k

STORM CLOUDS

THE LIFE VEST is so ught it hard to hrl:;.l.h:. but Scott reache
up and pulls the sraps again. It .'5 an unconscious g:itufe. One hey
been doing every few moments since they got on the helicopter, Gy,
Franklin sits across from him, studying his face. Beside him is Pegy
Officer Berkman in an orange jumpsuit and glassy black helmet. They
are in 3 Coast Guard MH-65C Dolphin racing over the wave cg
of the Atantc. In the distance Scort can just make out the clifs of
Martha's Vineyard. Home. But this 15 not where they're going. Nox
yet. Sneeze, the three-legged dog, will have to wait. Scott thinks of
her now, 3 white mutt with one black eve. An eater of horse shit, 1
connowseur of long grass, who lost her back right leg to cancer lut
year and was climbing stairs again within two days. Scon checked in
with his neighbor after he got off the phone with Gus this morning
The dog was fine, his neighbor told him. She was lying on the porch
pantng at the sun, Scott thanked her again for watching the dog. He
mf he should be home in a couple of days,
ﬁndT;::“f: ume,” his neighbor said, *“You've been through a ot
Aisriep :'j:h"- What you did for that boy. Good for you."
¢ dog now, missing a limb. If she can bounce back, why

wanf J?

The heli
elicopter bucks through chunky air, each drop like 2 baod
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Jyoping 8 Ja" trying to dislodge the last peanut. Except in this case

. .

: Iu s the peanut, He grips his seat with his right hand, his left arm
0

¥ 5 dling. The trip from the coast takes twenty munutes. Looking

sll m : ; .
¢ the window at the miles of ocean, Scott can’t believe how far he
ou

Wil
g s WA the barbecue joint sipping water for an hour before
- i, He drove up in a white sedan—vompany car, he told

{'r“" '1|'r1'l'Cl
scott—and entered the restaurant with a change of clothes in
Scott—

lm‘]*;j.muk a guess at the size,” he said and threw the clothes to Sco.

wim sure they'll be great, Thanks” said Scott and went into the
pathroom to change. Cargo pants and a sweatshire. The pants were
w00 big in the waist and the sweatshirt too tght in the shoulders—the
dislocated shoulder made changing clothes a challenge—but ar least
he felt like a normal person again, He washed his hands and pushed
the scrubs deep into the garbage.

Oin the helicopter, Gus points out the starboard side. Scou follows
his finger to the Coast Guard Cutter Willow, a gleaming white ship
anchored in the sea below.

“Nou ever been on a helicopter before?” Gus yells.

Scott shakes his head. He is a painter. Whao would bring a painter
on a helicopter? But then again, that's what he tlmlught about private
planes, and look how that rned out.

Looking down, Scott sees the cutter has company. Half a dozen
ships are spread out on the ocean. The plane, they believe, has crashed
into an especially deep part of the sea. The something trench. That
means, Gus tells him, it may take weeks to locate the submerged
wreckage.

“This is a joint search-and-recovery operation,” Gus says. “We've
got ships from the navy, the Coast Guard, and the NOAA"

“The whaz"

“National Oceanic and Atmospheric Administration.”

Gus smiles,
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uith multibeam and side scan sonar, Alsg
“Sea nercs N 5=LY.’j?lr: of HC-130s. and we've got thirey NavY divey,
u

coMp

he Massachusetts State Police ready to go jpy, "

; from U .
i '“::':L when We find the wreckage.
water 1

; bout this. "
g 'h'“k:“ill when 3 small plane goes down?™ he asks,
u]" lhﬂ_ o

“Definitely a VIP package. This is what hy
the United States makes a phone call "
ks right and circles the cutter. The only thing
the open door and into the sey j %

o says Gus.
when the president of
The helicopter ban
keeping Scoft from falling out

seat belt.
ey said there was wreckage on the surface when you came yp

yells Gus.

“What?"

“Wreckage in the sea.”

Scott nods. “There were flames on the water.”

“Jet fuel” says Gus. “Which means the fuel tanks ruptured. Ity
Jucky you weren't burned.”

Scott nods, remembering.

“I saw” he says, “I don't know, part of a wing? Maybe some other
debris, It was dark.”

Gus nods. The helicopter drops with another quick jerk. Scouts
gomach is in his throat,

“A fuhing boat found picces of wing near Philbin Beach yesterdsy
momning,” Gus tells him. “A metal tray from the galley, a headrest,
toilet seat. Its clear we're not looking for an intact aireraft. Soumnds like
?ﬂ:ﬁ‘i‘mg came apart. We may see more wash up in the next

(% depending on the current. The question is, did it break vp
OR Impact or in midairs”

“Sorry. 1 wigh | could
hat may head

Scort tooks out
his eye can 135

say more. But, like I said, at a certain point|

2t the ocean, endless miles of open water it
For the first time pe thinks, Maybe it was good o}
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s dark. If he had been able to see t.hr: vastness around him, the epic
cmpliness: he may never have made it. _

Across from him, Gus eats almonds from a ziplock bag. Where
jhe average person appreciates the beauty of surf and waves, Gus,
Jn engineer, sees only practical design. Gravity, plus ocean current,
plus wind. Poetry to the common r-lun 15 a unu:f:urn_ vlf:wcd from the
comer of an eye—an unexpected glimpse of the intangible. To an en-
gineer, only the ingenuity of pragmatic solutions is poetic. Function
aver form. It’s not a question of optimism or pessimism, a glass half
full or half empty.

To an engineer, the glass is simply too big.

This was how the world looked to Gus Franklin as a young man.
Raised in Stuyvesant Village by a trash collector father and a stay-
sti-home mom, Gus—the only black kid in his AP calculus class—
graduated summa cum laude at Fordham. He saw beauty not in na-
wre, but in the elegant design of Roman aqueducts and microchips.
To his mind, every problem on earth could be fixed by repairing or re-
placing a part. Or—if the operational flaw was more insidious—then
you tore the whole system apart and started again,

Which 1s what he did to his marriage after his wife spit in his face
and stormed out the door on a rainy night in 1999. Don't you feel any-
thing, she'd shouted moments earlier. And Gus frowned and thought
about the question—not because the answer was no, but because he
so clearly did have feelings. They just weren't the feelings she wanted.

50 he shrugged. And she spit and stormed out.

To say his wife was emotional would be an understatement. Belinda
was the least engineering-minded person Gus had ever met—she
once said the fact that flowers had Latin names robbed them of their
mystery. This, he decided (spit running down his jaw), was the fatal
efror in his marriage that could not be fixed. They were incompatible,
1 %quare peg in a round hole. Instead, his life required a systemic
redesign, in this case a divorce.

He had tried in the lonely year of their marriage to apply practical
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ponal th]ﬂn!-. She thought he worked o5 Mk
jrrat L ed less than most of his colleagues, so the term
o, She wanted children right away, by, he

atil his career was more established. Meap 2

solution 10
biuat 101 pruth he Wor
aiiich seemed misplac

should wait 1 :
lieved d::] ol resulting in an expanded hiving i““\'ﬂn“.
hes pay finite terms: one with room for childpe,

: T:rf:::: h::‘“m Saturday and walked her through , p,
":;uim presentation on the t::plc--wlﬂPlﬂﬂ .Wilh bar Braphs apg
;_pmd;h:m"—“'h":h concluded with an equation proving thy, theis
perfect moment of conception (assuming, of course, a set of given,..
his hierarchical advancement, graduated income, et cetera) woulg be
September 202, three years in the future, Belinda called hipy an up.
feeling robot. He told her that robots, by definition, were unfeeling
(at least currently), but he was clearly not a robot. He had feeling,
They just didn't control him the way they controlled her,

Their divorce proved much simpler than their marriage, mostly
because she hired an attorney driven by a bottom-line desire for mos-
etary gain—that is, someone with a clear and rational goal. And
Gus Franklin went back to being a solitary human being, who—as he
had projected in his PowerPoint presentation—advanced quickly, s
ing up the ranks at Boeing, and then accepting a lead investigative role
at the NTSB, where he had been for the last eleven years.

And yet, over the years, Gus found his engineer'’s brain evolving.
His previowsly narrow view of the world—as a machine that operated
with dynamic mechanical functionality—blossomed and grew. Much
of the change had to do with his new job as an investigator of large-
:';in:;p:um:inn d_ismm-—which e:%puﬁnd him to .;Iea-r.h and rh‘
e “E L;}n-::n a regular basis, As he had told his ex-wif
ea s o . r:: I:J:m. He understood the pain cﬂm._ I v
Vere smgly 3 f:lligm ul'nlh o factors seemed controllable, as if gritf

e e el g e oy
Passed away in 2000 m‘:’;ﬂsmwd with leukemia in 2003.

L uss mother died of an aneurysm 3 Yeif
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iater: T he void their deaths ereated proved to be beyond the practical
comprehension of an engineer. The machine he believed himself to
he hroke down, and Gus found himsell immersed in an experience
he had witnessed for years in his job with the NTSB, but never truly
understond. Griel. Death was not an intellectual coneeit. It was an
existential black hole, an animal riddle, both problem and solution,
und the griefl it inspired could not be fixed or bypassed like a faulty
relay, but only endured.

And so now, at fifty-one, Gus Franklin finds himself leaving simple
intelligence behind and approaching something that can only be de-
scribed as wisdom, defined in this case by an ability to understand the
factual and practical pieces of an event, but also appreciate its full hu-
man import. A plane crash is not simply the sum total of time line +
mechanical elements + human clements. It is an incalculable tragedy,
one that shows us the ultimate finiteness of human contmal aver the
universe, and the humbling power of collective death.

So when the phone rang that night in late August, Gus did what he
always did. He snapped to attention and purt the engineer part of him-
self to work, But he also took the tme 1o think about the victims—
crew members and civilians, and worse: two small children with their
whole lives ahead of them—and to reflect on the hardship and loss
that would be endured by those they left behind.

First though, came the facts. A private jet—make? model? year built?
service history’—had gone missing—departing airport? destination airport?
last radio transmission? radar data? weather conditions? Other planes in the
area had been contacted—any sightings?—as had other airports—Hhas
the flight been diverted or contacted another tower? But no one had seen or

heard from the flight since the precise second that ATC at Teterboro
lost track of it

A daisy chain of phone calls were made, 3 Go Team assembled. In
daylight, telephones rang in offices and cars. In the middle hours of
the nighe, they rang in bedrooms, shattering sleep.

By the time he was in the car, 2 passenger manifest had been assem-
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weTe |1u..i¢—-i?”'f awich fuel % maxinuim fPeed =
potians

bed. Prog " i At his gnml'ﬁ-““i the Coast Guard and n;-u-..‘.
. Wil s
e :T::licﬂpl:ri and frigates deployed. And 50, by the g Guy
contactes

reached Teterboro:
sill hoping for 2
the grid, but knowing

It would be twenty=

, nautical search was already under way, everyon,
dio malfuncoon and a safe landing SOMewhers > |

benter.
rwo hours before the first wreckage wag foung

H.'IH M.l. THE drama of its descent, the hc[il:npt:r lands gently, like a
toe testing the water. They jump out, rotors rotating overhead. Ahead,
scott can see dozens of seamen and technicians at their posts.

“How long after we went missing—" he starts to say, but before he
can finish, Gus is already answering.

“I'll be honest. ATC at Teterboro fucked up. For six minutes after
your flight dropped off radar, nobody noticed. Now, thats a dog’s
age in Might control time, It opens up a huge search grid in every
direction. Because maybe the plane crashed instantly, or maybe it
just dropped below radar and flew on. Over water anything below
eleven hundred feet is off radar, so a plane could easily drop below
that and keep going. Then there's what if the plane changed direction?
Where should we look? So the controller realizes the plane is miss-
ing and hrst he tries to rase it on the radio. That’s ninety seconds.
Then he starts calling other planes in the area to see—maybe they
have a visual. Because maybe your plane just has an antenna problem
or the radios broke. But he can't find anyone who sees your plane.
S0 he calls the Coast Guard and says, I've got a plane off radar for eight
minutes, Last location was this, heading in so-and-so direction ar such-and-
such speed. And the Coast Guard scrambles a ship and launches a
h#ﬁmph:r_"
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chey call you! R
g into the water at approximately ten cighteen p,,
i _— e r
"‘r'u:lllrﬂ'ﬁh: i gharty | was @n my ‘way 9 Tecerboro wich the
Jeven

an cumday v e

Go Teamh.” . I

ot o The plane 15 3
v, COVETNIE his head. The P&

avelle ¢

Jne Foars past above him. Scott ducky pe,
lumbering beast with foq,

fle
prope
“He's lisening for £

¢ we're doing
AN ever-¢

pos ransponder signals,” says Gus, of the plane, “B,.
1 these ships, heheopters, and plapne
sically. wha bl !-:[-'di'llI'-”H- ];rld And we're lJI:lL||14:i"E
to do-3 't-“u Tb:rd Jaoking for wreckage. We want to recover every-
e “hut t-.-.perr.dig,- the planes black box. Because that plu
tell us second by second what hap.

thing we cafl.
the cockpit VORE recorder will

15 usamg o

pened aboard the planc.”

5o watches the plane hank and maneuver into a new search ap-
proach. )

sand there wasn't any radio contact? he asks. “Na nu}-d;?-:
Numlnﬁ."

{ius pockets his natehook,

wThe list thing the pilot said was i
miich, 3 couple of minutes after takeofl.”

The ship rises on the back of 3 wave. Scott grabs the rail to steady

himself. In the distance he can see the NOAA ship moving slowly.
"MEI

sullWing Six Thirteen, thanks

“to | Linded at Teterboro at eleven forty-six,” says Cous,
downloaded the facts from ATC. I've got a private plane with no
flight plan and an unknown number of passengers Missing over Watet
for an hour and twenty minutes.”

“They didn't file 2 fight plan?”

“It’s not mundatory for private flights within the US, and there was
;I::':'::;E:r}hrm‘“:; but it was just for the family. So crew plus four,
o bm: m:':vh”hii Vineyard that they think at least seven
plane, and did :Iha.t haw Lo i fgpe ow wiio che wt 9 74

e anything to do with what happen:d——-\ﬂljd'l

o4

I

BEFORE THE FaLL

what that is—did you change course,
pent airport in Mew York or Mas-

nt we still don't know
;

ghis o
" aica? O land at a diffe

fly i Jﬂ ne

.i.l.||1hl'!|‘p-l

i i
| awas swimming at that point, me and the boy,
i

agles il wierd And

“qast Guard heli=

by now there are three €
because five

i the air, and maybe even one from the navy,
P before 1 walk nto ATC | get a call from my boss who
[| from his bois saying David Bateman is a very important
e rSOn— which | know—and the president is already monitoring the
fﬂ“mm,_-wiwh means no fuckups under any circumseances—and
there'’s an EBI team meeling me and potentially someone high up in

seland Security”
you find out about Kipling?”

inues

h'-u[ a il

Hon
wand when did
& Office of Foreign Asscts Control calls
rharo and Martha’s Vineyard and says they had a tap

an Ben Kipling's phone and they think he was on the flight. Which
means, in addition to the FBI and Homeland Securiry, I've got two

agents from ihe Treasury joining the team and now I'm gonna need a

me while I'm in the

“&o th
Jir berween Tete

bigger helicopter.”
“YWhy are you telling me this?"" Scoit asks.

“You asked.”
“And is that why you brought me out here? Because I asked?”

Gus thinks about that, human truth versus strategic truth.
“You said it might help you remember,” he says.

Scott shakes his head.
“No. | know I'm not supposed to be here. This isn't how you work.”

Gus thinks about that.
“Do you know how many people survive most plane crashes?

None, Maybe being here will help you remember something. Or
maybe I'm just tired of going to funerals. Maybe 1 wanted you to
know that | appreciate what you did.”

“Don't say for the ba],r,“

"Why not? You saved his hife.”
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whnining He called out. Anybody would have done
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what | did”

“They might have wried.

the water, chewing his lip,

; k. ol over
Geant Jooks hiﬂh school swam team 'm Ome Eind of

ugo because | Was ON the
- s
hverpo © YouTe a e because you acted heroically, And | b’“"nh
: that means something to me. To all of yg»
the last ime he ate.

you out here because
Scolt tries 10 remember
"HE’ﬁ wl'u'l dj[l h’E mﬂl‘i?"

"%U?“
vl the hospital. When the guy from the feds said Boston i

bst might. The guy from OSPRY said something about baseball ™

“Bight. Dworkin’s at bat He%s a catcher for the Fued Sox”

" And?"

“And on Sunday night he broke the record for the longest at bat iy
baseball history”

e

Gus smiles.

“He did it while you were in the air. Twenty-two pitches in just
over eighteen minutes starting the moment you took off and ending
within secomnds of the crash.”

“You're kidding”

“Meo. Longest at bat in baseball history, and it lasted the exact length
of your flight.”

Scott’s eyes return to the water, Heavy gray clouds are massing on
the hotizon. He remembers 3 game being on, that something remark-
able seemed to be happening—at least the two other guys on board
were getting worked up about it. Take a look ar this, how, and Can
:::m;ﬁ:ﬁ”h'ﬂ 2ey? But Scott was never one for sports and he
e r“:: rl'::“'- though, hearing the story—the comﬂdﬂ'ﬂ

T on the back of his neck stand. Two thing
hlp‘P‘-"H at the sume time. By mﬂﬂﬁﬂn‘ing thern together they become
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_onnected. Convergence. 1ts one of those things that feels meaning-
fial, bt jan'e. A least he doesn't think it is. How could it be? A batrer
i Boston fouling pitches into the stands while a small plane struggles
thraugh low coastal fog. How many millions of other activities begin
ond end at the same time? How many other “facts” converge in juse
the right way, creating symbolic connectivity?

wgarly reports on the pilot and copilot look clean” says Gus,
“Melody was a twenty-three-year veteran who flew with GullWing
for eleven years. No black marks, no citations or complaints, Kind of
an interesting childhood, though, raised by a single mom who took
him to live with a doomsday cult when he was linde”

“Like a Jim Jones Guyana cult?” asks Scott.

“Unclear,” says Gus. "We're doing some digging, but most likely
it's just a detal.”

“And the other one?™ asks Scott. “The copilot?”

“A lirtle bit more of a story there,” says Gus. “And obviously none
of this i to be repeated, but you'll probably see a lot of it in the press,
Charles Busch was Logan Birch's nephew. The senator. Grew up in
Texas. Did some time in the National Guard. Sounds like he was kind
of a playboy. A couple of citations, mostly for appearance—showing
up to work unshaven. Probably partied too hard the night before. But
no red flags. We're talking to the airline, trying to get a clearer pic-

ik

ture.

James Melody and Charles Busch. Scott barely even saw the copilot,
has only a vague memory of Captain Melody. He tries to commit the
details to memory. These are the people who died. Each had a life, 2
story.

Around them the sea has wned choppy. The Coast Guard cutter
ramps and banks,

“Looks like a storm is coming,” says Scott,

Gus holds the rail and stares out at the horizon.

“Unless it’s a class four hurricane,” he says, “we don't abandon the
search

1
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2 cup of tea inside while Gus m:“sﬂ th: search, There ;4
, pictures of the ship he 15 on from 2 pey y .

a TV uﬂd::;:cﬁ::’;mi live. Scott feeks like he's in one ﬂ;;::;
':HFHILI " s, his 3" reflecting off mto infinity. Two sailors 4
mwﬂmk mﬂ'li.-r and watch themselves on TV.
IJ:tThE g of e search party is replaced by a walking hﬂd"-ﬂil]
Canningham in red suspenders

«__watching the scarch 25 it prOgresses. Then at four p.m. don mig
a special broadcast, A Onir Skies Safe? And look—I've held my tongue
kg enough—but this whaole thing smells more than a litde fishy to me.
"Cause if this plane really did crash, then where are the bodies? If Dyg
Bateman and his family are really—dead—then why haven't we geeq
the—and now I'm hearing, and ALC broke this story just hours after the
event, that Ben Kipling, the notorious money manager rumored to be on
board the fight—that Kipling was about to be indicted by the Treasury
Department for rading with the enemy. That's right, folks, for investing
money illegally obtained from countries like Iran and North Korea. And
what if this disaster was an enemy nation tying up loose ends. Muzzle this
Kipling traitor once and for all. So we have to ask—why hasn't the gov-
ernment characterized this crash for what it s—a terronst attack?”

Scout turns his back to the TV and sips his tea out of a paper cup.
He tries 1o mne out the voices.

“And just as important, who is this man? Scott Burroughs.”

Held an, what? Scott turns back. Onscreen is a photo of him taken
sometime Lt decade—an artist portrait that accompanied a gallery
show he did in Chicago,

was he doing on that plane?”
Now 2 live image of Scott’ house on the Vineyard. How is that

powible? Scort sees his three-legged dog | i btig
iy egged dog in the window,

Geott has
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wywikipedia lists him as some kind of painter, but has no personal
uformation. We contacted the Chicago gallery where Mr. Burroughs
;_Il.rEl:‘lh held his last show in 2010, but lhﬂ.‘ clumed never to have
et him. So ask yourself, how does 2 nobody painter who hasn't
Jown 3 painting in five years end up on a luxury plane with two of
he richest men in New York?”

scott watches his house on TV, A shingled, single-story home
rented from 3 Greek fisherman for nine hundred dollars a month. It
peeds a paint job—and he waits for Cunningham's inevitable joke, the
painter’s house that needs a paint job—but it doesn't come.

“And o now, live on this network, this journalist is asking—
if there’s anyone out there who knows this mystery painter, please
call the station. Convince me that Mr. Burroughs is real and not
some sleeper agent posing as a has-been who just got activated by
ISIS."

Scote sips his tea, aware of the stares of the two soldiers. He feels a
presence behind him.

“Looks like going home is out of the question,” Gus says, having
wandered up behind Scort.

Aooth turns.

“Apparently” he says, feeling a completely foreign disconnect—
who he is inside versus this new idea of him, his new identity as a
public persona, his name pronounced with vitriol by a famous face.
And how if he goes home he will walk out of his life and onto that
screen. He will become theirs.

Gus warches the TV for 2 moment, then goes over and turns it off.

“You got anywhere you can crash for a few days.” he says, “under
the radar?”

Scott thinks about it, comes up blank, He has called the one friend
he has and ditched him in a gas station parking lot. There are cousins
somewhere, an old fiancé, but he has to believe that these people
have already been discovered in the Google search of modern curios-
ity. What he needs is someone nonlinear, a name generated seemingly
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ELEANOR REMEMBERS WHEN they were girk. There was no your
and mime. Everything she and Maggie owned was communal, the hair-
brush, the striped and polka-dot dresses, the hand-me-down Raggedy
Ann and Andy. They used to sit in the farmhouse sink, facing the mir-
ror, and brush each other’s hair—a record on in the living room—Pete
Seeger and Arlo Guthrie or the Chieftains—the sounds of their fa-
ther cooking. Maggie and Eleanor Greenway, eight and six, or twelve
and ten, sharing CDs, swooning over the same boys. Eleanor was
the younger, towheaded and spritely. Maggie had a dance she did,
twirling with a long ribbon until she got dizzy. Eleanor would warch
and laugh and laugh.

For Eleanor there was never a time where she thought in terms
of I Every sentence in her head began with we. And then Maggie
went to college and Eleanor had to learn how to be singular. She re-
members that first three-day weekend, spinning in her empty room,
listening for laughter that never came. And how that feeling, of being
alone, fele like bugs in her skeleton, And so on Monday, when school
started, she threw herself off the cliff of boys, opening her eyes for the
first time to the idea of couplehood with someone else, She was going
steady with Paul Aspen by Friday. And when that ended three weeks
later, she switched to Damon Wright.
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e | hibulb hehind her eyes guiding her, this i dc:...,n%
fr was the 15
be alone again- ecade there was 2 SETIES of men, crushes ang L

o d
Over the |r|-r:~! = ey niid day out Eleanor dodged her Cenny
tions, SUFTOEAES: .
oo, locking the door and rolng up the Window, cyes doggey

louder and louder,
i knocks became
forward, r-':*;;‘::g three years ago in Williamsburg. She had just turpeg
She me s working 3 tEmp job in Lower Manhattan angd dﬂing

dur‘ry'.':“:; cvenings. She lived with two roommates in a :hr::;;h“qw
Elup s Carroll Gardens. The most recent love of her life, Javiey

had dropped her 3 week carlier—after she found lipstick staing gy
his boxers—and most days she felt like a rain-soaked paper bag, Hey

roommates told her she should try being alone for a while. Uptown,
but every time she tried Eleanor felt that same

Maggie said the same,
old feeling, those bugs climbing back into her bones.

She spent the weekend with M:Egi: arvd Dravad, Hftpi.ng with the
kids is how she remembers it, but really she just lay there on the sofa
staring out the window and trying not to cry. Two nights later, she
was out with some work friends at a blue-plate hipster joint near the
L wain when she spotted Doug. He had a heavy beard and wore over-
alls. She liked his eves, the way they crinkled when he smiled. When
he came up to the bar for another pitcher, she struck up a conver-
sation. He told her he was a writer who avoided writing by hosting
elaborate dinner parties. His apartment was full of obscure food prep
machinery, vintage pasta rollers and a three-hundred-pound cappuc-
cimo machine he'd rebuilt screw by screw. Last year he started curing
his own sausage, buying bung from a butcher in Gowanus, The trick
was controlling the humidity so botulism didn't set in. He invited her
OVer o try some. She said that sounded dicey to her.
 He told ber he was working on the great American novel or maybe
JUSt 4 paperweight made entirely out of paper. They drank Pabst to-
gether and ignored their friends. She went home with him an hour
bter and bearned e slept on flannel sheets, even in the summer. HS
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Jecor Was Jumberjack meets mad scientist. There was a vintage den-
sty chair he was rebuilding with a television mounted on the arm.
Waked he looked like a bear and smelled of beer and sawdust. She felt
jjke a ghost lying under him, watching him work, as if he were mak-
g Jove 1o her shadow.

He told her he had boundary issues and drank too much. She said,
Hey, me 100, And they laughed about i, but the truth was she didn't
drink that much, but he did, and the great American paperweight
called to him at odd hours, inspiring in him fits of self-piry and rage.
she'd wake sweating under his flannel top sheet and find him tearing
his desk (an old door laid across two sawhorses) apart.

But during daylight hours he was sweet, and he had 2 lot of friends
who dropped by throughout the day and night, which meant Eleanor
never had the chance to be alone. Doug welcomed the distraction,
and he'd drop everything to go on a culinary adventure—tracking
down a cherry pitter on Orchard Street, or riding the subway to
Queens to buy goat meat from some Haitans. He was such a big pres-
ence that Eleanor never felt alone, even when he stayed out late. She
moved into his aparoment after a month, and if she ever felt lonely she
put on one of his shirts and ate leftovers sitting on the kitchen floor.

She got her masseuse license and started working at 2 high-end
boutique in Tribeca. Her clients were movie stars and bankers. They
were friendly and opped well. Doug, meanwhile, did odd jobs—
random carpentry and the like. He had a friend who remodeled
restaurants and would pay Doug to track down and refurbish vintage
stoves. In Eleanor's mind they were happy and doing what young cou-
ples should be doing in the modern age.

She introduced him to David, Maggie, and the kids, but she could
tell that Doug didn't enjoy being around 2 man as accomplished and
moneyed as David, They ate in the dining room at the town house (it
was easier for the kids than going out) at a table for twelve, and she
watched Doug drink a bottle of French wine and inspect the top-of-
the-line kitchen appliances (an eight-burner Wolf range, a Sub-Zero
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o disdain (“you €A buy the tools, by you cany
fridge) wth £PvY i (¥ the sulbway home, | Youg railed Waing
5 Laddy” and acted as 1f David had Pubbeg
wdequacy Eleanar didn't understand. Her Siier -
4 was Tice, and the kids were angels. And no, she didny

e hrother-in-law's politics, but he wasn't a bad persoy,
x the same clichéd overreaction to wealth that defineq
They defamed it, even as they covered

fyer sistETS
their faces i their i

sgree with et
But Doug h

=d fen s JEI
“‘“:;b"":d nto  monologue that ran fromthe & train, theough de
He laund

hange at Union Square, and all the way to their bedroom -n.n Wrthe
Avenue, How David was P'f'i‘i_]’”ﬂ hate to white people with gyp,
How the work] was wore off now than it had ever been, becayge
David trafficked in extremism and hate porn. :

Eleanor told him she didn't want to talk about it anymore and wen
to sleep on the siofa.

They moved to Westchester in May. Doug had gone in on a restay-
rant in Croton-on-Hudson with some friends, more of an empry
space really, and the wdea was that they would move up there and he
and his friends would build the place out from scratch. But money was
ught, and one of the friends pulled out at the last minute. The other
put in six months of half ume, then knocked up a local high swhool
girl and fied back o the city. And now the space sat half built—mosdy
junt 3 kitchen and some boxes of white tle rotting in a spray of stand-
ing water,

Doug drives over there in an old pickup truck most days, bt just
to drink. He's set up a computer in the corner and will work on his
paperweight if the mood strikes him, which it usually doesnt. The
lease on the space expires at the end of the year, and if Doug hasn't
managed to twen it into a funcional restaurant (which feels impossi-
_Hr " :':" paint], they will lose the space and all the money they've
invested,

At ane poin, Eleanor suggested (just suggested) that David could
maybe lend them ten grand to finish the space. Dioug spit at her feet
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o went an a two-day rant about how she should have married a
ich asshole like her fucking sister. That mghe he didn't come home,
Jnd she lay there feeling the old bugs crawling back inside her bones

For 3 time it seemed their marriage would be just another house-
plant that had failed to thrive, choked to death by the lack of money
4nd the death of dreams,

And then David and Maggie and beautiful lile Rachel died, and
they found themselves with more money than they could ever spend.

Three days after the crash they sit in a conference room on the top
floor of 432 Park Avenue. Doug, under protest, has put on a tie and
brushed his hair, but his beard is still shaggy and Eleanor thinks he
may have gone a day or two without a shower. She s weanng a black
dress and low heels, and sits clutching her purse. Being here, in this
office tower, facing a phalanx of lawyers makes her reeth itch—the
mport of it. To unseal their last wall and testament, to be read the
provisions of a document meant to be read in the event of death, ug-
nifies with irrefutable evidence that someone you love is dead.

Eleanor’s mother is watching the boy upstate. Eleanor felt a rwist in
her stamach as they were leaving. He Inoked so vacant and sad as she
hugged him good-bye, but her mother assured her they'd be fine, He
was her grandson, after all, and Eleanor forced herself to get in the car.

On the nide in, Doug kept asking how much money she thought
they were going to get, and she explained to him that it wasn't their
money. It was [|'s and there would be a trust and as the boy's guardian
the would be able to spend the money to care for him, but not for
their own personal gain. And Doug said, Sure, sure, and nodded and
acted hike Of course I know that, but she could tell from the way he
drove and the fact that he smoked half a pack of cigarettes in ninety
minutes that he felt like he'd won the lottery and was expecting to be
handed an oversize novelty check.
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window she thinks about the moment g, fin

t the .
Looking ¥ | then flips t0 the moment three days earliey thar

hospits o oy i
qaw [ in the o out her sister’s plane was missin A
and she fou B And
the phane rang

i i covers long after the call was over, halg.
b i & while Doug slept beside her, on his back, “honng 5
ing the rtﬂ!:E: e o i shadows until the phone rang agajy,
s “::E;ﬂ.ﬁ dawn, and a man’s voice told her that her nephew vy,
ormell )

alwve.
st i ? she asked.
S far Bt we've looking

She woke Doug and tokd hi

Isdand.

Wosw? he said. .
She drove, putnng the car in gear before Doug, his fy undone,

sweatshirt half on, had even gotten the door closed. She told Doug

m they had to go to a hospital on Lang

there was 3 plane crash somewhere in the ocean. That one of the pas-
sengers had swum miles to shore, carrying the boy. She wanted him
o tell her not to worry, that if they survived, then the others had sur-
vived a5 well, but he didn't. Her husband sat in the passenger seat and
asked if they could stop for coffee.

The rest is a blur. She remembers jumping out of the car in a load-
ing zone at the hospital, remembers the panicked search for J)'s room.
Does she even remember hugging the boy, or meeting the hero in the
bed beside him? He is a shape, a voice, flared out by the sun. Her
adrenaline was so high, her surprise at the magnitude of events, at
how big life could get—helicopters circling wave caps, naval ships de-
ployed. So big tha it filled the screens of three million televisions, so
big that her life was now a historic mystery to be discussed, the details
viewed and reviewed, by amateurs and professionals alike.

Now, in the conference room, she makes her hands into fists 0
fight off the pins and needles she’s feeling, and tries to smile, Across

ﬁ““‘_*hﬂr Larry Page smiles back. There are two lawyers on either side
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—_ he says, “there’ll be tuime for all the minutiae later. This
ecting s really just to give you an overview of whar David and Mag-
I

o wanted for their children in case of—in the eventuality of their
B

death.” _
w0 course,” says Eleanor,

“How much?™ asks Dougs.
Eleanor kicks him under the table. Mr. Page fi —

decorum he expects in dealing with matters of extreme wealth, a

seudied ponchalance.
wywell” e says, “as | explained, the Batemans established a rust for

poth children, splitting their estate fifty—fifty. But since their daughter—"

“Rachel,” says Eleanor.

“Right, Rachel. Since Rachel did not survive, the entrety of the
wrust goes to ). This includes all their real estate holdings—the town
house in Manhattan, the house on Martha's Vineyard, and the pied-i-
ferre in London.”

sy, says Doug, “The wiar now?™

Mr, Page presses on.

“At the same time, their wills both earmarked a large sum of cash
and equinies to a number of charitable organizations. About thirty
percent of their total portfolio. The remainder lives in []% trust and
will be available vo him in stages over the next forty years.”

“Forty years,” says Doug, with a frown,

“We don't need much,” says Eleanor. “That’s his money”

Now it's Doug’s turn to kick her under the table.

“It's not a question of what you need,” the lawyer tells her. “It’
about fulfilling the Batemans' last wishes. And yes, we're stll waiting
on the official pronouncement of death, but given the circumstance
Id like to free up some funds in the interim.”

Omne of the women to his left hands him a crisp manila folder. Mr.
Page opens it. Inside is a single piece of paper.

“At current market value,” he tells them, “]J's rust is worth one
hundred and three million dollars”
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Beside ber, Doug makes a kind of ¢l

1|-1klll!,;
burns, She’s embarrased by the ¢le

knows if she looked he'd have SOME stupig BTN on 1y
1I-I.|'|f lﬂllt l.'ll- ||'|'..' 1."'!1.|t!.'_'h|:~;t'!,' ""_'n_';l'“._\wl“ I'Fl_"
on his fortietly birthday. Fifteen I

METC L II'I_.|[|_|[.-.,| on
day, another fifteen percent on his Wiy

percent has been set aside 1o cover th
hood from this point forw

She can fieel Do beside her, war

“That’s ten million, three
market yesterday”

Outside the window, Eleanor can see birds circling, gy,
about carrying || from the hospital that firg day, the hefi ¢
30 much heavier than she re howy they didn
booster seat so Doug piled up some blankers in the
drove to a Targer 1o buy one. Car iling in the
there in silence for 3 moment. Eleanor looked a¢

What? he said, his face blank.

Tell them we need a booster sear, sh
suire they kenow he's four,

He thought abouy argu

Iil,u-,v_ Ell_'-
I Rreed hey showi,

% fage,
Wailable

y-tirst, And

| I'IL" e
| 5

ard

king our the

Miath
hundred thouwsapd—

AN ag of

membered, and

Parking |,
I".'lnug_

e said. It shoyld by

ing—>Me? I q Targer? I fucking hate
but to his credit he didn’t, just shouldered the door open and
She wrned in her seat and looked ac [J.
Are you okay? she asked.
He nodded.

then threw up onto the back of her seat,
The

man to Page's right speaks up,
“Mrs, Dunleavy” he says, "1'm
late brother-in-law' finances "
So, thinks Eleanor, nos
"I've worked out 3
Penses and education
You at your

a lawyer,

COnvenience™
Eleanor rigks a look ¢ Dnug. He is,
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Tarper—
WERE i,

Fred Cutter. My firm MAnages your

basic financial structure to cover monthly “h
Projections, which I'd be happy to review wit

in fact, smiling, He nods at her.

Y

LT LT Fayy
* A Pig—" iy I':lf-ll'li:ur, Mo
"¥es," saw Page,

i Ty ]
ey Yo decis OF of
out the responsibiliy

# affordeq 0 yoy
I.i FIR 11T .-n“"_"

She feels “”'“H. stiffen besi
MONEY 00 10 some kind of ruy
"MNo," says Eleanor, “he
clear. I'm the one Name
She flicks her

Bateman nane

de hey at the
mner-up,

My tephew, | want hipy, L just neeq to he
d in the IruAL, puggen

EYES toward hey hushang. Page ¢4
“Ves he Y3 "You are the Named gy,

v she says, after 4 hegy
“Over the next few weeks I'll neey ¥OU 10 come and sign some
more paperi—and by some i, |

need to be notarized I¥id v
today?"”

She blinks, thinking by her sister’ Ipartmeng
filled with all the thing\ she will never

the refrigeranoe filled wigh food,

books and toys, She fecls her eyes
"No," she says,

des of Passing 1 thay

chey the lesal
tian ang EXEC LGS

MEan we cap COME 1o you, Same wiill
Want the keys 1o ghe VARIOAS properties

't IO 3 ey

well with rears,
1 don't think—
She stops to collect herself,

“1 understand ™ Bays Page. “I'll have them sent o your hoige =

“Maybe somebody could collect 1s chings,
ind books. Clothes. He proba
help him "

from his room? Tows
bly, 1 don't know, maybe that would

The woman o Page’s left makes 3 note.
“Should you decide 1o sell any or all of

“we can help you with that. Fair market v
I around thirty million,

the properries” s Curter,
alue for the three combined
last time 1 checked ™

“And does thar money go into the trust,” says [:IDL'IE, -um_-- )
“That money would fold in with the current fands availsble o you!
“50 ten million becomes forty million.” —
"Doug” says Eleanor, more sharply than she intended.
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yat 1o have heard
op'm just=—clarifying.”
fists andd streeching her hands under the

"h.J-:':hrL"‘h" say, *1 feel like 1 should get back. | fl.m WA 10 Jegye
¢ not really sleeping that well,

oo long. H
I '1;':':“,,1., Across the table, the group stands a5 one. Only Doyg
left in his chair, daydreaming,
“Doug," she says.
wyeah, right,” he says and stands,
from a lang nap m the sun.
»* Cuteer asks.,

then stretches his arms and bagg

like 3 cat waking
= Are you driving back

She nosks.
w| don't know what car you're in, but the Batemans owned severa),

including a family SUV. These are also available to you, or can be sald.
It's whatever you want.”

| just—" s3y3 Eleanor, “I'm sorry. | can't really make any dectsions
riight now. | just need to—think or take it all in or—"

“Of course. I'll stop asking questions.”

Cutter puts his hand on her shoulder. He is a thin man with a kind
face.

“Plegge know that David and Maggie were more than just cliens.

We had daughters the same age, and—"

He staps, his eyes filling, then nods. She squeezes his arm, grateful
1o find something human in this moment. Beside her, Doug clears his
throat,

“What kind of cars did you sy again?" asks Doug,

She is quiet on the ride home. Doug smokes the other half of the
pack, window down, making calculations with his fingers on the
steering wheel,
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o] sy keep the town house, right?” he says. “A place in the city,
., | don't know, are we nl-.ully going to go back to the Vinevard? |
ean. after what happened?” .

She doesn't answer, just lays her head against the headrest and looks
out at the trectops.

wand London,” he says, “I mean, that could be cool. But how of-
en are we really going to—I say we sell it and then if we want 1o go
we can always sty in hotel.”

He rubs his beard, like 2 miser in 2 children’s story, suddenly rich.

“Ies )5 money, ahe says.

“Right,” says Doug, “but, I mean, he's four, so—""

“Ir’s not about what we want.”

wfabe—okay, | know—but the kid’s used to a certain—and we're
his guardians now."

“I'm his guardian.”

*Sure, legally, but we're a family”

“Since when?"

His lips purse and she can feel him swallow an impulse 1o snap
back.

He says:
*| mean, okay, | know | haven't been—bur its a shock, you know?

This whole—and | know for you too. | mean, more than me, bur—
well, | want you to know I'm past all that shit.”

He puts his hand on her arm.

*We're in this together,”

She can feel him looking at her, hear the smile on his face, but
she doesn't look over. It's possible that in this moment she feels more
alone than she's ever felt in her life.

Except she isn't alone.

She is 2 mother now.

She will never be alone again.
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PAINTING #2

IF ALL YOU looked a was the center frame, you could convince
younelf that nothing was Wrong. That the girl in question—
cighteen perhaps, with 3 wisp of hair blown across her eyer—i
jus out for 2 walk in carnfield on an overcast day, She is Elt'ing
us. this woman, having only seconds before emerged from a tight
labyrinth of towering green. And though the sky atop the cornfield
is 2 somewhat ominous gray, the woman and the front row of com
behind her is lit by a feverssh sun, febrile and orange, so much so
that she is squinting through her hair, one hand rising, as if to make
out an object in the distance,

It is the quality of light that draws you in, makes you ask— Hhat
combination of colors, applied in whial ander, with sehal techmique, created this
Mesimderntom glow?

To her left, in 2 canvas of equal size, separated by an inch of white
wall, s a farmhouse, set at an angle to the field across a wide expanse
of Lwn, w0 that the woman in the foreground appears to dwarf the
house, so powerful is the wick of perspective. The house is red clap-
board, two stories with a slanted barn roof, shutters closed. If you
*quint, you can see the wooden flap of an earth-bound storm door
Ripped up from the grownd on the side of the house, revealing a dark
hole. And from that hole emerges a man's arm, clad in a long white
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.. the tiny hand grasping a tethered rope handle, tense, frozen in

y
llﬂ.m,” [t s he opening the door or |:|min“ it?

WY ; ]
' Wall Jook back at the girl. She i not loaking at the house, Her hair

. acroms her face, but her eyes are visible, and though she faces forward
her pupils have danced to her right, drawing the viewer's eye acros
e intriEate splay of leafy green, across another inch of white gallery
wall, 1o the third and final canvas,

[t is then you see what this girl has just now noticed,

The tornado

That swirling dewl's ".'Il]t. that black maelstrom  of qrhndp'p:,ﬂ
majesty. 1t is a swirling gray spider egg unspooling, filled with rotten
weth, A biblical monster, God's vengeance. Whirring and churning,
i shows you its food, like a perulant child, houses and wrees cracked
and spinning, a gritty hail of dirt. Viewed from anyplace in the room,
it appears to be coming right at you, and when you see that you take
3 sep back. The canvas iself is bent and fraying, its wop right cor-
ner bent inward, cracked and twisted, as if by the sheer power of the
wind. As if the painting is destroying itself,

Mow you look back to the girl, eyes widening, hand rising, not to
pull the hair from her face, you realize, but o shicld her eyes from
the horror. And then, hair rising, you look past her, to the house, but
more specifically to that tiny storm door, that black pit of salvation,
and within it a single man's arm, his hand grasping the frayed rope
tether. And this time, as you take it in, you realize—

He 1 closing the storm door, shutting us out.

We are on our own.
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ering poday's arvsts, musicians, and filmmakers e seductive ego
0

e of cath and the presuge of their company,

§ATL

Peautiful and rich, they don't take no for an answer

LAYLA

I._,:dw—""--'ﬂ."'l-"" to her friends—was one of the frst, et mather a
P— Galliano model from Seville, Spain. Her father vented somis

dbiquitous high-tech trigger found in every computer and smart
phone on the planet. He is the %th richest person in the world, and
even with only one-third of her inheritance vesed, Layla Mueller i
e 399th. She has so much money she makes the other rich people
scot has met—David Bateman, Ben Kipling—look like working,
wiffs. Wealth at Layla's level is beyond the fluctuations of the market. A
sum so big she could never go broke. So great that the money makes

its own money—growing by a factor of 15 percent every year, mint-

THE THINES MONEY cant buy, goes the famous quote, you don't ygy

-y, Which is bullshit, because in truth there is nothing money
can't buy. Mot really. Love, happiness, peace of mind. It's all availaple
for a price. The fact is, there's enough money on earth to make every-
one whole, if we could just learn to do what any toddler knows—
share. But money, like gravity, is a force that clumps, drawing in more

and more of itself, eventually creating the black hole that we know 2
wealth, This s not simply the fault of humans, Ask any dollar bill and
it will tell you it prefers the company of hundreds to the company of

ones. Better to be a sawbuck in a bilhonaire's account than a dirty sin-
gle in the torn pocket of an addict.

ing millions every month.

She makes so much money just being rich that the annual doidends
her savings account earns make it the seven hundredth richest person
on the planet. Think about that. Picvare it i you can, which of course
you can't, Not really. Because the only way to traly understand wealth
at that level 1s to have it. Layla's 1s a path without Tesistance, with-
out friciion of any kind. There is nothing on earth she can't buy on a

whim. Microsoft maybe, or Germany. But otherwise . ..
At twenty-nine, Leslie Mueller is the sole heir to a technology

“Oh my God," she says, when she enters the study of her Green-
empire. The daughter of a billionaire (male) and a runway model (fe-

wich Village home and sees Scott, “I'm obsessed with you. V've been
watching all day. | can't take my eyes off”
male), she is 2 member of an ever-growing genetically engineered

master race. They are everywhere these days, it seems, the moneyed
children of brilliant capitalists, wsing a fraction of their inheritances to

They are in a four-story brownstone on Bank Street, two locks
launch companies and fund the arts. At eighteen, nineteen, twenty,

from the river, Layla and Scott and Magnus, whom Scort called from
the navy yard. As he dialed, Scow half picrared him sall siting n his
car outside the gas station, but Magnus said e was in a coffee shop
putting the make on some girl and could be there in forty minutes,

faster once Scott told him where he wanted to 0. 1 Magnus was of-
fended at being ditched before, he didn't say so.

they buy impossible real estate in New York, Hollywood, London
They set themselves up as a new Medici class, drawn to the urgent
M of the future, They are something beyond hip, collectors of ge- “Look at me)" he tells Scort after the housekeeper lets them in and
mius, winging from Davos to Coachella to Sundance, taking meeting,

they're sitting on a sofa in the fiving room. “I'm shaking’
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Gt warches Magnus's right leg bounce up and dawn, Bogh Mgy
know that the audience they e about to have could change theiy arty.
(e Formumbes irrevocably. For ten W‘H. M“F‘““' like Scott, has fibbes
ot the fringes of artstic arrival. He paints in a ““'““_—'“‘““d Paing weag,
house in Queens, owns $1X seained shirts. Every night he prowjs e
areets of Chelsea and the Lower East Side, looking in windowsy, Eseh
sfiernoon he works the phones, looking for invitations o o
and trying to get on the guest list for industry events. He' a fhﬂﬂTﬂing
[rishman with crooked smile, but there is akko an air of desperatin
i his eyes. Scott recognizes it easily, because unal a few months ago
he saw it every time he looked in the mirror. That same thiest for g
ceplande,

It's ke living near a bakery but never eating any bread. Every day
vou walk the ureets, thie smell af it 1n your nose, vour stomach growl-
ing. but no matter how many corners You turm, you can never enter
the actual store.

The art market, like the stock market. is based on the perception
of value, A painting i worth whatever someone is willing to pay, and
that number is influenced by the perception of the artist’s importance,
their currency. To be a famous artist whose paintings sell for top dal-
lar, either you have to already be a famous artist whose paintings sl
for top dollar, or someone has to anoint you as such. And the person
who anoints artists more and more these days is Layla Mueller.

She comes in wearing black jeans and a pre-wrinkled silk blouse, 3
brown-eyed blonde, barefoot, holding an electronic cigarette.

“There they are,” she says brightly.

Magnus stands, holds out his hand,

“I'm Magms. Kitey's friend”

She nods, but doesn's shake. After a moment, he lowers his hand
Layla sits on the sofy next to Scot.

"Canltell you something weird?" she asks Scott. I flew to Cannes
’ T::-: :J:-_-:;-,rﬁr:m * pilots. The older one. I'm pretty sure”
» he says, having memorized the names of the dead.

1230

I

__L_

BEFORE THE FALL

gy makes 2 face—holy shit, right’—then nods, touches his shoulder.

«Does it hurt?”

s har?”

wyianr armi’

He moves it for her in its new sling.

“It's ah',l-'." he says.

wAnd that litde boy. Oh my God. So brave. And then—can you
pelicve?—1 just saw a thing about the daughter’s kidnapping, which—
can you imagine?”

seott blinks.

“Kidnapping?” he says.
“Wou don't know?” she says with what seems like real shock.

syesh, the boy’s sister back when she was hude. Apparently, someone
broke into their howse and took her. She was gone for, like, 2 week.
And now—I1 mean to survive something like that and then die so
haeribly—you couldn't make this stuff up.”

Scott nods, feeling bone-tired all of a sudden. Tragedy is drama you
can't bear to relive.

“I want to throw a party in your honor,” she tells him. “The hero
of the art world,”

“Mo," says Scott. “Thank you.™

“Oh, don't be like that” she says. “Everybody’s wlking. And not
st about the rescue. 1 saw slides of your new work—the disaster
serics—and [ love 1"

Magnus claps his hands together suddenly at great volume. They
turn and look at him.

“Sorry.” he says, “but | told ya. Didn't 1 tell you? Fecking brilliant.”

Layla draws on her electronic cigarette. This is what the future loaks
like, Scotr thinks, Wi smoke technology mow.

“Can you—"" she says, “—if it’s okay, what !'HFPC“'Ed?"

“To the plane? It crashed.”

She nods. Her eyes sober.

“Have you talked about it yet? To a therapist, or—"
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Scott thinks about thar, A therapise

“Because” ways Layla, "you'd love MY puy. He' i Trit
Vanderslice. He's Dutch.” *Q. Dy
Scott pictures a bearded man in an offic

. Kleeney o
“The cab didn't come ™ says Scor,

V5o 1 had
She looks puzzled for 2 moment, then realiz

ory with her and leans forward,

scott tells her he remembers hic disffe o, faded .
canvas, threadhare in places, remembers Pacing, |'¢H'-klrrg far lu-E
lighes through the window (old milky glasy), remembery by, Sy
the minute hands moving. His duffel held clothes, syre, b Fﬂmd!.:
it was full of dides, pictures of hiv work, The n

W work, Hope. 1y,
future. Tomorrow it would begin, He'd meet Michelle 4 her office
and they'd review their wibmission list, His plan wis 1o Wy three dyy

There was & party Michelle said he had 0 RO 10, a break Fasg,

But first the cab had to come. First he had to Bt to the airfield 4oy
Bt on a private plane—why had he agreed to that? The Pressure of
I, to travel with strangers—rich urangers—to have 1o make COnver-

be ignored, treated like he didny

e,
! L'Hp: by the ey

tion, discuss his work or, conversely,
matter. Which he didn.

He was 3 forty-seven-year-old man who had failed at life, No ca-
feer. never married, no close friends or girlfriends. Hell, he couldn
even handle 1 four-legged dog. Was that why he had worked so hard
these last few weeks, photographing his wark, building a portfolio?
To try to erase the failyre?

But the taxi never showed, and in the end he grabbed his bag and
ran to the bus stop, heart beating fast, sweating from the thick Au-
Bust air. He got there just as the bus was pulling in, a long rectangle
of windows lit blue-white against the dark. And how he climbed s
smiling at the driver, our of breath. He sat in the back, “"-“"5"”_"5
teenagers neck, oblivious to the domestic houseworkers riding bﬂ"_d“
them in tired silence. His heart rate showed, but his blood still felt like

it Was racing, This was it. His second chance. The work was there.
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It was good. He knew thar But way hie?

a comeback? What if they gave hiim another chapg, ang
Could he really come back from the Place he Was? - chokeg:

] )
1 beaten man, licking his wounds. [yg he Ve way Poleog i Elby,

Life was good here Simiple. T wake in the Morng P dovm?

] ar.d
besch. To feed the dog SETAP frowm table and :h[{h‘: “:1 ihe

ears, Tor paint. Simply to paing, with pg Breater gog).

But this way he could be somichody: Make s k.

Except. wasn't he somebody alreadys The dog thoughy y The
looked at Scott like he was the bes han who ever lived, They weni i

the

the farmers market together gand watched h

“When | got off the bus” he telly Layla, »
gonna chose the sirplane doors, right? And

v YOI hhﬂ'ﬁ:, l‘hﬂ'-p was fran all
mie that wanted thae, 1o Bzt there and fing

I the plane way already pone,
take the ferry like yome ele
hem bath looking at him

Decause then 1'd have to et up early apqd
He disean't ook up, but he can feel ¢
“Hut the door was open. | made ¢
She nods, her eyes wide, and touches his arm
"Amaning” the BayE, thiou

ipeaking of the fact that

fact that he didn'?

Scott looks up at Layla, feeling self-conscious, like a small bird thas
has just sung for s supper and now waits for the seed.

“Look,” says Scom, “iry very nice of you, to see me, to want o
throw me a party, but [ can't handle that right now. | just need a place
1 think and rese.”

She smiles, nods, He has given her something no one else has, in-
"ght, decails. She is pare of the story now, his confidante.

“You'll stay here of course,” she says. “There's a guest aparment on
the third floor. You'd have your own entrance.” RN

“Thank you he says. “That’ very—and | d“f"‘ -
but | feel like 1 should ask—what’ in it for you?

gh what she means Bt clear, Woshe
Scout nearly missed the fateful Hight, or the

123




poah Fawles

. exhale® vap
hing. 1™ve got the room

' her i"'-"-.l':’"':-I
peed a place o be

#OITHE gand of t

Fut
k., and you

purn H i
y yOuIr wid

dl:dl'l'
d with you a
be ample?”

Thern & (s genmiodn 10 i, 1

Seolt |
know
it wars L ) ;
"t..Jﬂh ['m 0t saying €5 -.-:-mr'l“""d' s
: pell at © parties: ¢ asking 50
o

o desire for confrontation,

ant a secret maybe, ar
sckail I'm jus there’s no cofu-
Lk

g wory
don't wsually talk to her

|, People

s .
% mr-].lﬂ':'::-.

[For 3 rpment yhe ook

.. gy Then she Laughs.
:h“[“i; ﬁ"d'”gl""Fl‘-' she says. “And the other thing is=—hack this
qiar TEWE cyche, This people eatcT. Juse wait, they're ol
o, bt thed theey £urm: My ugh it when
he tabloids. And then when my sister

And last year | had that thing when

hd thay problem ¥
[ and just because [ showed his work they painted
| was, like, 3 gateWay drug of some-

n-.\-n_q.--l'wr-h
o et thro

L

thirg.”
us forgotten o the other sofa, waiting for

She holds his eye, Magn
his chance fo shire.

SOy says 004 after 3 morment. “Thank you. 1 Juist mecd—
they're outside my house, 2l ehose canmeris, and—1 don’t know what
0 say other than [ wen for a udim.”

Her phane bloops. She eakes it out, loo
there’s something on her face that makes him shrink 1

“What?™ he ays.
h:h-:_ﬂ::n phone around and shows him the

5
s  squinting s 3 rove of colarful rectangl
ymbok, em i

24 emajis, photo baxes) without a hint of comprehension.

m not sure what ['m Jooking ae,” he

“They found bodies” o

ks, then looks at Scott, and

nsice.

Twitter app- He
es (tiny faces, e
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BEN KIPLING

FEBRUARY 10, I‘MS-AUEUST 23, 2015

SARAH KIPLING

MARCH 1, 1965-AUGUST 23, 2015

pEOPLE USE THE word moncy like t's an object. A noun. Which is—
ghat’s just "

pen Kipling 3
bathroom of Soprezzi, He was talking
gde him, swaying, pissing against the
dick from view, speckles of piss drizzling d

dallar rasseled loafers.
“Maoney is the black vacuum of space,” Ben continued.

“The what?"
“The hlack—it’s an easement,

n wrinal in the wu:md—p:.nelcd
o Greg HooVer, who stood be-
concave sheen that shielded his
awn on his six-hundred-

tall pore elai

pod ar @

yeah? A lubricant.”

“Mow you're talking my—"
"But that’s not—
H[:.:p]mg shook his dick, zipped. He went
i :
¢ the soap dispenser, and waited for the laser to sense his

Jﬁi:g:rilz foam into his palm. And waited And waited
t% fricti ' H ) .
Tl thm:mnr right?” he said without pausing. “This life of ours.
L
e do and are done to us. Just geEttng through the

‘11?‘—"

o the sink, put his hand
warmith

= e
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e increasingly insistent circular gestures under the g

He mad
Mothing. . | )

#—the job, the wifie. traffic, bills, whatever—

He raised and lowered his hand, looking for the mechanieg) -
SpoL. MNothing

w_conme on with this fucking thing already—"
Kipling gave up. moved to the next sink, as Hoover stumbled oy

tor a third. )
“| talked to Lance the other day” Hoover started.

“Hold on. I'm not—friction, I'm saying, Drag”

This time, when he put his hand under the sensor, foam fsll
into his hand. Kipling shamped with relief, rubbed them together,

“The pressure brought to bear on a man just getting out of bed iy
the morning,” he said. “Money i the cure, Its a friction redwer”

He moved his hands under the water faucet, blindly expecting
{once more) the sensor to do s job and send a signal to the switch
that turns on the tap. Nothing,

“The mare money you have—goddammit—the more—"

Enraged, he gave up entirely, shaking soap from his hands onto
the Aoor—let someone else clean it up—and moved o the paper
towel dispenser, saw it too was operated by a sensor, and didn't even
make the anempt, choosing instead ro wipe his hands on his eleven-
hundred-dollar suit panes,

“—money you have, do you see what I'm—it alleviates the drag.
Think of the shum rats in Mumbai crawling around in the muck ver-
sus, like, Bill Gares, literally on top of the world. Unail, ultimately, you
have so much dough your whole life is effortless. Like an astromaut
Hoating free in the black vacoum of space.”

Hands clean and dry finally, he turned and saw Hoover has had zero
twouble with any of the sensors, soap, water, paper towels. He tore off
more sheets than he needed, dried his hands vigorously.

“Sure. Okay” he said. “But what I'm saying is, | talked to Lance
the other day, and he used a lot of words | really didn't like.”
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«Like what? Alimany?™

wHa-ha, No, like FBI, for one”

A certain unpleasant clenching sensation hit Kipling right around
the sphincter.

swhich is." he said, “—obviously—not 2 word"

“Huh?"

wq's a—never mind—why the fuck is Lance talking about the FRIZ"

“He’s hearing things," Hoover said. “What kind of things? 1 asked.
But he won't go into it on the phone—we had to meet in 2 park. At
ewo o'clock in the goddamn afternoon, like the great unemployed.”

Kipling, nervous suddenly, went over and checked under the stall
doors to make sure there were no other designer-suit types crapping
in slence,

“Are they—did he say we should be—"

“Mo, but he may as well have, You know what I—because why
ekie would he—especially when—especially because if you think of
the trouble he could ger in—""

“Okay. Okay. Not so—"

He couldnt remember suddenly if he'd checked under the Tast stall,
checked it again, straightened.

“Let's table this,” he said. “l wanna hear it, obviously, bur—we need
to finish with these guys. Not leave them hanging.”

“Sure, but what if they're—"

“What if they're what?" said Kipling, the scotches working like a
ume delay on a 1940s long-distance phone call.

Hoover finished the sentence with his eyebrows.

“These guys?” said Kipling. “What are you—they came from Gil-
lie™

“That doesn’t mean—shit, Ben, anyone can be got to”

"Gt 107 Is that—are we in The Parallax iew suddenly and no one
bothered 10—

Hoover worked the wet wad of paper like it was a ball of dough,
kneading and squeczing,
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blern, Ben That's all I'm—a major fucking—"
“[¢s a problent,

“ knl.lw-l

syl pecd 1oF 1"
- Dont be such a gir
| won't doar, pushed 1t open. Behind him, Hooyer

towel and fired it at the garbage can, Iy wep,

—'l-"L'lU |:.I|'|1| JLI“— N

Kipling went @ the
balled up his wet paper

in chean.
wspll got it,” he sid.

As he approached the table, Kipling saw that Tabitha was doing her job,
She was lubricating the clients with booze and telling the men—we
Swiss investment bankers vetted and referred by Bill Gilliam, a senios
partner at the law firm that handles all their deali—inappropriate sto-
ries about men she blew in college. 1t was two thirty on a Wednesday
They'd been ar this restaurant since noon, drinking top-shelf scotch
and eating fifty-dollar steaks, It was the kind of restaiirant men in suits
o to to complain that their pools are oo hot. Among the five of them,
there was 2 net worth of almost a billion dollars. Kipling himself was
worth three hundred million on paper, most of it tied up in the mar-
ket, but there was also real estate and offshore accounts. Money for a
rainy day. Cash the US government couldn't track.

Ben had become, at age fifty-two, the type of man who said Lets
take the boat oinr this weekend. His kitchen could be used as backup if
the power ever went out at Le Cirque. There was an eight-burner
Viking range with grill and griddle. Every morning he rose to find
half 2 dozen onion bagels laid out on a tray with coffee and fresh-
squeezed orange juice, along with all four papers (Financial Times, the
Wil Street Joummal, the Post, and the Daily News). When you opened
the fridge at the Kiplings', it was like a farmers market (Sarah insisted
they eat only organic produce). There was a separate wine fridge with
fificen: botues of champagne on ice at al times, in case 2 New Year!
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Eve party broke out unexpectedly. Ben's closet was like a Prada show-
ey Wandenng from room to room, one wouldn't be wrong to
Jsume that Ben Kipling rubbed an urn one day and a genie popped
out, and now all he had to do was say [ ieed mew socks out loud any-
where in his apartment and the next morning a dozen pairs would
appear aut of fucking nowhere. Except in [hj.s v::s.r the grm:r Wis a
!'ofry'-‘-'-"'"'-“"a"'ﬂr'ﬂ!d house manager named Mikhail, whe majored in
pospitality at Carnell and had been with them since they moved into
the ten-bedroom estate in Connecticut.

The TV over the bar was showing highlights from the Red Sox
game last night, sportscasters running the odds of Dworkin breaking
ihe single-season hit record. Right now the man was on a fifteen-
game hitting streak. Unstoppable was a word they used, the hard
consonants of it following Ben to his seat.

In forty minutes, he'd head back to the office and sleep off the
meat and the booze on his sofa. Then ar six the driver would take
him up the parkway to Greenwich, where Sarah would have some-
thing on the table—takeout from Allesandro’s probably—or no, wait,
shit, they've got that dinner tonight with Jenny's hancé’s parents. A
meet-and-greet kind of thing. Where were they doing that again?
Someplace in the city? Its gotta be in his calendar, probably written
in red like a twice-prolonged appointment for a barium enema.

Ben could picture them now, Mr. and Mrs. Comstock, he the
portly dentist, His wife with too much lipstick, in from Long
Island—Did you take the Grand Central or the BQE? And Jenny would
sit there with Don or Ron or whatever her fiancé's name is, hold-
ing hands, and telling stories about how she and her parents “always
summer on the Vineyard" without realizing how privileged and ob-
noxious that sounds. Mot that Ben was one to talk. This morning
he'd found himself debating the estate tax with his personal trainer
and he'd said, Well, look—Jerrp—ueuir till you've got a hundred million
Plus i mixed assers thar the goversment wanis fo tax twice and see if o
#till feel the same,
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exhauneed nuddenly. and prcked up hiv napkiy
¢ wia ik edIng He |.|ll:|||111-|_'|j Wit ;
|| poimed vo his glas. Another s, e .

Baplisg w2,
ey, even chosgh b
cught the walberh ey, M

hs e
m!:'i:.::ﬂhrlllﬂﬁ_lurﬁll " uad Tabuicha, “about that meeting e had

o Derlin. Remember when the guy with the John Witers
I

got 50 mad he sk of his ne and tried urangle Greg?”
“For filty millon, | woulda let him." sasd Kipling, “excepy it o
ot the I'm'.kmg jpay wa Berake "

The Swiss sniled panently. They had zero interest in gossip, Mo
diad it seem thar Tabutha's exaggerated cheavage was having its usal of
feer. Cowld be they v queer, thought Kipling with zero maoral judgn

past 3 computer recording facts
He chewed the imude of his cheek, thinking. What Hoover wid

i him i the men’s room was ricochetng sround in his brain like
& bullet thse had muied i carget then ook an unlucky hn-p off the
pavement. What did he know shout these guys, really? They'd come
recommended from 3 reliable source, but how rehable was anyon:
when you get nght down to it. Could they be FHI, these bow?
OFAC! Their Swiis accents were Enud. bt mlyl‘,u [T En.-ﬁ.
Kipling bad & sudden impulse 1o drop cash an the able and walk
away. He amped it down, because if he was wrong, it was a hell of
4 lot of maney to walk sway from, and Ben Kipling wasn't a man 1o
walk away from—uhar did the Susn say® Potentially a billion dollars in
hard-to-convent currency? Fuck it, Ben decided. If you're nog going
v reirean then you've got to charge. He opened his mouth and gave
them the hand sell withour geting too specific. Mo hot phrases that
could be used agaimt him in coust.
hj:h::};:h the mall aalk” he said. “We all know wh_a we'e
ningfa:h.-u:hnrmm lh.mg cavemen did in the age of the dinosut
up. seeing who you can trust. Whars a handshake,

:-:::]' FEEp 4 socully acceptable way to make wre the other P
Rave 3 knife behind i back™

130

_..-L-____

T IRLIR N

He smided at them, They looked back, unsmiling, but engaged.
This was the moment they cared about—il they were who they said
dhey were. The deeal, The waiter broughe Kiphing his scotch, put it on
the table. By habae, Ben moved it decper toward the center of the -
ble., Hie was  hand talker and had spilled hia fair share of cockiaili in
the madidle of & good monologue

wypu have & problem,” he sauld, " You've got foreign currency you
aeed 1o invest in the open market, but our government won't let you
-“,lm-:l Pecauss 3t some poant thiat money found i way o oa rlrg'inn
they keep on a list in some federal building in DC. As if the money
imelf had 3 point of view. But you and me, we know that money i
money, The dollar a black guy in Harlem uses oo buy crack with to-
day 18 the same diollar a suburban hoviewile uses o hu:r' H]mhurﬁﬂ
Helper momorrow, O that Uncle Sam uics w buy weapons systems
from MelDonnell Douglas on Thorsday™

Ben watched plivs of the day on the television —a string of tow-
ering home rmens, shoestring carches, and baseline rundowns. [t was
more than 3 pasung interest, Dem was an encyclopedia of arcane
hasebuall figures. It was a lifebong passion, one that had aught him {co-
meidentally) the value of a dollar, Ten-year-old Bennie Kipling had
the premier bubble-gum card collection in all of Sheepshead Bay. He
dreamed one day of playing center fiekd for the Men and every year
tried out for Little League, but he was small for his age and slow on
the base path and coubdn’t hit the ball out of the infield, so he cal-
bected baseball cards instead, studying the market closely, exploating
the anateur mind-sct of schoolmates—who focused only on players
they liked—tracking rare cards and playing the rise and fall of cach
player. Every morning Bennie would read the obituaries, looking for
s that the recently deceased were baseball fans, and then he'd call
the widows, saying he knew their husbands (or fathers) from the rad-
mg card circuit and how so-and-ss hed been a mentor 1o him. He
never asked for the decedent’s collection outrighe, just played up his
saddest livde-boy voice. It worked every time. On more than one oc-

15




e e B

-
e ——— . E

r—

Naak Kawipy
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of baseball mostalgia

"We codive 1o you, Mr. Kipling.” said Jorgen, the dlrl:'hi|
i the catton-weight wit, “became we hear poag things, ;
these sre senamtive subjects, b mmy colleage aBTeE you o M
man, That complicasons da ot arri
clients we represent, well, these e not people whe PPreciag iy
phcatons of aftempn b take a.d'nunugp_"

“hnd wio b ths agaan’™ said Hooves, WEAHNG at the |
witbipaik sving, if you can, Juse s we're g elear™ '5::,-

The Swiss waid nathing. They toa fesred 5 Erags
“The deal we make w the deal we keep,”
mater whols on the other wde I can't tell
what we da. That's our e

uite the city g Corlleg
* BN prige
d

bey

Hkl Kipling gy = -
eIy how e

Iprictary sdvantage, FIght? But wiyy I wal
WY b, sccounts are opened. Accouns that cannar be Connecied hyek

15 you. Alter chat, the MOBEY You invest with nry lirm gety 4 new

pedigree and s eesed ke any oiher maoney. It goes in dirty and
comes o cleam, Simple,”

“And how doey jp—"

“Work? Well, if we gree now, in principle, 1o move forwid wish
this thing, then colleagues of mine will come (o Genevs and help you
1 up the systenm you'll needd using a Proprietry software package
My operative will then *HY OR sHe (o monitor your investments and
navigare the daily paword and 1P sddpes changes, He docsn't need s
faney office. In fact, the lew attention he draws the beter. Pat him in
3 men's room stall or in ghe basement next to the boiler™

The men thoughe about this, White they dad, Kipling grabbed »
Passing waiter ypd handed him his blick Amex card,

Lok he said, “Pirates used 1o bury treasure in the sand and thes
M away. And the minite they lefi, in
because money i 5 bong—

Quaside the window, he watched a group of men in dark suits ap-
Proach the frong door. In an instane Ben saw the whole thing unrvet

My opinion, they were brole,
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They would come in gy TR

like a tiger rap i the unighe
|_|l|ﬁ.'|r. hav SURINIFIEr S vaEin

sl Aipped o buis ey,
e beyong Pepan, dirry lS0epein g an
his back. But the men kepy Walking, The MOt paised Kiplan

breathed again, finduhed his 5 oich in & wngle dirafy - :

D tEInEY V04l can't mee bt s el =

He vized themi up, ghe men Fram
than & doden other mey fp had g
piteh. They were fish 1o be canigh
ind sedviced, FEI or e g ([
hid & quabsty that coubdnt be i
him snd saw & vauly wirh Bwn

« WOMEN b b Hsine e
Kipling wys 4 meney magner. He

In writing, B ich People baked 4

aors, They vistalieed
FEing m one door, amd Ciaming

thing

He shid his ¢hai back, buitioning his 8¢ g

1 ke you e, lse sakd "1 oruss vou, and | dan'’t say thay o it
inyone, My feeling is, we should do this, but in the end
—

He sbood

thsear mindiey
aut ihe oeher miltiplied, A e

% ap i

"Tahigha snd Cireg are ponmg sty behind, ger your detail, Ty way 5
plewiiare,”

them. the front door Opening before him as he exited. His car was at

thie: by, back deor open. driver standing 3 avtenthon, and bee adidl -
ude witho slowang,

The black vacuum of space.

Across bown, 3 yellow cab pulled up in front of the Whitney Musewm.
The driver had been barn in Katmandu, had stolen down ines Micki-
Ean from Saskavchewan, paying a snuggler six hundred dollses for fike
I3 He III!'if'j:"l in an aparement now wath fourieen ather peoiple, sent
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Neah Bawlep

ot of hin pay oversest I the hope of one day bringing his Wil 4ng
it

bsorys ver i 3 plane 3
The wonan mn back, an the other hand, wha told him o Keep th,

change from 3 e lived in Greemwich, Connecticur, angd
e s didnt warch, Once Gpon a time she wat
docors daughter o Brookhiie, Masachusers, 2 gifl who Erew U
got pose job for her santeendh birthday

Everyone i from someplace. We all have stories, our bives unfolding
slong crooked lines, colliding in unexpected ways.

Sarah Illq:lllll-i:mm'-"d fidty in Musch—there w3 WITPTiE party i
the Cayman hilinds. Ben picked her up i 3 Emo 00 go o Tiverg
an the Gaeen {she thought), but wok her out to Teterboro instesd
Frve hours bter the vas sipping ram punch with her voes in the uad
Mow, cumside the Whitney, she chimbed out of 3 cab. She was mee
ing her daugheer, ferny (pwenry-six), o tour the baenral and Bt
guick download on her fiance’s parents before the dinner. The wan'
so much for Sarak’s benefit, beeause she could ralk 1w anyone, a i
wai fog Ben'’s. Her bushand had 3 hard tinse wath converiations tha
weren't about money, Or maybe that wain't it exacdy. Maybe it was
that be Bad 3 hard o wlking vo people who didn’t haw money. Mot
that he was ool [t was just that he'd forgotten what it wat like o
have a mortgage or 2 car Joan. 'What it was to be periimg by, to go o
a store and have to check the price of something before you buy
And this could make him seem valgar and aloof,

Sarah baathed the fecling the got in those moments—watchang her
hushand embarrass himself {and her). There was no other word for it
s her mind. As his wife she was irrevocably tied to him—his opinkes
were her opinions. They reflected poordy on her, perhaps not hecaue
ﬂmhcﬂﬂlmtﬂﬂh-.bulmwdm‘hn_hmmm
him, she showed herself (in the eyes of others) to be a ijudpul'
character Thoagh she prew up with money, Sarah knew that the lase
thing you did was talle abowt it This was the daifference berween W
eoncy and old. mm*m‘-ﬂm the ones in cnllcgrh'-l*m
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head and moth=hole sweaters. You found them in the cafeteria bor-
wing lunch money and eating off their friends’ plates, They passed
s OO, affecring a disposition that they were bepond monep—as if one
o the riches wealth had bought chem was the right never 1o ithank
Jhoat ONEY AgAA In thas way they Aoated through the real waorkd
e way thae child prodigies stumbled through the daily travails of hu-
mai EXIMERCE, heads in the clowds, lorgeming to wear socks, their
shire mitshurtoned.

This made hier hushand's cone-desines on the subject of maney, his
perd 10 conuantly remind others how much they had feel so gasche,
o e, A a result it had become her vired mission in e to soften has
ediges, to educate b on how o get rich wathout becoming tacky.

So Jenny would fill her m sbout her furare n-laws, and Sarsh
woald send DBen o text. You cam ralk absut politic wiith the hushand flae
wtes Bepblivan) or sports (Jees far), The wife went do Tealy lasr pear uith her
baok growp (travel? readimg®). They have a son with Down syndrome in au
fnsdininain, s no reand joker!

Sarah had mreed to get Ben o thowy miore aff an interest iaipr-nptt, io
be more apen (o new experienoo—they'd gone 1w counseling about
it for two weeks, before Ben wodd her he'd rather cut off his ears than
“lnten o that woman for another day™—but eventually she'd done
what imodt wives do and just gave up. 50 now it was she who had o
make the extra effore 10 ensure that social engagements went well,

Jenmy weas wenting for her outside the main entrance. She had on
Aured slscks and a T-shire, with her haie in the kind of beret the girks
were wearing these days,

“Mom,” she called when Sasah didn't see her right away.

“Sorry." her mother said, “my eyes are shot. Your fither keeps
telling me to go to the eye doctor, but who has time?™

They hugged briefly, efficiently, then moved inside,

“1 got here early, g0 | got s ticken,” said Jenny.

sxtah tried 1o shove 3 hundred-dollar bill in her hand.

“Mom, don't be silly. I'm happy to pay™
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#For & cab Lter.” her mother said jabbang the ball at her Hh,lh
pareres store they shoved at you on the street, but Jenny
::-:'r anidl hamded their tickets 10 the docent, and Sarsh v *hq:
put the bill hack mn her wallet . - forced
) heard the beat wtuff i ugtars, said Jenny. *So maybe we

1“1““1“1..

=Y hageved you wank, *lr"
They waite for the elevator and rode up in ulence, Behind ghep,

+ Latin family talked in gnimated Spanish, the wormin berating hey
husband. Sarsh had wichied Spanash in high school, though she hadkay
ket wp. She recognined the wards for “motorcycle” and “babysite”
anal it was clear from the exchange ihat wanething extramarital May
have occurmed. At their feet, two young children played games on
handheld devices, thew faces kit an eerie blue

“Chane's nervous abowt wnight,” Jenny said after they exited the o
evabor, “Ieh o cati”

“The first time | mer your father’s parents, | threw up,” Sarah rold
her

"Heally?™

“Nei, but | think it might have been the clam chowder | had o
lunch.”

“Oh, Mom." wid Jenny, smiling, “you're 30 funny” Jenny slwap
told her friends that her mother was “dightly batty™ Sarah knew i
or sened it on some level. And the was—whats the word?—a linke
#mentminded, a hade, well—sometimes she made unigue connection
in ber head. And didn't Robin Williams have the same qualicy? Or
aubser, you know, innovative thinkers.

St o pow've Rrobin Williaws * Ben would say.

“Well, he docan't have to be ervous,” ssid Sarah, "“We don't biee”

“Clast it 2 real thing.” Jenmy tald her. 1 mean again. The divide, you
know: Rich peogle and—] mean, Shanc’ parents aren't paor, but—"

“Ies dirner at Bali, not class warfare. And besides, we're not el
mch”
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uyglyen was the last tirne yoin flew conmmenculi™

wigit winter oo Aspen.”

Her daughter made 2 sound & if 10wy, Do you hear pounelf?

“iliere vl hillssnanrey, dear. This it Manhattan, ] know, Soame
of the parthes we go 10, [ feel hke the help™

Yo owm & yache”

“ji’s not d— it's @ sailbiast, and | tald your father nat 1o baiy i, Ji that
L I naad, WW‘F‘F’ Duin bt ki b when he fem an
idea”

sy haever, The pownt i, hel nervous, so will you plesse—1 don's
know—keep it light.”

“You're talking to the woniun who charmed a Swedish prince, snd
by s e 3 somir s

With this they entered the main gallery space, Overiire canvases
limed ehe walls, cach 3 gesture of will. Thoughts and ideas reduced o
limses ansd codor, Sarah wried to let her daily brain go, w quiet the con-
want natter of thoughts, the chronic to-do bist of modern bife, bug it
was hard, The more you had, the more you worried, Thar was what
bl decided,

When Jenny was born, they'd bived in 3 rao-bedroom apartment
o the Upper West Sade. Den earned eighty thowand a year as a run-
ner at the exchange, But he was handsome and good ar making people
bnigh, and he knew how to seize an opportumaty, wo two years later
he had graduared vo rader and was pulling in four tmes that amount,
They'd moved eant 1o & co-op in the sixtics and sarred buying gro-
cevicy st Citarella,

Before motherhood, Sarsh had worked in advertising, and afier
Jenoy weas i preschool she'd flireed with the idea of going back o
it, but she couldn't stomach the kea of a nanny raising her daoghter
while she was a1 work. So though she felt like the was giving up a
piece of her soul, she'd stayed home and made lunch and changed di-
apers and waited for her hushand 1o come home and do his share.

Her miother had encouraged her to do it. becoming—as her
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g fady of feimire. Bt Sarah didn't do wepy widh

_ by became her mind wiai w0 ST pu g

::!E::T:: :W]:{:Wwﬂun of |, & wodnaen with ||-||,|j|jp|E calen.

dars who Iff scky nosrs on the imide of their front doo. She o,
the kind of person whe needed reminding. who would forget 2 phop,
purmber the second afier sonscans rechted it to her. She'd known,
was bad when her three-yrar-ald duughter swared remimding hey of
(hings, even wemt 10 6 3 neurobogins, who'd found nothing physi.
cally wrong with her brain and suggested Ritalin, suggesting she hag
ADHI, B Sarah hated palh il worrsed they would mrn bep it 5
different person, %0 she'd gone back io beer lists, o her cabendary god
alarimik
O nights that Ben had worked lite=—which became increasngly
irrquent—she couldat help Burt think of her mother in the kicchen
when Sarab was young, wahing up alter dinner, superviing the end-
of-day ants and crafs while pj;lunu;]um:hﬁ for the next day, Was this
the cvcle of metherhoad? The constant return. Someone had tald her
cece thai mothers exited 1o blunt the exiaential lonelines of bong
3 penon, If that was true then her biggest maternal responsibility waa
simply companiondhip, You bring a child into ths fractious, chaoo
warld out of the heat of your wamb, and then spend the next 1ea
yean walking besde ihemn whale they figare oat how to be & penon,

Fathers, on the other hund, were there to toughen children up, 10
say Hilk # off when mothers would hold them if they fell. Mothen
were the carrot. Fatbens were che stick.

And s Sarah had found hereel§ in her own kitchen on Exw 63ed
Surect, .F“"-'tiﬂﬂ preichoal luncher and rl:l-l;irl.g Pi:lurr books dusing
warin haths, her body and her daughter's body one and the same.
Un those naghi when she'd fall asleep alone, Sarah would bring
Jeney inac bed wish ber, reading books and talking until they both
nodded off, imterrwined. This would be how Ben found them when

he: came home, smelling of booze, his tie askew, kicking his shes
off noisily,
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spow are My ‘II‘I.I..’" kel Y. His jirli, as af lhrr were both his
dsugheer. Dut he said the words wath bove, his face brightening, s if
shis was his reward for 3 long day. the faces of the women be boved
jooking up #t him with deepy eyes from the comfort of the family
besd

#| like this one,” wid Jenny, now 3 worman 10 her raenties, five
years from children of her own, They'd managed to say chose through
her divimve teen years, despite all odds. Jenny never wa one for
drama, The wont you coubd @y now was chat she didn't reipec her
mom the wiy she used to, the curse of the modern woman., You stay
bame and raise dsughters, who grow up and get jobs and chen feel
pity for you, their stay-st-home machers,

Beside her, Jenny was going on about Shanes parents—Dhad fised
up old can. Mom liked 1o do chariry work for their church—and
Sarah tried to focus, listening for red Aags, thing Ben would need o
know, bist her mind wandered. It struck her that she could buy any of
the art in this room, What was the most these pieces by young arnists
could cost? A few hunded thousand? A mallion?

On the Upper Weat Side, they'd lived on the third Boor. The conda
o Bar Gdad wans om0 the pinth, Mow Ih-r:!,r cwmed a penthouse lof in
Trbeca, ﬁﬁfrﬂm dories up. And lhﬂl.lﬂh the howe b Comfectout
was only o floom, the 2ip code itelf made it a space station of sons,
The “farmiers”™ at the Saturday frmers marker were the mew breed af
hipster artians, championing the return of heifloom apples and the
bent art of baket weaving, The things Sarab called problems now were
wholly clective—Therr are uo firt-ckars sears feff om our Tipht, the saifbos
i lraking, et cevera. Acwaal struggle—they'd come 1o marn off the gas,
your kid was knifed at schoal, the car’s been repossenied—had become
a thing of the past.

And all of this left Sarah to wonder, now that Jenny was grown,
niow that their wealth had exceeded their needs by a factor of six hus-
dred, what was the poit? Her parents had money, sure, but not this
such. Enough to join the nicest country chub, to buy a six-bedmom
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honee and drive the Lstest cars, enaugh w0 retire with a few il
i the hank. Tt this—Hiandreds of mallois i clean currency
i the Caymaps—it wai beyond the boundaries of ald —
vond even the boundaries of what was once considered new: M%
wealth wan somthing che entirely

And thete dayv—in the unructured hours of her ife—Saraly y..
dered, was she waying alive mow Just 10 Move maney argund?

i Iwm [ aim,

When Den got back ta the office, he found two men waiting fat him,
They sat im ihe outer oflice rﬁdlnn: nuagarines, while Daslene typed
mervouly om her computer, Ben could eell from their suit—off the
rack=—that they were governmsent, He almiost spun on his hech and
walked o, but he didn’t. The math was, he had—on the advice of
his Liwyer—a p;fht\d I,-q'; in & shorage unat and a few untraceable mil-
e aiffshioee

“Mir. Kaphng”™ wid Darlens too lomsdly, standing. “These gentde-
wmien are here o see you.”

The men put down their magazines, wood. Owe was tall asd
square-jawed. The oaher had a dark mole under his left eye,

“Mr. Kipling.” said Square Jaw, “I'm Jordan Bewes from the Tres-
sury Departiiend, This is my colleague, Agent Hex"

“lien Kipling."

Kopling forced hamself 1o shake their hands.

“Whiats this shomn®” he aked a5 caivally as he could.

"Wl de dhat, san” wid Hex, “bat bet’s do it in private.”

“Of course. Whatever | can do to help. Come on back.”

He wrned o lead them into his office, caught Darlene’ eye.

"Liel :I.Ii.l'lh:!.- :"-"':I-F"‘T'Pﬂ up he

He led the agents ineo his corner office. They were cighty-5
sones up, but the tempered glass shiclded them from the chements

_f'_
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ccating 3 hermetic seal, 5 semse that ane was in 3 dirigible, Hasting
hIHh""E"'“E it all.

wan 1 offer you anything?” he wid. “Pellegrino?~

“\e're Fine,” said Bewes

Kipling went to the sofa, dropped into the corner by the window:
He had decided be would acr like a man with nothing to fear, There
was 3 bowl of pistschios on the sidebosrd. He wook 2 nut, cracked i,

ale the meeat,

“Sit, please.”

The men had 10 turn the guest chairs to fice the sofi. They
;wkw.mﬂj"

“blr, Kiplng,” sasd Bewes, “we're from the Obfice DFFﬂHip ity
Conerol. Are you familiar with thar?™

“I've heard of ir. but honestly, they don't keep me amund for my
logistscal know-how I'm maore the creative thmker rype.”

"We're an arm of the Treasury Depantmens,”

“I got that part.”

“Well. we're here to miake wure thar American businesses and in-
vestnwenit firms don't do busines with countries our government has
deemed off imir. And, well, your firm has come to our attengion,”

“ly o hvwwats you mean—"

“hanctioned,” wid Dewes. "We're referring 1o countries like Iran
anil Moreh Kores, Countries that fund terroram.”

“Their money'’s bad,” said Hex, “and we don’t want it here”

Uem smiled, showang chem his perfectly capped teeth,

“The coumries are bad. Thats for sure. But the money? Well,
meney’s a tool, genalemen. It neither good nor bad”

“Olkay, sir, let me back up, You've heard of the liw, yes?”

"Which Law?"

“No, I'm saying—you know we have this thing called Lws in this
country.”

“Mr. Bewes, don't patronize me."

“Just trying to find a language we both understand,” said Bewes.
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“The point it, We auspect YouT firm » laundering money F“"""HI;L
e, st about everyane—and we're here to let you know oy
""":Ih::- the doot apened and Barney Culpepper came in, "ﬂ'&“'.l
thuse-and-white seersucker, Barney was everything you'd wapy jy i
conporale. AHOEY—IETTRAT, blue-bloaded, the son of the forme
LIS wmbaisador 1o Ching, His futher was pak with three Pretidens
Right maw, Parney had o red-and-white candy cane in his miouth, even
through it wan August Secing him, Kipling felt 3 wave n["l]tf_u”
kid called i the principals office who rebownds wihen his dad s,

a(ientlemen.” said Ben, “this is Mr. Culpepper. the firm's in-hous
coaneel”

“This it & caval converaanon,” @id Hex. “No need for liwyen ™

Culpepper dadn't bother shaking handi. He leaned his backsids
sguinst the sideboard.

“ sk me about the candy,” he said,

“Pardom?” said Hex,

“The camdy. Ask me abow it”

Hex and Bewes exchanged 2 look, o if 1o say 1 dow 't il s Yo
do i

Fisally Drewes slsrugeed.

“What's wath the—"

Calpepper tock the candy came owt of his mouth, showed it &
them

“When my swistant wid vwo agents from Treasury were here, al |
could think was—it must be fiacking Christmas.”

“Wery funery, Mr—"

“Because | know my old racquetball buddy Leroy Able—you know
i, right?”

“He’s the secretary of the Treasury”

"Exactly. Well, | know my old racquethall buddy Leroy woulda

::i?-m down here without calling me first. And since he didn®

" __

"T'__
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whia,” said Hex, “is more of a courtery call ™

. the whene you biring over cookies and wy welcome to the ﬂrllhn.
bochaod®™

Culpepper looks st Kipling,

e e there cookies? Did | miss the—"

=g cookies, ways Den

[Tl wriaibe.,

Y wait cookied”

“No," syt Culpepper, “ith just, when your friend wid s wwmey
sl 1 ihoight=—"

ey and Hex exchange a look, seand.

“Robody’s absove the law” uys Bewes,

“Who sad anything="" says Culpepper. "1 thought we were talk=
ing sbout dessert”

Bewes buttons his jacker, smiling=—a guy with 3 winning hand,

“A case s being built, Monthi, yesrs. Sanctoned at the highest
bevel. And you want to walk abour evidence? How about you'd need
pwo trsctor irailers oo haud it all o coun”

“File a suat,” said Culpepper, “Show o warrant, We'll respond

W hen chee e coanes,” said Hes.

“Aswmang you guys aren't parking cars in Queens after | make 2
phonc call,” wsd Culpepper, chewing on his candy cane.

"Hey,” wid Bewes, "'1'm from the Bronx, You wanna call 3 guy out,
call him out, But make sure you know what you're buying”

"I so0 cute,” said Culpepper, “that you think it matcers the size of
vour dick. "Cavse, son, when | fuck someone, | use nry whole srm.”

He showed them the arms, and the hand actached 1o i, at the end
of which a single finger was raised in wabute.

Bewes laughed.

“¥ou know how some days you come oo work and its a dragh” he
wid. “Well, this is gonna be fun.”

“Thae's what they all say,” said Culpepper. “until it goes in past the
el
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That might at dimner. Ben was distracted. He reviewed hiy Coivery,

: hicasl,
o with Culpepper in his
m:m nothing,” Culpepper had said, dropping his candy cane i g,

s e e g k. “They e i cop wriing bl s
1 the end of the month. Trymg o get their quotas up™

“They said months,” Ben responded. ™Years.”

"Lﬂ:l what happened 10 HSBC. A fucking wrist slap. You kney
why? Because if they gave then the full extent of dee law, they'd hae
had 10 take cheir banking lcense. And we all know thats nat gopy,
happen. They're too big to gl

“You're calling 3 ballicin-diolbar fime 2 wrist slap?™

"I’y walking-around moncy. A few months' profis. You know ghy
better than anyone.”

Hust Bhen wasn't 10 sure. Something about the way the agents carried
themselves. They were cocky, like they knew they had the high cnd

“WWe need 1o clove panks,” held said. “Anyone who knows aey.
thing.”™

*Already done. Do you know the level of nondisclowure paperwesk
wou have to ugn to even work the front desk here? Its Fort fucking

“I'm ot goang to pail ™

“Jeuss, don't be sach 2 pussy. Don’t you get ie? There is no jail. Re-
member the LIBOW, scandal? & conspiracy worth orillions with a L A
FEPOELET iy to ihe aswstant attorney general, This is o bank that bs
broken the lawe Befisre, 20 whty not be towghes? The assistant attomey gee-

eral ways, Ih?mm”mw e

“They canse to my office.” Ben had said.

“They twok an elevator nde. Two guys. If they really had some-
thing it be hundeeds of guys, and they'd walk out with a lot mor
than their dhicks in thear hunds

And yet sitting in a corner booth with Sarsh and Jenny and her -
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soch) family, Ben couldn’t help but wonder if thag was really sl they'd
.;,-_;Ihﬂ' aut with, Hen wiilied he had h'iﬂ-r.-nl:l[u,- of the mecting s he
could watch his cwn face, see how much he'd given away. Mis poker
face was usually top-notch, but in that room he'd felt off his game.
id it come through in the tension around his mouth? A crinkle in
bk €55

oppen?”’ said Sarah, shaking his arm, From the ook on her face, it
was clear 3 quettion has been thrown his way,

“Huh?" he sasd. “Oh, sorry. | didn't catch that. It's preery loud in
here:”

He said this, even though the place was dead quier, just a few blue-
haers whinpering into their soap.

“1 said, we still think real estate is the way to go, money-wie” wid
Burt or Carl or whatever Shane's father's name was, “And then | asked
yosr opanion,”

"Depends on the real estate,” said Ben, shiding out of the banguette,
“But my advice after Hurricane Sandy is, if you're buying in Manhat-
Eait, p:irl: 3 |1|H;|1 floor”

He cxcused himself, dodging Sarah’s disapproving book, and went
punide. He needed some air.

O ehe curb be bummed a3 unoke from 3 lae commuter and
wood under the restaurant’s awming smoking. A light rain fell, and he
watched the taillights sheen on the black macadam.

“Got another?” aked a man in 2 terdeneck, stepping out behind
Ben

Kipling rurned, eved him. A moneyed man in his fosties, but with
1 nose that had been broken at least once.

“Sorry, | bummed this one.”

The man in the wrtleneck shrugged, stood looking oar at the rain.

“There’s a young lady in the restsurant trying 1o get your amen-
tion,” he saad,

Ben looked. Jenmy was waving at him. Come back ro the table. He
koorked away
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= be gaid, "It mect=the-new-1n "
“piy duaghier.” he

~Congrats,” sud the man.

i pufied, nedded.
Kipling pt worry, will they ever leave the house?” wig g,

s I oy day they kicked yvou 1o the curh ghe

“Fared their Wi
- Tormerimes before. Adversity, Itk dhe oy

fitimmate yoU hig wormg Jge
- wan
“!:"[i:al:l::.i: :.upprnnd g vour nose?” said Kigling,

The mas prniilied.

Yo know Jsy @ VOUE firsr day in ‘I:I'l'i'lﬂﬂ tl'l-l,":,l ay finid the
baggew guy and kick his ae® Well, like anything clic, there are conse.
W.:I,:‘.,_wu-w besn to prson’” sad Kipling, Feeling a eourig)
dhrill.

=mog here. Kiev.

-

“And later m Shanghai, but that was a peece of pie. compared”

“ e we nalking bad hack or—"

Thie man imiled,

“Like an sccident? Na, man. The worlds a dangesous ph-l.'-r. jil ]
you know that, right?”

“What*" said Kipling, freling a dlight premonitory chill.

“I saidd you know the workds 3 dangerous place. Canse and effecs.
Wrong place, wrong time, You could fill 3 thimble with the timet in
husman history 3 good man did 3 bad thing without thinking™

“1 dadn'y, wh, | didn't caich your mamie.”

*Harw about my Twister handle? You want to Instagram me?”

Kipling deopped his cigarette an the sidewalk, As he dad, a black
car pulled wp to the curb in frone of the restaurant and sat, kling.

“Nice talking 1o you,” said Ben.

“Hold on. We're almost throngh, but not quite.”

Kiphng tried to get through the door, but the man was in the Wi
Net blocking him exsitly, just there,
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py wife—" waul Ben

wihe fine,” il the man, “Probably right now thinking about
Jessert kfaybe have the meringue. 5o ke 2 breath=—or take 2 ride in
the car, Your choice.”

H'.l‘li“ﬁ'" heart was gomg a mile a minuce, He'd forgotten this feel-
“Emﬂj_ What was i1? Mortabiog?

“Look.” wid Ben, 1 doa’t know what you think—"

*¥pa had 3 visst today. The parry police. Sedior Buzz Kill. I'm being
phiue deliberately. Except to say—maybe they spooked you”

[y this, like, a threat scemario or—"

"Dhant get excited. Youre nod in wouble. With them maybe. But
not with us. Mot yer”

H’Fllﬂﬂ could only imagine who sis meant. The realithes of the
situgtion were clear. Though he had abways deale with factotums
ad sdidlemien (white-collar crinnmal at best), Kipling had made
s bones at the firm by exploiting previowly imdemaniized revenue
wreaivs. Fevenue streams that—as has wisie from the Tresury agenis
only reinforced—were of an extra-legal namire. Which & o sy, in
plain English, that ke bundered nsoney for countries that sponsor ger-
rorism, bike Iran and Yemen, and countries char murder their own
gipens, like Sudan and Serbia. And he dad st from a corner office in
& dowmtenwn high-rive. Becaute when you deal wach Billisus of dollars,
you did it i plain sight, cresting shell companies and dnguising wine-
trarnfer ofigin pEat six ways from Sanday, undl the money was o
cheans it maght as well be new,

“Theres no problem.” Ben told the man in the murdeneck, “Just
1 couple of young agents gemang overeager, But upstairs from them
we've got things locked down. At the level where it matters.”

“Moy” wil the man, "'|.m"|.'r. B«u-l:.:fnl.rpmbkm.l-lhnrz o, Changes
= exegutive policy. Some new marching orders. I'm not saying pawir,
B

“Look” sid Ben, “We're good at this. The best. Thats why your
emplovers—'
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A haed glare -
e don't ik showt heni

something electric ran dawn his back and pucker hig

hen ekt

hale i’ i ;
“Ypu can trust us, [ s3¥SNg he managed. M. That was

ay pledge. Mo ones E,F:mﬂ to jail over—because of this. Thas what
Rarney Culpepper 1279 ,

The gay looked at Ben an 1f 12 52y, Maybe | believe you, maybe [ dony
Cr maybe be was trying to sy, Irs mel up §0 yeul.

«Brosect the moncy.” he sad. “Thats whan marers, And don'y foe.
et whe awns it Because, okay, mavbe you cleaned it 5o good |
docsn't connect 1o u, but that doesn’t make it yours.”

It bk & second for Ben to ranslate the implication. They though
e was a thisf.

“No. Of coune.”

“You ook woeried. Daon's book like that. Its okay. You need 3 hug?
All I'm wying n, don't forget the most important chimgs. And thary
the following—your ass is of secondary importance. Only the money
matters. 1 vou have to go to jail, go o jul. And if you feel the urge
to hang yourself, well, maybe that’s not a bad idea either.”

He took aut a pack of cigarestes, shook one between his lips.

“Meanwhile,” he ssid. *Get the flan. You won't regret it

Then the man in the tartleneck walked to the waating black sedan
and goa . Kiplng watched a3 it pulled away.
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THEY WENT TO the Vineyard on Friday. Sarah had a chariry suction.
samething sbout Save the Tern. On tee ferry out she brooded about
their faibed dimmer wath the maybe in-laws. Ben spologized. A work
shing, he told her, But she'd heard that too many times before,

“lust vetire then,” she said, *1 mean, if ith stresing you out this
much. We have more money than we could ever use. 'We could sell
the apartment even, of the boat, Honeuby, | could care len”

He brisled at the words, the implicatnon that tiis money thay he'd
mude, that he continued to make, was somehow worthless to her, As
if the art of in, the expertise he'd accumulated, his love of the deal, of
every new challenge, was valueless. A buinden.

“Its mot about the money” he whd her. ®1 have resporsibilicies”

She didn't bother arguing further, docin’t bother saving, How sbour
rour respornibilities do e To Jewiy? As far s Sarah wad concerned
she'd married a perpetal motion machine, an engine that s keep
fpmnming or never spin again. Ben was work. Work was Ben. It was
ke 3 mathematical equation, It had taken her fifteen years and three
therapists 1o accept that—acceptance being the key to happiness, she
believed. But sometimes it sill stung,

"1 don't wk for rnun;hl"' she md,. “but the dinner with the Com-
“ocks was imporant”
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Bosh Hewliy

5 . U amvize the
u b st grd I'mi soerys | Eu?lnhd‘-
ot exghteen. By the gme I'm finished buiering. b |,
of our fan chab.”
P":‘::L ‘:: nd that munters. 15 the wife. And [ can vell shey
kegeical, She thinks we're the kind of peaple who try to bay ey

Ty i heavers.”

*ghe sl this?”

=pden, bt | cam cell”

“Fuck her” .

She grimed her tecth, This was shways his way, o disnaiss people. Iy
only made thangs woesc., she believed, even a she was jealous of hig
for being s carefree. -

“Bo” the mad. “lt manen. We have o be better,

play nime of

*Better what!”

“People.”

An acethic reply died on his tongue when he saw her face, She wy
serious. [n her mind they were bad poople somehow, just by being
sach. It went counter to everything he believed. Look at Bill Gaser
The man had commatted hali’ hus wealth 1o charitable causes in his
lifetime. Billioes of dollars. [hda's that make him a berer person than
what=a local priest? If impact was the measure, wasn't Bill Gea
2 better man than Gandhki? And weren't Ben and Sarah Kipling. by
danating millions 1o good causes each year, better people than the
Comzocki, who gave—a most—fifty grand?

Sarsh wH up n.1.r|'g,' Sl.lﬂ{i'!.' I'|“:I|'|'|.i|'¥, She pul:tcr:d i the kitchen,
sraightenang, figuring out what they needed, then put on her wallang
shocs, grabbed her wacker basker, and walked across the islind to the
fmﬂlﬂﬂiztl:ﬂﬂmwnudlu |'|'|..-iri|'p.-I.i.'!.'\v:'r'l:l'l1:|'I-¢l5|'l“-‘ﬂ-"ﬂl
burning off, and the sun magnified through airborne water molecis
made the woeld feel liquid somehow. She passed the leaning mai
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st the end of their turnofl and walked along che shoulder af the
caalh eoaid. She liked the sound of her thoes on e swnd thar Bed
he macadam. Her rhythmic soft shoe. Mew York wa so loud with i
ralfic and swbterranean subway claorer that you couldn't hear vourelf
mowing in tae and space, couldn't hear your beeath sounds ooaning
and gaing. Sometmes with the jackhammenng and the explosive hiss
of kmecling buses you had 1o panch younelf just o know you were
sall abive

st heere, the steel chall of night giving way 1o the miug of 3 summer
&y, bubbling rainbows in the air, Sarah could feel herelf breathing,
h.r.l'l'!"“lﬂ mowving. She could hear her own hair g it brushed agaarnt
dhe callar of her light summer jacket.

The farmers market was busy already. Yoo could smell the weeonds
fermennng in hidden baken out of vight, brutted tomarces snd stone
frunt bonced for cosmetic reavons, even though the monled fruit wa
the pweetest. Every week the veiulorn et up ina slightly different or-
der. sometimes the keitle comn at one end, sometimes. another. The
flower vendor favored the middle, the baker the end closest o the
witer. Ben and Sarah had been coming here for fifteen vears, first 5
renters and then, when rich became weslthy, 2 owmens of a modern
conceete sleeve wath an ocean view

Sarsh knew all the Garmers by name, She had waiched their chil-
dren grow from ioddler 1o wen. She walked beiide weekenders and
locals, not shopping a5 much a3 feeling part of the place. They were
poang 1o catch an afternoon ferry, It would be pointless w buy noee
thams 3 single peach, but she couldn't mat come to the farmsers market
on 2 Sunday morning. Thoe weeks when it rained and the marker
was canceled, she fele motless. Dack m the city, she would wander the
ureets like 3 rat in 2 mage, looking for something, yet never knowing
exacily what,

he sopped and studied some watercress, The fight she and Ben
&ad had aiter the dinner—his cold shoulder, the mid-meal walkow—
bad been short but fierce. She let him know in no uncertsin terms
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Hoeh Hawliv

e wain't ging 10 pat up witly his selfishness T .
that H""J"II" the mieeds ol Den H.rplmg_ -FI-I'H] il
':|.'|:Il|'li:I d-"d na B DO lhl'l!l-
bt he wanbed=—10 surround himaelf with people that he COu g
o a5 he plessed—nrell, thea, he should find anosher wife.

[iem had been uncharacveriitically apologetic, taking hey -
o telling her she wa rught, that he was sorey sl would ke
every effort to make yure it never happened again. 1t took ey o

. ghhe wat 1o sed to fighting with the back of his head, oy,
s time he looked her in the eye. He wold her be knew he had
wken her for granted, that he'd eaken everything for graned. Hey
been arnagant Husbris was the wond he wsed. Dan from lurre o
aut it wak & new day, He acrually Jooked a hetle scared. She o
the leat bo be o ugn that ber theeat bad acoually landed, thar by
heleved the would leave him and didn’s know what he would dg
without ber, Later she would realize that he was slready afrsid—
siraid thae everyihing he had, everything he was, was on the verge
af echipse

And w0 tadey, having witnewsed her hushand's comtrition, havig
Lian with ham i their marstal bed, hin head berween her beeass, ha
hands upon het thigha, he felt @ mew chapeer in her life begin, &
peiisance, They had walked into the lste-night hourns of taking »
mrith off and poing to Europe. They would walk the ureets of Um-
bris, hand in hand, newlyweds again, Somenme after midnight he had
apeed by mshogany bax and they had smoked some pot, the i
shed smoked since j:n:ny was borm, It made them gjﬂi! like ki,
sttsng on the kischen Boar in front of the open refrigerator, catiag
urawherries straight out of the crinper.

Ste wamdered past English cucumbers and baskets of loose-leaf let-
tges. The berry man had arranged his wares into 2 erinity—green
batkets of blucherries grouped with blackberries and gum-red mip-
berrics. She peeled back the mugh husks of sumnver corn, ber fingen
buungry 1o feel the yellow silk below, losw in an illusion. Here o8
the Vineyard, at the farmers market, at this precise spot, in this me-
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pent 0 MC, the modern world vanehed, the srapoken division of
ot st class wars. There was 0o rich o poor, no privilege, there
s oty food nagged from loamy carth, fruit placked from sturdy
peanches, and honey stoben from the bechive bush, e s ol agmal
iu the fure of warwee, she thought—whach wai, in and of inself, an ides
Py ool i i

Looking up, she saw Maggie Baterman in the maddle distance.
The moment was this A young couple with a baby stroller paved
shrough ber center of vison and in their pasing, Maggie was re-
veabedd 1n profile, caught in mad-sentence, and then—a the couple
with the wroller cleared complesely —the man she wai speaking
g ws, Wimagli, revesled, He wa o handsame man in his fsrties,
Seesnd i peans and 3 Teshint, both paint-sained, the T-shin cov-
gred by an old blue cardigan, The man had longah hair, swept back
carelenly but creeping Forward, and & Sarah watched he reached
wp and wwepd it back again, the way a horse swats flies with i eail,
dnirasbed.

The farst thosght that hit Serah wa simply recogniton. She kwew
that persen (Maggie), The second thought was contexs (that’s Mag-
e arcimam, married v David, mother of two). The thind thought
was that the man she was talking to was vanding s linde wo close,
that he was leaning m and smiling. And that the look on Mag-
pe’s face wan similar. That there wai an intimary between them
that fely more than casual. And then Maggie turned and saw Sarah.
She raised a hand and shielded her eyes from the wn, ke a sailor
warching the harizom,

“Hey there,” she sanl, and there was something sbout the opennes
of the greeting, the fact that Maggie didi't act like a woman who'd
just been caught flirting with 2 man who was not her husband, thar
mide Sarah rethink her first asumpton,

"1 thought you might be here” Maggie said. Then, "Oh, ths &
Sooe”

The man thowed Sarah his palm.
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S o Mg, Vo100 KO e,
et up 1 e Iere squeczing vocacieh, TRER G EHEAS:

«ge yo going back 1adn?

wThe shree o'chock feery. | think.” .

a3 no. Dont—we've gol the plne. Come with us”

-H.l'-lu'!l'?"

=S0H oo
ineo the ciry tonight 100"

*1 was thanking of wallcing,” aid Seott

Sarah frvaned.

“Wie'ne con i ialamd”

Mo sinbesd

“Sarsh, He kidding”

Srals Teh Bprvell Aush

S0 coure.”

She fosced o livigh

“|'en such a dits sometemes.”

S thars it said Maggee. “You have 1o come. DBath of you. And
Ben, [0 be fum, W can have a drink and, | don'’t know, talk sbout
art”

T Sarah she sid, "Scodr’s & painter,”

“Failed,” he clarsfied,

“Mo. New thatv=—didn’t you just tell me you have gallery meeting
next week !

“Which are bound to go badly"

“What do you paine?™ Sarsh sked.

"Cacaserophe,” e said.

Sarah mus have looked purrled, because Maggee said, "Scon punt
dnaser scenes from the news—erain wrecks, building collapes, mnd
things kke mosnoor—ihey really are genias”

“Well” sid Scon, “they're marbid

T bk 10 see chem sometime.” said Sarah palitely, though morbid
s exactly how it sounded 1o her,

That's what stv—1 was just telling Scott. He's got o o
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et sanl Maggie.
wghe's bemg polite,” said Scott perceptively. “But | appreciate is. |

jee pretty simply out here.”
je's chear hoe woiild say more if sked, but Sarsh changed subjects.

«qfhat HiATeE STE YOUI ELYE @OINE back? the mked.

=l et you,” sabil Magie, “but | think sround esght, We fly ro
Teterbom and then i the city from there, We're wsually home and
i b by e thirey”

siiiow” sanid Sarah, “that woulkl be amaring. Just the thought of
gunduy-afternoon gridlock—rsele—1 mean ith worth it, bist that would
fetien i gobng 10 be chrilled”

siiood,” il Maggie. "Um glad. That’s what it ehere for, right? If
vou've got & plane—"

: o wouldn'e know ad Soon

"Dan’t be snarky” wid Maggie, turning to kim, “You're coming
0"

She was granaing. teasing him, and Sarsh decsded that this was just
o Maggie was, 3 good sport, a people person. Scoe cerainly wasn't
grving off 2 vibe that the owo of them were anything other than farm-
e market frecnds,

“1'W think absoun " b said. “Thanks™

He gave them both & smile and walked off, For & moment it Felt
that all three of them would go their separate ways, but Maggie lin-
gered a bit and Sarah fele the obligation to keep talking if she wanted
1, 50 the owo of them leaned away and then back.

"How do you know him?" Sarah aked.

“Seotr? Just—irom around. Or—hes always st Gabe's, you know,
having coffee, and | uwed to bring the kids down all che time, just a
place 10 go to ger out of the house. Rachel liked their muffins. And
we just ot chatty”™

"I he married?”

“MNo” sad Maggie. 1 think he was engaged once. Anyway, the
mﬂ[mmmmmum‘mmm-hmlhhmﬁﬁt
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Keak Kawlep

L—__

[ keep trying to pet David 1o buy samething. but he wid hey iy o
AT ke dosesnit n:'Ju'!-' WAL 10 Come hl.1|||=- and rq**
hat, And to be fus, they are pIetry graphac.”

“| bet”

“Yesh." )
They sood (here for a mament, ot of words, like W rocky .

siream, the movement of the crownd a comitant smoand them,

“Things are good!™ aaid Sarah

“Good, yes. You®”

sarah theught about the way Ben kissed her this morning, g,
unll'.‘d

“Thy e

siareat. Welll lets catch up om che plane, huh?™

*Amaring Thasks again”

“Ulkay. Soe you tonigh,”
Magge gove her @ quick air ki and then she was gone, Sank

sntched her go, then went bo fimd samc maore rawberm s

Ay b wme timee, Ten wi om che dec k—reclaimed wood, med
trelliv—and watched the waves. Lasd owt on the kitchen cowster
werr & dosen bagels with box, heirloom tomutoes, capers, and a local
srtiwsngl cream cheese, Ben sat on & wicker chair with the Sunday
Times and & cappuccino, & light wind in his face off the ocean. He
had traded ievn wirk Eul-prppq'r all weekend, using an app called
Redsct that blacked ot MEREEe & Y0u fead chem, then ersed
thens e good.

Ural on the eoean, salbosts inch scrois the wave caps. Culpepps
weoir cryptically that be had been daggung into the government’s case
through back chansels. He wed envoticons intead of key woeds, 8-
sumang it would make the texes harder to use a evidence, weee the
[vernmen oo wmehow crack the PP
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Lokl they have o bey - feedimg them din

fien wiped tomato runaff from his chin, finished his first bagel half,
A ‘h“j,mml.t:? I1 that whar Culprppﬂ was saying® Ben remem-
beved the man with the furtleneck owtside Bali, his nose broken in 2
Russian prison [d ehac really happen?

Sarah came out onio the porch with half a grapefrus. Where he'd
jont gotien P, shie'd alresdy been o 3 Spin cliss i fovn,

“Fprry leaves at thiee Hisrry,” Ben told her, %6 we should be there

3 two farry-five.”
sarah handed him a napkain, sat
| ran ineo Maggae ot the Brmen marker”

~[lagemani”
“Wes, She was with some painter, | mean, not sk, but they were

waling "
“Uh-hub,” bse s, preparing e cune oui the et of the camvera-

¢ )

“ghe sk theres mom on ther plane wonighs™

Thia gt his abtenfon

“She offered?™

“Unleis you1 wamnt to take ihe ferry. Dut, you know, the raffic Sun-
day nighe.

“Ma, that sounds—did yvou sy yes®”

“1 amd 1'dl ralke b0 wou, ot ssemse we're in"

Ben sat back. He'd rext his sasiscant oo have » car sent 1o Terer-
b, He was taking owt his phone o do it when be had anoiher
thaaaght.

knsd, He could talk to David. Mot m detail, of course, bat to tlse
exient thay he way having some troublei—ane mogud 1o anather. Was
there @ strategy David recommended? Should they hise & crisis man-
ager peremptively? Stare booking for a scapegoas? David also had clowe
bes 1 the executive branch, I7 there really were new marching or-
ders 1o the Justice Department, maybe David could gee them some
sdhvance woed
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He put b half-caven hagel denw, wiped his hands on s
T

f “T'T'm o take 2 walk o (e beti

. it & mainuse, |0 g with you "
1: !:Tl:i:n well het he aeeded the tme 1o think, bu i
Jeminy's pewfriend, he needed o go the exirs my, i
This ahiisen

b, voat s ihitgs oug®

e fisco wiith
i bl amed wena imaiile B get

The ride to the airport Wi short, the car picking them up juw shey
sine pm. They mie in he ar-conditioned rear, moving thenugy
dimming pwilight, the sn low on the horieon, an orange yolk dippe
dorwly imio a cool meringue. Ben reviewsd what he wanted 1o uy
Dhyvicd, how 1o sidle up an the thing—not Theres 2 visis, but e py
heard ampiling svening out of the White Haivie dhar mipht offect the marke
,.r.m];ltlrm'l]m'imn insade baseball, Maybe it was as simple
a By hearing mumblimgps abouf same s erpularions, Can pow confirm o
domy?

. He was sweating, deipue the asry-eight-degree interior, Mext o
Hen, Sarih wwn watching the sumet with a whispered smile. Ben
squeesed her hand encouragingly, and she looked over and gave him
1 big gran—=hee man, Ben smiled back. He could just abowt slay 1 gin
and tesde Fight pe,

Ben was groting out of the car on the tarmac when Culpeppet
called. It was nime fificen, and balmy, 3 heavy fog hanging on the
edgei al the ranway.

“Its happening” wid Culpepper 31 Ben ok his overnight bag
fream the driver,

W hag

“Indicements, A bardse just vald nac

"What! When?"

"In the mornieg, The feds'l came i force, waving warrans. | had
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5 i all with Leroy, but e’ goea side with the peasicins o
s o, 1% weed 10 sewd @ meeriage fo BHIT Sireet, or some sisch shis, I've
[ handred tempa in there night now uking care of things.”

“Thinga!”

sqWhat does the cookie monster do 1o conkin?”

fhers was shaking. Mat crestive remoning cemter wan clesed.

“jewus, Darneyt Just aay it

sipt o the phine. Just ko ihat what Stalin did w0 e USSR, 5
happening (o our data. Bt you don't know amahing. As far as you'ts
concerised 0 jund another Sunday nighe "

=Wt shouild 1—"

=Mothang. G0 home, take a Xanax, sleep. [n the morning put on
o combartable st and moisturiee your wris, They're going 1o Exvos
fou  the office. You and Hoover and Tabisha, et ceters. We have

lgweyers @il TeEaver standing by to bail you out, but eyl be dicks
and haalil you the masimam ame allowed.”

“la il

“MNo. At Beit Bay. Yes, in jail. But don't worry. I've got 2 good lice
oy

He bung up. Hen stiood on the trmae, oblinous o the warm wind
and Sarah's concerned stare. Everything looked different now. The
ereeping fog, the shadows below the plane. Ben half expecied fiag lines
#a drop froim a helicopter sky, shock roops descending.

Ity happewing, e thought. The sbaolute wort-case scenario. | will
ke areeded, dndicied.

“lesus, Ben, you'ne like a ghost.”

Bekind them the two-man ground crew fintshed gasing up the
plane,

“No he sad, trying to pull himself wogether. “Mo, ity—1"m fine,
Jeit—same bad news from the markes, Asia”

The two mien pulled the hose back, away from the fselage. They
were wearing khaki coveralls and matching caps, their faces darkened
by shadow. One of them took a few steps away from the gas line,

159




Wik Wawliy

pulled out 3 pack of cigarenics He lie one, the fame Mgy

his face with an orange flicker. Ben squanteel st him. 1 phgy_y A
thought, but the face wem dark again. His fight-or-flaghy insting
p—— L LR if every Fear he had ever had
surrounding him in the fop. His heartheat was thunderow, yng he

shiverrd despite e heat.
Afeer & psoment be realized that Sarsh was alking 1o him,

“What!" he said

“1 said, thould | worry?”

whda b rokd her. Mo 16 junt—you know, I'm really booking fop.
ward to the trip we talked about. luly, Croana, 1 hink it'll be—1 doay
know—maybe we should go pamight "

She gook his srm
wriu're 30 ¢y, she tld him, squeening. He nodded. The firg

man finished wouring the fuel hose, chimbed ino the cab of the eruck.
The second man dropped his cigarere, ground it out, walked 1o the
pasenger door,

“| wouldn’t wanna be fying in this” he sasd.

And there's mmlingmmﬂhruwmuid it. An implicstion. Ben
e

“Why?" he sasd. Bar the man was already closing his door, Then
the track palled away. Was that & threat of some kind? A warning? Or
was he being parancid? Ben watched the rruck roll back o the hanga
umeil ey pillights were just two red spots in the fog.

“Bahe?™ wad Sarah,

Ben exhaled loudly, orying to shake it off,

“Weah," he waid,

Too Big to fail. That's what Barney had said. It was just a ploy. The
government was trying to make an example, but when it came down
o ia—the secrets be had, the implications to the financial market—
he had o believe thar Barney was right. That this thing would setle
quictly for a few milbon dollsrs. The truth was, he'd prepared for the
day, planned for ie. He'd have been an idiot not to, and if there Wi

b

oot (hing Der Kiaphing winn't it was an idsot, He had insilated himaelf
jinancially. hiding funds=not everything. of course, but a couple of
aallin. Theee was birigatos on retiiner. Yes, this was the wor-case
soemario, b it wai 3 scenario they had buils 3 foreress 1o handle

Lot dlacan e, he thought, surrendering himself to fige, then he
ﬂﬂfmj Sarah's hand, breathing again, and walked her to the plane.
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CUNNINGHAM

IT'S NEVER BEEN 1 sccrer thar Bill Cunningham has peoblems with
authoriny. I some ways thats has brand, che fire-breathing malcon-
pemt, and he’s framslated ot into a ten=million-dollar-s-yesr contrac
with ALC. But in the same way 3 man’s nose and ears become exag-
gerated as he ages, so do the psychological issues that define him. We
all become caricatures of ourselves, if we lve long enough. And o
owver the last few yean, as his power grew, 5o oo did Bill's fak you and
e Jeoree pout woude I on attibade. Until now, he's Been like some blood-
drinking Ronun caesar who believes deep down he may be a god.

Licimately, ithis is why he’s still on che air, after all the bullshat cor-
poruce crybabying over his alleged “phone hacking”™ Though, if he’s
being hanew {which he Bn't), he'd have o admin char David’s desth
had 3 kot ta do with it. A grief respome and power vacuum in 3 mo-
ment of crisis thar Bill was able 1o exploit by delivering what he calls
"khll'-'r‘ll'llp." but weas really a kind of moral bullying.

“You're gonna—" he said. “Jet me get this stasght, you're gonna
can me w2 monent of all-oue v

"Ball,” sand Don Liekling, “don't you do tha”

“Mo, [ want—you need to sy it on the record=—i0 when | sue
Yous aues for 3 billion dollars | can be specific on the stand while I'm
Jerkng off into some caviar”

165




L—___

ok Riwlup

[ etares at i .
“Jeius {3aveds deaid. Hin wike 1 ibead, Ha—

He ets quict for 3 nRomEnt, VETEOITIC by ”I" nnmensiy of i
=1 |,|n-:|-|:l.|r1||n|m|,|_h1nr And you're=—1 can't even sy i out loyg~
wpaetly” said Bill, “you can's. Dot | can. Thats what | do, |
things 0wt boud. | ok the guestions no one che i willing P
illions of people watch this chumne] because of that, Peaple who s
gonna it 19 MM if they turn oi G0F COVErage of the deagly of pigr
cram Rackinig Bow and 1ee SN second-string automaton with Fishey.
Prie wap-on hair peading his opinions off J ieleprompter, David and
it wie and doughter—wha, | held her at her fucking baptism—gg,
Iying somewhere al the hotrom of the Atlsaitie winh Beg “"'FhI‘-
wha I'm hearing was about 1o be indicted—and everybody’s using the
word anidest like nobody on earth had reason 10 want these people
desd, except then why did the man travel m a bulbetprool bmosine
and his office windows could pke & hit from 3 goddamn bazoolks?™

o looks aver at Franken, Bill's Lwyer, alreasdy knowing that in
the war berween common serne and marketing genius, marketing s
goeng bo win ot Franken smiles,

Crodeha

And that'’s how ig camse to pass that Bill Cunningham was back on
the sir Mandsy mormang, three hours sfter news of the crash broke.

He sat Befare the cameras, his hair snbrushed, in shiresleeves, his de
sskew, looking for ol meents and purposes like 3 man felled by griel
And yee, when he spoke, iy vaice was smong

“Let me be clear” be aid, "This arganization—this plangt—ha
loat a greas man. A friend and leader. | wouldn't be sicting in front of
youl maght now—"

He pased, collected hinnelf,

"1 il be throwing weather in Oklahoma, if David Bateman
hadnt seem potential where no one else could. W built this netwerk
together. | was his best man when he married Maggie. | am—1 war—
godisher to his dsughter, Rachel, And that is why | feel it i my

[
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abifiy 1o vee that his mander i solved, and that che killer or killers
e brought po justice.”

He leaned forward and wared it the lens,

wand yeu, | said prder, Because whatever else could it be? Two of
he mont Fmrl’ul mNCH N @ ity nl'ptuﬂl'ul men, whowe Fll-l'l-l.' i
sppears over the dark Adaneic, a plane serviced juit the diy befire,
o by top-notch pilots who reported no mechanical et 1o Hight
comtral, buit somehow dropped off radar esghieen minutes after take-
aff—book st my face—no one on earth can canvince me there wasn't
same kind of foul play imvelved”

The ratings that msorning were the highest in the hisgory of the
perwork, and they continued o climb from there, As the fire wreck-
s W found, the first bodies washed up on shore—Emma Lightner
fmand by a dog walker on Fuhers iland on Tuesday, Sarsh Kipling
hauded in by lobstermen on Wednesdsy morning—Bill seemed eo rise
abirve kimself, ke a relel pll:hrr in the baootom inrunp ol 3 too-
chote=to-<all gaine seven,

That day Bill spun cthe grim dicovery of human remaim roward
further mntrague. Where was Ben Kiphing? Where wa Dawid
Bateman? Didn't it seem conweniens that of the eleven peaple on the
e, passengens and crew, only seven bodies remained missing, in-
chading those of the rao men most likely o have been wrgeted by
a-yet-anknown forces? IF Ben Kiphing wan sicting wich his wife, a
had been reported, why was her body recovered and not has?

And where was this Scont Burroughs character? Why did he sull
st on hiding his face from the world? Is ie possible he was imalved
e bt

Chearly e knows more than he’s saying,” Bill eold che viewers at
home.

Sources imside the invemtigation had been fanneling ALC informa-
tion since the fir boots hit the ground. From chis, they were able o
berak the seating chart before anyone elie. They were abia the first to
beeak news of Kipling’ imsminent indicement.
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Haah Nemliy

iy n Hll whe beoke that the boy. I, had been asbeep when he ar.
the airfield and was carried onto the plane by his fathey. Ha

rived ’IJ nnection 10 the 0T, ihse marsthon hours he spem behing
pAs #F:” deik. ﬁ!"il“-'"“:" having b paus 1o calleci |'||||-|-|-,|.¢H'I Irisdde
S o viewes o change the channel Would be beeak down e,
:I‘l"ﬁ' What would he sy next? Howr after hour, Bl ca bl 5

+ kind of mareyr, Jimpny syewart on has (et i the Senate ”“ﬂ'hﬂ.

refunang 10 succumb of surrerder.
But m the dayy went on, even the back-channel leaks began o

seern fukse. Could there really be no new leads on the location of he
wreckage? And now that all the other outfit had che Kipling stony—
e Times ran a sx-thousand-word piece on Sunday that thowed
in manute dewil how has firm had Liundered billions fom Mo
Koara, Iran, and Libys—Bill became less inerested in digging for din
ihere. Hie was reduced 1o opinion pieces, to going over old ground—
poiniting 34 time lines, yelling at maps
And then be had an idea

Hill meets Mamor 2 3 dive bar on Orchard Street—black box, no viga
He chooses it because he figures none of the grungy liberal elite of the
nowveau riche knows his face. All the bearded Sarah Lawrence grad-
uates with their artisanal ales who think every conservative pundit s
Juik arotker friend of chear dad’s,

In preparation, Ball exchanges his erademark suspenders for
Toahure and leather bomber jacker. He looks ltke a former presadent,
trying to be coal=Bill Chnton at 2 U2 concert.

The bar—Swim!—is defined by low lighting and glowing foh
tanks, giving it the book of 3 mid-19%0s sci-fi sction movie, He onden
3 Badwener jun-ironically) and finds a table behind a big saltwater
sk, then waeches the door for his man. Sitting behind the tank gve
the illusion that he is underwater, and throsgh the glass the room take
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o 3 fanhouse-mireor quality—like what o hipuer bar would look like
Jjier the oceans rose andl comsumed the earth, Ith juwm siter mine pm
o the place is bl filled with beo-clsters and hipster firt dates. Bill
ps the king of beers and checks out the bocal talent—blond gir, de-
cent ties, @ [sigle chubby Some kind of East Asian numiber with a s
g Filipina? He thinks sbout the law girl he fucked, & rmenmy-wo-
year-old itemm from (W he bent over has desk, coughing his ongaam
oo her broswn hair after six phoriowas. mimaies of waioh the door! jack-
T TENE

His man cters b a rabncodt, an wsmoked cigarente tucked behind
b ear. He books around canally, sees Billy comacally overaee head
magnified through the fish tank, and approaches,

I ssuming you thought you were being sealtby” he says, did-
ing into the baath, “choosing this dump.”

“My core audience are fifty-five-year-old white men who need
pwa heaping sablespoom ol fiber to make 3 halbamy-decent shit ey
moeming. | think we're in the clear here”

“Except you camie by town car, which is lottering at the curb this
very minte, drawing attention.”

“Shir," says Bill, pulling oue his phone and relling his dreiver 1o awle,

Ball meet Mamor on a yunket 10 Germany during the second Bush’s
ferst regimie, Mamwor was introduced to him by 3 local NGO a5 a mans
t kvst. And right ofl the bat the kid was feedang him gold. S0 Bill
cultivated him, buying him meals, theaser oickets, whatever, and mak-
oy himell available whencver Mamor fele like walking, which wa
wially north of one thimy in the morning.

"What dad you find out?” he asks Mamore after his phone is back in
his pocket,

Mamor looks around, gauging volume and distance.

“The civilians are easy,' hie rys, “We're already up on the flaght
aendunt’s father, the pilots mother, and the Bateman sunt and
ungle

“Bleanor and—what's i?—Doug”

164




-

L—

Howh Hiwlep

i
" !;;t:mull e IHHT'" v HI". "“"I|I|HI'I|I; “1! ‘n.'llhm

Jottery. It gotta be something lske three hundred millon the ki
hens” -

bt alen,” sayy MNamor, “he's an orphan

oo hoo, 1 uith | was an orphin. My mother raised me in 4
boardinghouse and wed bieach for hirth contml.”

u\Lell, taps are up there on all ihree phones, hiem, his, and home,
And we'ne seeing all their electronic mesages before they do”

« hndl thas feed goes where!”

“| uet up iy apooun Yo Il get the info by coded pesg when
we walk out ionight. | sha hacked her wobce mail so you can ey
fate at night whide you're humping your | D™

“Trwe e, | et v musch pussy—whien | go home at night the osly
thang | put ey cock n is ke”

i emand me not 10 onder 3 mangafila 8 your houe™

Hill inshes his beer, wave at the bartender ior & secamd,

"And what sbowt King Neptune,” e says, “the long-thdmee
wwmaner!”

Mamar sips has beer

“Nothing™

“Whaddya mean, nathimg? Ith two thouwansd fifteen.”

"What can | say? He's 3 throwback, Mo cell phone, doen't seat,
pays all s il by madl®

“Mext ching you're gonna tell e 1 e a Trowkyie"

“Nobody's 3 Troedkyite anymore. Mot even Troesky”

"Probably “cause be's been dead for fifty years.”

A veaitrens brings Bill 2 new beer, Namaor sagnabs he wants one toa.

"Mt lean,” wys Bill, “ocll me where this fucking Boy Scout i—on
wht plimet”

Mamar thinks abous thar.

“What's got you 0 bent about this guy?™ he asks.

“What are you talking about?”
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“1'm sl uying—this swimmer—everybody ehe thinks he' s

fier
fiall makes a face like the word has made him physically vick.

“That's ke saying everything that’s wrong with the country i what
gutkes it grest”

-nluﬂhl bait—"

=home (uiled drink hobnobbing with men of somal scooimplish-
ment, 4 hinchhiker on thee Boatsirap expren.”

s dant kisow what ihar="

“Hel a fraud, I'm saying. A nobody. Muschng his way into the
'I-P"'umh" playnng the humble knight, when the acrual hevoes, the
great mven, are dbeasl an the bottom of the deep blue bullshit. And of
phat's what we call & hero in two thousand Gifteen, then, buddy, we're
fucked.”

Mamor picks his weth, Ith no skin off his nose cither way, but
there’s & big ask here, & bt af laws about to be broken, 1o ity probably
warth being sure,

“He saveil the kikl," e says,

“So what? They train dogs o wear whankey barrels and find warm
boskies kn an svalanche, bui you don't see me teaching my kids 1o Erow
g 1o be imalamunes.”

Mamor thinks about that.

“Well, he didn'y go home”

Uil stares at him. Nansor smibes withowt ieeth,

“I'm sifting through some chatter. Maybe he'll um up™

"t you don't know=—# what you're aying”

"1, For once. | don't know

Il pumps his leg, suddenly uninterested in his second beer.

“1 mean, what are we talking about here? A drunken degenerate?
A bilack ops sleeper agent? Some kind of Romen?™

“Or maybe he' just a guy who got on the wrong plane and saved
aliad”

Bill makes a face.
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Hpeh Nawlep

o Thath the b slary. Everybody’s goi the l'urhm! hvern Hory, |y
puman bnbioe pallibyit. You cam't tell me that this &rr-d-ur "lﬁ-hﬁn
gets & weat on that plane Jut becsssa el & ""d"'l' By | couldn's e,
get & ride on the plane three weeks ago. Had to take the #dedam,
ferry” .

"l'luﬂ‘l‘-l ||.|:|.|'|'rl|' -|1||.'|-I|'|'IIIH'_|' ek & W-"d ok S

"Fack you. Im & great Amenican. Hemwr ia that met asore (I -
than what? Beang micel”

The waitrens brings Namor's second beer. He sips it

“Here’s the thing” he says “Mobady stays buried forever, Soome
oe Later, this guy goes 10 the deli 10 buy a bagel and somebody gew
cell pharse photo, Or he calls someons we've already apped.”

“Like Frankbn s NTSB

“ told you, Thar one’s micky”

*Fuck you, You said anybody. You said pick 2 name fom the phons
ook ™
“Look, I can get his personal line, bug not the satphone.”

“What about email?™

“In time, maybe. But we goma be careful, They monitor everything
naoni, sance the Parsor Acc™

“Which you called amateur haur, Get soimne sack already”

MNamor II.E'B.. He has his eye on the blonde, who's IEH‘EHEM
while her date is in the can. Once he has her name he can fob up
naked selfics in bess than fifteen minutes.

"My memory i you ssid we had 1o cool it for 3 while” be @y
“Wawn't that the H‘lﬂn: call? Burm :'ﬂ:-r!.r:]ting. Wit for Y n_p'l-ﬂ."

Bl waves bim off,

*That was before ISI5 killed my friend "

“Or whoewer™

Bill stands, zips his bomber,

“Look,” he sy, "y 2 simple equation. Secren plas cechmalogy
equalt no more secrets. What this thing needs is a brain trust, someons
“m“&mﬂﬁﬂﬂhﬁgﬂxtmmﬂhiﬂd"

L
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WEFQRE TEL Paki

wernicnial; personal, fucking forensic weather dats—and he—this
evated godhead—uses that indormation 1o paint the read picouse, un-
ot wha's lying ani who' telling the erach "

a e that semeone is i,

spucking A right,” wys Bill, and walks owt v his town car,

173




s o e o

e

FUNHOUSE

SCOTT SITS ALONE bt might and warches himself on television, Iy
s et an act of narcisism and more 3 SYMptom of verugo. To see his
face omscreen, feaures peversed, to have chibdhood photos—how &
they el e P—=ianeartbed and displayed 1n a public foraem (between
commercials for sdult duapers and minivans), to be told the sory of
his gwn Bie, & if in 3 game of relephone. A sory that resembles his
ownt. bt st Bomn in the wrong hospatal, attended a different ele-
mentary school, sudied panting in Cleveland instead of Chicago—
like looking down and seeing someonc chie’s shadow follow you on
the sireet. He has 3 hard enough time these days knowing who be 8
without this senbent doppelginger out there, This thind-person him
mow 3 subjecs of rumar and speeulation. What wai be doing on ther
pline? Lawt week he was an ordinary man, anonymous. Today be 2
character in 3 detective storg. The Last Mun 1o See the Vieims Alive or
Savier of the Child, Each day he plays his role, soene by scene, sithing oa
sofis and hard-backed chains, answering questions from the FBI ad
NTSE, going over and over the detailb—what he rermembers, what he
docia’t. And then seeing the headbines in the paper, hearng e
bodsed voices fram the radic.

A hem, They are calling him a hero. It i+ not 3 wond he &0
handle right now, being so far oumside his own sense of himself, the
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_arrative he has created that allows him o finction—3 broken man
with idest ambitsons, 3 former backeut drunk wha ves TICHTIENE-
L e hand-to-mouth. And so he keeps his hesd down,
W;“‘E CAMECTaE.

Occasionally he 15 recognized on the subway or walking down the
speet. To rhese Penpﬂr e is K-l.'.ll'l'lll.‘ihllllL imore than a n;r.l:hr.q,-_ Yo, youw
woved that ki, Toereed ;«:lufniﬂlr i ibark, broo Do mi_ﬁﬁln d shark? He
s treated not like royalty—as if his fame i bused on something rare—
pot mare ke a guy from the neighborhood who got lucky. Because
what did he do really. excepr swim? He is one of them, 3 nobody who
did good. And so when he i recognized, people approach smiling.
They wani to shake has hand, take a picoure. He survived a plane crash
snd saved a kid. There is juju to woaching him, the same boovt vou get
fom & lcky penny or & @abbits foor. By doing the impomibie he=—
fike Jack—proved that impoasible i posible. Who woubda't want w
fubs up o that?

Seont smides and tries 1o be riendly. These convemations are dif~
ferera from what he asumes it will feel Bke o alk w the pres.
They're contact on 3 human level. And though e feels seli-conscious
be makes sure he i never rude. He undentands that they want him to
e special. [t impomant 1o people that he be special, becanse we need
ipecial things i our lves, We want to bebieve that magic 1w sall pos-
iible. 50 Scote shakes hands and accepts the hug of random women.
He asks that they not take his pictuge, and most respect that,

“Let’s keep this private,” he says. "It means more when it's just you
and me”

Peaple like this wdea, that in a time of troe mass media, they could
hawe 3 '|.I|'|i:|_u: c:tp:ri:ncc, DBt not EVETYONE. Some take s pi[l:l.l.l'c
brazenly, as if it is their right. And athers gee upset when he refuses
to poie for 3 photo wath them, An older womamn calls him an assthole
outide Washington Square Park, and he mods and tells her she's right.
He 1 an asshole and he hopes she has a great day,

“Fuck you,” she tells him,
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Neah Aewley

e sncinted 3 hew by your Eellow muan. you lose the Fight 4,
peivacy: You begome an object, wripped of some unquatkifisble |,
mansfy, B iff youl have: won 3 ot h‘.kr? Jljlﬂ WOLA o0k &r“hﬂ
e ino dcy. Th P S of Good Luck 1 oy g,
rering what you wanned for yourself, AN that manes s the e
played o the lives of others. You arc a rare bumerfly hﬂld%!|
.ngm;ng:ll:' 1o e sum

O the thind day he stops going oueide.

He is living in Laylas third-floor guest apartment. It is 2 gpage o
pure white-—whte walli, whate Roor, white ceiling, white furndngp.
5 i he has died ansd moved on to some kamd of heavendy limba, Timme,
ance mired in hard-fought routme, becomes fungible, To wake (.
strange bed. To make coffee with unfamiliar beans, To life rich pog,
soweh froem seli-closing cupboards and feel their hoael texture agsing
yous #kan. bn the living room there is 3 bar filled with Scottish maly
and clear Rusian coursge. & cherrywood, mid-century case with an
claborse folding lid. Scott stared at it for a long time that firsg sghe,
the way 4 man im 3 cersaim mental state regards a gun cabanet. So many
ways 1o die, Then he covered the bar with a blanket, moved 3 chairin
Bron of w1, mever o ook at it again.

Samewhere, the Kipling wafe and that besutiful flight sttendang are
lying faceup om & steel slab. Saral, that was her name, and the modd
in the shon dkart wa Ewesa Lighiner, Several times a day he reviemy
the manses ke & Zen koan, David Bareman, Magpe Baterman, Race

Me thought he had come to terms with this thing, i full impot,
hllhtrt“'nm&ir‘;bwuhg meews that hodies had been found
that threw him off halance. They're dead. All of them. He know
they're dead. He wan there, in the ocean. He dove bencath the
wave. There could be o survivors, but hearing the mews, seeing
'}H;Uﬂl-ﬂﬂ—_ﬁ'qu'nwmfﬁmBHM| m:l:—nu.ﬂtlh"hk

'!J'ﬂslﬂ-ﬂkhrwurkpp ot frosm under you only after a ¢SS
1 over.
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The mother is selll ot there, the father snd ssier, o are the pilots,
Charlee Busch and James Melody. S0 s Kipling, the trastor, and the
Ftemans’ security man, bured somewhere deep beneath the wave,
cuayang in permanent back,

He should go home, he knows, back to the island, bt he can’t.
Fot same FEasor he fimnd himeself unable o face the hife he ance Fved
o, i this case, being jus days aga, as if Bnesr ime means arvy-
shing t & man whao's survived what be's sarvived. There i before and
ihere s after), unable to approach the linle white gate on a quiet sandy
road, 1o step over the old slip-on shoes left absently by the door, one
behind the other—the toe of the back shoe still resting on the heel
of the front, where e stepped out of i He feels unable o reurn
1o ehe mulk in the frdge gome sour, and kis dogh ad eves, Tha &
his home, the man on TV who wears Scott's shirts and squing. into
e bens off old photopraphs—dre miy sem teeih that mealeed® Ulnable 10
face the gaundler of cameras, the endless barrage of questions, Talk-
g b0 P.gp-k-m'i the subwary 15 one l|1i.|1g,I hqni&;h'ming|h: Filasei—
ghat’s something he can't handle, A statement becomes a pronounce-
ment when delivered o the crowd, Random obsenanons become
part of the public record to be replaved for all eternaty, Auto-Tuned
snd memified. Whatever the reason, he Feels unable to retrace hi
sep, 40 withdraw to the place he lived “before” And so be sits on s
bormowed sofa of the now and wares out ac the weetops and brown-
woncs of Bank Street.

Where 15 the boy at this moment? In a farmhouse somewhere i
the coamry? At a breakfia table surrounded by spiloy green straw-
EBerry tops and cakcifying oatmeal splotches? Every nighs befre hed,
Seott has the wame thought. In sleep he will dreans of the boy lost
im an enidless black ocean, dream of his Dopplered criev—nowhiene
ind everywhere at once—as Scott splashes around, half drowming,
'|ﬂ:r|:|'|i||'|.g bk never ﬁfuhns_ But the dream does not come. Inszexd
there i only the deep vacuum of decp. It occurs to him now, sip-
g cold coffee, chat miaybe these are thee boy's dreams. A projecoon
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Heak Hewley

of his ey, fioating on gl jet sEreani like 3 dog whimle only &m
cin heir.

Is the bond berween them real or implied. 3 producy of gy,
dea bt has comtraceed like a svarust To wve this child, to haye iy
cling 1o you fisr exght exhwosting hours, o carry him in VOIF aray
1o the howpital—dsd that create new pathways in the brain? Ly g,
life saved enough? He is hame now, this child the woekd knows ]
but whom Scott will abways chink of umply as the boy. Safe and cypy
fist by & new family, by the qunt and her—well, Jer's be }m"'““'—ﬂ.’gi].
haiband. An inskang millsonasre hundreds of ames over who will nevey
want for amything, a0d him ot cven five. Scott saved his Bfe, g
hamn 3 uture, the chamce of happines. lin't that enough?

Hee dials imfosmation and asks for the aunt’s namber 1o Westcheer
It i nime pm. He has s abone in the apartment for two days seraighe.
The operatar comnects him and a5 be listens to the phone ring he
wonders what he is domng.

O the sixth ring she answers, Eleanor. He photures ber fuce, the
poury cheeks and sad oyes,

“Hella?"

She soands wary, a5 i only bad mews comes after dark.

“Hey, ity Soom.”

HAust she's already talking.

"We already made 3 statement. Can you please respect our pi-
varyt™
“Ma, ity Scoet. The paimter. From the hospital ™

Her voice softens,

=, sorry. They just—they won't leave us alone. And he's just 2
boy, you know? And bis mom and dad anre—"

"I know, Why do vou think I'm hiding out?"

A silence aa she switches from the call she thought it was to the
reality—a human moment with her nephew’s savior,

"I wish we could” che says. ~I mean, its hard enough godg
throagh thin all in peivate, withoutr—"
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1" sue: Is he—"

p, pause. Scott feeks be can hesr her thinking—how muck shawld
Jhe trust kim? How much cam she ay?

At Hek, you kv, he's mot really walking. We ook him o 3
th;m;n—t mean, | did—and he sid, just—give kin fime, So I'm
ot prEng:”

«That sounds—1 can’t imagine whar iy hke—"

e doen't cry. Mot that he—1 mean, he'’s four, so how much can
ke really understand? Bt soild, | chought he'd ory”

Seott thinks about this. Whar's there to say? “He's just processing. |
fess. Something that—trasmatic. | mean, for kids whatever they go
threugh 15 pormal, righ? | mean, in their heads, They are learning
what the world i, so that's what he thinks nowe That planes crath and
peogle die and you end wp in the drink, Which, maybe he's having
weond thoughts sbout the whole thing if that's whar kife on this earth
wall—"

“1 know”™ alse says. Aded they dit for 2 minwte in 3 sdlence thar i
prither awkward nor uncomfortable. Just the sound of wa people
thinking.

“Dioug doesn't ralk much either. Except about the money. 1 caught
lim the other day downloading spreadsheet software, Bur—
emsationally? | think he's freaked out by the whole thing”

llshn?h-

“Yeah, hev—you know, he's not good with people. He had a hard
chaldhcod 100"

“¥You mean, owenty-five years ago?™

He can hear her smile over the phone.

“Be mice”

Seont likes the sound of her woice, the pace of it. There & an impli-

catson of ingimacy to it, & if they have known esch other 2 long, long
e

"Met that I'm one 1o @ik he vells her. “Given my track record
with women™

L)




“That is bait | will not take." she s,

They talk for & while sbout the daily routine. She gen up with iy
ey wihitle Eroug aleepi—he e 10 bed lave, it seemmm. |] likey ot
hl.'..lkr-lll and cam ik a whole container of Blueberries in one s
Thay o art propcn untid nap time and in the stemoons he ke, ol
look for bugs i the yurd. Lk wash days they st on the porch i
wave o the haulers.

u i, ornaal kid, hasically!” she sy

"o you think he really understands what happened?”

A long pause, then she sy

g 'I'“'“r"

. i

ON WEDNESDAY THE funerals begin, Sarsh Kipling is first, ber re-
puaina bursed 0 Mount Zion Cemetery in Chicem, & pravevard
e shadow ol looming pre-war smokestacks, & il there i 3 factory
pext dood maawscturing bodies. Palice hold the news rucks e 5 car-
doned srea on the south side of the wall, Itk & cloudy day, the sir
uilied, mopacal. Thundertorna are forecaar for the aftemoon and al-
readdy you can feel the umsended electricity in the stmsosphere. The line
of Black cars wrecches all the way 1o the BOE, family, friends, pobncal
fgures. There will be eight more before this i through—asuming all
e badics sre recovered.

Owverbiead, helicopters circle, Scouw srvives in 3 vellow cab. Hes
weasing 3 black sait found in Layls’s guest closer. [t a uze oo bag,
loag in the sleeves, In 3 dreser drawer be found, conversely, a small
white shart, too cight in the meck, that leaves a noticeable gap under
b necktie. He's shaved badly, cutting himself in two places. The sight
o by blood 1 the bathroom mirrer and the sharp slice of pain sarded
b back 1o 2 kind of realing

He can willl et sl water in the back of kis throat, if he's being
haneit, even in sleep.

Why it be alive and they dead?

Scont tells the driver to Jeave it ranning and steps out into the mug,
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s sanent e wanden if the bey will be lere—he forgar 0 ke
bt chem he chinks, 11he wld Iy & [0GKler 10,4 Senamger’s gy

The wuth s, he doesn’t know why he came here, He j e
rm:!;:i:::;d,h,ﬂ“,m him as he wakks up. There are pwg
gl.l.ﬂh in black nnging the grave. He sees them see him, He j ke
lghtning that has wruck twice in the same place. An anomly 1,
— L

sanding at 4 respectful dintance he sees half s dozen men in sy
Oiwe 14 Gus Franklin. He recognizes rwn of the others, Agent O/
froam the FBI and the other n—Agent something or other from, wiy,
i in. the Treasury? They mod 1o himm,

As the rabbi rlks, Scott watches dark clouds move over the iy
line, They are an 2 planct called Earth at the hean of the Milky
Wy galaxy. Spinming, abways spinning. Everything in the anivep,
sppears to move in & circular partern, celestial objects rotaing in or-
bat. Forces of push and pull that dwarf the induitry of man or bea
Even in planetsry terms we are small—one man aflost in an e
tire ocean, 4 ipeck in ehe waves. We believe our capacity for renoes
makes us bigger than we are, our shility to understand the infimo:
vastruess of celestual bodder. Bur he truth s, this sense of scabe only
shrisks us.

The wind kicks up. Scoet tries not to think about the other bodia
sill buaried with the plane—Captain Melody, Ben Kipling, Magge
Dstemnan and ber daughter, Rachel. He pictures them there, bike 3 low
letter in the lightless decp, swaying silertly to unheard nasic as the
crate. comsume thewr nowes and toes,

When the fneral ends, 3 man approaches Scon. He has a iy
carriage 3ol & hardsome, beathery face, as iF he spemt mﬂhﬁw
mn e bot Arizoas sun,

“Scost? I'm Michael Lightner, My daughter was—"

“Vnow” says Scom sofily. “1 remember her”

They sard among the tombutones. In the distance there is a domed

BEFORE VHE Fail

gusniobeu, sopped by the figure of a man, one kg raised, walking
il in hand, 3 ¥ 1o say even now the journey was not done. He
., dwarted by the aty skyline, gleaming in the lite-afiermonn SLATK, B
hat i you wnfocused your eyes you could convince vouirselil that all
e busildings are just toimbitones of a daffepen kind, towering edifices
of emembrance and regeet,

=| reas] somewhere that you're a paimer” Michael safh. He takes a
pack of cigarettes from his shart pockes, taps out & smoke.

“Well, | pasnt.” says Scott. I that makes me a painter, | guess I'm
a painder.”

“ fly airplanes,” says Michael, “whach | abways thought made me 3
piot”

He smoke for 3 naoment.

“| wamt b thank you for what v dhid" he says,

“Living!™ says Sooa,

“Mo. The boy, | dicched once in the Bering Strait on a life raft, snd
ehat wa—1 had supphies.”

“Da you remember Jack Lalammed™ acks Scon. “Well, | went to
Lan Francisco when | was 3 Kid and he was swammang acrom the bay
pulling a boat behind ham. | thought e was Superman. So 1 joined
the swim team.”

Michacl thinks about that. He is the kind of man you wish you
could be, poised and confident, but salty somchow, 35 i he eakes
things seriouly, but not too seriously.

“They used 1o broadcast every rocker liunch on TV he sy, *Neil
Armstrong, John Glenn. 1d sit an the living room rog and you could
almast feel the Azmes”

"D you ever make it upt”

“Mo. Flew fighter planes for 2 long time, then trained pilot.
Couldn't bring myself to go commencial.”

“Have they told you anything?™ asks Scot. “Abaut the plane!”

Michael unbuttons his jacket.

“Mechanically it seemed sound. The pilot didn't report any ssues
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ot an carlier run acroas the Atdantic that morning, and ingingey,
45 full service the week before. Flun, | looked over Melody), g,
your pilot, and be's spotles—though human erme—cin't e oy,
W don't have che Aight reconder yet. but they let me vee the sy tra;
canirol reparts and there were ne maydayy o alarma.”

Iy wan l’uﬁ.n'"

Bl ac huael o

“Thats & visual probem. Maybe you get some turbaibence e
——— variathon, but i a jet Iike that, ﬂrln“ h'!l' |nwl M
wouldn't huve been a facton”

Scon waiches 3 helcopter come m from the north, gliding along
the river, too far yway b0 hear the blades.

“Tell rioe about her” he 1y

“fmma? Shev—war—You have kids and you think | made pou, 44
we'pe il sawe, bul it not moe, Yoal just get to bive with them for
while and maybe help them figure things out.”

He drops has cigareree on the wet ground, puts a foot on i,

“Cam you—" b wys, “anything about the Right, about ber, you
can tell me¥™

Her izt mamientd, he B saying

Scott thimks about what be can sy—that she served him s drisk?
That the game was on and the two millionaines were jawing and ane
af the millanaine’s wives was alking about thopping?

“She did her job" he says. “1 mean, the Aight was, what, eighteen
manudes borsg? And 1 got there raght before the doors chosed.”

“Ma, 1 anderstand,” says the father, bowing his head to hide his
disappainement. To have one maore picce of her, an image, o feel ane
more anie that he can learn something new, it a way to keep her
alive an his mind,

“She was kind,” Scon 1elh him.

They stand there for 3 moment, nothing left to say, then Michael
mods, offers has hand. Scotr shakes it, tries to think of something
®0 sy that could sddress the grief the other man must be feeling.

-T-—
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i Michael, sensing Sootts turmosl, turns and walls sway, his back

fght
m;ﬂ agenis approach Scoet on his way back 1o the cab, O Brien
e jeaid, with G Franklin on his eel—one hind on ihe agein’s
dpoider a8 i1 10 say, Loave the fucking puy alone.

shly, Burmighs.”

geol stogs, has b an the ax) door,

“we really don't want to bother you today” wys Gus,

=1ty not ealled barkering,” sys O Brien. "Iy called awr job”

geout thrags, no way aroumid it

AEL AN, LY Seocr, V1 don's veant o do Ehay on camera”

The <ab is 3 minivan. Scou rolk the door bagk, climbs inside,
el s on the back bench seat, The agents look at each other, then
dimb in abo, Gus in front, O'Brien and Hex in the middle jump
it

“Thaink you,” sy Scon. "'ve lived thia hf‘ withiut being cap-
wred by helicapter camera—"

“Weah, we notced,” says O Brsen. “You're not a big fan of social
Ay needia,” sy Hex,

“How’ the search going!™ Scon ks Gus.

Goass burns ko the driver, a Senegalese man.

“Can you give us a minute?”

"Ity my cab

Gius taloes ot has wallet, gived the man poventy dollars, then anocher
rwenty when that doesn't work. The driver cakes it, chmbs out,

“Hurricane Margaret is moving north from the Caymans,” Gus tells
oAt “We've had o call off the search for now.”

Scoat closes his eyes. Maggie, Margaret,

“Yeah,” says Gus. “Its 3 had joke, bot they nanse these things at the
beginning of the season.”

“You seem pretry upset,” says O'Brien.

Scott squines at the agent.

185




I Fpeh Eawley

am

h-____‘

o died i 3 plarst erash andd now there's » hq".”""{ﬂm
o' mot sure how 1'm supposed to seemy»
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ok i Muakes it fun,” says O Brien.

“Peaple are dead” Gus 1naps. “Tha 't a game.”

“With pespect.” iy ¥ Brien, “pen focus on what made the plang
go down. We'll zevo in on the hunin fapor.”

“Unbew” says Hex, “the two :Iiin[p e :.{luaﬂjr the e

geoit sits hack and closes his eyes. They appear 10 be having iy
comersation without him now and he focli weary. The ache in by
shoulder b sibsided, but there is 3 hesdache creeping up dhe tim of
b beain, 3 deep-tisue eche of the swelling baromietric pressare o,
e

=1 thank e fell mleep.” sy Hex, sudying him.

“You know wh deeps in 2 police sation?” says O'Drien,

“The guy who did i.” sy Hex.

“¥om oy should get vour own radio staion,” says Gus. “Mormng
spoen. Traffic amd weather together on the eighn”

V' Brien taps Seott’s chew.

“We're thinking of getting 3 warrant to look at your painting.”

Scom apenn bis eyes,

"What would that look like?™ he auks. *A warrant to Jook af e
He pichares & draweng of 3 document, s artist's rendering,

"It a pece of paper signed by a judge that lets us seire your it
i O fewen,

“Ur inaybe come over Thursday night,” says Scote. 'l serve white

wane i paper cups and put out a tray of Stella [ oro breadsticks. Ha
¥ou been 1o 3 gallery apening before?™
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«p've been to the fucking Louvre.” maps O'Brien
g ihat mear the regular Louvee:™

«This is ™Y investigation,” 25 Gus, "Mobody’s setnng anything

sichout talking b0 e
ot hoolks ok the wimdow. All the mourners are gone now. The

1 junk @ hade an the ground, filling with rainwater 23 bwo meen in
coveralls spand under & canopy of elm and smoke Camel Light,

wihar practical value could my paintings have, in your mind?™ he
ala.

He truly wants to know, 25 3 man who has spent [wasted?) twency-
five years smiudging color on canvas, ignored by the world, chasing
windialls, A man who hai pesigned himsell wo impracocality and ir-
relevaice.

=lg% pot what they are.” says OFBrien, "It what chey're abouwt”

“[haster paintings, says Hex. " Thae's from your agent. Pictares of
car wrecks and train crashes”

“Which,” says O'Brien, "putting aside the intrinsic fucked-upnes
off that a8 an ant Form, & iteresting 1o us on a peocodural level. As in,
maybe you ot tired of looking for disater to paint, decided to cause
your own,”

Seott looks at them with intecest. What fascinsting brains these men
have, creating phots and decepiion from whale cloth, His eyes move to
G, wha s pinching te bridge of lis nose & if i great pain.

“How woukd that work?" Scott asks, “On a practical level. A pen-
nileis painter with a three-legged dog. A man who spends bis days
thasmg something he can't define, A story with no verbs. How does
thas iman—I don't even know how to pug it=gurni”

It happens all thie time,” says O Brien. “Small men i saall rooms
thinking biy thoughts. They start thinking things, going to gun shows,
looking up fertilizer bombs online.”

“I don't g anlme,”

“The phiysical focking library then. Notiee me, 15 the point. Fe-
venge.”
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#Cin who, for what?™
“Anyone. Everyone. Theie matheri, God. The kid whe b“iﬂtrud

phens in gym chiss”
“In the sceual class?” s Scodt. “In front of everyvbody ™

e now you're joking. but 'm being serious.™

“No. Ith intercsting fo me 1 all,” sy Score. “How your mgny
werke. Like I sasd, | walk on the beache | :u'l.|r||i:-rlnﬂ"l:qr-:1-...|-|.|:,.,_“.m_lul_h_r
mta oy cup. | think abour image, about color and mixing miedis, Thy,
& mew to me., this kind of televiston projection.”

“Why do you paist what you paint®” asks Gus quiedy.

el says Scom, “1 mean, I'mi not sane n'aﬂ'g,l. I wmed ko da Lind.
scapes and then | just started purting thangs in them. | gaess 1'm trying
b undentand the world. | mean, when you're young you expect your
life e go well, or #t least you sccept that thats poisible. That life cqq
be navigaied. I you choose 3 path, or even if you don't, because how
many peaple do you know who end up on top by accademt? They fall
imto something, But what | fell into was bourbon and nry own w-
hale"

“I'mn falling sleep over here,” says O Brien.

Seoet cantiues becanse Gus alked, and, because e asked, Scom as-
warnet he sctaslly wane to know:

“People pet up in the mornang and they thunk i another day
They make plans, They move in 3 chosen direction. Bue it’s not an-
other day. [t the day thear erain deraids or 3 tormado towches down or
the ferry snks™

"Wex. It's both real, and—to me—a metaphor. Or it was—ten diys
ago. Back when [ thought panting & plane crash was just a clever way
1o hide the fact that I'd ruined oy Life”

“So you did paint a plane crash,” says Hex.

“We're gonina wanma see thar” says O Brien.

Through the window, Scott warches the men drop their cigaretee
buns in the mad and grab their shovels. He thinks about Samb

.
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Kipheg, who humored him on 3 wnny day in August, 2 weak hand-
<hakt, 3 perinctory smale, 'Why i the in the ground and not him?
He thanks of Maggie, of her daughter, nime vears old, They're both a
the beatain of the ocean somewhere and he i hﬂhhﬂhin;, baviag
4 CORVETRMID abssut ant thatr w ||;.|]|3.- ¥ cofversation abowt death,

Came by anytime” be tel them. “The paintings are there. Al
you fhave b do T TR Om the hﬂhu"

He has the cab drop him at Penn Station, figuring that with all the
peews 3t the fumeral someone will have lollowed the cab, and 28 he
pushes cheough the doors he sees 3 geeen SUV pull up 1o the curb and
3 wun in 3 denim jacket jump out. Scott moves quickly 1o the sub-
way, descending o the downtown number 3 train platform, Then he
doubles back and makes his way to the uptown platform. As he does
he sees his pursaer in the denim jacker appear on the doamtown side,
He ha 3 camsera oun amd a5 the uptown wain sharks in, the man sees
Scoet and rames his camers 1o get 3 shot, Scott tares on his heels 5
ehe oruin screeches pa him, obscuring his fice, He heers the dulce of
s aned the subweary ding and backs through the doars. He sin, holding
tn bhand in fromt of his face. As the doors clase he peers through his
open fimgens, and a the train pulls out he catches a glinpse of denim
on the far track, camera still raied, peaving for 3 shot,

Scom ridey uptown three stops, then gets out and ke the bas go-
ing dowmtown, He s in a new world now, collision city, filled with
uspicion and diserust. There is no room for absiract thought here, no
Poscart B ruamanate on the matare of things. Thas » the other thing thae
died i the trbulent Adlantic. Tos be an artist is to live at ance in the
warld and apart from it Where an engineer sees form and function,
= arhist sees micaning. A toaster, to the engineer, is an array of nee-
“hanical and ebectrical components that work together to apply heat
10 bread, creating tomt. To the artist, a toaster i everything ehe. It
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s & comiort creation machans, one of many micchanical beoey G
dwelling that creste the ilusion of home. Anthropomorphized, i ‘
hang-jawed man who wever tes of esting. Open his mowth gng o
i the bread. But poor Mr, Toaster Owen. He's a man whao, g s
how moch he gags, b NEVET truly fed.

Seott cats cereal for dinner, still dressed in his borrowed it tie ukey
It fech dnrepeeciul to ke i aff somehow Death, so Permanens
for the dead, should be more than just an afternoon activity for the
maugners. % he st and shovels and chews in all black, like 3 break-
{air ndertaker.

He i igamding a1 the wink, wathing his single dish and spoon, whes
he hears the front door open. He knows without looking that it
Layla, the sound of her heek and the smell of perfume.

“hre you decent?™ she sys, coming into the kitchen.

Hie lays bis bowl o che dish rack to drain,

“I'm trving to figure owt why you need place setmng for thimy™ ke
wys, “Cowboys used to wavel the country with a single plate and fark
anul spoon.”

I nhuar wiha you are?” the aski. "4 -mwtrw?'“

He goes 1o the living room and sits an the soffa. She palls the blan-
ket off the roll-top bar and pours herself’ a drink,

“Are you keeping the boase warm or—3"

“I'm an alcobobe” he tells her, 1 thank ™
She sigs her drink,
“You think.™
“Well, probably a safe bet, given that when | stare drinking | cant

B0
"My father i the riches alcoholic on the planct, Forbes did an

article, how he probably drinks three hundred thousand a year in top-
sheli boaze ™
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apdaybe put that on his tomibitane ™

She smiles, sies, her shoes dropping from her feet. She curls her
right ie§ under ber lefi.

wThat's Serge’s suie”

e reachs for the te.

“U'm WY

epg” she says. "I fine. He's in Romanis now, | think. O ta his
aext epic Puck.”

oot watches her drink her scowch. Ouiside the rain wmacks and
ureaks the windows.

= are a peach once,” he says, “in the Arizona desert, that w better
yhaen ary ex 1've ever hiaed”™

=Carefal.” she telh hism, “1 may tabe chae as 2 challenge."

Afiet shee's gone he carries her glas to the sink. There is stil  finger
of seeach irade and befose e poan it into the dnk he halds i 1o his
chin and smells, eransporsed by that familiar carthy pear. The liver we
fior, boe thinks, are filled usth holes. He ringes the glas and Lays it upsade
dom bo dradm,

Scott goxs inbo the bedroom and bies down on the bed, it sill
o, Fe tries 1o imsagine what it's like to be desd, but can't, and 5o he
reaches aver and turns off the light, The rain drums agairas the win-
dow glass. He stares at the ceiling, wasching shadow streals moving in
reverse, raindrops slithering from down to up. Tree branches splayed
in 3 Romchach weave, The whitenes of the spartment is sn empey
camvas, 3 place waiting for s ocoupant to decide how vo live,

What will he paint now? he wonders.
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THERE WAS AN snswer. They just didn’t have it yer. This wai whae
Cous pold Ris boses when they preved, It had been ten davs since ghe
crash, There was & hargar on a naval base out on Long Isband whese
they collecred the debria they'd recovered. A six-foant section of wing,
1 tray table, part of a leather headrese, It where the remaining bodies
would be brought when they were recovered—assming they were
found with the wreckage and didn't wash up on 3 beach like Enuma
Lighmer or get pulled from a lobsterman’s net, like Sanh Kipling
Those bodies had been sert o bocal mongues and had vo be recavered
by federal mandste over 3 peviod of days. Jurisdichion was one of the
marry headaches you dealt with when imvesigating & eradh into coaitl
WabeTs.

Every day the divers put on wet sants, the palots gasied their chop-
pem, and captains divvied up the grid. Deep water s dark. Cormentt
shift. What doein't float, unks. Either way, the more time that went
by the less kikely it was that they would find what they were looking
for, Somnetimes, when the waiting was too great, Gus would call i
a chopper and fly out 10 the lead ship. He'd stand on the deck and
hielp coordinate the search, warching the gulls circle. But even in the
middle of the action Gus was still juss standing sround. He was an en-
ganeer, a specialist in airpline design who could find the flaw in ¥
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e The caveat was hie needed a wysiem o ‘“'ll!l'lf—'prﬂq:luhlun.
el gersdynamics. All he hid wa § o piece of wing, and
e top-denwn presiure o & man being butied alive.

Al yet even 3 smiall plede DE'A'IEI:E.I# tells a BLOTY, From the wing
e they'd determianed thar the plune hin the water ag & Hanety-
depree angle—diving strabght down like & seabind. This is not 5 sl
anghe of descent Tor an arplane, which wann w ghide on conoured
wings. That wggested pilot crior, even possibly a deliberste crash—
dehough Gus remineled everyone of the possibrility that the plame had
senaally .j.ﬂcrndnl i 4 miaie natural angle, nr.].lrm umpact 'l"'F F—
peadl=0m, arvnilating a niode—down crash, In other wanrels, W dawl ke

soythiny for gure

A few days laver, a chunk of the tail section was wpotied off Block
liland, From this they got their fing ook an the hydraulic WMET—
which appeared uncompromised. The nest day two more pheces of
luggage were found on 3 Montsuk besch—one imtact, the ather splic
open, juat 2 shell. And w0 it went, phece by picce, bike searching a
baatack for hay. The good news was that the wreckage seemed 1o be
breaking up underwater, revealing itself 3 lisde st 3 ume, but then, four
day aga, the fimds !Il!rp'pltd COTNATEE. Maw Gait v worrsed ||:n.1| mqj:-:
mever find the bulk of the fuselage, thay the renuining passengens and
coew are gone for goosd,

Every day he faces pressure from has superiors m Wishingoon, whio,
i rurs, Bee mounting demands from the amorney general and from
3 CEFtain angry llisnasre to find AMEOWETS, TECOVET thiose :'nirniq.g, and
put the story 1o mevt.

There & an answer, We junt don't know it yet.

On Thursday he sits at 3 conference @ble reviewing the obvious
with twe iy -five burcaucrats, going over the things they already know
they know. This i m the federal bulding on Broadway, home parf
ior Agent O'Brien of the FBI and Hex of the OFAC, plus the half
dozen whordinates they control. To O'Brien this cruh i part of a
barger story—terrorist threats and splinter cell attacks targeting Amer-
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wan intereizs, To Hex the ersh s only the bitess piece i s
absrut the LIS econonany and the millionzines and hlhnm”
vore massive capital vo the breaking of rules and laws, G iy
ane in the room thinking about the crash as 2 singularigy,

These preple on thar airesf,

Beude ham, the CEC of the private security firm TEIpOmsil, o
the Bareman fenily m deseribing the process they use g aey
bevels, He's beomgha a sax-man team with him, and they hung i

documents & he speaks,
*—in coramant comot with dedicaved agent of H':""'lf.li.l'ld

rity,” he & wang. “50 i there was 3 chresr, we knew abouy j wichiy
IMUEUELS.

G sibs 3t the conlerence tble, loaking at hs reflecrion in the win.
dow: In his mind be 1 on 2 Coast Guard cutter, scanning the wawgy
He is standing on the bradge of 3 naval frigate reviewing So0ar jm.

AT
"I supervited a comprehensive review of 3l antel and activity ey

sell”” the CEO continues, “for a full s2x months before (he crash, amd |
can 1y with complete confidence—nothing was mised. If somcbody
wat tangeing the Batemans, chey kept ot 1o themselver ™

G thanks him, hands off 10 Agent Hex, who begins a review of
the government’s case against Ben Kipling and his investmens firm.
Indictments, be sys, were handed down s planned the day after the
crash, but Kiplings death gave the other partners the perfect scape-
Boat. 5o to 3 mum, all have said that any trades with rogue patioss [
they existed) were the brainchild of 3 desd man, Lundered through
theit bocks 33 something ehe. They were duped, in other words. I'm
a5 much of a victims here @i pou, they said.

Eaghteen of the ferm’s accounts have been frozen, Total value, $6.1
ballioe. [nvestigators have tied the money to five countries: Liby,
Iran, North Kores, Sudin, and Syris. They know from Kipling!
phone records thar Barney Culpepper called him fifty-one mizutes
before the fight departed. Culpepper has declined to comment 08

".'.hq.*_
the oy
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what they discussed, bue it clear the call was to warn Kipling sbous
(e indicTImIENE,

A far 35 Agent Hex and his saperion 4 ghe OFAC are con
cerned, the craih wis 3 move by 3 houile naton & silence Kipling
d hamper their investigition. The question of exactly when the
Kiplngs were ievited to fly back with the Butermans wises. The
CEO of the securiey Brm checks the bogs. Therey 3 commusigué
from the Batemans’ body man at eleven eighteen the morning of
the Bight, reportng a conversation with the principal (David Bate-
man, aka Comdac) in which Conder stated Ben and Sarah would ke
fying back with them

“Groit,” says Gus albeendly,

“hat*" says Hex.

“The p:llnlrr," G clanifies, *He told as Maggse invated Sersh and
her Basband—it was earlier that mornang ot the farmers marker, |
tunk. And he'd already been invited=—check the motes, bar | think i
wis somcame Sunday motnang. Fe ren imo Magge and the kide™

Gt thanks aboue hig last comenation with Scot, SICNE i 3 b A
the cemetery. He'd hoped 1o have 3 more derailed divcision, going
mute by minute through Scons memories of the fight, boarding,
the wabnequent takeoff, and what he rersembered from the air, but the
comversation wit hajacked by men locking for faces in the clouds,

I the absrnice of farte, he thinks, ue el swmebivg slones,

Thas 15 clearly what the news medis is doing=—CNN, Twarter, Hft
fimgton Post==the twenty-four-hour cycle of speculstion. Most of the
h'l:-lbk"ﬂ'l.llﬁﬂ- ane !-utii.ng o facs and well-researchad ap-eds, but
the athers—[Nill Cunningham at ALC Inini the wont ofender—are
building legends, mirning the whole mess into some glant sosp opers
sbest a loahario painter and has mallionaine patrons.

G thinks of the boy, setted in now with his sunt and uncle in the
Hudson Hiver Valley. He drove aut to meet then too diys ago, ing
m their kiechen and drinking herbal tea. There is never 3 good cme
1 question 1 young child, no perfect eechnique. Memaories, which are
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Lerustworthy even in adulo, are wnreliable 3t best i chilipen, .
-tl.l":a' afied 3 Erauiid
Hek et palleiig mwhi, Elearss said, bringmg hien his pea. hﬂ."
e ot b I, The doctor 33y dhars mornal, O mot wormal, but oy 45
v |
The bay st an the floor playing with & plaitic front loader Adter
letting ham get used to Chush presence in ithe po, ﬁmuﬂhdhh
flesar beude him
. he said, my mame is Giur. W met bofore. Al the haspisal,
The boy kooked up, squinting then went back o playing,
1 dhosaghi i sl palle abord the aieplane, when yowi iweni on l'hl'ph.
with pour sommy and daddy:
And s, the boy il
Thearh rghi And pour srree
Gus paused, hoping the child would fill the silence, but he didnt,
WAL, s Gus, do you ersmewmber e plasic? 1 krvew yow wree—Seoir jells
par pou wert dileep when i ookt off
The boy booked up at Scott’s mame, bue didn'y speak. Gus nodded
e him oncoursgingly
But, he said, & pos—do yow remember wakiug wp at all, beforr—
The bay looked aver 11 Eleanor, who had wken a place behind him
on the Boor,
Yow cau fell him, neeetie fusi—aupifumg pow semeniter
The boy thoughe sbout this, then took his digger and crashed it
into & chair,
Raar, he yelled.
11 waid Eleanoe. But the boy ignored her, getting up and running
arourd the room with the dagger, smashing it into walks and cabings.
On the foos, Gus nodded, climbed wearily to his feet, his knees
Poppng,
F‘:s okay, e sasd. If e semessbers anything, 'l cosme ur. Better net

MNow, i the conference mam, a3 logsbcal comerabion i
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s about the techmiques 3 hiv squad (from Libya, Mok Kores,
¢t ceter) pight have wsed 1o bring down the pline. The mou likely
ppnarie 18 3 bomlr planted at wome paint during the fighty time ei-
ther at Teterboro o on the Vineyard itell. Schematics of the plane
e brought out and they sand around the thle pointing at powible
iding IpO The exverior of the pline b unviable, gen the pilus’s
dhorcugh visual exankinaon before ke,

G ha spoken w0 the ground-crew techs whe refucled thie jer on
he FUBWIY. workiig-clas men wicth Masachuseris scoenes who drink
green beer on Saint PFarrick’s Day and can hot dog on July Fourth
Mo gaps €an be faismsd where a thisd panty could hase come abaard
and ﬂiﬂﬂ‘d an nﬂﬂﬂ'ﬁ.‘ device,

(¥Bricn Aoats (again] the ides that they shoold look at Chalie
Buich, & bst-minute addinion 1w the crew, There sre mumaons, uncon-
fiemed, that he may have daved che faght attendam, Lighner, but no
hard proof. Gus reminds him that a thorough background check of
Binch has been done. Hr'ﬁma_p:hﬁmT:m.mphwu[;U!
srstor and somethang of a playboy, i has personmel file was to be be-
lieved. Mothing in the man's past sggests e might have crashed the
plane deliberavely, o marter what his dating profile sasd. He certainly
didn't it any known eerrogist prafile,

The day before Gus had been summoned 1o "ﬁ‘uhm.pnn o meet
with Busch’s uncle, Senator Birch. Birch was a lifer in the Senate, six
eevers i He b 3 fisll bead of whine hair and the brosd shoulden of
# former college ranning back. OF 10 the side, his chiel of staffl s
ryping on has cell phore, ready 1o step in if the comvenaton Aoated
weo far sfield.

"So=—what's the answer?" Birch asked him.

“Too early to tell, sir” Gus saad. "We need the plane, need 10 ana-
byze the systems, recover the bodies”

Birch rubbed his face.

"What a mess, Bateman aed K'q:linl. And meanwhile, oy poor

SHler,
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“Yeu, mir.”

“Look” said Biech, “he wes a “l.lll!d kid. Charlie, A hietde bat of
facksup eatly on, bust he pulled his shit together, & far 25 | can by
Made someching of himscll. What are Jim Cooper’ people wying ,
G"ﬁ'm""

“His recond was good. Mot great, but good. We know he —_—
Landon the nr[hl sefore the crashi, that ke sociabhzed winh 3 Nitriber
of GullWing employees, and that Emma Lightner was there 5 well
Bust & fat an amyone can tell, i wan just anosher night. They weng g,
bar, Emina left early. We know that sometime that night your nephes
wwnched Maghts with Peter Gaton, He waan®t meant oo be on Fligh
Six Thirbeen”

Iirch shasok his hesd

=g Juck ™

Crun babbled hi heaad oo say, Mayghe i i bad fack. Maphe i wumy,

“Your nephew caught & jump wat on & charter to Mew York ihe
nexl "J"'F We don't yet kmow w"‘rr Llastoan (51 the vwaich wai Char-
bie's ides. Said be ju fele ke going 1o Mew York. Apparently he ws
ke that, thoagh—impulive.”

“He was youang.”

Cium thaughit abaw that,

“He may aho have hud some boundary maes with women"

Birch made 3 fsce a5 o vo say, Thark med a real teing.

“What are you gonna do? He was a handsome guy. Hi whale life
he baicallty skated by on @ smile. ¥ he was my kid I'da caken ham out
o the woodihed amd beat some discipline into him, but his mams
theuighs the wan rose and set up his ;5. But | did whar | could, made
some call, got bim into pilot rainng at the guard, helped him find
bt Foscnting. ™

Civs nodded. He wat less anterested in knowing what kind of per-
saft the copilst was, and mare interested in understanding his physicl
and memtal wate on the day of the event. Planes don't crash becsse
pion grew up withowt fathers. H:-l:hmr"' gives you context, bt i

bb ]
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Jorent tell you what you really need to know. Which is, what hap-
in the cighteen minutes between the wheek leaving the tarmac

o the plane towsching down in the ocean? Were there any mechani-
cal flts with the gircrafi?

A far 21 e was comcernied, the rest was just something to do while
H'F“"“I for a real lesd.

Acrow from ham, Bisch nodded 1o his side. Time 1o wrap it up. He
uood, exnended hin hand

“f thiit thiing books bike ity going to reflect badly on Charlie, | wam
you to vell me. 1'm not siking you o do anything illegal, just a heads-
P 19 like 1o proiect the I'H:p"l inather & much as qu;H:,"

G stocsd, dluook the seators land.

=0f e, sin” he sabd, “Thank you for seeing me

Mo, in 8 high-rise conference mom, Gus watches himself in the
it riming ot the suited men around him, They 100 are (lling time.
fght now the imveutigation i o game of Clue where the cards are
mAMNg He needs a phnr. Uhial ihen, all they can do n e,

Hex bumps Gua's arm, He realizes O'Brien is walking w him,

“What”

“| waid | got a warrane,” says O Brien,

“Far what¥ Gus asks,

*The i g, We serzed theni fromn I:Il.m:ﬁuih'l. stnidia aboxl an
howr aga™

Gus rubs his eves, He knows from O'Brien's file that ke s the son
of 4 boarding schoaol principal, Andover or Blair Academy, he cant
renensber which, This seems like a5 good way a any to design 3 judg-
mend nuachine, one whose function i to police and punish—which is
clealy how O Brien sees his rode in life,

“The man saved a chald.” he says.

“He was in the right place at the right ime, and I'm wondening

Cous tries 1o keep his temper under control.

“I've donie this job for rwenty years,” he sy, “amdd no one has ever

1%
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decribed being i a plane crash as being i the vight place at the rig,

[411E0
() Lkrien shrugs.
“f gave you the chance to make this your idea. Now I'm Miming

an it mysell”’ . _

“Just—being ghem to the hamgar” Gus tells him, then, befos
O Brien can protest. “And you're right. We should look. | would haye
done it differenily. bua it’s dome now: 5o bring them to the hang,
And then pack your bag, because you're off the wak Force,”

“Whatt”

“1 brought you on becae Colby said you were his best muan, b
we're nod going to do s, IS my investigation, and how we g e
ssrvivars and the suspecn is a tone that | set. 5o ith done now. Yoy
seized smwork created by 2 man who may one day get 3 meda) of
honos from the preadent. You ve decided he's hiding something, o
maybe you just can't accept that life i full of random concidence] th
not everything that seems meaningful is meaningful, but the truth i,
s not your decraon s make. So pack your shit. I'm giving you back
e the FOL”

Y Braen seares 34 him, gaw tight, then stands slowly.

“We'll see,” he says, and walks our.

e ol

PAINTING #3

you ARE UNDERWATER. Below you there is only darknes, High
ahove, you see bight, a gradual gray hinting woward whice. There i
pextare to the murk, what appear to be black croses peppering your
field of vision, They are not obvious ag firw, thee sluhes of Back, like
something has been drawn and cromed o, but o your eves adjast to

the pamnting you realize they are everywhere, not simply brsh rech-
pigae, but content,

In the battom right corner of the frame you can make out some-

thing shiny, a black object carching some gline of light from the
wiface. The letvers LSS are viaible, the final 5 snking below the edge

of frame. Secing it draws your eye to something che, cresting the very

bottom of the canvas, the tp of something triangular, something pei-
midial Fising.
It s ins ehis momient you realize that the cromes are bodies.
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mmmmmmm
orash Investigation, raisss questions about the role of a
myEbaricua paASANENT.

{Bapt. 7. 2016, &:16 pm.)

BILL CUNNINGHAM (Anchorr Oood evening, Americe
I'm Bill Cunningham. We're (ntarrupting our regular pro-
Eramming o being you this apscial report. ALD has ao-
gaired an internel memo written by Special Agent Walter
'Brien of the FBl o Natonal Transporaton Safegy
Beards load investigator, Gus Franklin, penned just hours
ago. The mamo discusses the team's current thecries of
the arash, and ralses questions about the pressnce on the
plane of purported crish hero, Soott Burroughs,

(BEGIN VIDEOTAFE)

OUNNINGHAM A soen here, the document—which
slars off cordial—shows diadreesment beween the e
Ugatars In how to handle the case going forwand. As Leted

mnz
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g L EWMTID, InVestLTaLOTE &M currently working on four
paain theories. The Oret 18 mechanical error. The ssoond 1a
Fﬂmnﬁnnmﬂﬂ&ll‘dlﬂllﬂhﬂumm,mmm
pedens‘ﬂl-"ﬁ'-"-"""'-'m‘ Irvestgation nw Ben Kipling and his
ipvesermartd dren The Amal TR BB QUOLE & LSOt ALLAGK,
airmed &t David Baterman, ohalrman af ALD News

put there 18 & ARh theory, ralsed hera for the firss Wme,
cne that questions the rolé plagred by Soott Burroughs in
the crash. [t 18 & theory Agans O'Brien clsarly ratsed in
parscn with the lead inwostigasor earller thay day, only
e pebuffed, and 80 NOW, B8 De Wriles, quote: and though
{ kncey Vou've said In pereon LhEL pou have no [ntareat in
chis lne of questioning SIven feoent revedations, [ feel [
ruwg put it writng a possible 8th theory, amd that ia the
joea that passengsl Sooll Burmoughs either knows mone
than hels saing oF bearm some culpahiliey in events jead.
i b the downing of the aincraft

And walt il you henr why, my frienda. Quote, fntemdews
with Jocal verdons and reaidents of Marthas Vinsvand sug
sest thal Burroughs and Mre Bateman, wife of David,
ware vy close and appesred (o heve & combrtabie phs-
sl refntionship=Augging in puehlia [t & known that Mra
Bataman had visited Me Burroughs ab his studio and sesn
g WO

And friends, s & personal friend of tw fmily, [ can wil
¥ou 1 don't read those words lightly, nor am 1 sugeesting
ey an affair ook placs, Bul e question of why Mn Bur
Poighe was on thas planse continues to nag &L me. But fine,
a8 thay were friends, even good friends There's no harm
o shamd in that. [t's the next thing Agent O'Brien writes
thet e, to i, the bombahsll,

Ard 1 quota, Ineerviews with Me Burroughss mansger
in New ¥ork oondrm ehas he had ssvenal meetings with gu-

s 1_:]5;1
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—— for thee e rllr.-,_.lu Sirrther Questioning h':"'"'“'"ﬂ'i:
o agartling (40 me) deiad emetdid, AN st concarng gy,
ontans of M B eipaE B Rt Meovit WU ﬂ#dﬂmnw
bar Afrg Crepisham Lhene ane ditewnt PURLNEER [0 o) ang
;‘-‘- present 4 different ot AELISLAT (ISRAAr BOS ARG, ity
many oF e mages fooused oft large-s0ale RANEDeRagn,
accidunta These i sofeithe (1) & PR deralinment (8 5 g
osigrsd ity PleUp and (A1) a arge passsiger nigng
feiy 1Y

conurning on, O'Brien writes: diven this, | oan't suree
anotedhy the need for Airther questioning of Lhe man whe
at vy jeast, i8 our only Withess L SVENEs Lhat fesllted n
e crmath o L Bighe ard clairns Ghal do W Krnoeked u
aarasiais whan the phune Soe preced Bhould O Meted

Laclied and gantiemen, | i m Bl Rl whcdarmeanding
why Jua Franklin, U teiam'n lead Lhvestigalor, would hes
et for & second W lisan o the advios of what W olearly
a very amart and very expersonoed agent of our natlon's
greatost law enforoement agency 18 it possible tha
Frankin Bas hie own agenda® That the government
agenay b works for has an Agenda or 1o T oS
tf Uhis teral administration W bury Uhin Caes ikl loat
i beaama & rallying ory for men and women who, ke our
herols former leadar, David Bateman, osn'l scmach any
more brusines o Wnsel 7

For more on the siory we 1T now Lo ALY Monica Fort

__-L-__
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WHEN SHE PULLS inio the driveway, s car Eleanor doemn’t recogine
o parked under the elm tee. A Ponche SUV with a prew sticker in
the front window, Seeing it, Eleanot panks—the boy i indide with
fer meother=—anl sl dieches Doug and rum oo the howue, bargng
through the fromt door, aleady calling—

uh‘lu’r“?l"

Ghe scams the Bving room, moving decper into the house,

“Mami™

“In thee kitchen, hon,” her mwother calls back,

Eleanor throws her bag onto 3 chair, bureies down the hall, She is
already chewing vwo people out in her mind, her mather and who-
ever o the Porsche,

“You're sweet,” she hears her mother say, and then Eleanor i
thevisgh thie door and into the kitchen. There's a mam in 3 it and red
wpenders sitting at the wble,

"Mom," Eleanor barks, as the man hears the door and turns.

“Eleanor,” he says.

Eleanar stops in her tracks, recogniring Bill Cunningham, mews
anchor. She has et him before, of course, at David and Maggie's par-
Bes, but he exists in her mind mainly 2 an oversize head on relevision,
bewrw fiurrowed, talking about the moral bankruptey of liberal minds.
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When he sees her, he opens hit arm, 3 pamician gesture, a wc%l_
ing her o run o by,

“The things we mwst endure,” he says. “Savagery and sethacks
you knew how many funerab I've been 1o i the last ten yegpy.»

“Where's [|7" ays Eleanar, booking around

Her mother pours herself sone tea.

“Uputairs,” she says. “In his roaan.”

=Alone:™

=He's four” her mother tells her “If he nesds sarmething ke'q ak ™

Eleanor turns and goes into the hall. Doug is coming towand he,
Isoking purzled.

“Whao is itf" ke asks

She ignores him, takes the stairs two 3t 3 Bme. The boy is jn ki
mam, playing with a pair of plastic dinosaurs. Crossing the thresheld,
Eleanor akei a cleansng breath and forces a smile.

"“We're hack, we're back” she says breezily

He looks up, smiles. She kneels on the Aoor in frone of him,

“Sorry it took so long” she says, "There was maffic and Doug wa

huingry
The bn':,' [poings o b evers mioiath,

“Are you hungry?™ Eleanor aiks.

He nods. She thinks abour what that means, bringing him down-
stairs mio the kitchen. She w about o tell him to wait here, biat then
she thinks, Hek fuagry, followed by an mtuition about the power of
the boy in her arma. The strength be will give her, she who wa al-

ways such o people pleaser.,
"Oikay, come on"

She holds out her arms. He climbs in and she lifts him from the
Boor and carries ham downstairs. He plays with her hair as they g

“There’s 3 man in the kitchen,” she tells him. *You don't have o
talke to him if you don’t want to”

il as stting where she left him. Hnug & at the ﬁ".ld-ﬂl'. ﬁﬂi"'l
around,

“ B

BEFRNE THE FiLL

='ve got 3 Belgion ale”™ he 338, “and this
jomie frignds of mine make”

“Surprise me,” says Bill, then sees Elsange and |

=There he B, sayi Bl “The lnle prince.”

Daoug grabs two bottles of the microbrew, capmes P

“W a pilsner.” be says, handing one 1o Bill, “nor 1o | -

“Fine,” says Bill divmiaavely, puttng the bomle dovwn “::::; loalk
ing at it. He smiles at the lsosy 3

“Yow remiemdher vouF uncle Bl

Eleanor switches J] 1o her righs hip, sway from him.

“Is that what thas is,” Eleanor atks, = Faemily wisig?"”

“Whar else? he savi. “I'm sorey | couldn'y gct here sooner, Ies 2
eerrible thang when your life becomes the news and the news becomes
your hife. But somebody had 1o be yp there telling the rruch "

I rivar st yows do? she thinks, | ol you rported ihe meus,

"What 1 the latest on this thing?™ ks Doug, sipping his beer.
“Were, you know, we try to say focused on the kid and nog="
Then, warried he's alienated his celebrity guest, “[ mean, vou wpsder-
stusd—watching the news isn't really—"

=Of course,” savs Bill, “Well, they're sall looking for the rest of the
plane.”

Eleanor shakes her head. Aee they insane?

“Mo. Mot in front of ).

Doughs mouth pes night. He has never iked being scolded by
women, especially in front of other men. Eleanor sees it, adds it 1o the
Inx oF enday’s offenses. She puts the boy in a chair and goes to the fridge.

“She’s right, of course.” says Bill. “Women are bester 3t these things
than men. Feclings. We tend to focus on the ficts. What we can do
1 help

Eleanios tries to mane him out, focuses on feeding her nephew. Hes
3 picky eater, not fussy but selective, He'll eat cottage cheess, but not
oream cheese, He likes hot dogs, but not salanu. Ie's just & guestion of
dualing it i,

Broaklyy microbnew
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il aasnwhide, ha dhecadend s bis mlasson 1o ge e by 1o —
Yo remennber Uncle Dill, right?” e says. 1 was at youy by,

s )
Edeaniar l"'l'll'l[..,"l the by a €up of water. He drinks,

- and your sater” Bill continues, “at hers 100, She was—gyep, |
In:::::qm:nﬁ Ball 3 look, HHmok i, He noads, shifts (oeus Withayt
hesitating, trying to show her he’ 3 goad listener, 3 good parime
That they re in this wgether

“and | know | havent been sround nch lateky, “"Fm‘“ﬂl'ttly_
Work and, well, your dad and me didn’t always see eye-to-cye, Tag
clone maybe, But, you kisow, there was love there. Especially on ry
end. Bat 10 the end its what we do, grown-ups. You'll see. Or | hope
you won't, but probably you will. We work oo nuch at the expeme
of e

“pdr, Cunnanghans,” says Eleanor, “Its mice of you to visit, bat this
is=—alter we cat its nap time.”

“Na, He napped this mornang.” her mother affers. Ebeanor glares
at her. She 1o is a people pleaser, Bridgen Greenway, especully men.
The original welcome mat. Thear father, Eleanor and Magpeh, left
their mother when Eleanor wens off 1o college, divorcing her and
moving 1o Flarsda, It was the smaling be couldn’t take, their mother)
comeant Steplord grin. Today he lives in Miami and dates brooding
drvarcées with fake tits, He's meant to come next week, after Bridget
leaves.

Bill pichs wp on the tension berween mother and daughter. He
looks at Doug, who raises his hadf-drunk beer as if'in 2 toast.

“Good, mghti™ he says, obliviows,

“What?" says Bill, who has clearly decided Doug is some kind of
hipatet douchebag,

“The beer™

Bill ignares him, reaches over and rutfles the boy's hair, Four bouss
ag0 he stood in Don Lisblings office and faced down Gus Frankls
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fron the NTSE and representatives of the Justice Deparement, They
i they wanted 1o know where he got O'Brien's mema,

[ ber your do, e vald them, thumbing has suspemder,

pan Liebling straightened hiv tie and rald the povernment shock
roops that of conrse their sources were confidenial,

Nt goodd enovagh, said the stsormey from Justice.

The black guy, Frankhin, seemed 1o have his gwn theary.

[d ' Beew give it to pou? Becouse of whar happened?

B d-..mwd.

I i’ paust ol ouie of the sky, he sabd Thar much we kmow: By ['ve
beem o cowurt before, defenidinng @ vowmre, and I'm happy 1o go apain, | hear
ey validate povir parkivg mow

Afier the agenty ormed ow, Liebling closed the doos and put
Fimseli 11 Frome of i,

Toll wme, hee wandd,

O the safa, Bill speead his begs wide. He'd been raned withoue 3
dad by 2 weak woman whe clung to shitbird men Bke she was deerwn-
mg. She used 1o lock Bill in his room at night and go paint the town
red with memstrual blood. And look at him new, 3 mulimillionsice
wha tells half the planet what to think and when. The fuck if some
sbver spoan, Ivy League biwyer was going to shake him in his shoes,
Mo way was he going 1o out Namor. This was about Davad. About
his mentor. His friend. And okay, maybe they didn't get along thas
well a1 the end, bur that man was his beother, and he will get to the
truth here, o matter what the cost,

Like the spack said, he wold Daon, it was the FBI man, They kicked him
off the team and he was pissed,

Licbling stared at him, wheels taening in his hesd.

I T find owr, he started.

Limme & break, said Ball, standing. then walked 1o the door, sep
by step, purting himself in the lawyer's face. Fomer you' in am affie,
he said with his body. Forget hierarchy and the knes of socal belawior
This i & warrior your'ee facimg, king stwd om the open savarma, poised and
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el faer, = pirver lowwr youer horns of et the fuck gy p

wady 1o np off

iy usy

He could el the salain on Lielding’s bresth, saw hian blink, of

palance, unprepared for the okl hur. veras bear, the @ﬂ—p-t codk.
figght, For ihrky wepapds, Hall hate-facked him with hiv eyes, Then
[Hom epped mide il Dhll saianered out.

P, an the kichen, he decides 1o ke the high W’I‘”lld.

=[ust & friendly it he says, “Thew are difficult times snd yay—
well, 1o me you'ne family==yoal were family 1o David and that makes

s | want you 8 know P boaking out for you, Uhncle Il 4

esakien aut-——watching over”
=T fuank you,” sy Eleamir "l | ehink we're going (o be fine”
e siiles generoaiily .
=f'm wire. The money will help,
There's something in his cone, bite that helies the sympathy on

hn'f::'" thanking of moving i the towm house in the elng” s
[haug

“Ixoug,”’ Elearor inap.

“Whatt W are”

“Iy a beautiful place.” says IWll, thumbs hooking bto his suspen-
ders. “A ot off memories.”

“| don't mean 1o be rude” says Eleanor coldly, “but | need o
feed J1°

=00 coure.” says Bill. “You're the—l mean, a boy this age sl
needs mothering, especully afier—so don't feel you have to—"

Eleanor turms away from him, seals the ziplock with the mrkey &
it pubs 1k in the fri.dgr, liehind her, she hears Wall stand. He's not ued
e being ilmimineed,

“Well,” he wwy, 1 should g

Dioaig staids,

“I'll walk yous oun™

“Thanks, st therev==I can find "

4 1]
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Eleaner brangs .U hiis FI'“'

“piere you o the says. “There's mare pickles of you want them ™

fhhind her, DBill walks to the kitchen doosr, swops.

sifave voul spoken b Scobi?” he ads

At the name, the boy laoks up from his meal. Eleanor follows his
gves b Hall

Wyt

=t peasomn,” ways Ball, “fuast, i you're mor waiching the news then
maybe you haven's hoard the questions”

W hat queestiom ™ asks Doug,

fAill siggha, as i this i hard for lim,

“There's just—people are wondering. you know, He was the las
ane an the plane, snd=—what way hin connection 1o your sier, really?
And then, have you heard about his paintings®™

“We don't need 1o talk about thiv neow” ways Elesisor

"M, wys Doug, "1 wanna know, He calls, you knowe In the mid-
ke ol ihse nl':hl.."

Doug looks at his wife,

“¥ou think | don't know, bui | do™”

"Doug.” says Eleanor, "That's not his busines.”

Ball chumibs Ivis suspenders, bites his bower lip.

"Se you are talking vo him," Bill says. “Thatv—| mean, just—be
carcful, you kinow? He'y—look, s just questions right now, and this
i America. I'll fight 1o the death before | bet thin admanistration wke
#way our right to due process, But it early days, and these are real
questions. And | just—1 worry about—you've been hurt so much—
dlready. And who knows how bad this'Tl get? So, my question is, do
youl meed hamd™

“That's what 1 said,” says Doug, "1 mean, we're gratefal. What he
did for J)

il maakes a face.

“Of course, if you—] miean, a wha-knows-how-long swim in the
middle of the might. And with a busted arm, dragging a listle boy”
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gy aying.” 1ys Dovg, pucking up the idea like 3 P

the hero maybe isn't that muach of a hero after all—"hcld on. Are ye,
o

wying—?"

Bill shrugs, looks at Eleanar. his face softernng.

wpoug.” sy Bill, “comve of Eleanor’s right. This m?-,;__-
. Hie leasm right, myiisg 1o see [] aroaind Eleanor’s b-!nl:l;mg body, thes
| kecps bending =comically™ until the boy in-ﬂ:h at i, B syl

“Yous e 3 good baw” Ise tells ham. “We'll ralk m1!rmw
anything, il your—ecll Ebearsor m call me. Maybe we'll go see the
Mers soenetime, You like bhaschall?

Thee boy shaugs. )

= the Yankess. Pve got 3 T,

“yell eall you,” says Eleanor.

Bill nods.

“Anytme,” he says.

Laser, Doug wants 1o ek, bat Eleanor telk him she’s going to ke )|
w0 the playground. She fecls a5 if she’s being sgueezed inside a huge
‘ fist. Ax the playground she forces herself to be fun. She slides with the
boy and boumces an the seessw:. Trucks in the sand, digging it, piling
it, watching it Gll. Its a hot day and she tries 1o keep them in the
sbude, but the boy just wanis 1o Tun, so she feeds him water to kezp
hiem hydrsed. A thousand thoughts are going m her head, collidisg,
each mew ides interrupting the Las,

Part of her is trying to put together why Bill came. Another pat
is parsing through what he sud, speaifically about Scott, What B
she supposed to think, that the man who saved her nephew scnually
crached the pline somehow and then faked his heroic swim? Every
e in that sentence i sbsurd in its own right. How does a painis
crash a plane? And why? And what did he mean about Scom’ rek-
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jonship with Maggie? Wat he sying there was an aifair? And iy
drive out 10 the heorie £ vell her thi?

The boy taps her arm and points to his panes,

ey have to g0 pottyE” she sk

He nade, ard she picks him up and carries him oo the public bath-
om. As she helps him with his panes, it hits her with 2 sway of
vertiga that given his youth there i linke chance he will remesmber his
eal parenits when he's an adult. She will be the mother he thinks of
ihe secand Sunday of every May. Not her stter. But, she thinks, does
that meam that Ddoug will be his father? The thought of it sickens her
1 linthe. Mot for the firt ime she curses herself for the weaknew of her

youth, this necd for comstant companionship kike an elderly widow
whao leaves the TV an and gets 3 dog,

Bue then she thinks maybe all Doug needs is a chance. Maybe in-
heriting a four-year-old boy will motivate him, tern him ingo  Gmily
man. Then again, isn't thinking a child can save your marriage ihe
clisie delusion? They've had [] with them for pao weeks now, snd
Poug 1t drinking any less, hasn’t changed his comings and going,
hawn't brested her any better. Her sister is dead and the biw i nowe an
orphan, but Whar abeur Dogs weeds? he says with every thoughtless
comment. What about how this affecs him#

She belps JIJ get his pais up and wash his hands. Unceraingy is
makisg her hight-headed, Maybe she's not being fair. Maybe the sill
upiet sbout meeting the extate anorneys and business managers, the
fnality of the thing. And maybe Dough right. Maybe they should
move meo the house in the city, give ]) 2 sense of continuity—use the
money to re-create the lusury he knows? But her matinet is that that
would oaly confise him. Everything has changed. To pretend other-
wnie feels bike fraud,

“lee eream®™ she asks him as they walk back cutside and the full
fH of the day hits him. He nods. She smibes and takes his hand, lead-
Mg kina 1o the car, Tonight she will alk 1o Doug, lay it all cur, how
the's feeling, what she thinks the boy needs. They will sell the real
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the maney into the rust They will gove themaglye ,

guane and put gh 10 cover any sdditionsl expenge

mosnthly 'II'T“""'::;:' :;E::U allovw chem o guit their joby g be-
:::TT-::::H jusury, Doug won't like it, she knows, but wha gy Hnt H EI. BHTEH IH
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SHE REMEMBERED NONE of it. What details she knew had been
jold oo Ber. excepr for the image of 3 recking chair in o bald, bare
atic, rocking back ansd fonth on it own. She saw that chair from time
g aime n her mind, mosdy in the ether on the verge of sleep, an
old wicker rocker creaking voward and away, toward and away, 3 if 1o
seathe a ghost, dog-tired and cros,

Her paremts namied her Rachel after Maggics grandmather, When
whe wat really binke {she was nine now) Rachel decided she was 3 a1,
She studsed their cat Peaches, trying 1o mewe like it She weuld st
at the baeakfasr tible and lick the back of her hand, waping her fice
with it after. Her parents put up wath it wnil she wold them she was
going to sleep during the day and roam the house st night. Maggie,
ber mother, said, “Habe, 1 just don't have the encrigy to stay up”

Rachel was the remson they had bodyguards, the reason men
with lirach accents and shoubder holsters followed them everyahere.
There were three normully. In the lingo of the business, Gil, the
i, was 3 body man—paid to day in direct physical proximity to
the principal. In addition, there was an advance eam, wally m-
lting. of four to six men who watched them from farther away
Rachel knew they were here because of her, because of what had
Wppened, though her father demied it Thwats, he sid vaguely,
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yimg Hlat runnong 2 TV wews network was somehow mape el
s T”"me daily threat level than the face that his daughae o
pyant 10

e kidnapped 0 her youth, and that quite posiibly one o i
af the kidrappen Wert wil| ot there.

At leint theose were the facts in her head. Her parents had ayygey
her. o had men from the FIM (a8 3 Favor 1o her Gather Last year) g
3 high-paid ghild prychiatrist, ghat the kidnappang |-!,,] been the wol
of 4 ingle. deranged man [Wayne B Macy, thirty=six), and thay Mgy
kad been Killed (shiot through the right eye) during the ramam ex.
change by a lawman n 3 #lak jocket, bjm not before Macy had shey
and killed a second wman in the opening 1alvo of 3 flecting firefight
The desd lvsman was Mick Danicls, forty-four, 3 former FDI agene
aied veteran of the First Cali’ War.

Al he remembered was & chair

She wan swpposed to feel chings. She knew that. A nine-year-old gid
it sumener, an the verge af her teen yean. She had beein out on the
Vincyard with her mather and brother for the last two weeks, bying
showt. As 3 child of great wealth there were countless optioms avsilable
1 her—temnia lewons, sailing lessons, golf Jessons, horschack rideg.
whatever—but alve didn't feel like being trained. She had studied pi-
ano for e years, but ultimately wondered o widiar ewd and moved o=
She Bked being home with her mom and her brother. That was hasi-
cally i, She felt imefial there—a four-pear-ald bay is more thars o hamdfel
her mother would ssy—and so Rachel played with JJ, She fised him
lunch snd changed his panti when he had an accident.

Her mother told her she didn’t have o do it, thar she should go
ouit, enjoy the day, but it wan hand to do with a large lsracli man
ithree somectimes) fallowing your every move, Mot that she cold
arguie the need for it Wasn't she herself proof that you canlt be o0
camchal?

206

__-L—__

NEFORE THE FaLL

5o she stayed home, lying on the porch or the back lawn,
agring at the ocean—Dblinded by it sometmes, that ﬂilmnrldwrh.lr.
she liked o mad books about wayward girls, girs who fit in
mhrﬂ. thici discovered !h’ﬂ' Tiad LR H“H'l-l'ﬂ'l'lﬂ. Kanriss
Frenen. She'd read Harrier the Spy when ihe wa seven and Pippi
Longiocking. and they were competent, but in the end simply hu-
san. As she grew, Rachel fele she needed mone from her heroines,
mare teeth, more fight, more power, She liked the theili nfmr#r
they faced, bat dadn’t want to have 1o acrually worry about them. It
|'r|.'ldl feer B3 ANXpDUE

Whenever she reached a partscularly distressing secuien (Hermione
verwns the troll in Hary Patter and tive Sorerers Stone, for example), she
woighd walk the book wmide and hand it to her maother.

“What's thia?"

“Just tell me—does she make 57"

“[ipes who imake wha®"'

“Hermione. & troll escaped, a giant—and she'—can you=—just
read it anwd tell mee she's oksy™

A her mother, who knew her well enough not to push, would
wop whatever she was doang and sit, reading & many pages a it took
o get the answer, Then she would hand the book back, her thumb
marking a mesw spot.

“Start here.” she'd say. “She didn't have wo fight is. She juae yelled at
it that i was in the girk' bathroom and should go away™

They had 2 giggle abour that, yelling at a woll, and then Rachel
wend back outside vo read,

It started with the namuy. They didn't realize it, though. at the time.
Her nanie was Francesca Butler, but everyone called her Frankic. This
s when the family summered on Long hland, st Montauk Poms,
before private planes and helicopters, when they would just pile in the
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cag and demve out a6 & Friday night, banling the shifting bl e, ke

the LIE was just a glant amaconda that had soalleeed ifl‘-lﬂlcj.-q‘ th

clot of snarled car shifting downward 1R JUges _

Heer beother wasnt even an pdea wet. 10w just David ang ;
and toddler Puachel. ddeeping in ker car deat. The nean Eh”m'h'ﬂhh
yrars okl arl already a profii= and conirvTsy-gEnerstng Maching
bat et father liked to sy, F'm faust o figieehead, A genesal in a bagk B
Mobady kicwy mi e Adarii

The kidnapping wouald change ehia

That was the summer of the Montauk Monater, which washed up
an shore on July 12, 2008. A local woman, fenna Hewatt, and theee of
her friends were walking on Diech Plans Beach and found the oy,
HEre,

“We were looking for a plce o sin)' she was later quoted saying,
“hen we taw some people looking at something. .. We didn't know
wha it was.... We joked thas maybe it was something from Plam b-
land "

Described by some s 3 “rodent-like creature with a dinosaur beak”
the monster was about the size of a small dog and mouly haiee
The body wa socky and the Limbs slender. It had two front paws
with elongated, pale cliws. Is il was dim and approximately equal
in length 1o the head and neck combined. |t was short-faced, wear-
g an expression of agony of dismay; the postorbital part of the dull
appeared bong and wour. It hud no toeth visible in the upper jaw, in-
stead showing what could be described as a hooked beak of bone. The
lower jaw contained a large pointed canine and four post-canines with
tall, combeal cuspa.

Was it 3 raccoon, a5 some suggested, thar had decomposed in the
ocean? M wea tartle whone shell had been removed? A dog?

For weeks, photos of the bloated, distended corpse appearsd in
mbloids and ondine, Speculation increased that it was something
eooked up in 4 lab at the Plum ldand Animal Disease Center, 2 mik
ot 5o offihore. The Real Isand of Dr. Moreau, they started calling
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ot evernaally, a with all things, a bick of anewers jed i a back of in-
sereis, and the workd moved on.

ot when David and Magoe arrived in Mentank that weelkend,
oneer fever wis Fusll-blowm. Wosdside Teshire kiasks had sprung up.
For fiwe dollan you could see the spot where the monster was found,
o just 0 anonymwous patch of snd,

The Batemans wete renting a house on Tuthall Road, Tt Wt 3 v
ey white clapboard scros the rosd from 3 small lagoom Moty
wcluded, the howse was direcely parallel vo a stalled madern remode]
sheet planie fapping over 3 gaping wound oo the living rooem. |r.““;
e, Rachels family bad rented 3 house fartlser nonth, on Finerree
[yave, bust that one e sold 1o 2 hedge-fund billionaine in Jankary

Thear new clapboard home Magme would soy oul there with
Rachel through Labor Day weekend, and Davad would drive out on
ﬁﬂ.pmduhﬂfﬁf1mmu{huﬂnu was coxy and quaing. It
had a Large farmhiowse kitchen and a sloped and creaky posch. The
bedrooems were on the second floor, Mom and Dad facing the ocean,
Rachel’s raom (complete with » Victorian-era crib) faced the lagoon.
They brought Frankie (the nanmy) with them, a third pair of hands, 25
Maggie Biked 1o say. Frankse sat in the back of the Aud with Rachel,
mgaged i 3 road-trip-long game of pick up Rachels pacifier, wipe
# off. and hand it back. Frankie was 3 night-schoal nuning sadent
a Fordham who helped ke care of Rachel three days 2 week, She
W3 twenty-two, an émigré from the walds of Michigan who meved
o Mew York with 2 bovfriend after college, only to have him leave
het for the bast player in 3 Japanese surf-punk band,

Maggie lsked her, because spending time wath Frankie made her
feel youmgg, somcthing that being with Dhaad in his world=—populied
etirely by people like David, in their forties, and some even n their
Bies and vmes—did not Maggie had just rurned rwenty-mane. She
HFmﬁkm“mn#mwnmmﬂrmmn
them, really, was thar Maggie had married 3 millionaire.

“¥ou got lucky,” Frankie used to tell her.

" —L




o

Neah Auelep

upie’y mioe. Maggie verulid Ay
uso even luckier,” Frankie would say aned wmile. Among ber

ghepe was @ lot of wlk shout landing & rvich man. They used 1 S
an short skirts and pall boots amd go o h.ﬂulc-lzm-:r eluils, hﬂpiu. w
lansd & Wl Street up-and-comet wath a full head of hair and 4 dick of
seel Hut Frankie wasn't really like that. She had a softcr edge, hyy,
ing been raited with goats and chickens. Maggie never worried gy,
Frankie was out (o sieal her hnband svay. It would be absurd, sber
#ll, 1o trade in your pwenry-nine-year-okl trophy wile for » twenty.
ewo-year-old. like a chiché on steroids. And yet, she supposed, Wranges

thangs had h.iFlpﬂll"’
Just a few yean earlier the had been the one paid to tesch ofer

people’s children. A tweney-two-year-old preschool teacher, biving i
Brooklyn. She mde her bike over the Brooklyn Bridge every marn-
ineg, wiing hand sgnaks Eke ihe was wpposed to. The fool wafic on
the bridge was minimal at that hour. Joggers mosthy. A few heslth-
comcious commuters brown-hagging their way acros the river. She
wore & leman-yellow helmet, her bong brown hair fluttening bebind
her like a cape. She didnt wear headphones of sunglasses. She braked
fior squirrels, sopping mad-ipan to take n the view and have some
water. |n the city she ook Chambers o Hudson and rode morth,
checking bekind her every minate or so for taxi drivers on cell phoses
or shcksters in German automobiles who'd stopped looking st the
moad,

She got to work every morning by six thirry. She liked to straightes
up before the kids arrved, to restack supplies, The schoolhowse wa
m“,JI,HI a few rooms 10 an old bock btl.iilﬁhg mext Lo X P“"-"'GH
that had been wrned into a playground. It was on 3 wee-lined street
in 3 part of the Wiest Villsge that had an almost old London feel. Side-
wilks curved hike crooked fingers. On Facebook she once |1'lf""'-'="'j"*‘II
she liked this part of the city best, its timeless, genteel nature. The et
of the ciny felt 100 cold to her; wide avenves of windy busnes 1%
ems, like gleaming bank machines of human resource.
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The s student usally arvived a0 eighe, siralling ar shulMling or
conETing: hand i haned with Dacldy or Mormma, sometimes seill half
et byingg i & futuristle Maclaren op S1akke sipercartiage, Ligtde
penelope of Dandel or Eboase, shoes so smal] they could fit on 3 dall,
sy short-sleeved shirts with checks or seripes bike ome day they would
grow up 19 be wealthy nerds, just like Daddy. Four-year-ald garls in
Wu;r dresses with one pigisil or Aowers in their hair picked
fom 3 pot outiide 3 brownaone by a harried parent on the WaY b
whool

Maggie wan always there to greet them, standing in the asphalt
playground, snaling with suniy exuberance a san a they appeared,
like a dog who jumps 0 i feet at che sound of 2 key in the fron
door.
Cawd marnimg, Mirs Maggie, ey cried,

Cad moovmiing, Diirter; pood morming. fustin; good morming, Sadie.

She gave them 3 hug or mussed their hair, then sid gad marnang
1o Mommy or Daddy, who often grunied thear replaes, havineg searted
wuting the moment their kids feet touched whool property. They
were liwyers and advertising executives, magazine editors and archi-
tects, The men were forty or older (the oldest father in her dass was
wnry-three). The women ranged from lite-rwenties supermodels with
chakdren named Raisin or Mudge to harried working moms in their
semics who had given up on finding a living, beeathing husband and
vonvinged a gay friend to come in a cup in exchange for six weekends
& year at the summaer howse im the Catskills and the honorary e of
“uncle™

She wai 3 patient veacher, sometimes inhunanky sa, warm and
thoughsful, but firm when necessary. In their evalustions, some par-
emts wrote that they withed they could be more like her, 3 rwenty-
fun-year-old girl who always had 2 smibe and a kind word, even to a
wreaming child who had just screwed their nap.

Maggic usually left the school around four, wilking her mahogany-
tolared bike to the curb before snapping her chin strap and lurching
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v traffic. In the siternoans ihe liked o nde over .tn the fiver oy
= the bike path sonith. She “-'3"|"P"‘-"1 LTVEETITRES 10 510 on 3 bengh h?'
taler ud waich bost iraffic, the helnyet forgenen atop heg hesd,
:}: :::H close her eyes every time ehve widid Bew. O dayy, when
;h_ —— L pinety she might buy a shaved ice fron 2
Meican man with 3 carp—usiially cherry—and sit in the gras eating
ie with the flat thumbuail of a tiny spoan. L'r“ those days she woulg
ke off her helmet and lay it on ihe grass like a lemon drop, She'y
selax on her back in the cool green and wate st the clouds for 5
time, Mexing her body o0 il lawn, before reaffixing her helmer ol
sareing the long ride hame, her lips stained the cobor of childbood,

Herw dintaint it seemed 10 REF Naw, Just seven years later, the unem.
ployed mother of o woddler ar, more precisely, the pampered wife of
Iruu’:d::: ot they arrived ot the house, she and Diavid would go s
ihe market and stock up on supplies, while Frankie stayed home wih
Rachel Montsuk st this pooist wasn't the brand-name scene of the
Hamptons, but you could feel it creepang i, The local general siose
monw sold speculry buaters and arcisanal jams. The old hardware itare
wocked heirloom limens and had been remodeled in distressed white
bead board,

From a raadside stand they bought tematoes, a1 and cracked, and
wene home and diced them thick and ate them with sea salt and olive
cil, There was no sach thing & hardship anymore, certainly nothing
mose than 3 Aecting inconvenience, and yet when she reflected on it
late 2t might Maggie was amazed by how her sense of life's diffice
ties ebbed and adapeed to fit ber new circumstances, Whereas, before
David, she would have to bike home in the rain some days through
gridlock raffic and scour her apartment for pennies to do laundry
{amd even that couldn’t wruly be considered hardship in a workd whes
children went 1o bed hungry), now she found herelf exasperated by
foalish things—misplacing the keys to her Lexus, or being told by the
clerk at D' Agostin that he didn't have change for a hundred. Whes
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s realiped this. low sodt shie was becoming, how privileged, Magpie
felt 3 wave of self-loathing. They should give all their Feaney away,
e pald [ravid, raise their kids hand-to-mouth with the proper values,

) want to g0 back 10 work” she'd ay.

“{Huay.”

“Na i paeani ik, | |:lr|'1._||:|:|! sl amoard all dl!ll. I'en & weorker, I"m used
s working.”

“Wo're taking cane of Fuachel, You tell me all the e s Friaich
ok hiat 10"

ghe would twist the phone cond berween her finger, keeping her
ke dowen so a8 nod o wake the baby,

“Bin | hmowe Aned [ just can'te—1"m not goang 1o have my daughter
paiied by nannies,”

| know. We both feel that way, which is why i w0 magical that
i cane—"

=1 jll-l—| dan't feel hike I'I'I'!,'i-IH' e,

“That's 3 normal postpartum—"

“Don't do that, Don't make it about nyy body, ke 1 can't control
oyl

Sikemce from the other end, She couldn't tell of he was being raci-
wEn or writing an emadl

I sill don't undersand why you can't take more time” the said
“We're ondy up here a month ™

"I hear you, It frustrating for me oo, but we're in the middle of 2
big expamsion on a corporate level—"

“Mever mind." she said, not wanting to hear the details of his job.
Himot like he enjoyed her war sorics—the woman who cut ahead of
them at the supermarket, the playground soap operas.

"Dy, I'm juse saying—1"m going 10 try 1o make it out Thursday
mght at least pwvice

Now it was the who was silent. Upstairs Rachel was asleep in her
arh. Maggie could hear sounds from the other side of the kitehen that
made her think Frankic was changing over the laundry. On the edge
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sound of the ooean, that tectonic drum, ghe s
:L-]TE::‘;t At might she abepe like the dead because H-i-hh:::u
care gEmERc pulse omce again o phase with the rhythm of the ey

[y s late the following week that Frankse dissppeared. She p,y
gone o IO (0 4 3 MaVIE at the lide old - house theater, g3,
wa meant 1 be home by cleven and Maggie dadn’t wait up, 12 s ey
rught with Rachel—rising a8 her carliest cries and soothing her bogy
10 sleep—and her imstant on those nights was :l.mjr:mﬁm-.l._hdh
sdecp. 30 35 100N 23 the sun wemt down (sometinies before) her by
would be down on the pillow, her tired eyes perpensally reading ang
rereading the same short pages of her book, without ever making i
past the secand chapter.

In the marming when shie rowe wath Rachel (who had come 1o bed
with her just after rmidnaght) and Frankie wasn't up, Maggse though i
w3 little scrange, but the girl was young and maybe she met scame.
ane 3t the mosic or went for a drink after at the old silor pub oa
the way hame. It wasn't until eleven when she knocked on Frankic)
docr—they'd agreed that Maggie would have the day to hemelf—ind
then opened it and found the bed empry and unused, that Maggie be-
gan to wedTy.

She called David af the affice,

“What do you nean she gone? ™ he sad.

“Just, | doa't know where she is. She didn’t come heoiie and shel
ned answering her phone™

=D she beave 3 poaes™

“Where would she beave a note? | checked her room and the
kitchen. She went 1o a mowic, | called her cell, but she'’s not—"

“Okay, let me—1'l make 3 few calls, check to see if she came back
0 the eify—remember she was having troubles with that boy—Try
something—and if | don't turn up anythang or she's seill not back, Il
all the local police”

“Is that=1 don't want 1o overreact”

“Well, we're eather worried or we're not. You tell me”

Hank Mawley
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There was a long pawse, whibe Maggie though it theough—during
which time she alio nude 3 wack for Rachel who was biting at her
skl

“fiabet”

“¥esh." she said, “it's weird, You should call

Three hours Later, she was sicting acrons from the local sheridl, Jim
prabody, whoae Face booked like the Lt paece of jerky in the jar,

~Maybe I'm just being silly” she said, “but she’s usually 5o respon-
“[lon’s do that to yoursell, Mn. Baterman, Take your power away,
Ve kenow this garl and you had an instiner. You goats truss thae™

“Thank you. |—thank you.”

fim merned 1o his depuny—Ffemale, buvm:,ahn-u-rmny_

“We'll viast the theater, @k to Sam, see if he remembers ker.
Grace'll go by the pub. Maybe she sopped in there. You wid your
rharad was calling her people?”

=W He phnnﬂt s friends and some of hep [Hﬂ-il'r—riﬂbﬁl-fa
heard freay ber” i

Rachel was colonng—mwmthy on the paper—at 3 small round kids :
tble Maggie had picked up st a fea market, the kind that came with
twn adosable little folding chain, Maggie was amared the girl hadn't
bothered them once during the entire visit, a5 if she understood the
mportance of what was happening. But then she had always been a
senstive and serious chikd, so much so thar Maggae sonsetimes wor-
tied she was depressed. She'd read an article abowt it in the Times—
children vath depression—and now it hung in the back of her mand, 2
Hag ldea that coubd tie all the litde ideas wogether==the poor sleeping,
the shyness—or maybe she was just allergic to wheat,

That is what motherhood was, one fear ecliped by another.

“She's not depressed.” David would sy, “She's jun focused.”

But he was 2 boy, and 2 Republican to boot. What did he know
about the intricacies of ferale psychology?

When there was still no word by sundown, David put the rest of |
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che week's activities on hold and drove out. I the mapupe afbcr he
srived, Maggie felt like 2 balloon deflating: The strong busineyy,,
usigal facade she had put on diappearcd. She poured herselr {[amd l"il‘ll:l
] il d:l'lﬂk-

“HLac el nl::p?" he asked.

“Yev. | put her in her room, Do you think that’s 2 Mistake? Should
I have put ber 10 ourd”

He shrugged. It made no real-world difference, he d‘ﬂ.lﬂ'ﬂ_ It gy
just an ESE in his wifes head.

“| callied the sheriff on the way m,” he told her whep |h,n. —
satting in the bving room. The ocean roared in through the screen,
inviible in the Black naght ar. “He said she definively weng o the
movie, People remembered her—a preety girl dresied like the City—
but nothang from the bar. 5o whatever happened, it happened on her
way honee.”

*I mean, what could have happened:™

He shrugged, wpped his drink.

“They checked the local hospinak”

Halfway through her drank, Magge granaced.

“Shit. | should have dome that. Why didn [—"

"Ies mod your job. You were busy with Rachel, But they checked
the honpitals and no one fiting her descriprion came in lase nighe. Mo
Janie Dees or snythang.”

“David, i the dead? Like lying in a ditch or something?™

“Mo. | don't think so. | mean, the bonger this goes the less positive
I'm gomna spin it, bur right now it could Just be—1 don't know—:

B they both knew Frankie wasn't the bender Y.

That naghe Maggse slepe fiefully. She had a dream that the Montsuk
Manster had come 1o life and was dithering out of the lagoon and
scress the moad, moving inevitably toward their house, leaving a Sog
Eﬂf gore behind, She su'rnfimd polled, imagining it surging up the

€ 10 the second-Aoor window—Rachel’s window, Had she lef

% | m
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the wisddowr open? It was 3 warm nighe, s She
bt this EimmE—gIvED her sbient brain, her dgﬂcﬁu:i:ulii::ﬁ :
o shie bedt it open? .

Mapgic woke with her feet already on the fAnor, 4 mothers pynie
moving her down the short hall 1o her daughtery mom, T'h::l'“
thing that strisck her was that the door was closed. Maggic knew .';
hada't chosed it. In fact, she slways pue 2 doarstop in fron of i to keep
# froan closing in the wind. She hit the door almast 2 5 run, and the
knob wosldnt ourn. Her shoalder hit the door hard, imaking a loud
hang

Behind her she heard David stie, but from irade the room dhe
heand nothing. She tried the knob again, It was bocked,

“Panadt” she yelled, then again, her voice taking on 2 unge of hys-
berad,

Then he was behind her, moving fase bur sill sluggith, some
of hiv sheepang brain left behind, o

“It's bocked,” she wid,

“Move,” he told ker,

She did, flattenimg herself againse the wall 10 let him get in there,
He grabbed the knob in his big hand and eried 1o marm it

“Why isn't she crying?™” Maggie heard hersell sy, “She must be
wwake. | must have woken her up. Banging.”

He tried the knob again, then gave up, put his shoulder into it
Onee, twice, three times. The door sretched the Jamh bt didn'e
open,

“Motherfucker” he said, now fully awake, mken by fear. Why
want his daughter erying? Instead, all that came under the door was
the surge of the ocean,

He stepped back and kicked the door hard, reaching dewn for
Sommie prienal Meanderthal stremgth., The jansb shaviered this time, one
'“!'F'lht hinges popping, the door flying open and bending backward,
like 3 baser who's been gut-purnched.

Maggse pushed past i into the room snd scresmed.
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The wissdon Wit wule apen
The prils was empTy-

Maggie srood scaring al it far & bong time, as if the sight of an empry
crih was & surmeal aspoasibilaty. David ran 1o the window and logkeg
put, first aine way, then another. Then he was out of the moom Pt
her. She loeard his feet thundering dewn the stairs, then heard the
front door dam and heard has feet ranning through first gras, then
qand, then gravel. 4 he made his way to the rosd.

ke was on the phome downstairs when she found him.

“Yeu " he sand. “This i life or death. 1 don't care what i coam™

A pause he listened.

“Ohay. We'll be up”

He hung up, eyes locked on some point in the muddle distames,

“[lavid?” the wsd.

“They're snding SOaTEEONE.

“The company.”

“What do you mean someonc? Did you call the copa?”

He shonk has head

“This is my dawghter, They sok nvy daughter. We're not using pub-
b servamts.”

“What sre you talking about? Who took her? She'’s missirg, They
need to—we need to have someone, a bot of someones, out ther
locking for her right now™

He stood and started mrming on lights, going room to room, mak-
ing the oz look awake, She followed.

“David:"

But he was lost in thowght, some kind of masculine scheme playing
out in bis head. She turned and grabbed the car keys off the hook.

“Well, | can'® yust sit here”

-
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Hie caught Op 10 her at the door, grabbed her wrin,

gy not— e snd, “she didn't wander off, Shes wo. Somenne
;I.urlhﬂl i b her windiow and ook ker, HWhy? For oy

|-H|}._

wput first.” he said, “first they took Frankie™

she leaned against the wall, her head spinning.

i hat ane you—"

He pus hes handds on ber, not in 3 rough way, bus firmly, to les her
inow she wat stll connected o the carth, to him.

sframkie knows us. She knows our routines, our finamnces—ar 3t lease
" o sense of our finsnoer—she knows which poom Foachel ﬂpppq
in. Everythang. They took Frankie so she could give them Ruachel ™

Mage went over and sat down on thie sofa, purse sill on her srm.

“Unbess she'’s working with them,” ssid David,

Maggic shook her head, shock calming her, making her limbs feel
hike seaweed floating on the waves.

“She’s not, She's twenty-two, She goes to mighe schooel

“Maybe she necds money”

“David,” sakd Maggie, looking at him. “She’s not helping them,
Mot on purpose.”

They thought about this, what it might take to compel a conscien-
UOUS FOURE Woman to give up a deeping toddler placed in her charge.

Farty-five minutes later, they heard car tires on the driveway. David
went outside 1o meet them. He came back in with six men. They
were clearly armed and had what could only be described 35 2 mil-
iary demseanor. One of the men wore 3 suit. He was olive-skinned,
Ervnng at the weinples.

“Mrs. Bateman,” he said. “1'm Mick Daniels. These men are here
¢ yous protection and to help me ascertain the face”

“Thad 2 drean.” she found herself telling him.

“Honey,” said David,

“Abous the Montauk Monster. That it was sliding up the side of
s howe ™

pr




Waph Hewmley

Mick modded. IF he found this odd at all; he didn't say s,
wijoy were sleeping.” he wld her, "kt some part of you easy
omething. 10s genetic tRININE. A ansmal memory ﬂwﬂllfn

hisdred thousnd years 2 prey”
He had them show him their bedroom and then Rachely

had them retrace theif steps. peanwhile, two of his men examing
the perimeter. Another two set up 3 comunand center in the living
room, hringing in lapeops, tebephones, and printers.

They met up again with the full group ten mmies lager

“A single st of footprint,” they were told by a black man working
& piece of bubble gam, “and rwo deeper marks directly under the
window, We think thats from the ladder. Tracks lead w0 & wmally
structure on the property, then diappear. We found a ladder inside,
Extendable, Tall enough to reach the second Aoor, | think”

5o he dadn’t bring his own ladder,” said Mick, “he wed one tha
was abready here, Which means he knew it was here”

"W had a rain guceer fall last weekend.” said Davicl, " The landlond
came and put it up, used 3 ladder. Not sure where he got it, bat he
drove wp in a sedan, 0 he didn't bring it wiath him.”

“We'll loak at the indlord,” sasd Mick.

“Mao viable tire marks on the rad.” aid a second man, holding »
rifle. “Mothing fresh, #t least. No sense of which direction he or they
may have taken”

“I'm sorry.’ said Maggie, “but who are you people? Somebody
ook my baby. We need o call the police”

“Mrs. Nateman,” said Mick,

=Seop calling me that,” she said back.

“1'm sorry, what would you like me 1o call you?™

“Ma. Just—will somebody please tell me what’s happening?”

“Ma'am,” Mick said, “1 am a paid security consultant for the b
geut private security firm in the world. Your husbands employss
retsined my services at no cost to you. | served cight years with B
Mavy SEALs, and cight more with the Federal Bureau of Iovestifgt-

2w
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jon. Tve waorked thiee hundred kidnapping casey with 1 very high
it ol success. There is a Formuls st work here. A 500m it we Figure bt
s, | promise you we will call the FBI, but net nhﬂphuhrmf;:n

Wy Fiu 1o contrel the situation from now until we gt your )
tee brch.

“pnd can you do that?” Maggle wid, 2 if from another dimensian,
“Chet her back?”
=W, i amy,” sakd Mick, "1 can'

M
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118 THE WHITE walls that wake him. Mot just in the bedroom; the
whale spartment is embosed in pure wory—walls, floors, furniure.
Scod lies there, eves open, heart besting fist. To sheep in white limbo,
like & new soul vasperded in ether waiting for 4 door to open, for de
baresucratic check box of body awignment, praying breathleuly for
the imventian of cobos, can drive 3 man mad apparently. Scom tons
i purms under white sheets on white pillows, his bed frame paissed
the color of eggs. At rwo fifieen am. he throws off the coven iad
puts has feet on the floor. Traffic sounds creep through the double-
pane wirsdows. He is sweating from the excrtion of forcing himsclf v
stay in bed, end he can feel his hesre beating through the walls of hs
rib cagr.

He goes i ihe knchen, and conswlers making coffes, but it fech
wrong somehow. Night is night and morning i morning and 1o con-
fisse the two can bead to lingering displacement. A man out of time,
phase-shified, drinking bourbon for breakfase. There is an itch behind
Scom's eyes. He goes into the living room, finds a credenza, opent
all the drawers. In the bathroom he finds six tubes of lipstick. In e
kinchen he firnds a black Sharpie and rwo Hi-Liters (pink and yelkow).
There are beets in the fridge, frazzled and fat, and he takes them oul
and puts a pot of water on the sove to boil.

i P]

.

They are ealking about him on the wehevision He doent need 1a
it 00 10 knoww that, He b part of the cycle now, the andllens. woe-

- Whitewsshed floorboards creak underfoor as be pach into the
living room (white) The fireplace i sill eharred from recen wse, and
seott crouches on the cool brick hp and searches the siher. He Finds 3
yemp of charcoal by feel, pulling it forth ike a diamond from 3 mine
There 1 & Aoor-lengih mirror on the far wall, and a he strsighten he
canches sight of himuell. By coincidence his boxers are white and he
woears & white T-shirt=—aa if e 10w is dowly being consumed by some
sndleis nothing. Seeing himaell in the mirror in this all-white world—
3 pabe, whire man draped in white choth—he considers the powibiliey
that bve ia & ghose, Wliad i more Lkely, e wonders, i | v by il
ath a diskoiared ibanbder amd @ soddler on my back, o i | drosened i iy
churmigg Jalt, likee my sister all thase yrars back, her panicked eyes and mouth
v inider dhe greedy Black wier of Lake Michigan?

Charceal in hand, he goes sround the apartment turning on lighms.
Theere 15 an inafinect to o6, & Feeling not exsctdy rasonal, Outside he can
hear ihe grinding brakes of the day's first trash trock, i peared jaws
pubverizing the things we no longer need. The apartment now fually
ihamanaved, he urns a slow circle 1o take it all in, white walls, white
furnanare, white floors, and this single nurn becomes 3 kind of spin, s
if omce started it cannot be wopped. A white cocoon pumnctazted by
black mirron, window covers raised,

Everything capable of producing color hus been piled on the low
white coffec table. Scott sands with ashen charcosl in hand. He
wwinches the lump from beft 1o right, his eyes drawn 1o the feesl black
uain there on his left palm. Then, with guste, e claps his diery palm

0 his chest and draws it down across his belly, smearing black ash onto
the cotton.

Abive, he thinlks,
Then he starts on the walls.
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An hour later he hears 3 knock on the door, and then the soung of the
ey inthe lock,Layl cntrs, sl dressed fo cvening i 2 shovt g,
s high heels. She finds Scott m the living room, throwing beey ,,
e wall. B T-shist and shorts are miimed 17 1|.H.‘ common parlance, -
—Y Y of thes particular painter—stained black and
red, The air smells vaguely of charcoal and root vegetables, Withoy

acknawledgng bet arrval, Scott pads over to the wall and eouche,
lifting the unashed tubsr. Behird him, he hears footsteps in the hap

hears the sound of 3 breath drawn in A strtled rush,

He hears it and doen’t bear i, becauie, at the same ome, thep b
mothing bt ihe vaumid i bis own thoughts, Yisions and memory, ind
somiething mose abatract. Urgent—not in the sense of earth thattering
bt & it feeh to urinase finally after 3 long drive hoimie, wack in wop.
and-go traffic, the long run o the front door, fumbling for ken, By
unbuttomed chakily an the hurried move, And then the anbeis srein
A buologiesl necewity fulfilled. A light, once off, now wiried an,

The paisting is revealing itself 1o him with every stroke,

fiehind him, Layls watches, lips parted, taken by a feeling she
doesn't peally understand. She is an intruder an an act of creation, u
umexpested voyeur. Tha aparoment, which she owns and decarated
herelf, has become something ehe, Something unexpected and wild
She reaches down and unurags her high heels, carrying them 1o the

speciled whate sofa
“0 wat at & thing upeown,” she sys. “One of those endlew wh

varei=—arsd [ saw youar I'Bh' on from the sreer. All che ’Iﬂl'lli-"

She sits, ane leg folded under the other, Scotr rams his hand
thrugh his Bair, bus scalp now the color of cooked Jobater. Then he
goed to the coffee whie, chooes 3 lipanck.,

“A fifty-yesr-ald man sasd be wanted to smell my panties,” she sy
“Or wait, that’s mot it—he wanted me to ke off my panties and P
them into his pocket and then later, when his wile was skepag. be
1sd he would hald them g his nose and jerk off imto the simk.”

She unfolds and walls to the liquor cabinet to pour herself s drmk

T—
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geemingly oblivious, Scott tests the lipstick color an the wall, then re.

capsit chiooses a different shade,

“|magme his wide eyes when [ told him | wamn wesfing any;”

Loyl says. watching hem select a color ealled Summer Blash. She sips

her drmk. “Do you ever wonder what things were like befire "

“Iefore what?™ tays Scott, not tining.

she lies back on the sofa.

I worry sometimes,” she says, “that peaple anly talk to me because
I'm pich or they want to fuck me"

Scott 15 4 Liser beam, focuted on 3 ipa,

“Sonsetimes,” he says, “they're probably puse wandering—do vou
want to onder an appetiser or potentlally § cockesil”

“I'm not talking about ifis thewr job. I'm wving in 3 wom fall of
peaple. I'm saying socially or 2t 2 business meeting, I'm tadking about
samiehody looking 5t mie and thinking, There} 2 humas iy e e,
shingg msearivengfied ro e 1 ohve great debare,

Scont caps the lipstck and steps back to inspect his work.

“When | was seven,”™ he says, 1 ran away from home. | mean, not
from home, but from the house. | chimbed 3 free in ihe backyard
Tl showr thew, | thought, for who remembers what rewson. My

mam—traim the kitchen windev—aw me up there, a bov in the
bough of 3 tree with his knaprack and 2 pillow, glaring, but the
Jut went about making dinner. Later, | watched them eating st the
kechen table—Mom, Dad, my sister. s the Wit Afier the dishes
weee done, they st an the wofa watching TV, Rase! People, possibly Fill
Honcse. | started getring cold.”

He smudges charcoal, perfecting an effect.

“Have you ever tried sleeping in a tree?” he asky “You have 1o be
d panther. Ore by one the house lights go out. 14 forgotten to bring
od, m che thing, or a sweater. So sfter » while | climb down and go
"side. The back door i open. My mother has fefi a plire of food on
the tble for me with 2 note. for i in the froezer! | sit and eat in the
dark, then go upstairs 1o bed

ST ERR——
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sl ane yORI saying!” i

“haothing, 1t just something 1 did

[ smidges charcoal lines on the drywall, adding shadows,

ueye maybe” e vy, “what | nican i, I'I"“"'FI' can sxy all kindy of
thangs without ever opeiiilig thesr moniths

Ghe wireiches e s and begs away from her body, Hirmig fey
hap 10 the ceilng. .

=They're wying o0 the mews that the boy stopped talking.” the ki
“That he haen't spoken a word since the aceident, 1 don't know by
they know, but that's what they're saying.”

Scott scratches his face, beaving an inky snwsdge on his temple,

mitsen | was drinking” he says, “1 was what they call & moter.
mouith. Just one thing after another, mostly the things | thoughe
people wanted to hear, ar—that’s not true==things | thought were
provocative. The mah.”

“What was your drink?”

“Whiskey"

“S0 male,”

He uncaps the yellow Hi-Liter. rubs the wet feh absenily acrom hn
left thumb.

“The day | sobered wp, | wopped walking.” he says. “What was
there to say? You need hope to form 3 thought. It takes—| don't
knew—aptimisn 1o speak, 1o engage in conversation. Because, really,
what's the poing of all this communicating? What difference doe it

really make what we sy to each other? Or what we do, for that
maber?”

“There's a name for that,” she says, “Its called depression.”

He pats the Hi-Liter down, turen slowly, taking in the work. Shape
and color, open o inerpretation. He feels exhausted all of a sudden.
mow that the room ha depth, dimension, As his cyes reach Layls, be
sees she has removed her drem and is lying naked on the sof.

“You weren't kidding sbout the underwear,” he says.
She wmales,

i
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< Al night | was w0 happy” she ways, “knowing | had » vecret, Every-
hody Blking about what happened, the mystery—s plane crashed
Wt M gerrorism? Soame kind of kil se pih beganning-of-the-end we.
—— Ly wane Bonh Korean FIVERRIEED a1 kﬂ? Hl-pl:rlﬂ fram
qarciing, You should have been there. But then things wirn, become
more—peronal. All these moneyed elities talking abowt the boy, will
he ever talk agan.”

shse winidies b,

w kg about you.”

Scodt poes to the kiechen unk, waihes B hands, watching sh s
lipeick run dovwn the drain, When he comes back the wis i empry

“li here,” she calls rom the bedmoom,

Seon thinks abour that—what a naked woman in his bed will lesd
po==then e murns and goes wto the soudy. The walls here are sill
white. It offends his sense of accomplishment, 1o be presses his stained
wna to the drywall, leaving a body shape like Wike E, Coyote. He
goets over 1o the desk and picks up the phone.

“Dhid | wake you?” bie asks when she answers.

“No says Eleanor. “We're up. He had 2 naghmmare”

Scott pictures the boy tossing and turning, the inside of his head
TR 164,

"Wlkat's he doing right now?"™

“Eating cereal, 1 tried to get him back to sheep, but he wouldn't
have in. S0 1 found Wand bord on PRS"

an | ealk bo himd™

He hears her put down the phone, hears the muffled sound of her
wice—[fl—across the maom. Surrendering to gravity, Scott lies on the
fiooe, the phone cord sererching along with him. After a second he
bears the plastic of the receiver dragged acrow & hard surface, then
h‘HI:hm“_

“Hey, pal.” says Scot, He waits. "It Scott, | was—looks bike we
both woke up, huh? You hed 2 bad dream?”

Fram the ather room, Scott hears Layla turn on the TV, mainlining
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dye twenty-four-hoat AEWS cycle, Through the phone he hegy the
litshe boy breathang

W] was dhinking sbous maybe coming up thete—1io we you"

S oar. “Yioai could thow me your reom or—I don't know, It been by,
here, In the ciry. Your sunt sys you're near the river. | could mayhe
teach you hiww (o dap stanes, or="

He thinks about what he has yust sand, Lot you and T wisis anoghey
Lirge body of waten. Past of him wonders if the boy screams every rig,
e toiliet Aushes, if be shies from the sound of the filling b,

“What helps me with fear” he says, “being afraid, is preparation
you know? Knowing bow £ do things. Like i & bear artacks they wy
you're supposed to play dead. Diad you know thar®™

He feeh the weight of exhaustion pulling on him from deep below
the fsar.

“Yiihat shous Hons?™ the boy sy

“WWell ™ says Scoiz, “1'm nos sure there, Ba | tell you what. Il ge
the answer and 1]l you when [ see you, okay®

A leng slence.

“Oikay” says the baoy.

Scatt hears the boy drop the phone, then the sound of its retriewl.

“Wow,” says Elesnor. “1 don't know whar to—"

It hamgs berween them, this maracle warker exchange. Scott doein’
want to talk sbout it. The fact that the boy waill speak to ham and no
e elue 1n umpl'!.' a faci, 23 far 3 he's concernad, without what ) o
chologiu call meaming.

=1 ol hiam Bl wasie,” says Soode, I that okay?™

“0f course. He'd—we'd like that™

Scott thinks sbout the inflection of her vaice.

"What about your hushand?" he asks.

“There are very few things he likes.”
"¥oud™
A panse.
S ometine
238

niienn e Taii

They think sbout that for 3 while. From the bedmam, Scodt ieary
; sigh, but he can't tell iF WS & human nolse o 5 s effec ol 1he
wrrehn

oWy aays Soott, "Sun'll be up soo, Tey to get s nap today”

»Thamks." the sy, “Have s nibce day”

A wier day, The sinaplsciey of it makes him smile,

Yo toa, he sy

Adter they hang up. Scor hes there for & beat, flirting with seep,
then climbs to his feet. He follows the wund of the televiaon, peeling
off his T-shirt and dropping it on the Boor, then takes off his buxers
und walks vo the bedroom, turning off lights as he goes. Lavls s hali
wnder the covers, posing hip-up—she knows what the looks like, the
power of it—her eyes arranged coyly an the screen, Chilly now, Scom
climbs neo bed. Layls sorns off the TV, Ousside, the sun is just ware-
g 1o rie. He lays has head on the pallow, feeling first her hands and
then her body move toward him. Waves climbing 3 white sand beach,
Ske arranges herself across his haps and torso. Her bips find his neck.
Scotn feels the warmth of the comiorter pulling him down, The white
box has been vanguished. Limbo is now a place. Her hand touches his
cheit. Her leg Aoats up along his shin and sertdes scrow his chighs. Her
body i hot. the are of her breasss flush against his arm. She muzzes
nd whispers into the groove of his neck, aking her ame.

“You like talking ve me” she says, “righed™

But he is already asleep.




PAINTING #4

AT FIRST IT looks like 2 blank camvas. A long white recangle covensd
in geasa. But seepping closer you can see there's a topography to the
white, shadows and '-':|.|.£'|.1. Whte pliﬂl has been bule up i I""I'ﬂ-'la-
snd there are hing of colors undermeath, the blush of something had-
den. And you think, maybe the camvas isn't blank after all. Maybe the
image has been covered, erased by white. The truth w, the naked e
alone will never be able to uncover the story. But if you take your
hand and run it over the valleys and nidges of gewo, if you close your
eyes and allow the topographec truth o seep through, then maybe the
contours of 3 soone begin uo leak through.

Flamies. The outline of 3 buibding

Your imagimation does the rest.

-

PUBLIC / PRIVATE

A CAR HORM wakes him, bong and insistent. Layla is gone. The horn
comes again. Soon gets 10 his feet, walks naked to the window: There

i & mews crew outside, satelline van parked on the curb, dish deployed.
They have found him.

He steps back from the curtain, finds the remote, turns on the tele-
vimon. The image of 3 house appears, 3 white three-story with blue
windos and black star on 2 tree-lined street in New York Ciry. It is
the house he's standing in. A news scroll slides slong under the house,
duplaying words and number—the NASDAQ down 13 poinn, Dow
Jones up 116, On the lefi-hand side of the screen, Bill Cuningham
occupies his owm box, leaning into the lens.

“—he's shacking up, apparently, with the famous radical heiress,
whone father gave over four hundred million dollars to lefty causes laat
year, You remember, dear viewers, the man who eried o buy the 2012
clection. Well, this is his hirtle girl. Although—not so kicte amymoe—
ok at these pictures of her from a film festival in France earlier this
year”

Omcreen, the house slides 1o a smaller box, replaced in the main
window by still images of Layla in a series of revealing ball gowrs,
clipped from iyle sheem and scandal rage. There is 2 bikini shot bong-
keraed fram an actor's yacht
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Seam wonders if Layla is in the e, watching tha

As il hearing B |!'||;|ub:h|:1., the lpﬂ'ﬂilm dowinr CPERs. Ll!l'h Comey
in. She i5 dresed for 3 day of meetngs, it appears,

wf didn't tell anyone.” she says. 1 swear”

Scott shrugs. He never assumed she did. In his mind they are by,
1 endangered species, discovered mid-malt by 2 curiows child wig,
poor impulie pomend.

Onscreen, be warches fifteen curtiined windows, 3 narrow froe
door painted blue, rwo garage doors, aho blue. The only thing shed.
ing hi afe house from view is 3 narrow sapling. just 2 seck really
with 5 halihearred spray of green leaves, Soont studies the hoase he'y iy
on TV, concerned but also srangely facinated, bke 3 man watching
hanself being caten alive. It seems he cannot avoid becoming a public
figure nowe. That he must participate in this commercial dance.

Hw atearge, hoe thinks.

Layla stands beside him. She is thinking about saying more, but
doesm's, After @ moment she furns and wanders out of the apartmens
again. Scoet hears the apartment door clowe, then the sound of ber
keek on the staircase. He stands staring ar the house on televisson.

Bill Cunningham, looking energroed, says:

“—movement in an opstaars window just momends ago. Souwrce
tell ws that Ms. Mueller lives in the house alone, which—how many
hedrooms are there, dear viewers? Looks like ar lease six 1o me. And
| can't help but make some connections here—the head of a con-
servative news network dies in niviterious circumstances, and then
the lone wrvivor of the plane crash shacks up with the daughter of
a lefe-wing activiw. Well, some people might call it a colncidence,
but | do not”

Omsereen one of the garage doors starts to open. Scott leans for-
ward, watching more than just television now. He halfl expects to #¢
himself pull cut, but instead 3 black Mercedes emerges, Layla behind
the wheel wearing oversize sunglasses. The news cameras move I8
hﬁmﬂmu“‘“‘““"ﬁhﬂﬂﬁ?ﬁhwl qur:i.l:.*—mw!d“ﬂ"""
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ing, 0 Tl them over—and makes 3 left twurn, marin
soeet towand Greenwich before they can pen her in,

s her wake, the garage door clones.

= —the homeowner, definitely sy Cunningham. “Bat I'm g
dening, potentially, was this Burroughs fellow crouched down m the
sear seat well, like some juilbreaker from a Peckinpah film ~

seoct turms off the TV, He

E off up Bank

is alone in the houe now, stnding
Mm.“hmm.iun{mum“mﬂnm.lth:nm
what be has, cats one meal a day, he can sty in this spartment for six
days. Instead, he takes a shower, dresses for the day, Magmus, he thinks.
¥ anyome talked. it was him. But when be calls Magnus, the Irishman
cliimms ignorance.

“Slow up.” says Magnus. “What howse is on televigian?”

“I nexd you to rent me 2 car,” Scott tells him after ealking in circles
arcand {8, Magmius is uptoem in what used 1o be Spaninh Harlem, half
m the bag. though its only ten in the morming,

“You put in a goad word, yeah?™ says Magnus. “With Lavls® Wha-
pered @ listle something in thay besutiful ear, Magrus is the bes
painter. Something along thowe—"

“Last might. [ went on at length about your use of color and bight”

“Raght on, boyo. Right fecking on”

“She was hoping 1o come by this weekend, maybe see the new work ™

“Tve gone fiall chubby,™ says Magnus, “just in the Lt few seconds.
The head is purple and engorged, like 3 nakebite™

Mot cromes to the window. The curtains are sheer, but not see-
theouagh. Scoer tries to look down, aware that people are out there
looking back at him., He catches a ghimpse of a second news van
pulling into the curb.

“Daesn’t have to be a big car!” he says. “1 just need it for 3 couple
of divy to drjve up to Croton.”

“Want me 1o come?” ays Magnus.

“Nou | need you here,” Scote replies. “Holding down the fort. Layla
J*'r'lht'ng.r up all nighe, if you get my meaning™
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Neah Howlup

“Copder it held, ny friend, I've got enough Visgn 1o lag g
Halloween™

Afier they hang up, Scott grabs his jacket. walks into the [n“
rsam, then stops short. In all the chaos he ha forgooien (he R
he spent last night eradicating the whate. He smands now in 5 cube of
charcoal and lipstick, beet stans dried i ruby stheaks. The Marthy;
Vineyard farmers market surrounds him—a study for a Painting i
three dimensions—4o that the room’s Rurniture appears 1o be ser i
the middle of the open square. There is the fishmonger on the
wall, open coolens of ice below a long white card wlble; rows of veg.
cuables, triple trays of berries. And faces, reconstructed from memary,
sketched quickly with erambling coal.

And there, seated on 3 white canvas chair, 1s Magge, her head ang
shaubders tketehed on the wall, her body outlined on the fbric of g
chair, She is smiling. eyes shudowed by a big summer hat. Her e
children funk her on either side of the chair, the girl, standing vo ber
shoulder, on the right. The boy, half obscured behind a side table, on
the Jefi—jun his timy arm visible, attached 1o 3 slice of shoulder, 4
uriped shart, stripes the color of beets, stopping in the middle of ki
hiceps, the rest of him hidden by wood.

Seom standi frozen n the moddle of this scene, ot of ome, sur-
roumded by ghous, Then he goes downstains o face the crowd.

. ol

244 | 245

JACK

| NEVER LIKED to exercise,” said Jack LaLanne. “Bu | hike resule "

Tha was clear trom has triceps definiion alone, not i memton the
Chydesdabe heft of his beer-barrel thighs. A man of sverage height,
burstimg at the seams of his shott-sleeved jumpsuit. In his hoase he
kept an exercise musewm, packed with obscure tech, meost of it self.
made. Jack imvented the leg exvension machine in 1936, you see. His
spproach was 1o work 3 mwscle untl ie failed, bebieving, as he did, in
the power of transformation through deep-tivue annshiigion.

I the beginming. he wore 3 T-shirt and your standard pair of panes
1o main. He liked the feeling he gor from stresang the weave, Then
be had the idea 10 display himself in fited jumpraio—a uniform of
swelf-amprovement—so he went o the Oaklind Panss Factory. He gave
them shetches, an array of color chaices. Blues and grays mosthe An
Aftican American woman took his measurements with a cloth upe,
rullng around him on 3 squeaky meal chair. In those days wool was
the only fabric that would swetch, and so they made the junpsuis
ot of that, malled as thin as the material would allow: Jack liked them
shary, hie told her, peacocking, and sleeveles 1o show his rolling arms,
ind txpered at the waist,

Jck ware them so tight you could see what he ate for breakfast

A local health store paid Jack to creae a local sccess show for
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; carporate-sponsored attirude adjustment. You gor mountsins to

BEFORE THE Fall

Mash Bewley

KGO-TV. He taught people about the power 'f]d-d-lﬂ[. designing v,
ouls for every muscle, from toe o COMEUE. Six years later, the i
went natiomal. People ate beeskfist to images of Jack bouncing e
fipeocs. They rn m fromt of their television, aping what they gy,
hending at the waist and rotatng their arms in bird-like windmill;, a,

things picked up steam. certain words and phrases entered the A,

scan Jexicon. Jumping jack, sguar rinast, Jeg M. |
His jumpsuits had 2 torse-on-one bele that cinched 3t the waist

Ia hix prime, Jack was 2 squarc-jawed hourglass of 3 nun, by
ink-black thag cut e a classic lealian wave on his head. Franks
Valli, for example. To mos people in the carly years he exiued oaly
i black and white, an cthmc fireplug pointing a1 anstony chary,
expliining what went on inside the human body. See, he seemed
b say, welre mof juit animafs e anchiteerure, Bones and mecs and
lipament as a foundation for 2 wiling murailanee, Jack showed s tha
gverything sbout the human anatomy was connected and coald be

wsed i gharious tandenm.
To senile was 1o use an entire system of muscles, powered by joy.

Ome day he showed Amsericans how to get their faces "ath-u-leek
looking.” apening ind cloang has mouth comacally wide, 1o the take-
me-out-to-the-ball-ganse lilt af 2 spors ongan.

Then, in the 197k, Jsck wene fisll color, bounding onto 2 wand-
pameled set in shiny blises and purples. He became 2 kind of talk-thow
host, interviewing bodybuslders abour diet and lifestyle. It was the ea

af Mutwal of Owiaha’y WAl Ko, Vietnam had been lost, Americin
men had walked an the moon, and Humrmnwd_pddt‘d to Fesign

ins disgrace. You uned in because you biked hos boundless energy. You
nened in because you were tired of looking down and secing your
oum stomach. You tuncd in to get your heart rate moving nd nm

iy,

fllrﬂll:'- imsparanon. Yo gl skeells,
“fn't it better o be happy with 2 problem,” be wid, “thn o be

serable with T
D't wiallow, Jack cold a nation stumbling under recession, e

ﬁ#’”“"”" your meed Kot el hander,

This was durmg facks inspirabonal phae, when e realized ghar
what people needed was not just 3 miescular regimen, but 3 betrer way
of looking at the world. The petwork would dhrow back from cam-
ercials and there he'd be, the jumping jsck man, sigting backward on
5 pretal chair, loving down che soence,

“You know,” he'd say, “there are 50 many slaves in thei counery. Are
you 2 shive? You're probably saying, Jack, how can you be 3 slive in
this wonderful free country of America? | don't mean 2 shive in the
idea that vou're thinking of i, I'm ealking abour you're 3 shive when
you can 't do the things you want when you want to do them. Becsuse

you are 3 slave, just like che slives of ald who were capiured and pist
in chams. They were shackled, you know, and nat dlowed fo go any-
Juck Tooked directly into the lens,

“You're 3 slive just about 3¢ much = dha”
And 2t this paint he leaned forward and pointed right at the cam.-

tn, enuncraning each syflable

“You're a slave 10 your own body”
The weied, said Jack, remsains active sl the day you dve, bt it ir 2 slave

i the bodp—bodies that have hevome s lazy o they wowt 1o do & sie. The
daew of the conch potate, Amd you 've allowed it so be that way

“Instead of you ruling your body” he said, “your body i rufing

Ie was the dawn of the televiion age, and already the kethargy had

o, chat Ricker-glow hypaotim. The idiot box. And here was Jack
Wesking truth 1o power, trying o break you fons the snsotherng
Mh"rmﬂ'l'ﬂﬂdﬂrl world.

your [ smsind.
“Mow, direct from Hallywogd " boomed the anmouancer, “herel

yoiit personal health and fimew Insractor, Jack Lalanne
Far tharty minutes whar you got was can de gumption, You g

-._—1‘"- B .
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Theis iv il r-ulljll'hdll'J aht, ke boldd i with his eyes, the LT -
of his body seeming 10 answer every question he asked, Mg French
philosapher [ing of dead could comimee Jack Lalanme gl the
problens ol man were exutennal, Iv was 3 matter of will, of per.
severance, off mind over MANeT. Where Sartre saw emnui, Jack i
energy. Where Canne saw pointlesncs and death, Jack saw gy,
hoard-breaking power of reperin.

Jack rose b power in tlie era of Hiser Aldrin and Meil hr""“’“"ﬂ-
the age ol John Wayee. Amerscs was the go-getter nation, as fir g
he was concerned. There was no challenge 0o great. no obsacle weg
kg

Jack told us that America was the nanon of the future, that we were
all osi the verge of traveling 1o a science-fiction nirvana in gleaming
m‘Lﬂ 'II1L]H

Except, as far a3 Jack was concerned, we should be running there,
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HE IS ASSAULTED by arcificial light, framed by cameras with halogen
s, Scodt wpiants reflexively, ensuring that the first image the world
sect of himn i of 3 man wincing lightly, left eye bowed in wuine.
odien surge forward as he steps from the front door, men with
thoulder-mounted cameras and women with balled microphones,
iriling conds across the gum-sained sidewalk,

“Scott” they say. “Soom, Scott.”

He settles i on the threshold, door half open. in cise he needs an
Y EHAPE.

“"Hella," he saya,

He i 3 man starting 3 conversation with a crowd, Questions are
husled toward him, everybody speaking at once. Scont thinks of what
this wreet once was, a forested sream winding voward a muddy river.
He holds up his hand.

"What's the goal here?” he asks.

“Just & few questions,” says one of the jowrnalis.

“1 wan here firse” says another, a blond woman holding a micro-
phone with the letters ALC embossed on a rectangular box. Her
mume, she says, s Vanessa Lane, and she has Bill Cunningham speak-
g inte her ear frem mission control.

"Sco” she says, pushing to the front, “what are you doing herei”
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wHlere on this street?” he asks.
wrrfich s, Mueller, [ shee a friend of yours, or morme maybei™
§cote thinks about this. i she a friend or ot wirpbe, He's nog uy,
J eRhna TeEdrd really
“11-‘:: r::r o think shaut that” he wys. “Whether we're frieng,
We just met really. And then there’s her pont of view—how the yee
thirg—becawne maybe | get it wrong. the meaning, which-—wh,
haen't done that peedire, thinking winething 15 Blick when s “ﬂﬁ'
white”

Vinewa frowms

“Tell us abowt the crash.” she ways, “wehat wan it like?”

“In what senne?™

=Chut there alone, the raging ocean, and then you hear the by ory.
g

Senet thinks sbout this, his sillence peppered by other question,
shouted i 5/6 nme

“You're looking for a comparison, This s ke that, An analogy 1o
help you undertand”

“Septe,” vells 3 brunerte with 3 microphone, “why did the plane
crmsh? What happened?™

A young couple spproaches from the east. Scon watches m they
coons thee wtreet to avoid the spotlight. He i the accident now, rabber-
necked by pedeirrians.

“I suppose 1'd have 10 say it was like nothing” Scott tells Vanesa,
nit ignoring this new question, but smply focused on the b "Cer-
winly there’s no comparisan for me, The size of the ocean. T depth
and power. A moonless sky, Which way is north? Survival, at its basest
form, isn't a story. Or, | don't know, maybe it’s the only story”

“Have you spoken to the boy!™ someone shouts. “Was he scared?”

Scott thinks about thar,

"Wow” he says. “Thats—1 don't know that that’s a question for me
to—the four-year-old brain—1 mean, that’s an entirely different can-
veration. | know what the experience was fior me—a speck in 3 vl
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- peotibe darkness—baut bor him. at this moment in developmen,
paologicall: | mean. And with the natwre of fear—at 5 certain el
the animal power of it. But again, at his age—"

He beeaks off, thinking, aware that he is not giving them what they
want, but concerined that their questsons are oo important 1o anwer
i the moment, 10 define 1 passing. simply to meet same kind of 5=
porary deadlive. Wit was the experience like? Why did it happen? Whai
does it et goirg fonwand? These are whjecn for books. They are ques-
rons you meditate over lof year—to find the right words, 1o identify
ol the crmcal factors, bath subjective and objective

“Is an important question,” e says, “and one we may never really
hnow the snawer o

He miens o Vaneiss,

=1 mean, do you have kida?™

She i Wity =6Ix ot o,

Scobt turnd b her cameraman, 1 his fores,

-

“Ub, yeah, A biede gird”

Yoot nioda.

"And see, then theres gender, and the time of might, how he was
skeep when the plane went down, and did he think i@ was 3 deeam
miybe? At first. Like maybe he was stil sleeping. So many factors™

“People say you'ne a hero,” shouts a third reporter.

“Is that 3 question?™

"D you think you're 3 hera?™

“You'd have 1o define the word for me,” says Scotr. “Plus, what |
think doesn'’t really muster, Orr—thats not true—whan | think aboat
mrysell hasn't always proven vo be accurate, acconding 1o the world at
large. Like, how in myy twenties | thought | was an artise, but really 1
Wt Just a kid in his rwenties who thought he was an artist, Dees thay
make repged”

“Scott” they shour.
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|' = soary sy oo, V1 can el 1'iv st giving you what R
wanl §
oo says Vamesa. “Thas i from Bill Cuniingham direciy, Why
were you an that plane?” .
“Yous IOEAN, i 4 COMMAC eI, OF—
“How dad you end up on the plane?”’ she sy, correcting herelf
“Magge imated me” .
“Magggic s Margares Batennan, wife of David
: g
= And were you having an alfair with bher, with M, Baveman
Seott frown.
ke 3 el affair?™
Y, Just a8 you are now having an affaar with Ms, Mueller, whine
father danates millions to liberal caues.”
| “Iy that a real question?”
“People have a right to the truth”
“Just becawe I've been inside her houwse, you're saying I've had—
that sthe and | have had sex. This is your Einstein conclusion.”
Iyt it true that you wooed your way onto that plane?™
“In arder 1o what—crash into the sea and have to vwim ten milo
1o shore with 3 busted shoulder?”
He feels no anger, just bafflement at the line of questioning.
“lsn't it trie the FI has questioned you muluple times?”
"Dises two count as malripled”
"Wy are you in hiding?™
“You say in kiding like 1'm John Dillinger. I'm a private citizen, v
ing his life in privace”
“You didn't go home after the crah, ' Why not?
“I'm not sure”
“Maybe you feel you've got something to hide”
“Stayitg out of sight 15 not the same thing as hiding." says Scofl- 1
mikn my dog, That' for sure™
“Tel us about the paintings. s it true the FBI has seized them?”

S
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e Mo that B—they're just pictures, A naan swands in a whed on an
and Who knows why he paints what he pain? He feels like s 1
3 diaster, Maybe that’s where it starts. With irony. But then—he sees
amething greater there, a key maybe 10 understanding. 13 thig—? Am i
LHWETITR rlmr'—"

spy it erue you paintsd a plane crachd”

wiey, Thats one of the—it fech ke, 1o me, | migan, we're all
gonna die. Thats—biclogy. Al animali—but we're the only omes
dpt=—=knowe. And yet we—somehow we manage wo put this profound
pneradedige into wome kind of a bow, We know, but st the same timie
we dont, And yet in these moments of mass death—a ferry sinks, 2
plane crashei—we are brought face-to-face with the wuth, We 100
will die one day, and for reasons that have nothing w da with w, cur
hopes amd dreams. Ome day you get on a bus to go 10 work and there’s
3 bamb. Or you go to Walmart looking for svings on Black Friday
and get crushed by 3 mob, So—what started as irony—my life, the
digter—opened a door”

He chiews his b

“lhue ehve man in the shed 15 still just 2 man in a shed, you know?"
Vinewa wuches the plastic in her ear,

"Bl would hike 1o invite you to come to the studio for 3 ane-on-
ol IRlErview.

“That’s nice of him,” says Scoet. 1 think. Excepa the look on your
face doesn't seem like you're being nice. More like the police.”

“People are dead, Mr. Burroughs,” she says. “Do you really think
i s the e for nice?"”

“Now more than ever,” he tells her, then tarms snd walks away,

It takes 3 few Blocks, but eventually they stop following him. He
Wies to walk normally, aware of hinself both as 3 body in space
and time. and a5 an image viewed by thousands (millions?). He takes
Bleecker 1o Seventh Avenue and jumps in 3 cab. He is thinking about
how they found him—a man in a bocked aparmment with o cell
Phone, Layla says she didn't talk, and he has no reason to doubt her. A
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worman with 3 billion dollars doen't lie unless she want to, gng

the way the acted it seemed like Layla liked having Scot a5 fey
e secrer. And Magnus, well, Magnus lies about a lot of thing, b,
this doen't fec] like one of them. Unless they gave him 0Ny, g
then why did Magnas i their |1|'||:|n:' call by |'I|IImE Seaqr up e
hrusdred bucks?

The undverse i the umiverse, hie thinks. I isppesr i i o 16 b
dhere i @ redsen witour g e koot wdad if i Some mow kind of sael
line maybe? Sofware that burmws inie eur borses welnile ww ileep? Yesterday)
renice fction beomed sadays 1P

H,'-.,,-,.; gn irvisible man and now he's not. What matters i dhy;
Ise rans towand womething and not away. Sanng in the back of 5 cah,
Scom piomres the boy cating pereal i front of the television lige
ijght—=unabbe 10 sleep—wiatching » dog drawn from the letters dong
talk b 1 eat drawnm from the bettens o0, 10 only real life were that sim.
ple, where everyone we met and every place we went wai fathianed
from the pure ewence of i identty. Where you looked st s man nd
waw the letgers ferdeenad, and looked st & woman and sw the soed
e,

The sceeen is on in the cab, playing clips from late-night television.
Sonet reaches forward and rurns it off,
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GIL BARUCH

JUNE 3, 1967-AUGUST 26, 2015

THERE WERE LEGENDS sbout him, stories, but more than worke.
Thesries mightt be @ better word. Gil Baruch, forry-cight, liraeh expat.
{Thsgh ome of the theorien wa that he owned & home on the rs-
sors edge of the West Bank. an edge he hamseld had forged ingle-
kandedly from Palescinian land, driving up one day in an ol jeep and
setting wp hin tend, enduring the mares and s of the Palestingans,
Ramors he had chopped the wood himself, pirared the foundston,
i fifle wrap over his chest. That the first howe had been torched by
in angry mob, and Gal-—rather than wing his prodigious sniper skill
of hand=to-hand prowess—had simply watched and waited, and when
tae crovd dispersed he wrinated his disdain into the ashes and scarted
gain.|

That he was the son of lsrach royaley, no one dispated, his father,
Lev Baruch, bewng the trusted right hand of Moshe Dayan, renowned
miliary beader, mastermind of the Six Day War, They sy Gils father
% there in 1941 when a Vichy smiper put a buller through the lefi
ks of Dayan's binoculars, that it was Gil's father who cleaned out the
#hiss and shrapnel and stayed with Dayan for hours untl they could
be eracuated.

They wid Gil was born on the first day of the Six Day War, tha
hit barth coincided with the opening shot down to the second. Here
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e ek I'nrp.rll im war from the lowmd of & malitary hera, b -
canmon recoil ag b0 Feeniin, :|hHI|l|r windd, than Jus i Eler Wat thy
favorite granddsughter af Galda Meir, the anly woman tough Enoug
to forge an entire RALION inade the belly of an Arab wate,
fhut then there were othen who wid Gil's mother we jum 5
milliner’s daughter from Kiev, a prewy girl with & wandering £V Whe
never beit Jerusalem. Thit is the patune of legend. Thered e —
ane hirking in the shadows, rying to poke hodes. Whae's
& that his oldest beother, El, was killed in Lebanon in 1982, ynd that
both his younger brothers, lay and Ben, were killed in the Gags Sq'?
during the Second Intifadi—]ay anmihilated by a land mine and Ben
in a5 ambush, And thar Gil bost his only sister in childbarth, The
wan part of the legend, that il was a man surrounded by death, thy
evervone close to him dsed sooner rather than Lier, and yet Gil pre.
vailed. He was ramored to hive been shot six times before taming
thirty, to have survived a knife actack in Belgium, and o have sheelded
himself from IDHF"IHIL"H in Florence by heding in the belly of 5 cas.
wron hob. Smipers had urp:l:-rd hir and mned, Bounties on ha hesd
toa pumerous 1o lg, went perpetually uncoliecred.

Gl Baruch was am iron nail in 3 barning bubding, left glesmeng i
thic aabses after everything ehie had been destroyed.

And vet all chat death and sorrow hadn't gone unnoticed. There
was @ bablical qualicy 1o the travaib of Gil Daruch, Even in Jewid
terms hiis suffermg was exceptional. Men would clap him on the hack
i bar amd Ilu:,.' har drinks, and chen rensove themselve o 8 sad s
tance. Women lxid themselves at his feet, as they would on the irad
of & wain, hoping that in the collision of bodies they would be an-
mihilated. Crazy women with fiery tempers and bountiful G-spoti
DEPT'.‘-'H-'I'H# wWamen, ﬁgjﬂ:n‘. biters, posts, Gil lpm-rrd them all At hs
core he knew tha what he needed in his life was fess drama, 0t moe-

And yex the Jegends prevadled. During his toar in privaie seosnt
he had bedded some of the most beautiful women in the workd
models, princesses, movie stars, There was 3 theary P*mi
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b 19905, that he had taken Angeling Jole vieginiey. He had the
e skin, hawk nose, and heavy brow of 3 grest mmanie He wan 5
- with scars, both physical and emainal, scar he carried wathour
comglaint of remark, 3 taciturn man with & ghie of the wronde in his
ves (1 i deep down e knew he was the buit of 0 counic Jjoke), &
qiann who carried weapons and slept with 3 gun under his pillonw, s
finget o the Imigger

They said & mun had not yet been born thar Gil Baruch could nisl
bt He wan an immeortal who could only be killed by an st of God.

And yet what else can one call 3 plane crah, except the fist of God
sent 10 punish the bolbd?

He had been wath the family for four years, joining their decasl when
Rachel was frve. It had been three years since the kidnappang, three
yean simce dawad and Maggie felt the cald chill of disciroery—an
empty craby, an open window—in the middle black of reight. Gl shept
i what odd-world architects woubd have called the maid’s quartern—
amuonk’s cell behing the laundry room in the ciry, and 3 larger room
fucing the driveway on the Vineyard estate. Depending on the curment
theat level—ascentained from email analysis, as well 2 converarions
with foreign and domestic analysss, both private and in the govern-
ment, bated on the melange of extremist threats and the controversial
manue of current ALC network programe—Gils support team grew
and shrank, numbering at one poant after the 2006 Iraq surge a dozen
#en with Tasers and automatic weapans. But, baseline, there were al-
ways three. A trimity of eyes watching, cabculating, codled, and ready
LoF

Their eravel was planned in the home office, always in consaltation
with the on-site team. Commercial Aights were no longer optimal,
o wat public tansporeation, although Gil ndulged David’s desire o
e the subway o the office 2 few times 3 moath, but never in any
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kind of pattern, a day choser 3t random, and on those days they firy

sent a decoy in the town cak, exiting the building dresed in David,
clothes, hesd down, hurried out by his team and. stuffed jngs g,

backseat . .
o the subway, Gil wood far enough from David to leg bin, e

like a man of the people, but close enough to tervene if ouyy,
aggenes chose 10 strike. He stood with his thumb resting on the ik o
;mﬂﬂhlmmnﬂuk-hﬂf"““h“““'“m‘“*wltm
cut paper and v rumored 0 be poisoned with the venom of g,
moleen brown recluse. There wal small sermiausomatic pistol tuckey
womewhere imdetectable, one David had seen his body man pull osg
without seming to move. A hormeless man charged them T atng
suttide the Time Warner building, holding some kind af pipe, mg
[havid isok & st wep hack, booking (o hids anide. Cine munate Gal's hand
wan empty. The next he held a wub-noved Glock, which he produced
froan the ether like 8 magician revealing a dull snd scareed egan,

Gl liked the rocking of the subway, the corner shriek of metl on
metsl, He had 3 deep-marrow certainty that his life would not end
wnderground. It was an insnnct he had lesrmed 1o trust, Bof thai ke
feared death. There were w0 many people he had loss, so many faml-
i faces now waiting for him on the other side—if there was anodhn
wude, and not just tar-black ulence. But even that didn't sound bad, =
end to the Sisyphean immensity of life. At least the ctemal question
woild be snswened, once and for all.

The Torah, it thould be noted, makes no clesr reference to the
alfterhle whanoever.

As he dsd every morning, Gil rose before dawn. It was the fourth
Sanday i Augus, the family’s last on the Vineyard, They had been
wewvited to Camp Divid for the Labor Day weekend, and Gil had sper
much of yesterdsy coordinating security with the Seerer Service. He
spoke four languages, Hebrew, English, Arabic, and German, joking
that it was impartnt for 3 Jew to know the language of his enemie.
#0 he could rell when they were plocting against him.
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This joke, of course, was bost on most liszeners. It was the book on
b face when he wold e, hke a mourmer ag & Funeral,

The first thing ol did afver he rose was change his status 1o aive.
He did it inszantly, the moment his eyes opened. At most, he sbepe
four hours 3 pight, waikiig ai hour oF two after the family wemt w
detp, and rising an hour or two before they woke. He liked that quiet
sme when the hights were out, utting in the kitchen, listening to the
mechanical huim of the appliances, the rigger dlick of the HVAD &
it emgaged to cool or heat the house, He was a master of immobil-
iry, having st still-—the legend went—~for five days struight on a Gara
g, dieep inasde enemy territory, s Barvew MA2 balsnced on metsl
e, Walting for a high-value target wo emerge from an aparment
complex, the threat of discovery by Palestinian forces & constans,

Compared with that, stting in the sir-condinoned, lixury kitchen
of 3 mubimillionairey extate was like an ocean cruise, Me st with a
thermos of green tes (no one over saw him make i), eves cloed, Lis-
pening. As opposed o the domestic craziness of the waking day, the
mght sounds of 3 howse—cven 3 big one like this=—were consistert
and predectable. The house was wired, of course, sensors on all the
windows and doors, motion detectons, caneras, But that was vechnol-
oy, and iechnology could be wicked, disabled, Gil Baruch waa old
wchoaol, 3 sensualise, Some said he wore 3 garrote for 3 bele, but no one
bad ever seen the pqnuf

The truth was, when Gil was a child, he and his father fought all
the tame, abowt everything. Gil was the maddle child, and by the time
he was born the paterfamilis was already well on has way w drinking
himelf v death. Which he did, in 1991, when cirrhoss became heart
fuiluee and heart fatlure became slence.

And then, according to the Torah, Gil's father ceased 1o be. Which
W just fine with Gil, who st now in the air-conditioned kitchen
ind listened to the barely audible hush of the surf 3 it pounded the
beach outade.

Thriﬁ:lll!‘itr logs from that Sunday are unremarkable, The hasband
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stayed bome (mad mePIPEY £: 10 am—9:45, napped i i
é_.,._;_,_r_._'ij. sivade and recetied sevenal phome ool "?"”"3-1.1:.
SHpPET 4:30-5:40 pem). The wife (Faloon) .
po the farmer mmarket, sccompanied by Rachel and 2 body man,
Avraham. The boy played in his room and had a soccer lewpn, He
napped from deven thirry 10 one. Anyone looking back ar the =
gzt Erving 1o piece together 3 mystery, would find nothing but time,
and dry eneries. 1r was 3 lazry Sunday What made it meaningful wer
nnuh:; facs or details, bue the amperceptibles. Inner life. The smell of
the beach grass and the feel of sand on 3 bathroom floor when chang.

i 0wt ol 4 paamdisr.
The heat of Amerscan suniBer.
Line ten of the Jog read simply: 10:22 Condor ate second brealgar, I¢

couldn’t caphare the perfect 1oasnng of the onion bagel or the saltines
of the fish in contrat with the thacknes of cream cheese, Tt wa time
lost in & book—a journey of mmagination, trans partatsen—which

others simply books like sicong or Iying stemach-down on the ngm
front of 3 summertime fire, legs bent at the knees, up ninety degres,

kickang sbsendly, feet lunguid in the air.
To be & body man did not mean being in 2 state of constant
shirm. In {3t it was the opposite. One had to be open to changesin
the way things were—receptive 10 subtle shifts, understandmg tha
the fFog was killed not by being dropped nto botling wter, but
by being boied showly, ome degree at 2 ime. The best body men
underviood this, They knew that the job required a kind of teme
passivicy, mind and body in nane with all five senics. If you thought
shout it, prrvate securiry was just another form of Buddhism, G
chi. To lve i the moment, fuidly, thinking of nothing maore than
where you are and what exists around you, Bodies in space a0
time moving along a prescribed ase. Shadow and lght, Positive ad
NEgslive space,

In living thés way, 2 semie of anticparion can cvolve, the voodoo pre-
mwm‘]"mmmmkhmg are m.ﬁngtudﬂﬂﬁ

(Condo)

guiest roous |
Pﬂdﬂfrﬂﬂl
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g expectable. By being one with the wniverse you become
e uRESE and in this way you know how the rain will fall, the way
= will blow in fixed stares in 2 summer wind. You know when
condor and Falcon ane sbout to ﬁ,ﬂ"l'- when the pl'i. Rachel {(Ruohén),
s gr0g bared, and when the boy. J] (Sparrow), has miued his nap
sod i goim; 0 ekt down.

you know when the man in the crowd is going o tike one step
oo dose, when the autograph fan s, instead, looking to serve legal

pers. You know when to slow down on a vellow light and when o

pke the mext elevator.

These are not things you have feelimgs about. They are sinsply things
that re.

Fabcon was up first, 10 her robe, carrying Spasrowe The nuchine
had already made coffee. It ran on a omer, Robin came down next,
she went seraight to the lving room and put on caroons, Condor was
up bt an hower later, shuffiing in with the newspaper, thumbs digging
irga the blue Sundsy plascc bag, Gil lurked, staying out of the way,
ryes om the periphery, huggang the shadows.

Adter breakfase he approsched Condor.

“Mr. Batemman,” he said, "Olay if | brief vou mow?™

Comdor looked up over has rwdinssim

“Should | be worred:™

"M, 5ir, just am overview for the week.”

Condar ndded, stood, He knew G didn't ke o talk shop in ca-
el settngs. They went into the parlor. It was lined with books that
Condor had actually read. Cd maps lined the walls, photos of Condor
wich nocable global figures—MNehon Mandeli, Visdimir Putm, John
MoCaan, the actor Clint Extwood. There was an atographed base-
Ball in & glaas cave on the desk. Chris Chamblisss renth-inning blast
fom that game, because whao in the fristace area didn't remember the
way the stands emptied onto the field, the way Chambliss had to puath
and twise theough civilian lanstics to round the bases—did he even

Such honse plage?
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=i gid Gil, “would vou liked me o ger
the lne 1o do a mare formal briefing!™

“Giod na. Just run it down for me”

Condor st behind his desk, picked up an old foakal), He jugglg
it mindlessly, hand o hand, s Gill spoke.

L ipeen email thrests intercepied,” he began,

Fﬂlﬂmim ':'Em
on

“sent to WYM_
b addresses. Your private lines seem uncompromised since g i

reshuffle. At the mme ime, corpotite » tracking wome WPECific thyey,
sgaknst American media companies. They're working witky Homelang
Secutely b Wy up to the moment.”

Condor studied him as he spoke, spiraling the ball from left o righ,
anid back

“Youi were i the laaeh armmy”™
“Yewar."

“Infaniry, or—"

“That’s not something | can talk about. Let’s say 1 did my duty and
let that be that”

Caondor flipped the ball, missed the cach. [t bounce-rolled jn o
sbappy parabola, setthng under 3 curtain,

"My direct threasi” he asked. " Duvid Baterman, 1oe'se poimg to kil
you, That rype of thing”

“Ma, sir. Mothing like tha™

Condor thought sbowt it

“But okay, so this guy? The ane we don't talk about who took my
garl. When did he ever make a threar againit 3 media conglomernte o

send 3 bullihit email? This was 3 scumbag who thought he could get
rich and didn’t mind mwrdering the maid.”

Yeusir.”

“mwhﬂ“fﬁhdﬂﬂ"mpm“fﬁ'mﬂ}QiEwlﬁ?mm
who don't make threas™

I Gl felt dressed down he dadn’t show it, To him it was 2 fair que
[E0 ]

“Baoth hormes arc secure. Cars are armared. Your 'plfﬂ'tﬂm dersd

2
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5 siulnle, hlﬂ]‘h—pﬂ'&'ﬁh‘. I they're lﬂlﬁhnu for you, I]'tlr e 5. We'rg
wnding 3 mesage. There are eavier Largets”

=[yt youl can't guarantes!”

=pda, mr”

Condor nodded. The conversaion was over, Gil headed
door. .
=0h, heye” said Condor. My,
back with w later.”

“Is chat Bem and Sarak®™

Condar nodded.

“I'l lev command know!” said Gil,

mwmwiﬂstmhdymmhehddwmmmum
wai oo b 3 mUTTOT: ot umisble—ahe :hzm'ﬁmudm'kmmm
here—but reflective. Mirror weren't intimaee obiects, They reflecred
change. Movement. A mirror was never s, It w the part of your
smvimnment that shified with you, abnoching angle and laghs,

And then, when you stood fush in front af it 1t shovwed you your-
el

Bateman mvited the Kiplings 1o fy

He bud read the file, of course. Whae kind ol bodyguard would
he be if he hadn't? The outh was, he could qUAKE CEftain wechom
freen memaory. H:Mihulpﬂhtﬂlﬂ-lh:mh'ir‘*nhﬂhuﬂ'l.
koking for sersory detaibs, for information on how the principals
comgearted themselves—uwas Condor calm under preware or explo-
we! Did Falcon succumb to panic and grief, or did she show a
maother's meel? The kidnapping of & child was the nightmare scenano
m his line of work, wore than a death (though—to be realisic—a
kidnapped child was, nine times out of ten, 2 dead child). But a kid-
Mapped child removed the normal human afery mechanisms from 3
Parend’s mand. Survival of the self was no longet a concern. Protection
ol weabih, of home, became secondary. Reason, in other words, went
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sut the windas: So meatly what you Eought with in the ind,

— L than the clock) were the P"ﬂ'l'ipahﬁ%

The fscr at the time of Robin’s kidnapping were thew. g
iour hours eather the nanmy, Francesca Butler ("Frankic™), had beyy,
cokem, most Bikely whale mraveling on foot on her way home Eﬂqﬁ!
mﬂ.ﬁhthﬂm‘“m’d at a wecond location two share I.Iﬂ:.-.;_
tiom about the Batemans’ rental home and FOULNES—mow inpong,
hich room was the baby giel in? On the night of the abducsipg, .
rween ewelve thirty and one fifieen a.m.}, 2 ladder had been remp,
fron 3 shed on the property and propped against the south wall .,
p;n.ﬂu“l:ﬂﬂ'# hpﬂﬂu‘ [aest noorm window., There ""“HP&.:
the window bock had been jimmied from the owtside (v was an g
b with original windows and over the years they had swollen 154
shrunk wnol there was a healthy gap between the upper and lows
frumes).

Lager, mvestigaons would conclude that the kidnapping wa the
work of 3 singhe perpetrator (though there was some dispute), And
the eficul swory was that one man set the ladder, climbed up, rereed
the giel, and wok her back down. The ladder was then re-nowed &
the shed (what had he done winh the child. placed ber i a car?). And
the child remsoved from the property. In the words of the princpd,
She douppeasd. But of counse, Gil knew that no one really dngp-
peared. They were shways someplace, bodies at rest or in motion i
ﬂﬂﬂ*—ﬂ.lﬂ'l.hﬂin:.ll\px:.

And in this cxe, where this single kidnapper had eaken Rachel
Busernan (aka Robin) was across the street, to the stalled moders
remodel, hidden away behind platic. To a sweltering athe e
saundprooed with newspaper, where food came out of a plastc rd
wlﬂdmfﬁﬂﬂihmmud to a second-floor batheoom
m “;mnm Frankie Dutler, lay dead in the open foundston.
t::::lmﬂm’?ﬂ“hlr}uhdnwr—: thirty-six-year-old e

Wiyme R Macy—watched the comings and goings AT

h__ i
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dhe serect. From his vantage point in the future, Gil knew that Macy
s ik e crimunal mastermand they fire thoughe they were dealing
with. When you have 3 principal like David Bateman—worth rmalli-
ons, as well 38 3 high-profile political target—you must smume that
the childs kadnapper has cargeted the principal for specific reasoms,
with full knowledge of his profile and resources. Bue the fact i, all
Macy knew was that Davad and Maggie Bareman were fich and un-
W\'ﬂl‘d- He had dome a srerch in Fobam Prison in ghe 1% for
grmed robbery and had come home to Long Island with the idea that
be might turn has life around. Bur sraighe life was punishing and yg-
yrding, and Wayne liked his booze, and so he burned through job

siter job, unal finally one day—hauling trash bags ot of the back of
e Dhairy Qucen—he had decided, Wiho am | keidding? Its nwme do take
ey forine iredo mny ouim hareds

S0 he st 0wt o grab a rich man' kid and make 2 few dollars,
Detaih came out later that he had cased vwn other families first, bue
certan factor—the hisbands were on the premses full-tme, bath
houses had alarm systerms—deterred him from scung, and ultmanely
weered him to settle on 2 new target—the Bateman family—thye last
howse on a quiet street, unguarded, populated by two young women
amd 2 chibd.

The consermus was that he had killed Frankie that first night, afker get-
wgﬂﬂuirinmﬁmmﬂ'hnhtmﬂ—duummﬁﬂqmzl
eruclry and ako evidence of sexual assaul, possibly posthumous.

“1_: child was taken at ewelve forty-five 2.m. on July 18. She would
be mussing for three days,

Thwuniumhu’:u:h!?unﬂmdrhmmi:.ﬂunmmm-
lyed it 0 the lead car and the lead car tramsmitted it w0 Gil, whe

]’“"""d'-ﬂ'lhrl'nir::mhi:nr. speaking to him through fiber and
vood, withaur betraying anything,
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said in a certain tone of voice, a8 the car beft their gy
sy Gl expresiion, nodded. Behind them, the
hike qu-:h-bm'l:ml. pays. They abways gou this vay
. excibed, mervous.

Lsok on his face, Maggie saw i,

“sur.” he
Condoe booked oveT,
kads were aimazed.
befome geting on the pla

=Kids” he saad with 3 5

wpachel” she wid, “thats enough

Ruachel sulked, but wopped the game of poke and tickle. ]| way
oo voung to get the mesage the firsc une. He poked Rache ang
Liughed, thinking they were arill playing.

* ghe whined

;S:::,rﬂ:mfd aver to Gil, who closed the gap. ipeaking quiedy
i Comdaor’s eaf. :

“There’s a problem with your guen.” he said.

" 3 aid Condor.

ﬁﬂﬁm did the routine check and 3 flag came hack™

Condor didn’t pespond, but the quesmion Wk emphicit: FWhar flag?

=Oour Eriends in Sute are wying Mr. Kipling may be indicted to-

The bloed drained from Condar's face.

“Jesus,” he said

“The actaad charges are sealed, but research think he may be bun-
derinsg money for non-friendbes.”

Condor thought about that, Nes-frieadlies. Then it hit ham. He was
sbowt to host an enemw of the stare on his plane. A traitor. Hiow
would that look in the press, if the press found out? Condor pictured
the bored paparazzi 3t Teverboro, waiting for all the celelrity repurns.
They would wand when the plane taxied in, then—when it was clear
Hrad and Argeling weren't on board—they'd snap a few phaotos jut i
case and go back to their iPhonss., Photos of David Bateman arm i
arm with 2 oraitor,

“What de we doi™ be aked Gil.

“Up to you”

Falcom was booking at them, clearly worried.

iy
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«jy there someching—?" the said.
wpio." Conder told her quickly. “Just—ix loaks like Ben's in some
legal prouble.”

sh i

ey, bad inwvestments. 50 | was just—the question comes up far
i we want to—if we're seen together—afer the news comes
o could be a headache i all | mean™

wyhat’s Daddy aving®™ Fachel asked.

Falcoa wid Erovav g

“Nathing. Just a friend of ours 15 having some wouble, So we're
poineg to—"

—ihis directed at Comdor—

*—ye're going o stand by him, because thars what friends do.
genb especially is just such a lovely pervon.”

Candos nodded, wishing now that he'd dodged the question and
handled thangs privately

=W eourse he 1aid "You're t:glu."

He looked forwand, mer Gils eye. The lirach had a look on his
faice, which implied he needed direct confirmation thas they were go-
ing with the status qua. Against b better udgmvent, Condor nodded,

Gl turmed and looked aur the wandow as they ealked. It wasn't his
b 1o be part of chings. To have opinsons. On the mad, he could e
the nuarine Liver hanging bow, limpposts varushing into the mat. Only
Ih-:r]r gh:mr.lt h:lslu ﬂ'l::‘l.lll:.ltll.'\tl I:hq'r were whale.

Twerty manutes later, parked on the armac, Gil waited for the lead
car o disgorge the advance team before hie gave the okay o exat. The
™0 bead mem were scanning the airfield for irmegularities. Gil did the
wme, trusting them and not erusting them at the same tme. As he
seviewed the area (entrance poing, blind spow), the family climbed
froitn the car, Sparrow was adeep by this point, draped acros Condos
Soulder. Gil made no offer to help carry bags or children. His job
¥ 0 protect them, ot (o vaber

From the corner of his eye, Gil w Avrsham sweep the planc,
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loyable sairs He was iside [or ax miiges, walk;

| "1“"“1" 'd“:'
:i:l' =k checking the washmooi sl the uh.'kp“, whﬂ he
eoerged, he g th high i e descended

Gl moddded

"I:,““'Iu h' I,.||II
The family approsched the gangway, boarding in random anjey

Knowing the plaise was swep! gleas, Cil was the lase 1o board, —
ing gl atack from e rear. He could feel the chill of he cabin
heloer he wa halfaay . & H;|1L1'|-l|'|.- .‘u.u on his exposed neck, .
g thrsagh the Augane ek, Dl lie Feel wosiiething atie in hiy linang
foratss i that momieid, § low frchoding, o wizard's sense of doam? oy
s thut wshiful chimking?

(pide. Gil remained sunding. placing hinnelf by the apen doce
He was 2 big man—six foot rwo—but thin, and somehow found
place in the narrow enaryway that kept him out of the aide & pasen.
gers and crew sesthed in for the flighe.

*The second party has arrived,” said 4 voice m hin carpaece, and
iheaiigh the door Gil could see Ben and Sarah Kipling on the tsrma;,
showing I1¥ to the advance men. Then Cial el a presence off his ngh
shioghder and tusned, It was the fHight attendant halding 3 way

“I'm wary” she wid, “did you want some champagne befare we
eske off, ar—xan [ get you somethang?™

“Blo” he sasd. “Tell me your nsnse?”

“I'm Erema—Lighaner”

“Thank you, Emnia. I'm providing secarity for the Batenans. May
| speak to yous capeaind™

O course, He'i— think ke doing his walk-sround. Should | wsk
bt b speak to you when be comes back?™

“lease.”

“Ollay” she saad, Clearly, Gal felr, something was making her ner
vous. Hut sometimes the peesence of an armed man oa 1 plane did
that to people. “I mean. can 1 et you anyrhing, or—"

He thook his head, narned away, becaume now the Kiplings
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b he front stars of the pline, They had been [ ——
[Rioiian EVENRY O¥ET the years, and Gil knew them an tight. He nad.
ded s they entered, but moved his gare quickly to deger comenstion.
He heand them greet the athers on the plane.
“[ualing.” saidd Sarah, "1 love your drew”
Ap that moment the capaim, James Melody, appesred at the foot of
hee AE8IT
‘el you see the Fuckamg ganse?” Kipliog said in & hh,“"?. volce.
spjow does he not catch thar ball?"
"ot get nee started,” wand Condar
1 sy, | coubd have canght that li.u'hﬂg ball snd ['ve ot French
st harsds.”
Gial meowveel i the top of the scair, The fog was thicker now, bawe.
ing in graihs,
“Captamn,” sad Gl “'m Gal Baruch with Enslar Securiny”
“Wew,” aid Mebody, "ﬂh'.}' bkl imie there'd be & degadl ™
He had a slight, unplacesble acoen, Gil readized. Britich mayhe or
Sauth Adrican, bt recyeled through Amserica,
“¥ou haven't worked with us before,” e wid,
“Ma, bt 've worked with s lai H:.n:u'wr owtfie. | know ke ro-

hne.
“Good. 5o you know if theres a problem with the plane ar ey
chasge in the flaght plan 1l need the capilot 1o tell me right away”
“Absolutely” said Melody. “And you heard we had a change i firs
atficer?™
“Charles Busch is the new man, ves?™
~That's right,”
“And yeuve Bown with him before?”
“Ohice. He's not Michelangelo, bug he's salid.”
Mekndy paused for a monsent. Gil could sense be wanted o sy moee.
“There's no such thing as an insignificane detsil.” he told the piloe.
"o, just—1 thank there may be some hissory between Busch and
o fight attendane™

—
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i p— - He had developed his own syitems for knowing the ¢ boe
gt sure. Junt the way she e around him, papndet, e IETVEHIS talker, the irascible victing, the bully, the Wpribe—
Gi shought about shat e withie thewe Types 1h.u1.d|m:|npnl sibstypes and patterns thar ig-
' wgkay” he mid. * Thank you " led pessible shifis in anticipated behavior—the circumstances under
He turmed and wene back inadde, !:lilu"l'n o the cockpiy g 1, hich the nervous talker might beconie the brooder, and then the
gid Towicke, Busch was in the copilots 3eat, Cating 3 plaisc-wrigeey puly
cndwich. He looked up and met Gils eye m-'l- smiled, He wat Emuna srmaled ar hio sgam, Gl thougha sboist the copilat, the half-
| o, clein-cut ot with 3 dight ga2e 10 him—he'd shaved open sandwich, the captain’ words. Travel sine was juse under an
; i kiis hair was shore, bat unbrushed—handiome. G houir, gatc-In-ge. He thewghe abour Kipling's indicoment, sbaut the
' had 1 waach hins for anlly 3 moment to know that e'd been an uh, ase-chosed Kidnapping of Iobin. He thought sbout everything thar
. lete at some poin in his lsfe, that he'd been popular with girk e could g wrong, no matter how far-fetched, running it all through
| chiddhood, and that he liked the way it muade him feel. Then Gil e ghe gray muaster abacus that had made him 3 legend. He thought
prming back to the main caban. He saw the flight attendant, Emmg, sboat Marhe Dayan's eye and his father’s drinking, about he beoth-
spproaching with an empty tray. e’ deaghs, exch in twrn, and the desth of hds sager, He thought sbout I
He gestured to ber with ane finger. Cawir frere, what it meant to bive your life as an echo, 3 shadow, slways standing |
“Hi." she said behind 3 man and his lighe. He had scars he wouldn's discus. He shept !
“Is theere an isue | thould know about?™ wich his finger on the erigger of a Glock, He knew that the word was
S frowmed. an impowibilicy. that the stse of lsrael was an impossibility, that every
I not—" diy men woake and put on their booes and went off 1o do the impos-
“Hetween you and Buch, the copilor” uble mo nuatter what it might be. Thes was the hubris of mankind, 1o
Skt flushed. rlly in the face of overwhelming odds, 1o thread the needle and climb
“Ma. Hes not—thati—" the mountasn and survive the stopm.
Sheer smaled. He thaught of all this in the Hme it ook the flight atrendan o
“Seenetimes they ke you,” she said. “And you have to sy no” P, and then he got on the radio and wold command that they were
“That's all>" good to go.
She fixed her hair self-conscously, aware that she had drink onden
1o fill,
“We flew together before, He likes to flin—with all the girb,
Just—bus irs fine. I'm fine”
A momen,
“And you're here” she said, “so—"
Gﬂd‘“‘“ﬂlmmllmhph b avsess—a darkened doot-
way, the sound of fooesteps—hie was, by necessity, 3 cannobsest o
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COUNTRYSIDE

SCOTT DRIVES HORTH, paralleling the Hudion pat Wadhingios
Heights and Rivendale. Urban walls give way 0 thecs amd bow-slung
sowvns, Trafic otalls, then abates, anel e nakes the Henry Hudson
ayrkway past the low mall clot of central Yonkers, shifting 1o Foowte
4 hesding up through [iobhs Ferry, where American revolutionaries
once camped in force, probmg the Manhattan barder for Britdh
weakness. He rades with the radio off, listening to the shush of hn
tires on the rain-slick road. A bee-summer thundersiorm has msed
throuwgh in the la few hours, and he navigates the tail end of i, wind-
shield wipers moving en mme.
He is thinking about the wave. lts ulent rumble. The loam af it
A wwering hump of ooean brine exposed by moonlight, sneaking op
on them from the rear, like 3 gang from a chibdren’ story. Eene and
soundless it came, an ememy without soul or agency. Nature Jt it mos
puntthing and austere. And how he grabbed the bary and dove
His mund shifis to the nmage of camera—leering mecharicall
chavwt forwand an ancnymous shoulders, judging with thear unblink-
ing convex eyes. Scott thinks of the lights i his face, the ueRIon
overkipping, becoming 3 wall. Were the cameras a tool for the ad-
vancement of man, he wonders, or was man a tool for the advarce
menit of the cameras? We carry them, after all, valetng them froem

F fF

.
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lace 10 PRCE: night and day, photographing everything we see, We
el Wi have irvented our machine world 1o henefic ounelves, b
Ca )

v ke
& do we koW We aren L Rere 10 serve it A canvera miist be simed

jl.:lh.' a camera, To service 3 microphone, 3 question must be asked
[weney-foar howr a day. frame alter frame, we feed the hungry beau,
jocked N perpetual motion a3 we race to film it all

Do television exist for us w0 watch, 1 other words, or do we exns
o watch peleviann?

(rverhesd, the wave crested, teetering, a five-story building on the
serge of anooth collapse, and he dove, squeczing the boy 1o him, mo
e 1o takee @ breath, his bosdy wking over, survival no longer srusted
o the abstract funcwions of the mand, Legs kicking, he entered the
pucks, Feeling the spin-cycle wig of the wave palling a1l things w0 it
anil then the e and inevitable gravaty of descent, grabbed by 3 mon
wer's hand and thrust deeper, and now it was all be could do to hald
e by 10 hi body and survve

W Seotn having ani affar wath Mapgee? Thats whi |_I|q.- wiked A
muresed mothier of rosn, & former |.1r1.'--l:|u:r|.'-| teacher, Amd to chem shie
wis what—a characier on 2 realwey show? A sad and lusty housevale
froen post-mindern Chekhov?

He thinks of Layla's living rao, the lae-night OCT of an imsom-
fad tramaforinng it ingo sonie kind of memory palace. And how thas
charcoal remderingg wall inost kely be the bast pacwure of Maggie ever
treated

Would he have slepr with her if she'd asked? Was he attracted w
R, and perhaps her to him? Did he stand wo cdose when she came
w view has work, of did be baunce :||cr'-ﬂ4|h|-'g' on his o, kecping his
dstunce? She was the fine person he'd thown the work to, the farst
eivituan, and hia fingertips were itchy. As the walked the barn he fele
the urge for a drink, b it was a scar, not a scab, and he dadn’t pick i

This » his truth, the sory he tells himself. Publicly, Scot i just
% player in 3 drama not his own. He i “Scont Burroaghs,” heroic
Woundrel. [¢s Juase the hing of an dea now, a theory. But he can see
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how it could hl‘:"""'m: i Painting, g,
lac i y Wep

ml:':ll'rdl::llllh of ML::;_ Washol, who wed 1o make i ‘-’-'ﬁ'l'l.‘n.: Woriey
foe different journalise—{ wis bomn in Alson. Tuas bom in Py

wikees he :p-ub;g ) p:uq:lln' he would know which mlmi‘“"‘""hﬂ'ﬁ"d Nl
wWarhl, who understiond the idea that the self was just 3 SOTY e sy
Reimventon used 10 be 3 wal of the artist. He thinks of Dischamgy yy,
sl nffhﬂwf"h"-"ﬁls an .'|.'|h|:n'9.' Ta eake wahw and "F"TP:'“H.
end vt 1o an idea, this was the kingdom of make-believe,

Bt jowrnalism wis something ehie, wWasn't it} 1t was meag o
be ohjective reporting of facts, no matter how contradictory, Yo
&idn't make the news fir the story. You umply reported the fucy 5
shey were, When had that stopped beang true? Scott remembers he
reporten of has youth, Cronkite, Mike Wallace, Woodward and Bers.
uein, men with rules, men of ion will. And how would they have
covered these eveni?

A privare plane crashes. A man and 2 boy survive.

Information versus entertainment.

Ith not that Scort doesn’t undersand the value of “human inter
et What was his fascination with the King of Exercise, if not 3
fascination with the power of the human spirit? But he could coust
o ane hand the things he knows abour Jack’s bove life, his romasm
history. There was 3 wife, a decades-long marriage. What more &d
he need to know?

In's facinating to him, 3 3 man who concerns himself with image.
tor think of hew his own is being fabricated—not in the sense of being
faked, but how ity being manufactared, piece by piece. The Sury o
Seedr. The Story of the Crash

All he wants is 1o be left alone. Why should he be forced o carify
to wade into the swamp of lies and try to correct thes Pm':#
thoughts? lsn't that what they want? For him to engage? To escait
the Hory? When Bill Cunnimgham mwvates him on the air, it i pot 1
et the story sraight so the story ends, Tt is to add 2 new chapeer. &

WEVORE TRE Fai

. that propels the narrative forward ipeo another week of
r|.“,..;-ﬁrh::u f

A map, in other words. They are setting a trap. And if he i wmaps
e will CONAIMIE 10 ignore them, move foraand. ve s lide.

ks Jong a8 he dasin't mand the fact that .-M on earth will ever
agaith ¥ him as b sees himaelf
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THE HOUSE IS snsll and hidden by trees. There' a port lean 1o,
if the wide-plank dats on the left end of the building have given v
ower the vears, dumping from exhawstion or boredom or both. iy
ing in, Scor thinks o has 2 kind of shadowy charm, with its blue mim
and sealloped white window shutten, a postcard childhoed you -
msember in your dreams. As he pulls in over rough paving sones and
parks under an oak tree, Doug comes out of the howse carrying 1 cs-
vas toold bag. He throws it in the open back of an old Jeep Wrangler
with soeme force amd meeves o the driver’s door withauwt looking ap
Scot waves 25 he chmbs out of the rental, but Doug dosin't muke
eve contscr, shipping the muck in gear and pulling out in 2 spey
of wood chips. Then Eleanor comes to the front door, holding the
boy. Scott finds he has buiterflies 1n hi stomsch secing them (ke
red-checked dres framed againat the blue trim and scalloped whee
shiuters, the boy matched in 2 plaid shirt and shors pants). But uke
Eleanor, whote eyes are on Scott, the boy seems distracted, looking
back intos the house. Then Eleanor says something to him and be
barns. Seeing Sconr, his face breaks into a smile, Scost offers him 1 b=
te wave (When did [ become such 2 naver? he wonders), The boy oflen
a thy wave back. Then Eleanor puts him down and he half rans,
walks aver 10 Scott, wheo bends a knee and thinks about scooping bif

" 2]

e

g, bt s up Just P his hans oo e by’ shoulders and ook
i the eye, like 2 wccer coach,

i hum -
“Hay, you,” he says
Thee by smles

o] proiight you something,” says Scom,

He wands and goes 1 the trunk of the rental car, Inside i 5 plastic
dump truck he found at the gas sarion. Its bound 1o 2 canfboard b
W u-hrﬂkil-’h' mylon ties, and lhrjr spend 3 fow minutes. trying 1o
wiestle it free before Eleanor goes inaide and ferches some scinar,

“what do we say?" she asks the boy, once the oeek §s free and the
whiect of vigorous digging.

*Thank you,” she offers after 2 moment, when ifs dear the bay
't gaing to speak.

“1 didin't want 1o show wp empry-handed.” says Scot,

She nods

“Sorry about Doug. We had—things are hard right now™

Scoat mousses the boy's hair,

“Let’s talk insade,” he says, “1 passed a news van on the way in. My
feehng 18 I've been on TV enough this week”

She minds. MNeither of them waiks to be on display.

They catch up at the kitchen wble while the boy warches. Thomas
end Friends and plays with bhis truck. It will be bedtime soon and the
boy s fidgety, his bady flopping around on the sofs, his eyes glued to
the sereen. Scott sits at the kstchen mble and watches him throwgh the
doorway. The boy's hair has been cut recently, bat not completely—
10 the hangy are blumne, but the back is bushy. It seems bike a junior
wersion of Eleanor’s hair, as if he has adapeed in order to fit ino the
Genidy

"I thought | could do it mysel” Eleanor explains, putting the ket-
te on the seove, “but he was 3o agitated after a3 few minutes | had to
B up. 30 now every day | try to cut a lile bis more, sneaking up
o0 bim when he’s playing with his trucks, or—"

At she says it she grabs the scissors from the deawer by the stove and

= =
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me'mﬂwbw.mmgmmyﬂmﬂhhﬁtbdﬂmhh
sees her and waves het off, making 2 kind of primal grow,

—Jm;—" she says. Eryung 1o reason with an unreasonable anamg
“H} on the—"
hm rakes the sound again, eyes on the TV, Eleanor nog,
comes back into the kitchen.

“1 don’t know,” says Scoft. “Theres samething perfect absogy e
kid with 2 had hasrcut”

“You're jut saving that 1o make me feel berter)” she sy, dumpi
e scissars back into the drawer.

mpnmﬂ-.mm:r:upnhn. Since they wt, the um g
anmuwm#ﬂwuinm&m-ﬂm
Eleanar beans in to pour his tea. her head ships into the creamy lighy
creating an eclipse. He squints up at her.

“You look good.” he tells her.

“Heally#™ she sy

“Nou're still standing. You made tea”

She thinks aboar chat.

“He needs me.” she siy3.

Scott watches the boy flip around, absently chewing on the fimgen
of hai left hand,

Eleanor stares into the setting sun for 3 moment, stirs her tea.

“When my grandisther was born” he says. “he weighed e
pounds. This was i West Texas in the ‘twenties. Before 1CLU. So for
three monghs he slept in 2 sock drower.”

*Thar'’s not oue”

“As fir a5 | know,” he says. “People can survive much moee thas
you think » my poant. Even kids”

“I mean, we talk sbout iw—his parents. He knows they'r—
passed—as misch as he understands what that means. But | can il
from the way he baoks 1o the door whenever Doug comes home it
he's seill waiting ™

Scom thinks shout that. To know a thing and not know i at e
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ame. In some ways, the boy is the lucky one By the time be
ol enough ..;.. rruly understand what happened, the wound will be
o the pain of it faded wath time,

< you said Doug—" says Scott, "—some problems:~

Eleamor sighs, daps her 12a bag absemaly in the up.

Lok she says. “hes weak. Doug. Hed jusi—angd I didn'pi
hooght it was somsething else at first—how EBECUNIY, YOou knew, de-
emiveness, can seem hke confidence? But now | think his PNk
ur louder because hes not really sure what be believes Does that
make sense?”

*Hick a young man. It’s not 3 new story. | had some of that el

Ghe nod, 3 ray of hope returnang o her eves,

“Phat you grew ot of i”

“Grew? Mow | burned it all dewn, drank mwself into 3 stupor, pissed
off evervone | knew”

They think about that for 3 moment, how sometimes, the only way
t Jearm mot ko play wath fire s o go up in flame

“I'm not saving that’s what bell do” savs Sootr, “bat ith o realistic
o thimk he' just wake up ome morning end sy, Yo kvous whe? e
= aihafe,”

She nods.

“And then there’s the money” she ww quiestly

He waits,

“l doa’t know," she says. “Its—1 get nauscous just thinking abouwt it~

“You're ealking about the will"

She nods,

Mh—a Jot" she ways.

“What they left you?™

“Ham. Tes—it’s his money. Its not—"

"H!':.Fuu;."'

“Vknow, but I just want to—couldn’t | just keep it all in an sccount
usel he's ald encugh to—"

B—
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~That's a vermon,” says Sooet. “But what about food er hey
Wha's going o pay fiar school?™ Uit

Ghe docin't kmow
o] could—" she says, “1 mean, maybe | make rwo meals, A fancy

ape for him ar—] m=an, he gets mice clothes”

“And you get g’
She nods, Scoer thinks about walking her through all the way gy,

her idea makes no seme, bt he can well she knows . Thar g, &
woeking her way praand j;v;:pﬁl‘.lg the mrade-off she's been BIven fog
the desth of her famiky.

“Doug sees it differently, I'm guessing.”

“He wann—can you believe?—he thinks—ur should n‘eﬁm{rw
sl donm howe in the gty buet | domt kmosy we could probably seff Londes
and just stay in @ horel wiserewer wy P, Like when did we narn ing
people wha go to London? The man owrs half a peitaurant hell pever
opEn because the kitchen's not done”

“He could finzh it pow”

She grits her teeth,

“Sa le's mor for that. We didn't earn it [th not=—the moncy s
st I

Scot watches the boy yawm and rub his eyes,

“I'm gueising Doug doesn't agree”

She worries her hands together until the knuckles are whire.

“He said we both want the same thing. but then | said, [f we both
wranid e same thimg, sy aee you pelivag? ™

“Are you=—scared—ar all*"

She looks at him,

“Did you know that people are saying you had an affair with
sisterl™
“¥es,” he says. She narrows her eyes. 1 know thar. Bue [ didnt”

He reads her eyes, her doubt, not knowing who she can st a8y
moTe,

“Sameday 1T eell you what it means to be a recovered aleoholx-

L
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r'h-lﬂﬂ'"'ﬂ st mmﬂ'} it's about "'“idmﬂ‘-"lﬂfau :
jocused o the work.”

= nd this heeiress in the ciry?”

Hl':lhlk-'-'s has head.

“she gave me 3 place to hide, becawse she liked havicg a :
{ was the thing that money coubdn’t buy. Excepr—{ ey, thaek m'
o _

geoar 8 about 1o say something when ] pads in. Ele :
g, WIpES her ey

“Hey there, boo. Is it over?™

ke nisds.

Mﬂpmﬂm&hﬂﬂhm#tmqﬁrhﬂﬂu

The boy nods, then pongs at Sroi.

=yiau want him to read®™ @ks Eleanor,

Another nod.

“Sounds good,” says Scott,

Whiks the boy goes upstairs with Eleanor o get ready for bed, Scott
calli the old fisherman he rens has howse from, He wans o check im,
we how the three-legged dog & doing.

“it’s mot too bad, 13 102" he asks. “The prews®™

“Ma, sir,” says EL. “They don’t bother me, plus—oarms out they're
scared of the dog. But Mr. Burroughs, 1 potra rell you. The men came.
They had 3 warrant.”

"What men®"

“Police, They broke the lock on the barn and toak it all”

Scott has a chill in the base of his spine.

“The paintings?™

“Yes, s, all of them.”

There’s 3 long pause as Scon thinks about that. The escalation.
What it means. The work is out there now. His life's accomplahment.

1
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what damage will come 10 w2 What will they make him dg 4, -
hack? Dut there’s another feching deep down, a giddy nerwe jan

ot the idea that fmally the paintng are doing what they're Migamy g,
do. They're being seen.

“Okay” be tells the old man “Dron't worry. We'll ger them hack™

After teeth are brushed and pajamas acquired, and after he boy &
o bed. under the covers. Soott uies 10 3 mocking chair sind regds fom
sack of books. Eleanor hovers in the doorway, not knowing Whethey
10 stay of go. unclear of the boundaries of her role—1s she alloweq ,,
Jeave them alone? Should she, even if e 15?

After three books the boy’s lids are droopy. but he doesnt wypy,
Scoat to stop. Eleanor comes over and lies on the bed, restling in be.
side the boy. 50 Scort reads three more, reading on even after the boy
is asleep, after Eleanor too hai surrendered to it and the late-summe;
sun i finally dewn. There 1 a simplicicy o the act, to the momen,
a puriey that Scon has never cxperienced. Around him, the howe
quiet. He closes the List book, Lays it quietly on the floor.

Diowrsaies, the phone rings. Eleanor strs, gew out of bed carcfially,
: so a8 ot 1o wake the boy. Scott hears her pad downatairs, hear the
murmr of her voice, the sound of the hang-up, then she wanden
back up and stands in the doorway, a strange look on her face, ke s
woman miding 3 roller coaster char'’s plummeting w earth.

“Whar?"” says Seoar,

Eleanor roallows, exhales shakily. [t as if the door frame is holding
her up.

"They found the rest of the badies™
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SCREEN TIME

WHERE 15 THE intersection between life and art? Far Gus Franklin,
the coardinates can be mapped with GPS precision, Art and life cal=
ke in an sircraft hangar on Long lsdand. Thas s where rwelve ovenae
paintngs now hang, shadowed in the laght dhat spills in throagh milkey
windows, the lange hangar doors kept closed to keep out the prying
eyes af cameras. Twelve photorealistic images of human disaster, s
pended by wire, At Gua’s urging great care has been taken o ensure
t harm comes 1o the work, Despite O°Brien'ys witch-hant dogma,
Cius vl tsn's convinced they've done amything excepr harass the vie-
tim, and e won't be responsible for damaging an ardsts legecy or
impeding 3 well-earned second chance,

He stands now with 3 multi-jurisdictional team of agents and rep-
resengatives from the airline and aircraft manufacturer, sudying the
panting—not for their artistie pedigree, but 38 evidence. Is in possi-
ke, Ihq,l ask themielves, that within these m are clues to the
ersure of nine people and a million-dollar aircraft? It & a sarreal ex-
erciie, made haunting by the location in which they stand. In the
middle of the space, folding tables have been erected, upon which
wechaicians have laid out the debris from the crash. With the addinon
o the paintings, there s now a tension in the space—a push/pull be-
n “Wiﬂ::tdmumﬂcbmmﬂmﬂmm‘“’t
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weeks. The other members of hiv team stand behind i, deinking
‘“I"- [t colflee from 54'|.'I'n]i:|-,||'|| cups, Mavberry i on § fat.

REFQRE THE Pl

e

wpected feehany—that samehow the evidence hy becgy

ek Aieley

with an unt
w the oEher Wiy aratinid

i

mﬂ'l:'! aandh i front of the largest work, 3 three-canvay Peead, talking directly ta the Coat Guard comer,
the Ir.nr pight 1 4 farmbaute On the far left, 4 tornado hy formeg *The fred shoukd be coming up now” he uyy
I the center a wonsan stands ar the bip of 3 cornfiekd, He e Gus adpsts the angle of monitor, though ratiorudly he knows thes

the towering stalks, squanes 28 the womsn'’s face. As an engingg, "
findu the act of art beyond him—the idea that the object LU T

wood, and oil) s not the paint, and that instead some intingible .,
penence creased lrony suggesnion, fram the interectinn “‘"'«Hnuh
cobors, and comtent has been created. Am exists not inside the e
iself. but inude the mand of the viewer

And yet even Gas has 1o admut, there is a0 unsectling power in by
mom now, & haunting specter of mass death that comes from the o,

wme and character of inaages
It & wn che acknowledgment of this thought that sommething ehe

wrikes him.
In each painbmg thiere B a Woman

And all the women have the ame face.

“What dis yisis think?™ Agent Hex of the DFAC aiks him,

Gus chakes he head. I the anture of rive humeaw mivd b look fo ion-
wrtiowd, he chinks. Then Marcy ap-pn.ul.'hn and tells them dhar diven
have fousd what they believe 1o be the missing wreck,

The roam erupti with vosces, but Gas seares ar the painting of
dreraning men in 3 hangar full of drying debris, One thing is real, The
other i fichon. How he wishes it was the painting that were death
and the muth ficoon, Bug then he nods and crosses 1o a secure phone
bne. There i 3 moment in every search, he thinks, when it feels ke
the hunt will never end. And then it diops

Agene Mayberry cooedimares with the Coast Guard ship that fousd
the wreck. Divers with helmer camieras, he tells Guas, are hﬁﬂ.‘! de
poyed. The foed will be sent 1o them vis & secure channel, aleady
® place. An hour Later, G sits befiare 3 plaitic card table inside o
hasgar. This is where B has naken most of his meals for dhe L2 e
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all do nothing to help speed the connection. It i a pervous busynen,
Far 3 monsen there is _iu'if & wideo wndow with na COmNeCTing—
1D MESSING— theen a sidden snap of blue signal. Mot ocean blae, but
an clocoromic blue, pisilated. Then that huie gives way to the sound-
ke grven of an underwater lens, The divers (Gus has been told there
g three) are cach progecting light from a head rig, and the video has
48 perie harsdheld qu:lll'r' It takes Gios & momseni io orient kimself, 3
g divers if¢ .I]'n:ll.ig.' ey cloie to wh“ Appear o b thie -ﬁ-l'li:l.lgt'—a
scemcheed white shell bisected by what appears to be thick red ings

“There's the sirfine logo,” says Royce and he shows them a photo

of the plane, GULLWING B u'nplh:d on the side of the plane in slancing
md letien.

“Can we communicate’” Gus asks the room. “See of they can find
the |1 mimber.”

There 15 3 scramble o iy 1o reach somecne on the Coast Guard
cutiet. Dt by the time word gets oo the divers they are already mov-
ng. Boatsng o, working their way—Gus meusts—teward the rear of
the zircraf. As they pass over the port wing, Gus can see that i has
mapped off with great force. The meeal around the tear i pwiteed and
mred. He looks over to the partial wing lying on the hangar floor
DRl RO 3 Gpe mcaiure grid,

“The il gone,” says Rovee. Gus looks back st the screen. White
Sghts are passing over the fuselage, moving in a dow nod as the divers
bick their fins, The rear of the jet is gone, the aireraft peclining in the
ik, 5o that the jagged tear is half buried—a maching commmed by
Faupe,

Mo says the woman fram the sirline. “Its there, it it? In the
Sotancer
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Worh Bowley

beain knows it inspossble, but s0 great 1 the deire to vee wy,
- I‘ﬂ!ll'l‘d glat ":1| Flurmrﬂ |r.:|1'| i e,

“hdave’ ap th"hl-'fr!l' umder hia breath

“Culgt,” T wnaps

(hscreen, the camera pans & the operators hesd mippm Gl oy
chat the cabin’s wood pancling has splintered and warped i e
A shoe Aoan. past. A child’ weaker, Behind Gus, one of he iy
draws 4 quick breath And then there they are, four of the Temai
five passengen, David Bateman, Hlmlt “llrlllan, q]g_-“‘htﬂ p'-iﬂ'lll
and Ben “’FM"“' foating futibely agabiat the reinforeed mvlon t"':"hd-:
of their lap beln, their hodies bloated

The body man, Gil Baruch, ik nowhere to be found,

Giun chowes hin eyes

When he opens them, the camera has moved past the bodies of the
w;ud I rmr‘ ke darkened E.'-I'ﬁl' The farecard diver bures and
poing at something. The camera operator has to swim forward ro find i

“ ke thase—whiar are those holes®™ Mayberry asks a5 Gus beans o
ward, The camera moves closer, zooming in on 3 grouping of wnad
hioles amsaned the doar’s lock.

“They look like—" one of the engineers says, then stops.

Builled hodes,

The camera goes tighter. Through the watery light, Gus can male
aut 4ix hobes. One of them has shorn the door lock away.

Sameans thot up the cockpit door, trying to get i,

3 the shoas his the pibos? 1s that why the plane erashed?

The camera moves off the door, floating to the right and vp

But Gus remains focused. Someone shot up the cockpit door
Whao! Did they make it inside?

And then the camera finds something thar makes everyone o the
oo suck in their breath, Gus looks up, sees Captain James Melody
hi"'dﬂdbﬁi'rh:rp:djn a pocket of high air in the rounded ceiling
of the forward galley

On the wrong side of the locked cackpit door.
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JAMES MELODY

MARCH 6, 1965-AUGUST 23, 2015

iE MET CHARLES Mumson once. Thats the story Junes Melody'
mother tells, You were iin. Chaelile held e om his L This was Wenice,
California, 1967, James’s mother, Darla, was over from Cornwall,
faghnd, on an expired wravel visa. She'd been in the COBNETY since
1. | same vark the Bearfer, she uaed 1o uy, though they were from
Liverpood amd ook & different Aight, Now she lived in an aparemert
i Weatwood. Janves tried to visst whenever he was on 1 layover al any
ol the Greater Los Angeles airports=—Burbank, Ontario, Long Beach,
wunta Monsca, and on and on,

Laee a nighe, after 3 few sherries, Darla sometimes intimated chat
Charles Marson was James's real father, Bus then there were lots of
woties like this. Robert Kemmedy cae 1o Lo Angeles in Oerober Sixry-fomm
Hir w1y the Inbley of the Ambaisador Horel,

Jimes had learned 1o ignare them maostly. At fifty, be had revgned
bimself 00 never knowing the true identity of his biclogical dad. It
" just another of lifes grear mysteries. And James wan a believer in
Etery. Mot like his mum, who never met a phancasmagorecal ide-
chogy she didn't embrace instantly and complecely, but in the manaer
&l Albery Einatein, who once said, *Science without refigion is hime.
Religion without science is blind."

M 3 pilot, James had seen the vastness of the air. He had fown
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Ferk Bawley

—— weather with no vne between him ang .

hirough |
ﬂ?:{ﬁ::::“mm‘ ioe Esnateini snd: *The further the WPiritag] gy,
bution of mankind advances, the more CErLan i eenn W me gy
path 1o e relygronny does ot lie through the fear of Wie, 4
the Tear o death, and blind fuath. but theough Wrwving afer Fatiany
t"::jtn s grest fan of Albert Einstein, the former pagen; et
wha drvaned the Theory of Relavary. Where James's mother ko
for anawens 10 i’y pmyaerse 10 the great spiritaal masima, Jame oo
ierved 10 thank that every queseian w alimately anvwerable [-r'.“m'
Fike, fiar exansple, the quesnon Wy o there romaething amd mar ),
! For sparitaalnts, of coune, the amwer 15 God. Bue Jamey wy,
—— T ratsonad blueprint of the univere, down 1o gy
wshatomes level. To be o palot required advanced math and scaenof
underanding. To become an astronaut (whach James once fmcwd
he'd do} requaired thewe even mee 10

O Layowers, you could abways find James Melody reading. He'd m
by the posal i i kotel in Armona paging through Spinog, or e e
e bt of & mightclub i Berhin reading social science texts like Frao.
nemis. He was 3 collector of facts and details. In fact, thin wes wha be
was domg now at the revtaurant i Westwood, reading the Econeetu
amvd waitng for hus mothier. Bt w2 sunmry morming in Auguast, eghey-
three degrees out, prevatling winds from the southeast at ten mules per
bour. James wn drinkimg 2 rumosa and reading an article an the bt
of a red helfer on a farm on bsracls West Bank. The cow's buth bad
both Jews and fandamentalist Chratns in an uproar, as both Ol sd
Mew Testamersts tell us than the new Mesash cannot come unbl te
Thard Temple v constructed on the Temple Mount i Jerusalem. Asd
s everyone knows, the Third Temple cannos be built untl the grossd
6 purified by the sthes of a red heafer,

As the arucle explamed (but which James slready knew), Numbem
9.2 immmruces e, “Speak unto the children of Tsrael, that they bring

%2
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BEFONE DHE Fapy

gor 4 ped hiber w“hf:m "Pot. wherein w no blemidh, ang upen
Lhuch pever canise yoke." The animal st not hyve Been used o
Ii.lr""“-i i the Jewish inadinon, the need for a ted heifer i tﬂ-ﬂ;
o the prme example of & bok, or biblical liw for which there win o
“,”rﬂ loggic. The requirement wa me-urﬁuﬂm &
it Grigin

pn the reporter wrobe, the Eonomip published ke ory, not he.
qune of i Teligious sgnificance, but because it had feigneed ghe
oottt 11 of ownerhip of the Temple Mown:, They cited the
"'"F"""l" ﬂnl;mhh:ﬂ signilicance withiug commenting on the pels.
poun valuliey of funkimentalnt claims,

M he was done reading the arucle, James sore u aut of the rag-
gne and carefullly folded it into thirds, He flagged down » pasing
wnter and asked ham 1o theow it in the trab, The danger ) leaving
e article inaicle the maganne was that his mother wanld pack it wp in
F-"‘wlhf artscle, and o off on one ol he “Lampenin” The b
ageni ook her down the rabbi M‘“‘mhfﬂ'MMﬂ.
during which time she accused James of being 3 SPPIFT peran,
od gt all comacr, which be didn't mand wo much, except be wir-
ned. Dhala surfaced again year later, chamy and warm, o f nething
had huppened. When James asked her what had happened, vhe wad
wmply, “Cth, thone sillies. They act ke they know everythng, But
the Tao Te Chung tells us, Knowing sthers in wisdon, Knowsey the ieff i
rlygh e

James watched the water diappear inso the kuchen, He had the
mpebie o follow him and make sure the aracke was thrrem sway—
w et b washed he'd told the waiter oo Bury it under other pefune,
o that he hamsell had torn it mie small, unresdsble precev—tt e
mnted Thew obsesive impubes were bewt agnored, 3 lewon he had
karned the hard way The artcle was gone. Out of sight. Uneeach-
e That was what muattered.

And st i tame, for i rode b motser on her Vennara 4 Mobibey
Seomer with adjustable angle, delta nller (bright rod, of couri). She

]
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Wenk Howley

rolled down the handicapped ramp. saw him, and waved, P

as she approached, mavigating past diners (who had 1 Move gy
chairs 50 she could pass), It not that his mother was obese (in "
Just the oppatite: She weighed no more than nmery POunds) o :I::‘
she had a disabibity (she walked just fine). Ie's that she liked the Tﬂtht
ment the fire-engine-red scooter made, the imiport o hmught_ This
wis Clear from the entrance dhe'd Just made, wherein everyone iy the
restanrant had to stand, and adjust their seaws, as if for the entrance of
a queen.

“Hi there,” said Dharla a5 Jamses held out 3 chair for her She 1o
without effort and took it, Then, seeing his mimosa, “Wha a2
drinking?"

"Tr's a mimosa. Would you like one®™

“Yei, please,” she mid.

FHe |.1E]1:||ﬂ| it the waiter to bﬂl‘l-g ancther. His mothey put hep
napkin in her lap.

“507 Tell me | lock wonderful ™

James smiled.

"You do. You look great”

There wan a voice he used only with her. A slow and pasent eluci-
dation, as if speaking to 2 child with special needs. She liked it, a3 long
a3 he didn't go too big with ir, pushing to the point of patronization.

“You seem fir,” she said. 1 like the mustache”

He touched in, realiring she hadn't seen him wath it

“A litde Ervol Flyan, ay?™ he said.

“It's w0 gray, though," she suggested with a wince, “Maybe a linke
boot black ™

“1 think it makes me look distinguished.” he said lightly 2 the
waner brought her drink.

“You're a darling” she told him. “Have another ready, will you. I's
dreadfully thirsey™

“¥es, ma‘am,” he said, wathdrawing.

Over the decades, his mother’s British accent had morphed 9
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BEFORE THE m

camething James had wken o calling pure o
i, she had 3 grandness about her gy, Bty ﬂ:ﬂbm. Like g,
y aristocratic. As in, This is just the way e ipeai, d":.bmt *em sim-
o] psearchied the specials” he sgid “I'm v tdrfimg,

I . tald ghe Brittaty s divc o

“Ooh good,” she said. There wa Bothing the loveg 1 diving
pnj med, Pot @ sensalis, she old people, whick h:mhl
that sounded sexy and fun when the way Cviamyine hu:“"ﬂhnk
. N —;p

wventy—just sounided wrong,

*nd you hear about the red heifer?™ ghe asked afier
He bad 2 bref, panicked flagh thay somchow she hyd
bt then he remembered that she warched CHNM pwe
day They must have done a story,

| saw at,” he told her, “and I'm excied
ety walk about something che firse” e o b

Thet seemed 1o placate her, which told him thae she hadnt can.
sected 1o the story completely yer, the way 3
socket, drawing power,

“I've taken up the harmonica” ke sid “Teying to get in touch
with my muical roots, Although 1'm not sure e i the: right—"

She hunded her empty glas 1o the waiter, who arrived with sn-
otker just in Kimme.

“Your wepfather played the harmonica” ihe told him.

"Which one?”

She either didn't hear his quip or ignored it,

“He was very musical. Maybe you got it from him”™

“1 don't think it works thar way™

“Well,” she sasd, and sipped her drink. 1 always thought i was 2
bede sl

“The harmanicas™

"No. Music. And God knows | had my share of musicirs. [ mean,
the chings | did to Mick Jagger would make hooker blah.”

"Mother." he said, looking sround, but they were far enough from
the other diners that no heads had erned.

they oedered
scen the article,
Mf'mrhﬂm ¥

F'i'-'ﬂ Connedts n g
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Nanh Hawlay

}-"ﬂ'l b “"_-h a '|_-I'I|-‘|i.'"
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s¥h plesse -
- it, The harmE

a1 ug of s jacket FLIELH_ showesd it 19 I1-.,-r
. =t “b:: right? S | cani ke i .mgrwhtrr. Samerines | F|r|.-
=[qy porEItie- ! 2

quactly i the cockpH wth the autopilot o
|y that aafe?” P
=3 poune ity safe Wy wouhdn® 1t be .
hane on for akeofl and landing”

can't kecp iy P
4 that. And also, are you suggesting the sound

3 could impact the guidance system, ap—"
3] undervanding—1'm g

=i ] iz 1 |
T hatv—=they change
waves From the harmoni .
sl pow—=thats your arga—technK
callng 1t like | see it

He nodded. In thres pwouars. he s scheduled po ake an OSPRY

v Teoerboro and pick up 3 oW CIEW. Then a short jaunt 1o Marthal
Vineyard and back. He'd gomen a fom reserved at the Sobo House
Aowmeown, with 3 ane-ight yover. then tamorrow he Aew to Tavwan

His mother finished her second drink—they pows them 5o mas,
dear—and oedered 3 third. James nopced a red wring on her Fight
wrisp—ge e Back an Mabkalah. He didn't necd ta check his warch 1o
know that it had only been fifteen mamubes SENCE she arrmved.

When he told people he'd grown VP in a doomsday cult he was
anly partially kidding. They wert there—he and Darla—for five yean.,
from "70 ta ‘75, shere being 4 sne-a4Te compound i Morthern Calafor-
nig, The cult being The Kestoratkon of Gods Commandments {Ltet
shartened ta umply The Resaration), run by the right revercd Jay
L. Baker. Jay L. med 1o say that he was the baker and they were his
bread, God, of course, was the baker who'd made them all,

Jay L. was convinced the world would end on Auguse 9, 1974. He
had had 2 vision on 3 river rafting trip—family pets floating wp 2
heaven, When he came home, he consulted the scriptures—the Ol
Testament, the Book of Revelation, the Grostic Gospels. He became
comvinced there wis 2 code in the Bible, 3 hadden message. And the
mare he dug, the more motes ke ook in the margins of religoiss bexts,

ol

__*__

FETORE THE FALL

ue sums on his old deskrop calculaor, the more

fuee panged &
hat it was a date The date

o became

{ the world.
y L. on Haight Street. He had an old guitar and 3

parla Wt Ja

3 bas. His followers numbered exactly eleven [soon to grow to
e det 3 fumdred), mostly women Jay L. was a handsome man
I-:;nﬂ dhat hair), and he'd been blessed with an orators voice, decp

melodious He liked to gather his followers in intertwining cir-
the symbal for the Olympics, so that some sat face-to-face,
ndhed wander among them espousing his belicf that when the rap-

only the purest couls would ascend, Pienify m his eyes mcant
oy thin ¢ that one prayed at least eight hours a day, that
o comimirted aneself 1o hard work and to canng for others, It meam
ghat o ate RO chicken of chicken-related produces (mch as egim),
dhat e bathed only with soaps made by hand (somenmes cleaning
cne's Tace with the amh of a birch tree). Followers had to surround
ghenmeives with only pure soundsi—sounds wraight from the source,
go recorded materials, television, radio, film.

[iarla liked i, these rules, for a whale. She was a searcher ar heart.
what she chimed 1o be looking for was enlightenment, but neally
what the wanted was order. She wai 2 lost girl from a working-class
home with a drunken father who wanted to be told what to do and
when to do it. She wanted to go to bed at night knowing that things
made sense, that the world was the way it was for a reson. Though
e was young, Jarves remembers the fervar his mother brought to this
new communal way of life, the headlong way she threw herseld in.
Aad when Jay L. decided chat children should be raised collectively
and had them build a nursery, her mother didn't hesitate to add James
ta the groap.

“8a are you here now or what?" his mother saad.

“Am [ here®"

"l can't keep track of it. All your commngs and goings. Do yo
have am address®™

=

The .|,-|'||.I o

|

cles, like

wn' |.':||11I.'
e 8 Iy maean

u even
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Weab Hawley

O course | do. 1% i Delavare. You know thar"

“Ihelaware?™

"For tax Flnrpm-l:'l"

She made a face as if thinking aboait things like thay were .
vaman

“What's Shanghas like?” she asked. "1 always thought it woulg .
magical 1o see Shanghai.”

“Its crowded. Everybody snaokes.”

She bpked 3t ham with 8 ceram bored piry.

“ou never did have a serse of wonder”

“W s that supposed to mean?”

“Mothing. Just—we're put on this earth to revel in the majesty of
creaton, not=—you know—live in Delaware for ax purposss ™

“It’s just on paper. | kive in the clouds™

He sad this for ker benefit, bue it was alse true. Mot of his b
memarses were of the cockpin. Colors seen in nature, the way ligh:
bends around the horizon, the cathartic adremaline rush of 2 storm
eeiling bested. And yet what did iv mean? That had always been hus
maother’s question. Whar does i all mean? But Jamies didn’t worry about
that. He knew decp down in the core of his being that it didn’t meas
.:||1',.1I1jr.|p:.

A winrite, 3 winter squall, birds Aying in a perfect V. These were
things that were, The uth, visceral and sublime, of the universe, wa
that it exmsted whether we witnessed it or not. Majesty and beauty,
these were qualities we projected vpon it A storm was just weather,
A sunrise was amply 3 celestial padtern. Ies not that he didnt engoy
them. It that he didn’t require anything more from the wniverse than
that it exist, that it behave conastenthy—thar graviry worked the way
it always worked, thae lift and drag were comstans.

As Albert Einstein once said, “What | sec in MNature is a magnifi-
cent structure that we can comprehend only very imperfecdy, and chat
must fill a thinking person with 3 feeling of humility. This & a gen-
winely religaous '-EE]I.I'I.E'I‘J'I.“ has nothing o do with rn'g.':l.l'l:lil'l'l-“

2494
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PEFQRE THE 5uy

He walked his meather back to the 4 -
aving 10 people she knew, fike 5 mnl:;:;::‘;::‘t T beide hien
j-u.r.'ld'-' fioar. At the door, she asked James when I-.:::Em hu:.-lﬂay
4ad he rold her he had a layover in L& Mext month, i Back again,
watch for the ;.|g:1'| Thie red heifer had been bory e :::l-l' hizn 1
s and ol imself thr was nor proal of Geds plan, bus £ the ¥ Land
spbed, then they should be ready. .

He left her in the lobby. She would drve omg
ghens straight into her apartment. She had her
e said, and then dinner with some friends from her praver
Before he left she kissed his cheek (he bent donen = ltr'ﬂ::':'“ﬂ
oot does 1o the pope or a cardinal) apd told him she .‘,ULLH-:
peaving for him. She wid she was ghd thy he was ssch 3 200d
wn, one who bought his mother such o pice mea and mever for.
got to call. She said she'd beep thinking sbowt che commune
lot kstely and did he remember that? The Weverend Jay L. Baker
Wt was 1t he wsed to wav? 1 am the Baker and pow av all my bread,
Medl, shie vodd himm, T uss pour baker | made Fou iy oven, and dess
e forged it.

He kised her cheek, feeling the peach fuzz of ald age agairns hin
laps. At the revolving door he turned and waved one last time, bug she
wis slready gone. just a flash of red in the closing elevator doon. He
pee on bis sunglasses and spun out into the maming Tighe.

Inren hours he would be desd,

lhf ‘rk-“:ﬂ'l' Ind
book group Larer,

There was chop—medium o hesvy—dropping through the cloud
seihng into Teterboro, He was flying an OSPRY 7005L carrying four
executives from the Sony Corporation. They landed without incident
ind taed to meet the limousine. As abways, James stood in the cock-
Pit door wishing his disembarking passengers safe travels. In the past
he sometienes said Giod Mess you (3 habit picked up in childhood), but
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