and thorough in its background" – Library Journal

"First rate!" - The Cleveland Plain-Dealer 
 
    Truman’s Spy 
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    It is early 1950, the midpoint of the Twentieth Century. Joe McCarthy is cranking up his demagoguery and Joseph Stalin has intensified the cold war. In Washington, J. Edgar Hoover’s FBI is fighting a turf war with the newly founded Central Intelligence Agency. Harry Truman is in the White House, trying to keep a lid on domestic and foreign politics, but the crises never stop. It should be a time of peace and prosperity in America, but it is anything but.
  
 
      
 
    FBI agent Thomas Buchanan is assigned to investigate the father of a former fiancée, Ann Garrett, who dumped Buchanan while he was away to World War Two. And suddenly Buchanan finds himself on a worldwide search for both an active Soviet spy and the only woman he ever loved. In the process, he crosses paths with Hoover, Truman, Soviet moles and assassins, an opium kingpin from China, and a brigade of lowlife from the American film community.  
 
    Truman’s Spy is a classic cold war story of espionage and betrayal, love and regret, patriots and traitors. This is the revised and updated edition of Noel Hynd’s follow-up to Flowers From Berlin. The story is big, a sprawling intricate tale of espionage, from post-war Rome and Moscow to New York, Philadelphia and Hollywood, filled with the characters, mores and attitudes of the day. And at its heart: the most crucial military secret of the decade.

"Noel Hynd knows the ins and outs of Washington's agencies, public and private." -
Publishers Weekly

"A notch above the Ludums and Clancys of the world....." – Booklist 
 
     http://a.co/2F1SDGD 
 
      
 
    Also from Noel Hynd, available now, a stunning work of historical crime fiction: Ashes From A Burning Corpse. 
 
    [image: ]On a hot night in the Bahamas in 1943, someone murdered Sir Harry Oakes, one of the richest men in the world. There were four wounds to his skull. His corpse had been abused, covered ritualistically with feathers and set on fire. The murder was horrific by anyone’s standards.      
 
        A few evenings later, the phone rang in the home of Alan Hynd, America’s highest paid true crime reporter. {Source: NY Times, 1951} The Oakes case would send the writer to Nassau to cover a homicide that was littered with a cast of international characters and which, in its cover-up, became unique in the annals of true crime.  
 
    Ashes From A Burning Corpse is the novelized story of that writer’s coverage of the case and how it changed his life. The author is Noel Hynd, the veteran espionage novelist, who has created this story from his father’s writings and private recollections.  
 
    http://a.co/5BHANZV 
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